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he didn't even think to ask who they were. On reflection, that may have been a mistake... 
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bizarre scavenger hunt. But can they trust the mysterious newcomer or could there be trouble ahead 
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Ryan Davies switched off the TV with a groan as he spotted the time. It was far too late already and 

ȅŜǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭ ƘƻǇǇƛƴƎΦ With an effort he stood and moved over to the 

window, the blinds only half closed against the night, and reached out for the lamp alongside it. As 

he clicked it off there was a strange surge of light, as though the streetlight outside had flared for a 

moment.  

Blearily gazing out into the street he hesitated as he spotted a dark figure that he could have sworn 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ there a moment ago. The crouching figure stood slowly, looking around as though it had 

just arrived, a flash of longer hair streaking out in the lamplight suggesting it was a woman. A woman 

who had just arrived in a blaze of golden light... 

Chuckling he turned away from the window and rubbed his eyes. People appearing in a flash of 

light? He had been watching too much of the Sarah Connor Chronicles. As he shut the living room 

door a grin ghosted over his face. If he was going to imagine strange sci-fi stuff he really needed to 

fantasise some naked women next time. 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ƎǊƻǿƭ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ left alone yet again. WŀŎƪΩǎ 

bunk was slowly getting better, the threadbare utilitarian sheets had been replaced with a much 

higher cotton count and the scratchy blankets were long gone but it still needed a new mattress. 

Ianto was getting sick of having old springs dig into his side ς or worse ς at just the wrong moment.  

As a result when Ianto did end up sleeping here he usually slept half over Jack, deciding his boss 

made a much comfier surface than the bed. But when his mattress decided to get up in the middle 

of the night Ianto was sure to wake up a little later. 

Grabbing the thin dressing gown he had tried in vain to get Jack to wear on his midnight strolls Ianto 

pulled on his pyjama trousers and swung the gown on over them. A pair of slippers to navigate the 

ladder completed his look as he pulled his way up the ladder and poked his head out the top, the 

hatch already open.  

As he suspected, a soft blue glow from one of the monitors was shining ƻǾŜǊ WŀŎƪΩs naked body, 

highlighting the smooth skin of his chest and soft lines of his muscles as he frowned slightly at 

something on the screen. The cold colours of the screen cast a shifting glow over his body, almost 

making it look as though he was underwater. Jack moved with an easy grace as he worked, his arms 

casting strange shadows on the wall as he called up different data and Ianto chuckled as he noticed 

WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ƴŀƪŜŘΦ 

tǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ Lŀƴǘƻ straightened up and padded quietly through the Hub. 

Sliding his arms around Jack he looked over his shoulder at the monitors, smiling as he leaned 

against his lover tiredly. ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ L ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǊƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ {¦±Κέ Jack shook his head 

and Ianto could hear the frown in his voice as he answered. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ There was a flare of rift activity over in Splott-έ 
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ά{ǇƭƻŜΦέ 

ά{ǇƭƻŜΦ Splott, Sploe, tom-A-to, tom-ah-ǘƻΣ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΚέ Ianto chuckled and 

hugged him ǘƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀǊƳǎ shifting to cover his, the leather of his wrist strap cooler 

agaiƴǎǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ skin.  

άWŀŎƪ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ really going to ƎŜǘ ǳǇǎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴƎƭƛƴƎ ǿƻǊŘǎ LΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ when we met 

you could never decide how to pronounce my name from one day to the next-έ 

άhƘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ²ŜƭǎƘ ƛǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǊŘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΗέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ had over one hundred years to practice!έ Jack mumbled something under his 

breath which earned him a sharp jab to his side. ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦ Now, 

ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΚέ Grinning in spite of himself Jack reached out and touched the monitor, a 

wireframe map of Cardiff zooming in on the area of Splott, the small residential area coming into 

focus. Data streamed across one corner of the screen and Ianto soon spotted the familiar peak of a 

surge in rift activity that corresponded with the area. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǳǊƎŜ ƛƴ ǊƛŦǘ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘȅ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ς well, right there. It looks as though something might have 

come throughΦέ Ianto nodded sleepily but his eyes were alert as he watched Jack work. 

ά²ŜŜǾƛƭΚέ Ianto suggested. Jack shrugged gently and wrapped his arms over IŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

άtƻǎǎƛōƭȅΦ bƻ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ȅŜǘ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ //¢± ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜŀ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ 

anyone walking weevil style. Just your usual stragglers and returning revellers. Nothing that stands 

ƻǳǘΦέ  

ά{ƻΦΦΦέ Ianto placeŘ ŀ ƪƛǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ƻƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǎƛƎƴ that anything large and mean 

ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦΦΦέ He planted another kiss lower down, his lips playing over the ōŀǎŜ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ 

άbƻ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿǊƻƴƎΦΦΦέ Jack grinned as Ianto slid along his shoulder, a 

slow drag of teeth promising more άΦΦΦŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƛƳǇƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ Ǝƻ 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƎŀƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΚέ  

άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ƴƻǘΦέ Jack tried to keep his face serious as Ianto flicked his tongue over a sweet spot just on 

the top of his shoulder. άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƳŜŀƴ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ 

ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎΦέ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎǘ ŀǎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎƭƛŘ Řƻǿƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ǘƻ ōǊǳǎƘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 

wriststrap, unfastening it and placing it on the desk with a loud clunk before tickling the inside of 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘΦέ  

With a chuckle Jack turned and wrapped his arms around Ianto, the pair of them wandering leisurely 

back to bed, pausing only to leave behind a trail of nightclothes. 

Neither of them heard the soft beeps from the wrist strap ten minutes later. 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 
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/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WƻƘƴ IŀǊǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ƻŦŦ even for sex. Not that his current partners had 

objected. He stretched his arms out above his head lazily and grinned, kissing the pair of lips that 

dragged over his hungrily. The blindfold left him guessing as to which of his pair of Welsh fuck 

ōǳŘŘƛŜǎ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ŦƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎƭƛŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǊŜΦ  

Being dragged back to Cardiff to avoid the cops not only had the advantage of pissing off Jack and his 

little boy toy but it also had the bonus of Cardiff boys. There really was something about the accent 

ς or maybe it was all those weird tongue rolling things they had to do to speak it - that made them 

extra gifted. Plus he half suspected a century of the Harkness influence on the Bay area had 

something to do with the tricks that the local boys had picked up. Even if Jack had only fucked one in 

ten of them they went on to teach others, who taught others... 

He groaned as a firm tongue slid over his arse and a second mouth fluttered over his stomach. Oh 

ƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀƛǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

bar. There was nothing quite like two tongues for the price of one. He leaned back, lost in the 

sensations and missed the soft metallic click over the noise of his two friends. He did not however 

miss the sharp point pressing against his temple, nor the unmistakeable threat of the pressure as it 

pushed against him just gently. 

ά.ƻȅǎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ John sighed as he recognised the crisp 

pronunciation and English accent; that unmistakeable touch of posh in the soft female voice. Judging 

from the noise of his friends scrambling out the way hŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ 

pressed against his skull being a weapon either. Even though he knew the answer already he 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƎǊƻŀƴƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŀ ƘŀǊǎƘ ²ŜƭǎƘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛse. 

ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŜƭƭ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  

άL ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ŀŘǾƛǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ 

go. Who am I?έ John lowered his hands slightly and sucked his lower lip in frustration as the answer 

he expected came. ά²Ƙȅ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊ ŦŜƭƭƻǿΣ LΩƳ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΦέ  

Oh he was definitely in trouble now. This was going to be painful. 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen liked it when it was quiet. Quiet meant no one died or got mangled. vǳƛŜǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

have to use the spare clothes in heǊ ŘǊŀǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōƻǊǊƻǿ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀƭƭ-purpose alien stain 

remover. Quiet meant she got to go home and see Rhys and have nice cuddles on the sofa and good 

meals and lots of fun practising making babies. Quiet was good. 

The Hub was quiet as she entered. The soft glow of the computers shone out across the space as she 

flicked the main lights on, the light changing the almost purple glow of her top in the blue lights to 

its normal red. She was a little earlier than usual; Rhys had needed to go in early for a meeting which 

had her up before she really wanted to be ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦ When it was quiet she had time to 

work on some special projects of her own ς working out if she and Rhys could afford a bigger place 

with a room perfect for a nursery and nearby some good schools...  
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Ok, so technically it was an abuse of resources to use the IǳōΩs computers to find her a new house 

but it could have been worse. !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǇ Ǿŀǎǘ ŀǊŜŀǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƻǊƴ 

collection that would put Hugh Hefner to shame. WŀŎƪ ǎǿƻǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ 

rushed to purge it either. 

Casting her eyes around the Hub she stifled a laugh as she spotted the abandoned dressing gown 

and a slipper half caught in the hatch leading down to WŀŎƪΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΦ Dumping her bags at her desk 

she made her way across the Hub ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŘƛǎŎŀǊŘŜŘ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ŦǊƻƳ 

underneath the monitors. Her fingers brushed over the soft leather lingeringly for a moment, trying 

to remember the last time she had seen him without it.  

Folding and placing everything neatly on his desk she switched his desk lamp on to make it easier for 

him to find it all. She was about to turn away when a soft beep caught her attention. Frowning she 

worked througƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭŜΣ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƳƻōƛƭŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

wrong about the source. 

άWŀŎƪΗέ Her yell revealed her slight panic and pƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǎǘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊƛƴƎ 

at the all too innocent beep coming from it. As Ianto had once said, that thing never beeped. But 

when it did it always seemed to mean trouble. It looked like her quiet spell was over.  

Gwen watched as the hatch slammed open and a tousle-haired Jack stuck his head out, a t-shirt 

visible over his shoulders and a sleepy grin on his face.  

άDǿŜƴΗ IƛΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƻǊ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǳƳ-έ Jack paused as he spotted 

the pile of belongings on the desk and ignored the laugh coming from below him as he continued. 

ά¢ƛŘƛŜŘ ǳǇΦέ  

It usually took a lot to faze Jack so she hated to think what was going on out of her sight. Rolling her 

eyes and crouching down to his level she handed him his wrist strap, waving it in front of his face.  

ά²Ŝƭƭ L Řƻ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŜ ƛƴ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ was beeping...έ With her other hand she set about 

retrieving the slipper from the hatch as she continued. άAnd as we all know that John knows the 

phone number here now, what with him having used ƛǘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ΨƻƴŜ phone callΩ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƻƴŎŜ, I 

thought it mighǘ ōŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΦέ  

Jack was not ǎƻ ǎƭŜŜǇȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ recognise the slight overemphasis of her accent that she used 

when she was annoyed. WƻƘƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƎƻƻŘ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

blame her, the man was trouble. Judging from the slap to his backside and the muffled Welsh curse 

from below ƘŜ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ with the thought of John coming over again 

either. John ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ .ŀȅ again yet so how much trouble could he get himself into just in 

Cardiff? Jack closed his eyes in pain, deciding not to follow that thought through after all. 

άwƛƎƘǘΣ WƻƘƴΣ ȅŜǎΦ ¦ƳΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘΦέ Taking the wrist strap off her Jack pulled the hatch closed 

and vanished again leaving Gwen to chuckle at the curses coming from the room, her nervousness 

obvious even to herself. She took a deep breath to calm herself and moving back over to the desk 

she cleared a space and perched on the edge, trying to look casual. It only took a couple of minutes 

for the pair of them to climb out, Jack half dressed in his usual grey trousers and white T-shirt 
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whereas Ianto even had his shoes on and was adjusting his striped tie above his red shirt as he 

stood.  

Unlike Jack he was even wearing different clothes to yesterday and Gwen wondered for a moment 

how it must look to outsiders when they turned up in complimentary outfits. The red and black had 

almost become a uniform for them ς mostly because after much trial and error they had decided 

those colours better survived the blood, mud, slime and goo that generally went with the job. 

Grabbing his dark suit ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ Ƙƻƻƪ ōȅ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŘƻƻǊ Ianto slipped it on before coming to 

perch beside her on the desk, one arm sliding around her as he gave her a friendly peck on the 

cheek. 

άMorning Gwen,έ he asked, άdƛŘ L Ƴƛǎǎ ƳǳŎƘΚέ Gwen shook her head and wrapped her arm around 

him in return with a cheeky grin as she stared at Jack and spotted something. 

άhƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ǎŀȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŜȄŀŎtly but a little something yes.έ She inclined her head towards 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿŀƛǎǘΦ Ianto raised an eyebrow questioningly before following her gaze and groaning. 

ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ƭƻǿ, Captainέ Ianto called out. Their boss looked at them in confusion for a 

moment before looking down and hastily doing his trousers up properly.  

άOops. Thanks for thatΦΦΦέ Grinning sheepishly Jack brought his hands back up and flicked open the 

cover on his wrist strap. άRight, ƭŜǘΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ mess WƻƘƴΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ ƴƻǿ ǎƘŀƭƭ 

ǿŜΚέ They watched as he frowned at the strap and after pressing a couple of buttons he sighed. 

ά!ƴǎǿŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜΦέ His eyebrows rose in surprise and he waggled them at Ianto. άOoo he left a video 

message-έ 

άL ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƻǘȅ Ŏŀƭƭǎ,έ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊƧŜŎǘŜŘ, άǘhe last one almost gave me 

ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜǎΦέ He looked annoyed in spite of the joke but Gwen chuckled and looked at them both. 

ά.ƻƻǘȅ ŎŀƭƭΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅΚέ she asked, raising her eyebrows.  

ά²ŜƭƭΦΦΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƛƴ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǘo whisper even though 

Jack could hear every word. άIe was stark naked and wearing a-έ 

άLŀƴǘƻΣ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ private!έ At the incredulous look he received from them both, 

Jack laughed out loud and shook his head. άhƪΣ ƻƪΣ how about we leave it for now and LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ 

the real thing later. !ǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ŜƴǘǊȅΦΦΦέ He pressed a few buttons and a soft beam of blue light 

shone from the wrist strap resolving itself into a full sized image of- 

άhƘ Ƴȅ DƻŘ,έ Gwen cried out before laughing and hiding ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ƛƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΦ 

άWŀŎƪ, I thiƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ,έ Lŀƴǘƻ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭƻƎǊŀƳ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ, 

άǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƘŜ ǎŜƴǘ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  

άIǳƘΚέ Jack frowned and checked the date on his display before refocusing on the naked, full size, 

image of Captain John Hart. άbƻǇŜΦ DeŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜΦέ Pressing another button, Jack watched as 
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the image ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƴƻǿ ƘŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ǇŀƴƛŎ ƻƴ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

Not to mention the complete lack of any physical signs that he was aroused. This was serious. 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WƻƘƴ IŀǊǘΦ Please report to my lo- ƻƘ ŦǳŎƪ ǘƘƛǎΦέ The hologram 

of John turned to one side before hastily tilt ing his head back as a long blade, recognisable as 

probably being the samurai sword he carried, placed itself against his throat.  

άWŀŎƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǇǊŜŦŜǊŀōƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƘŀǇ. Co-

ordinates on the message but hell you aƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩƳ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ. LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǎƻƻƴ LΩƳ 

going to be um-έ A pause came as the blade slid lower, floating threateningly over his most useful 

body part and he looked to his side at his unseen assailant again.  

άhƘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ bloody fair!έ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅ ǊŜǇƭȅ ōǳǘ WƻƘƴ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ 

before looking back at the recorder. άJack, come alone but come quickly. tƭŜŀǎŜΦέ The image flashed 

out leaving them all staring somewhat aghast. 

άLǎ ƘŜ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀƭΚέ Gwen asked as she slid off the desk, confusion etched onto her face. Jack looked 

blank and Gwen instinctively moved to his side. άWŀŎƪΚέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ I honestƭȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜέ WŀŎƪ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ άōut 

ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack was silent during the drive, the slight play of the muscles along his neck showing the tension in 

his body as Ianto and Gwen chatted quietly and speculated on what trouble John could have possibly 

got himself in this time. Lost in his thoughts Jack barely even watched the road, cursing as he was 

forced to brake for the workday traffic in spite of the cars lights. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

day, especially as he ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭǎ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ 

then they would be severely punished with ς absolutely nothing. Even Andy refused to give tickets 

ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΩǎ ǿŀȅΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƛƴǾŜǎǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŜƭƛŎƻǇǘŜǊΦ.. 

He was starting to think they should have walked when even a lollypop lady decided his flashing 

lights had nothing to do with her. Slaloming around her he ignored the less than child friendly 

ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŎƘƻǎŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŀngry tirade about what was the point 

ƻŦ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ /ŀǊŘƛŦŦΩǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦ  

It was too early in the day to deal with John; hell there was never a good time to deal with Captain 

John Hart as he had taken to calling himself. But tƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ 

could cause that look of panic in his eyes. He was worried about more than that though. 

Just on the very edge of the hologram, for one instant in the recording he had seen the handle of the 

sword and the hand holding it. Whoever the assailant was, they had looked human enough from 

there. 

And a human who knew John well enough to want to kill him could be the most dangerous threat of 

all. 
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 ~*~*~*~*~ 

 

They spread out along the corridor silently, Jack in the lead as he reached the solid door. Gwen had 

ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ WƻƘƴ ǳǎŜ hǿŜƴΩǎ ƻƭŘ Ŧƭŀǘ at first but it was either here ƻǊ ¢ƻǎƘΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ 

all objected to. Still, even knowing it was empty it had felt odd giving John access to the home of 

someone he had once shot just for the fun of it.  

Jack tried the door and a cautious smile came onto his lips as the handle turned easily. Signalling to 

Gwen to stay outside and watch their backs Ianto shifted beside the doorway, his back against the 

wall ready to enter behind Jack. Jack looked at them and grinned before turning the handle and 

pushing the door open quickly. 

hǿŜƴΩǎ Ŧƭŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜƳǇǘȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŎƘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōŜŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ǘŀǎƪ ƻŦ ōƻȄƛƴƎ 

up all his stuff. ThŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ōƻƻǘs echoed around the empty space; the sheer 

feeling of the abandoned place was not exactly welcoming. And then he spotted John.  

The thief was still naked but he was now tied to a chair at the far end of the room by the brick wall. 

A simple cloth gag in his mouth would have stopped him calling out to them anyway but the way his 

eyes were closed and the thin trail of blood down his temple suggested that even without it he 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳŎƘ ƘŜƭǇΦ The big question was, was he alone? Gun at the ready Jack inched 

his way into the room, the open space appearing clear and his footsteps the only ones echoing 

around the mostly empty apartment.  

Ianto followed him in, similarly armed and ready but unable to resist a grin at JoƘƴΩǎ ǇǊŜŘƛŎŀƳŜƴǘΦ It 

was cold in the room now, a slightly open window not helping John look his best and the wicked side 

ƻŦ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ idly if they would have time to get a picture of him like that.  

Jack crossed the space quickly, easing ǘƘŜ ƎŀƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ  

άWǳǎǘ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ blow. Looks recent tooέ Jack added before he jumped as an unexpected and distinctly 

feminine voice rang out through the flat. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŎŜƴǘΣ I just needed him not to warn you and you know full well ƘŜΩǎ ƛƳƳǳƴŜ ǘƻ 

that stupid lip gloss.έ Spinning at the new voice both men raised their guns and froze as the sight 

dawned on them.  

Gwen, an annoyed expression on her face, was walking into the room with her empty hands held 

high ahead of a hooded and cloaked figure who was moving as though she had something pointed 

ƛƴǘƻ DǿŜƴΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ WǳŘƎƛƴƎ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΩǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƘƻƭǎǘŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ DǿŜƴϥǎ ƎǳƴΦ  

άtlus I must admitΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŦƭŀǘΣ άthe violent 

way is more fun sometimes. I didƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻƻ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ though. bƻǘ ȅŜǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ Jack ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

see her face or recognise the figure but that voice... the clear English, almost Lara Croft posh sound 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƴŜǎ ǊŀƴƎ ŀ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊƛǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΣ ŦŀŎŜǎ 

drifting in and out of his mind as he tried to match it to the voice. ά!ǎ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ L ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ 
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him alive, his advice was most helpful. IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ Lucky old me, even more 

ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘΦέ  

  

! ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ǎƻ ƻƭŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

quite bring it into focus. Shaking off the thought he refocused, his gun sight searching for enough of 

a shot.  

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƭƻƴŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘΦ 

άhƘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ JackΣ LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎΦ !ƭƭ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ǇƭŀȅΦΦΦέ A ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ DǿŜƴΩǎ 

and he resisted the urge to take the shot, the memory almost there. A pale hand rose from beneath 

the cloak and pushed back the hood to reveal a slightly pouting woman with a wicked grin in her 

eyes. Her angled jaw added strength to her beauty but as her dark blonde hair tumbled free from 

the hood it was the eyes Jack found himself lost in, his gun lowering in spite of himself. άΦΦΦ Make Jack 

ŀ ǾŜǊȅ Řǳƭƭ ōƻȅ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΦέ  

The hair was shorter and lighter than he remembered and the face less round, much more grown up 

than the young woman he had known. Her cheeks looked sharper and her eyes were colder but 

there was still that sparkle of a hidden joke behind them, the glow that he could remember staring 

at in a darkened room on a distant planet... 

άWǳƛŎŜΚέ Laughing, the blonde ŜȅŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǳƴǿŀǾŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƛƳ ŀƴŘ lifted both hands into the air. Her 

gaze stayed fixed on the Welshman as she revealed a small crossbow in her hands before crouching 

to place it safely on the floor. Stepping aside she ran a hand across her captiveΩs shoulder softly 

before retrieving one of their guns from behind her own back and handing it back to Gwen. 

ά{ƻǊǊȅ L ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ȅƻǳΣέ the stranger apologised. Jack holstered his gun but Ianto merely lowered his, 

his two handed grip still strong as the woman stepped past Gwen and walked towards Jack, the 

cloak flowing out around her as her heels clacked on the floor underneath a long skirt. ά[ƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ƴƻ 

see, WŀŎƪΦέ Still flabbergasted Jack simply stared, uncomprehending. 

ά.ǳǘ- What- How- hƘ ƘŜƭƭΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΗέ Laughing out loud she ran the last few steps and jumped 

ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩs arms, wrapping her legs around his waist in a move that had both his team staring slightly 

open-mouthed as she hugged him tight. His arms quickly shifted to hold her in place in a gesture that 

looked well practised. 

άaƛǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻ ƘǳƴΦέ Leaning back but staying in his arms she reached up to grab his head, kissing 

him fiercely, her fingers burying themselves in his hair.  

Gwen quickly moved over to stand beside Ianto, both practically counting the seconds as they 

watched the pair embrace. She could see the look of surprise on his face before he hid it, his eyes 

locked still on both the newcomer and Jack and she could see by the tension in his arms that he was 

resisting the urge to shoot; ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ To diffuse the tension 

Gwen broke the silence first with a rhetorical question. 
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άDo you think they know each other then?έ she whispered loudly. Ianto flicked his gaze to Gwen, his 

grip relaxing just a fraction. 

άL ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǉǳƛǊƪ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǿ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ άI thought 

ǿŜΩŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ train him not to jump ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜǘΦ Although there was that incident with 

the stationery rep-έ  

At the sound of their voices Jack twisted to look round at them guiltily before he broke off the kiss, 

pushing the newcomer off him. Gracefully she slid her legs down his body before jumping to the 

floor, her hands leaving his face last of all, slightly muffling his voice as he spoke. 

άDǿŜƴΣ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǳƳ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ WǳƛŎŜΣ L ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ- ¦ƳΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎΦΦΦέ Jack quickly straightened his hair as he 

tried to cope with the clashing of his past and present lives. Giggling the woman inclined her head 

towards them as she stepped back from Jack at last, her fingers dragging off his chin before rising 

towards her own. 

άThe Right Honourable Lady Justine Hartless. Or Baroness Hartless. Or 

Lady Justine, or just JǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ƻǊ ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎŀǎŜ WǳƛŎŜΦ I really ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƻƴ 

ceremony that much; to be honest I have answered to so many names in 

my time I will respond to pretty much anything you shout in my 

direction. LǘΩǎ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ both.έ  

Lady Justine undid her cloak and tossed it over the empty kitchen counter, letting the team see her 

properly for the first time. Her hair was dark blonde or light brown, the colour seeming to change 

depending on the light and it fell just below her shoulders with a kink to it like a soft curl. Soft brown 

eyes stared back at them and if they had to guess her age she looked early thirties perhaps, a good 

few years younger than the Captains at any rate but not much older than Ianto or Gwen. Her skin 

was pale against her bright red lipstick but she looked as though she had been in the sun recently 

and the way she carried herself made Gwen feel like an awkward teenager again. It was her outfit 

that stood out the most though. 

A simple black flowing skirt draped over her legs hiding them from view whilst low heeled laced 

boots peeked out from the bottom which all seemed normal enough but the top ς a bunched 

peasant style blouse covered the tops of her arms, revealing a cleavage that would have been 

impressive enough even without the tight corset style cincher around her waist which gave her 

almost a pirate or gypsy style. The elaborate red spiral embroidery on the blouse only added to the 

look, as did the bright red sash tied around her waist and gold hoop earrings.  

But her necklace was something else. What appeared to be a circuit board of silver metal on a gold 

chain rested in the crease of her bosom, adding a touch of the mechanical to her look. What caught 

their attention the most though was the black leather straps covering both her wrists, one smooth 

ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀǊŎƘŜǊΩǎ wrist guard but the other- 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ¢ƛƳŜ Agent,έ DǿŜƴ stated, catching the slight look of surprise on the newcomerΩs face as 

she glanced back at Jack curiously. 
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άaȅ, ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ŎƘŀǘǘȅ ƻƴŜΚ Although by the shock on their faces I get the feeling you 

ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƳŜ by name. Unless yƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƭŜŜǇΚέ 

άhƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ,έ Ianto interrupted, his face blank and politely controlled. Turning 

back Lady Justine grinned and stepped forwards, holding out her hand. 

άYou must be Ianto Jones.έ She looked him up and down slowly, one eyebrow rising questioningly at 

the gun still held in his hand. άMmmmmm John was right, you are a pretty one ς suspicious too. 

!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ dear John, ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘŀōƭŜΦέ At the mention of his name the naked 

thief began to stir, his head rising off his chest. Lady Justine glanced over at him, the distraction 

giving Ianto a chance to receive a discreet nod from Jack.  

Ianto holstered his weapon as she looked back and reached out to shake her hand, but then on 

impulse, and perhaps to make Jack a little jealous in return, he lifted it to his lips to kiss it instead.  

άaȅ ƭady,έ he whispered. Grinning wickedly, Justine gave a small curtsey and looked over her 

shoulder at Jack again. 

άhƘ Ƴȅ WŀŎƪ, this one is definitely a keeper.έ Turning back to Ianto she almost purred as she 

continued, άƻh ǿƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ give to have you as my valet...έ  

ά[ŀŘȅΚέ Blinking blearily, John fidgeted in the chair, shivering in the chilly room. άSince when have 

you been any kind of a lady, sweetheart? TƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ typical, hope you lot are all having a swell time 

catching up and having a bloody tea party.έ John raised his voice to shout at them, άƴow could 

someone get me the hell ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΗέ  

All of them turned to face him, various states of amusement on their faces and it was Jack who 

stated the obvious this time. With one hand on his hip he pointed at the bound Captain but 

addressed the newcomer. 

άWǳƛŎŜ, why do you want to kill John? L ƳŜŀƴ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǊƎŜ ŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻǊ 

another-έ 

άhƛΗέ John shouted indignantly. 

ά-but why the whole kidnapper message and dragging me into it? Cos I rŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

involvedΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ his arms out wide, άƛǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ŀƎŜǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻŀǘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǘǊǳŜ,έ Lŀƴǘƻ ǇƛǇŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴ, άtook me three hours of ǎŎǊǳōōƛƴƎ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ Laughing 

again Justine pulled away from Ianto and stalked over towards John.  

άhƘ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ WŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƘŜŜǊƛƭȅΣ άI just ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ Ŧǳƴ ǿƘŜƴ WƻƘƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ 

ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ Drawing a small knife out from under the smooth wrist guard she crouched down in 

front of John, holding the blade against his throat. άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦƻǊǘƘŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅ 

motivated. How could I resist a little family ǊŜǳƴƛƻƴΚέ Rising to her feet slowly she leaned over him, 

her hand sliding down his back to where his bound wrists were. With a flick of her wrist he was free.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƎƻΚέ John asked as he brought his hands up to his lap.  
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άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ {ƘǊǳƎƎƛƴƎΣ ǎƘŜ ǊƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘΦ άI just wanted you to squirm 

for a bit, ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎΦέ Ianto could feel himself itching to raise the gun again as John began to recover, 

wriggling in the cold seat, ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ 

άIŀƴƎ ƻƴΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ Ǝƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ Jack asked, as sƘŜ ǘƻǳǎƭŜŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ 

hair before moving over to Jack again. 

ά{ƘƻǊǘ ǎǘƻǊȅ, with the collapse of the Time Agency I find myself involuntarily unemployed, in a teeny 

bit of a bind financially speaking and a completely innocent fugitive. As I am the reputable one out of 

the three of us I thought you two might ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΦέ John and Jack both snorted 

derisively at the same time. 

άwŜǇǳǘŀōƭŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ ά/ome on Juicy, you know full well you are just a thief like him. And 

JohnΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ since when have you been any kind of a ƭŀŘȅΚέ Hand on her hips she stared Jack down, 

her eyes blazing. 

άAnd since when have you two been Captains? And I am not a thief; LΩƳ ŀƴ ŀǊŎƘŀŜƻƭƻƎƛǎǘ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ 

been unfairly persecuted.έ Sighing softly, Justine lowered her hands and her voice, sidling up to him 

again. άOh come on Jack, you know I was always the brains to your brawn, my sweet loving 

husbands. A perfect match. Although a less than perfect marriage...έ As she stroked her finger along 

his chest LŀƴǘƻΩǎ Ƙŀƴd subconsciously shifted towards his holster again. 

άaŀǊǊƛŜŘΚέ Gwen half squeaked in surprise.  

άOh ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΦέ John looked up from his chair and rubbed his bleeding lip. άLt was valid on just one 

planet, it was only for one month, and it was purely for cover on a job.έ Shifting, he shivered in the 

cold flat. ά!nd could we please ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ōŀŎƪΗέ Jack gave him a quick glare 

but shrugged and ƎǊŀōōŜŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ 

άWǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

morning.έ Jack turned back to John. άJohn, stop complaining, you got caught with your trousers 

down-έ  

άvǳƛǘŜ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ he was all alone with two little boyfriends, it was so sweet.έ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ 

and looked over at John. άIt reminded me of that time the three of us-έ 

άWǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǎƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ LΩƭƭ-έ Jack tried to interrupt as she raised her voice to speak 

over him again. 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǿƘŀǘ Jack? {Ǉŀƴƪ ƳŜΚέ She grinned wickedly, revealing a row of perfect teeth. ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ 

how much I enjoy it. Almost as much as you do..Φέ  

άWǳǎǘ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ WƻƘƴ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Hub and see if I can find a way to get 

ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ Pouting slightly she curtseyed again, holding out her skirts before 

turning and striding back over to John, moving off into the flat to retrieve his clothes whilst Jack 

returned to Gwen and Ianto, whispering softly. 
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άDǿŜƴΣ L ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ !ƴŘȅ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ have been any reports of her arrival especially from 

the guys he was with when she turned up. Also check if there have been any other surges in rift 

activity. If anyone else turns up I want to know about it ASAPΦέ Turning to Ianto he placed his hand 

on the ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ƎǊƛǇǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ again.  

άLŀƴǘƻΣ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {¦± ǊƻǳƴŘ ōǳǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅou put the security locks on first, I am not 

having her get access to any of that yet. Also nice touch with the hand thing, can you carry on flirting 

with her like that? Might help distract her enouƎƘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ,έ he added. Gwen 

nodded but Ianto simply stared at him, a touch of amusement and many unanswered questions on 

his face. 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘŜǊΚέ Ianto asked, a trace of relief in his voice.  

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ŀƴ ŜȄ-time agent and she used to be married to both John and I. Simultaneously.έ Jack 

laughed quietly and raised an eyebrow in a slightly mocking manner. άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ 

no way in hell I am trusting her now. But as they say, keep your friends close and your enemies 

closer...έ [ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ 

to unsheathe his sword, carrying out a sequence of practice strokes with it, moving like a pro in the 

empty flat. ά!nd until I can work out which she is this time I intend to keep her right where I can see 

ƘŜǊΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀƴŘ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ by the Water Tower. He had lived in the area for 

over a century but the Water Tower and invisible lift were recent enough that even he still found 

them a novelty. tƭǳǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ƘŜǊ the way in that she might be able to get through 

without them. As the three ex agents stood on the stone Justine looked up at the Water Tower.  

άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ knownΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛǊƪΣ άǿhy is it every phallus-like structure seems to have an 

ŜǾƛƭ ƎŜƴƛǳǎ ƛƴ ƛǘΚέ  

άIŜȅ LΩƳ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ Ǝǳȅ ƴƻǿέ WŀŎƪ answered ƘŜǊ ƳƻŎƪ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀƴǘƭȅ άŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴƛǳǎ 

ōƛǘΦέ  

ά.ƻǊŜŘ ƴƻǿΦέ Captain John wriggled beside them and let his unimpressed gaze roam over the Plass. 

άBeen here, done this bit. 5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻǇŜs ǳǇ ΨƳȅ ƭŀŘȅΩΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŘǳƳǇΦέ Turning to face him 

Justine stroked a finger down his cheek slowly.  

άWƻƘƴΦ LŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǎƭǳƳƳƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀ ōƛǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ LΚέ 

As the lift began to descend she grabbed his shoulder, wincing at the grating noise and the vibrations 

from the stones beneath their feet. With a worried expression she regained her balance before 

looking round at Jack. άhƘ ƳȅΣ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ȅƻǳ should ŀǎƪ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΦέ  

άWhereas you never usually give a guy a chance to offer,έ John retorted as he wrapped his arms 

around her, trying to pull her close as the lift descended. Sliding out of his arms Justine turned to 

gaze around her at the Hub curiously, making sure to stand well clear of the edge of the platform. 
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For all that the men seemed fine ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǊ ŘǊƻǇ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ 

as she looked down. She quickly hid it though, looking out with interest at the Hub. 

άIƳƳ, nice size. Love the tile work, former underground railway platform? Which implies your base 

was not alone-έ Laughing out loud as Myfanwy screeched past, Justine made a cooing noise. ά!ǿǿǿ 

you even have a pet! .Ŝŀǘǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻƴŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘΣ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜ ōƻȅǎ ŀǊŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛǊŜǎƻƳŜΦέ 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ мр, he was not a boy,έ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ, άŀnd besides he was Roman, they mature 

ŦŀǎǘŜǊΦέ 

άbƻǘ that fast.έ Justine spotted Gwen and Ianto waiting at the bottom for them and raised an 

eyebrow. άweception party? [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎǳŜǎǎΦΦΦέ Leaning close to Jack, she played with the top button of 

his shirt. ά{ǘǊƛǇ ǎŜŀǊŎƘΚέ  

άaŀȅōŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ.έ Glaring at first, but unable to resist a smile, Jack grabbed her wrist again, stopping 

her with an irritated look. άWust the weapons, for now. John, ȅƻǳ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ They watched in silence for a 

moment as John begrudgingly stepped off the platform and handed over his weapons yet again, 

both Jack and Justine wincing as he slid the small gun out from the back of his trousers. 

άhƘ by the goddesses do you two still do that?έ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘΦ ά¢hat is just wrong on so 

Ƴŀƴȅ ƭŜǾŜƭǎΦέ  

Looking over his shoulder John continued disarming as he leered at her. άhƘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣ 

ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦέ Justine sighed and looked up at Jack as she smiled suggestively. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ŀ ƭƻŀŘŜŘ ǿŜŀǇƻƴ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊǎ,έ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

slide down his chest, άor jǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ƭŜǘƘŀƭ ƻƴŜΚέ Glaring warningly Jack stepped down off the lift  

as John moved out the way, the scan showing him to be clean at last.  

άaȅ ƭŀŘȅΦέ Offering his hand to Justine, Jack bowed slightly mockingly. ά̧ ƻǳǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΦέ About to 

protest she cast a sideways glance aǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀƴƴŜǊ ƛƴ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ sighing.  

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘŀǊǘ,έ DǿŜƴ ƳƻǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǿŀƛǎǘ, άǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊƻǎǎōƻǿΦέ As one, everyone 

apart from Gwen shook their heads quickly and spoke. 

ά!ǊōŀƭŜǘΦέ  

ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅou want to call it, on the tray.έ Gwen tried not to let them get to her but glared at the 

ŀƳǳǎŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƳƻǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀƴƴŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άbƻǿΦέ  

¢ŀƪƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ƘŀƴŘ, Justine jumped down lightly and began to disarm. Reaching down to her 

waist she removed the small Arbalet hanging from her hip, placing it onto the tray without a word. 

Two small guns from the back of her waistband followed suit before she crouched down, no fewer 

than four different blades coming from her boots. A long length of wire was pulled free from her 

waistband and a smaller thin string of wire emerged from her second wrist plate before she pulled 

the same knife she had used on John out from it.  
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From her cleavage she retrieved a tiny spray bottle whilst a pouch attached to her waist yielded 

what at first glance appeared to be a makeup set but which made GwenΩs scanner went crazy when 

passed over it. One more small pistol to go and the tray was almost overflowing when she took off 

her cape and let it drape over the tray.  

Jack looked at her somewhat incredulously. ά²ƘŀǘΣ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎōƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΚέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƭƻŀƪΦέ Shrugging, Justine held out her arms as the scanner pronounced her 

clean and did a small pirouette as though to demonstrate. άOh and I decided to leave my sword 

behind, ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎŜŜƴ WƻƘƴΩǎ LΩƳ ƴƻǿ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭȅ ƧŜŀƭƻǳǎΦέ As she pouted at John, Jack 

ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ Hub. άaȅΣ 

so masterful. So when do we get to ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƻƻƳΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǳǘƘŜŘ ΨŎƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ǊƻƻƳΩ ǘƻ 

them as he dragged the bickering pair away, leaving the others to lock up the weapons. Returning 

his attention to his old friends he steered them deeper into the Hub. Upon reaching the conference 

room he let go of John and pushed him into the room.  

άWƻƘƴΣ ǎƛǘΦ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦέ Grumbling John did as he was told, moving out of earshot as 

Jack pushed Justine into the wall, the force of the move making her smile. ά[ŀǎǘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ 

the truth before everyone else turns up. What are you doing here? !ƴŘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ 

Baroness now?έ Jack lowered his voice after a glance at John. άWhat happened to your grandfather? 

When did you get his titleΚέ  

Sighing she looked past him at John and, content he cƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊΣ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŀŎƪ before she 

answered, her voice low. άHe died a few months ago and the authorities may have found his 

collection-έ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘŜŦŀŎǘǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘealing all across the universe from most major historical 

ǎƛǘŜǎΚέ  

άL ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŜŀƭ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ ǳǎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ 

ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀǊŎƘŀŜƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ǎƛǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƳŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ IŜǊƛǘŀƎŜ !ƎŜƴŎȅΩǎ ǊŜƳƛǘΗ Besides, those idiots at 

the HA always had it in for my Grandfather. .ǳǘΦΦΦέ She grinned and slid her arms around his waist, 

looking into his eyes. άTechnically...έ She practically purred as she felt his arms wrap around her in 

return, albeit a little hesitantly. άLǘ ǿŀǎ a teensy bit illegal. So they may have seized the estate, 

stripped me-έ 

άNow that must have been a sight,έ WŀŎƪ interrupted as he pulled her closer, his hands playing with 

the laces on her corset even as her hands began to slide lower than his waist. 

ά-of my title and tried to arrest me. But I managed to persuade one of the agents to, um, cut a deal-έ 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƛǘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ of help getting some... ƭŜǾŜǊŀƎŜΦέ Jack froze and let her go, pushing her 

back with a frown.  
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ά[everage? What sort of leverage?έ  

άaȅ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŜƭŘ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ,έ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ 

shoulders and then up at him again, άƘŀǇǇȅ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΦέ As his fingers tightened she winced and 

sighed deeply. άhƪay, okay. Nothing exactly illegal, just some... Artefacts. ThereΩs a couple of key 

ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ I! Ƙŀǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ΨǎŜƛȊŜΩΣ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘƭȅ ŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ DǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΩs 

collection, but in reality I have a shopping list.έ  

άIn return for my assistanceΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άthey are going to drop the charges against me and 

make out that it was all his work, even reward me for my co-operation. My record at the Time 

Agency was never exactly what you would call spotless but they are willing to lose my file and let me 

ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōŜ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŀōƭŜΦέ 

άwŜǎǇŜŎǘŀōƭŜΚέ Jack laughed derisively and let go of her, folding his arms across his chest. ά̧ ƻǳΚέ 

άDƻƻŘ ƎǳȅΚ ̧ ƻǳΚέ She folded her arms in return, mirroring his gesture. άtŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ, Jack. This is 

my chance to start again, to go home at last. Nobody in the public eye knows who I really am, who I 

have been, not all of us were the agency pin up, ΨBoeshane BoyΩ. I can start again. From the looks of 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΚέ Jack glanced through to where 

John was sitting with his boots on the table, playing with the rock they sometimes used as a 

centrepiece. 

ά!ƴŘ WƻƘƴΚ Why bring him into it? Does he know?έ He lowered his voice again. άI thought no one 

else knew about your grandfather.έ Justine bit her lip as she followed his gaze before turning back to 

him. 

άI never told him but unlike myself he s a thief and has skills we may need so I thought he would be 

useful to have around. Plus he was going to work out I was here anyway, I spotted his signal as soon 

as I arrived and I knew he would find me too. Much better to have our contact be on my terms.έ  

άHoweverΦΦΦέ She glanced over at John again and shook her head slowly. άIe is still far too volatile to 

tell the truth, and I definitely ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘŀke the deal for himself. You 

know his record; he is effectively banned from three different centuries across fifteen galaxies. Plus 

ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ōƻǳƴǘȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘǿƛŎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎƭŀƛƳƛƴƎΣ 

ƭƻȅŀƭǘȅ ōŜ ŘŀƳƴŜŘΦέ She shrugged and stepped closer again.  

άIŜƭƭ, I know LΩŘ ǘǳǊƴ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŦƻǊ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ,έ Justine admitted. She placed a hand on his chest and 

looked up at him innocently. ά¸ƻǳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ƙŀnd, the reward would have to be at least twice 

what ƛǘ ƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ LΩŘ ǘǳǊƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴΦέ She leaned in close, her hands sliding around his chest to grab his 

braces tight before pulling him forwards, her mouth hovering over his- 

άwƛƎƘǘ,έ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿalked past with a tray of drinks, άI was going to offer to serve the 

refreshments but I see everyone is hŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦέ Gwen threw Justine a quick glare 

ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ŀ ΨƘƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΩ ƭƻƻƪ as she hurried after Ianto.  
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άhƻǇǎΦέ Justine giggled and let go of his braces, straightening them with a mock guilty look. ά5ƛŘƴΩǘ 

ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŦŜΦέ He grabbed her wrists and pushed her away gently but his 

voice stern.  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘΣέ he whispered fiercely. Justine looked up into his eyes and her smile faded, a 

small frown line appearing above her eyes as she regarded him.  

άhƘ. ̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΚέ She looked over to where Ianto and Gwen were chatting and 

arguing with John. ά¸ƻǳƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǘǘƛŜǊΦ Should have known, you always were moving on. I assume 

inviting him for a little game of butler and mistress would be out of the question then?έ Casting her 

eye over Gwen as she ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎƳŀŎƪ WƻƘƴΩǎ ōƻƻǘ ƻŦŦ ƛǘ Justine grinned. άAnd the 

ƎƛǊƭΚέ 

άaŀǊǊƛŜŘΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŎƻƭŘƭȅΣ άƛn the traditional sense.έ Justine growled in frustration.  

άtƛǘȅΦ L ƎǳŜǎǎ LΩƳ ǎǘǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ WƻƘƴ ǘƘŜƴΦέ Turning back she placed a finger on his lips and brushed it 

across slowly. ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƧƻƛƴ ǳǎ though. Wǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŘŀȅǎΦέ  

Stepping aside Jack moved away from her without answering, following the others into the room. 

Staying in place for a moment Justine shrugged at the rejection as she watched him go.  

ά¸ŜǇΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen watched suspiciously as they came in, Justine and John ending up taking seats on one side of 

the table, herself and Ianto on the other and Jack at the head. After a few pleasantries about coffee 

the conversation died into an awkward silence before Gwen spoke up. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ōǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǿŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ς 

and a few answers.έ Glancing at John, Gwen hesitated a moment before continuing. άAfter ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

happened ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΩǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ an 

unreasonable requestΦέ  

Jack looked at her, considering for a moment before leaning back in his chair, his hands folded neatly 

in his lap. In marked contrast John was slouching right down in his chair whilst Justine was sitting 

almost primly, her hands on the table in front of her. Nodding, Jack glanced at his old colleagues 

before he answered Gwen, even though his eyes shifted to Ianto. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΚέ  

Gwen shrugged and folded her arms slightly confrontationally as she looked over at John again. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ the big one, were you really married to HIMΚέ All three of them 

burst out laughing, both men hastily talking over each other. 

ά²ƘŀǘΚ No, not to John-έ Jack answered quickly before John interrupted. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎ ǎǿŜŜǘƛŜΣ ƘŜ ƳŀƪŜǎ ŀ ƭƻǳǎȅ-έ 
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ά²Ƙŀǘ L think these two are trying to say...έ Justine cut over them loudly before quietening down as 

they stopped. άbƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ They were both married to me.έ She smiled slyly 

and cast a sideways glance at the two men. άbƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǘƻƻƪ ƳǳŎƘ ǇŜǊǎǳŀŘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ But 

the fact is we had a job to do on a planet that had a strict Matriarchal society.έ She leaned back and 

little and stroked her ƘŀƴŘ ŀƭƻƴƎ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƭƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎly as she continued. 

άUnmarried men were not allowed to go out unaccompanied and could be ΨpursuedΩ by any female - 

and were obligated to submit, which would have caused a lot of complications. Not least of all that 

these two ƭŀŎƪŜŘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŀǇǇŜƴŘŀƎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ōƻȅǎ ƘŀŘΦέ  

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏƻǳƴǘ,έ WƻƘƴ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘ quickly, άƛǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ 

laughing at that and John smirked back. Ianto rolled his eyes in silence as Gwen calmed down before 

exchanging a knowing look with Justine. Jack watched them closely, spotting how Gwen was 

becoming more relaxed with the conversation but still slightly suspicious. 

άSo to make things easier I married them,έ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ continued, shifting her gaze away and answering 

Gwen but addressing Ianto, άas in I married John then I married Jack. I was allowed as many 

husbands as I liked but they were never joined to each other,έ an impish grin lit up her face as she 

gave her ex-husbands another sideways glance, άǿell, ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ  

Jack cleared his throat and spread his arms wide, gesturing as he spoke. άLǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƳƻƴǘƘΦ And 

ōŜƛƴƎ ΨǎǇƻƪŜƴ ŦƻǊΩ ƳŜŀƴǘ WƻƘƴ ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎŀŦŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻō ŘƻƴŜΦέ Justine nodded 

and chuckled softly.  

άExcept for when you nearly got us all killed-έ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΗέ Jack laughed and pointed at John, an amused grin on his face that somehow 

made him look younger. ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻΦέ  

ά5ŜǇŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǘƛƳŜƭƛƴŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ but yes, it was long ago.έ Justine nodded and 

fiddled with the leather of her wrist guard. άhƘ ŀnd in case anyone is worried I made sure I carried 

out the divorce ceremony before we left, ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦǊŜŜ ƳŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ Her gaze flickered 

to Ianto again and his eyes met hers without flinching. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ƴƻǘ completely ŦǊŜŜΦέ  

άhƪŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴǎ ǘƘŀǘΦέ Gwen placed her hand flat on the table and leaned forward. ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ 

you doing here? Why come and visit now? L ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ŎŀƭƭΚέ Justine sat back in 

her chair and looked over at Jack, letting him take the lead.  

Coughing politely Jack pullŜŘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ άWǳƛŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

by the, well our-έ He motioned his hand to indicate all three of them. άOld government to track 

down certain items from the past. She has some archaeological experience-έ  

ά¸ŜŀƘ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻƳō ǊŀƛŘŜǊΣέ WƻƘƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƴƻǊǘΣ άǿait until she slips her 

ǎƘƻǊǘǎ ƻƴΦέ  

ά9ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜΦέ Justine closed her eyes ŀǘ WƻƘƴΩs remark. άL ƪƴŜǿ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ slept with a 

games designer. Iƻǿ ǿŀǎ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŜŀƭ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƎŀƳŜΚέ Sighing 
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she looked at Jack, her eyes opening slowly. άLΩǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ WƻƘƴ after all, can I 

ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ L ǘƻƻƪ ƛǘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΚέ  

Jack silenced them both with a look before he continued, ά!nd we are going to help her to get what 

ǎƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪΦέ  

Gwen nodded before looking back at Justine. άCƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ƛŦ I seem rude Lady Hartless- or is it Lady 

Justine?ά 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ just Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΦέ 

άWǳǎǘƛƴŜΣ ōǳǘ WƻƘƴ ŎŀƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ōǳƭƭ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǘƻƻ. We trusted him and lost some very 

good friends because of it so why the hell should we believe you let alone ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΚέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻΦέ Shrugging, Justine leaned back in her chair and folded her arms lightly. 

άAnd I suspect when you hear what I have planned you will most definitely not want to help me. All I 

can say is that I will proceed with or without your help. So if you throw me out now all I ask in the 

way of co-ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǘƛŜǎ ƪƴƻǿ L ŀƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦέ She leaned forwards and placed 

her hands flat on the table, her voice strong and clear as she spoke. άLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ then I 

ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƘǳǊǘΦέ 

άWǳƛŎŜ ŎŀƭƳ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴo need to get wound up,έ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ, άǿe will do what we can to 

help and get you back on your way. ²ƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ?έ Jack leaned forwards now, his hands wrapping 

around his coffee mug and his pose casual. But both his team members caught the warning tone in 

his voice and nodded just slightly. άDƻƻŘΦ {ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΚέ A slow smile crept over 

Lady IŀǊǘƭŜǎǎΩ features as she leaned back and looked at each of them in turn. 

άhƘ L think you will be pleasantly surprised. ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊƪΦΦΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

With a nod of permission from Jack, Lady Hartless flicked open the cover of her wrist strap, the 

design in simple black leather somehow more slender than either of the two Captains, and stood 

gracefully, pushing the chair back as she moved over to their display screen. Easily interfacing with 

the computer she inclined her head to the side as a list filled the screen. A few more presses and 

pictures took shape alongside some of the names, images of a variety of strange objects rotating 

slowly on the blue-backed screen. 

ά¢ƘƛǊǘȅ ǘƘǊŜŜ objects of various ages, all of which will be lost forever in the next couple of centuries, 

most in just a few years when the-έ She stopped short at a pointed cough from Jack and a slow smile 

formed on her lips as she nodded at the warning. άaȅ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛŜǎΦ Suffice to say by the 51st century all 

of these objects were lost, their significance overlooked during this particular century and 

inadequate steps taken to ensure their long term survival. It is only after recent research that the 

Heritage Agency or HA in the future has realised that some of these object possessed a certain 

significance.έ  

She paused and looked at them each in turn as she spoke, gesturing with her hands as she 

continued. ά!ǎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ƛǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ shopping list than anything else ς 
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artefacts that at this time are fairly commonplace such as the first class stamp, a complete set of 

current coinage for the UK, a commemorative plate from the vǳŜŜƴΩǎ Wǳbilee-έ 

ά!ƭƭ ƛǘŜƳǎ ōŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƻŦ vǳŜŜƴ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ LLέ Lanto interrupted smoothly as his eyes skipped 

through the next few lines on the list and made the connection.  

ά/ƻǊǊŜŎǘΦέ Lady Justine nodded with a smile and inclined her head to him. ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ǎŀȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ 

anniversary coming up and her image is in big demand. ¢ƘŜǊŜΩs also some other things, a Starbucks 

cup-έ 

ά{ǘŀǊōǳŎƪǎΚέ GwenΩǎ ƻǳǘōǳǊǎǘ ǿŀǎ ŦŀǊ ƭŜǎǎ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ǘƘŀƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ accompanied it lit 

up her whole face as she looked at Justine incredulously. ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƪƛŘŘƛƴƎΦέ Justine 

shrugged and folded her arms, staring back seriously. 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ŀ ƳǳǎŜǳƳ, DǿŜƴΚέ The men watched with interest, Ianto subtly shifting his 

ŎƘŀƛǊ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛǾŜ ŜŘƎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ L ƘŀǾŜΣέ she replied. Justine smiled sarcastically and came back over, shifting to sit on the 

table beside Gwen, looking down at Gwen and placing her hands on her knees in an almost school 

mistress way. 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƎƻŜǎ ƻƴ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ άǿƘat is 

ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜǇǘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΚ Have you ever thought that it is impossible to keep 

everything, to preserve everything, that someone, somewhere, must take on responsibility for 

ŘŜŎƛŘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚέ Looking down at Gwen sadly she shook her head slowly.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ, say, the invention of the postal service and bought a penny 

black stamp because you wanted to put it in a museum people then ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ too? Just 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŎƻƳƳƻƴǇƭŀŎŜ ƻǊ ƛƴǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ƛƴ ƻƴŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ƻŦ ǾŀƭǳŜ ƛƴ 

the future. Paper is a fragile material. It breaks down, degrades. And that is where I come in; I 

scavenge items from the past to take them forward to the future. {ƻ ȅŜǎ L ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŎǳǇΦέ She 

looked at Ianto who was mouthing the rest of the list to himself as he read, a similar look of 

bemusement breaking over his features. ά!ƴŘ Ǉƭastic. !ƭƭ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎΚέ Gwen asked Justine but Ianto answered, his fingers interlacing as he leaned on the 

table. 

άLǘ ŘŜƎǊŀŘŜǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘime,έ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ άthe plastic starts to quite literally sweat, oozing liquid and 

making the material very brittle. [ƛƪŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƛǘΩǎ ǳƴƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ as is 

needed ŦƻǊ [ŀŘȅ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜǎΦέ His gaze turned back to Justine as he read out a few of the 

items with a small smile. ά[ŜƎƻ ōǊƛŎƪǎΣ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ ŦǊŀƳŜŘ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎΣ Happy Meal toys, a crash test dummy, 

a rampant rab-έ 

άLǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣέ Jack interrupted smoothly, sharing a knowing 

grin with Ianto. άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ Ƴŀȅ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ few things lying around here that can get you started. 

But yoǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ƻǳǊ ƘŜƭǇ for a scavenger hunt. Did you?έ Her eyes closed slowly, almost in 

pleasure at the stern tone and she slid off the table smoothly, moving back over to the screen. 
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ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ right; most of these things I could have got on my own, it just would have taken time - which 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ. ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘǊƛŎƪƛŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ Playing with her wrist strap the list on the screen 

continued scrolling serenely on the left whilst an image flickered to life on the right.  

άL ƴŜŜŘ ŀ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ a ƳŜǘŜƻǊƛǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜƭƭ ǘƻ 9ŀǊǘƘ ƛƴ мфлр ŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǎǇŀŎŜ ŘŜōǊƛǎΦέ The image 

resolved into a small but beautiful rock, its surface marked with almost marble-like veins of a silvery 

metal but it was the small crystals embedded in the metal that caught the eye. ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ǎŀȅ 

meteorite, this is a pallasite. Those crystals were identified as Olivine; what you would consider 

ǇŜǊƛŘƻǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ƻŦ ƎŜƳ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅΦέ  

ά! tŀƭƭŀǎƛǘŜΚέ Ianto looked over at Jack with a small smile. ά²ŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ the type of rock Lex Luthor 

Ǝƻǘ YǊȅǇǘƻƴƛǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ {ǳǇŜǊƳŀƴ ŦƛƭƳΚέ Jack laughed and nodded, some shared secret in 

that gaze as he grinned at Ianto. 

άDƻƻŘ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘ. άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ǘhat much ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦέ Ianto 

inclined his head in acceptance of the compliment and Justine shook her head slightly in confusion at 

their irrelevant statements. 

ά{ƻ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŦƛŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǇŀƭƭŀǎƛǘŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǊŀǊŜ ōǳǘ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǉǳƛǘŜ ōƛƎ, so not considered that 

precious as there is so much material from each impact ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ǎǘǳŘȅ ǘƘŜƳΦ So all in all, 

pretty but nothing to stand out. Most of the samples are held by museums and that sort of place for 

study and display and so on. Unfortunately not generally speaking the sort of thing you can pick up 

at the corner shop ōǳǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ΨōƻǊǊƻǿΩ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ. I could of course just 

steal one-έ John snorted, finally paying attention to the conversation. 

άYou really have changed, paper, plastic and rocks?έ WƻƘƴ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΦ άSince when did you risk your 

pretty little ƴŜŎƪ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴŎǊǳǎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘǎ or at least made of goldΚέ 

Quick as a flash she faced him, her hands on her hips. 

ά{ƛƴŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜ ƪƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǊ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎΚέ she retorted. John 

grinned at her lazily but with a ghost of a leer on his face. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎƻ LΩƳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ 

ƳŜΚέ He pushed back from the table and rose to his feet, stalking towards her with his usual 

swagger and his hands spread wide. ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ Ƴȅ ǿƘƛƭŜ, ƪƛŘΚέ Justine folded her 

arms, the move emphasising her cleavage as she pouted softly. 

ά²ƻǊǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƘƛƭŜΚέ Justine walked behind him, whispering into his ear as she looked at Jack over 

his shoulder, a wicked grin on her face. bƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōǳǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƛǘ ǳǇ 

and he laughed in surprise. Spinning around he grabbed her arms, shaking her slightly and making 

Jack start to rise from his chair. 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ Ŏƻƴ ƳŜΦΦΦέ John warned her. Shaking him off Justine pushed him back against the table 

angrily before he deflected a slap, their arms bouncing off each others as they fought. 
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ά[ƛƪŜ L could con a con man! Like I would do to you what you did to me on Celene Prime-έ She 

ducked beneath a punch aimed at her head and stepped back a fraction before pushing into John, 

slamming them both down onto the table.  

Gwen pushed back from the table hastily, Ianto already on his feet beside her as he slid his hands 

into his pockets. Gwen stared at the battling pair aghast and rounded on Jack. 

άWŀŎƪ, ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜƳΗέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ Jack stepped forward unhurriedly ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ as 

Ianto shrugged and tilted his head to one side to watch. An amused tone crept into his voice as he 

interrupted.  

ά!ƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜǘŎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƻǇ ŎƻǊƴΚέ Ianto suggested. The battling couple rolled, Justine 

forced onto her back on the table as she wrapped her legs aǊƻǳƴŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǿŀƛǎǘΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ 

ƪƛŎƪ ƘƛƳ ƻǊ Ǉǳƭƭ ƘƛƳ ŎƭƻǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ άhǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛƴŜΣέ Ianto glanced at his 

boss quickly, άJack what iǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ǾƛƴǘŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŀǊŜ ƪƴǳŎƪƭŜ ŦƛƎƘǘΚέ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ŦƻǊ-έ John snarled down at Justine as he fought to grab her wrists and 

stop her from scratching at his face. 

άwŜŘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ǎƳƻƻǘƘƭȅΣ άǇǊŜŦŜǊŀōƭȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀƴΦέ His exes rolled yet 

ŀƎŀƛƴΣ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǎƘƛŦǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǇ ŀǎǘǊƛŘŜ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ Ǉƛƴƴƛng him to the table as he grappled with her 

hands. The three of them watched as they struggled then, as one, his team tilted their heads to the 

side as the outsiders rolled yet again. But this time the pair were grinning, the grunts of their 

struggle no longer pain but something else.  

άWŀŎƪΦΦΦέ Gwen said as she raised an eyebrow curiously. Ianto sighed and stepped forwards to 

retrieve the coffee tray as they rolled yet again, saving the digestives from being crushed by Justine 

as they came closer. ά¸ƻǳ Ǌeally should stop them,έ she continued. They stepped back as one as the 

two began to kiss fiercely, Jack shrugging as he folded his arms. LŦ Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ 

Jack never pouted he would swear that he was doing so now. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ L ǎƘƻǳld have to,έ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǳƭkily, άlŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƻǳǘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ōŜƘŀǾŜ 

better later. LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦέ  

άhƘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣέ Gwen slapped his arm and rounded on him, άso if Rhys thinks the Arkafreean 

ambassador is getting too friendly with me and picks ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘ ƘŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ōǳǘ your ex-wife 

and old buddy start making out on our conference room tŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΚέ  

Rolling his eyes Jack held up his hands in defeat and stepped forwards, waiting until Justine was 

pressed against the table with John atop her, belted hips rubbing against her before he darted 

forwards slipping his hands between them. 

άOkay kids,έ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ǿŜŀǊƛƭȅΣ άȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳƴΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ.έ He ƎǊŀōōŜŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ 

and pulled him off Justine, throwing him against the wall but at the same time pressing firmly 

against her chest, keeping her pinned to the table. .ƻǘƘ ǿŜǊŜ ǇŀƴǘƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

resist sliding a booǘŜŘ Ŧƻƻǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩs thigh, watching his reaction. άWǳƛŎŜΣ L ǎŀƛŘ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΗέ  
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Pressing her hard against the wood he kicked her foot away before stepping back, anger on his face 

as he held a finger up to warn John. Rolling his eyes John stepped past him and offered his hand to 

Justine. 

ά¢ȅǇƛŎŀƭ WŀŎƪΣέ WƻƘƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ǉǳƭƭing Justine up from the table with a grin, άalways trying to come 

ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΦέ  

WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΣ ǊŜƭŜŀǎƛƴƎ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŘƻǿƴΦ ά.ŜǘǿŜŜƴ 

ǳǎΣ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǳǎΣ ƻǾŜǊ ǳǎΦΦΦέ  

ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΗέ Jack snarled as he pointed at the chairs and ran a hand through his hair in frustration. 

άJuice, if you really want us to help you, you had better start behaving yourself. John, if you no 

longer want me to smooth things over with the police I can either turn you over to them right now 

or give ȅƻǳ ŀ ǊƛŦǘ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇŀŎƪŜŘ ƭǳƴŎƘΣ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΚέ  

Pulling serious faces but fighting back grins like naughty schoolchildren they took their seats again, 

ignoring Ianto as he slid the tray back onto the table and took his seat next to Gwen. Shifting to sit 

close to each other John leaned in and mock-whispered to Justine. 

άL Řƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ŀƭƭ ƳŀǎǘŜǊƭȅ,έ he hissed softly. Justine nodded in reply but bit her lips, 

childishly putting her finger across them as Jack glared. John chuckled and leaned back in his chair, 

putting his hands up to rest behind his head, lacing his fingers as he sat back, quiet at last. Jack 

retook his seat and leaned his elbows on the table, resting his head heavily on his hands. 

άWǳƛŎŜ, can we just ƎŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΚέ WŀŎƪΩǎ voice was muffled 

and as he looked up a weary expression was on his face. άtƭŜŀǎŜΚέ Smiling softly Justine nodded and 

rose to her feet again.  

ά{ƻǊǊȅ WŀŎƪΦέ Moving past him she dragged her fingertips over his shoulder apologetically. άA couple 

of the artefacts are going to be a real pain in the arse...έ Justine paused in front of the screen and 

using her strap brought three objects to the foreground, one image spinning sedately on the screen 

whilst the other listings simply stated that no visual record had been found.  

άNumber one, a celestial sphere, catalogued as being made in the 18th century and considered to be 

a relatively inferior specimen at that.έ The screen filled with the image of what appeared to Gwen to 

be an old fashioned globe, a simple sphere with a pole through its axis allowing it to spin, except that 

this one was a glass sphere. Instead of the usual blues and greens, small dots covered its surface and 

at the centre of the hollow sphere a small metal ball could be seen. ά±ŜǊȅ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ōǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƛǘ 

seems ǳƴǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

ά{ŜŎƻƴŘƭȅ, we have a pocket watch. It belongs to a London family but is on loan as part of a touring 

exhibition on World War One; it was owned by an ancestor of theirs who fought in the war. 

Apparently it was his lucky charm, so to speak. It appears they will put it into auction immediately 

after the tour and are in fact using it as free publicity. The auction listing is the last anyone ever saw 

of it and that is in one monthΩǎ time so we need to find it soon.έ The words Ψno image availableΩ 

flashed mockingly as she spoke.  
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άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƛƳŀƎŜ ǎŀŘƭȅ ōǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ 

ǘƻ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΦέ Pressing a button again another listing filled the screen, her eyes watching Jack 

closely.  

ά!ƴŘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ,έ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άthis is a tricky one. A charm bracelet, once owned by an English lady 

before it was passed down through her family. At this moment in time it has just been inherited by 

her great grandson. By the time he dies next year it will have vanished, probably sold on or stolen. 

He is the last of the family and in his eighties. The bracelet is gold but not of particularly great 

quality. It wouldnΩǘ ŦŜǘŎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ōǳǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ 

advantage of an old man. !ƎŀƛƴΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƛƳŀƎŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƴŀƳŜΦέ She sighed as she 

looked at the screen and switched the screen back to the main list again. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ of the objects on the list are your bulk standard artefacts ς the sort of thing that even if 

they are preserved they simply end up in a museum as one of many, nothing to mark them out. But 

these three are special, specific, the HA really wants these particular ones or nothing. And these are 

ǿƘŜǊŜ L ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜƭǇΦέ  

She moved back over to her chair, sliding in beside an unusually silent John, his face still showing an 

impish grin. Gwen looked at the screen once more before letting her gaze roam back to Jack. He 

gave her a small nod, giving her the floor. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƧǳŘƎŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻ ǿŜǊŜ 

concerned and was happy to let her take the lead. Every time he tried to stay in control when his 

own friends were involved ended up in disaster.  

Besides, having someone John and Justine ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻƭŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǘǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ 

bonus. And being able to re-establish her authority with Justine was important. Accepting his trust 

she leaned forwards, interlacing her fingers on the table as she let her eyes lock on to the other 

woman, staring her out in that way that only a woman can. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀŎŜƭŜǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎǎ ǘƻΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άAnd where that globe 

is?έ  

ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ȅŜǎΦέ Justine flicked through the listing. άThe globe is currently on display in a stately home 

type place, one of those ancient buildings with the pretty grounds and no environmental controlsέ 

she glanced over at Jack with a grin άrather ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǳƳǇ ƻŦ ŀ ƘƻǘŜƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƻƴ YŀƭƳŀǊΦέ At 

a pointed cough from Gwen she turned back, professional again. άI have a file with all the details of 

the specific items on. WƛǘƘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ LΩƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŎƻǇȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜΦέ  

άLŀntoΣέ DǿŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ άif you could take a look and work out what we can gather quickly 

that would be great. Perhaps you can take John and grab the easy bits today. Jack, do you still have 

ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎŜǳƳΚέ  

άhƘ ȅŜǎΦέ Jack nodded and grinned slightly cheekily. ά¢hey still owe me a few favours for the stuff I 

donated for the 90th anniversary of the end of the First World War ς who knew my old junk would be 

worth something some day? I can get onto them and see if I can get some help with the wŀǘŎƘΦέ  

άtŜǊŦŜŎǘΦέ Gwen smiled softly and turned back to his old flames. ά!ǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀŎŜƭŜǘ LΩƭƭ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŜ 

details on to Andy, see if he can find out anything about the old man and where the bracelet might 
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be now. Ianto, if you want to take Justine upstairs and get those files off her that would be great; 

ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ with you ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦέ  

ά/ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅΦέ Ianto nodded and pushed back from the table. Standing smoothly he offered his arm to 

Justine who took it with a grin. άaȅ ƭŀŘȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΦέ  

Peeking back ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀǘ WŀŎƪ ǎƘŜ ƳƻǳǘƘŜŘ ΨIŜΩǎ ǎƻ ŎǳǘŜΗΩ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƭŜŀŘ ƘŜǊ 

upstairs, leaving the three of them alone in the conference room. 

 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

άhƪŀȅ John,έ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ άǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴΚέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΚέ John laughed and leaned back in his chair, shifting his 

feet onto the table before Gwen leaned over and pushed them off again. άLΩƳ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ŀǎ 

ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻŦƛǘŀōƭŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΦ And can you believe that Lady 

bullshit? {ƘŜΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ōŀŘ ŀǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƴŀƳŜǎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦέ Jack help up his hand warningly but 

Gwen interrupted. 

ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άJack, John and Justine. How come you all have the 

ǎŀƳŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƭƛƪe ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΦΦΦΦέ Jack sighed and leaned back, running a hand through his hair. ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ 

J at the agency. LǘΩǎ ƪƛƴŘ of our... category, a reflection of our personality, aptitude and so on ς 

consider it a reflection of our final grade or rank.έ Jack paused for a moment, trying to work out how 

to explain it. ά¢ƘŜ Ŧirst agent on any scene establishes a cover identity using their rank initial, in our 

case J so John, Jack, James and so on, hopefully based on a real person from that era.έ Grinning Jack 

looked at Gwen as he continued.  

άThe surnames are just an optional extra, a bit of fun.έ Jack pointed at John carelessly. άWe all 

worked together before and decided to go for the same initials; it ƳŀƪŜǎ ƛǘ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴȅ 

cleanup involved. So when John heard I was Jack Harkness he went with a J H name too. Which may 

also explain where Justine got Hartless from, she ƘŜŀǊŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ-έ 

ά5ŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǎǎΦέ Grinning, Captain John Hart folded his arms behind his head, sniffing 

slightly. ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜŘ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ōǳǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǿŜŜǘ ǎƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǉǳƛǘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƳŜΦ Unlike 

ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƪƛŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǘƻ ŀ ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴ ȅŜar old you do make an 

ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦέ Jack replied sarcastically.   

Nineteen?έ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘΦ άDo you mean you were both 

ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴΚέ Jack actually looked embarrassed but John merely 

shrugged as he spoke.  
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ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƧƻōΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ WƻƘƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ άWell there 

were a couple of things she tried for the first time with us, do you remember that night-έ  

ά.ǳǘΦΦΦέ Jack held up his hand to stop him as he spotted ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ Regardless 

of age she was still an agent. And a damn good one ς which means she is ruthless, determined, 

selfish, and highly skilled, a fighter, interrogator, torturer, temptress, ŀ ƭƛŀǊ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ Ŧǳƭƭ ǿŜƭƭ ǎƘŜΩǎ 

a thief. {ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ DǿŜƴΦ .ǳǘΦΦΦέ Jack hesitated and glanced at John who was watching him 

curiously. άLǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦ Hell I was worse 

than she was and I managed to do alright; even John here may become a decent human being one 

day-έ 

άLΩƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΗέ 

ά{ƻ ƛǘΩǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ.έ Jack smiled ruefully as he leaned back in his chair. άIǘΩǎ also possible 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ grand piano. Gwen, I am going to need you and Ianto to watch my back on 

this one. !ƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǘ it; I am not losing any more staff. The 

ǇŀǇŜǊǿƻǊƪΩǎ ŀ ōƛǘŎƘΦέ He winked at her and Gwen smiled at the joke.  

άwƛƎƘǘ ǿŜƭƭ LΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƻ !ƴŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΣ άcheck that she 

ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǊƻǳǎŜŘ ŀƴȅ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻƴ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΦέ As Gwen stood, Jack made to follow until John tutted and 

shook his head slowly to stop him. John waited until Gwen was out of the room before speaking.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ thing for the kid,έ WƻƘƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ άŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚ Juice, not sexy eyes there. 

Although I suspect that is a whole different matter...έ  

άLeave Gwen out of it. As for Juice I... I guess I just feel like I owe her one.έ WŀŎƪ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ 

and looked over at John, one hand on his hip. ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŀƛǊΦέ He started towards 

the door then stopped as John called after him. 

ά[ƛŦŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦŀƛǊΗέ John sighed heavily then chuckled. ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊŜŘ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ 

after you buggered off in a huffΚέ Jack turned back, surprise on his face. άWǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ 

{ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƪƛŘ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǎŜǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴ ς not that she would tell 

ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀȅΦέ A strange look crossed JohnΩs face as his tone 

became more serious. ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊŜǎǘƛƳŀǘŜ ƘŜǊ, Jack.έ He paused a moment, considering. 

ά{ƘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿΣέ WƻƘƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άWhilst you and I were playing happy families in that 

godforsaken time loop she was still working and still learning. {ƘŜΩǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦέ He rose to his feet 

ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ wondering, yeah I think she did fall for 

you, you daft bastard. !ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ 

off about it.έ Pushing past Jack carefully he sauntered off after Gwen, chuckling as he called back. 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŎƻǊƴŜŘΦΦΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

άhƪay IΩƳ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǿƴƭƻŀŘΦΦΦ ƴƻǿΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ said as she placed her wrist strap on the desk. Ianto 

watched as the data began to form into a file, details of the different artefacts spinning past on the 

screen. άIt sƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΦέ  
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άDǊŜŀǘΦέ Ianto nodded and moved back from the desk, discreetly locking the controls so she couƭŘƴΩǘ 

access them before rising to his feet. Stretching a moment he watched the screen for a bit longer 

before turning to their new guest. ά/ŀƴ L ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƻǊ ǘŜŀ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǿŜ ǿŀƛǘΚέ  

ά¢Ŝŀ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦέ Justine followed him over to the coffee machine, watching him work with a smile. 

άI never could get the hang of coffee, far too bitter for my liking. Oh and with lemon, not milk, 

please. Such a bŀǊōŀǊƛŎ ƘŀōƛǘΦέ  

ά.ŀǊōŀǊƛŎΦέ Ianto chuckled as he set to work. άLΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦέ 

He glanced up as Justine leaned forwards over the machine, peering at him from the other side.  

άL ōŜǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ met anyone quite like me before,έ she said slowly, watching his face intently as 

he worked. ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΦέ She caught ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ 

tilted her head to the side curiously. ά²ƘŀǘΚέ  

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ [ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ Lŀƴǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ŀ ƭŜƳƻƴ 

and a knife as Justine chuckled and shifted to stand beside him.  

ά¸ƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ Sliding her hand across the top of the machine she stepped 

closer, almost on top of him. άHas anyone ever told you, you have the most gorgeously expressive 

blue eyes...Κέ As he turned back, a small knife held tight in his hand she giggled and stepped back, 

raising an eyebrow at him.  

ά!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άyou seem to find many ways to show me exactly how you feel.έ Ianto 

laughed and held the knife lower and unthreatening as she moved back to the other side of the 

coffee machine again. Leaning on the table she looked at him curiously. ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  

ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦέ Ianto coughed a little embarrassedly and looked up, 

handing her the tea and motioning to the couch. ά¸ƻǳΩǊe not telepathic or anything I hope or I am 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ  

άbƻǿ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƳ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦέ Chuckling, she shook her head quickly, her fingers wrapping around the 

tea as she walked over to the sofa. ά{ŀŘƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǉǳƛǊƪ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ in my genes, although my 

grandfather did have the uncanny ability to know when I was lying so maybe there is some hope for 

ƳŜ ȅŜǘΦέ   

Laughing politely Ianto glanced at the computer as he passed he saw they had a couple of minutes 

left to go. Justine made herself comfortable on the sofa and patted the seat beside her then 

chuckled as Ianto opted to pull over a desk chair instead.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ōƛǘŜΦέ She smiled wickedly. άbƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ǊǳƭŜǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ  

Smiling back Ianto nevertheless stayed where he was on the chair facing her. He watched closely as 

she sipped her tea, picking his moment with care...  
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άWǳƛŎŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ Snorting into her cup Justine hastily leaned forwards and put the mug down 

on the table.  

άhƪŀȅΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄǇecting that to be your questionΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀȅ 

ǘǊƛŎƪƭŜ ƻŦ ǘŜŀ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇ άand your timing is mean.έ Recovering her composure she sat up again and 

looked up at him with a genuine grin. άAre you asking if I want some or quŜǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜΚέ  

ά¢ƘŜ ƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜΦέ Ianto smiled at her softly. άWŀŎƪΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƛǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ 

where it came from.έ  

 άhƘ by the goddesses, I got that on my very first mission.έ Giggling she looked younger than her 

years as she played with the edge of her mug shyly. άI was dealing with this um, client, and he had a 

heck of a lisp. L ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ΨWǳƛŎȅ ¢ŜŜƴΩΦ As I was 

only a kid at the time it was actually rather appropriateΦέ She blushed just lightly and shrugged. 

ά!nd, well, when the story became agency gossip that became my official nickname, my call sign if 

you will. LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ WǳƛŎŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜΦέ  

άLŀƴǘƻΦΦΦέ Looking up at him slyly she took another sip and cradled the mug in her lap. ά/ŀƴ L ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ Nodding hesitantly Ianto leaned back in the chair. άLǎ WŀŎƪ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦΦΦ I mean John said 

something, and whilst I do believe John would push him off a roof ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

single breath so I never really believe him; bŜǎƛŘŜǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ Ƙƻǿ ƻƴ Europa could Jack be-έ 

άLƳƳƻǊǘŀƭΚέ he guessed. Ianto watched as she sucked in a surprised breath and looked up at him, 

genuine shock on her face before she looked away into the distance. Hesitantly he nodded to her. 

άLǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΦέ  

ά5ŀƳƴΦέ Shaking her head softly she subconsciously traced her fingertips along the side of her eyes 

as though checking for wrinkles. άNo wonder it took him so long to recognise me. IŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 

forgotten more than I could ever remember. No wonder he forgot about me.έ She chuckled bitterly. 

άAgain. Ah well, third timeΩs the charm-έ The beeping of the monitor snapped their attention back to 

the present and jumping to his feet Ianto turned to the computer, Justine following close behind. 

ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎƛƴƎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŘƻǿƴƭƻŀŘ ƛǎ ŘƻƴŜΣέ he confirmed as he scrolled through the information quickly, taking in the 

images and data with a practised eye. ά[ƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άLΩƭƭ 

ǎǘŀǊǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƭƛǎǘǎΦέ Nodding Justine picked up her wrist strap again and slipped it 

back onto her arm.  

ά9ȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘΣ L-έ ¢he sound of voices coming from the stairs down into the depths of the Hub cut short 

whatever she had been about to say and she placed a hand on his arm lightly. ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀΦέ  

Straightening up she seemed to Ianto to change, the slight vulnerability he had seen a moment ago 

vanishing as Jack and John emerged into the room, bickering as usual. She appeared cocky again as 

she strode over to them, telling them off and flirting with Jack as he watched.  Gwen slid unnoticed 

past the three ex-time agents and came over to Ianto.  
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ά!ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǊŜǇƻǊǘƛƴƎΚέ Gwen whispered to him, looking over his shoulder. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎǘ ŀǎ 

he carried on scrolling through thŜ ŦƛƭŜǎ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛƻ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά{ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ believe Jack was immortal, John had told her.έ Ianto looked back at the list before 

turning to Gwen and continuing. άNothing other than that really. {ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘǊǳǎǘǿƻǊǘƘȅ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΦέ  

άSo did John for the first bit.έ Gwen snorted softly and glanced at the trio again. άTrust me, from 

what I gather from those two she is just as bad, and worst still is it just me or does Jack have a bit of 

ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǎǇƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΚέ  

άwŜŀƭƭȅΚέ Ianto smiled slightly oddly as he spotted Jack touching Justine more than was usual even 

for him. άL ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΦέ  

άwŜŀƭƭȅΣέ Gwen repeated, smiling at his sarcasm. άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ōǳǘ I think anyone who 

ŎƻƳŜǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ΨWŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȄΩ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴg but trouble.έ Serious again she put her 

hand on his shoulder. άLΩǾŜ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎΦέ  

Ianto nodded and ignored the raucous laughter coming from the other three over some shared 

reminiscence. Even forgetting that jealousy was a factor Gwen had a point. The sooner Lady Justine 

was gone again the better. 

 ~*~*~*~*~  

ά{ƻ ǿŀƛǘΣέ WƻƘƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ǘƻ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴ ǎǇƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎΣ 

άȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ Řŀȅǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΚέ  

Ianto resisted from rolling his eyes and hoisted the carrier bags he was holding higher, ignoring the 

slight ache in his arms. If he could cope with carrying WŀŎƪΩǎ entire body weight during some of his 

more adventurous ideas he could cope with carrying a bit of shopping. He could even just about 

cope with dragging John around with him. Explaining the postal system to the time agent had not 

been something he had ŎƻǳƴǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊƛŘŜΦ 

άL Ŧŀƛƭ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƛs such a strange concept to you. You are supposed to be a time traveller, 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻǊ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜǊǊȅ ǿay?έ  

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ŎƭŀǎǎΦΦΦέ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WƻƘƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȅŜ ǳǇ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŜƴ 

heading the opposite way up Queen Street before hastening after Ianto again. ά!ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ L 

ever had to send a let-ǘŜǊΦέ Ianto closed his eyes for a moment and stopped walking, John almost 

going into the back of himΣ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳǎ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ǘƻ Lŀƴǘƻ 

softly. άaƳƳƳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘhis close you only have to ask Eye Candy, no need to get all 

forceful on me. bƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΦΦΦΦέ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ ƭƛǎǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƛǘŜƳǎ ǘƘŜȅ 

had just bought. Damn. There were only a few things left, all of which required going to just one 

shop. Unfortunately it was the last place on Earth he wanted to go to with John.  

ά{ƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƴŜȄǘ {ǿŜŜǘ /ƘŜŜƪǎΦέ Captain John Hart looked over his shoulder, the smell of his breath 

making Ianto pull away.  
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άWǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƘƻǇ ǘƻ ƎƻΦέ Ianto hastily folded the paper and took a deep breath, steeling himself 

for the bad news.  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎŜǎΦέ John stretched out his arms and tilted his head back. άL ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ 

we had to do this, I thought in this century women were supposed to enjoy the whole shopping bit. 

/ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ DǿŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘƛǎΚέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŎŀƭ ŀǊŜŀ ǿŀǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǎǳƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪΦέ Ianto peeked at the list 

again and a small smile grew on his lips at the thought of Gwen shopping for the remaining items 

Justine was after. άI can handle the last bits on my own though if you want to head back to the HubΦέ 

John looked at him curiously, suspicion on his face ŀǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀǘǘƛǘǳŘŜ.  

άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ-έ Darting forward John snatched the list from Ianto and looked at 

it quickly, a broad grin lighting up his features. άhƘ ȅŜǎΦ Yes, yes, yes, ̧ 9{Ηέ He threw back his head 

and shouted the last, causing quite a few people to look round in surprise as he distracted them 

from their shopping and socialising.  

άLŦ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ troubleΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΣ άŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ōƛǘΚέ  

ά¸ƻǳΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƳŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΚέ John shook his head and waved the list in triumph. άhƘ ŎƻƳŜ 

on, this is my specialty! Now I know where this one is-έ Spinning round he quickly got his bearings 

before pointing down the path and grinning at a purple sign sticking out into the path. ά¸ŜǎΗ Knew it. 

Juice may know her historical shit, Jack may be a whizz with the chemicals but me, I have my own 

talents. Put me down in any city in any era and I can always find the sex shop.έ  

DǊŀōōƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀǊƳ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ, he literally dragged the younger man along the path, almost knocking an 

elderly couple out of the way. Ianto hastily yelled his apologies behind them as he was pulled along, 

fighting to get his arm back only to find their shopping bags were entangled and trapping him there 

still. 

Pulling up in front of the shop John grinned evilly at the mannequins in the window wearing lingerie 

and frilly feather boas. Letting go of Ianto and pulling his bags away he rubbed his hands together 

happily and bounded on in. John bounced straight over to the counter, Ianto following at a 

somewhat more sedate pace. John smiled with charm at the assistant and leaned over the counter. 

άDƻƻŘ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ǎƛǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ Ǉolitely, her broad Welsh accent making John smile, άhow can I help 

ȅƻǳΚέ  

άaȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ ŦŀƛǊƭȅ ƛƴǘŜƴǎŜ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōŀƎǎ ƻŦ 

junk weighing us down.έ WƻƘƴ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƻƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǘƛǇǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΣ tracking small 

patterns over the plastic surface. άbƻǿΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ 

for us shop fitting-έ 

ά{ƘƻǇliftƛƴƎΦέ Ianto closed his eyes almost in pain as he corrected John, smiling somewhat 

apologetically at the assistant. 
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ά[ƛŦǘƛƴƎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ WƻƘƴ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ Ƙŀǎǘƛƭȅ άand well, ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ǘƻ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǘǊƛǇ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ 

lovely lady such as yourself, but for ease and enjoyment all round perhaps there is somewhere we 

Ŏŀƴ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƻǳǊ ōŀƎǎ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǇΦέ  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǎƛǊΦέ The assistant smiled politely at John before nodding to Ianto. ά!ŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΦ You 

Ŏŀƴ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊǎ ŀǎ ǳǎǳŀƭΦέ   

άaǳŎƘ ƻōƭƛƎŜŘ /ŀǊȅǎΦέ Inclining his head in thanks Ianto stepped back with a small smile. 

άL ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ōǳŘŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ WƻƘƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ 

eyebrow. άL Řƻ ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǇǎŜǘ ȅƻǳΦ Although this one seems 

ǾŜǊȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ǘƻƻΣ ȅƻǳ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ Ianto shook his head quickly. άWŀŎƪΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ-έ 

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WƻƘƴ IŀǊǘΣ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎΦέ Leaning over the counter John took her hand in his 

and kissed it softly. ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ƳŜΦέ  

άIŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ with me,έ Lŀƴǘƻ Ƙŀǎǘƛƭȅ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άǿŜΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎΦέ  

άLŀƴǘƻΣ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣέ WƻƘƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 

ƛƴ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŎŀƳǇƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ Wǳƭƛŀƴ /ƭŀǊȅ ǇǊƻǇƻǊǘƛƻƴǎΣ άyou know how much you 

mean to me. ¢Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǘǊƛǇ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ŎŜƳŜƴǘ ƻǳǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ōǳǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

bringing me to the same places you brougƘǘ ƘƛƳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ? Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳΚέ Flinging his bags 

down, John paced away, holding his arm across his face dramatically.  

άWƻƘƴΗέ  Ianto hurried after him and found his fingers itching to reach for his gun. Leaning close he 

hissed into WƻƘƴΩǎ ear angrily. ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΚέ  Pouting but 

with an unmistakeable gleam in his eye John turned back before whispering to him.  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ  

άCƻǊ youΚέ Rolling his eyes Ianto resisted the urge to say his life. ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǇƛŎƪ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ from the 

shop, fifty quid maximumΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ άif you just behave yourself so we can get this 

done quickly. 5ŜŀƭΚέ  A lazy smile spread over John face and he nodded happily.  

ά5ŜŀƭΦέ Hugging Ianto tight John pretended to wipe a tear from his face before he headed back over 

to the till. ά{ƻƻƻ /ŀǊȅǎ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ Tell me sweet Carys, what are your latest linesΚέ  

Ianto had a feeling he was going to regret this. 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

DǿŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǊƻŀƳƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ 

just touching it or moving it fractionally. She looked bored; or as though she was memorising 

everything. Plus she was humming. And tapping. John and Ianto had gone shopping, Jack was on the 

phone to his museum contacts ς and judging by the flirtatious laughter that was going okay ς which 

left the two women alone together. Wǳǎǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȄ-wife.  
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Gwen tried to concentrate on her work, surfing through online auction sites for some of the more 

ƻōǎŎǳǊŜ ƛǘŜƳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ 

irritated by her presence. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƧŜŀƭƻǳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀn, of course not; there was nothing to be 

jealous of. Besides, Gwen was happily married and- 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭovely picture,έ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘƛƴƎ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǘǊŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ  

Gwen turned, her irritation unable to win out over the smile that broke out at the sight of the 

picture. It was a candid shot of her and Rhys and all the team at the wedding. Her dress was a mess, 

Rhys looked a sight and Ianto had a slightly shocked expression on his face that she was sure was 

Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ at that moment. It was a lovely shot though and one she had only 

recently been able to look at again. 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦέ Gwen smiled happily and pointed at the picture. άLǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ŘŀȅΦέ  

άL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƳŀƭ ǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƴΚέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ broadly. άOr did something come 

ǳǇΚέ Looking at the mix of outfits and Owen waving his bandaged hand Gwen laughed and shrugged.  

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇΦ Very nearly ruined the whole day but we got through it. And my lovely Rhys 

ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ proudly. 

άIŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦέ Justine peered closely at the picture and 

smiled softly at the way everyone else was looking at the camera but Rhys only had eyes for his new 

bride. 

άWƻōǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƭŜƴŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƻ ŀ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƭƛŦŜΦέ  

άLǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǊŘΦέ Gwen caught an edge of sadness in the other ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ voice and nodded slowly. 

άBut we take it a day at a time. Lǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ  

άbƻ ƻƴŜΦέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ Ŧƻƭding her arms gently. άJack and John are the 

ŎƭƻǎŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘΦέ She pulled a disgusted face. άhƘ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎŜǎ ǎŀǾŜ me; L ŎŀƴΩǘ 

ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ōŀŘ LΩŘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ WƻƘƴ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦέ She sighed heavily and looked down at Gwen 

with a soft smile. άI was once part of a huge family, so many wonderful get-togethers we used to 

have when I was a kid. I remember this one time I was playing with my cousins and my 

ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΦΦΦέ  

WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ trailed off and she shrugged, dismissing the memory. ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƎƻƴŜ ƴƻǿΦ I lost 

them a long time ago. And my grandfather died more recently. LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΦέ She looked at the 

ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ά¢ǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƘƛƳ DǿŜƴΦ Tell him every day how much he 

means to you. You never know for sure when you will ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ  

άbƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻƳŜ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƳŜǘ ƘŜǊ ȅŜǘΚέ She pointed at Tosh and her grin grew broader. ά{ƘŜΩǎ 

ǇǊŜǘǘȅΦΦΦέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ōǳǘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 

thoughtfully. ά!ƘΦ The good friends you mentioned losing thanks to John.έ She placed a hand on 

DǿŜƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƻǎǎΦέ Gwen nodded in acknowledgement of the gesture 

as Lady Hartless continued.  
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ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ LΩƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǘ WƻƘƴ stick around. To be perfectly honest, I would have shot him for 

ƭŜǎǎΦέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ eyes crinkled into a slight frown as she thought about it. ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ L have shot him for 

ƭŜǎǎΦέ  

άL Ŏŀƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜΦέ Gwen could feel her lips quirking into a guilty smile which she tried to hide. ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛǘ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƙƛǎ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳŎƘ 

worse. DǊŀȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ-έ 

άDǊŀȅ?έ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ άAs in... Gray?έ  

άWŀŎƪΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ frowning at the mixture of shock and something like delight on 

WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ  άJohn found him and-έ Gwen stood up quickly as Justine ran across the Hub, bursting 

ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ She made to follow but a reassuring hand gesture from Jack through the window 

sent her back to her seat.  

That was definitely odd but if Jack was going to deal with it at least she could get back to work. 

Catching sight of her phone on her desk she smiled and picked it up, running her thumb over the 

keys. Maybe a quick text to Rhys first wouldn't hurt. If she was lucky she would catch him at his desk, 

sandwich in one hand and grumpy expression on his face. Maybe she would make him smile.  That 

was surely worth a two minute break.... 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

άMmmm these are always fun,έ WƻƘƴ said, waving something long and pink, άwhat do you think 

Ianto? No, wait, I prefer silicone based.έ With a sigh he tossed the dildo back onto the shelf before 

pouncing on something else. άOh but yes, now these are brilliantΦέ  

Ianto resisted the urge to turn around, instead concentrating on the list in his hand and the wall of 

sex toys in front of him, comparing the unfamiliar names to the list in his hand and selecting the 

right ones. He growled as a feather boa looped itself around his neck and quickly flicked the length 

of it off again. 

άWƻƘƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ Ŧƛǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ōŜƘŀǾƛƴƎΦέ Ianto glanced round and bit back a smile at the 

sight of the pink feather boa ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ John was rifling through the boxes of toys 

and trying to select the right one for his treat but stopped as he spotted the novelty items. 

άhƻƻƻƻ ŎŀƴŘȅΗέ John exclaimed happily. Pulling a candy posing pouch off the shelf John turned and 

threw it at Ianto, his instincts making him catch it easily before it hit him. ά/ŀƴŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ /ŀƴŘȅΦέ 

Raising his eyebrows suggestively John swaggered forwards and looked Ianto up and down slowly. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘǊȅ ƛǘ ƻƴΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƭƻǳǊΦέ  

άLΩƳ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦέ Throwing the sweets back at John, Ianto returned to the wall of dildos. 

Shrugging but undeterred John carried on rifling through the stock.  

ά¢ǊƛŜŘ ǘƘƛǎΣέ WƻƘƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ άŀnd this. This is rubbish. This is better in Polyplas, just wait 

until that stuffΩs invented, best thing since silicone. Now ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ōǳǘ Ǉƛƴƪ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ŎƻƭƻǳǊΦ 

Batteries eh? Well I can always hook them up to the wrist strap, divert the excess energy... hƘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

too hard, sleek but I always prefer a little give to make the whole thing more enjoyable-έ  
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άWƻƘƴΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIs there any chance that 

ƛŦ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘΚέ John grinned and pointed a finger at him accusingly.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻ ŦǳƴΦ You know there are far too many girlie toys in here; where are ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘ ǇƭǳƎǎΚέ  

Ianto closed his eyes yet again and turned away, wishing for the fiftieth time in the past hour that 

John would either go back to the Hub, go dumb, go back into the rift or even just plain go. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƻǊŜ ŎŀǘŜǊǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ƳŀǊƪŜǘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƛǘŜƳǎΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

bother to look up again as ƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ άhǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ Out of the corner of 

his eye he saw John rush past him, a flash of pink from the end of his feather boa flicking at the edge 

of his vision.  

άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦΦΦέ  

ά{ŜƭŜŎǘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ LΩƳ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘƻƴŜΣέ Ianto called after John as he crossed another item off the list and 

turned, stifling a groan as he spotted John comparing shapes and sizes of various products.   

άL ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƴŀƳŜs for them in this century.έ John glanced back 

and held out a pink and bobbly vibrating butt plug to Ianto. άMakes it seem as though you lot are 

afraid to admit what you have in your hands. A bullet, an egg, a berry, it all sounds so clean and 

ƎƻƻŘΦέ Stalking closer John twisted the box in his fingers deftly.  

άL ōŜǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƪŜŜǇǎ WŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅΣέ WƻƘƴ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άƛǘΩǎ the way you all try to act so 

respectable but uƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƪƛƴƪȅ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƛǎǘŜŘ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

century. Hell, you lot go out of your way to make things naughty or taboo just so you can get that 

ŜȄǘǊŀ ƪƛŎƪ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ Placing the butt plug in the basket he leaned close to Ianto. άtǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ 

you and Jack. There,έ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ άŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ  

άIƻǿ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎΦέ Ianto turned and looked at him sceptically. άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜ ŀ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ƛŦ ¸h¦ 

ǇŀƛŘΦέ Taking the box out of his basket Ianto pushed ƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘΣ ŦƻǊŎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ƛǘΦ άWǳǎǘ 

ǇƛŎƪ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦέ John tossed the box back over towards the 

shelf and nodded.  

άhƪŀȅ LΩƭƭ ǇƛŎƪ ōǳǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΦέ Dashing into the lingerie section he beckoned Ianto 

after him. Grabbing a blue Basque and suspender set off the rail he held it up to himself and 

fluttered his eyelashes at Ianto. ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƻƭƻǳǊΚέ Grabbing the lingerie off him Ianto 

shoved it back onto the rail, ignoring the giggles from the shop assistants. He was never going to be 

able to show his face in here after this. 

άbƻΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΣ άƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΦέ John shrugged then looked at him thoughtfully.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ WƻƘƴ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ άōlue is much more your colour than mineΦέ Reaching out he brushed 

ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƭƻƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ŦƭƛƴŎƘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ Lŀƴǘƻ, have you ever 

tried one of those? The feel of the softness of it against your skin, the way it feels hugging your 

chest... The way the silk of the stockings makes your legs so much more sensitive than usual...έ  
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Closing his eyes and breathing deeply John missed Ianto walking past him to the till and placing the 

basket on the counter. But upon opening them again he was just in time to see the blush on IaƴǘƻΩǎ 

face start to fade. Blinking once in surprise John hurried forward, running over and almost banging 

into the counter as he slammed his hands down on it.  

ά.ȅ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴǎ ƻŦ !ƭǇƘŀ /ŜƴǘŀǳǊƛΣ ȅƻǳ I!±9Ηέ Laughing raucously John slammed his hand down 

again ŀƴŘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƭŜǎ ƎƛǊƭΦ άYes, now ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǉŀȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΗέ Turning 

Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƛǘΣ ŘƛǇǇƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 

and the deliciously angry blush still spread across it.  

ά!ƴȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŜ-enactment?έ WƻƘƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŜŀƎŜǊƭȅΦ άWas it just the once or do you guys do 

this often? Does Jack dress up too? Oh tell me Jack dresses up. Oh please tell me Jack dresses up 

too? I knew that military kink of his would spill over to a little extra role play. Is he the naughty nurse 

ƻǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭƎƛǊƭΚέ  At the giggle from the shop assistant John glanced round, catching the quick shh 

Ianto gave her.  

ά²ŀƛǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦΦΦέ John grinned in triumph.  άo̧u got it from here, ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ Turning back 

around, he leaned across the counter and gave the girl his most charming smile. άIƛΦ /ŀǊȅǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ 

You can tell me,έ WƻƘƴ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ LŀƴǘƻΣ άƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦέ  

άhƘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΚέ Ianto tutted and shook his head, his composure recovered and a smug smile on his face. 

ά{ƘŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻΦ And...έ Reaching into his jacket he 

pulled out his wallet and slid out a small pink and well used store card, offering it to the assistant. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

άWŀŎƪΗέ Jack shushed Justine quickly as he ended his call. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ƘŜƭǇΣέ Ƙe said, laughing at the reply. άhƘ LΩŘ ōŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ 

attŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎǎ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΦέ Jack did not miss the impatient eye roll Justine gave him, nor the 

gagging move she made with her fingers and mouth. ά¦ƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜƴΦ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻu soon Maggie. Bye for 

now.έ Hanging up the phone Jack leaned back in his chair and stretched, his dark blue shirt sleeves 

rising up his arms as he raised his hands up to the ceiling.  

άDƻƻŘ ƴŜǿsΣ LΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎŜǳƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ 

on the stately home for the sphere. PlusΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΣ άǎƻƳŜ old friends at UNIT just 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŀƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀƭƭŀǎƛǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ƭŜƴŘ ƳŜΦέ He brought his arms down 

with a shrug. ά²Ŝƭƭ L ǎŀȅ ƘŀǇǇȅΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ōŜƎǊǳŘƎƛƴƎ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ǘŜǊ-έ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŦƻǳƴŘ DǊŀȅΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴȅ ƭƻƴƎer. άWŀŎƪ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ 

me? ²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ  

άLΦΦΦέ He froze, caught out by the sudden change in conversation and the look of joy on her face. άYou 

know about Gray? L ƳŜŀƴ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΚέ  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ DǊŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WŜǊƪƻŦŦ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ƳŜΚέ She 

shook her head and began to pace impatiently, her hands waving animatedly as her heels clicked on 
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the hard floor. άHell, you would have told a single celled organism with no ears about Gray if you 

thought there was a possibility there was a sensory membrane and a hive mind involved that could 

lead you to him. .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦέ She paused and turned to him again.  

ά¢he point is you found him again! And alive!έ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ, as she began to pace again. άAfter all this 

time! ̧ ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘƻǇŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ 

actually DID it you found him again and-έ 

άWǳƛŎŜΣ ǎƭƻǿ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ-έ He leaned forwards and rested his elbows on the desk, his 

fingers interlacing as he looked up at her. άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎΦ He... ƘŜΩŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ-έ 

Justine stopped pacing and frowned at him as she placed her hands on her hips. 

άIŜ was ŀƭƛǾŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ A slight edge of panic crept into her features but Jack nodded slowly and 

she smiled again. 

άIŜ ǿŀǎΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƪŜǇǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦΦΦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ DǊŀȅ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦέ Jack 

sighed and looked up at her seriously. άIŜ ƘŀǘŜŘ ƳŜΣ Juice. LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ 

he hated me, he killed me and he killed my friends for no reason other than to get back at me. IŜΩǎ 

ƛƴǎŀƴŜΦέ  

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ She leaned over the desk, placing her palms flat against the wood as 

she looked at him thoughtfully, her hair hanging in curtains either side of her face. άWho cares if a 

couple of people died because of it, ƘŜΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ Jack, blood is thicker than-έ  

WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ŀǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

tight but not hurting too much. He always had been good at knowing exactly how much force to use, 

an expert in the proper application of pressure to induce pleasure or pain, whichever would help 

him the most. She could feel her pulse pounding against his fingers and she froze in place, staring 

impassively at his angry face. 

ά²Ƙƻ /!w9{Κέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ άPeople died because of him, people suffered because of him, 

because of me. I CARE. bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ 

better get the hell out of here, JuƛŎŜ ƻǊ L ǎǿŜŀǊ L ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ŘŀƳƴ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘǳǊǘ ŀƴȅ ƻƴŜΦ And 

ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƎƻƻŘ L ŀƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊƳȅ, Harkness?έ Swallowing hard against his hand she grinned slightly and placed 

her hands over his wrist gently before with a hard press and a twist she broke his grip and slammed 

his hand down into the desk. άJust remember I know all the same tricks you do, and probably a few 

ƳƻǊŜΦέ Swatting aside his other hand as it reached for her she stepped back from the desk, her 

hands on her hips as he pulled out his gun.  

ά.ǳǘΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŎƻƴŎŜŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƻǿΣ άǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻ ǿŜΩƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΦ No killing. No 

deaths. Just a simple scavenger hunt.έ She stuck her tongue out just slightly at him. άAgentΩs 

honour.έ  

ά[ƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ ƘƻƴƻǳǊ to give, WǳƛŎŜΦέ  Putting his gun away Jack stood, walking around the 

desk to go past her, suddenly unable to stand being in the same room.  
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άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ άmaybe your lack of determination to do whatever it took to find him is 

why Gray hates you. And why John had to do your dirty ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ  

Jack changed course towards her and slapped her hard across the face, sending her sprawling to the 

floor, her skirts flying out around her in a dark black pool. Justine held her red cheek gently and 

looked up at him, licking blood from a split lip. 

άhƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ, JuiceΣέ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΣ άƛf you ever say anything like that again I will throw you 

through time myself, without a manipulator to protect you. LΩǾŜ ǊƛŘŘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǾƻǊǘŜȄ ōŀǊŜōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ 

believe me it is not a pleasant experience. ¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΚέ Without waiting for an answer he barged 

past her before stopping at the doorway, breathing deeply to calm himself down. ά{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦŦ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ And some things should stay losǘΦέ Leaving her on the 

floor he strode out into the Hub.  

Gwen was looking at him in shock but Jack ignored her, heading straight for the coffee machine 

instead. He needed to calm down. How Justine always managed to find the right buttons to press to 

provoke him he had no idea. Iƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎǘ ŀǎ 

Gwen came over.  

The door rolling open interrupted her though and as Juice came out of the office, the back of her 

hand against her damaged face, John and Ianto walked in. Their arms were full of carrier bags and 

they were in the middle of bickering but stopped short as they took in the tension in the room. It 

was John who finally broke the silence. 

άwƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǿŜ ƳƛǎǎΚέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

The sound of the rift monitor beeping broke the awkward silence, Gwen hastening over to check it 

out. Ianto dumped all the bags on John and quickly hurried over to save the coffee machine from 

Jack. Justine simply gave John a knowing smile and grinned as he nodded back at her before he 

chuckled and headed over to dump the bags on the couch. Justine licked the blood of her lip and 

strolled over to stand behind Gwen, watching over her shoulder again as she worked.  

άLΩƳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǳǎȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ, Justine,έ Gwen said quickly. 

άhōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΦέ Smiling softly she watched Gwen try to get narrow down the location of the rift spike 

and shrugged. άLΩƳ ƎǳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦǘŜƴΦέ  

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŘƻƛƴƎΦέ Gwen threw her an angry look before getting back to work, missing Tosh 

even more as she tried to narrow down the readings.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘΦέ Justine held her hands up in surrender and shifted to perch on the edge of the 

desk. άL Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΦέ Gwen snorted slightly and tried to concentrate, ignoring John shouting coffee orders at 

the others. ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŜȄǘǊŀ ŘǳǘƛŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦέ She took a 

deep breath. άLΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴƎ ƻŦ ƛǘΦέ  
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άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōǳǘ ƛŦ L ƳŀȅΦΦΦέ Justine reached out to tap a fingertip against the screen. ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ 

to compensate for the frequency variation in the spike to separate it from the background level of 

ǘƘŜ ǊƛŦǘΦέ Gwen looked at her with suspicion before doing as she suggested and a small smile crept 

onto her lips as the changes worked, the signal narrowing down. 

άLǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘΗέ she exclaimed in surprise. Justine laughed quietly and shrugged.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǊƛŦǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǘǊƛŎƪȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ sometimes; ǘƘŜ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴŎȅ ǎƘƛŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛƪŜǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀ ƪƛƭƭŜǊ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ she 

explained. Gwen locked in the co-ordinates and checked the local CCTV, grinning in triumph as she 

spotted a weevil heading down to the sewers. 

άWŀŎƪ,έ DǿŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ άǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǿŜŜǾƛƭ Ƨǳǎǘ arrived; ƛǘΩǎ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǿŜǊǎ 

though so no immediate threatΦέ Glancing over her shoulder Gwen saw him hastily try to wipe the 

scowl off his face as he nodded to her. Ianto was standing close beside him and looking at her too. 

From the look of ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ it seemed as though WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘŀƭƪative and she 

took it as a silent cue to leave him be for a bit. Turning back to the monitor she finished off the trace 

before looking round at Justine again. ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ōƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŦǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ  

άMore than most.έ Justine nodded and glanced over at John. άSome people learn just enough to be 

able to use it as a cheap form of transport but I spent some time studying the rift. It helps to know 

ȅƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳȅΦέ  

Sliding off the desk Justine folded her arms and watched as Jack stalked past, heading back to his 

office and ignoring her. Ianto was watching her closely from the coffee machine whilst John simply 

raised an eyebrow at her questioningly. Turning back to Gwen she shrugged carelessly.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ L Řƻ ƴƻǿΚέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack sighed heavily and leaned forwards on his desk, resting his head in his hands as the sound of his 

exes arguing in the autopsy room echoed through the Hub. He was still slightly shaky from earlier 

but had managed to put it down to the stress of having them here.  One of them at a time he could 

just about handle. Both at once always led to trouble.  

A reluctant smile crept over his face as a memory intervened to contradict that thought. Maybe not 

always trouble as such. But definitely the sort of fun that nice boys ŀƴŘ ƎƛǊƭǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ to 

enjoy - or go looking for. Say what you like about Time Agents though, nice boys and girls was never 

a term that was applied to them.  

He traced his fingers over the leather strap on his wrist slowly as he tried to remember how he had 

felt when he had first been given it, along with his ranking. J. A very special section of the agency. 

Near the middle of the alphabet, just edging towards the darker part of the agency spectrum, they 

were an almost perfect balance of ruthlessness and charm, looks and detachment.  

JΩǎ were among the group of general agents, suitable for any mission, any team. As one of his old 

teachers used to say, you could do a mission without a J but it would be a hell of a lot more fun with 
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one. WΩǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜƎŀǊded as the agency sluts, the ones who would do literally anything, who could 

deliver and withstand pleasure or pain with equal enthusiasm. 

Pretty, deadly and the category voted most likely to get into trouble ς or simply be trouble. No other 

agents could really understand them and very few could control them. So they often got grouped 

together, and the sex was... Jack shivered in spite of himself at the memories. He was surprised he 

ƘŀŘƴΩt recognised Juice earlier but as much as he hated to admit it her face was not the part of her 

that sprung to his mind first. Actually his memories of their time together were more feelings and 

sensations than images. He had been so young, so stupid and really reckless. It was a miracle any of 

them had made it out of there alive. Three of them together had certainly been fun and definitely 

the best kind of trouble. 

But on the other hand the clash of egos made for some really spectacular rows - as he himself had 

demonstrated earlier. LŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ŧǳƭƭ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǇŀǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘƻƻ 

much and had been deliberately pushing him he would feel guilty for striking her. She always had 

known exactly how to wind him up but losing control like that had taken him by surprise. He had 

spent decades controlling his anger, overcoming all the training of the agency and to lose it just 

because of a vicious remark was worrying. She really did provoke the most amazing fights.  

One of which had been raging in the autopsy room for the past hour as John and Justine debated the 

finer points of who had conned who last. Jack looked out through the window as Gwen swore, a tray 

of medical instruments clattering across the Hub floor from the direction of the Autopsy room.  

The missiles were new and the shouting had changed from basic English to Judoon ς for a race of 

policemen they had the best swear words in the universe ς ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

intervene soon the pair of them would either be bleeding or fucking on the autopsy table. With a 

ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƳƛƭŜ WŀŎƪ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ŀǇǇŜŀƭŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǎǘΦ 

Ianto strolled unhurriedly past the staircase, neatly sidestepping the glass from a blood sample vial 

that shattered against the top step but frowning as he spotted the spray on his trouser leg. Picking 

ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎŜ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǊƪ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎǘƻƳǇŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ Damn. Now he was really 

going to get it. 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƛƴǘƻ the office and shut the 

door ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƳŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŘŜǎƪ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛǘ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƭŀǊŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƻƴŜ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƻƴΦ He 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ Jacƪ ƘŀŘ ǎǇƛƭƭŜŘ ǊŜŘ ǿƛƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ǎƘŜŜǘǎΦ In his defence he 

had been ŀƛƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ōŜƭƭȅ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛŦ only ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘΦΦΦΦ 

άWŀŎƪΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ !ǘ ƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ just to 

track down the more difficult items and John and I have already picked up most of the easier bits, 

ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭǎ.έ Hesitating a moment and breathing deeply to calm himself down Ianto pulled 

out his wallet and removed a pink store card, placing it on the table along with a pile of receipts.  

ά.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ we got ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŜȄǇŜƴǎƛǾŜ ΨǇƭŀǎǘƛŎΩ ƛǘŜƳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ǎƘƻǇΦέ A 

reluctant ǎƳƛƭŜ ŎǊŜǇǘ ƻƴǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ features as he continued. άIncidentally ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 
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even bat an eyelid this time; we go there far too often. Although I did have to bribe John to get him 

to behave, item fifteen on the receipt.έ 

 ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƻƴƭƛƴŜ for a bit?έ Jack took the receipts from him and nodded as he flicked 

through them. άLΩƭƭ Ƴƛss the changing rooms there, those little peep holes are just delicious and the 

attendants know me so well now they even suggest things for me to try. Little minxes.....έ He 

frowned as he found the receipt for the well known high street shop with the surprising mix of 

lingerie and rabbits.  

άIŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ those?έ Jack asked in surprise. άRaising one eyebrow in surprise he glanced out 

the window as another crash from outside brought their attention back to the matter at hand. 

ά{ŜŜƳǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻǇǘƛƳƛǎǘic to be after a two player game to me. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ stand being in 

the same room with him at the moment let alone be in the mood for indulging his little ŦŀƴǘŀǎƛŜǎΦέ 

άAnd speaking of them,έ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ άas I was saying, the point is there is not much more we 

can do for her for now. So why Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΚέ They both winced as a particularly loud 

curse echoed through the Hub, making Myfanwy shriek in reply and Gwen put her fingers in her 

ears. The pair in the autopsy Bay had reached the anatomically impossible insults; ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

long now until they shut up one way or the other. 

άBecauseΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ Ianto closed his 

eyes as another screech echoed through the Hub. 

άRight, whereas if they carry on in here nobody could possibly get hurt.έ Glancing at Jack, Ianto 

watched his lover closely as he pushed a little more. ά¦ƴƭike earlierΦέ Jack shot him a look but his 

gaze softened slightly and he inclined his head in acknowledgement. They would talk about that little 

spat later. Mollified slightly Ianto leaned forwards, carrying on.  

ά[ƻƻƪ, ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ L knock them out and put them in a cellΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŎŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

Pterodactyl-έ Ianto began before both men turned as a bang interrupted them. Gwen had slammed 

her hands down on the keyboard and was stood up, her gaze fixed on the armoury and a steely look 

in her eye. άhǊ ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜƭȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΣ άI think Gwen has come up with her own 

solution....έ  

άDǿŜƴΗέ Jack hastily pushed back from the desk and ran from his office, dashing across the Hub to 

ƎǊŀō DǿŜƴΩǎ ŀǊƳ. Ianto on the other hand simply leaned against the office doorframe and watched. 

άDǿŜƴΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦέ Jack gripped her arms firmly as she tried to shake him off but 

unable to she settled for stabbing her finger against his chest with every word instead. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚέ She poked him hard. άJack, LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

past hour, I have been fantasising about shooting them both and feeding the corpses to the weevils! 

So God help me Jack, ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ǝƻ ƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŀ 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΗέ  

Jack turned around and steered her back across the Hub before pushing her to sit down in her chair, 

letting go of her long enough to put his finger across his lips. As soon as she was sat quietly he smiled 
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briefly then turned, striding towards the Autopsy room. His mouth was just opening to speak when a 

stray scalpel embedded itself in his chest. 

άhǿΗέ Jack roared as he looked down at the blade. For the first time in what felt like hours the Hub 

fell silent. Ianto and Gwen tentatively walked over to join Jack, staring into the mess that used to be 

their main medical facility. Medical equipment was everywhere and both John and Justine were 

breathing heavily, caught between laughing and looking guilty as they looked at Jack. Wincing, Jack 

pulled the small blade out of his skin and tossed it down onto the floor with a loud clatter, his fingers 

covering the small wound ineffectually.  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ άLΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǉǳŀōōƭƛƴƎΦ  LǘΩǎ all fun and games until someone 

ƎŜǘǎ ǎǘŀōōŜŘΦέ Ianto slid past him into the room and hurried down the steps, heading for the 

equipment drawers. άGet up here, both of you.έ   

άDǿŜƴΦέ Jack turned and pointed at his second in command. ά[et them have two items each back 

from their little arsenal for defence and put them in the SUV. ¢ƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ hǿŜƴΩs 

flatΦέ Turning back he looked down the stairs at his old partners again. ά!nd if you two make a mess 

there YOU are cleaning it up!έ Looking like guilty kids the pair of them headed for the stairs, stepping 

over the scattered equipment.  

άhƘ ŀƴŘ DǿŜƴ-έ Jack added, as he turned to face her once more before glancing down at the blood 

staining his shirt and fingers. άaŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ. If they give you any trouble, 

ŀƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŜƎǎ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ƴƛǎǎ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇǎŜǘΦέ 

Gwen chuckled and gestured for them to follow her, her heels clicking across the Hub whilst the pair 

of them whispered to each other behind her. Ianto came back up the stairs with a bandage pad for 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ǿƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛǇŜǎΣ pointing him back towards his office with the faintest trace of a smile 

on his face.  

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŘŜŦŜŀǘΦ Lŀƴǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ōŜǎǘ ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ 

ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΩ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴƛƴƎƭȅΦ  

άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ Sir.έ His emphasis on the word made Jack growl in frustration 

and wince as he looked at Ianto. 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ΨL ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΩ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ LΚέ Jack asked. Ianto shrugged 

and walked past him, heading towards JackΩǎ office as his boss trailed after him.  

άLŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƭǳŎƪȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ άyou might get it ŀƭƭ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƻƻΦέ  

Jack perked up as he followed after Ianto, ignoring the yelled goodbyes from John and Justine as 

Gwen steered them towards the door. All nƛƎƘǘ ƛƳǇƭƛŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ƛƴ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ŀƴȅ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ΨL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻΩǎΩ ŦǊƻƳ Ianto for that. 

 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 
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ά²Ŝƭƭ ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŘŜŀǊΣ ƘƻƳŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƘƻƳŜΦέ John opened the door with a grin and looked 

around the empty flat, throwing the keys onto the kitchen counter with a half-hearted toss. He 

turned back and looked at Justine standing just outside the door. άWhat, are you waiting for me to 

ŎŀǊǊȅ ȅƻǳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǎƘƻƭŘ ƻǊ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƴŜ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǘŜΚέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǾŀƳǇƛǊŜ?έ She frowned and followed him in, looking around with an edge of disdain. 

 ά!ƴŘ ƴƻ ǘƘŀƴƪǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƳŜƳƻǊŀōƭŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 

Chuckling John pushed the door closed behind her and shrugged.  

ά²ŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘǊƛǇ ƘǳƘΚέ he said with a suggestive grin. Walking off into the space she glanced over 

her shoulder at him with a matching grin.  

άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘΦέ She carried on walking then sighed as she stood in the centre of the almost empty 

room. ά¦ƴƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ Does he seriously expect us to stay here? I mean we have no food-έ 

άhƘΣέ John quickly cut her off, άIanto says he has an understanding with all the takeaways round 

here, well the ones that deliver anyway. We can order what we like and he will get billed at the end 

of the week. Apparently the delivery boys were getting so fed up with not getting paid when team 

Torchwood run off to do the whole hero thing they set up an account and now dump the food on 

the doorstep ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜŀǎǘ you want to order?έ Growling softly Justine carried on 

wondering through the flat, impatiently looking for what they had to work with. άWe have no table, 

one chair-έ 

άhƴŜ ōŜŘΣέ he added. Justine turned back suddenly and raised her eyebrows.  

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƳŜƭƭȅ ƻǊ ƳŜǎǎȅ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ John wiped his thumb across his lip thoughtfully and sauntered towards 

her slowly, almost swaggering as he looked her up and down. Rolling her eyes Justine held out her 

hand to stop him coming any closer, pressing against his chest and keeping him at armsΩ length. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǳǇ ŀǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ 

over her lips at the memory. ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǿ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ it, it might have been partly my fault you 

ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦΦΦέ  

ά!ǎ L ǊŜŎŀƭƭΦΦΦέ John pressed against her hand, leaning in towards her, his tongue curling up over his 

teeth for a slow swipe across his upper lip. άƻ̧ǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ǎƻ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƛŦ LΩŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ LΩŘ 

ōŜ ōŀƭŘ ƴƻǿΦέ  

άLǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜƳŜƴǘΦΦΦΗ Justine let out a slow breath as her arm bent, letting him 

lean closer towards her. άEspecially compared to this ƘƛŘŜƻǳǎ ǎǘȅƭŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦ And just for 

the record where did you get that jacket? ̧ ƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻƴ ƘƻǊǎŜōŀŎƪ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΦέ  

ά!ǎ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴ ǿŀǾŜΚέ John reached out and trailed his fingertips down her 

throat, sliding into her cleavage with a thoughtful look. άSince when did the pirate look come into 
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fashion? Or is it gypsy, I always get those two mixed up.έ Shrugging she slid closer, letting her free 

hand slide along the holster for his guns before gliding over his crotch.  

ά¢ƘŜ онnd century, little ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ bƻƻǎŀƴΦέ Justine leaned closer, both her arm and his crushed 

between them as her lips hovered over his. ά{ŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ŘǊŜǎǎ ǎŜƴǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ 

ŜƭǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉǳƭƭ ƛǘ ƻŦŦ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǳǎΦΦΦΦέ John laughed and let his hand slide under her top, pushing up 

towards her shoulder and sliding the fabric back.  

ά±ŜǊȅ ǘǊǳŜ.έ Leaning in as though to kiss her shoulder he paused, his lips brushing against her ear.  

άWǳƛŎŜΣ ǿhat are you really doing here?έ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴΚέ  

ά5ƛŘ ŘŜŀǊ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǇǳƳǇ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ information?έ Growling softly she pushed him away and 

pulled back, standing clear of him. άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΚέ John put his hands on his hips, leaning back again.  

άhƘ L ǎŜŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΣ άǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƘŀǘǎ ƛƴ ŘŀǊƪ ŎƻǊƴŜǊǎ ōǳǘ oh no, 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ WƻƘƴΦ You two always did that, always kept secrets from me. I was just the little optional 

ŜȄǘǊŀ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ōƻǊŜŘΦέ  

άhǇǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŜȄǘǊŀΚέ Laughing in disbelief Justine stepped closer again but pushed him hard, making 

him take a step back. άHave you ever SEEN the pair of you together? You were already a team, I was 

ƧǳǎǘΦΦΦέ She hesitated then pulled back.  

άJohn, I am not having this same argument with you over and over again; for goodness sake anyone 

would think we were the ones who goǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǘƛƳŜ ƭƻƻǇΦέ Justine sighed heavily and ran a hand 

through her hair, pushing it back off her face. άThere is no con. I need those items, I need to gather 

them up and get the hell out of this time and I need to do it quickly. LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ She 

looked into his eyes and to his surprise he found himself believing her. άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ Ŏƻƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦ I 

Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Řƻ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΦέ John nodded but looked at her sceptically.  

ά!ƴŘ WŀŎƪΚέ he asked quietly. Justine looked thoughtful for a moment before shrugging, her hands 

behind her back. 

άIŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ L ƴŜŜŘΦ IŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜΦέ Smiling softly she leaned in close again. άIŜΩǎ 

just the... optional extra. Now, shall we go check out that nice little room I found you in last night 

and continue our chat about optional extras in there or am I going to have to go for a walk and find 

some 21st ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ōƻȅ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΚέ  

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŧŀƭƭ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ John laughed and 

stepped back, ducking his head to look at her. άaŀȅōŜ LΩǾŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΦέ  

άaŀȅōŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ L ŘƻΦέ She nodded, considering his statement before stepping closer 

again, her hands still behind her as she leaned in to whisper in his ear. άHow about... you get out 

that strap-on you conned Ianto into buying for you and LΩƭƭ ǇŜƎ ȅƻǳ for as long as you can handle. 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜΦέ She bit his earlobe gently, grinning as she released it and purred against his skin. 

άLΩƭƭ Ŝven ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ WŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦέ  
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ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ōǳȅ ƳŜ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƘŜŀǇ ǎŜȄΚέ Swallowing hard John snorted softly, trying to act as 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǇǇŜŀƭ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ even though his reply was slightly too fast and faltering to be 

convincing. άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ŝŀǎȅ sweetheartΦέ Justine glanced down between them to the growing 

bulge in his trousers and raised one eyebrow sceptically.  

ά!ƭƭ ŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǊȅ, John - and who said anything about cheap sex, I intend to make it very 

expensive for you, at least in terms of energy.έ Kissing his cheek lightly she dropped her voice to a 

whisper. άI already told you. IŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜƭȅ ǊŜǿŀǊŘŜŘΦ Not to 

mention I can get the bounty placed on you by the hŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƭōŀȄ ǎȅƴŘƛŎŀǘŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘΦέ  

άIƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƘŀǘΚέ John looked at her in surprise. Justine shrugged slowly and 

grinned. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǎǘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ǎǇƛƴŜǎΦΦΦέ  

άLΩƭƭ ōŜǘΦέ Laughing, John wrapped an arm around her and tugged her close, pressing against her. 

άFine, LΩƭƭ ōŜƘŀǾŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻǘ LΩƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ ȅƻǳΦέ Laughing in surprise she nodded slowly. 

άhƘ WƻƘƴΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǊŜƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭΣ Ƙƻǿ ǎǿŜŜǘΗέ She leaned in and kissed him softly. άL 

have no intention of hurting them; LΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǾŜƴƛǊǎΦέ Grinning at his sceptical 

expression she held her hand up to her temple in a salute. ά{ǇŀŎŜ ǎŎƻǳǘǎ 

ƘƻƴƻǳǊΦέ In spite of his best efforts the edge of JohƴΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎǳǊƭ 

up into a smile. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǎŎƻǳǘΣέ he said sceptically. Shrugging she walked past 

him to the counter and pulled herself up to sit on it, her legs dangling down.  

άI dƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣέ she replied, 

άƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀ ǘŜŀƳ ǇƭŀȅŜǊΦέ  

ά5ŜǇŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦέ John shrugged and stepped closer 

again. άaŀȅōŜ L ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǎŜŦǳƭΦέ Raising an eyebrow Justine leaned back on the counter, resting 

her weight on her elbows.  

άAnd maybe you are still pining around after our lovely Jack like a lovesick puppy,έ she guessed. 

Seeing the look on his face she sighed and reached out a hand, letting her fingertips scrape over the 

scrollwork on his jacket. ά²Ƙŀǘever. As if it would bother me.έ She looked at him thoughtfully and 

smiled. ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŦŀƴŎȅ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ŦƻƻŘΣ ǎƘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǎŜȄΚέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΦΦΦέ John considered for a moment before reaching into his pocket for the small pile of menus 

Ianto had given him. άaost of these places take at least thirty minutes to deliver, such a backwards 

little centuryΦέ He slid between her legs, pushing her skirt up around her waist and reached past her 

for the phone on the wall. άNow, just how much damage do you think we can do in an empty flat in 

ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΚέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 
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Ianto hung up the phone and closed his eyes almost in pain. How he was going to explain to Jack that 

they had been banned from yet another takeaway all because of an incident with the delivery boy 

was beyond him. At least this time the man was alive and, from what he could work out, in very 

good spirits. Sadly though he no longer had a job and they were banned from yet another fast food 

outlet. Ianto leaned down to rest his head on the cool desk for a moment and took a deep breath. 

Quite what two ex time agents, a pizza delivery guy and three deep dish pizzas could get up to in an 

empty flat hŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΦ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Lady Justine Hartless stirred lazily in the bed, stretching as best she could whilst sandwiched 

between the two men. Grinning to herself she tickled along the young pizza ōƻȅΩǎ side slowly. He 

had been quite a surprise she had to admit. So many young men in this era would have stopped well 

short of what he had been up for but the boy ς there really was no denying his youth compared to 

them ς was just what she had needed for a pick me up. 

It took her a moment to extricate her limbs from theirs and slide down the bed, placing the boyΩs 

arm over John instead to avoid waking him. Slipping from the bed she grabbed her cloak from the 

corner and draped it over her shoulders, covering her naked form and keeping off the slight chill 

from the empty flat. As she crept away she stopped as a familiar voice, low and quiet but more than 

enough to reach her, drifted through the room. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎƴŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǳǎ ƴƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ, WǳƛŎŜΚέ John whispered softly. 

Smiling she turned, looking over her shoulder at John as he idly stroked his way along the younger 

manΩs sleeping body. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅou two will be just fine for a few minutes. L ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƻƴƎ ōǳǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻΦΦΦέ She grinned as 

the younger man stirred, blinking blearily in surprise at John before blushing. ά{ǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜΦέ 

Turning away she pulled her cloak close and let the thin fabric adapt to the temperature, warming 

her cooling limbs as she paced into the empty space. She could hear the youthΩs uncertain 

protestations turn to enthusiastic agreement as she moved away and reflected that at least she 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ WƻƘƴ ƻŦŦ ŀƴ ǳƴwilling partner this time.  

His obsession with non-sentient life forms was more than a little confusing to her as, like many of 

their colleagues, she preferred her partners to at least be capable of expressing some form of 

consent ς or not as the situation and personal preference demanded.  

The ōƻȅǎΩ noisy cries were soon echoing through the empty space as she leaned against the kitchen 

counter, picking her wrist strap up off the side and scrolling through the most recent entries. It had 

been easy to get a ŎƻǇȅ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Řŀǘŀ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ {La ŎŀǊŘ ƛƴ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǘŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

readings, smiling softly as she read the text message the other woman had sent to Rhys before 

rolling her eyes. Romance. So overrated.  

{ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ Řŀǘŀ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ς or getting him into 

bed ς ōǳǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ wrist strap had been easily accessed when she first arrived. Chuckling to herself she 

wondered if he knew just how easy his encryption key was to figure out. She continued sorting 
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through the data and mentally began working out how to get near enough to Ianto JonesΩ phone to 

copy it too. She ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǿŜƴǘ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

She did however hear Captain John Hart, as he was now calling himself, padding quietly across the 

floor towards her and quickly changed the data to something innocuous. She otherwise refused to 

react to his presence, even when his hands pulled at her cloak and slid themselves around her waist. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪƛŜ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ, John dear,έ she said softly. Chuckling he pulled her close, his right 

arm pressed against her belly whilst his left pulled the cloak back from her shoulder, tracing his 

fingers over a developing bite mark from earlier. 

ά²Ƙat can I say; I was a bit too much for the poor little chap. IŜΩǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ōǳǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

really ready to give yet because for some reason having another man suck him off ǎƴΩǘ gay but if he 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǾƻǳǊ ƛǘ ƛǎΦέ  

άvǳŀƛƴǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎŀǘŜƎƻǊƛŜǎΣέ she agreed. {ƘŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ 

ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎΦ άL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ 

Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŜƴΚέ Her face lit up with a feral grin as he slid one hand along her arm 

before scraping the short nails of the other across her thigh, the burn of the move sending a shiver 

through her. As he sank his teeth into the soft curve of her shoulder she reached back, her longer 

nails grabbing his hips and pulling him forwards, enjoying the feel of him pressing against her back.  

ά!Ƙ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ άthe things I do for old ǘƛƳŜΩǎ ǎŀƪŜΦΦΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎƪ ƘŜ hoped his 

aching muscles would ease soon. Looking round he quickly spotted Ianto working away quietly in the 

next room, the Hub dark apart from the pool of light around his desk. The shadow of stubble on 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ face made him look as old as Jack felt in the harsh light.  

Pushing back from his desk Jack stretched out his back and made his way through the dark Hub with 

an ease born of far too many years of practice. Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ōǳǘ WŀŎƪ 

could tell by the slight slowing of his movements that he knew he was there. Slowing Jack moved to 

ǎǘŀƴŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜΦ Leaning back into his 

touch Ianto looked up with a tired grin on his face. 

ά²ƘŜƴ L ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ L ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎŜarch and the interesting life 

forms.έ Ianto sighed tiredly. άI did not expect the research to be eBay and the interesting life forms 

ǘƻ ōŜ Ƴȅ ōƻǎǎΩ ŜȄŜǎΦέ  

 άI guess at Torchwood One that was less of an issue.έ Jack squeezed his shoulder gently as Ianto 

turned back to the screen to place another bid. άI heard ̧ ǾƻƴƴŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƻŎƛŀƭƛǎŜǊ herself 

ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀ ōƭƛƴŘ ŜȅŜ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ little get-ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊǎΦέ He watched the slight 

grin ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǇǊƻŦƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ turn up of his nose seemed to smile along 

with his lips. 
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ά¸ƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ ƻƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ŎǊȅǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ ά.ǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ŀǎ ƛǘ 

ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǳǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳƭƭed 

back a little, not wanting to interrupt the memories of the person he knew was ƛƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ But 

just as Jack was about to let go of his shoulder Ianto turned again and reached up, placing a hand 

over his. ά!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

άIŜȅΗέ Jack laughed and put on a stern look άLΩƳ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊƛŎǘ ōƻǎǎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƭƭ know; I treat you all 

ƭƛƪŜ ǎƭŀǾŜǎΦέ Ianto raised one eyebrow quizzically. 

ά!ƴŘ Ƙere I thought I was the only one you treated like that,έ he said, sounding hurt. Letting go of 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ stood, pushing the chair back and turning to stand face to face with Jack as he 

grinned. άBut only when I let you of courseΦέ  

άMmmm yes Sir, aǊΦ WƻƴŜǎ {ƛǊΦέ Grinning Jack raised his eyebrows and let his hands slide around 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǿŀƛǎǘΦ Jack leaned in for a kiss before pausing as his face twisted, shaking his head quickly 

before bringing his hand up to cover his mouth as he yawned widely. ά!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǎƭŀǾŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀ ŦƛǊǎǘΦέ Ianto slipped out of his grasp and quickly checked the 

computer before, satisfied, he headed over to the coffee machine.  

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǳǎǳŀƭ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊΚέ he called back.   

άaȅ ǳǎǳŀƭ ƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΦέ Jack nodded as he followed, his eyes tracking every move Ianto made. άI think 

ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǎƻƻƴΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŀǊǘŜŦŀŎǘǎ ƳǳŎƘ 

ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦέ Ianto nodded and Jack saw the way his eyes took longer than usual to open with every blink 

and the way he was moving. He was exhausted too.  

άL ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƳƻǊŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘƛŦƭƛƴƎ ŀ ȅŀǿƴΦ άMy last auction of the day will end in 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦέ Jack nodded and moved closer, his hands in his 

trousers as he stood still by the machine.  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ for this,έ Jack said softly.  

άCƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚέ Ianto looked up in polite bemusement. άLike I would trust you to make it yourself 

ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ Ŧƻrgiven me for the last time yet,έ Jack admitted as he stroked his hand across the 

machine before pulling back in mock pain as though it had bitten him. Ianto laughed quietly and Jack 

smiled softly before his expression grew serious again. ά!ƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ άI 

mean all this. John, Justine... L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ƘŀǊŘΦέ He paused a moment. 

άL ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƘŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ōŀŎƪ ŎŀǘŀƭƻƎǳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άand I know you 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ς ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦέ 

Ianto smiled in spite of himself and concentrated on the coffee to try to hide it. Jack carried on 

hesitantly. ά.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘΩs abstract and I just mean, well, if I could choose two of my 

legions of ex-ƭƻǾŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻΦέ Shrugging Jack looked down for a 

moment, lost in memory. άIŜƭƭ, out of my ex-ǿƛǾŜǎ WǳƛŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ǘƘǊŜŜ-έ  
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άWŀŎƪΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ άȅou know we talked about when you try to make things better but 

ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƻǊǎŜΚέ Looking up again Ianto worked the machine to its final stage and slid 

the fresh cup of coffee off the stand and passed it to Jack. άJust sƘǳǘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΦέ  

Smiling, Jack took the cup and made his way over to the sofa, Ianto finishing his own off before 

bringing it over and sitting beside him. They sat in silence for a moment before Jack looked at Ianto 

curiously and tried to look casual as he asked something that had been on his mind for a long time.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ άǘƘŀǘ you and Lisa would ever have got ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΚέ Ianto paused 

mid-sip for a second before lowering the mug down to rest on his thigh, both hands wrapped around 

it. 

άL ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦέ Ianto thought for a moment. άLŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ of been part of Torchwood and 

Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŀǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ Sometimes I 

think Gwen and Rhys only got this far because they met before she came here. There really is 

something about this job that makes everything that much more intense, much more crazy...έ Jack 

chuckled softly into his own mug and nodded briefly.  

άIŜƭƭ ȅŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΣ άǿhy do you think I put up with it for ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΚέ Ianto chuckled too, 

his thumb rubbing over the rim of his mug slowly. 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΚέ Ianto continued, talking to himself almost as 

much as to Jack. He shrugged and stared down at his mug thoughtfully. άMaybe for a little while I 

wanted that. L ƎǳŜǎǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƙave something that you start to think you 

should have it and forget to think about whether you actually want it at allΦέ He shrugged lightly. 

άbƻΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ƪƛƴŘΦέ  

Jack looked at him carefully and smiled sadly. ά[ƛŀǊΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ WŀŎƪΦέ Ianto grinned and turned to face him with an impish expression on his face. 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǊŜƎƛǎǘŜǊ ŀ ŎƛǾƛƭ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎƘƛǇΣ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅǎƛŘŜΣ buy a dog, adopt a few kids or get 

Gwen to be our surrogate ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊΦέ Jack laughed loudly, the sound echoing 

around the deserted Hub for a moment and making Myfanwy shriek in answer. 

ά²Ŝ ōƻǘƘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ƻǇǘƛƻƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ 

ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǎǘƻǇ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǿΦέ Ianto nodded and looked at him, his face so open 

ŀƴŘ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ƛǘ ƳŀŘŜ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀŎƘŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ 

ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ ά/ƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƘŀǇǇȅΦέ  

Jack smiled back and suddenly remembered all over again just why he was so crazy about this young 

man. [ŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳǳƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŘǊŀǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎΣ 

holding it steady as he leaned in to kiss him. ¢ƘǊŜŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƳǳƎ 

on the table before sliding themselves into hair and over skin, working their way with an easy 

familiarity in the dim light. 

By the time they returned to the coffee again it was already cold. 
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 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto collected John and Justine from the flat the next morning, pointedly ignoring the abandoned 

bike propped outside with the now empty pizza box holder on the back. The pair of them looked 

smug and had at least stopped arguing which made the journey more bearable. By the time they 

made it back to the Hub Jack was waiting for them by the lift stone, his eyes squinting slightly in the 

bright morning sunshine as the SUV pulled up. His arms were folded across his chest, though 

whether to appear sterner to the others or to fend off the slight chill of the morning air Ianto 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭl. From the way Jack had tucked his hands in tight Ianto suspected the latter. 

He watched as his quiet passengers slid out of the SUV and strode across Plass, the swagger on John 

ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǿƘƛƭǎǘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ Ŏƭƻŀƪ ǊƛǇǇƭŜŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜr in the gentle 

breeze. The three of them were not exactly inconspicuous and he half wondered if even the invisible 

lift could hide them. Pulling away he wondered idly if Gwen had arrived yet and whether Time 

Agents even liked continental breakfasts. As loƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ 

thing. 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen hurried into the conference room; hastily sliding her jacket off as she pulled out a chair, 

smiling politely at the end of the story Jack had obviously been regaling them all with. άΦΦΦ And so 

ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ΨL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΗΩέ Jack finished with a grin. Raucous laughter from 

John and Jack filled the room whilst Ianto and Justine exchanged what almost appeared to be 

despairing looks. It looked as though Jack had either patched things up with Justine or they were 

simply ignoring the argument yesterday. Knowing Jack it was probably the latter. 

ά±ŜǊȅ ǿƛǘǘȅ, WŀŎƪΣέ Justine said as she took another sip of her tea and smiled at Gwen welcomingly. 

ά!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǎǳƛǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻǇƛŎ ŦƻǊ polite breakfast chit chat. So, now the whole teams here 

ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƻŘŀȅΚ Any proƎǊŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘǳƴǘΚέ  

άOkay, ǿŜƭƭΦΦΦέ Jack took a gulp of his coffee before leaning back in his chair as he regarded them all. 

άIanto and Gwen have managed to locate most of the items on the list although for a couple we had 

to resort to eBay. They should be here tomorrow with any luck. Thank goodness for geeks who 

collect strange things. WeΩǾŜ also tracked down the watch with the information you gave us and 

thanks to my contacts in the museum world-έ  

ά²Ƙƻ ƎƻŜǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ Silmore and fancies Jack,έ Ianto smirked as he interrupted.  

ά- who was able to make me an appointment at the museum where the exhibition is being held at 

the moment. LǘΩǎ going to be a bit of a drive but Gwen and I should be able to be there and back in a 

couple of hours plus say an hour to get the watch from them and itΩs done.έ  

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΚέ Gwen accepted a coffee from Ianto and helped 

herself to a croissant as she continued. άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǳǎΦέ Jack grinned winningly 

and tapped his fingertips against his mug.  
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ά²ƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎƭȅΣ άȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ŎŀǊǊƛŜǎ ƳǳŎƘ weight in the 

ƳǳǎŜǳƳ ǿƻǊƭŘΚέ Jack laughed at the matching looks they all gave him before shrugging. άThe family 

was going to put it up for auction. ²Ŝƭƭ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ ǿŜ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƴ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜΦ 

You owe me some money by the way, WǳƛŎŜΦέ  

άaŀƪŜǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΦέ Shrugging, Lady Hartless gently popped the last of her breakfast into her 

mouth and brushed a stray crumb off her lip as she chewed thoughtfully. άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ 

some arrangement...έ  

ά.ŜƘŀǾŜΦέ Pointing at her warningly Jack continued. ά{ƻ, we now own the watch, we just need to 

pick it up. The sphere is local and not for sale so Ianto, I need you to take Justine and John to the 

home and get a good look at it. John, we need you ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦΦΦΦ ƭƛōŜǊŀǘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ  

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƴŜŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘŜƭǇ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΚέ John chuckled and leaned back in his chair, lacing his fingers 

behind his head as he regarded Jack. ά!ƭǿŀȅǎ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅΦέ 

His gaze slipped to Justine and he waggled his eyebrows as he spoke. Closing her eyes for a moment 

Justine rested her elbow on the table, supporting her chin on her fingertips. 

άThankfullyΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ǘƛǊŜŘƭȅΣ άyou do actually have other skills you can call upon or you would 

never have managed to stay alive this long. I have to say if your performance last night is anything to 

Ǝƻ ōȅ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ-έ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ,έ Jack said, cutting them off quickly. He was slowly getting better at intercepting 

their fights before they got going. Jack took a deep breath before continuing. ά¢Ƙe bracelet is also 

fairly local; Andy came up with an address for the old man, a Mr Taylor. Ianto, on the way to the 

home can you call in and see if you can charm some info out of him about where the bracelet is. If 

ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻƭŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ Ianto grinned 

slightly as he spotted Jack fight back a yawn and try to disguise it by reaching for a doughnut from 

the tray.  

ά9ȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘΦέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ άLΩƭƭ ǎƻǊǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ rift;  if you can 

ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊƛŦǘ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘƛƻƴǎ LΩƭƭ ǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƻƴǎ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦέ  

άIŀƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣ ōƻȄŜǎΚέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ άWhat sort of thing are you pulling 

through the rift? ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŀǳǎŜ ŀƴȅ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ  

άbƻ, no, no damage.έ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ Ƙŀǎǘƛƭȅ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŀǘŜ Gwen. άUsing 

the rift as a way to enhance time travel is relatively new technology but we discovered that there are 

in fact benefits from having a great big hole in space and time, as well as the hideous problems and 

disasters associated with it. It took a while but we worked out a way to map the flow of the rift, to 

an extent, and use it to get across the universe. It can only do certain routes but ƛǘΩǎ more 

comfortable than a normal jump. Jack here used to compare it to one of those fast roads you have, 

ǘƘƻǎŜ aƻǘƻǊǿŀȅǎΦέ Jack frowned slightly at that and held out his hand. 

άL ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ he asked uncertainly. Justine looked momentarily startled, a slight look of panic or guilt 

on her face. 
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άaŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ WƻƘƴΣέ she suggested. A wicked grin that looked slightly forced spread over her 

features. άhǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǳǘŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎƛŀƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ŘƛƳǇƭŜǎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ 

crazy things about cars and roads and stuff. Then again his parents were Clarkson worshippers so 

ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎΦέ 

ά/ƭŀǊƪǎƻƴ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇǇŜǊǎ?έ Ianto ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ help the look of complete bemusement on his face as he 

interrupted. ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŀǎ ƛƴ WŜǊŜƳȅ /ƭŀǊƪǎƻƴΚέ  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ Justine nodded matter of factly. άIn the 23rd century a cult formed with the Clarkson as 

their official saint. The 23rd century was one of those centuries really though, there was the cult of 

Elvis, the cult of Marilyn Monroe, Queen Victoria, Charles Darwin, pretty much everyone had a cult. 

Most of them died out but a few proved annoyingly stubborn and just-έ  

άIƻƭŘ ƻƴΦέ Gwen shook her head and held out her hand to stop them. άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ 

this is you were talking about boxes? And pulling them through the rift? LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΚέ  

άbƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ  άLƴ just the same way that I can travel 

through the rift using a wrist strap these storage boxes have been adapted to do the same but with 

less style. I use my wrist strap to act as a beacon and give them a location and they come through to 

join me. I just have to be careful not to stand too close or I could get a smack in the face from one-έ 

άbƻ ŘŀƳŀƎŜ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜƴΣέ John smirked to himself as everyone else ignored him. 

ά¢ƘŜƴΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀ ōŜŀǘΣ άonce we fill the boxes up I reprogram their 

destination and push them back into the rift.έ She used her hands to indicate boxes swirling in the 

air. άThey will then travel back to the future and be picked up by my contact there. {ƛƳǇƭŜΦέ  

ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ ƛǘΦέ Gwen looked sceptical but nodded and took another sip of her coffee.  

ά{ƻΣ aǊΦ WƻƴŜǎΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ continuedΣ άit looks as though I have the pleasure of your company today. 

How delightful. John always performs better with ŀƴ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƎƻΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎǇƻǘǘŜŘ 

how Jack loves an audience too. Although I noticed ƘŜ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǳōǘƭŜ ΨŦƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻŎƪ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƻƻǊΩ-έ  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ WǳƛŎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ interrupted, άŀs if I would do something like thatΦέ Gwen and Ianto 

exchanged knowing ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜΣ ǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŀƛǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ΨL ǊŜǎǘ 

Ƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΩ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ  Sighing and conceding the point Jack moved swiftly on.  

άDǿŜn, with me. LŀƴǘƻΦΦΦέ Jack looked at him seriously. άƻ̧ǳΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǊŜ-arm these two. No guns, no 

sword, but the more discreet weapons they can have back as well as anything else you might need 

ŦƻǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {ǇƘŜǊŜ ƻǳǘΦέ He pushed back from the table and downed the last of his coffee as 

Gwen hastily grabbed a muffin, wrapping it in a napkin as she gulped down her coffee.  

άYŜŜǇ in contact at hourly ƛƴǘŜǊǾŀƭǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ άIanto, ƛŦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳ LΩƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ 

straight back so stay in touch. AnŘ ŦŜŜƭ ŦǊŜŜ ǘƻ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻΣ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

Justine and John stood as one and moved to stand behind Ianto, each placing a hand on his 

shoulder. 
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ά!ǎ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ άǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ ŀŎŎŜƴǘΦέ  

ά.ŜǎƛŘŜǎ...έ John nodded and smirked at Jack. ά²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƎŀƎƎƛƴƎΦ Such 

ŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜǊΦέ  

άhƘ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅΦέ Justine nodded seriously. άL ǎǿŜŀǊ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ 

with the giant-έ 

ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΗέ Jack shook his head and threw up his hands in defeat. άLŀƴǘƻΣ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪΦέ Ianto watched 

as Jack swept out with an apologetic look and ignored the increasingly annoying squeezing of his 

shoulders by his new team. This was going to be a long day. 

He had no idea how right he was going to be... 

 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŜŦǘ looking after both of them whilst Jack got to go flirt with 

curators. Sometimes he wondered if the Universe liked tormenting him. Heading to the armoury he 

hastily took a gun for himself before retrieving the time travellers assorted weapons. Ianto brought 

them back up to the Hub and looked over to where the weapons owners were curled up on the sofa, 

WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŘǊŀǇŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƭŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘƻƴǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻŀǘΦ  

Dumping their ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŘŜǎƪ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎŜǎ 

when the door began rolling open again and Jack came back in. 

άWŀŎƪΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ άǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ Jack glanced over at the other two who were still 

making out on the sofa.  

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ Jack asked impatiently. Both men watched as Justine 

ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǳƴŘŜǊ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǘƻǇΦ  

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ of doing something,έ Ianto suggested helpfully. Jack glared and 

turned back to him. 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΦ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΗέ Jack called out loudly. Lady Justine looked up from her progress in 

ŜȄǇƻǎƛƴƎ WƻƘƴΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ōǳǘ WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ as he continued. ά¢ƘŜ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 

sixty seconds to re-arm. Whatever is not stashed by ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦέ  

Ianto quickly slipped his stopwatch out of his pocket and smirked at John as he started it up, the 

scowl from the thief as he recognised the accessory making his grin even wider. As they lazily set to 

work Ianto turned back to Jack, his frown returning. 

άL ǘhought you two had left already. ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΚέ Ianto asked quietly.  

ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘΦΦΦέ Jack grinned and shifted closer to Ianto, his hands moving over 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΦ ά.ut it appears somebody sǘƛƭƭ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {¦±ΦΦΦέ Ianto clamped his 

ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻǾŜǊ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǿŀȅΦ 
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ά²ƘƻŀΣ LΩƳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {¦± today; ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŎŀǊΗέ Jack pulled back and put his hands on 

his hips. 

άDǿŜƴΩǎ ŎŀǊΚέ WŀŎƪ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ Ƙƛps. άYou must be kidding, you can take 

DǿŜƴΩǎ ŎŀǊ ƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧƛǘ ƛƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƛƴŜΦέ 

ά¸Ŝǎ ǘƘŜ three of us as opposed to the two of you,έ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΣ άŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ 

the bigger car? Plus we might be bringing back the sphere, are you suggesting I simply tie it to the 

roof? hǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀōȅ ǎŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŀǇ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

ά²ŜΩƭƭ be bringing back something too,έ Jack replied, in a tone that suggested even he knew it was a 

weak argument. 

άhƻƻƻ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǿŀǘŎƘΤ ǘƘŀǘ should take up lots of room in the glove box. Or maybe we should hook a 

ǘǊŀƛƭŜǊ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦέ 

ά[ƻƻƪ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻ-έ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ L Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ōŜ ǳǇǎŜǘ ŀǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ babysit horny and hornier whilst you go make eyes at 

some academic?έ Ianto took a deep breath and put his hands on his hips. άLook, ƛŦ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ 

ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻ LΩƳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {¦±Φ Besides, depending on what happens today we may 

need to look official ς or make a speedy getaway ς whereas you are just on a jolly to a museum. 

.ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƎǊǳƳǇȅ L ƎŜǘ ǿƘŜƴ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎŀǊ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΦέ  

He said it so deadpan Jack almost missed the slight threat in his tone and suddenly remembered 

what had happened the last time they had taken IantoΩǎ ŎŀǊ ƻǳǘΦ Not to mention the memory of 

having to try to explain away to the mechanic just how the suspension had gotten so wrecked on 

one side. Gathering his wits again he tried to carry on with his argument but Ianto just looked so 

adorable he knew he was going to lose. 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƧƻƭƭȅΣ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜǉǳƛǇƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {¦± ŦƻǊ-έ Jack paused, waving his hand 

distractedly. άFor... ǎǘǳŦŦΦέ Ianto simply raised an eyebrow and Jack groaned, shrugging his shoulders 

in defeat. άCƛƴŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ {¦±Φ Buǘ ȅƻǳ ƻǿŜ ƳŜΦέ As John and Justine came bounding over like a 

ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ŜŀƎŜǊ ŘƻƎǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨǿŀƭƪƛŜǎΩ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƭƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǿŀǘŎƘ ƻŦŦΦ 

ά45 seconds,έ he said in begrudging admiration. John smirked and wrapped an arm around Justine 

who pushed him away. 

άA good time,έ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΣ άeven iƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǎƘƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

ŀōƻǳǘΦέ Ianto closed his eyes in a grimace then opened them again, glaring at Jack. 

άL ƻǿŜ youΚέ he asked.  

Rolling his eyes Jack backed away, heading to the door again. He sighed as the pair waved at him 

with big grins on their faces before moving to stand either side of Ianto, each grabbing an arm and 

hooking it in theirs. Glaring at Jack, Ianto watched as the door began to close, Jack still facing them.  
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άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ǉǳƛǘǎΚέ Jack quickly shouted as the door rolled into place again. The sound of 

the door alarms cut off any chance Ianto had to reply and he reflected wryly that Jack either really 

trusted him with these two or he was being punished somehow. 

He hoped it was the former... 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

WŀŎƪ ǿƛƴŎŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ 

effort making sure they had really cool transport. Her car was, well he had to say it, ordinary. 

Heading for the driverΩs side he was cut off by Gwen who jumped in front of him, holding her hand 

up to stop him.  

άhƘ ƴƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊ ǎƻ L ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ You boys are always hogging the SUV but youΩre on my 

territory now, WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΦέ Grinning challengingly she stood her ground as he leaned in close, 

pressing his chest against her hand.  

She could feel the muscles of his chest under her fingers and not for the first time thoughts she had 

tried to block out for so long crept back through her mind. They both knew she would never act on 

them ς ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǳǊΣ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ hǿŜƴΩǎΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 

either ς but still, they enjoyed the game. Torchwood without a little flirting would just be, well, it 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿΦ At least that was what she told herself... 

άLΩƳ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ ŀƳ LΚ 5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΚέ Jack placed his hand 

over hers, pressing her against him. ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦέ He flashed her that grin and she 

could feel herself starting to laugh but held it together a little longer, leaning in close before looking 

up at him through her lashes. 

άhƘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΚ ¢ƘŜƴ L ƻǊŘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻΦΦΦ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎΗέ 

Laughing Jack pulled her hand up from his chest to kiss her fingers as he bowed to her. 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǿƛǎƘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ, Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΦέ  

Scooting round the car she rolled her eyes as she watched him go before she slid into the ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ 

seat, grinning as she watched him adjust the chair to make enough room for his legs ς and his coat. 

ά{Ŝŀǘ ōŜƭǘΣέ she reminded him. Jack shot her a slight glare before submitting and pulling on the 

strap, practically pouting with every move. ά{ƻ, how come you wanted to take my car? I thought you 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ǌŀƴƪ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ {¦±Κέ  

Jack sighed heavily and began to drum his fingertips on the dashboard as she set off, the reasonable 

speed she was taking seeming to annoy him somehow as he played with the air freshener hanging 

from her rear view mirror. 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦŀƛǊ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǇŀŎŜΦέ 

bƻŘŘƛƴƎ ǎŀƎŜƭȅ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǿƛǇŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƛǊƪ ƻŦŦ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ  
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άYou meanΣέ ǎƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŜŘ ŎƻǊǊectly, άhe pulled rank on you ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦέ Laughing loudly Jack grinned 

and looked round at her. 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ He was about to continue when something caught his eye. Reaching into the 

back he frowned as he pulled something bright red from the back seat. ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǎǘŀǎƘŜŘ 

in here, it had better not be Torchwood property-έ He pulled the soft velvety cushion into the front 

of the car and grimaced at the giant red and white heart with two puppy dogs embroidered on to it. 

άhƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƴot Torchwood property. LΩŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ-έ 

άhƘ DƻŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΦέ 

ά{ŎƘƳŀƭǘȊȅΦέ Jack turned the cushion to face her and she glanced sideways, blushing almost as red as 

ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ ΨL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΩ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƛǘΦ άL ŀǎǎǳƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ wƘȅǎΚέ She shrugged and brought 

her attention back to the road. 

άIŜ ǿƻƴ ƛǘ ŀǘ ŀ ŦŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǇǊƻǳŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ōƛƴ ƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ άōut I also 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŀǊ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧƭŀǘ ǎƻ-έ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ŀ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊΦέ Jack frowned and squeezed the soft pad thoughtfully. ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘǿƻǊƪΦΦΦέ 

άtŀƛƴǘǿƻǊƪΚέ 

άhƘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƎŜǘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇƻƭƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǇǊƛƴǘǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǎΦέ 

άhƘ yes, he does go on about all those fingerprints. But L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ŀ ŎǳǎƘƛƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘΦΦΦέ DǿŜƴΩǎ 

move fell open and she looked round at Jack for a full three second before quickly returning her 

attention to the road. ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ Actually yƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ŀƳŀȊŜŘ Ƙƻǿ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŀ ǇǊƛƴt you can get off of almost any 

body part on a nice shiny surface-έ 

άWŀŎƪ, ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ LΩƳ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΚέ DǿŜƴ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ άȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘƻǇ ƴƻǿΦέ  

ά¸Ŝǎ aŀΩŀƳΦ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ƘƻƴƻǳǊΦέ Snapping off a salute as best he could in the car Jack grinned and 

tossed the cushion back behind her chair. Harrumphing slightly Gwen weaved her way through the 

traffic and began to pick up more speed as they left the city. 

άWŀŎƪΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴ 

JustƛƴŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ƭŀŘȅΚέ  

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ [ŀŘȅ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ IŀǊǘƭŜǎǎΦέ Jack chuckled and shifted his 

attention from her to the road, watching the way the vehicles moved. ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ 

woman sitting in the nice big comŦȅ ǎŜŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {¦± ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƴƻōƛƭƛǘȅΦέ Gwen made a 

dismissive noise.  

 άLΩƳ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘ ƎǊƛƴΣ άǎhe, as in the real her, is a lady. 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ WƻƘƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ 

he assumes ƛǘΩǎ all just a cover. Just as it sometimes helps us to take on military titles as we travel the 

better spoken ladies with the right accent occasionally take on, well, peerages when they travel. LǘΩǎ 
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actually pretty commonplace. But she let slip to me once about her family. Her grandfather has ς 

had - the title of .ŀǊƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƛŜŘΦέ  

ά²Ƙȅ ƘŜǊΚέ Gwen frowned and looked at him questioningly. ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΚέ  

ά²Ŝƭƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜΦΦΦέ WŀŎƪ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǊŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ He frowned. άHer 

parents... !Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻw. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŜǾŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦέ  

ά¢ȅǇƛŎŀƭΦέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ άAlways chasing after the bride but never a thought to 

spare for the in-ƭŀǿǎΦέ Laughing, Jack shot her a slightly apologetic look. 

άLǎ wƘȅǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƛƴǎǳƭǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΚέ Gwen could feel the edges of her lips forcing their 

way into a grin against her will. 

άIŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƻǾŜǊ ƛǘΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŀƴƴƛǾŜǊǎŀǊȅΦέ Jack laughed again and she 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ Ŧǳƭƭȅ. ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƪŜ ƘŜǊΣ ōƭew up? You have no idea how 

Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ LΩǾŜ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ ¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜ L ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊΦέ They both laughed 

and Jack checked his wrist strap at a beep, pulling it open before sighing and closing it again. ά!ƭƭ 

ƻƪΚέ Jack nodded quickly. 

άWǳǎǘ WƻƘƴΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ŎƻƳŦȅ ǘƘŜ {¦± ǿŀǎΦέ He tapped the 

dashboard again distractedly. άL ƘƻǇŜ LŀƴǘƻΩs okay ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ōƻǘƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭƭȅΣ άƳaybe we 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦέ Gwen shrugged. 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦέ Jack chuckled and looked over at her with a 

strange look. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto watched in the rear view mirror as John and Justine tried to play with the various gadgets back 

there and felt a ƳƻƳŜƴǘΩǎ relief that he had removed the power connection, rendering them 

useless, before they got in. Soon bored of that, they began to talk to him. Actually more at him, 

WƻƘƴΩǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƎǊŀǇƘƛŎ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

drove, unable to stop them and unsure whether talking was justification enough to shoot them yet.  

When they were unable to get a rise out of him they reverted to their other favourite way of killing 

time and Ianto suddenly found himself not only ǾŜǊȅ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊ but also wishing for 

a bucket of cold water. Putting the radio on he forced himself to concentrate on the road and not on 

his two passengers as they sank out of sight on the seat. By the time he pulled up at the address for 

ǘƘŜ ŜƭŘŜǊƭȅ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƎƘŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΣ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ 

face popping up between the seats after a momentΩs delay. 

άLΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŘƛǎƘŜǾŜƭƭŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΣ άwhy 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΦέ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊǎ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ 
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ά9ȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘ ƛŘŜŀΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΦ Oh and Eye CŀƴŘȅΚέ he added quickly. Ianto had already turned 

away, his hand on the door handle but froze. άbƻ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǊȅ ōŀŎƪΦΦΦέ  

Rolling his eyes Ianto slipped out of the SUV and looked around the street, identifying the house and 

heading towards it as fast as he could. As much as he hated leaving them to it, or thinking about 

what they were doing back there, he had to admit, like a kid in front of a television set he might feel 

guilty but at least it did keep them out of trouble... 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen always had that moment of slight discomfort as she watched Jack around other women. It 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƧŜŀƭƻǳǎȅΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦƭƛǊǘŜŘΤ it was more amusement at the way in which 

women (and men) would sometimes melt in his presence. The discomfort came when she 

recognised a gesture as one she used herself. The slightly too long eye contact. The touches to his 

arm. The laughing at his occasionally bad or obscure jokes.  

As much as it was amusing to watch it on someone else it always left her wondering if she looked 

that bad. Flirting with Jack was such a way of life at Torchwood she barely even noticed it any more 

but to an outsider did she ever appear as simpering as- 

άhƘ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƴŀǳƎƘǘȅ ƻƴŜΗέ Gwen resisted from rolling her eyes and instead 

feigned interest in a collection of wartime journals adorning the cabinet before her. The glass was 

ōǊƛƎƘǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ƛǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦƭƛǊǘŜŘ ǎƘŀƳŜƭŜǎǎƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊŀǘƻǊΦ For 

a respectable academic woman she had that air of dotty granny about her that Jack just seemed to 

bring out with a wink.  

The transformation from the businesslike and frankly grumpy way she had greeted Gwen to the 

flirting temptress she was for Jack had almost been startling enough to make Gwen reach for her 

gun. Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŜŜǇȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

necessarily alien. Closing her eyes for a moment she pushed her hair back from her face and slid her 

hand behind her neck, rubbing the muscles lightly.  

ά̧ ƻǳ ƻƪΚέ Jack asked quietly. Gwen jumped, her eyes flying open to see his ghostly reflection in the 

glass of the cabinet, his eyes cast into dark holes by the lighting but the concerned look on his face 

instantly reassuring her. The curator had vanished and with a wry grin of relief Gwen turned, making 

sure they were alone again before she spoke. 

άWǳǎǘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻƴŜ ŦŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƛƴΦ Jack laughed out loud and 

wrapped his arm around her, pulling her gently across the room to another cabinet, this one filled 

with medals and what looked like pieces of scrap metal. 

άNow come on, ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 5ƻŎǘƻǊ {ƛlmore.έ Jack leaned closer to the case and smiled as he 

recognised the medals. άMs Goodman is simply being very helpful ς she was going to refuse to help 

us and claim she needed another week at least to get the watch ready for transport. As it is 

technically in her care at the moment she would have been perfectly within her rights to claim lack 

of staff or resources and stall us for ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦέ  
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ά5ŀǊŜ L ŀǎƪ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΚέ Gwen raised her eyebrows 

quizzically. Jack chuckled again and shrugged lightly, the movement of his arm around her almost 

tempting Gwen to rest her head on his shoulder after it was jostled there. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ, we are leaving a watch-shaped hole in her exhibition.έ Tilting his head to the side he tapped 

the case lightly with his knuckles. άI may have told her I was a collector and would be happy to lend 

her another watch instead. Admittedly she is sad to lose such a unique piece with a good family 

ƭŜƎŜƴŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƛǘ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀƛŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ LΩƳ 

ŘƻƴŀǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ǿƘƻ ƻǿƴŜŘ ƛǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǊŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǳǇΦέ Gwen frowned and 

pulled out from under his arm. 

ά²ƘƻǎŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘŜƴΚέ she asked. Smiling softly Jack shrugged and placed 

his hands on his hips. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ L Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŎƘŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ hƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ 

suggestively, άI ƪƴƻǿ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ƻǿƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦΦΦέ Gwen chuckled 

and punched him playfully. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ are what she had in mind, WŀŎƪΦέ Laughing he was about to 

continue but his gaze shifted behind her as she heard footsteps approaching.  

άMs Goodman, that was fast!έ Slipping past her Jack greeted the curator again. άYou must have 

them well trained back there; L ōŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǊǳƭŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƛǊƻƴ Ŧƛǎǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜƭǾŜǘ ƎƭƻǾŜΦέ Gwen stayed 

facing the cabinet, afraid if she turned round the disgust would be all too evident on her face. To her 

surprise the curator appeared to be lapping it up, a girlish giggle cutting through the air. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ȅƻǳǊΦΦΦǎǘŀŦŦΦέ Gwen shuddered but quickly shifted on the 

spot to disguise it as a fidget. ά!ƴŘ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ .ǊŜƴŘŀΦέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǎŎǊŜǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ 

her face as the image of her mother-in-law flirting with Jack pushed its way into her head. Biting her 

lip hard, ǎƘŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ƨoin in the conversation any time soon. 

ά.ǊŜƴŘŀΦ Such a wonderful name.έ Jack really was shameless sometimes. άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǘΚέ Gwen forced 

her best polite policemanΩs stare onto her face and turned, taking in the small box in the curatorΩs 

hands and the forms underneath it. 

ά!ƭƭ ōƻȄŜŘ ǳǇ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊŀǘƻǊ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΣ άƛf I can just get you to sign for it?έ Gwen 

followed them over to a waist height display table and watched as Jack signed the paperwork before 

taking the box from Brenda with a slightly too lengthy pause as their hands touched. ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ Ǝƻ 

then, Captain. 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ŦŀƴŎȅ ŀ ƴŀǳƎƘǘȅ ǇŜŜƪΚέ  

ά!ƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƪƛƴŘΦέ Jack grinned wickedly and let his fingers spread wide over the top of the box, 

holding it firm in his other hand. The box was simple cardboard, the sort of archival box she had seen 

Ianto use for the everyday objects in the archives but it was tied with a plain white cotton ribbon of 

sorts. Jack tugged the knot loose carefully and held the box firm whilst Brenda let her fingers brush 

over his as she eased the lid off slowly. 

άLΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΣέ Brenda said quietly.  
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Gwen watched with mild interest as the lid lifted free to reveal what looked like a square shaped 

piece of foam cut to fit the dimensions of the box. .ǊŜƴŘŀΩǎ fingernails gently snagged the edges of 

the foam and teased it up before getting a grip on it and pulling it free. The watch was secured in 

another piece of the foam, snug in a cut out chamber that it fit into perfectly.  

It was a silver pocket watch, nothing too remarkable about it but the design on the front was very 

pretty. The strange circular shapes reminded her of planets and orbits, or the gears of a clock 

perhaps. Definitely pretty. Gwen frowned as she heard the slight gasp from Jack and quickly glanced 

at him, catching the look of complete shock on his face.  

άLǘ ƛǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ The curator looked up, mistaking his surprise for something else and 

smiled teasingly. άThe design is unique as far as we can tell, possibly a bespoke engraving made for 

the original owner. Unusually there are no ƳŀƪŜǊΩǎ marks on it but-έ She pulled back, hastily pulling 

a pair of white cotton gloves from her pocket and slipping them on with a few expert twists of her 

fingers.  

άaŀȅ LΚέ the curator asked. Jack nodded, slightly dumbstruck as she eased the watch out of its bed 

and turned it over. ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ƛƴŘŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ 

a larger device. My personal theory is that it was designed to be mounted onto a larger clock, 

Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƴŘǳƭǳƳΦέ She giggled slightly and ran her gloved fingertip over the strange 

holes. ά9ƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƳŀƪŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǳǇ ōƭŜƳƛǎƘŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ Whatever the 

reason it is certainly a one of a kind piece that we shall be most sad to see go. Although if you are 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƻŦŦŜǊΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ŦƛȄŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ 

hesitation on her face as she took in his bare fingers before with a swift manoeuvre she pulled the 

glove off her hand, blanketing it around the watch and placing the bundle in his palm. He was staring 

at the watch as though trying to make sense of something impossible.  

ά/ŀǇǘŀƛƴΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŎǳǊŀǘƻǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ άI do ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƳŜ ǳǇΚέ 

Snapping back, WŀŎƪΩǎ ǘǊŀŘŜƳŀǊƪ ƎǊƛƴ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎƭƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄΣ 

quickly grabbing the foam and pushing it back into place. 

ά!ǎ ƛŦΦέ Jack slid the box into his coat pocket and slipped his arm through the curators. άYou have my 

ƴǳƳōŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǿŜŜƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ōǊƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻǾŜǊΣ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ 

through the stories, work out which fits better in the exhibition and sort out that loan. Maybe over 

ŘƛƴƴŜǊΚέ  

Gwen ignored the giggle and felt the conversation start to wash over her as she concentrated on 

Jack, the tell-tale signs of his concern obvious to her even though to the curator he was back to his 

usual self. Something was wrong with that watch and she had a horrible feeling that this scavenger 

hunt was about to become something a lot more serious. 

Pulling her phone from her pocket she began to discreetly text Rhys to tell him she would be late. No 

point spoiling both their evenings... 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 
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Ianto was always somewhat amazed by how low human beings could go sometimes. He walked out 

of Mr TaylorΩs house and pulled out his phone, making a swift call to social services. He slid back into 

ǘƘŜ {¦±Σ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘǎ a good foot lower 

than it should be if they had been sitting quietly and behaving themselves. 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊŘƛŎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƎƛǘΚέWƻƘƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŀƭŦ ƘŜŀǊǘŜŘƭȅΦ ά!ƴȅ ōǊŀŎŜƭŜǘΚέ  

άLŀƴǘƻΚέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ŀǎ her hands gripped the 

sides of the front seats, pulling herself back up onto her seat. άCome on, how about some good 

ƴŜǿǎΚέ  

άaǊ ¢ŀȅƭƻǊΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ŎŀǊŜǊ ōǳǘ ǎŀŘƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŜƴƛƴƎ ǇǊƻǇŜrly and 

went for bargain basement.έ Ianto pulled out a notepad and passed it back, a single name and 

address on the top sheet. ά{ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ stealing from him for months and threatening him that she 

ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ŀƴȅ ƻƴŜΦέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŘŀǊƪŜƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ small 

terraced house. 

άL Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭƭȅΣ άǎo many wonderful cultures and 

times when the elderly were revered and cared for or when you had whole families living together, 

supporting one another. But you lot let your parents raise you then shove them in a home when 

they need your help in return. And instead of doctors and nurses who do their jobs and take pride in 

their work you get caring and dedicated but overworked and demoralised staff run into the ground 

by targets and managers - or mercenaries who are after a quick buck and a bit of power. {ƻƳŜ ŎŀǊŜΦέ  

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ Ianto glared at her in the rear view mirror.  

άLǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ Sighing, Justine passed him back the notepad and leaned back in her seat, adjusting 

her blouse slightly as she moved. άRight, are we going to go pay this wonderful Florence Nightingale 

of the 21st century a visit or not? L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŎƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎΦ Not to mention 

ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘǎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǊƻǳƴŘǎΦέ Ianto nodded and watched as John finally finished adjusting his 

clothing and slid into the seat beside her. 

ά5ƻ L ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƴǘŜǊǊƻƎŀǘƻǊ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ WƻƘƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ άOh let me be good cop this 

ǘƛƳŜΣ WŀŎƪ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘǎ ƳŜ Ǉƭŀȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŎƻǇΦέ Ianto rolled his eyes and turned round to face them. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅΦ ¦ƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΚέ The pair of them pouted in unison and glanced at 

each other. 

άIŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜǘǎ ǳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŦǳƴΣέ WƻƘƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǎǳƭƪƛƭȅΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳŎƘ Ŧǳƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ us,έ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άif he only gave us a chance-έ  

Ianto turned round again and started the SUV, easily ignoring the lewd comments and innuendos 

from the back seat. Working for Jack for so long he was used to it. IŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ 

his mind wasnΩǘ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

options they were outlining; particularly one involving the three of them, the bonnet of the SUV, 

some duct tape and JackΩs emergency glove box lube. They were definitely ideas worth considering 

for another time ς and with a different cast. 
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 ~*~*~*~*~ 

άJack, will you please watch where you are going! Just slow down a bit and tell me what the bloody 

ƘŜƭƭ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΗέ Gwen winced, her fingers spread wide over the dashboard in the vain hope that if 

he did crash she might somehow save herself by sheer force of will and her arms. The box with the 

ǿŀǘŎƘ ƛƴ ǿŀǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǊ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ 

from... from whatever it was that had Jack looking so scared. άWŀŎƪΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎŎŀǊƛƴƎ ƳŜΦέ  

DƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǎƻŦǘŜƴŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎƭƻǿŜŘΣ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ 

around the cars ahead and relaxing a little as they hit the open road. 

ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Hub; I ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ƛǎ ǳǇ ǘƻΦέ His face was still grim as 

he gripped the steering wheel tight, his eyes locked on the road. Gwen nodded quickly and pulled 

one hand off the dashboard, her fingers so stiff with the tense pressure she had been putting on 

them that she had to wriggle her fingers to get the blood back into them. 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǎƻ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǘŎƘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άYou recognised it, ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ She watched 

as Jack swallowed hard, her eyes tracing his neck and seeing the way his muscles tensed. {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

seen him so scared for a long time and it was freaking her out more than she could say. At the same 

time though she became stronger in return, her training and instincts calming her down to be able to 

support him. 

άLΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜ it, yes.έ He sighed heavily and banged one hand against the wheel. άAnd it is 

ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ǎŀǿ ŀ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōŀŘ ƴŜǿǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƪƛƴŘΦέ  

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎŜǳƳ ŦƻǊ ŀƎŜǎΦέ Gwen glanced down at the box between her feet and 

fought the urge to throw it out the window. ά¢hey will have cleaned it and photographed it and all 

sorts. IŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƘŀŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΚέ   

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪǎ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ it.έ Jack shrugged and 

ran a hand through his hair distractedly as Gwen fought the urge to tell him to keep his hands on the 

wheel. ά.ǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪ ǘƘŀǘ Juice wants it for something dangerous or is working for 

someone else who does know how to use it. I am not taking that risk. That watch has to be kept 

away from her at all costs. ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊΦέ He paused, his hand fumbling in his jacket before 

passing her the phone. άLŀƴǘƻΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀǊƴ ƘƛƳΣ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƘŀǘΚέ Grabbing the phone she dialled quickly and put it on loudspeaker, holding it near 

his ear as it connected. ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΚέ Looking at her grimly for a moment he 

turned back to pay attention to the road but the set of his jaw left her in no doubt that he was 

deadly serious. 

ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊΦέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto felt his phone vibrate as John and Justine towered over the frightened care worker as she 

hastily began pulling out stashes of stolen valuables from around her small flat. /ŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ WƻƘƴΩǎ ŜȅŜ 

as he pulled the earpiece out of his pocket he slipped out of the room, heading down the hall to the 
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ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ Smiling to himself he put on his earpiece and 

peered through the net curtains of the room out to the street below to check on the SUV. 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƘƻǳǊΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǊƻǳƴŘΦέ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ 

ǎƳƛƭŜ ŦŀŘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜƴŎȅ ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

άLŀƴǘƻΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ WhereΩǎ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΚέ 

ά{ƘŜ ŀƴŘ WƻƘƴ ŀǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƘŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ aǊ. ¢ŀȅƭƻǊΩǎ carer. It seems as though the home help has 

been helping herself to a few little trinkets here and there from her ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ homes. Justine insisted 

the honourable thing to do would be to retrieve all the stolen objects. She and John are just 

persuading ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭǇŜǊ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƛǎΦέ He sighed slightly and moved further away 

from the door as a loud shout from John echoed through the flat. They had promised not to hurt her 

but there was no sense in making Jack worry about it.  

ά{ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ, Ŏŀƴ ǎƘŜΚέ  

άbƻ, ǎƘŜΩǎ down the hall.έ Ianto frowned and moved further away from the door, lowering his voice. 

άJack whaǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ  

ά¢ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ not as harmless as she made out. It has some pretty powerful alien technology 

involved with it and she conveniently forgot to mention it. {ƘŜΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ Listen, I want you 

to get the bracelet and get back to the Hub. Forget the sphere. Just get her back and put her in a cell, 

knock her out, just make her safe until I can get back. ²ŜΩǊŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀǿŀȅ ǎƻ ƧǳǎǘΦΦΦέ  

Ianto winced as a loud expletive from Gwen in the background confirmed his fears that Jack was on 

the phone whilst driving at high speed again. άWǳǎǘ ƴŜǳǘǊŀƭƛǎŜ ƘŜǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ L Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ 

sounded strained and he could hear Gwen saying something that sounded like truck. IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ 

which of the alternatives his mind came up for to fit the situation he preferred. άAnd whatever you 

Řƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘƭȅΦέ Ianto nodded and listened as the voices quietened 

down and footsteps came down the hall towards them. 

άbƻǘ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ WŀŎƪΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Hub. Dƻǘǘŀ ƎƻΦέ Ianto hung up hastily and put the 

earpiece back in his pocket as the door opened and Justine peered around it, a triumphant smile on 

her face. 

άDƻǘ ƛǘΗέ Grinning, Lady Justine stepped fully into the room, her hands on her hips. άAlong with quite 

a few other pieces actually. Mostly jewellery and shiny things, this carer was quite the magpie. 

WƻƘƴΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǎǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘǎΣ L ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǉŀǎǎ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜƭȅ DǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ 

her police friends to do their-έ She waved her hands dismissively. άtƻƭƛŎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ I never did really get 

what it is they do at the moment other than wear hideous uniforms. Although those truncheons are 

ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΦΦΦέ She stepped into the room fully and tilted her head to one side quizzically at 

the ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ  

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦέ Ianto shook his head quickly and his smile broadened. άWŀŎƪΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

longer than he thought and needs me to check out something at the Hub. Probably just a weevil, 
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nothing to worry about really but you know how he is. We might have to delay getting the sphere 

until later. So, iŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŘƻƴŜ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƴΗέ  

άLŀƴǘƻ I already told you, you have such expressive eyes.έ Justine pushed the door closed and 

stepped further into the room, her eyes cold. ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦέ  

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ WŀŎƪ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇŀǊŀƴƻƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƘǳƳƻǳǊ ƘƛƳΦέ Ianto watched her 

hands slide along her hips and tried to resist the urge to back away. άSo, shall we just get back in the 

SUV and-έ  

The door burst open and Captain John stepped in, raising an eyebrow at the way they were standing 

so rigidly apart. 

ά!ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǎƴŜŀƪ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ I thought we were finally gonna have some 

ŦǳƴΣέ John complained as he sniffed slightly and folded his arms.  

άWƻƘƴ, why is your mind always in the gutter?έ Justine turned to face him as she spoke, her back to 

Ianto, and he took advantage of the distraction to move past her towards the door. άWe were just-έ 

Quick as a flash she pulled a small spray bottle, no bigger than a lipstick, from her waistband and 

spun around. SǉǳƛǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǉǳƛŘ ƛƴǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ she watched dispassionately as he collapsed to the 

floor. ά{ǘǊŀǘŜƎƛǎƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴǎΦέ Whipping out her Arbalet she pointed 

the small crossbow at John and grinned at him evilly.  

ά5ŜŀǊ WƻƘƴΦ The big question is; can I trust you?έ Justine looked at him, considering his reactions and 

sighed as she saw him glance at Ianto with concern. άhōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƴƻǘΦ You really have been working on 

ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƭ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ you?έ Shrugging, she motioned him into the room, careful to keep well clear 

of the range of his legs. ά¢ŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƻŦŦΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ John shrugged, and hauled Ianto on to the 

bed. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƎƻŜǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜƳ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎΦέ John began efficiently 

stripping Ianto of his clothes as he spoke. άMore fun that way, you get all the screaming and 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ Sighing, Justine watched as the pile of ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƎǊŜǿ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ smart suit was flung 

carelessly across the room before being joined by underwear. Finally John was free to start on 

himself. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƪƛƴƪȅ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƻǳǘΣ άsorry to disappoint you. I just 

figured this would be a good way to leave you unarmed. And of course the added bonus of the 

thought of the look on his face when he wakes up with you next to him. I must admit that is a 

ŘŜƭƛŎƛƻǳǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦέ  

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƻƴŜ L ƴƻǊƳŀƭƭȅ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ǘƻ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎΦέ WƻƘƴ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ǘǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ 

ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎƳŜƴǘ ƻǊ ƳƻŘŜǎǘȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎΦ άwŀǘƘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 

her up and down.   

άwƛƎƘǘΣ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ John. Put Lŀƴǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ƘŀƴŘǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘōƻŀǊŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΦέ She 

watched as he pushed and pulled the unconscious man into place before taking his place beside him. 

άtŜǊŦŜŎǘΦέ Walking over behind him she pressed the point of the arrow into his back before leaning 
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over him and whispering in his ear. ά¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƎƻƻŘƴƛƎht, John. Lift up your head and take a deep 

breath.έ She paused and thought for a moment. άhǊ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŏƭǳō ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ 

much that hurts when you wake up naked and tied down. !ƎŀƛƴΦέ Lifting himself up John looked at 

her angrily. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ, WǳƛŎŜ ōǳǘ L ǎǿŜŀǊ ǿƘŜƴ L ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳ LΩƭƭ-έ  

Justine sprayed him and watched as the drug got to work, his eyes closing almost instantly as he 

crashed back into the mattress. Keeping the arrow against his spine she swiftly pulled an old 

fashioned set of police handcuffs from under her corset and grinned happily. Scanners, always 

looking for the high-tech and forgetting the old school tricks.  

Wrapping the chain around the bars of the headboard she fastened the cuffs tight around his wrist 

before stroking the arrow down his back thoughtfully. She should really kill him now and be done 

with it; he had definitely become too soft to be predictable. Unlike Jack who was now so soft it was 

easy to know what he would do next ς and how to stop him.  

But a promise was a promise. Besides, it was so hard to find a good lay in this universe and John 

certainly was that if nothing else. Considering for a moment she shrugged and pulled the Arbalet 

away. Taking off her hooped earrings she tapped them together with a grin before fastening one 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ WƻƘƴΩǎΦ Electric cuffs. She had always had such fun with those. 

And she had been right, cover them with a thin layer of gold and not even Jack and John, who were 

intimately familiar with them, had recognised them for what they were.  

Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ǿŀƛǎǘ ǎƘŜ ǘƛŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘōƻŀǊŘ ǘƻƻ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ 

fingers down his bare spine. Grinning to herself she took a moment to record the image using her 

wrist strap and debated whether to send it to Jack straight away or save it for later. She licked her 

lips as she took in the sight of the pair of them together. It was a pity to let such a fine menu go 

unsampled but she had work to do.  

And whƛƭǎǘ WŀŎƪ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ, she was going to have to make sure he and his 

little helper were in no position to stop her either. That would require one last stop on her way 

back... 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Matthew fidgeted slightly in his dark uniform and, for the fifth time that hour, glanced at the clock. 

The last part of the afternoon always seemed to drag when he was on gallery duty. Being asked for 

directions to the bathroom every ten minutes during the morning by ōƻǊŜŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƪƛŘǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

exactly fun but it did make the day go quicker. The afternoons were deadly though, especially when 

there was nothing but him and the ticking of the huge grandfather clock in the hallway.  

!ƴƴƻȅƛƴƎƭȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ which room he was in, he could still hear it. IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ 

sometimes if it was really the clock or his imagination, the ticking was so engrained in his brain by 

now. Looking at the time yet again he sighed and began to pace, walking his familiar route through 

the houses many rooms, making sure everything was ok. LŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ the new portrait they had 

recently borrowed from the National Museums of Wales ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƭƭŜǊƛŜǎ at 
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all. He could instead be back at the gift shop reading his book under the counter, or chatting to the 

cafe girls...  

Rounding the corner he was snapped out of his thoughts by the figure in the room, a dark cloak 

making him hesitate for a moment in shock. The house, like every old building, was supposedly 

haunted but he had never really believed it. As she turned around though he hid his fright with his 

polite smile he reserved for customers and his bank manager. She was definitely not a ghost 

although her outfit was odd. Maybe she was a new costumed guide in for orientation.  

άDƻƻŘ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ, miss,έ he said politely.  

άhƘ ƎƻƻŘ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦέ Her smile really was very nice and he found himself relaxing a little more, 

although still unsure whether to treat her as staff or a guest. άI was just admiring the astronomy 

display. SǳŎƘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǇƛŜŎŜǎΦέ  

Matt nodded and stepped closer, pointing to the display and ready to enter tour guide mode again. 

Her Home Counties accent had marked her as possibly a tourist as opposed to new staff. A shame, it 

might have been nice to have some fresh gossip in the staff room. 

ά¸Ŝǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ and ƛǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀƴ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŀŎŎǳǊŀǘŜΦέ  

She looked at him quizzically and frowned. ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘǎ?έ  

άL ƳŜŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦέ Matthew felt his smile slip from his customer smile into a 

genuine one as she stood a little taller, back on familiar territory. άThe family seem to have had a 

strange curiosity with collecting beautiful but completely faulty examples of instruments, even 

though with the knowledge of the time they should have been fine. The Celestial Sphere for 

ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΦΦΦέ He saw her gaze was fixed on the globe and smiled knowingly. They were such beautiful 

pieces the visitors always went for those first.  

άSome of the constellations are recognisable but their placement in the heavens is wrong,έ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

pointing to a poster illustrating the display, άŀƴŘ there are several theories about why that is. LǘΩǎ 

possible they were working from inaccurate charts or old books or trying to recreate a different time 

period -έ 

άOr that the stars are in the right place but as viewed from another planet in the Sol system,έ she 

interrupted quietly then turned to face him, a strange smile on her face. άhǊ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ Ƴƻƻƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ 

9ǳǊƻǇŀΦέ  

Matt quickly forced the surprised frown off his face and nodded happily as he continued. ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ 

explanation I suppose! Sadly no one has ever been able to properly identify the makers mark on the 

base; ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ as we can tell so we 

Ƴŀȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘȅ ƛǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǎƻ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƳŀƪŜǊǎ ƳŀǊƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǎŜŀƭΦέ The woman laughed and ran a hand down his arm lightly. ά¢ƻ 

ōŜ ǇǊŜŎƛǎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘe seal of the oldest family on Europa in the fifty first century. LǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǎŜŀƭ ŀƴŘ 

this sphere was meant as a message for me. !ƴŘ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ƛǘΦέ  
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Matt backed away slightly, unsure exactly why all the crazy people seemed to decide to spend their 

afternoons visiting museums. Nodding and smiling politely he let his hand drift towards his radio.  

άhƘ ŘƻƴΩǘ bother; I blocked tƘŜ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴŎȅ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƎƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛŎƪŜŘ ƎǊƛƴΣ άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

ǿŀƴǘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘΦέ  

The smile on her face grew broader as she punched the glass of the display case hard, something 

gripped tight in her hand smashing through the glass easily before she quickly pulled back to avoid 

being cut. ¢ƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƭŀǊƳǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ōŀŎƪed towards the door as she reached 

into the case and calmly wrapped her hand around the metal base of the sphere, lifting it out of the 

case carefully. Grabbing his radio he quickly hit the emergency button but nothing seemed to 

happen. Shaking stray pieces of glass off the sphere she walked towards him unhurriedly. 

ά{ǘƻǇ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ shouted, άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΗέ  

Shrugging she nodded and reached under her cape, pulling a small crossbow off her hip and pointing 

it at him. Okay, that changed things for Matthew. No one here was paid enough to risk their lives for 

anything from the collections. Better to play it safe. Stepping aside he stood well back as she walked 

past. Following her all the way out of the building he tried to ignore the various screams and phone 

calls to the police that were left in her wake and focused on keeping her in his sights. 

Watching from a safe distance he saw her place the sphere in a large black vehicle, definitely a four 

ǿƘŜŜƭ ŘǊƛǾŜ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƪŜΦ  Matthew hastily wrote down itΩs details as she 

drove away. As she left his sight suddenly he jumped as his radio burst into life and a faint alarm 

could be heard coming from the house. Perfect timing.  

Matt took a deep breath to calm himself and wondered how he was ever going to explain this. 

Broken radios, an alarm that went off after the thief had already gone and the staff being threatened 

with an old-fashioned type of weapon ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭ.  

Maybe they had a point about needing extra security here after all. 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack hurried towards the HubΩǎ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ŘƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ listened to the grinding of itΩs gears as it slowly 

opened, his Webley held in front of him in a two handed grip. So many times he had walked through 

that door. Most of the time it was just business as usual. Far too many times it had been to find 

chaos and death and destruction. Stepping through cautiously he looked around, the place 

appearing deserted but he found his attention wavering as his gaze flicked over the fountain.  

άhƘ ƴƻΦέ Darting forwards Jack continued to check around the Hub as he headed for the rift 

manipulator.  άbƻǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ To an outsider the machine was always a mess, a mass of wires and 

switches and strange machinery that looked a perpetual tangle. But to Jack, to someone who had 

watched as every circuit was put into place or adjusted over the past century, any changes stuck out 

like a naked Slitheen on a London fashion week catwalk.  

άWŀŎƪΚέ Gwen entered the Hub more cautiously behind him, her eyes scanning over the levels and 

trying to catch any sign of Justine. 
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Jack frowned as he checked the controls and ran his fingers over the unfamiliar additions, a small 

table wedged close to the machine held some borrowed and a couple of unfamiliar implements and 

a scanner of some sort was positioned over the flat surface almost like a microscope.  

άWŀŎƪΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ Ǝǳƴ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŀǊŎƘΣ άǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƘŜΚέ 

Pulling his attention away from the changes Justine had made Jack quickly looked for the main 

power supply for the manipulator, determined to make the machine safe again regardless of what 

she had done. Moving around the machine he had to holster his gun to release the catch, his hands 

sliding onto the thick cable and gripping tight, trying to pull it free. 

Jack actually heard the click and swish almost before he registered the pain in his back, his hands 

instinctively reaching back to the arrow now embedded in his ribs.  

άW!/YΗέ Gwen wisely stayed back as she shouted. Her eyes and weapon were pointing up to the 

upper balconies where the shot had to have come from whilst she stayed below the overhang as 

best she could. άWŀŎƪΗέ  

Jack could feel the burn of poison running through his veins as he fell to his knees on the grating, 

trying to get his arms to obey him and continue to disconnect the machine. He wanted to shout to 

DǿŜƴΣ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏƻ-operate. His numb fingers slipped from the 

cable and he collapsed on to the grating, annoyed that he was going to revive with the biggest grid 

pattern on his face yet.  

.ǳǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀǎǎ ƻǳǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜƴǎŜǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ 

paralysed on the floor. He felt a moments surprise and hope that Justine ǿŀǎƴΩǘ using lethal force, 

even though that would be the more efficient way to move. aŀȅōŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΣ ƳŀȅōŜ 

she had just... 

άWǳǎǘƛƴŜΚ Justine, ƛǘΩǎ DǿŜƴΦ [ƻƻƪ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦ /ŀƴ ǿŜ ǘŀƭƪΚέ  

WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ 

round the Hub. Lƴ ǎǇƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎƛƴƎ herself; 

ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳΚέ JusǘƛƴŜΩǎ voice was distant, echoing around the quiet Hub. She sounded far away, 

possibly up on the higher levels somewhere. The height advantage was always a killer. LŦ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

have been a sitting duck on the iƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ƭƛŦǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ for. He really needed to 

think about the design of the Hub and work on a couple more ways in and out. 

ά5ƛŘ L ǘŜƭƭ ǿƘƻΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΣ άJustine, just come down so we can talk, ƻƪΚέ Gwen sounded 

nervous in spite of the steel in her voice. Jack doubted anyone else would even notice it but he could 

ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜŜƭ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΦ She really did feel too easily and too openly for her own good at times, 

her heart well and truly on her sleeve. He loved that about her really but right now he wished she 

could hide it better. Justine would be able to take advantage of it too easily. Hell, a few lifetimes ago 

he would have too. 
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ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΚέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎƭȅ ŎŀƭƳΦ άDid you take that 

moment, that brief pause in a busy day to just think of him, to talk to him; to tell him that you loved 

ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΚ Did you think if something 

happened to him today, right now, right this second, would he die knowing you ƭƻǾŜŘ ƘƛƳΚέ Jack 

ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ Ŏƭƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƳŜǘŀƭ ƘƛƎƘ ŀōƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ōƻƻǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

balcony. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ŀƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƎŀƳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ, Justine so you might as well stop that right now 

and just come down here.έ Gwen sounded as though she had moved away from the door more, 

maybe edging into the open space. Jack hoped she would be careful. ά̧ ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŦǘ 

ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘƻǊ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ Ǉŀǎǘ ƳŜ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ Ǉŀǎǘ ȅƻǳΦέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǎƻŦǘ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ǎŜƴǘ ŀ ǎƘƛǾŜǊ ǳǇ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎǇƛƴŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ 

around the Hub. άI can only go through you. It would be a pity though as I did promise not to hurt 

any of you. And a Lady should keep her word. .ǳǘ ƛǎ ƛǘ Ƴȅ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŜǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

get to him in time? If you decide your mission, your job was more important than the love of your 

ƭƛŦŜΦέ  

Jack wished he could groan as a hideous thought occurred to him. As much as his ego might like to 

ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƻŦ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ Which left- 

άWŀŎƪ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƛƴŜΣέ Gwen said strongly, a touch of confusion in her voice.  

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ Jack will be fine.έ WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ŏǳrl his hands into fists 

and pull a trigger, echoed round the Hub again. άEven when the toxin shuts down his lungs, even 

when the paralytic finally hits his slowly beating heart he will be fine. But he is special and your poor 

love is only mortal. And incidentally, a sucker for a pretty face and a line about being Ψa friend of that 

bloody WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΩΦΦΦέ 

άwƘȅǎΚέ Gwen yelped in surprise. Jack wished he could yell to her to stay calm but he knew full well 

how useless it was.  

ά!Ƙ ȅŜǎΣ wƘȅǎΦ He was most concerned to hear you had been hurt and he needed to come here.έ 

WǳǎǘƛƴŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴ ŀ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƴŜΦ άHe was even more surprised when I paralysed him and 

locked him in your cells. That was, oh, a couple of hours ago. Sorry, I thought you two would be back 

sooner. Of course that does mean you only have another half hour at most to get the antidote into 

him before his organs start to fail. !Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƛǘ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΤ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŀŎŎǳǊŀǘŜ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭȅƛƴƎΗέ Gwen snarled as Justine continued. 

άL ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘŀǊƭƛƴƎ John did the same thing to you a while ago so you know how it feels. How 

ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ōǳǘ ŎŀƴΩǘΣ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅ ǎƘǳǘǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛƴΣ ƻƘ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎŜǎ 

the sweet fire of it all, ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘhing you can do to make it stop-έ  

ά{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΗέ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ s something you can do.έ Justine paused, her tone soft and gentle, seductive. άThe 

ŀƴǘƛŘƻǘŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΦ And I even saved you the trouble of having to make it. LǘΩǎ 
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right there beside him in the cell. He can actually see it. IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƛǘΦ He is lying there, in 

pain, waiting for you to come save him. LΩǾŜ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ records; you once nearly destroyed the 

world to save him. ̧ ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ Just run. Run to him, Gwen. 

.ŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦέ  

άWŀŎƪΣέ DǿŜƴ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦŜŜƭ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΣ he could sense her 

despair. He knew her decision even before she did and wished he could smile at her, let her know it 

was going to be ok. άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ LΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΦέ  

Jack heard her desperate footsteps run across the Hub, could picture her flying down the stairs to 

the cells. It had to be the cells. He still remembered finding her there with RhysΩ body before, her 

screams cutting through his very soul. There was no way she could risk that again. He heard her 

steps fade and listened for Justine.  

A soft swishing noise sounded through the Hub before a loud clang that he could swear he felt 

reverberate through his body marked her arrival back on his level. IŜΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ 

way she always loved a climbing line. The edges of her boots and the very hem of her skirt came into 

sight beside him and he wished he could grab them and flip her to the floor. 

άwƛƎƘǘΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅΣ άƴƻǿ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ς I must admit, she is a bit of a 

gooseberry, ƛǎƴΩǘ ǎƘŜΚ How do you and Ianto cope? !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǘƻ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦέ Jack felt her hand on his 

shoulders and winced as she flipped him onto his back and dragged him across the grating, the harsh 

flooring scraping against his skin and ripping the arrow from his back, making him wish he could 

scream.  

άDƻƻŘƴŜǎǎ WŀŎƪΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŀȅ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ нмst century cooking. hǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ 

taking your weight on your arms that you ŦŜŜƭ ǎƻ ƘŜŀǾȅΦέ Jack watched the Water Tower leave his 

angle of sight and found himself wishing Myfanwy would just for once act like the guard dog he had 

envisaged when he first brought her here.  

άwƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƻƴΣ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƳǳŎh to herself as to her captive audience. άOh 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ŦƻǊƎŜǘΦΦΦέ Jack swore in his head as the Hub went into lockdown, the lights dying and casting 

that sickly glow over the place before a soft click and a hum came from the direction of the rift 

manipulator. ά!ƭǿŀys pays to have a back-ǳǇ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƻǊ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ  

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ he winced as best he could as she sat across 

his waist, her hands digging through his pockets until she found the pocket watch. άL ƪƴŜǿ ȅƻǳ 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ out of your sight.έ Quickly she began stripping off his wrist strap. άSo 

ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŀōƭŜΦέ  

Justine leaned over his face, grinning down at him happily as she brought the end of a length of rope 

into his sight. άAh Jack. You, me, a rope and a place no one will hear you scream. Although I have to 

ǎŀȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ōƻƴŘǎ ƻŦ Ƙƻƭȅ ƳŀǘǊƛƳƻƴȅ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ this in mind...Φέ 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 
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Gwen could feel the soles of her shoes slipping on the smooth stone as she ran through the Hub but 

ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇΦ Rhys. She had to get to Rhys. Visions of his bloodied body on the floor of the cells 

were so strong in her mind she could feel her breath catch in her throat as she fought back the 

panic. Not her Rhys. Not again. Darting round the last corner she hurried along the doors of the cells, 

peering through to see who was in them, wanting to get to Rhys as quickly as possible.  

There. Stopping she tried to open the door before realising her gun was still clenched tight in her 

fingers. Holstering it she quickly pushed the door open and stepped inside, her heart almost 

stopping as she saw Rhys. He looked like he was sleeping, curled up on the bench almost peacefully 

but her gaze fell on the syringe on the opposite side of the cell, propped against the clear wall. 

5ŀǊǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘǎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛƳƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭ ŘƻƻǊ ǎƘǳǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΣ ƘŜǊ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

syringe and getting the contents into Rhys. Her fingers shook as she tried to grip it properly, falling to 

her knees on the dirty cell floor as she grabbed RhysΩ arm, turning him to face her. 

άwƘȅǎΚ Come on sweetheart, open your eyes for me.  LǘΩǎ ƻƪΣ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜΦέ Pulling at his shirt she 

hesitated, unsure where she should inject him. Taking a deep breath she pressed the syringe against 

his arm and pulled the trigger, watching the liquid in the chamber enter his body then sat back, the 

syringe dropping to the floor as she sat still, watching for any change. ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ wƘȅǎΦ Open your 

ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ  

Nothing. 

Leaning over him she grabbed his shoulders and shook him. άwƘȅǎΗ /ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΗέ Gwen could 

feel herself starting to lose control and tears starting to well up in her eyes. άwƘȅǎ !ƭǳƴ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎ, if 

ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿ LΦΦΦ LΩƳ ŘƛǾƻǊŎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦέ  

 ά!ƭǊŜŀŘȅΚέ wƘȅǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƻōōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƨƻȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘǎ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ άBanana Bƻŀǘ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ Ǉǳǘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

ȅŜŀǊΦέ Collapsing into his arms Gwen hugged her husband tight and buried her face in his chest. άIŜȅ 

ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƛǊŜŘƭȅΦ ά[ŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƘŜƴ 

ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΦέ Looking up from his chest Gwen blinked unsteadily. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎΚέ ǎƘŜ asked quietly. 

άbƻΦέ Smiling sleepily Rhys hugged her tight and kissed the top of her head. άI remember something 

ƭƛƪŜ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜ ǘƘŜƴ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦέ He blinked slowly, as though his thoughts were starting to catch up with 

him then suddenly sat up, wincing at the move and grabbing her tight. ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪΚ She said you 

were hurt, that I had to come quickly. I was so bloody ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΗέ  

άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΦέ {ƘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ DǿŜƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƛƎƘǘΦ άLΩƳ ŦƛƴŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǘǊƛŎƪΦέ Pulling back she hastily wiped her eyes, rising to her feet and turning to the now locked 

door. ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦέ Banging on the door she shook her head and was about to 

continue when the lights went out, a sickly red glow replacing the usual yellow tones of the cells. 

άhƘ ƴƻΦέ 

άDǿŜƴΚέ  



70 

 

ά{ƘŜΩǎ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ Hub into lockdown.έ wŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ 

through the clear cell front. ά9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƭƭ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Hub. ²ŜΩǊŜ 

ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ Rhys nodded then frowned and shook his head impatiently. 

άDǿŜƴ, what the bloody hell is going on? Who is she and what has that bloody Jack got you into this 

time? L ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ǎƛŎƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΗέ Gwen patted his hand softly and looked around the cell, trying 

to figure out a way round this. Pulling out her phone she groaned at the lack of signal. Great. 

άwƘȅǎ, ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦέ  

ά²ŜƭƭΦΦΦέ Shrugging, her husband wrapped an arm around her and pulled her close. άLǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ 

ƭƛƪŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƻƻƴ, ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΦέ 

 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

Jack stared up along the height of the Water Tower, unable to move his head and waiting for the 

poison to take him. But instead of getting worse he almost felt as though he was regaining some 

feeling in his fingers. He could hear Justine moving around and working on her machine in the dim 

Hub, the red glow turning the Water Tower an ominous red.  

His fingers twitched and in his surprise Jack made a small cry, his paralysed muscles starting to 

reawaken and his voice returning. He heard Justine stop working and the sound of her heels tapping 

on the grate as she came over to stand over him.  

άIŜƭƭƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōǳǘ 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƛƴŜΦ I used tƘŜ ƳƛƭŘ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴΦέ Grinning she stood astride him and looked down at him, 

the hem of her skirt dragging over his chest. άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƛƳƳƻōƛƭŜΦ After all, your 

best bits ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƻǊƪ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΦΦΦέ She dropped to her knees to sit astride him 

and looked down at him curiously, grabbing his head and turning it to the left and right as she 

considered it.  

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƳƳƻǊǘŀƭƛǘȅ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ Her fingertips ran over his 

forehead and the edges of his eyes. άIŜǊŜΦ wƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ Her fingertips strayed into his hairline and 

she smiled lopsidedly. ά!ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΦ Just a little. aŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŀōƭŜ WŀŎƪΦέ Sighing, she 

wriggled down his body and shifted to lie half atop him, her hands flat on the grate as she hovered 

over his face.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ, Jack? We were trained so well, to kiss and to kill. And yet we grow old and 

ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƻƳŜΦέ She tilted her head to one side and grinned. ά²Ŝƭƭ 

except for John of course. I swear, he has barely changed. {ǘƛƭƭ ŀǎ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŀōƭŜ ŀǎ ŜǾŜǊΦέ She pushed 

her hair back from her face, the red glow of the lights shining over half her face, the other side lost in 

hair and shadow. ά!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǎƛƎƴǎ ƻŦ ǎŜƴǘƛƳŜƴǘŀƭƛǘȅΦΦΦέ  

Jack groaned again, a feeble sound but enough for her to notice and sit up again. ά{ƻǊǊȅ ōŀōȅΣ ŀƳ L 

squashing you? ̧ ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴΦέ She looked at the open top button of his shirt and 

grinned wickedly as she dragged her fingers along his shoulders to tug at the next one, opening his 
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shirt just another inch. άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘ LΦ Even though I could have had you both shot for what 

ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΦέ Another feeble protest from him and she let go, her hands falling to her sides before with a 

shrug she stood up again, easily rising up to stand over him.  ά¸Ŝǎ, I know it was mostly WƻƘƴΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ  

{ǘƛƭƭΣ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦέ  

She left him, returning to her equipment and leaving his sight. ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΦέ 

She chuckled softly to herself, the sound of the faint scrapes of metal on metal reaching Jack. άL ƪŜŜǇ 

meaning to ask you how you worked out what I was doing from it though, what tipped you off? I 

would love to know where you might have seen one of these befƻǊŜΦέ  

ά{ǳŎƘ ŀ ǊŀǊŜ ƛǘŜƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

looking away or bent over. άIt took me years to find any trace of their technology. They are barely a 

legend to most races but I always did have a healthy obsession with time travel. When I was a child 

my grandfather used to tell me those old myths and legends, the Greek Gods, the Vikings and 

Valhalla, the Maylon nomads wandering the stars forever and of course, the legend of the Time 

Lords.έ  

άI never told you my father once fought against the Daleks ŘƛŘ LΚέ Her voice grew stronger again and 

Jack found he could turn his head a little, just enough to make out the top of her head at the 

manipulator. άhǊ ƳŀȅōŜ L ŘƛŘΦ ̧ ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦέ She 

chuckled again and turned back to the machine she was working on.  

άaȅ ƎǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴ Ƴȅ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ me with stories of lost Daleks who escaped the 

war coming to take us from our beds if they found us awake. We used to lie awake whispering to 

each other, wondering what a Dalek looked like. ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘǳǊǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ 

She glanced back at Jack and this time he could just about make out her face and the sad look on it. 

άCƻǊǘǳƴŜ ŦŀǾƻǳǊǎ Ŧƻƻƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀƭƭ children. hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ 5ŀƭŜƪǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ŦƻǊ 

it to be a dangerous place. 9ǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΦέ  

άaƳƳΦΦΦέ Jack could just about move his tongue as he wriggled again, confused by what she was 

saying and trying desperately to get her attention and get her away from the rift manipulator. He 

almost felt as though he should know what she was talking about, as though she was expecting him 

ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΦ Summoning his 

strength WŀŎƪ ƭŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƭƻƭƭ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ ōŜǎǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ άWǳǳǳǳǳǳǳǳǳΦέ  

 άShhhhh.έ [ŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿǎ ǉǳƛȊȊƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ 

ά̧ ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘǳǊǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻƻ ǎƻƻƴΦ Oh, I wanted tƻ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΗέ Leaving his 

view again she ducked out of sight before returning, the Celestial Sphere held lightly in her hands, 

her fingertips spread over its glass surface.  

άLǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΚ If you look close ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎŎŀǇŜΣέ ǎhe said, twisting it to point to 

a particular section. άI remember seeing those stars every night growing up. LǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀ ǎƘŀƳŜ ǘƻ 

ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅ ƛǘΦέ Placing it on his chest she stepped back and pulled out her Arbalet, aiming at the 

glass sphere and grinning at Jack. Her face was partly distorted by the glass and Jack was suddenly 

grateful he had enough control to close his eyes as he realised with only a second to spare what it 

was she was going to do.  
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With a soft click then a loud crash the bolt pierced through the glass, shattering the fragile layer and 

the shards showering over his chest. The bolt slammed into the grate beside his ear, the sound 

reverberating through his skull. Opening his eyes hesitantly Jack watched as she leaned over him, 

picking up the metal base and pulling the sphere at the centre of the globe out and rolling it 

between her fingertips. At her touch the metal seemed to melt, morphing into a different shape that 

he frowned as he recognised. 

ά!ƘƘƘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƴƻǿΗέ She held it up for him. ά5ŀǘŀ ǎǇƘŜǊŜǎΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ Ŧŀōǳƭƻǳǎ ƛƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴΦέ Standing 

again, Justine left him covered in glass and the abandoned stand and moved over to the Hub 

computers, putting the now flat square of circuitry flat against the screen. Jack could see the look of 

triumph on her face as whatever was on it flashed across the display. άtŜǊŦŜŎǘΦ They did survive the 

jump. hƘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜŜ ƳŜΗέ Her smile faded and a frown took its 

place before she slammed her hand against the screen, swearing loudly in Judoon.  

άWǳǎǘ ǘǿƻΚ Where are the others...Κέ Shaking her head she pulled the square off the screen and 

hurried back over to her machine. ά¢ƘŜȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŘŀǘŜǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǊ 

than they thought. The rift nearly ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŜǊŜΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƛƳŜΦΦΦέ Jack 

could feel his fingers twitching under his control once more and slowly tried to feel his way to the 

ropes she had tied around his wrists. 

ά¢ƛƛƛƛƛƛƛƛƛƛƳŜΦΦΦέ His voice was still weak as he tried to speak but she looked at him curiously and he 

tried again. ά¢ƛ-έ ! Ŧƛǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳƎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊǘƻƻƪ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƎǊƛƴƴŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΣ ŜƴƧƻȅƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǎŎƻƳŦƻǊǘ ŀǎ 

his lungs screamed back into full action.  

ά¢ƛƳŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜΣ άƻƘ WŀŎƪΣ ȅƻǳ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ the right word there. Time is the key to 

everything ς ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƪŜȅ ǘƻ ǘƛƳŜΦέ A soft beep from her machine made her turn her attention 

back to it. άbƻ ƳƻǊŜΚ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŘŀǘŀΦΦΦέ 

Sighing Justine shook her head dismissively. άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ Lǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ¢ƛƳŜ [ƻǊŘ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΦέ 

She looked over at him and looked young again; almost as young as when he first met her. ά9ven if 

ƛǘΩǎ ŘƻǊƳŀƴǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǊŜǎƛŘǳŀƭ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ƛƴ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ƴƻǘΦΦΦέ She shrugged. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜǎ ŀƴ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ŎƘŀǊƳΦέ 

Jack shivered as a painful spasm ripped through his body as his muscles protested the feeling 

returning to them and began to cramp. Crying out he pulled tight against the ropes reflexively, the 

sensations too much.  

ά¸ƻǳ ƻƪŀȅ WŀŎƪΚέ WǳǎǘƛƴŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ 

curiously. άtƻƻǊ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ Condemned to always fight, to always try to fit in and never succeed. You 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜƴŎȅΣ WŀŎƪΦέ Her face grew dark for a moment and she crouched down 

beside him, pulling the knife from underneath her wrist guard and sliding it along his throat 

thoughtfully. 

 ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǳǎΦ ¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŦǘΦέ She smiled as her eyes 

focused not on him but some memory. άL ƪŜǇǘ ƘŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ Those cons of yours 

were truly brilliant sometimes. I met a couple of the lovely young agents you had conned before and 
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helped them commiserate their rotten luck ς and all the while laughing at them for being so 

ƎǳƭƭƛōƭŜΦέ She stroked the blade along his throat, tracing over the familiar map of veins and arteries 

thoughtfully. ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ WŀŎƪΚ We needed you. L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƻƭŜέ WŀŎƪ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ 

hoarse but working at last. ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘƻƭŜ Ƴȅ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ WǳƛŎŜΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ŘƛŘ L ƘŀǾŜΚέ Her eyes 

widened in surprise and she laughed disbelievingly. 

άLǎ ¢I!¢ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΚ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘƻƭŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳΚέ She 

slapped him hard across the face, the blade in her hand slashing along his cheek and leaving a gash. 

ά5ƛŘ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƻŎŎǳǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΚέ Justine looked at his face and 

then the blade in her hand in confusion, as though uncertain as to why he was bleeding. Standing up 

again she wiped the blood off the blade using his trousers before sheathing the knife.  

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘΣ ōŜŜƴ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ 

made them take them from you? That you were too big a coward to face up to what had happened 

ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΚέ Her voice was shaking now, the anger plain on her face as tears of 

rage and sorrow threatened to escape her brown eyes.  

 ά¢ǿƻ years WŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŀƪƛƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǇŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘΦ ά¸ou had to go ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǌƛǎƪ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

slightest trace of those memories resurface so you went and lost the whole two years. Jack, I needed 

those memories!έ Her voice lowered to a whisper. ά̧ ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿƘƻ ƪƴŜǿΗέ . 

άLs that was this is all about, Juice?έ Jack looked up at her in confusion, his voice returning fully at 

last. ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŘƛǊǘȅ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ Laughing in exasperation 

she turned away, returning to her machine and raising her voice. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǳƴōŜƭƛŜǾŀōƭȅ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴǘ WŀŎƪΣ has anyone ever told you that? Of course it must all be about 

you, you are the only person in my life who I could ever have ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŘŜŎŀŘŜ 

trying to find you again just so we can get back together.έ Turning back a moment she pointed at 

him angrily. ά̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǎŜƘƻƭŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ Never, ever mistake someone needing you for 

wanting you, Jack. ̧ ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘŜŀƳΦέ  

She returned to her work and he could hear the hum of power entering the rift manipulator build up 

a level, the buzz increasing in volume a notch along with her voice, άtwo whole years of your life 

JackΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ to lose. And ironically I only needed two months of that back from you.έ She 

looked at him and considered him carefully, her head tilted to the side. άIt was right at the beginning 

ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΦέ Grinning softly she shrugged and turned 

back to her work. άLǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ None of 

ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦέ 

Jack lay still against the grate for a moment and tried to take in what she was saying. IŜΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 

thought in films when the baddie started talking it would make sense but right now he was more 

confused than ever and had to consider one terrifying possibility. 

She was crazy. Absolutely crazy. And lethal. 
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As the strength began returning to his body Jack hoped he would be able to get free somehow and 

stop her in time, or that someone else would. Feeling his wrists chafe against the rope he wondered 

idly how many people she had tied up like this before. Because he had to give her this; she was 

good. It would take an escape artist to get through those bonds. 

Or just someone who was very good with knots.... 

 ~*~*~*~*~ 

/ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WƻƘƴ IŀǊǘ ŀǿƻƪŜ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴŀƪŜŘΦ Waking up naked and tied down 

was less common but not unheard of ς but twice in two days and because of the same woman had 

never happened before. A soft groan from beside him made him groggily lift his head, his eyes 

blearily focusing on the naked Welshman beside him.  

άIŜƭƭƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΣέ John said with a broad grin in spite of the situation - not to mention the 

complete lack of feeling in his arms - as Ianto froze and turned every so slowly to face him. ά!ǊŜ ǿŜ 

ŀǿŀƪŜΚέ Ianto blinked slowly and stared dumbly at John for a moment before answering. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōŀŘ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ άŀre ǿŜΦΦΦ ƴŀƪŜŘΚέ 

ά¸ŜǇΦέ  

άhƘΦ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻΦέ Ianto closed his eyes but resisted the urge to sink down into the cover again. 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜΩǊŜ ŀǿŀƪŜ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦέ Tugging on his bonds Ianto sighed and buried his head 

in the pillow for a moment.  

The bed smelt slightly musty and overly perfumed, as though the woman sprayed her bed with 

something or used way too much fabric conditioner. Ianto lay there for a moment, taking in their 

ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ōŀŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ He lifted up a little, wriggling his hands 

numbly and trying to get enough blood back into his hands to make his fingers uncurl. 

ά{ƻ Lŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎΦΦΦέ WƻƘƴ ǎƘƛŦǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ ά!ny great 

ƛŘŜŀǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ǇƭŀƴΚέ Ianto rolled ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōŀǊŜ ōŀŎƪǎƛŘŜ 

ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƘƛǇ ōǳǘ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƴƎ on that he decided he would prefer it was that side of his body than 

the other.  

John continued lazily, άcourse ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ōƻndage between the two 

of us. L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǳǎ ōƻǘƘ ǘƛŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƎŜǘǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǿŀȅΦέ 

άWǳǎǘ ŀ ōƛǘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǎǘƛŦŦƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ pulled his legs up towards his chest, his muscles protesting the 

move and the soft covers rumpling around him making it awkward. ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘŎǳŦŦǎ expert; 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ John laughed and with an effort rolled on to his side, his arms 

twisting uncomfortably but the view more than making up for it.  

άLΩƳ ƎƻƻŘ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜn L ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƭƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘŎǳŦŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ǘƻ 

ŘǊŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ άBesides, ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǳǇ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǘƛƎƘǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

enough room to move. ¦ƴƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΦΦΦέ He grinned as Ianto with some effort rolled on to his knees, 




