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Damsels In Distress 

by Erin Giles (eringiles07@hotmail.com) 

Torchwood | R | gen | 25,000 words | Graphic Violence, swearing 

Ordinary is not a word that is synonymous with Torchwood, so it doesn't come as a complete surprise 

when Ianto Jones finds himself bound and gagged in the back of a van after a night down the pub. It is, 

however, a surprise to Rhys Williams. While Ianto and Rhys experience the worst hangover ever, it is up 

to Gwen and Jack to rescue their damsels in distress without becoming ones themselves. 

I had so much fun writing this and while it may seem rather clichéd and 'bad mafia movie' at some 

points I completely intended it that way because Rhys & Ianto together is the perfect opportunity for 

things like that; lots of sarcasm with copious amounts of Scooby Doo. I'd also like to point out that Ianto 

in a towel is specifically for my beta since she requested it. 

Betaed by pinkfairy727 

Art by Morgyn Leri (morgynleri@gmail.com)and 

 radlilim (jason@jasonkivela.com) 

 

Visit the TARDIS Big Bang website (http://tardisbigbang.com) to see the art full-sized and to leave 
feedback for the writer and artists. 
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¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ Lŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎΩ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŦȅ ŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ.  Half the time he 

wonders why people expend so much effort on being extraordinary and on experiencing the 

exceptional. He feels like telling ǘƘŜƳ ŜȄǘǊŀƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭ ƛǘΩǎ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ōŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ Lŀƴǘƻ Ƙas 

never seen himself as being remarkable - ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿƘƻƳ amazing things happen too; 

not all of them good though.  

Those few moments of ordinary Ianto clings onto with the same gusto and hope of Kate Winslet clinging 

onto the door in that scene in Titanic ς which, really, there was more than enough room for two people 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŜǎǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ space.   

Ianto enjoys every morning when he has the time to run. He relishes in the cool morning air on his face, 

his breath condensing as sweat trickles down the back of his neck, making him shiver involuntarily. It 

feels like a privilege every time he experiences the slap of his trainers on tarmac, stopping in at the 

ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ǎƘƻǇ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ǘƘŜ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƴ aŀƛƭΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǊŜŀŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ƭǳŎƪȅ. 

Ironically, the number of times he throws the paper out without even the Sudoku done is inversely 

proportional to the number of cups of coffee he makes in a day. 

He tries to get down to the pub at least once a week with friends, but his job ς and his boss ς can be just 

as trying as he is, and more often than not he finds himself apologising that he has to work - again. It 

almost comes as a surprise to him when he does step into The Neville on a Tuesday evening, so much so 

that he has to check his phone at least twice before he even starts looking for his friendsΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ always 

sat in the same booth near to the small stage that has been set up and Ianto is already removing his tie, 

shoving it in his pocket next to his mobile phone, while he takes his wallet out of the other pocket and 

goes to order a pint at the bar.   

The world will end on a Wednesday, of this Ianto is certain, and taking into account Sods Law it will no 

Řƻǳōǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƘǳƴƎ-over to remember his middle 

name never mind how to re-route the Rift Manipulator to reverse the polarity neutron flow. So it 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ǉǳō ς too drunk on only four 

pints, but exhausted enough to let his feet guide him home ς that he finds himself unconscious in the 

back of an unmarked van. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άLŀƴǘƻΗέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƭŜǘƘŀǊƎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ wƘȅǎ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎΣ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ ƧƻƎƎƛƴƎ 

down the street towards him. 

άwƘȅǎΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ¢ƻrchwood is still in his left coat pocket ς tie 

and phone safely stowed ς as he wanders home. His mind is on the more mundane - ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƘŜΩǎ 

ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ōǳȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƻƭƛǾŜ ƻƛƭ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƳŀǊƪŜǘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ. It 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ long for Torchwood to come crashing down around his ears. 

άWŀŎƪ ƎƛǾŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜƴΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴǎǘŜǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ 

/ŀǊŘƛŦŦΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘƭƛŦŜΦ 
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ά²Ŝ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻŦŦΣ wƘȅǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǘ wƘȅǎΩ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

eyes. 

άWǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŘǊƛƴƪǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ 

for the moment. Rhys helps with that willingness to cling, he is just an ordinary man that has been 

dragged into the extraordinary by his wife ς at least he would help with that feeling of ordinary if he 

closed his mouth long enough. 

άLǘ ŀƳŀȊŜǎ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƭƛŦŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΣ DǿŜƴ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜǎ ƘŜǊ 

mates anymore. I left her at home, falling asleep on the couch with Gavin & Stacey on in the 

ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǊŀƳōƭŜŘΣ ǎƘƻǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƧŜŀƴǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ /ƭŀǊŜ 

Road. Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ.  He is quietly seething at how easily Rhys is shattering his evening of 

the mundane. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜƴΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƛƳǳƭŀǘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻƻ ŘǊǳƴƪ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ 

ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƻǳǊ ƳƻƻŘΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻŦŦ /ƭƛǾŜ {ǘǊŜŜǘ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

άIŀƴŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻǘƛŜ ǘƘŜƴΣέ wƘȅǎ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƛŘƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΣ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǾŜƳŜƴǘ 

as a police car went past. LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎŀǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΣ 

internally cursing Rhys. 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ŧƻƭlowing the police car with his eyes as it disappeared down 

Penarth Road. 

άIƻǇŜ ƴƻǘΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΣ ǇƻŎƪŜǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ 

άIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǘ ŎƻǇƛƴƎ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΦΦΦέ wƘȅǎ ǎŎǳŦŦŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǾŜƳŜƴǘΣ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Lŀƴto, unable 

to finish his sentence. 

άDǿŜƴ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴƴŀ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ wƘȅǎ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

άbŜƛǘƘŜǊ Řƻ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōǊǳǎǉǳŜƭȅ. Rhys seemed suitably chastised, keeping quiet for a 

fraction of a minute as he continued to follow Ianto down the street like he was a lost puppy. 

άIŀƴŘȅ ŦƻǊ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ wƘȅǎ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛŘƭŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

in the mood for. ¢ƻ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ wƘȅǎ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙim. He was sure 

Gwen and he lived up near the University - unless Rhys was getting the train back to Cathays or staying 

ŀǘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ. Ianto managed a grunt in agreement as he rounded the corner into one of the alleys 

that ran parallel to Clive Street.   

άaŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƭƛŜƴǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƛƴǾŀŘƛƴƎ /ŀǊŘƛŦŦΣέ wƘȅǎ 

ploughed on, making Ianto cringe, the phrase double-ŘŀǘƛƴƎ ŦƭƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ƭƛƪŜ ΨŦŀƳily 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΩ ŀƴŘ ΨŦŀƴŎȅ ŘǊŜǎǎΩ. Thankfully, he did not have to dwell on it. 
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He barely had time to register footsteps in the alley before someone was pushing him up against the 

bricks, scrapping his cheek against them as he heard Rhys yell out from somewhere nearby. Ianto 

struggled back, lashing out with an elbow and catching his attacker in the stomach, winding him. He 

managed to twist free, only to turn into a fist that knocked him backwards into the wall, his head 

cracking off it before he stumbled dazedly about for a moment, shaking his head to try to clear it. He 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Ŧƛǎǘ Ƙƛǘ ƘƛƳ ǎǉǳŀǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƨŀǿ. His head rattled against the wall again, 

his brain feeling like a bouncy ball inside his skull. 

άhƛΗέ wƘȅǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ being floored himself. He rugby tackled the figure that 

was currently beating Ianto into submission, slamming both Ianto and his attacker into the wall. It 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ the other bloke was dragging Rhys off them and throwing him further down the 

alley. Rhys watched as Ianto struggled to his feet before a third punch sent him reeling into the wall, 

dropping like a sack of spuds. !ǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ŀ ōŀƎ ƻǾŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ 

ōƛƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ wƘȅǎΩ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭ ƳǳŘŘƭŜŘ ōǊŀƛƴ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭd be 

to run for it and call Gwen. Sadly, his brain did not manage to get the message to his legs quick enough 

before a fist was bearing down on him. As he lay on the alley floor, stars dancing at the edge of his 

vision, he noticed his mobile phone lying next to him, the screen cracked and dead. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άaƻǊƴƛƴƎΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŎƻƎ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Hub and bounded up the 

stairs. She felt well rested after spending the whole night sprawled out on the double bed without Rhys 

snoring or tossing and turning. {ƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ .ŀƴŀƴŀΩǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

ƘŀŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŎǊŀǿƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ .ŀƴŀƴŀΩǎ ƭǳŘƛŎǊƻǳǎƭȅ ŘƛǊǘȅ ƳƛƴŘŜŘ ǘ-shirts 

that he had gotten on one of his many clubbing holidays to Ibiza. 

DǿŜƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ΨƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΩ ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇǘƘǎ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ making her smile. 

{ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ōŜƭƻǿ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ Lŀƴǘƻ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŦƭǳǎǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ DǿŜƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǎƻ 

early, frantically adjusting his tie and shirt cuffs while Jack chuckled heartily at him. She could also vividly 

ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΤ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

walked in on them in the hothouse. 

ά5ƛŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ Ŧǳƴ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻver her shoulder when she heard footsteps emerging 

ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ŎƻŀǘΦ 

ά.ȅ ǿŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ Ǌƻȅŀƭ ǿŜΚ hǊ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ Ƴƛƴƛ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ   

Gwen swung round, giving Jack an odd look as she tried to decipher what Jack was on about before she 

crinkled up her nose at the thought. 

άhƘΣ WŀŎƪΣ ƴƻΣέ DǿŜƴ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘ ŀŘŀƳŀƴǘƭȅΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Ǉŀǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΦ άDƻŘ ƴƻΗ I 

ƳŜŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΦέ 

άLǘ ǿŀǎ ¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ Ŝxplained everything. Gwen waited, watching Jack as he 

perused some papers that were in his hands. 
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άIŜ ƎƻŜǎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ his ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ ¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ōŜƳǳǎŜŘ ƭƻƻƪ ƻƴ DǿŜƴΩǎ 

face. 

άhƘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǾƻƛŎŜŘΣ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀt her desk. άwƛƎƘǘΦέ DǿŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ 

times before she was logging onto her computer. 

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƪ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 

back into his office. 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀƴǘƭȅ ŀfter him, turning back to her computer with a frown and 

perusing the BBC News site for the morning headlines. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Rhys wondered what the hell had happened last night for him to feel this shitty this morning.  He made 

a quick assessment of his situation.   

Head throbbing. Check.   

Mouth dry. Check.   

Knuckles aching. Check.   

Lying on a hard surface that is most definitely not a bed or even a carpeted floor. Check.   

Handcuffed. Check.   

Smell of vomit in the air. Check.   

Assessment ς spent the night in jail after starting a drunken brawl, or more likely intervening after 

.ŀƴŀƴŀ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǳȅΩǎ ƎƛǊƭ. He just knew that when he eventually decided to right 

himself in the world Andy bloody Davidson would be staring down at him with a smug smirk on his face 

and a condescending tone to his voice. 

άIŀǾŜ ŀ ōƛǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŘƛŘ ǿŜΣ Mr. WilliamsΚέ 

wƘȅǎ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ ƻƴŜ ŜȅŜ ƻǇŜƴΣ ǊŜŀƭƛǎƛƴƎ ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ 

worst hangover over and done with so he could crawl home and live out the rest of his days as a hermit 

underneath the bedcovers. IŜ ǎƻƻƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ. Instead of white tile walls 

staring back at him, he found old sandstone walls and rusty old pipes. The previous night suddenly came 

flooding back to him with horrifying clarity. 

ά.ŀǎǘŀǊŘ fucking ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΣέ wƘȅǎ ŎǳǊǎŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ 

sitting position, one of his hands handcuffed to a pipe that ran vertically up the wall and disappeared 

through the floorboards. This was far worse than waking up in a Cardiff Police station, even if Gwen had 

been the one to come bail him out - he only ever realised how high-pitched and annoying her voice was 

when he was hung-over. At this moment in time though, being hung-over and yelled at by Gwen was the 
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least of his worries. He tugged on his handcuffs fruitlessly a couple of times before he heard a bolt 

retracting on a door just out of sight. 

Light flooded into the basement for a moment before the shadows of a couple of large figures were cast 

on the wall opposite him. 

άIŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣέ ŀ ƎǊǳŦŦ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ 

the stairs, coming to rest at the bottom of them with a groan. 

ά.ƻǎǎΩƭƭ ōŜ ƳŀŘ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ŘŜŀŘΣέ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƳŜΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦ 

άIŜΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŘǊŀǿƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ wƘȅǎ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ 9ŀǎǘ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ŀŎŎŜƴǘΦ 

άaŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƘŜŎƪΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ wƘȅǎ ƛƳŀƎƛƴed came from 

a timid young man, fresh into the business of kidnapping and torture. wƘȅǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀŘƧǳǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

gloom now as he watched a body rolling itself over at the bottom of the stairs to reveal the face of Ianto 

Jones, or at least it had been Ianto at one point, his face now unrecognisably beaten into a pulp. 

ά{ŜŜΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ ŦƛƴŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ōŀǊƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ŘƻƻǊ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŀƳƳŜŘ ǎƘǳǘΣ ǘƘŜ 

ōƻƭǘ ǎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ wƘȅǎ ŀƭƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ 

άLŀƴǘƻΣέ wƘȅǎ ƘƛǎǎŜŘΣ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘŎǳŦŦǎΣ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƻ ƴƻ ŀǾŀƛƭ. He blinked a couple of times trying to 

see through the dingy confines of the basement. The only light to go by was what was filtering through 

the gaps in the floorboards above. He listened as footsteps retreated overhead, casting dust down on 

top of him and causing him to cough. Iƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ 

himself over in the dirt. 

άLŀƴǘƻΚέ wƘȅǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜǇƭy. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƻƴŜ. He 

futilely pulled a couple more times on his handcuffs before he was patting down his jeans pockets. He 

found a stray paperclip next to the £2.10 he had been saving for the train home. He pulled it as straight 

as he could with his teeth before sticking it in the lock for the handcuffs. He had no idea what he was 

doing, but he had seen James Bond do it, so it had to work. Right? 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen was searching for holidays on lastminute.com, fantasising about a week on a beach somewhere 

when her phone started ringing, startling her so much she almost jumped out her chair. She minimised 

the window bringing up the word document of the report she was supposed to be working on before 

picking up her phone from the desk, looking at the caller ID. wǳǘƘΣ wƘȅǎΩ ǎŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

sweetest woman in the world but had her blonde moments from time to time - even if she was a 

brunette. 

άIŜƭƭƻΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ WŀŎƪ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ ƳƻǳǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ 

άhƘ ƘŜƭƭƻΣ DǿŜƴ. LǘΩǎ wǳǘƘ ƘŜǊŜ. {ŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅ ŀǘ IŀǊǿƻƻŘǎΣέ wǳǘƘ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ DǿŜƴ ƪƴŜǿ ŀƴȅ 

ƻǘƘŜǊ wǳǘƘΩǎΦ 
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ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǘ WŀŎƪΣ ƳƻǳǘƘƛƴƎ Ψ²ƘŀǘΚΩ He mouthed some 

ǿƻǊŘǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǎƘǊugged her shoulders, shaking her head. 

άbƻ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣέ wǳǘƘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ. {ƘŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ΨLŀƴǘƻΩ ǎƻ 

she shook her head before turning her attention back to Ruth. 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳΚέ wǳǘƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά{ƻǊǊȅ ƭƻǾŜΣ Ƴȅ ōƻǎǎ ƛǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜŀǊΣέ DǿŜƴ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛǎŜŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ WŀŎƪ ŀ ǎƘƻǾŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

tried to mouth something else at her. Jack just sighed in annoyance before picking up a pen and a bit of 

paper off her desk. 

ά{ŜŜƴ ǿƘƻΚέ DǿŜƴ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ what Jack was writing. 

άwƘȅǎΣέ wǳǘƘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅ. άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎƛŎƪ ƻǊ ƭŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ wǳǘƘ ǊŀƳōƭŜŘ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴtion away from the piece of paper that Jack was shoving under her nose. 

άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ. IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘǎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ L ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ƘŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŀǘ .ŀƴŀƴŀΩǎΣέ 

Gwen replied, sounding slightly concerned, swivelling round in her chair so her back was to Jack.  άIŀǾŜ 

ȅƻǳ ǘǊƛŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΚέ 

άCƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ. LǘΩǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻŦŦΣέ wǳǘƘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀƴǘƭȅ, as if she was taking it as a personal 

insult. Gwen huffed out a sigh, swinging round in her chair again to get rid of Jack and how much of a 

pain-in-the-arse he was currently being, waving the bit of paper in front of her face.  

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΤ LΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ. IŜΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ sofa somewhere 

hung-ƻǾŜǊΣέ DǿŜƴ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘǳŦŦ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘ. άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǳǇ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ 

ǎƴŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƭƭΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ƻŦ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŜǘƛǉǳŜǘǘŜΚέ DǿŜƴ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ŀǘ WŀŎƪΦ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ LŀƴǘƻΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ 

άbƻΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ Hub Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ 

corner somewhere. άIŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ȅŜǘΣ ǿƘȅΚέ DǿŜƴ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ 

of her computer screen and her frown deepened. 

άL ŎŀƭƭŜŘ him to see how hung-ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇƛŎƪ ǳǇ. bƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻōƛƭŜ ƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΣέ 

Jack clarified. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿŜƛǊŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ lifting up her phone that she was still clutching in her hand. άLΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ƘŀŘ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ wǳǘƘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ wƘȅǎ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦέ 

Gwen and Jack exchanged a look for a moment. 
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ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜƴŎŜǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ DǿŜƴ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ 

down at her phone, scrolling through the contacts. 

άLΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ .ŀƴŀƴŀΤ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ǎŜŜƴ wƘȅǎΦέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Rhys swore under his breath before he pulled fruitlessly on his cuffs again, rattling the pipe he was 

attached to. The paperclip he had been using to try and free himself with had more bends in it now than 

when it came fresh out the paperclip factory. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀƴ ǳǊōŀƴ ƭŜƎŜƴŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ wƘȅǎ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜ ŦƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

expanse of the basement he was in to take in the sight of Ianto, still lying on his back at the bottom of 

the stairs. Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ Rhys - ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜ 

soon. wƘȅǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ŀ ǘƘƛƴ ǎƭƛǾŜǊ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀōƻǾŜ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŎƘŜŜƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōƭŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ 

blue. 

άhƘ ŀȅŜΣ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōƛǘƛƴƎƭȅ. He was royally - and rightly - pissed off to be handcuffed 

to a rusty pipe in a basement somewhere in the arse-end of Wales. In his eyes, ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΩǎ 

fault and right now Ianto was the only member of Torchwood that he could take his anger out on. 

άL ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƘƻǇƭƛŦǘƛƴƎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜplied and Rhys could sense the smile in his voice. Rhys sighed, 

letting his hand drop onto the cold pipe in defeat. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŜƴǉǳƛǊŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ. IŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ƻŦŦ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

the one that told Gwen another one of her colleagues had died in front of his eyes, while he was being a 

bastard. 

άLΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƘŀƴƎƻǾŜǊǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘǘƛƭȅ. Rhys let out a slight hysterical laugh at that, sobering 

quickly as he watched Ianto pulling himself into a sitting position. Ianto's frown deepened as he turned 

himself around so he was leaning against the wall. It was now Rhys got a good look at him for the 

second time that morning. His right eye was swollen shut, his lip also split and swollen. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ŀ ƭƻǘΚέ wƘȅǎ asked, trying to sound casual as he watched Ianto dabbing at his bloody lip 

with the back of his hand. 

ά5ŜǇŜƴŘǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŦƛƴŜ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƻǘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƴƻƴŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŀƭƭȅΦ 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎΣ LΩƳ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǎƻŘŘƛƴƎ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ bloody brush 

ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ /ŀǊŘƛŦŦΣέ wƘȅǎ ǊŀƴǘŜŘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ōƻǊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƴŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ 

basement. 

άLǘΩǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ǘŀƭƭȅƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

himself at the end of a beating or even worse, the end of a barrel of a gun. 
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ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜ - ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛǎ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ Řŀȅ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ 

huff of a laugh, almost in disbelief. 

ά5ŜǇŜƴŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǾŀƎǳŜƭȅΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀǎ he brought his knees up to his 

chest. Rhys gave an exasperated sigh. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƻōǘǳǎŜΚέ wƘȅǎ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ LŀƴǘƻΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ wƘȅǎΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ. ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ 

the time I was captured by cannibals and tenderised by a baseball bat? Or how about the time my 

cyberized girlfriend tried to kill me? Or before that, when my old Torchwood offices were burned to the 

ground and I was left for dead in the rubble? Torchwood is dangerous - ǎǳǊŜƭȅ DǿŜƴΩs told you that? 

{ǳǊŜƭȅ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻǎǘ ¢ƻǎƘ ŀƴŘ hǿŜƴΚ {ƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ōƭƻƻŘȅ 

Ƙƛƴǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΗέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƭƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ 

open again.   

Rhys apologised after a moment. ά[ƻƻƪ ƳŀƴΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘ. I just, I worry about Gwen; And 

ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ LΩƳ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ŎƘŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƛǇŜ, and you look like the next Picasso, I think I have 

reason to worry.έ {ƛƭŜƴŎŜ then descended between the two of them for a moment as Ianto continued to 

stop his lip from bleeding. 

άLΩƳ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛǊŘŜǎǘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ŘŞƧŁ ǾǳΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ 

Rhys again. Rhys gave a huff of a laugh. 

άLΩƳ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎŀƛŘ solemnly in reply. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άbƻΣ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ Řǳƴƴƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ǎƛƎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛǊŘΣ DǿŜƴΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ.  !ƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣέ .ŀƴŀƴŀ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴg down the phone, although it was obvious he was being distracted by 

something far more entertaining than Gwen on the other end of the line.   Probably porn, Gwen 

thought. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŜǎƛǎǘƛƴƎ ǘhe urge to snap at 

Banana.  IŜ ǿŀǎ wƘȅǎΩ ōŜǎǘ ƳŀǘŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ Řŀȅǎ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ǘƻƭŜǊŀǘŜ ƘƛƳΣ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ōŜ ŎƛǾƛƭ ǘƻ 

him. 

ά{ƻƳŜǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ DǊŀƴƎŜǘƻǿƴ L ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ .ŀƴŀƴŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀōǎŜƴǘƳƛƴŘŜŘƭȅ.  Gwen tucked her phone under her 

ear, bringing up Google and typiƴƎ ƛƴ Ψ/ŀǊŘƛŦŦΩΣ ΨǇǳōǎΩ ŀƴŘ ΨDǊŀƴƎŜǘƻǿƴΩ.   She clicked on the first site 

that came up. 

ά²ŀǎ ƛǘ ¢ƘŜ DǊŀƴƎŜΚ ¢ƘŜ bŜǾƛƭƭŜΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎŎǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ƻŦ Ǉǳōǎ.   

άL Řǳƴƴƻ ƭƻǾŜΣ ƳǳƭƭŜǊŜŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ LΚέ .ŀƴŀƴŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ DǿŜƴ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴƴƻȅance. 
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ά5ƻ ƳŜ ŀ ŦŀǾƻǳǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ȅŜŀƘΚ Iƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴǿŀƭƭΚέ 

άhƘΣ ŀȅŜ.  That one rings a bit of a bell.  Think Dav knows the barmaid in there,έ .ŀƴŀƴŀ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 

reminiscing and Gwen ran a hand through her hair in annoyance. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

ά!ȅŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣέ .ŀƴŀƴŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀōǎŜƴǘƳƛƴŘŜŘƭȅΣ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ DǿŜƴ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ .ŀƴŀƴŀΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƴ wƘȅǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǿƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜ WŀŎƪ ǿƘƻ was coming 

out of his office.  ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΚ !ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΚέ 

Jack looked up at Gwen rather sheepishly, his phone still in his hand. 

άL ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭŀǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ.   άWǳǎǘ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ 

out on thŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ  ά!ƴŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǊǳƳƳŀƎŜ around for his address 

ōƻƻƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŀŦǘŜǊǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 

άbƻǘ ƳŜǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ 

άIŜΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƘǳǊǘΦ 

άIƳƳΣ L ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘȅΚέ DǿŜƴ ǘŜŀǎŜŘΣ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻǘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ 

ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ .ŀƴŀƴŀΩǎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳŜ ŀ ƭŜŀŘ ƻƴ wƘȅǎ.  He thinks they were in The Cornwall last night in 

Grangetown,έ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǇ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ coloured squares 

representing the pubs in Grangetown. 

άIŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻƻ ƛƴǘƻȄƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎΣέ DǿŜƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŎȅƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŀƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

pen in her hand at her computer screen.   

άLǘΩǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎΣ ǎƻ ƳŀȅōŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇƻǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ 

ǳƴŘŜǊǿŜŀǊ ŘǊŀǿŜǊΚέ DǿŜƴ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ WŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƳƛŦŦŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ disappearing back into his 

office to retrieve his coat. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto shifted slightly as the door into the basement swung open. Ianto heard Rhys swear under his 

breath as he tried to pull the paperclip from the handcuffs with minimal success. No words were 

exchanged as two burly men came into the room - one of them dragged Ianto roughly to his feet while 

ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻƴŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ƪŜȅǎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ǘƻ ǳƴƭƻŎƪ wƘȅǎΩ ƘŀƴŘŎǳŦŦǎ, chuckling to himself as he 

pulled the paperclip free. 
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Ianto did not let his man get far before he was struggling in his grip. Ianto elbowed the man in the 

stomach, trying to twist out of his reach before shoulder charging the second guy that had turned back 

to assist his mate. The first one recovered quicker than Ianto had anticipŀǘŜŘΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ 

arm and twisting it behind his back, making Ianto let out a wailing keen before he was forced to his 

knees. 

άhƛΗέ wƘȅǎ ǿŀǎ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōƻƴŘǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ 

to his feet as the man, who could have played prop forward for Wales, continued to grip tightly to 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘΦ 

ά/ŀǊŜŦǳƭΣ aǊΦ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎΦ ¦nless you want to end up like Mr. Jones here I suggest you co-ƻǇŜǊŀǘŜΦέ ¢ƘŜǊŜ 

was a smile behind the voice as it stepped into the room, polished shoes clicking on the concrete floor as 

the figure descended the stairs. 

άbƻǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎǇŀǘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴƎŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ - 

ƻƴƭȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ. From the neck down he could easily be mistaken for a member of the human 

race, but from the neck up he looked like something out of Star Trek. Rhys cringed at the sight of him. 

His skin - or what Rhys thought passed for skin - was sagging off of him in inappropriate places and had a 

ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ōƭǳŜ ǘƛƴƎŜ ǘƻ ƛǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘoo long on a cold Cardiff night. His eyes were 

yellow like he had jaundice, but what was most odd about him was the fact he had a very respectable 

moustache on his top lip that Poirot would have been proud of. Enough daytime TV, Rhys. 

ά²Ƙƻ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚ !ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŎƪ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

mask his fear with anger. 

άwŜŀƭƭȅΣ Mr. Williams, do you need to swear quite so much? You could have rivalled Dr. Harper the 

ƳƻǳǘƘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ wƘȅǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ 

Ianto before he nodded, indicating that the prop forward should let go of Ianto. Ianto dropped to the 

floor gratefully, cradling his arm to his chest. 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴ ǿŀǎ ōǳǎȅ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 

heard it propositioning him ς and not in the way that Jack did - before instructing his goons to beat the 

living daylights ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏo-operate. He was definitely a well-informed man, but it 

was only now Ianto got a good look at him, no longer the shadow in the corner of the room, as Ianto 

pulled himself awkwardly to his feet, holding his arm close to his body. 

ά!ƘΣ Mr. Jones. The office ōƻȅ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƎƻƻŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ 

towards Ianto as the prop forward grasped Ianto firmly by the shoulders, ensuring he was not going to 

make a break for it again. 

ά!ǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǘǎ ƻŦ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ƭŜŜǊŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

appraisingly. 

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƴǘƻǳǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ. A part-

ǘƛƳŜ ǎƘŀƎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ōȅ ŀƭƭ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘǎΣ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ Ŏƭoser, 
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ƛƴǾŀŘƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǎǇŀŎŜ ƴƻǿ ǎƻ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŀǇ ŀŦǘŜǊǎƘŀǾŜ ƻƴ ƘƛƳ. άLΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ƻƴ 

ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ Ƴȅ ōƻȅΦέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ Ŝar as he whispered into it. άWŀŎƪ 

IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Řƻ ƭƻǾŜΦέ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǌƛǎe to the bait. ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άIƻǿ ǊǳŘŜ ƻŦ ƳŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛǎŜŘΣ 

pressing a hand to the front of his suit and turning away from Ianto slightly so he could take in both he 

and Rhys in the dim light of the basement. 

άaȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ aǊ. {ŀƴŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ L ŀƳ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǎ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ 

politely than Ianto was comfortable with. ά!ƴŘ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ Mr. Williams, I am a 

collector of rare alien artefacts and I want something which Mr. Jones Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜΣέ 

Roulette said softly, turning back to face Ianto, raising an eyebrow in question. 

ά{ƻΣ Mr. JonesΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǇǊƻǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΚέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǳƴŘƻƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ōǳǘǘƻƴǎ 

and pulling a gold cigarette case from his inside pocket. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŎǳǊǘƭȅΣ ŘǳŎƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ 

from squeezing so hard, but he just seemed to redouble his efforts. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ Mr. JonesΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƛǘ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ŘǊŀǿ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘ 

before turning towards Rhys and nodding to the man still stood beside him. 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ Mr. Williams ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘƛƴƎΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ǿŀǘŎhing as the man got the 

keys out his pocket again. 

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǇ 

ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ǿǊŀǇǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊŜŜ ǘǊǳƴƪ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǊƳǎ ǎƻ 

he had minimal chance of escape. άIŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ 

breath. Rhys was already struggling, trying to get to his feet so he could make a break for it. He got a 

punch to the jaw for his troubles. 

άaȅ ƳŜƴ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ Ƙŀve been aware, but I know that Mr. Williams was in the wrong place at the wrong 

ǘƛƳŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀƭƳƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ wƘȅǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

looking dazed, and training a gun on him. 

άIŜ ƛǎΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǳōƭƛŎΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƭŀȊƛƭȅΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎ wƘȅǎ ǿŀǎ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ 

towards the stairs and made to climb up them, a gun pressed to the back of his head so he complied. 

ά{ƻƳŜƻƴŜ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǊƎŀƴƛǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǎǿƻǊŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŘǊŀǿƭŜŘ ŎǊǳŜlly, taking another draw 

on his cigarette and exhaling lethargically, nodding at the prop forward that still had a hold of Ianto. 

ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜƴǎŜǎΣ Mr. JonesΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

ascended from the basement. Ianto struggled in the prop forwards hold before he was pushed into the 

wall, his hands wrenched painfully behind his back and secured with handcuffs. Ianto tried to push back 
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but he barely had a chance to think before he was thrown back harshly, stumbling to stay upright before 

he fell gracelessly on his arse, his head cracking off the floor. He lay there, listening to footsteps 

retreating back up the stairs before the sound of a bolt sliding back into place was heard. 

It was soon followed by a pained yell from Rhys. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen found herself on the doorstep of a pub at 10.30 on a Wednesday morning, possibly the earliest 

she had ever found herself at the door of a pub, even on match days. Jack was hammering on the door 

with a heavy-handed fist. 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΗέ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ōƻƭǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜȅǎ 

turned. The door was pulled open slightly to reveal a man in a Cardiff City shirt, the remains of 

ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ ǎǘǳōōƭŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ. He looked like he had been a bouncer in a previous life and Gwen 

was sure there were prison tattoos hiding under the sleeves of his shirt. 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƻǇŜƴ ȅŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƎǊǳŦŦƭȅΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴ. ά²Ŝ 

ƻǇŜƴ ŀǘ мнΦέ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ŎŀƭƭΣέ WŀŎk said bleakly, shoving his booted foot in the door before the guy 

could close it over properly. 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǿŜƭƭ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ-ά ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ōǊƻƪŜ ƻŦŦ ŀǎ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ L5 ƛƴ 

his face. He sighed overdramatically before pulling the door open all the way. 

ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǊŜǎƛƎƴŜŘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ DǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎ 

into the pub. He moved round the bar, putting a firm barrier between him and Jack, that he was clearly 

more comfortably with, as Jack moved into the main room in The Cornwall, leaning far too casually 

against the bar. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘƭƻǊŘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅΦ 

ά!ȅŜΣ 5ŀǾƛŜ 9ǊǿƛƴΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅ ōǳǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ for Jack to shake. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŘǊŀǇƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ǘŀǇ ŀƴŘ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀ ǇƛƭŜ ƻŦ ōŜŜǊǎ 

mats, shuffling them nervously. 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎǳǇǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ōŜǎƛŘŜ WŀŎƪ 

but not leaning on it. άIŜΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ рΩмлΣ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊΣ ²ŜƭǎƘΦέ 

ά{ƻǊǊȅ ƭƻǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŀǊǊƻǿǎ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ Ƴȅ ŎƭƛŜƴǘŜƭŜΣέ 5ŀǾƛŜ 9Ǌǿƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀ ǊŀƎ ŀƴŘ 

starting to wipe the bar down unnecessarily. Gwen sighed in frustration. 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ƭŀŘǎΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǊƻǿŘȅ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ΨŜƳ. A bald black guy who was probably wearing a 

ǎǳƛǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ǇǊƻƳǇǘŜŘ. The landlord just shrugged. 
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άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ōƭƻƴŘŜΚ aƻǳǘƘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΚ DƻŜǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ .ŀƴŀƴŀΚέ DǿŜƴ ǘǊƛŜŘ. If anyone was to 

remember Rhys and his group of friends, Banana was usually the one who stuck out like a sore thumb. 

άhƘ ŀȅŜΣέ 5ŀǾƛŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ .ŀƴŀƴŀ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƛƴƛƳŀƭ ŦƻƴŘƴŜǎǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƻǿƭ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ 

was anything to go by. άYƛŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǘŜǎ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǳǇ ƛƴ 

the ladies. DoƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜƭƭŀ ōŜƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊŜŘ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǳƛǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

landlord. άIŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴ ŀ Ǉƛƴƪ ǎƘƛǊǘΣ ŀōƻǳǘ рŦǘ ммΦέ 

ά[ƛƪŜ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳȅǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊŜŘΦέ 5ŀǾƛŜ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ DǿŜƴ 

whipped her phone out her pocket, Jack turning to frown at her in question. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƎǳȅΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘǊǳǎǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘƭƻǊŘ. He squinted down at a grainy 

picture of Gwen and Rhys both in Welsh Rugby shirts, toasting the camera with a pint each. 

άIŜ ǊƛƴƎǎ ŀ ōŜƭƭΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƛŦ L ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ 5ŀǾƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŀƴŘƛƴƎ DǿŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ 

back. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƻƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŎǊƻƭƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŀ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ǇƘƻǘƻ ƻŦ Lŀnto leaning 

against a wall outside a pub in Cardiff City Centre, Tosh stood beside him trying to suppress a fit of the 

giggles. 

Gwen could remember that particular evening vividly, Owen plying Ianto with so much alcohol he could 

barely stand by the end of the night. CǊŀƴƪƭȅΣ hǿŜƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

taxi on the way home. Ianto had been the kind of drunk that Gwen had in no way expected of him. He 

had been loud and uninhibited, even serenading her and the whole of Cardiff when he rolled down the 

taxi window on the ride back to his flat. She had ended up sleeping on his couch after holding him over 

the toilet for the best part of an hour. It was the most intimate thing they had ever done together up to 

that point, and amusingly the start of a tentative friendship between them. All it had taken was several 

pints, Bob Dylan and the overwhelming smell of vomit. 

άhƘΣ ŀȅŜΣέ 5ŀǾƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŀƴŘƛƴƎ DǿŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ. άL ƪƴƻǿ ƘƛƳΣ ŎƻƳŜǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

mates. Tuesday night ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 

Gwen gave a nod in the affirmative, an eager look on her face. ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΚέ 

άbƻǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƴƻ. IŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ¢ƘŜ bŜǾƛƭƭŜ. ¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅΩǎ ƪŀǊŀƻƪŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Gwen felt like her eyes were going to pop out her head, but then nothing should have surprised her 

about Ianto Jones after that night out on the town. It was Jack who ended up voicing her confusion. 

άYŀǊŀƻƪŜΚέ 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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Rhys coughed - so hard in fact, he felt sure he was going to retch. ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜŀǘŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 

since his questionable dinner of fish and chips that Banana had presented him with after work yesterday 

evening. He had no concept of time either. It didn't make a difference being out of the basement; all the 

windows were boarded up in every single room he had glimpsed. Now he was sitting in a room, tied to a 

chair like he was Indiana Jones in the Last Crusade. hƴƭȅΣ ǘƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻ bŀȊƛΩǎ ƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘ. There was, however, a rather large Welshman who was currently using 

him as a punching bag. 

ά!ǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŜŀŎƘ ǇǳƴŎƘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ gasping for breath as the 

prop forward pulled back, a vicious leer on his face. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ Mr. WilliamsΚέ ! ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘe prop forward in the 

direction of the door. The prop forward stepped aside, that insufferable smirk still on his face, to reveal 

Roulette stood there, finishing off his cigarette. Rhys tried to shrug nonchalantly and failed - one of his 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŏo-operate with him and the other one gave a spasm of pain when it did, causing him to 

cringe. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻȅ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŀǘ ƳŜ ǳǇ ƭƛƪŜΣ ǘƘŜƴ L ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ 

ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ wƘȅǎ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŦŀǊ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ he actually felt. Truth be told, he feared for his 

life at the moment, and was desperately hoping Ianto would come to his senses and give the alien 

bastard whatever the fuck he wanted before he became a Rhys-shaped puddle on the floor. Surely 

dealing with the wrath of Gwen after his untimely death would be far worse than the end of the world? 

Roulette chuckled in the back of his throat, a horribly chilling sound that Rhys hoped never to hear again 

as long as he lived. Which, he morbidly thought, might not be that much longer, looking at the silver 

lining and all that. 

άL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ Mr. Jones ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƛƴ ǊŜƎŀǊŘǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ 

rhetorically, taking a few leisurely steps into the room. 

άbƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ŜŀǊǎ L ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜΣέ woulette mused, pulling a chair from the side of the room and moving it 

over so it was sitting in front of Rhys. Roulette sat himself down, pulling out his cigarettes again and 

offering one to Rhys. Rhys was too stunned to say anything. His nightmare of a hangover was quickly 

turning into a mafia movie or something out of The Sopranos. He wondered briefly - hysterically ς if 

DǿŜƴ ƘŀŘ ǿƻƪŜƴ ǳǇ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ. He eventually gave a brief shake of the head when Roulette 

gestured at him with the packet again. 

ά!ƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻǇ ǘƘŜƴΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ. άaŀƴƴŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

Roulette gestured about vaguely with his lighter before pocketing it, leaning back in the chair and 

crossing his legs as if he was about to discuss a business proposition. 

ά!ǎ L ǎŀƛŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ LΩƳ ŀ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƻǊ ƻŦ ǊŀǊŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ŀǊǘŜŦŀŎǘǎ. I have a Dogon eye, the casing of a Dalek from 

ǘƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜ ²ŀǊ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣ ŀ /ȅōŜǊƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ς empty of course - ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴƎŜƭΩǎ 

wings but are in fact Myakian wings. Mr. Parker was very helpful in assisting me too, great loss to the 
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ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƻǊǎΦέ Roulette paused a moment, almost as if he was remorseful at the loss. Rhys on the 

other hand was having a hard time comprehending an alien in a business suit collecting things, as if he 

was planning to be on the Antiques Roadshow sometime in the near future, while he was trussed up like 

a turkey at Christmas. 

ά!ƴȅwayΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ wƘȅǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ōǳƎ eyed. 

ά²Ƙȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ wƛŦǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ƛƴ DǳȅŀƴŀΣ 

ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ 9ƳǇƛǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘΩǎ Ǿŀǳƭǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎƘŜƭŦ 

in the ŘŀǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ƛǘΦέ Roulette sighed, almost wistfully, and Rhys opened his mouth like 

ŀ ƎƻƭŘŦƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘΦ 

άLΩǾŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΣ ŀ ŦŀǊŀǿŀȅ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ. 

άLǘǎ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƭŜƴŘƻǳǊ ǎƘƻǳld not be left on a shelf to waste away. It should be out in the open for 

everyone to admire. All those years locked in that dank and dusty underground Bat Cave that Jack 

Harkness calls office-ǎǇŀŎŜΦέ Roulette almost spat out the last few words as he crushed his cigarette 

between his fingers. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅΣ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ ƻǳǘǿŜƛƎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŀǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ. A smile that Rhys 

was sure was not supposed to be sinister, but was anyway, ŎǊŜǇǘ ƻƴǘƻ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǳƴŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ 

his legs and ƭŜŀƴǘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ wƘȅǎΩ ǘƘŀƴ wƘȅǎ ǿŀǎ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘΦ 

ά! ŎǊȅǎǘŀƭ ǎƪǳƭƭΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ wƘȅǎ ǘƻ ΨƻƻƻΩ ŀƴŘ ΨŀƘƘΩ 

like a schoolboy presented with his first BB gun. What Rhys did do, however, left Roulette momentarily 

stunned. 

Rhys burst into uncontrollable laughter - ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ. It was surreal. It was beyond 

surreal. It was preposterous. DǿŜƴ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ Řŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŀǊŦŜǘŎƘŜŘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩd 

been up to ς like that time Ianto had been under the thrall of a plant, or when half of the team had been 

turned into clowns ς but this really took the biscuit. 

άIƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ WƻƴŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōƭƻƻŘȅ LƴŘƛŀƴŀ WƻƴŜǎΣέ wƘȅǎ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘƻƪŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ gales 

of laughter. He was silenced by a punch to the face and sobered remarkably quickly as he shook his head 

to stop the ringing in his left ear. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻ ƧƻƪƛƴƎ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ Mr. WilliamsΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎǇŀǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊ ƭȅƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻǇǇƭŜŘ 

over when he had lurched to his feet to punch Rhys. wƘȅǎΩ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǿƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊ ŀǎ 

wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƳŜǊŜ ƛƴŎƘŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ wƘȅǎΩ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎǊȅǎǘŀƭ ǎƪǳƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎaid, 

voice barely above a whisper, but his meaning was clear as he pulled back from Rhys and turned to leave 

the room, nodding to the prop forward. 

ά!ƭǎƻΣ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ, I very much doubt you and Mr. Jones have the ability to come back from the 

deadΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ. Rhys stared after him, jaw slack and eyes 
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unbelieving, before the prop forward filled his vision again, a mischievous smile on his face revealing he 

was missing a front tooth. Rhys gulped comically. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƪŀǊŀƻƪŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ 

street towards The Neville. 

άbƻ. !ƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ LΩƳ ƳƻǊŜ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ǎƛŘŜƭƻƴƎ ŀǘ DǿŜƴ ŀǎ 

they reached the door of The Neville where someone was just putting out the board for lunch. άIŜ ǘƻƭŘ 

ƳŜ ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŀƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƻǳǎŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƘŜƭŘ ǘƘŜ Ǉǳō ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴ ŦƻǊ DǿŜƴΦ 

άaŀȅōŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ wƘȅǎ ƛǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘƭȅ ŀ Dƻ-Dƻ ŘŀƴŎŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ DǿŜƴΩǎ ŜŀǊ ŀs she passed 

him. Gwen chose to ignore him and headed straight for the bar. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩƭƭ ƛǘ ōŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƳŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ DǿŜƴΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǇǎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ 

saw Jack striding up behind her. 

άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ƭƻǾŜΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǿƻǊƪΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƎƭǳƳƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ. 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ here last night. About 5ft11, brown hair, wearing a 

ǎǳƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ǉƛƴƪ ǎƘƛǊǘΦέ 

The barman gave Gwen a funny sort of look, as if he was trying very hard to remember someone of that 

particular description. 

άIƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΩǎ LŀƴǘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƳŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊƎŜ ƻŦ ƴƻǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎΦ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ƪƴƻǿ LŀƴǘƻΦέ ¢ƘŜ ōŀǊƳŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ. άIŜΩǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ 

most Tuesdays with his mates. hƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ŎǊƻǿŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜǊǎ ƛǎ LŀƴǘƻΦέ 

ά²ŀǎ ƘŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀƴ ŜŘƎŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ DǿŜƴ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά!ȅŜΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ IŜΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀƴȅ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƳƛƴŘΦ {ƛƴƎǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƛŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ōŀǊƳŀƴ ǎƳƛled and 

Gwen laughed into her hand. Jack ignored them both. 

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚ 5ƛŘ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ƻǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ 

Jack asked, sounding agitated. 

The barman shruggedΦ άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ Ƙƛǎ Ƴam. I think he maybe left arouƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ǎŀƴƎ Ψtƛŀƴƻ 

aŀƴΩΦέ 

Jack raised his eyebrows ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŀǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƻƴƎ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ŀƴȅ //¢± ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ ƻǊ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳōΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ƴƻǿ ƛƴ 

an effort to get closer to the truth. 
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ά{ƻǊǊȅ ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǳǇ. /ƻǳƴŎƛƭ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ǎƻ ƛǘΩŘ ōŜ ŀ ǿŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ǳǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ 

ŀƴȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƳŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ. Jack and Gwen looked at each other, nodding in silent agreement. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜƭǇΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ leave The Neville. 

ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΩǎ ƘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƴΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƳŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǎΦ 

άIŜΩǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉǳō ŀŦǘŜǊ DǿŜƴΦ 

Gwen started walking back down the street towards the SUV. 

ά{ƻ ǿŜ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Hub and hack into the Council security systems, see if we can track Rhys and 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴŜŘ ǿŀȅ ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ DǿŜƴΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǘǊŀŎƪǎ ǿƘŜƴ 

she realiǎŜŘ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ 

direction. 

άhƭŘ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴŜŘ ǿŀȅΚέ DǿŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ 

back up the road towards him. 

άLŀƴǘƻ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ȅŜǎΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǊƘŜǘƻǊƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ DǿŜƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎǘŜǇ ǿƛǘƘ WŀŎƪ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Řƻǿƴ /ƭŀǊŜ wƻŀŘΦ 

ά{ƻ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƘƻƳŜΣ ȅŜǎΚέ WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜǇƭȅ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ. ά!ƴŘ LŦ L 

ƪƴƻǿ Lŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘaken the most direct route home. DǊǳƴƪ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΣ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ Ƙŀōƛǘ. So if 

ǿŜ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘŜ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ŎƭǳŜΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ wƘȅǎΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀƴǘƭȅΦ 

άaŀȅōŜ ƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Dwen before continuing down the street, his 

eyes scanning for any sign of Ianto or Rhys down alleys or in gutters. Gwen hesitated for a split second, 

looking back down the street at the abandoned SUV outside The Neville, before she reluctantly followed 

WŀŎƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦƭŀǘΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Rhys tried to keep his feet under him as he was pushed towards the basement door, but he was having a 

hard time trying to keep his balance. IŜ ŀŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ Ŏƻǳƭd ache and his arms 

were secured behind his back like he was a detainee in Guantanamo Bay. The bolt on the door to the 

basement was pulled back and Rhys was shoved forcibly inside, the prop forward following moments 

after, chuckling to himself. His laughter was cut short as Rhys watched a dark shadow barrelling into the 

side of the prop forward and knocking him down the stairs onto the basement floor, unfortunately 

taking Rhys with him. 
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Three bodies lay at the bottom of the stairs, groaning in pain, the shadow that Rhys presumed to be 

Ianto, staggering to his feet as he squared off against the prop forward. Ianto had lost the upper hand 

now, what with his hands tied behind his back, and was floored easily by the prop forward slugging him 

in the jaw. Rhys was too sore to do anything. He honestly did not know how Ianto was still mobile after 

the beating he had obviously taken. 

Rhys felt ashamed of himself as he just lay there, watching the prop forward taking out his anger and 

frustration on Ianto at being momentarily subjugated, hoping that the bully would tire before Ianto 

expired. 

ά{ǘƻǇΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇƭǳǘǘŜǊ ƻǳǘΣ ǎǇƛǘǘƛƴƎ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ rolled over in blatant agony. 

The prop forward just laughed before he turned away, aiming a boot at Rhys. Rhys flinched, but instead 

of a boot hitting his ribs the sound of vicious laughter reached his ears. When he opened his eyes, not 

realising he had closed them, the door to the basement was clattering shut behind the prop forward. 

Rhys twisted his head to try and see Ianto, dust coming up from the ground as he wriggled around to get 

himself in a sitting position, causing him to cough. 

άLŀƴǘƻΚέ ƘŜ ƘƛǎǎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ. He was met with the reply of a wet cough, followed by the sound 

of Ianto spitting what was most likely blood. 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀ ǇŀƛƴŜŘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ wƘȅǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ ǳǇǊƛƎƘǘ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ 

propped himself up against the wall, his arms at a painful angle behind him. 

άWǳǎǘ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŘŜŀŘΣέ wƘȅǎ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ after a moment as his eyes adjusted to the dim light of 

the basement again, watching Ianto as he too struggled to get himself into an upright position, panting 

and gasping for air. Rhys watched as Ianto rested beside him against the wall, head falling back and his 

eyes closing as he tried to regain his breath. 

άbƻǘ ȅŜǘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ an age. Rhys chuckled nervously. His bad hangover of a Mafia film was 

quickly turning into Saw ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ wƘȅǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ 

of here alive or if one of them was going to have to kill the other in order to do so. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴ-έ wƘȅǎ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ. άaƛǎǎƛƻƴǎΚέ wƘȅǎ 

finished rather lamely, glancing sideways at Ianto who was spitting more blood onto the floor of the 

basement. Rhys grimaced. 

ά[ƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ wƘȅǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ Rhys tried to shrug. ά{Ƙƻƻǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ŀǎƪ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘΚέ 

άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ wƘȅǎ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΦ 

άWŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅ. ά5ƻŜǎ nothing ŦŀȊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 
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LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜad lolled to the side, before he was leaning up off the wall to look properly at Rhys. He licked 

his bottom lip, smearing blood further down his chin rather than getting rid of it. 

άL Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŦǊƻƳ ŎǊȅƛƴƎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŎǊŜǇǘ ƻƴǘƻ wƘȅǎΩ ŦŀŎŜΦ 

ά[ƛŦŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ aŀŘƻƴƴŀ ƴƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ, ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŘŀǊŜ ǘŜƭƭ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ L 

ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ aŀŘƻƴƴŀΗέ 

Ianto chuckled dryly, taking a sharp intake of breath when that hurt too much. Rhys sobered quickly too, 

staring at the opposite wall now. 

άDǿŜƴ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ŀǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ, ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ƴŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜ ŜǾŜƴ 

ƛŦ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŀŦŜ ǘƻ ōŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǇƘƻƴƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŀǘŜǎ ŀŎŎǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘem of losing you at the 

Ǉǳō ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΚ WŀŎƪ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ōȅ ƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŜΚέ wƘȅǎ 

asked, turning to look at Ianto again to find him staring blankly ahead at the wall opposite. Ianto gave a 

slight shrug of the shoulders. 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅΣ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ǿƻǊƪΣ ƴƻǊ ƘŀǾŜ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ƘǳƴƎ-ƻǾŜǊΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦƻǊƭƻǊƴƭȅΦ 

άIŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŀǘŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƴΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘΦ 

άaƻǊŜ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊŀƛŘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǿŜŀǊ ŘǊŀǿŜǊ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜ ōƻƻƪ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǿǊȅƭȅ. He could see Rhys looking at him out of the corner of his eye, as if he was 

waiting for more of an explanation. 

άWŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƻŦ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇǎΣέ Ianto added as an afterthought. Not 

really wishing to expand anymore than that, they lapsed into silence, listening to footsteps on the floor 

above and the steady drip of a leaky pipe somewhere in the basement. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά!ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {¦± ŀƴŘ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ.  

¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘǊŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳǘŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ DǿŜƴ ƳǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘ about how much of 

a waste of time it was while Jack picked up every stray fag end and screwed up receipts like he was 

some kind of perverse bag lady. ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ Ŧƭŀǘ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǿƘƛƭŜ DǿŜƴ 

ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳ. Gwen had gotten a lovely story 

about how Ianto haŘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŏŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘŜǇƻǎƛǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƛƴ ƭƻǊǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

seen hide nor hair of him for more than a week now. Gwen had left Jack to his snooping and gone to 

pick up the SUV. 
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ά²Ŝƭƭ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƛƭŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ pants round his ankles and a pair of fluffy handcuffs 

ŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ǿǊƛǎǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ƧƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘōŜƭǘ ƻƴ. Gwen just raised an eyebrow at him in 

reply before she pulled out onto the street. 

ά!ƭǎƻ, ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƪŜŜǇ Ƙƛǎ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ōƻƻƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǳƴŘŜǊǿŜŀǊ ŘǊŀǿŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ DǿŜƴ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ 

sidelong glance. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎŎŀǘƘƛƴƎƭȅΦ 

άbƻΣ ōǳǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ŎƘŜŎƪ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ WŀŎƪ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƧƻƪƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƴƻǘΦ 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎΣέ DǿŜƴ ƳǳǎŜŘ 

as she turned onto Penarth Road to head back towards the Bay.   

άIŜ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘƻŜǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǇǊȅƛƴƎ ŜȅŜǎ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

passenger window, a pensive expression on his face. 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊŀǿŜǊǎ ǘƘŜƴΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎ ƴƻǘŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ LΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ DǿŜƴ. άIŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǾŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅΦέ 

άWŀŎƪΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ŏƻǳƴǘǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴ 

Jack and the road at the same time. 

άLǘ Ŏƻǳƴǘǎ ƳƻǊŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǿƛƴŘǎŎǊŜŜƴΣ ŜŦŦŜŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

conversation. It was obvious that Jack meant more than what he saiŘΣ ōǳǘ DǿŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊƛǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀƛǘ. 

She thought that Jack trusted Ianto now that they had put past grievances behind them ς apparently 

loyalty was still an issue. 

The ride back to the Hub continued in silence, the only sound coming from the SUV was the whir of the 

computers on board and the dull sound of the tyres on tarmac.  WŀŎƪΩǎ ƧƻƪƛƴƎ ƳƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ Ƨǳǎǘ 

as quickly as it had come about, a coping mechanism he had no doubt picked up from Ianto at some 

point. Gwen had to chew on her lip all the way back to Hub to stop herself from saying anything, 

ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ. She was just as worried as Jack was, no doubt, at the 

disappearance of her husband and his - what? Work colleague? Friend? Boyfriend? Partner? Gwen was 

never sure, not when you had to be so bloody politically correct these days. But then, she had never 

really asked Ianto or Jack to define their relationship, and now she was struggling herself. 

She watched Jack as he moved swiftly out of the lift and into the main area of the Hub, coat flapping 

behind him. She watched him take it off and hesitate a moment, as if he was waiting for someone to 

take it from him and hang it up, before he threw it on the sofa, moving to the nearest computer. She 

hung up her own coat before she pulled her phone out her pocket; she flicked down to the recent call 

list, her thumb hovering over the call button. 

άDǿŜƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ. ά{ǘŀǊǘ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ //¢± ƴŜŀǊ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴǿŀƭƭΣ ŀƴȅǘƛƳŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ 

9pm and kicking out time. LΩƭƭ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŀǘ ¢ƘŜ bŜǾƛƭƭŜΦέ 
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ά{ǳǊŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴŎŜƭ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ. She 

ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŦŜŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ǇŀǊǘȅ ƻƴ /ƭŀǊŜ wƻŀŘ. 

She saw a group of girls tottering down the road arm in arm, wearing skirts too short and heels too high 

for the time of year. She watched a couple having a fall out, the girl slapping the guy before she 

marched off down the street, hugging herself, while her boyfriend - or ex-boyfriend - went back into the 

pub. A group of Cardiff City supports spilled out of the pub at 9.43pm, stumbling into each other as she 

wiggled a pencil between her fingers. {ƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŀǘ WŀŎƪ ǎŀǘ ŀǘ ¢ƻǎƘΩǎ ƻƭŘ ǿƻǊƪǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ. He was 

chewing on the end of a ballpoint pen, watching the security feed intently, but apparently coming up 

with as much as she had. Nothing. 

It was as she was watching a man walk his Jack Russell past the pub at 10.24pm that Jack startled her 

out of her hypnotic gaze. 

 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōŜŎƪƻƴƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ. She turned back to her security feed to pause it, 

ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ WŀŎƪ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅ. She leaned closer to her screen, watching as a familiar 

shape stumbled out of the pub, pulling a leather jacket round his shoulders and turning the collar up 

against the night air. 

 

άDǿŜƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƳƻǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƘŜǊΦ 

 

άLΩǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ wƘȅǎ ǘƻƻΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ wƘȅǎ ŦǳƳōƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΣ ƴƻ Řƻǳōǘ ŦƻǊ 

his phone. Gwen had received a drunken text from Rhys at about half past ten the previous night, 

declaring his love for her, when she had been curled up in bed, drifting off to sleep.  She had just smiled, 

rolled her eyes and rolled over. 

 

άIŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴǿŀƭƭ ŀǘ млΦнпǇƳΣέ Gwen said, finally moving over to Jack to see what he had 

found. 

 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƘȅ ƘŜΩǎ ǎǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ Lŀƴǘƻ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ 

which showed a grainy image of a man in a suit in the corner of it, turning back to wait for someone. A 

moment later the shape of Rhys appeared in the lower corner of the screen and fell in step with Ianto as 

they continued down Clare Road and out of the frame of the CCTV. 

 

άbƻǿ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅōƻŀǊŘ ŀǎ he brought up the next CCTV 

ŎŀƳŜǊŀ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦƭŀǘΣ άƛǎ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜƳ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ wƘȅǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ Lŀƴǘƻ ƘƻƳŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ DǿŜƴ pondered aloud as she watched them pause 

on the corner of Penarth Road to let a police car go past. She leaned forward towards the screen, 



22 
 

squinting slightly to try and see their faces, but it was too dark and the image was too grainy to see their 

features as anything more than a blur up close. 

 

άaŀȅōŜ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΣέ WŀŎƪ ƳǳǎŜŘΣ ŦƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŎŀƳŜǊŀ. His tone was joking but his face 

ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƛƳǇŀǎǎƛǾŜΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƧŜŀƭƻǳǎ wƘȅǎ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ. Gwen 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǊŜǇƭȅΤ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ƧƻƪŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ 

husband and friend abducted by aliens. She watched as they disappeared in one end of an alley and 

waited with bated breath for them to appear on the next security camera that Jack brought up.   

 

And waited.   

 

And waited.   

 

Jack frowned, rewinding and fast-forwarding the security feed to try and find where Ianto and Rhys had 

disappeared to, but they never appeared out the other side of the alley. 

 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƻƴŜΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ WŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƛǇǇƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ŎŀƳŜǊŀ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

other end of the alley. They watched Rhys and Ianto disappear into the alley again, waiting for a second 

time. 

 

άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ-ά 

 

Gwen interrupted Jack by slapping him on the arm. 

 

άwƘȅǎ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǊŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ. Do you think now is really the time to be making crude jokes about them 

ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀŦŦŀƛǊΚέ DǿŜƴ ŎƘŀǎǘƛǎŜŘΣ ǎƛƭŜƴŎƛƴƎ WŀŎƪ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ Ŧŀǎǘ-forwarding the footage. She paused 

it when ten minutes later a black van emerged from the alley and headed back up towards Penarth 

Road. She frowned before starting the footage again, fast forwarding for another half hour in the vain 

hope that Rhys and Ianto would reappear, but it was obvious to even the most dense Dick. 

 

άLǎ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜ ƻǊ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ /{LΚέ WŀŎƪ suggested as he re-wound the footage 

and paused it on the black van, zooming in on the number plate. 

 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŘƻƴŜ ōȅ млǇƳ ǘƘŜƴΣέ DǿŜƴ ƧƻƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ ǎƛƎƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ 

workstation and started doing a number plate search through the CrimNet database. 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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Roulette threw a paperweight at the wall that exploded in a shower of glass shards on impact, causing 

the weedier of the two men to flinch, while the prop forward just stood there with his hands crossed in 

front of his crotch. Neither of them dared say anything as Roulette leant on his desk heavily, trying to 

get his breathing under control. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ Ŏŀƭƭ hΩ¢ƻƻƭŜ ƛƴΣ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΚέ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜŘȅ 

one suggested, a stutter in his voice. Roulette looked up through his eyelashes at the two men, his gaze 

scathing. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ aǊ. hΩ¢ƻƻƭŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ Ǉŀǎǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Hub security, he 

ǎǘƛƭƭ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŜǘǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŜƴŘ ǿƛǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ Řƻǳōǘ ƻƴŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƛǎǎŜŘ ƻŦŦ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŀnswered 

bluntly. 

The two men looked at each other, shuffling nervously from foot to foot as they watched Roulette 

staring down at his desk before he sat down calmly, steepling his hands in front of his face and pressing 

them to his lips. 

άbƻΣ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǘƻ ōǊǳǘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ. bƻǘ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ruminated, his eyes roaming 

over the telephone perched on the desk next to where the paperweight had just been. Silence seeped 

into the atmosphere as the weedier of the two men opened his mouth as if to suggest something else, 

ōǳǘ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ more now he had calmed down. 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǿƻǊŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ,έ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ pondered, still staring at the telephone on his 

desk as if it held all the answers to his problems. άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ 

him a businesǎ ǇǊƻǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜΦέ Roulette smiled, finally removing his gaze from the phone 

and turning to his two goons as they mirrored his cruel smile. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen stood in one of the alcoves of the archives. She was hiding, although whether it was from Jack or 

ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ. She fingered the call button on her mobile, chewing 

unconsciously on her bottom lip before she pressed it, raising the phone to her ear. Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊƛƴƎ 

ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ wƘȅǎΩ ǾƻƛŎŜƳŀƛƭ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƛƴΦ 

άwƘȅǎ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƴǳƳōŜǊ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

ȅƻǳ ǿƘŜƴ L ŎŀƴΦέ wƘȅǎΩ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ŀƴd she could still vaguely hear herself giggling in 

the background. She listened for the beep and fƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ς she ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ what 

to say.   

άwƘȅǎ ƭƻǾŜΣ LΩƳ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ ƴƻǿΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƘŀǎǘƛǎŜ - ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ wƘȅǎΩ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ƘŜ Ƙad 

disappeared. ά/ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǎǘŀǊǘ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŀǎǘƎǳŀǊŘ. Might be a bit 

embarrassing on both our parts if you turn up hung-ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴ {Ǉƭƻǘǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƘƻǳǊǎΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ 

to herself, but it sounded hollow. 
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άWǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘǳƴƎ ǳǇΣ ŀ Ŧƛǎǘ forming around her 

phone as she held it to her lips. She let out a sigh as she heard Jack calling her from somewhere in the 

distance. She closed her eyes against the flood of emotions before pulling her phone away from her 

mouth and heading out of the archives towards the main area. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΚέ DǿŜƴ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ. He was sitting at his desk, his phone 

vibrating on top of a pile of folders sat to the right of the desk. Jack was just staring at the phone as if it 

was a dangerous alien artefact. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ, as she moved hesitantly towards the desk, gesturing at 

the phone. There was a pause as Jack brought himself to his feet, picking up the phone before flipping it 

ƻǇŜƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘŀǊŜ ǎŜǘ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ Ǉŀǎǘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎƭȅ ƭƻǿ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ DǿŜƴ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ŀ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻǊ ǎƻ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΩǎ 

desk, eyes widening slightly in disbelief. She should have realised really when she heard the different 

ringtone. hǿŜƴΩǎ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƻǳǊ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ŘƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

ά{ƻ ǊǳŘŜ, Mr. IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘǊƛŜǎΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀƭƳƭȅ 

in reply. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƛǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎŜŜƳǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ƳŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƎǊƛǘǘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘΣ 

trying to ignore the anxious look that Gwen was giving him. 

άhƘ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ WŀŎƪΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ƭŜŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜΦ 

ά!ƭƳƻǎǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ Mr. Jones. He, however, ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ 

had to reign in a growl that was building in the back of his throat, like a hunter ready for the kill. 

άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ƛƎƴƻǊƛƴƎ DǿŜƴ who was desperately trying to 

communicate to Jack to include Rhys in that equation. 

Roulette sighed. άwŜŀƭƭȅ, WŀŎƪΣ LΩƳ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜƴΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΣ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ 

άWǳǎǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƻŦŦƘŀƴŘŜŘƭȅ. ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŎǊȅǎǘŀƭ ǎƪǳƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ Řǳǎǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ-ά 

άbƻΣέ WŀŎƪ Ŏǳǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦ ŦƛǊƳƭȅ ŀƴŘ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ƘǳŦŦ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ 

άbƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊŎƘƛǾƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΩǎ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΚέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻned. 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊƛǎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ planet ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ōƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǳǇ. He held his phone in 

ŀ Ŧƛǎǘ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǾƻƛŘƛƴƎ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƎŀȊŜ ŀǎ 

he stared blankly at the wall ahead. 

DǿŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛŘŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǘŜǇ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ WŀŎƪΣ ƳƻǳǘƘ ƻǇŜƴ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ 

him what she thought of his negotiation skills. Jack throwing his phone at the wall cut her short. It 
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shattered into pieces, the sound of plastic hitting concrete before it was ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŎǊȅ ƻŦ ŀƴƎŜǊ. 

She barely had time to register what had happened before Jack was sweeping from his office. 

άIŀǾŜ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ǇƭŀǘŜǎ ȅŜǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ōŀǊƪŜŘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 

search Gwen had been conducting before she had slipped off to the archives to try and call Rhys again. 

άLΩǾŜ ƴŀǊǊƻǿŜŘ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅ. She felt uncertain of herself, and scared of Jack and what 

he was going to do next, as she brought up the results. {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ wƘȅǎ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎŀŦŜǘȅΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǊŜƎƛǎǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƛȊȊŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ŎŜƴǘǊŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ 

back into his office. ά! ǇƭŀŎŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ tƛȊȊŀ tƭǳǎΣ ƻƴ .ǊƻŀŘǿŀȅΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ƭooking back 

around to find Jack now with his coat on and the keys to the SUV in his hand, moving towards the door. 

Gwen grabbed for her own jacket moving after him towards the cog door, turning back at the last 

minute to collect her gun too. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Rhys and Ianto both looked up as they heard the bolt on the door retract. Neither of them moved, 

having too little energy to put up much of a fight anymore. The best they could hope for now was to 

pass out before they sustained internal injuries. Although, Ianto already suspected he might be peeing 

blood by the time morning came. The light bulb above the door flickered on, causing Rhys and Ianto to 

squint, turning their heads away from the bright flare. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƭŦǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛrs into the basement, moving to stand in 

front of them as they both struggled to look at Roulette and the halo of light behind him. άLǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭŘ WŀŎƪ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ 

absentmindedly brushing lint off his sleeve so that he appeared disinterested. Ianto could tell that 

Roulette was barely concealing his anger about the fact that Jack had not given him what he desired. 

ά{ƻ, since you, Mr. Jones, will not give me what I want, nor does your employer seem very interested in 

getting you back, ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ voiced, 

nodding to the prop forward and another man that had entered the room with him. They pulled Ianto 

and Rhys roughly to their feet. 

άIŀƴƎ ƻƴΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎǇƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ. ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΚέ 

Roulette gave a cruel laugh while Rhys watched him bug eyed and Ianto stared resolutely ahead, trying 

to remain unfazed. 

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ Mr. Roulette ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǳǎ ŘƛǎǇƻǎŜŘ ƻŦΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΣ ƛƴ ŀƴ 

ŜȄŎŜǇǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƛƳƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ŦŀœŀŘŜ. wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘ ǇŜǘŜǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

turned his eyes on Ianto. 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ Ǝoon that had come into the room with the small party was 

ƴƻǿ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ŀ Ǝǳƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻƴ wƘȅǎΩ ƘŜŀŘ. Rhys knew what it felt like 
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ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƘƻǘΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎƭȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻƴ ǊŜǇŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ 

anytime soon. !ƭǎƻΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ǘƻ ǘƘe head tended to carry 

the side effect of death. 

άLǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ Mr. WilliamsΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ wƘȅǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ 

turned to Ianto. άMr. JonesΦέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ 

case from his pocket. 

ά[ƻƻƪ ƳŀƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀƭƭ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛƎ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎǇƻƪŜ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ 

wavered towards the high-pitched end of the scale. Ianǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ 

barrel of the gun, thinking about how much of a habit it was becoming. The gun was cocked as 

wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ǎƘƻŜǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ŘƻƻǊΣ ŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŀƳ ǎƘǳǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ 

άWŜǎǳǎ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳŀƴΣ ǎŀȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ wƘȅǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƎƛǘŀǘŜŘ. Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

blame him.   

Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǇ 

some elaborate fantasy where Jack and Gwen came sweeping in at the last minute in a swirl of coats to 

rescue them. His last thought was not of Jack. bƻǊ DǿŜƴΣ ƭƛƪŜŘ ƘŜ ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ wƘȅǎΩ ǿŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ 

begging was anything to go by. LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ǎŜŘŀǘŜƭȅ 

squeezing the triggeǊ ǿŀǎΣ Ψ!ƭƻƴŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ. bŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅΦΩ 

When he heard the bang, he realised a Die Hard quote would probably have been better suited to the 

situation rather than Love Actually. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά²Ƙƻ ƻǿƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǾŀƴΚέ WŀŎƪ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊȅ ōoy, a fresh pizza and his 

crash helmet still on the desk waiting for him. ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ǎŎǊŀƳōƭŜŘ 

to keep some sort of purchase on the ground. Gwen stood hesitantly behind Jack, unsure whether to 

stop him, scared that he would turn his anger on her. 

άWŀŎƪΣέ DǿŜƴ ǘǊƛŜŘΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ, but he just shrugged her off harshly, pushing the boy 

so his head banged off the wall. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳŀƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅΣ ƎŀǎǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƛǊ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘƛƳ ŀƎain. 

ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘ ƳŀǘŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŦǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŘŜŘ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

till. Jack turned his gaze on the manager, dropping the boy a moment later and moving round the 

counter towards his new victim who was reaching for the phone, no doubt trying to call the police. 

Gwen felt sorry for him ς ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ. She watched the delivery boy 

scrabbling to his feet before turning and running from the shop. {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ƘƛƳΣ ǎƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ 

running herself. 
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άLΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ƎŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ŎŀƳŜ ŦƻǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎƴŀǊƭŜŘΣ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ǳǇ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ŀ 

tower of pizza boxes. 

άWǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ǎǇƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ƳƻǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƭƭ. Jack 

laughed, something cruel and twisted sounding that Gwen had never heard coming from Jack Harkness. 

άL ǿŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƳƻƴŜȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ƘƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ǘŜŜǘƘ. His voice was 

ƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǎŜƴǘ ǎƘƛǾŜǊǎ Řƻǿƴ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǎǇƛƴŜΦ 

άL ǿŀƴǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǎƻ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ 

beads of sweat forming on his brow. 

ά²-ǿƘŀǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎǘŜŜƭȅ ōƭǳŜ ǎǘŀǊŜΦ 

ά! ōƭŀŎƪ ŦƻǊŘ ǘǊŀƴǎƛǘ Ǿŀƴ ǊŜƎƛǎǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƭŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ 

quickly, a dangerous tone to his voice. ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŀǘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ. Too quickly. 

άaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ, a hand moving his coat 

aside so his Webley was on display. ¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀŘ ƘƛƳ 

by the throat, he would have probably gulped comically. ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΩǎ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ 

as he glanced pleadingly at Gwen who tried to make her face impassive, although she was pretty sure 

her own eyes were wide with fear and begging the man to co-operate, for fear of what Jack might do 

next. 

άLǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎǎ ǘƻ aǊ. {ŀƴŘŜǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƻƳewhat reluctantly. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΦ 

άL Řǳƴƴƻ ƳŀǘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀƪŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŦŀƛƭƛƴƎ. Jack shook the man, 

banging him backwards off the wall again. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŦǳƴƴȅΚ ¢Ƙƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƎŀƳŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ǎǇŀǘ. The man shook his head enthusiastically in the 

negative. 

άDƻƻŘ. {ƻ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀȅ L ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ Ǉŀƛƴ ƛƴŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ 

ƧƻƪƛƴƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƻǿƭŜŘΦ 

άL Řǳƴƴƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊed sweat dripping down the side of his nose now, he was 

that nervous. 

άIŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ .Ǌȅƴ-ǘȅ CŦŜǊƳΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊƛǇΦ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎ ƴƻǿ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ 
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άhƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƻ .ŀǊǊȅΣ Ǉŀǎǘ 5ƛƴŀǎ tƻǿȅǎέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜƭƛŜŦ ǿŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ 

him unceremoniously to the floor, the tower of pizza boxes tumbling on top of him as Jack swept out of 

the pizza place. Gwen remained stock-still for a moment, watching the gibbering wreck of a man Jack 

had left behind. She shot him an apologetic look before she was following Jack out the door, running to 

catch up to him as he gunned the engine of the SUV. Gwen had not even shut the door before Jack was 

doing a U-turn and heading towards Cardiff Road. Gwen chanced a glance at Jack, still too scared to say 

anything. He was staring straight ahead, face set in determination. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto did not know where he had obtained his quick reflexes. IŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōƻǊƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ς he 

had been a gangly teenager who was no good at the 100 meters and as a child he had fallen out of so 

many trees that ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Royal Gwent A&E knew him by name. Now was probably 

not the best time to be wondering where he had obtained them, but more a moment to be grateful he 

had them as he and Rhys ate dirt. The man that had been holding Rhys gave a cry of shock as the bullet 

hit him before he slumped to the floor, missing Ianto and Rhys by an inch. 

Ianto was scrabbling to get his feet under him before anyone had a chance to realise what was going on. 

Iƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ƎƻƻƴΩǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ŀ ƳƻŘƛŦƛŜŘ 1911 from the inside, which 

ƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ ƴƻǘŜŘ ƘŀŘ ¢hw/I²hh5 ŜƴƎǊŀǾŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜΦ IŜ ǎǿǳƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōeen in 

fear for his life he would have realised how James Bond he felt dressed in his suit and swinging the gun 

in a long arch before firing at the man still wielding his gun. He hit him in the shoulder ς ironically, in the 

exact same spot where he had hit Owen. The man dropped his gun, falling backwards into the wall in 

surprise and pain, clutching at his shoulder. 

Ianto turned to Rhys, hoping to assist him with the prop forward that had been holding him in place but 

Rhys was holding his own against the thug. Ianto moved over to the goon with the shoulder injury, 

kicking his gun away before turning the gun he had in his hand over and hitting him over the head with 

the butt it. He turned back to Rhys, noting the prop forward was now unconscious and slumped against 

the nearest wall. 

Rhys turned to Ianto, giving him a rather toothy grin before he was struggling to his feet. Ianto looked 

down at the gun in his hand ς his gun, he noted - sliding the cartridge out and checking how many 

bullets he had left. None. Well that was lucky, he thought before he bent down to retrieve the second 

gun, the cartridge of which had three bullets remaining. 

ά¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ŀǎ Lŀƴǘƻ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǘǊƛŘƎŜǎΦ 

άtŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ starting up the stairs cautiously, Rhys following behind him. They 

paused at the top of the stairs, peering out of the door warily. There was no one immediately outside 

the door so Ianto stuck his head out along with the gun, glancing further down the corridor. He heard a 

door bang open just out of sight followed by footsteps coming their way. He pulled the door back 

towards him, closing it quietly as he listened to a couple of sets of footsteps marching past the door. He 
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waited until he heard another door go before he opened the basement door again, double-checking 

they were alone now. 

Ianto moved out into the corridor, trying the nearest door. The handle rattled, but nothing more 

happened as Rhys stepped out into the corridor behind him, failing to notice the prop forward was 

already shaking off his beating and pulling his own gun from his inside pocket. 

Ianto had no way of knowing whether he was heading towards the front door or away from it. It was 

just as dark above ground as it was below. Every door or window they came across was either locked or 

ōƻŀǊŘŜŘ ǳǇΦ Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōŜ if they made it out of the house. They 

could be in England or even Scotland by now for all he knew, although he suspected they were still in 

Wales if the slate fireplace he had just past was anything to go by.   

~*~*~*~*~ 

Gwen followed Jack up the lane towards the farmhouse. They had abandoned the SUV at the gate of a 

nearby field and continued on foot. Gwen had to trot to keep up with Jack as he strode down the muddy 

lane purposefully. The sun was just disappearing behind the nearest hedgerow as the farmhouse came 

into sight. It looked deserted. There appeared to be no lights on, but Gwen realised as they drew closer 

that that was not the case. All the windows were boarded up and the door sealed fast - if there were 

ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪƻǳǘ ƻŦ ²ƻǊƭŘ ²ŀǊ 

III. 

WŀŎƪ ƳŀŘŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ōǳǘ DǿŜƴ ŘƛŘ ƴot have time to 

question him before he was running swiftly towards the front door of the house and kicking it in with his 

booted foot. Gwen sighed before following him, pulling her gun out. Jack Harkness was never the 

subtlest of people. 

Gwen followed him in to the building that had probably belonged to a typical Welsh farmer, once upon a 

time. Now it was just an abandoned building that was being used to replace happy memories. Gwen was 

barely two steps in the door before she felt the barrel of a gun pressed to the back of her head. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ ŀ ƎǊǳŦŦ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƴΦ DǿŜƴ 

stopped trying to look behind her, looking for help from Jack, but he was in the same predicament as 

her, relinquishing his gun as Gwen moved hers so it was hanging slack in her hand. It was snatched from 

her clutches as she raised her hands, worried that someone had a twitchy trigger finger as Jack looked 

back at her with apologetic eyes before they were frog-marched down the hallway. 

Gwen was quietly mad at Jack ς she had thought he had a plan. Apparently, it had been a Captain Jack 

Harkness plan ς half-cocked, go in guns blazing and hope for the best. Gwen and Jack were corralled into 

a study at the end of the hall. The window in this room was also boarded up, but there was a beautiful 

Tiffany lamp resting on the desk, illuminating the room in an eerie green glow that made the alien 

behind the desk sickly looking. 
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άaǊǎΦ /ƻƻǇŜǊΦέ ¢ƘŜ ŀƭƛŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ DǿŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƻƴ WŀŎƪΦ άWŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ ǿŜ ƳŜŜǘ 

ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǇƻƭƛǘŜƭȅΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ƎƭŀǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ 

while Gwen stared wide-ŜȅŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ƪƴŜǿ WŀŎƪΤ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƛǘ 

would surprise her even less if Roulette and Jack had been an item at some point. She half wondered 

Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƭŜǎǎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ƻƴ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ōŀǎƛǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ 

ǿƛǘƘ WŀŎƪ IŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΩ Ǉŀǎǘ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǎǘǎΦ 

ά²ŜΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ curtly, folding his arms across his chest. 

άbƻΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǎƛƎƘƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ άL ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪ L ǎŀǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ 

ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƪǳƭƭΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ŀ Ǝǳƴ 

with him, wƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ŀƛƳŜŘ ŀǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ WŀŎƪ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ƻŦ ŀƴƴƻȅŀƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ 

the anger boiling underneath the surface. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ǿŜƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣέ WŀŎƪ ƳƻŎƪŜŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ 

defiantly. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Ianto twisted the doorknob and pushed dramatically into the next room. It was as empty as the last two 

had been, the windows boarded up so that no light fell on it apart from what was filtering in behind the 

forms of Ianto and Rhys from the lone light bulb in the hallway. Ianto turned back out the room again, 

leaving the door open behind them. 

He stopped as he heard another yell from further down the corridor, holding up his hand to cause Rhys 

to stop behind him. He paused, listening for a moment to the sound of scuffling feet coming from 

behind a door further down the corridor, followed by the sound of yelling. Ianto smiled to himself. He 

would recognise that American twang anywhere. 

He turned to look at Rhys with the smile still on his face only to have it slide off again as he noticed the 

prop forward creeping up on Rhys and he, gun pointing at them. He raised his gun, pushing Rhys aside 

bodily into the empty room behind him. 

! ǎƘƻǘ ǊŀƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎǘǳƳōƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ wƘȅǎΣ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǳƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ the one to fire. He 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦ  

Being shot hurt a lot more than he had ever imagined. It hurt to breathe, to move, to think even, 

although he was pretty sure at lot of his hurts existed before he was shot. His headache was dulling into 

the bŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ ŀ ŦƛǊŜ ǎǿŜƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ƘǳǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ 

ƘƛƳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊƭ ǳǇ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƻōΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ƘŜ ǎǿƻǊŜ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭŀȅ 

on the floor, his hand pressed to his stomach painfully as the prop forward smiled down at him, raising 

his gun for a second time. 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ǎǘǳŘȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŘƻƻǊΦ ! ƎǳƴǎƘƻǘ ƘŀŘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ 

down the corridor. When Jack turned back to face Roulette he had a cruel smile adorning his features. 

Roulette pulled the safety off the gun he was holding, his arm swinging round so it was aimed at Gwen 

who took an involuntary step back, grimacing. 

άbƻǿ WŀŎƪΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ Y ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ŎƭƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦ άL ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

ǎƪǳƭƭ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳΦέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƎƭŀǊŜ ƛƴǘŜƴǎƛŦƛŜŘΦ  ά 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ƭŀǎǘ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ wƘȅǎ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΚέ DǿŜƴ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǳǇΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ 

tentative step forward, trying to ignore the gun that was still pointed at her face. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻǎǎΩ ƛƴŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƴŜƎƻǘƛŀǘŜΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΣ aǊǎΦ /ƻƻǇŜǊΣ ŀǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ 

ǿƻǊƪ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜǎΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΦ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴŎŜΣ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ a step back 

as Roulette circled round from his desk, gun still pointed at her. Both of her hands went up to cover her 

mouth as she shook her head again, her face creasing up as if she was going to burst into tears, but she 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀǊƳǎ ƘŀŘ ǳƴŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƴƻǿΣ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ŎƭŜƴŎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōŜ ƭȅƛƴƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘΣ Ƨŀǿ ǎŜǘ 

in anger as he stepped towards Roulette. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ƴƻǿΦ 

He jabbed the gun towards Gwen again. Gwen was backed up against the desk now, Roulette standing 

firmly between the pair of them and the door. 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀƳƴ ǎƪǳƭƭ ƛǎ WŀŎƪ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǎƘƻƻǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻǘƘΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ Ǝǳƴ ƧŀōōƛƴƎ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅ 

at Jack before he cocked the gun. 

ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ ǎƘƻǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƴƎǊƛƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Rhys ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ Ǝǳƴ ŀƴŘ shot without thinking. He wanted to wipe that cocky smile off that prop 

forwards face. The prop forward was too intent on aiming his gun at Ianto - who was on the floor, 

staring up wide-eyed at the man that Rhys had just shot. Although, he had to admit, for his first time 

firing a gun he had aimed pretty well. 

ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŜƭƭΣέ wƘȅǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǿ ǎhaking hand before he looked at the 

body squirming on the floor in pain. 

ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŜƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ 

position with the use of the doorframe. 

άL Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀǘƛƴƎ ǘhe obvious, which caused Ianto to roll his eyes as he clutched 

painfully at his stomach, trying to staunch the bleeding. 
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ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ WŀƳŜǎ .ƻƴŘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΚ aŀȅōŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ 

asked sarcastically, causing Rhys to animate himself, a little bit too enthusiastically for Ianto, as he 

started waving the gun he still had in his hands. Ianto winced, although Rhys presumably took it to mean 

he was in pain rather than resisting the urge to take the gun off Rhys. 

ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŜƭƭΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎǿƻǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŜŀŘƛƭȅ ŘǊƛōōƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ 

from his stomach. ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎƘƻǘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ Lŀƴǘƻ ǘƻ ǊŀǇƛŘƭȅ ƭƻǎŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά¢ƘŀƴƪǎΣ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŘŜŀŘǇŀƴƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ the man on the floor who had apparently 

passed out from the pain of the gunshot wound that Rhys had inflicted on his kneecap. άtŀǎǎ ƳŜ Ƙƛǎ 

ƎǳƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƛŜΦέ  

Rhys crouched down next to the unconscious man, reluctantly tugging on his tie to pull it lose, looking 

more like he was dealing with a body rather than an unconscious man.  Rhys handed Ianto the tie and 

gun hesitantly before standing up straight again and looking up and down the corridor uncertainly. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊ ǎƭƛƎhtly towards the sound of raised voices. Ianto put 

ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƛŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ 

tourniquet. 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘe wall he 

had been unconsciously leaning against. He stumbled slightly, gasping for air as he put a hand out in 

front of him to grasp at the opposite wall. He stood there a moment with his eyes closed, trying to catch 

his breath, as he felt dizzy from blood loss. 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΦέ wƘȅǎΩ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ŀƴ ŀǊƳ Ǝƻ ǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀƛǎǘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ŀƴ 

upright position. Ianto hesitated a moment, trying to get his feet under him and not lean on Rhys quite 

so much, but it was proving difficult and the voices were getting louder. Probably someone sent to 

investigate the sound of gunshots. Lŀƴǘƻ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳ ƻǾŜǊ wƘȅǎΩ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ǳǎƛƴƎ 

him as a crutch as he pulled the gun Rhys had retrieved for him out of his pocket before they carried on 

down the corridor.    

~*~*~*~*~ 

άhƘΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀǎ L ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳ WŀŎƪΣ ǘƘŜƴ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ make you give me 

ǘƘŀǘ ǎƪǳƭƭΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŀƭƛǾŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǎǇŜŎǘ ƻŦ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪǳƭƭΦ WŀŎƪΩs 

hands were so tightly clenched now he could feel his fingernails digging into his palms, his knuckles 

ŎǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƴΦ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ DǿŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅ ƻƴ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ 

desk, a blank look on her face as she thought of the loss of her husband and friend, not caring that she 

was possibly about to lose her own life. 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǿŜŜŘȅ Ǝǳȅ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎƭȅ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

himself. His eyes were wide and unfocused, a slightly ashen quality to him, as if he was thinking about 

ǘƘŜ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ƭȅƛƴƎ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊΦ WŀŎƪ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 

to even entertain the prospect that he had lost Ianto, another team member; another lover. 
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ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜƴΚ ¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘŜŀƳΚέ WŀŎƪ 

barked angrily. He was ready for launching himself at Roulette and fighting him tooth and nail until there 

ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƭŜŦǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǉǳƛŎƪ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ǊŜŦƭŜȄŜǎ ǿŜǊŜΤ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǌƛǎƪ 

the loss of Gwen as well. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ WŀŎƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ŘǊŀǿƭŜŘΣ ŀ ƳŀƴƛŎ 

ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƛƳ ŀǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΦ {ǳȊƛŜ /ƻǎǘŜƭƭƻ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭast one to shoot him 

there. Alice Guppy had been the first.  

His gaze flickered apologetically to Gwen before he steeled himself, ready to rush Roulette or die. He 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘΦ 

Two shots were fired in rapid succession and Jack waited for the darkness ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ 

Jack blinked a couple of times as the body of Roulette dropped to the floor, dead, to reveal Ianto and 

Rhys stood in the doorway, guns raised. 

άwƘȅǎΗέ DǿŜƴ ŎǊƛŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜǎƛŘŜ WŀŎƪ, reanimating herself before she was running towards him, 

throwing her arms around him like she was never going to let go. wƘȅǎ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƎǊǳƴǘ ƻŦ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀǘ DǿŜƴΩǎ 

enthusiastic greeting before she was pulling back, looking at him in sympathy. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ tears sparkling in her eyes as her hands moved up to his cheek, thumb 

running over the bruises he had there. Rhys flinched away at the touch. 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ ƭƻǾŜΣέ ƘŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ ƘŜǊΣ ƻƴŜ ƘŀƴŘ ŎƻƳōƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ Ƙair. Jack 

was regarding Ianto who was leaning heavily on the doorjamb, face pale and sweaty looking. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜŘ WŀŎƪΦ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ, ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ ȅƻǳΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ spreading onto his own face as it sunk in that 

both Ianto and Rhys were still alive. 

ά¢ƻƻƪ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǘƛƳŜΣέ wƘȅǎ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ DǿŜƴ turned to glare at him half-heartedly in 

admonishment. 

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜǎŎǳŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ {ƛǊΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŘŜŀŘǇŀƴƴŜŘΣ ŀ ǘǿƛƴƪƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ showing how much he was 

teasing.    

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ōŀǎƘŦǳƭƭȅΦ The smile slipped from his face as 

Ianto sagged even more against the wall. Jack stepped forward towards Ianto, a look of concern creasing 

his features as he put a hanŘ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀǊƳΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŘǳŎƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǘŎƘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƎŀȊŜΦ It was blatantly obvious 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōǊǳƛǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ŏǳǘǎ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƪŀȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ 

ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊrying Jack. 
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άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ōǳŎƪƭƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ 

ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎΣ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǳǇǇŜǊ ŀǊƳǎΦ 

ά²ƘƻŀΣ ƻƪŀȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎƻƻǘƘŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ianto carefully onto the floor, a hand coming up to cradle 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƻ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŎǊŀŎƪ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ƭŀȅ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ. 

άLŀƴǘƻΗέ DǿŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ wƘȅǎ ǘƻ ǊŜƎŀǊŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ. LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

flickering between open and closed, as if he was struggling to stay conscious. 

άLŀƴǘƻΚέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ǘŀǇƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘŜŘ ōƭƛƴŘƭȅ ŦƻǊ ƛƴƧǳǊƛŜǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

than the bruises that littered his face. ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΣ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƴŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎƘƻǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǾƻƛŎŜŘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǎƘƛǊǘ 

beneath. JŀŎƪ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŦƻǊƳΣ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ŀǎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƻǇŜƴ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƻŎǳǎ.    

άL ŦŜŜƭ ōŀŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ hǿŜƴ ƴƻǿΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ, as Jack pressed the makeshift 

ōŀƴŘŀƎŜ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƎŀǎǇ ƛƴ ǇŀƛƴΦ 

ά²ƘȅΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ōƭŜŜŘƛƴƎΦ 

άLǘ ŦǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ ƘǳǊǘǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ground out through gritted teeth, causing Jack to let out a slightly hysterical 

chuckle, Gwen giving a pained smile. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭǳō ƴƻǿΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘŜŀǎŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 

άLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǾƻƪŜ Ƴȅ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎƘƛǇΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭied wittily, causing Jack to smile at him as LŀƴǘƻΩǎ eyes 

drifted closed. Jack turned to Gwen who was still standing ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ wƘȅǎΩ 

left hand with vehemence.    

άDǿŜƴ Ǝƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {¦± ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ŏŀƭƭ !ƴŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ secure the building until we get 

back,έ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅǎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ. Gwen caught them deftly, reluctantly letting go of Rhys.   

άDǿŜƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ ά¢Ŝƭƭ ƘƛƳ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƴƻ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜǎ ƛǎ ƘŜ ƻǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ 

else to come in ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǾŜƘŜƳŜƴǘƭȅΦ DǿŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ 

without a word. WŀŎƪ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΣ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ 

wide as he gave out a strangled cry of pain. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜ, Ianto, ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣέ WŀŎƪ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ - apologetically - 

before he was pulling Ianto painfully ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴΦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎǇǳƴΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇ ǘƻƻ 

quickly. Jack struggled with his dead weight for a moment while Ianto tried to co-operate by getting his 

feet under him - too weak from blood loss to control his limbs.   

Rhys was on the other side of Ianto, grunting in pain as he helped Jack to pull Ianto to his feet before he 

ǿŀǎ ŘǳŎƪƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀǊƳ. A silent understanding passed between Rhys and Ianto as Jack held Ianto 
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up on the other side, a hand still pressed against LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŜad the injured man from 

the room, Jack pulling the door shut behind him. 

Gwen was just pulling the SUV up at the backdoor when they emerged into the cool night air. She sprang 

from the SUV, moving to open the passenger door for Rhys and Jack just as she was hanging up her 

phone on Andy. 

άLΩƭƭ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ !ƴŘȅΣέ DǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ phone in the back 

pocket of her jeans. 

άbƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΦ ά.ŀŎƪ ǎŜŀǘΦέ 

Gwen looked forlornly at Rhys for a fraction of a second before she was pulling open the backdoor of 

the SUV, disappearing round to the rear of the car. Ianto mumbled something that sounded very much 

ƭƛƪŜΣ ΨL ƻǿŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǇƛƴǘΣΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎŀǳǎŜŘ wƘȅǎ ǘƻ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƳŀƴƻŜǳǾǊŜŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ back seat of the 

SUV. wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ǎŀǘǳǊŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƭƻƻŘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘ WŀŎƪ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ 

on. It looked like Rhys was flagging too as he leant against the side of the SUV trying to catch his breath.    

DǿŜƴ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ƪƛǘΣ ƘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ wƘȅǎΣ 

coaxing him into the front seat of the SUV. He let out a sigh of contentment as he laid his head back 

against the headrest before Gwen pressed a chaste kiss to his temple. 

WŀŎƪ ǳǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘ ǘƻ ǘŀǊŜ ƻǇŜƴ ŀ ǇŀŎƪŜǘ ƻŦ ƎŀǳȊŜΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ŦǊŜŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ 

throwing it out the SUV before pressing ǘƘŜ ƎŀǳȊŜ ŦƛǊƳƭȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƘƻƭŜ ƛƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘΦ Lŀƴǘƻ 

groaned in pain and tried to curl up in the foetal position. 

άLŀƴǘƻΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ƻƴΣέ WŀŎƪ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘΣ taking another wad of gauze from 

Gwen and pressing it on top of the first one ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƭƛƳǇ ƘŀƴŘ on top. 

άΩƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ voice full of anguish as his eyes slipped closed. Jack reluctantly let go of 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōƭƻƻŘȅ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ indicating that Gwen should get in. She climbed 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΣ ƘŜŀŘ ŘǳŎƪŜŘ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ Ǌŀƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ 

ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜŘ DǿŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀǊ ǾƛŜǿ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ǎƘǳŦŦƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ 

her lap. He glanced across at Rhys to see his reaction but his eyes were closed, his face set in a look of 

tired defeat. 

Jack threw the SUV into reverse, turning round sharply when he heard Ianto cry out in pain again. 

άLŀƴǘƻ ǇŜǘΣ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ DǿŜƴ ǿŀǎ ƳǳƳōƭƛƴƎΣ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀ Ƙand to the mess of now 

ǊŜŘ ƎŀǳȊŜΣ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘΣ ǎǘǊƻƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

now sweat soaked hair. Jack turned back to stare out the front windscreen as he revved the engine, 

speeding off down the drive and sending gravel flying everywhere. 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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Gwen was torn as she watched Ianto fighting weakly against the desperate help he needed. She 

watched as he tried to pull the oxygen mask off his face for the umpteenth time and she wanted to go to 

him, to stroke his hair and tell him it was okay, that he was going to be alright; but she still had a hold of 

wƘȅǎΩ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƎƻΦ 

άDƻ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ wƘȅǎ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘΣ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦƭǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ 

closer to the bed. άDǿŜƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƘŜǊŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜ ŦƛǊƳƭȅ ƻƴ DǿŜƴΣ 

valiantly trying to ignore the hustle and bustle behind him. 

άDƻ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ wƘȅǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘƛƻƴ, giving Gwen a slight push and looking oveǊ DǿŜƴΩǎ 

shoulder to Rhys, grateful when he tugged on her arm in encouragement. 

άLŀƴǘƻΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀǎƪ ƻƴΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎ ǘƻƭŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀŘŀƳŀƴǘƭȅ. Gwen gave Jack another 

anguished look but Rhys was still tugging on her arm. She turned to look aǘ ƘƛƳΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ 

battered features before roles reversed and she was tugging on his hand, leading him back out the room 

into the Wednesday night Hubbub of A&E. She glanced briefly back at Jack who gave a slight inclination 

with his head, convŜȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƪŀȅΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜǊ 

he was terrified of losing another member of the team. 

άLŀƴǘƻ ǇŜǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŎŀƭƳ ŘƻǿƴΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƳƻƴƛǘƻǊ 

beeping erratically. Jack swung round as he watched a weak Ianto fighting a losing battle with one of the 

A&E nurses. The nurse glanced over at Jack imploringly and he took that as his cue. He moved round the 

bed, carefully avoiding the activity until he was level with IantƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ. He bent over so his lips were 

ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜŀǊΦ 

άLŀƴǘƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ WŀŎƪΣέ WŀŎƪ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀǎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƭƻƭƭŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ WŀŎƪ. 

Lŀƴǘƻ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǳǘƘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŎƻƴǾŜȅŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ words about 

how scared he was and how much pain he was in. Jack pulled back marginally, leaning over Ianto so he 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ. 

άYou need to let them take care of youΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƎŜƴǘly placed 

ǘƘŜ Ƴŀǎƪ ƻǾŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ. Ianto blinked a couple of times in understanding as Jack 

ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭƳΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǘƛŎƪȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎƛŘǳŜ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘΣ Ŧƭŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ōǊǳƛǎŜŘ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ 

άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ Ŏŀƭmly before finally moving out of ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜΩǎ ǿŀȅ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

ƛƴǎŜǊǘ ŀ ƭƛƴŜ ƛƴǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŀǊƳ. ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǎŜǊŜƴŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƭƛǇ 

closed before alarm bells were ringing. 

ά²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘŀōƛƭƛǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅΦέ 

ά{ƛǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦέ 

Jack was herded out of the room and left to pace outside the closed doors like one of the worried 

relatives in Casualty. He heard vague snatches of conversation as people moved in and out of the room, 

but nothing he coulŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦΦ IŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ŀ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƻŎƪŜŘ ŦŜŜǘ ŀǎ ŀ ŘƻƻǊ ǎǿǳƴƎ ǎƘǳǘ 
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behind the second or third Doctor that had entered the room since Jack had left. He felt like he should 

ŀǎƪ ŦƻǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƘƻŜǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀ ŘŀŦǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƙis brain knew how angry Ianto 

would be if they lost his shoes. They were the third new pair that month, due to various mishaps ς all of 

them Torchwood related. Ianto had joked only yesterday about buying shares in Clarks or Marks and 

Spencer. 

The next time Jack saw Ianto he was being wheeled past Jack at high speed towards the lift, mumbled 

ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ΨƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ƻǳǘΩ ŀƴŘ ΨǎƘƻŎƪΩ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎƭȅ ΨƭǳŎƪȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΩ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

ears. He tried to follow but was met by the sound of the lift doors pinging closed and the words, 

Ψ{ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣΩ drifting out at him. 

He stared at the shiny surface of the lift doors, not quite able to see his reflection in them, starting 

slightly when he felt a hand on his arm. 

άaǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ŎƻŀǘΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ 

ǿƛǘƘ aǊΦ WƻƴŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜƭŀǘŜŘΣ ƻǊ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊǎ ƻǊ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ 

neighbours. 

άWŀŎƪΣέ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ƘƻŀǊǎŜƭȅΣ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƎŀȊŜ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊom the lift as she steered him to the side of 

the corridor to let a gurney past with a rugby player writhing in pain and holding his thigh. 

άaǊΦ WŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ōȅ ƘƛƳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ΨWǳǎǘ WŀŎƪΩ. She tried to reign 

ƛƴ ŀ ƎƛƎƎƭŜΣ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ŜǇƛǎƻŘŜ ƻŦ Will and Grace before going to bed last night. 

άWŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǘƛƳŜΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ aǊΦ WƻƴŜǎ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǘƻ ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ 

and repair the damage tƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƴŜΦ IŜΩǎ ƭƻǎǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ōƭƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘΩǎ ƴƛŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

ǎǇƭŜŜƴ ǎƻ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ƛǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳƻǊōƛŘ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

news sank in. She was already opening her mouth to reassure him though; it was second nature now.  

άIŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƛƴŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƭŜŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ IŜΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴǘƛōƛƻǘƛŎǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊ ƻǊ ǎƻ 

ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛƴŦŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǘ ōŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƭŜŀŘ ŀ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ƭƛŦŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

reassurance to set in. She watched, gauging from his reaction that this Jack was something more than 

aǊΦ WƻƴŜǎΩ ƴŜȄǘ-door neighbour or work colleague.  

άL ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎŜƴǘ ŦƻǊƳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ-έ 

Jack was taking her clipboard from her and signing before she had a chance to even utter the end of her 

sentence. She looked down at the elaborate handwriting as he handed it back, noting the title in front of 

Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻŦ Ŧŀƴǘŀǎȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Lŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎΩ ƴŜȄǘ ƻŦ ƪƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ 

therefore definitely not romantically attached to him. Mrs. Vicky Harkness. Why were they always 

married or riding the other bus? 

άL Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭƛƪŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘΦ WŀŎƪ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ 

how young she was, how blonŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǇŜǊǘ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǎǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ Lŀƴǘƻ 
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and about how much he wished he had got the chance to kill Roulette himself. He shook his head, 

bestowing a half-hearted smile her way. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜ ōŀŘƎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ 

ŦƻǊ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƪƴƻǿΣ ±ƛŎƪȅΦέ ±ƛŎƪȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ōŀǎƘŦǳƭƭȅΣ ŘǳŎƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ 

down the corridor with her clipboard to give another worried visitor either good or bad news. Jack 

hoped it was good. 

He found Gwen and Rhys in a cubical further down the hall. Someone had apparently tried to make Rhys 

put a hospital gown on, without success ŦƻǊ ƛǘ ƭŀȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ƻŦ wƘȅǎΩ 

jacket. Gwen was perched on the bed beside Rhys, looking down at his left hand as she clutched it in her 

two smaller ones, tears threatening to fall. 

άIƻǿΩǎ LŀƴǘƻΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǳōƛŎŀƭΦ 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǳǇǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǘƻ ǊŜƳƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ avoiding the question he had no answer to. 

wƘȅǎ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǎŀƎŜƭȅΣ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ WŀŎƪ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ.  

άIŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ, ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ DǿŜƴ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŦƛŘƎŜǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ wƘȅǎΩ 

hand. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ LŀƴǘƻΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴg her one of his disarming grins. Lǘ ƳŀǘŎƘŜŘ DǿŜƴΩǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ 

when everything was going to shit. άIŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘƻ 

he was reassuring. Gwen gave him a hesitant nod, not completely buying the bullshit. 

άLΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣέ Jack apologised.   

ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ DǿŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΣ άbƻ ǊŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŎƪŜŘΦέ {ƘŜ ƘǳŦŦŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘ that was 

visibly falseΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ wƘȅǎΩ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƎƻΦ 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛƴŜ, loǾŜΣέ wƘȅǎ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘΣ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ. ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎƻǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ 

ƪŜŜǇ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ Lŀƴǘƻ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦέ 

Gwen hesitated a moment before nodding, bending to kiss Rhys firmly on the lips. 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ŎŀƴΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎoftly, kissing him one last time before moving out the cubical 

past Jack. Jack gave Rhys a tentative smile before he too turned to leave. 

άWŀŎƪΣέ wƘȅǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ǇŀǳǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǊǘŀƛƴΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ. άLǎ ƘŜ 

going to makŜ ƛǘΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōƭǳntly, never one for pre-amble or airy-fairy questions. 

Jack hesitated again, and it struck Rhys that he had never seen the infamous Captain Jack Harkness so 

unsure - so vulnerable - as he did now. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ croakily before he turned lethargically, leaving Rhys alone. 

~*~*~*~*~ 
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DǿŜƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ŀǘ WŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ǎŜŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {¦± ŀǎ they headed out along Cardiff Road again. 

He was no more relaxed now than he had been on the previous drive. His face was impassive, not 

revealing anything to her about how he was taking this all in. Just another day at the office, she 

supposed. She opened her mouth to say something to him - to ask him to tell her the truth as to how 

Ianto was, about what Rhys had called him back into the cubical for - but she barely got her mouth open 

before Jack was slamming on the brakes and bringing the SUV to a grinding halt at the foot of the lane 

up to the farm.   

DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōǊŀŎŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǎƘōƻŀǊŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ a police car 

blocking the lane. There was someone in the driverΩs seat and as she undid her seatbelt to go and get 

them to move the car she realised it was her old partner, Andy Davidson.   

"I'll get him to move the car," Gwen said to Jack, sliding from the SUV and moving towards the car when 

she realised Jack was about to lean on the horn. As she drew closer she realised why the car hadn't 

started to move itself or why Andy hadn't come out to greet them. His head was resting back on the 

driver's window, his mouth open and his arms folded across his chest as he slept. Gwen smiled, tapping 

on the window lightly before giggling as Andy jarred awake, looking around comically before his eyes fell 

on Gwen. He rolled down the window as he looked at his watch.   

"Working hard as usual then, Andy," Gwen teased, watching as Andy ran a hand down his face, 

presumably to try and clear the sleep.   

"Well what else am I supposed to do when you lot are off somewhere else, running around in your 

mystery machine, and tell me to not let anyone in apart from paramedics?" Andy questioned defiantly.   

"You didn't go in that room at the end of the hall?" Gwen asked, suddenly agitated.   

"No, although there's a bloody awful smell coming from in there," Andy groused, turning questioning 

eyes on Gwen, knowing he wasn't going to get any answers out of her. "To be honest with you, Gwen, 

that's the least of my worries. hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƳŜƴ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƪƴŜŜŎŀǇ ōƭƻǿƴ ƻŦŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎΣ ǿŜƭƭΣϦ !ƴŘȅ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ Ƙer a direct look, "It almost made me lose me tea."  

Gwen didn't say anything, her head whipping round as Jack let out a loud toot on the horn. He was 

looking at her from behind the wheel, silently telling her to hurry up; he wanted to get this over and 

done with as quickly as possible. She turned back to Andy giving him a shit-eating grin before dismissing 

him.   

"Thanks for doing this, Andy," Gwen said coyly, patting him on the arm through the window. "We'll clear 

up now, you get yourself home." Gwen smiled before she moved back towards the SUV, getting in the 

passengers side. Andy glared after her for a moment before he started the car and pulled over in the 

lane slightly to let the SUV past. Gwen didn't even so much as look his way as she and Jack sped up the 

lane towards the house. Andy sighed before he threw the police car in gear. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƛƴŜ ƳŜǎǎΣέ !ƴŘȅ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ Ƙe turned back onto the road towards 

Cardiff and the prospect of an early night.   
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"Anybody see anything?" Jack asked, speaking for the first time since they had left the hospital as he 

pulled up onto the gravel path outside the front door to the farmhouse.  

"Andy says only he and the paramedics were in the house and they stayed out of the room Roulette's 

in," Gwen supplied as she slipped out the SUV, following Jack into the house.   

"Good," Jack answered, not turning to look at her as he led the way into the basement. Gwen winced 

when Jack flicked his flashlight on to illuminate the dead body there, crumpled in a heap with a 

surprised look still on his face, at least what was left of his face. Gwen swallowed her gag reflex, noticing 

there was a set of handcuffs beside the man and an abandoned pair of keys too.   

Gwen tried to re-construct what she suspected had happened in the basement but all she could see 

were shades of that time in the countryside with the cannibals. She swallowed the rising bile in her 

throat, suppressing the flashbacks that threatened to paralyze her. She had a job to do. She had to get 

back to Rhys.   

Jack's feet were scuffing over a patch of dirt in the corner of the room before he turned and disappeared 

up the stairs of the basement. Gwen listened to his long strides heading down the corridor, unable to 

tare her gaze away from the body for a moment before she followed Jack.   

"Jack?" she called out to him when he was not in plain sight of her. She didn't get a reply but she noticed 

the door into Roulette's study was now open at the end of the corridor. She approached cautiously, as if 

she was scared there were still people other than herself, Jack and the dead bodies, in the house. She 

found Jack stood in the middle of Roulette's study, standing over the body of Roulette, an 

indeterminable look on his face. 

"Jack?" Gwen questioned again, voice hoarse with emotion as she tried to ignore the second body in the 

room. The guy that she had found only marginally intimidating looked no older than Ianto in death.   

"Burn it," Jack whispered harshly, his eyes never straying from Roulette's fallen form, still lying face 

down on the floor.   

"What?" Gwen asked confused as to what it actually was.   

"Burn the whole place," Jack said again, his voice slightly louder and more confident. "We'll say it was 

teenagers," Jack said, finally looking up at Gwen with a glint of malice in his eyes.   

"Burn it? With what?" Gwen asked, scared of asking the question she really wanted answered - why?  

"There's petrol in the back of the SUV," Jack replied quickly, taking one last look at Roulette, before 

moving to leave the room. Gwen watched as he paused on the threshold, his gaze falling on the now 

dried patch of blood by the doorjamb. Gwen must have stepped on it on her way in because it covered 

almost the whole threshold. WŀŎƪΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ƘƛǘŎƘŜŘΣ ǎƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ DǿŜƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴ it 

for something else had the house not been so silent itself, before Jack was gone, striding back down the 

corridor towards the front door.   
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Gwen sighed, she was too tired to argue with Jack now, to contradict him and tell him the stupidity of 

what he was about to do. Ianto would have argued too ς he had always been one for the more subtle 

cover-ups - but Ianto was in hospital fighting for his life and Gwen did not have enough reason in her to 

speak for the both of them.   

When she emerged back out into the courtyard Jack was already hauling two canisters of petrol towards 

the house. She watched mutely as he disappeared back inside, methodically moving from room to room, 

a trail of petrol following behind him. Gwen did not want to be a part of this. She had done cover-up 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻǾŜǊ-up - this was something else. 

{ƘŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ WŀŎƪ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ǎǘǳŘȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜƳǇǘƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǘǊƻƭ ƻǾŜǊ 

wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜΩǎ ōƻŘȅ. He muttered something as he took a lighter out his pocket - one she had seen Ianto 

with on occasion - and Gwen was suddenly fearful that he was going to set fire to himself too by starting 

the fire with Roulette's body. 

άWŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǳǊƎŜƴǘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƘŜǊΦ 

άWŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŀƎŀin, reaching out to him and placing a hand on his arm. He turned to her sharply, 

startling her as he swept out the room again, petrol can and lighter still in hand. 

When Gwen reached the front door Jack was already setting fire to an old rag that he had shoved in the 

petrol can, moving past Gwen to the front door of the house again. Without hesitation, Jack threw it 

through the front door before walking backwards a few steps, watching as flames rose in the hallway, 

spreading quickly to other rooms. 

They both watched enthralled as the fire took hold, the flames licking at the boards covering the 

windows. There was the sound of the upstairs floor collapsing and fire flared in the doorway, causing 

Jack and Gwen to take another couple of steps back. Gwen stared in through the front door, able to see 

all the way to the back of the house where the study was now completely hidden by the flames. She 

stared entranced for a moment, before Jack speaking brought her back. 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŀǊǎƘƭȅΣ ƳƻǾƛƴg back to the SUV and getting in. Gwen followed, pulling her 

seatbelt on before looking over at Jack as he started to drive away. Neither of them looked back as the 

fire lit up the surrounding countryside. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άaƻǊƴƛƴƎ, ǎƭŜŜǇȅΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƻƻŜŘΣ ŀ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴt smile on her face as Ianto blinked himself back to 

consciousness. 

άMorningΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƻƻ ōƛƎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ǿŜǊŜ Ŏƻ-operating. 

άIƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜly, leaning forward in the plastic hospital chair squeezing his 

ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƻƴƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦΦ 
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άL ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀƛƴΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƻǇƛƭȅ as his eyes roamed lazily over what 

he could see of his body, inventorying the wires and tubes and machines that if he had been more lucid, 

would know exactly what they were for. Gwen gave a relieved laugh, a hand involuntarily moving up to 

stroke his hair. His eyes fluttered closed at her careful touch. 

άIƻǿΩǎ wƘȅǎΚέ Lanto asked as he opened his eyes again to look at Gwen, as if he had suddenly 

remembered how he had made it to the hospital. To be honest, everything from the last couple of days 

was a little fuzzy at the moment. The only thing he could remember in vivid cƭŀǊƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ 

ǎŀƴƎ Ψtƛŀƴƻ aŀƴΩ ŀǘ ƪŀǊŀƻƪŜ ƻƴ ¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿΦ 

άaƻŀƴƛƴƎΣέ DǿŜƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛǎŘŀƛƴŦǳƭƭȅ. ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘǳǊǘǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅΦέ 

ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ. Gwen frowned down at him for a moment before she let 

out a laugh. 

άDƻŘΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǊƻǳƴŘ WŀŎƪΣέ DǿŜƴ ǊŜǇǊƛƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦ 

ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ glazed eyes towards the ward door. 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǎǳǊƎŜǊȅ. They said you would be out for a few hours so he went to 

finish clean up dutyΣέ DǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ƎŀȊŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƻǊǘƘŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ς which was nothing out of 

the ordinary, really. άIŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ too distracted to be of any useΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ wƘȅǎ ǘƘŜƴΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ dopily, words slurring together now as he tried to 

swallow a yawn. 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΣέ DǿŜƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴdignantly. ά!ƭǎƻ, you were unconscious and 

therefore less likely to moan ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴƎƻǾŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜƭƭΣέ Gwen teased, as the relief flooded her 

features, making her cheeks glow. Ianto gave her a lopsided smile, chuckling slightly before he realised 

that hurt too much. 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŦƻǊΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ōŜƳǳǎŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ his lolled to the side on his pillow. 

άCƻǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ wƘȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǎŀǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜȅŜǎ ōƻǊƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎΣ 

glistening with unshed tearsΣ ƘŜǊ ƎǊƛǇ ƻƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴŎǊŜŀǎƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ    

ά¢Ƙƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ it was the other way ǊƻǳƴŘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ dozily. DǿŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ 

anything for a moment, looking down at the hospital sheets pooled round IantƻΩǎ ǿŀƛǎǘΦ 

άDƻŘΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƘƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǎƻōǎ ŀǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ 

cheeks. 

άIŜȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƻƻǘƘŜŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŎǳǇ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭƳΣ ǿƛǇƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀǊǎ. άIŜΩǎ ŦƛƴŜΣ ȅƻǳ 

ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƴƻŀƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŜŀŘΣέ Lŀnto joked, and Gwen let out a soft laugh. 
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ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ hǿŜƴΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ 

anyway, watching as her eyes flicked down to the bandages adorning his stomach. 

ά!ƴŘ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜ ǘƻƻΣ ƻǊ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ after a weeks holidayΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ said wistfully. Gwen just shook her head 

ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪ ǘƻ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ She wondered if 

he realised how close he had come to dying. 

άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ. WŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ like it was some great secret. 

άWŀŎƪΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΦ 

άLΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣ Lŀƴǘƻ. LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴƎǊȅΣ ƴƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜΦΦΦέ DǿŜƴ ǘǊŀƛƭŜŘ 

off, looking away from Ianto but placing a second hand on top of their clasped hands. Ianto sighed, 

closing his eyes briefly at the memory of cold metal next to skin. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪΣέ DǿŜƴ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Lŀƴǘƻ. άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

ǇƛȊȊŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ. I think he would have killed Roulette with his bare hands had he got 

ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Lŀƴǘƻ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ. Ianto just smiled at her, muffling 

another yawn. He tried to move a hand to cover it up but his limbs were not willing to cooperate 

anymore. 

άaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƻŀƴŜǊΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅ 

feigning drowsiness. Gwen laughed. 

άaŀȅōŜΣ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ Ƴƻŀƴ ŀōƻǳǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘ 

and leaning over Ianto to kiss him softly on the forehead. 

άDŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜǎǘ, ǎǿŜŜǘƘŜŀǊǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘΣ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǊǘȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŀƎŀƛƴ. Ianto smiled 

weakly at her, his eyelids already drooping, He could see her smudged mascara and hooded eyes up 

cloǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎƳŜƭǘ ƻŦ ǇŜǘǊƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƻƪŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊΤ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ǎƳŜƭǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

time to dwell on these facts though before he slipped into a dreamless, exhausted and drug induced 

sleep. 

Gwen shoved her hands in the pockets of her stained jeans as she walked back down the row of beds 

towards the ward door. She stepped back to allow a trolley through that had an unconscious patient on 

it, his head bound tightly, his face black and blue and his nose obviously broken. DǿŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ 

from one bruised face to another, watching Ianto sleeping before she pulled her phone out her pocket 

to call Jack, moving out into the corridor. 

άIƻǿ ƛǎ ƘŜΚέ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ DǿŜƴ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƘŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƧǳƳǇŜŘΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ 

hand to her chest as she felt her heart thundering in her ribcage. 

ά/ƘǊƛǎǘ WŀŎƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŀǿŀȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣέ WŀŎƪ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛǎŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜƭȅ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜŀǊƳΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ 

of a group of doctors and nurses that were rushing by them with a crash cart. 
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άL ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŎǊƛǘƛŎŀƭΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊ ς her 

words, not mine ς ōǳǘ L ŀƎǊŜŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ WŀŎƪ ŀ ǘŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊned. 

άIŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŦǘ 

hand. 

άWǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƻƻǎŜ ŜƴŘǎ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƛŜ ǳǇΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ 

distractedly past Gwen to a nurse coming out of the ICU ward. 

άDƻ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣέ DǿŜƴ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘΣ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƎǊŀōōƛƴƎ ƻƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŜŜȊƛƴƎΦ άDƻ ƻƴΦέ DǿŜƴ 

ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƻǾŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳΦ ά5ŀƳǎŜƭǎ ƛƴ ŘƛǎǘǊŜǎǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜǊƻŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ 

tƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜΩǎ ǿƻƴΣέ DǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŎƘŜŜƪƛƭȅΦ WŀŎƪ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƎƛƎƎƭŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ 

while Gwen retreated down the corridor, presumably to find her own hero. 

Jack did as he was told, pulling off his coat as he entered the ward and pulling up a chair, the seat still 

ǿŀǊƳΣ ŀǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ōŜŘǎƛŘŜΣ ŘŜǇƻǎƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀƎ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƭŜŀƴ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ŦŜǘŎƘΦ !ƴȅ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ǘƻ 

ǊǳƳƳŀƎŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Lŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎΩ ǳƴŘŜǊǿŜŀǊ ŘǊŀǿŜǊΦ 

~*~*~*~*~ 

άWŀŎƪΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŘƻǘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ LΩǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¢Ωǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŎŜǊǘƛŦƛŎŀǘŜǎ ŦƻǊ 

Roulette and his men. 

άIƳƳΚέ WŀŎƪ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΣ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴ 

thought 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƪǳƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǎƘƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ƙŀƴding it to 

Jack across his desk. ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛŦ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ƛǘΚ LŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƳŀȅōŜ ǳǎŜŘ ŀƴ 

ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ ōŀǊƎŀƛƴŜŘ ŦƻǊ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀƴŘ wƘȅǎΩ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΚέ 

Jack put the folder down Gwen had just handed him, putting his elbows on the desk and steepling his 

hands so his chin rested on them. He considered Gwen for a long moment, before he got a distant sort 

of look in his eyes, staring past Gwen at some forgotten point on the wall behind her. 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣέ Jack said mysteriously. άhǊ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǎŀǾŜ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ŀǎ 

an afterthought, his gaze moving back to Gwen thoughtfully. ά²Ŝ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƛŎƘΣέ ƘŜ finished 

offhandedly, chuckling to himself before he looked back down at the folder on his desk. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŝither destroy or save the world?έ DǿŜƴ 

asked, incredulously. ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƛŎƘΦέ 

άwƛƎƘǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ L ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻŘŀȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ 

enigmatically, causing Gwen to sigh in frustration. 
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ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛŦ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ƘŀŘ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ƛǘΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ƛƴ 

annoyance. 

ά.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ-" Gwen started. 

ά.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ Ǝƛving Gwen a meaningful look before he turned back towards his 

computer, typing a few last strokes on the keyboard before pulling himself to his feet, taking the folder 

with him. Gwen hesitated for a fraction of a second before following Jack out into the main area of the 

Hub, watching as he started moving down the stairs past the water tower. 

άWŀŎƪΚέ DǿŜƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ƛǘΣ DǿŜƴΦέ 

άbƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƪǳƭƭΣέ DǿŜƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ǘƻǿŜǊ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ 

at her. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎƻ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ wƻǳƭŜǘǘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪǳƭƭ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

know what it does? LŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΚ We could have saved 

Iŀƴǘƻ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǘΣ wƘȅǎ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ōŜŀǘŜƴΣ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŜΚέ DǿŜƴ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ WŀŎƪ. She saw him waver 

slightly, but his gaze never left hers. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ ōƭŀŎƪƳŀƛƭΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘƻǊǘƭȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ DǿŜƴ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƙƛǎ 

shoulders stiff as he marched away towards the archives. Gwen let him go this time, uncrossing her 

arms and looking around the Hub for a moment, taking in how empty it was. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

WŀŎƪ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƧŜŀƴǎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ƘŀƴƎŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊŘǊƻōŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ 

returned to the bed where a t-shirt and casual shirt lay on top of the 

sheets. Jack set about folding them carefully to place back in the chest of 

drawers. He hesitated though, picking up the t-shirt and pressing it to his 

face, inhaling deeply. It smelt of sweat and blood and pain, but so 

irrevocably Ianto.    

Jack looked up as the bathroom door opened to reveal Ianto stood there 

in nothing but a towel, wet hair plastered to his forehead. Jack watched 

hesitantly as Ianto limped over to the bed, holding his stomach and 

gingerly sitting on the bed beside Jack before he lay down even more 

carefully.   

ά¸ƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǊŜƎŀǊŘ Lŀƴǘƻ, whose eyes were now closed. 
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ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŦŀǊ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ 

soon. 

άL ŘƛŘ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ 

of drawers. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ, Jack, you have what you claim to be a lazy eye, as well as a severe case of wandering 

ƘŀƴŘǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘically, cracking his good eye open to watch Jack retrieving a pair of pyjama 

bottoms from the drawer. Jack chuckled to himself as he came back over to the bed, standing over 

Ianto. 

άLΩƭƭ ǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŦǊŀƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƳƻƭŜǎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ Ǉȅjama bottoms to show Ianto 

what he was about to do. ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜǇƭȅ ƘŜ ōŜƴǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦŜŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ 

legs of the pyjamas and hoisting them up under the towel. 

άL ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ LΩƳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎΣέ WŀŎƪ ǘŜŀǎŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇȅƧŀƳŀǎ ǳǇ ƻǾŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘƛǇǎ. άLƴ Ƴȅ 

ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ƴƻǘ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴΦέ 

ά²ŜΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƴŀƪŜŘΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ 

eyes as Jack finally pulled the towel from round his waist, smiling to himself. 

ά{ǇƻƛƭǎǇƻǊǘΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊǳƳōƭŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿŜƭ ƻǾŜǊ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ȅŜƭǇ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ 

before Jack was gently rubbing his hair dry, trying to avoid the bruises and cuts that were buried 

somewhere underneath his hair. WŀŎƪ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǌǳō ŀǘ 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŀƛǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ŘǊȅ ƴƻǿΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎƭȅΦ 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƘƻƳŜ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅΣέ Ianto replied almost immediately, 

ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ WŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿŜƭ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ me ƘƻƳŜ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎŎŜǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŜȅŜƭƛŘǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ŀ 

reaction. Lŀƴǘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǇƭȅ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪ ǘƘƻught that he was asleep, either that or feigning it, but he soon 

ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ. He watched the steady rise and fall of 

LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƻ ƪƛǎǎ Lŀƴǘƻ ƭƻǾƛƴƎƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǇǎΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ Ǌesting on the top 

ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΣέ Jack said eventually 

as he pulled back from the kiss. Ianto gave a light groan as Jack pulled himself to his feet taking the 

towel with him and heading towards the bathroom. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

bathroom, as usual leaving the door open, ever the exhibitionist. 

ά9ǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ōƻŘƛŜŘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘƛƳΣ 

finally cracking open an eye, titling his head sideways and watching Jack as he started to undress. 
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άDƻǘ Ƴȅ ƭŀȊȅ ŜȅŜΣ LŀƴǘƻΚέ WŀŎƪ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ Lŀƴǘƻ. Ianto snorted, 

ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀ ƭŀǎǘ ŜȅŜŦǳƭ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀǊǎŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ 

painfully into a sitting position. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

ά.ŀƴŀƴŀ ŘǊƻǇǇŜŘ ŀ ǎƛȄ ǇŀŎƪ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ŀ ƎŜǘ ǿŜƭƭ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƛŘƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǎŜǊǾƛng 

dinner up for herself and Rhys. ά!ƴŘ ƴƻ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ. ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǇŀƛƴƪƛƭƭŜǊǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ƳƛȄŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǊȅΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƘƛŘŜŘΣ ŎŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ wƘȅǎ ŦǊƻǿƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ 

out of the corner of her eye from where he was perched on the kitchen stool. Gwen lifted the plates of 

ŎǳǊǊȅ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘ ōŀǊΣ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ wƘȅǎΩ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ 

on the side of the head, before taking up her own seat. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŦȅƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜǊȅΚέ Rhys asked, as he picked up his fork, smiling cheekily at 

Gwen. 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƭŜǘΩǎ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀȅΣ LΩƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ōǳȅ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǿ ƧŜŀƴǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ wǳǘƘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǿŜŜƪǎΣέ DǿŜƴ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘΣ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ wƘȅǎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ she picked up her 

own fork. Rhys gave a sly smile before he started digging into his food. 

ά{ƻ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘǊŀƎƎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǳǇǎƛŘŜǎ ǘƘŜƴΣέ wƘȅǎ ƳǳǎŜŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƳƻǳǘƘŦǳƭ ƻŦ 

rice. ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ǎƘƛǊǘ ƳƛƴŘΣ ǊǳƛƴŜŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀǎǿŜƭƭΣέ wƘȅs started ranting, and Gwen just smiled 

indulgently, watching him. άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ¢ƻǊŎƘǿƻƻŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǿŀǊŘǊƻōŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƻΣ ǘƘŜ 

rate you go through clothes. I dunno how Ianto copes mind; dunno why he wears his best suits to work, 

Řƻ ȅƻǳΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀsked, turning towards her slightly. 

Gwen shrugged. άIŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻŜǎΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿŜƛǊŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƧŜŀƴǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǘ-shirt. Also, I 

ǘƘƛƴƪ WŀŎƪ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƻŦ ŀǘǘƛǊŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ƳǳǎŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŜŀǊ ŜȄǇŜƴǎƛǾŜ ǎǳƛǘǎ ƛŦ L ōƭƻƻŘȅ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǘΣ ŘƛǊǘȅ ƧƻōΣ ŎƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ōƻŘƛŜǎΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 

ǘŜƴŘŜǊƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ŎŀƴƴƛōŀƭǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ōȅ ȅƻǳǊ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-ŦƛǾŜΦέ 

Gwen stopped with the fork half way to her mouth, turning to look at Rhys fully now. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ- IƻǿΚέ DǿŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ 

ά²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŀǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎŀƛŘ ƛŘƭȅ ŀǎ DǿŜƴ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ 

glass of wine and nearly downed the whole thing, worried what else Ianto and Rhys had time to talk 

about while they were down there. 

ά9ŀǎȅ ƭƻǾŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣέ wƘȅǎ ǊŜǇǊƛƳŀƴŘŜŘΣ 

chuckling slightly. §Gwen gave an unsure smile, putting her glass back down, sucking on her bottom lip 

for a moment. 

άIŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴ ǎǘǊŜŀƪΣ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎŀŘƭȅΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊƛƴƎ 

something that only Ianto and Rhys had shared, locked up alone in the basement. 
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ά¸ŜŀƘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ǎŀŘƭȅ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 

ά{ŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΣέ wƘȅǎ ƳǳǎŜŘΣ ǎƘƻǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊƪŦǳƭ ƻŦ ǊƛŎŜ 

into his mouth. 

άLƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōƛǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƭƛǇΣ ǘŜŀǊǎ ōǊƛƳƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ 

tried to hold back. Now that she thought about it, Ianto had come close to losing his life so many times 

and after Lisa, when he was no doubt falling apart at the seams ς ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ 

Rhys, not again - ƘŜΩŘ ƪŜǇǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ WŀŎƪ ƘŀŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƛƴ ƘƛƳ. Like Jack, you 

ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ LŀƴǘƻΣ ŀƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ DǿŜƴ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ strictly true. 

άDǿŜƴΣ ƭƻǾŜΚέ wƘȅǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǇŀǊƪƭƛƴƎ 

with unshed tears. ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǇƛƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ wƘȅǎΩ ōƭŀŎƪ Ŝye, cheek black and blue too. 

A hand shot up to her face to try and stifle the sobs that were building painfully in her chest. Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

help when Rhys put his arms round her, awkwardly hugging her sidelong at the breakfast bar as she 

cried for no other reason but relief that Rhys and Ianto were okay ς for now at least. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ǉƭŀȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜǎȅ ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎ ƳǳǎƛŎΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ DǿŜƴΩǎ ƘŀƛǊΦ 

Gwen pulled back from him slightly, wiping at her eyes and smudging what remained of her mascara 

and eyeliner down her cheeks. 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ƭŜǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŦŀŎǘǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƭƻǾŜΣ L ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ōŀŘ ƳŀŦƛŀ ƳƻǾƛŜΦ [ŀǎǘ ²ŜŘƴŜǎŘŀȅ ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

Godfather meets the X-Files meets, I dunno, Indiana Jones,έ wƘȅǎ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ DǿŜƴ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

moment before she laughed loudly. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘŀŦǘ ǎƻŘΣέ DǿŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΣ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƛǇŜ ǘŜŀǊǎΣ ƴƻǿ ƻŦ ƳƛǊǘƘΣ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ 

before she twisted away from him. 

ά9ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣέ DǿŜƴ ŎƘƛŘŜŘΣ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ Ƙer fork as she shook her head at him. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

WŀŎƪ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ōŜǎƛŘŜ LŀƴǘƻΣ ŦƭŀǘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŦƻǊƳǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

ƎƛƴƎŜǊƭȅ ƳƻǳƭŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ǊƻǳƴŘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ. He felt the young man sigh appreciatively from where he was 

lying on his side as Jack tentatively placed a protective arm over the top of him. 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭŦ-light of the bedroom. 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ WŀŎƪ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƴƻ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ ƎǊƛǇ Lŀƴǘƻ ǘƛƎƘǘŜǊ. Ianto could feel Jack tensing behind him 

ŀǎ ƘŜ ƎǊŀǎǇŜŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƭŀȊƛƭȅ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

scar on his stomach, pressing both their hands gently against it. 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǎǘƻǇ ǘǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƴŀ ŘƻƭƭΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ 

before moving it. Lŀƴǘƻ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ scar, his fingers even 
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tentatively running over it, mapping every imperfection. IŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ WŀŎƪΩs 

ƘŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘŜ ǳǇ ŀ ōƛǘΣ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ Lŀƴǘƻ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ WŀŎƪΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƭǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦŜŜƭ WŀŎƪΩǎ 

breath on the back of his neck, hot and needy. ¢ƘŜȅ ƭŀȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ WŀŎƪΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ 

ǘƛŎƪƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘhe wall opposite, contemplating. 

άDǿŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪŜƴŜŘ ǊƻƻƳ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΩǎ 

hesitation. 

ά!ōƻǳǘ wƘȅǎΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭƻǿ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ 

ear. 

άbƻΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊ WŀŎƪΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŎƘŜǎǘ. ά{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ 

ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά{ŎŀǊŜŘ ƻŦ ƳŜΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘƘǳƳō ŎǳǊƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ, rubbing 

small circles. 

ά{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƻ ŀƴƎǊȅΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǊŀǘǘƭƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

back of the block of flats. ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦέ 

! ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǎ WŀŎƪ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ŎƛǊŎƭŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ 

hand. Ianto let out a sigh, finally closing his eyes, too tired to keep them open now. 

WŀŎƪΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜ. άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ōƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƛƎƘ ƻŦ 

his own. There was a beat before Jack spoke again. ά!ƭǎƻ, LΩǾŜ got a bone to pick with you, Lŀƴǘƻ WƻƴŜǎΣέ 

Jack started, breaking the serious moment between them. 

άhƘ ȅŜŀƘΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǉǳƛǊƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ WŀŎƪ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ it. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪŀǊŀƻƪŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŀƴƎ anywhere else apart 

ŦǊƻƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜǊΣέ WŀŎƪ ōŜƳƻŀƴŜŘ. Ianto chuckled slightly before burying his head further into the 

pillow. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀƴǘƭȅ. Ianto feigned sudden sleep. άhƛΗέ WŀŎƪ ƧƻǎǘƭŜŘ Ianto slightly. ά²Ƙȅ 

ƴƻǘΚέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ. Ianto let out a couple of fake snores for good measure. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΣέ WŀŎƪ ƎǊƻǳǎŜŘΣ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ Lŀƴǘƻ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ. ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ 

ƴƻǘ ǎƴƻǊƛƴƎ ƭƻǳŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΦέ 

Lŀƴǘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘ that escaped his lips, giving himself away. 

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊƻƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ǎƻ 

he could see Jack. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ. Jack nodded. 
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άbƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣέ WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ sounding insecure, something that was more than a little 

disturbing coming from Jack Harkness. ά²Ƙȅ ƘŀǾŜ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΚέ 

Ianto blinked a couple of times, watching Jack for any sign that he was teasing or winding Ianto up, but 

there was juǎǘ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ LŀƴǘƻΦ 

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘǊǳǘƘŦǳlly, pausing a second to watch WŀŎƪΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ 

interrupting Jack before he had a chance to reply to that comment with something serious. ά.ŜǎƛŘŜǎ, I 

know you - ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘƻƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŎǊƻǇƘƻƴŜ ŀǘ ƪŀǊŀƻƪŜΦέ  

Lŀƴǘƻ ƘǳŦŦŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘ ƭŀǳƎƘΣ ŀǾƻƛŘƛƴƎ WŀŎƪΩǎ ƎŀȊŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ. 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ WŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ǌƻƭƭ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ōƭŀǘŀƴǘ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜct of their 

ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŀǊƳ ŘǊŀǇƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŘŜΦ 

άLŦ L ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƘƻƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŎǊƻǇƘƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ L ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜȄǘ ¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅΚέ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ Lŀƴǘƻ 

slightly. He hesitated, not because ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ. It was 

changing the rules of their relationship, moving the goalposts, making he and Jack closer towards a 

working relationship of some sort and that scared him more than he was willing to let on. 

ά̧ ƻǳ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΚέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ ŀ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

stay awake now. The painkillers he had taken after his shower were making him drowsy, his body 

already exhausted from the effort of doing anything. 

άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΣέ WŀŎƪ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ LŀƴǘƻΩǎ ŜŀǊ. Ianto could hear the smile in his voice before a swift kiss was 

pressed to that spot behind his ear causing his eyes to flutter closed. 

~*~*~*~*~ 

Rhys was stood at the bar of The Neville a couple of weeks later on Quiz Night, his turn to get the round 

in. Dav and Banana were in a corner booth arguing over who had won the 1986 world cup, Dav insisting 

it had been Argentina while Banana was arguing that it was the fourth time Brazil had won. wƘȅǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

getting involved. The barmaid was serving the man next to Rhys when a pint was set down in front of 

him. Rhys looked up, slightly shocked for a moment to see Ianto Jones standing there. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ Ǉƛƴǘ L ƻǿŜ ȅƻǳΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƴǘ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴƻŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ. Rhys smiled 

slightly before sliding the pint back across the bar so it was in front of Ianto. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƻǿŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƳŀƴΣέ wƘȅǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

άL ƻǿŜ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ƻōƧŜŎǘŜŘΣ ǇǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ wƘȅǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƭƛƴŜΣέ wƘȅǎ replied, huffing out an almost disbelieving laugh. 

ά¢ƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǉƛƴǘ ƻŦ .ǊŀƛƴǎΣέ Lŀƴǘƻ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ. Rhys gave him a 

disbelieving look before he too was smiling, shaking his head slightly as he turned back to the bar. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳΣ ƭƻǾŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƳŀƛŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ wƘȅǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ.    
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άtƛƴǘ ƻŦ .ǊŀƛƴǎΣέ wƘȅǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǇŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƴǘΣ ƘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ 

Ianto. Rhys raised his glass slightly in a silent toast, Ianto mirroring him before they drank, relishing in 

another ordinary night down the pub. 


