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Massive thanks to the boys and girls over at the Drilling Club; 
to Bob at Schlumberger, and to Colin and Graeme roughing it 

out there in the Beryl Field in the North Sea. 
You've all been brilliant. Stay safe.

 For Derrick ♥
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LONGDRIFT INC
WELCOMES YOU TO

FALCON BRAVO
ENJOY YOUR STAY

The enamel rectangle had once been a pristine white, the letters 
bright blue. Now the edges were nibbled by rust, the letters, peeling. 

Falcon Bravo's official notice of welcome shuddered against its 
fixings as it suffered a severe beating from the helicopter's downdraft. 

Beneath the greeting some wag had taken a permanent marker and 
added;

May God have mercy on your soul!

Under which someone else had scrawled;

If you're here, he obviously didn't.

Both sentiments were now barely legible, eroded by salt water 
spray.

Project Leader Eddie Capstan, was having trouble standing upright, 
one second taking a blast to his front from the gale whipped up by the 
chopper's blades, the next being struck from behind by a wind blowing 
straight from the arse of the Arctic circle and sharp enough to bite 
through to the bone. Not unusual at this time of the year when it wasn't 
unknown to encounter rain, hail, snow or fog, all at the same time, while 
being knocked sideways by a wind blowing in three different directions 
at once. 

At least the flat slabs of sleet were not coming in horizontally...yet.
Those same disordered winds took it in turns to stir the surrounding 

iron grey mass of the North Sea to a boiling maelstrom, heaving and 
thrusting against Bravo with all the power to rip her from her moorings 
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and toss her to the fates if it so chose. Eddie could already feel the 
structure moving disquietingly beneath his feet. The anchors would 
hold, he told himself, and looked around for something wooden to touch 
in the traditional gesture of wishing for good luck.

He waited by the sign while the rest of his crew disembarked from 
the transport, encumbered by their thick orange survival suits and life 
jackets, stepping carefully down the mounting steps, bowed by the 
downdraft, weighed down by their drop bags. 

In single file they slipped and skidded across the helipad, each 
keeping their eyes on their feet lest they vanish from beneath them, 
avoiding looking at the sea beyond the safety rail, none of them smiling, 
more than one of them swallowing down motion sickness. Including 
himself, there would be nine souls in all, eight men and one woman - 
not so much a skeleton crew as an accident waiting to happen – and 
until two and a half hours ago at the pre-flight check-in, breathalyser 
test and safety briefing, Eddie had never before laid eyes on any of 
them, even though they all worked for the same company. 

Their introductions had been short and snappy to say the least. No 
more than name, rank and serial number. No time for niceties or a get-
to-know-you session before they were ushered onto the chopper and 
on their way, the noise in the cabin rendered conversation on board all 
but impossible. He would have to rely on what he'd read from his brief 
glimpses into their personnel files. 

Now as they approached him with grim faces on show, he mentally 
ran through the sketchy details he could remember. 

John 'Jock' McAllister led the way. Subsurface surveyor and diver, 
mid forties, single, quiet spoken, stockily built and by all accounts a 
fairly dependable worker. Distinguishing feature – under his hood he 
had the reddest hair Eddie had ever seen on a living man, a colour so 
intense it gave him the look of an unstruck match.

The giant lumbering frame of general roughneck Lonny Dick 
followed. He looked older than his twenty eight years, with coarse 
rubbery features, close cropped blond hair, and at six foot five and 
twenty stone, built like a brick shithouse. Almost as broad as he was 
tall, he was there to provide muscle power and little else. Not so much 
the house mouse as the house moose.

Not well blessed in the brains department, and taciturn with it, he 
had accrued the unfortunate epithet, Lummox. Not that anyone would 
be careless enough to say the name out loud within his earshot; not 
unless they fancied being punched in the mouth with a fist the size of a 
lump hammer for their trouble.

Eddie nodded acknowledgement to the next crew member, 
Lawrence Brewer, PhD, MSc (Hons) and noted the paleness of the 
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middle aged man's cheeks and chin, a blatant indicator he had recently 
shaved off a full beard and whiskers to comply with the company's strict 
clean shave regulations. He mouthed something to Eddie, possibly a 
greeting, but with the deafening racket from the helicopter drowning his 
words, Eddie tapped his ear, shook his head and sent him on his way.

Matthew Shaw pootled on behind. With his tall, lat thin frame and 
sharp, angular face topped with a shock of dark spiky hair, he had 
earned his nickname - Dipstick. Also in his late twenties, this one had a 
mind like a razor. He was clever, but unstructured, and Eddie felt sure, 
with the right guidance, he had the potential to do well in the business, 
possibly attaining a senior supervisory role before his mid thirties. He 
already had plans to start working on him.

Eddie waved the rest of them to get a move on.
Craig McDougal picked up his step. A tousle haired man in his 

thirties with a deeply tanned complexion, quick dark eyes and an even 
quicker, darker temper, he too carried a nickname. Spanner; so called 
because no piece of machinery yet existed that he couldn't fix. A good 
worker when sober enough to put his mind to it, Eddie did not anticipate 
too much of a problem with him out here where sobriety was 
mandatory.

Now Duncan Cameron, who answered to either Cam or Camshaft, 
mid thirties, muscular, ruggedly handsome in an unconventional way, 
designated a general purpose roughneck, but he too had a reputation 
as a mechanical genius. He picked his way across the helideck 
alongside swarthy, foul mouthed troublemaker and master electrician, 
Desmond 'Daz' Reynolds.

Eddie remembered his file well enough; not least because it had 
been the bulkiest he'd seen for a long while, and not in a good way, 
stuffed to bursting with disciplinary reports about his timekeeping, 
general conduct and all round hostile attitude towards anyone in 
authority. Short fused and hot tempered, this assignment was his last 
chance to prove his worth or be fired. His file recommended close 
supervision. And they had given him to Eddie?

Thanks very much.
Last, but by no means least, Lydia Ellis, thirty five year old 

paramedic. A tiny woman, she would have made barely five feet in high 
heels and ninety pounds dripping wet, her small frame swamped by a 
suit at least two sizes too large, her drop bag almost as big as her. She 
might have ten years' skill and experience at onshore facilities, but this 
was her first time on a platform and it showed. 

She smiled wanly at Eddie from under her snug fitting beanie hat 
and he could not help but notice she looked especially green around 
the gills.
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No surprise there. It wasn't the smoothest passage out here at 150 
miles an hour, barely skimming the waves whilst simultaneously being 
tossed to and fro by near gale force winds; it was enough to turn even 
the most experienced of stomachs.

He watched her waddle toward the stairs, like she had been stuffed 
into a sleeping bag zipped up to her throat, clinging onto the safety rail 
for grim death as she descended out of view.

A woman! Hell fire, what were they thinking sending her out here 
with this set of reprobates? 

He could already smell rampant pheromones in the air, some of 
them his own, the scent of trouble brewing.

Someone was going to have to keep an eye on her.
Him maybe? He did have a duty of care after all.
Pot. Kettle. Black. 
Lydia's head bobbed out of view, and he waved his all clear and 

farewell to the pilots, before descending the steps from the helipad to 
the main work deck.

Behind him the helicopter's power and noise increased, rotor blades 
revved to maximum speed for lift off, whipping the sleet into aerosol 
mist and assaulting the sign some more. It rose gracefully into the air, 
hovered, pirouetted, and moved off back towards shore. It would not 
return again until the end of their stint, or unless some kind of adverse 
situation arose which demanded speedy evacuation. 

At its departure, Eddie felt his heart sink into his rubber soled boots.
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A squat blue monster with a snarling radiator grille and heat stained 
exhaust pipe curling from its diesel engine like an upturned elephant's 
trunk, the gargantuan mud pump offered his pinch faced crew some 
protection from the driving sleet.

Eddie urged them to leave their shelter and follow him past the 
concrete panelled welding enclosure to a heavy weatherproof bulkhead 
door set into a blank steel plated wall, jerked the handle and pulled it 
open.

MIND YOUR HEAD - MIND THE STEP - KEEP CLOSED

Everyone indoors, he slammed the door and engaged the clamp, 
shutting cold and damp outside.

Not much better inside. As cold, as damp, as dark as a lawyer's 
soul, but least they were out of the wind. 

The batteries providing power for a string of back-up lights were 
running low and they could barely see their own feet. 

Eddie dug in the side pocket of his drop bag for his Maglite, its 
harsh white beam lighting the way ahead while deepening the already 
menacing shadows.

He slung his bag over his shoulder. 'Follow me please.'
In single file, like chicks trailing a mother hen, they fell into line 

behind him, the random clumping of their boots against the metal grille 
plating underfoot settling into synchronous rhythm with his as he sloped 
his way down the tight corridor to the main locker room.

A pair of gull-crap encrusted skylights provided sufficient gloom to 
see by...just.

Black rubber matting lay on the floor like a burnt waffle, cut to fit 
round a pair of wooden benches, their slats worn shiny by countless 
backsides sliding against them, and gouged by the soles of boots 
rested there while laces were done up.

Banks of lockers lined three of the four walls, in various sizes 
according to use, their red, green and blue doors trying forlornly to add 
a splash of colour to the dreary grey. Most doors were closed, some 
stood ajar, others were so bent out of shape they would never do either 
again. 
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A cynical person might think they got that way by the application of 
the business end of a size 9 boot - and they would be right.

Adjacent to the door by which they had just entered, a notice board 
hung askew, a few faded informative notices still attached: 

SAFETY IS NO ACCIDENT. 
SEE SOMETHING: SAY SOMETHING.
WEDNESDAY NIGHT IS MOVIE NIGHT – MAIN LOUNGE – 20:00 HOURS. 

DRESS CASUAL.
FEELING SUICIDAL – THE SAMARITANS ARE ONLY A PHONE CALL AWAY.
The pinups of the bare breasted beauties however had been 

removed. 
Each crew member plonked their allowed single piece of essential 

luggage onto the floor and planted their bright orange survival suited 
bums onto the benches to await the wise words of their not so 
esteemed leader.

Eddie put his bag on a nearby chair and pulled out his notebook.
'Whatcha got there?' he asked Brewer, indicating the four foot long 

green cotton bag tied up with string he was hanging on to.
'Sea fishing rod,' said Brewer proudly. 'I intend to take advantage of 

the good weather, if there is any, and hook a nice fat cod or three to 
take home. Believe it or not, there are still some to be had if you know 
where to look, and out here is ideal.'

'Really?' 
Rather you than me, thought Eddie. His familiarity with anything 

piscatorial ended at a fish supper from his local chipper - a substantial 
slab of cod, coated in batter, deep fried and served in newspaper with 
fat greasy chips, the whole meal slathered in salt and vinegar.

'And if do you hook 'the big one', what are you going to do with it?' 
he said.

'Have you seen the price of cod lately?' said Brewer. 'One good 
specimen to the right monger will pay my petrol bill for over a month.'

'Depends what you drive, doesn't it?'
'For a Range Rover, it's worth the effort.'
A vehicle that size would drink a tankful of petrol at least once a 

week, at more than a hundred pounds a throw. An average cod 
weighed in at 11 kilos, a rare but still possible big 'un could be over 50 
kilos, and would change hands for around £12 per kilo. Eddie did the 
maths.

'Bugger me.'
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'Quite,' Brewer grinned.
Eddie took up a position at the front of the room to wait for the 

hubbub of conversation to subside enough to allow him to speak. It 
didn't.

'If I can have your attention folks, please.'
The clamour continued.
'HOY! Listen up.'
Silence fell.
'Thank you. Right ho, here we all are, lady and gentlemen, welcome 

to Falcon Bravo, your home for the next 99 days.' 
'Yeah. Home sweet home, be it ever so 'umble.'
'Thank you Mr Reynolds. Now, first and most important news of the 

day – if any of you have any regrets about signing up for this jolly, I'm 
afraid it's tough tittie for you. Here you are and here you will stay.'

'We in prison then?'
'Kind of. I have to advise you that, due to what Longdrift are calling 

'operational constraints'...' Pause for effect. 'There is no support vessel 
out there to sweep you away into the sunset and home to yer 
mammies.'

'They can't do that!' burst out Cameron, drowning out the other 
gasps of disbelief. 'They can't leave us out here without backup. It's 
against regs. They have to provide a boat. There has to be a support 
vessel.'

'You know that, I know that, the company knows it, yet look 
outside...'

'But what if something goes tits up and we need them to get us off 
sharpish?'

'We use the lifeboats, call the coastguard and wait for someone to 
come and pick us up. I think we should all hope that never happens. 
Until the chopper comes back we're out here on our own, so unless you 
sprout wings, or fins and a tail, you're stuck here for the duration. 

His feeble attempt at levity fell on deaf ears as a grumble of discord 
rippled through the group; the first, Eddie suspected, of many. 

Only ten minutes on board and he had already poked a large stick 
into an angry hornet's nest and given it a good stir. This was going to 
be a long, long tour.

He pressed on regardless, flicking over the pages in his notebook.
'I know you'll all be keen to crack on and get started,' he said, 

'because the sooner we start the sooner we're finished and on our way 
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home in time for Christmas, but there are some details which the 
company insist I go over again in case you are a bit rusty, so—'

Reynolds: 'Fuck the company, if that's how they're going to treat us!'
Eddie held up his hand to stem another low rumble of dissent.
'So what I'm going to suggest is that when we have stowed our junk 

here, we migrate to the accommodation block and do it there. It will be 
a bit more comfortable. You can find a cabin that suits, change into 
your overalls, and then relax for a bit. Have a chat. Get to know each 
other. Okay?'

At last, a murmur of approval.
'Not for too long though' he said. 'There's a bit of work to do before 

we can eat, but if you put some effort into it, it shouldn't take long and 
hopefully we'll get it all done before it gets dark. Okay?'

Silence.
'Okey doke, now I suggest you get out of your survival suits and get 

them stowed properly over there—' He indicated a row of hangars on 
the wall to his left. 'And hope to God we don't have to see them again 
until we're ready for the flight back. You'll keep your outside gear in 
here, your hard hats, eye and ear protection and work boots. For those 
of you who are colour blind, the green doors are next to the red ones.'

Dead air.
'Any questions?'
'Yes.' Lydia's hand went up. 'Where do I change?'
All eyes fell on her as if she had just asked for a bucket of steam.
'I'm assuming you do know the regulations regarding provision of 

separate facilities for women,' she said.
'I do indeed, Miss Ellis,' said Eddie. 'And there are dedicated female 

facilities available on Bravo.'
'So where are they?' 
He grimaced. 'Ah. Well. Unfortunately they are situated in a 

Portakabin on the other side of the main deck. If you want to use them, 
feel free, but to be honest, I wouldn't advise it.'

'Why not?'
'Because they have never been used for their intended purpose and 

have been utilised as extra storage. The truth, Miss Ellis, is that you 
have the dubious honour of being the first and only female ever to set 
foot on this platform.'

The group of men broke out into spontaneous mocking applause 
and whistling.
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Lydia, however, had more to say. 'So what am I supposed to do?' 
'You can get yer kit off right here,' brayed Reynolds. 'We don't mind, 

do we boys?'
'What, and have you creaming your pants at the sight of my lacy 

whites? I don't think so.'
Reynolds grabbed his crotch suggestively and thrust his hips. 'Oh 

be still my raging boner.'
'You mean Needledick the Bugfucker there?' Lydia waggled her little 

finger in obvious mockery of his manhood. 'Seen more meat on a 
butcher's pencil.'

Reynolds' face flushed scarlet and contorted into a scowl fit to 
curdle milk and he opened his twisted mouth to issue some retort. But 
not before Eddie stepped between them, calling a halt to their insult 
trading before it got out of control.

'HOY! That's enough!' 
He turned his back on the furious Reynolds to address Lydia.
'Miss Ellis, I'm sorry. In a perfect world we would have the facilities 

for you, but unfortunately we don't, and I feel terrible to have to suggest 
this but, on this occasion would you mind...using a lavatory cubicle to 
change?'

The look on her face said it all; yes she bloody well would mind and 
why didn't he suggest she lick the toilet bowl clean for good measure. 
Her hard eyed disgust prompted him to apologise further, despite the 
situation being out of his control, and offer a compromise.

'I'm sorry, but it's the best I can offer at the moment. If you'll give me 
some time, I'll work on rigging up something more suitable. Until then 
you have the choice, here with us or out there on your tod, although for 
security's sake I would prefer we all stayed together.'

She puckered her mouth and jutted her chin. 'Looks like I'll be 
staying here then,' she said.

'Thank you.' 
Her hand went up again. 'One more thing?'
Patience, Eddie.
'Yes Miss Ellis.'
'Are you going to do something about getting some heat on in here 

sometime soon? You tough guys might not notice the cold, but my 
nipples have gone as tight as Scammell wheel nuts in protest.'

'I certainly have noticed, Miss Ellis, and you're right, they are...it is.' 
A faux pas realised far too late. 'I didn't mean...I wasn't referring to your 
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nipples obviously, of course, because that would imply I looked...I 
didn't, because it would be rude...to look...to stare...although I'm not 
saying they are not very nice nipp–'

Over her fixed unwavering glare Lydia's censuring eyebrows 
disappeared under her hat.

'I think it's time you stopped digging now, Mr Capstan,' she said. 
'This hole is deep enough, don't you think?' 

Eddie clamped his lips closed and he swore furiously inside his 
head as he tried to banish from his mind the crude imagery of a pair of 
rock hard nipples standing proud of her breasts like chapel hat pegs. At 
least he tried. Others hadn't.

Reynolds grinned openly. McDougal swallowed down a snigger. 
Brewer harrumphed to clear a whole throatful of frogs. Lonny looked 
on, bemused.

Eddie plastered on a smile of well meaning imbecility, hoping it 
might dampen her ire a little, and apologised for the third time in as 
many minutes.

'I'm very sorry Miss Ellis. As soon as I've changed I'll be on my way 
to get the generators fired up and the lights and heating on. Okay?' 

She returned the smile, without the warmth, turned on her heel and 
marched into the lavatories, slamming the door behind her so hard it 
rattled in its frame.

Eddie's shoulders slumped. 
Great. Just sodding great. Way to go, Eddie.
'Touchy sort in't she?' said Lonny Dick, shattering the ensuing 

silence. 'Are they all like that?'
Eddie looked up at the big man. 'I'm afraid so, Lonny. I'm afraid so.'

Within ten minutes, they were all sitting around in their every day 
clothes - hands thrust deep into pockets of jeans in various stages of 
disrepair, necks pulled down protectively into sweatshirts, hoodies and 
thick cable knit sweaters, like turtles retreating into their shells, 
shoulders hunched, faces sour, breathing out their own personal fog 
banks. Nobody had risked changing into their work-a-day overalls, 
because stripping off even one layer of clothing risked inviting frostbite.

Lydia Ellis still had on her beanie hat and the sourest expression of 
all as she wiped at her startlingly scarlet nose with a crumpled tissue. 
She had hit the nail squarely on the head with her observation. 
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It was Baltic in there - flesh sprouted goosebumps, breath puffed out 
in visible clouds and testicles retreated into abdomens, seeking 
somewhere warm to hide before they turned blue and dropped off. 

'Right, let's get this place properly warmed and lit,' said Eddie, the 
tip of his own nose feeling decidedly icy, his fingers displaying 
interesting shades of purple and orange despite a set of woollen 
fingerless gloves, making it difficult to zip up his sickly yellow-green 
fluorescent jacket. 

'Mr. Shaw, would you put on your protective gear and come with me 
please?' 

Shaw looked up from fiddling with his shoe laces. 'Who me boss?' 
Eddie nodded. 'Aye. I've got a job for you.'
'Mister' Shaw's chest puffed slightly at being selected for special 

recognition, despite not knowing why. 'Yes boss.'
Eddie reached into his bag again and extracted a plastic pack from 

which he took several sheets of paper, on the front face of each, 
sketched floor plans of the platform's work areas and habitat. On the 
rear, several paragraphs of close type.

'The rest of you stay here,' he said. 'We won't be long.' He handed 
the top sheet to Reynolds. 'Here's a little light reading to keep you 
entertained while we're away.' 

Reynolds screwed up his face. 'What's this?'
A sheet to Cameron. 'Read it and see.'
'It's too cold to read. What's it say?'
For God's sake.
And one to McDougal. 'In short, there's a map to help you find your 

way about, and some health and safety bumph, most important of 
which is – there will be absolutely NO smoking anywhere on board, 
except in the Smoke Shack. Is that clear?' 

An order, not a question, one aimed directly at Reynolds, the one he 
considered most likely to flout this particular edict for the sheer hell of 
seeing if he could get away with it.

'Be warned, this rule in particular will be most rigorously enforced,' 
he added.

He passed around the rest of the sheets, saving the last for Lydia 
Ellis.

'Don't wander off while we're away,' he said. 'Ready to go, Mr 
Shaw?'

'Yes sir.'
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'Got your gas monitor? There might be some pockets of build up the 
detectors haven't picked up on.'

From his bag Shaw fished out a square, silver coloured gadget with 
a digital readout and fiddled with it. It peeped like a drunken budgie, 
and he attached it to the breast pocket of his jacket. 

'Ready, sir.'
'Yes sir, no sir, three bags full sir,' mimicked Reynolds in a whiny, 

nasal tone, receiving a hard glare in return.
'Everyone else put yours on, too,' said Eddie. 'Mr. Shaw?'
He extended his arm to the exit indicating their intention to leave the 

rest of them to their own devices. 

Eddie and Shaw trod their way to the generator plant room, 
following the line of power cables snaking along the ceiling. 

'What a dump,' said Shaw, voicing Eddie's own opinion. 'How the 
hell did it get into this state so quickly?'

 'Any place left to the mercy of the elements can fall into rack and 
ruin soon enough. My Grandma's house for instance, left empty for two 
years after she died, and then condemned because of rampant damp 
and rot.' Eddie shivered. 'Three months in this hole, though. Jesus 
Christ. What were we thinking?'
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Shaw's bootfall echoed Eddie's as he trod in his leader's footprints, 
like Good King Wenceslaus's page, and he chunnered on about this 
and that, but Eddie wasn't really listening, trying to concentrate on 
where they were going.

As they took yet another wrong turning in the unfamiliar labyrinth, 
Eddie wondered what Shaw had done to end up here and not be 
drawing his wages out in some tropical swamp, checking his boots for 
poisonous spiders, feeding peanuts to a pet parrot and knobbing the 
local lovelies.

Was he, like Reynolds, McDougal too probably, being punished for 
some indiscretion or other, not quite serious enough to get sacked 
outright, but troublesome enough for the company to want to teach 
them a lesson, or had he, like himself, been bribed into spending the 
whole of the next fourteen weeks out on this forbidding citadel at sea by 
the lure of filthy lucre. 

He settled on the latter because, mercenary buggers all, himself 
included, not one of them had turned up his or her nose at double pay 
plus a handsome cash bonus, all tax free, followed by a month's leave 
on completion, all reasonable expenses paid.

A pretty natty package when all said and done and nigh on 
impossible to resist.

They made another wrong turn and had to double back on 
themselves before, more by good luck than good management, they 
came to the room housing the massive generators – literally the 
powerhouse of the whole place. Going at full pelt they could produce 
enough electricity to light 10,000 homes; however, to preserve their 
restricted fuel – an irony considering where they were, they would be 
running at only a fraction of that and heat and light would be at a 
premium.

With hard hat now in place and foam padded defenders cradling his 
ears, Eddie entered he control booth to check the power grid status 
boards. As expected, all the bulbs were grey and dead, indicating zero 
activity.

Shaw, also attired in fluorescent yellow green, scuffed yellow hard 
hat and red ear defenders over a black balaclava, located the dials 
measuring the levels in the two diesel fuel tanks.
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Number one tank, full; number two...only a quarter full. That couldn't 
be right. He tapped the indicator glass, and the finger swung sharply to 
the right - three quarters full. Better. 

'Can I ask you something, Mr Capstan?' he said, words carried on a 
fine white cloud.

'Sure,' said Eddie. 'What's on your mind?'
'We all know you're in charge, but have you had any time to think 

about...about who's going to be your second?'
Eddie did not look up from his work. 'My second?'
'Yeah. You've gotta have a second, you know, in case you get sick 

or have an accident or something. Got anyone in mind?'
'Actually I have. You ready for a manual start? I think we'll get away 

with just one genny's output for the time being.'
 As Shaw pumped the priming handle to fill the fuel reservoir, Eddie 

grasped the large red handle of the main generator with both hands. 
'She's ready,' said Shaw.
'Three...two...one...' 
Eddie heaved the handle upwards and Shaw depressed the green 

battery powered 'start' button. Nothing.
'Did you flood the reservoir, Dip?'
'Nope. She's just cold. Try again.'
Again they tried. Still nothing.
'Third time's a charm...if the battery hasn't gone flat.'
Shaw mashed the button. The generator turned over, coughed like 

an asthmatic chain smoker, and whirred laboriously, almost giving up 
the ghost, before spluttering reluctantly into life. It grumbled and 
groused as it built up speed, eventually reaching the required rate of 
revolutions per minute, and settled into a monotonous hum. Indicator 
gauges swung wildly before settling at somewhere around the centre 
mark. After a brief pause, the lights in the room came on, starting off a 
dirty yellow, but as energy flowed and normalised, they brightened, 
reaching full intensity within less than a minute. 

'Let there be light,' Eddie declared, locking his handle into place. 
In the plant control booth, a complicated pattern of red dots now 

glowed on the board, each connected to the other by an intricate spider 
web of silver lines which made a rough outline of the entire structure, 
and each one indicating a sector of the platform where no power was 
available.
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Eddie selected several buttons and switches, flicked and clicked 
and pressed, changing the widespread pattern of red LEDs to a more 
compact one in green, directing power to where lighting, air 
conditioning and heating would be needed most. It would get the 
essential desalinators and water filters into production too.

'So...' urged Shaw, a keen and hopeful edge to his query.
'So what?'
'Your second? Can you tell us who it's going to be, so I can get my 

knee pads on in case I have to get down and start brown nosing?'
'I have given it some consideration,' said Eddie.
'And?'
'You'd have to be a contortionist.'
'Eh?'
'To brown nose yourself. I was going to give it to Niall Shanks 'til the 

silly bugger went down with the lurgy, so...' A pregnant pause. 'The 
job's yours if you want it.'

Shaw pushed his hard hat back off his brow. 'Me?'
'That's why you were asking, wasn't it? Testing the water?'
'No!' Cough. 'Well...sort of...okay, yeah. I did sorta hope.'
Eddie laughed. 'So do you think you can work with me, follow my 

instructions, even when you don't agree with them?'
'Yeah, sure, as long as you don't make me look like a div.'
'I'll try not to, although they do say the apple doesn't fall far from the 

tree.'
'Sir?'
'As the others already think I'm a bit of a wanker, it might be 

construed as guilt by association.'
'Ah gotcha.' A nonchalant shrug. 'I'll try and cope with it...sir.'
'Good man. And you can drop the sir. Guv or boss or chief will do.'
Shaw's face broke into a wide grin. 'Yes sir. . shit! Sorry, sir... fuck! 

Sorry, boss...guv...ah, bugger it.'
When a grinning Eddie turned his back to adjust the heating 

thermostat, Shaw mouthed a silent, 'Yeeessssss,' and punched the air 
with glee.

On their way back to the locker room to rejoin the waiting crew, 
Shaw made his first request of his new boss.

'Can I ask a favour, guv?'
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'Sure, Dip. What is it?'
'That.'
Eddie stopped in his step. 'What?'
'The nickname.'
'What's wrong with it?'
'It's...childish, and it really pisses me off. Skinny I might be, I can't 

help that, but I'm no Rodney Trotter. I'm not an idiot. Would you mind?' 
He looked almost apologetic for asking.

Eddie clapped a friendly hand on his bony shoulder. 'No, Matt, I 
don't mind at all. And I know you are certainly not stupid. If I thought for 
one minute you weren't the sharpest chisel in the entire woodshed, I 
would never have asked you to be my exec. Okay?'

Shaw nodded, relieved and thankful. 'Okay. Thanks chief.'

In a dark corner of the second sub level workshop, ears more 
sensitive than a dog's picked up the distinctive rapid whap whap of 
helicopter rotors.

Faint at first but getting closer, louder.
Directly above now; settling to a constant drone; sending waves of 

vibrations through the wall.
Touch down?
Wait. Listen.
A resurgence of power – take off. Rotor noise fading until no longer 

audible, followed by the tell tale rhythm of footsteps.
Silence.
And then a new sound, one the inhabitant of the dark and dingy 

workshop noted with interest. 
Not the helicopter this time; something different - rhythmic, powerful; 

a regular mechanical thrumming.
They wouldn't fire up the generators unless they intended to stay 

would they?
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Eddie opened the locker room door, stepped through, to be 
immediately struck in the face by something sharp and white. Flinching, 
he batted it away. The paper dart fell to the floor. Several others were 
strewn about the room.

Caught in the act playing immature games, the group stood about in 
embarrassed silence. 

Without a word Eddie gathered up the paper playthings, 
straightened them out, and put them back into his bag.

Waste of time and effort. Ungrateful bastards.
'Shall we go?' he said stiffly, and picked up the bag.
The ten minute trek to the accommodation block aroused yet more 

grouses and complaints from the little gaggle of workers as they 
trudged down narrow but now brightly lit corridors, their shoes ringing 
on the metal floor plates. They climbed several flights of steps and 
passed through more fireproof bulkhead doors, closing them securely 
behind them. 

Eddie wasn't complaining. At least Falcon Bravo had an integrated 
habitat block, unlike on his previous assignment when several times a 
day he had to traverse a shifting, open, house of horrors type walkway 
nearly a hundred metres long and fifteen metres above a swelling 
unsympathetic sea to reach the separate block, grasping onto the 
handrail for dear life with his heart always in his mouth as he expected 
every wave breaking over him to be the one which swept him to his 
doom.

ABSOLUTELY NO WORK CLOTHES OR BOOTS BEYOND THIS POINT!

The home-made laminated sign blue tacked to the wooden slab of 
one of the double swing doors indicated in no uncertain terms the strict 
demarcation between work and leisure areas. 

Boots, maybe. Overalls, no. Eddie yanked it off. They could get 
stuffed. Neither he nor the crew were going to freeze their knackers off 
twice a day just to keep the carpets clean.

They passed through the doors and into the accommodation block 
itself.
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At first glance the area appeared clean and bright; magnolia painted 
with carpet tiles on the floor and wall lamps illuminating black and white 
photographs of the platform, taken from various dramatic angles in all 
kinds of weathers. A rather impressive artificial parlour palm sat in a 
terracotta pot, giving the impression they were in the foyer of a three 
star city hotel, but there the illusion ended.

 The air around them sat disagreeably cool with an underlying musty 
odour.

'Smells like a wet rag,' said McDougal with a sniff. 
'Bit dusty,' said Cameron, rubbing his fingertip over the coating of 

white fuzz on the fake plant.
'That's nae dust, mate. It's mould.'
'Bleuch.' Cameron wrinkled his nose and wiped his hands on his 

pants.
'Still bloody cold,' said McAllister, rubbing his hands together.
'It will air out soon enough,' said Eddie.
'Have we been assigned cabins?' asked Shaw.
'Apart from the ones in A section, they have all been stripped bare,' 

said Eddie. 'Not so bad though. I'd prefer we all stick to the one 
corridor.'

'Why?' 
'In case we have to get off in a hurry, especially at night. We can 

keep track of one another better if we are all together. If the bells go 
down and you don't get to the lifeboat in the fifteen minute window 
because you decide to camp out in another section, you're putting us 
all at risk.'

'Fifteen minutes! You're joking right? Standard's twenty.'
'Fifteen minutes, Mister Reynolds. Not one more.'
Reynolds mumbled something to his shoes.
'You have a problem with your timekeeping, Mr Reynolds?'
A defiant tilt of a pointed chin. 'No...sir.'
From Reynolds, 'sir' came with a side order of barely disguised 

contempt, yet, somehow, Eddie still liked the sound of it and the power 
it conveyed.

He led them down a short side corridor, away from the hub.
'Your pit for the duration,' he said, opening the door of the nearest 

cabin and flicking on the light to allow a better view of the single bunk 
with useful storage space underneath, a desk with overhead lamp and 
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simple chair. On the wall, individual controls for heating and air 
conditioning. Nothing else. Spartan didn't even come close. Monks on 
retreat enjoyed more luxury.

'What you see is what you get I'm afraid,' he said. 'You have an en 
suite grey water head...that's jargon for toilet, Miss Ellis...and a fresh 
water shower, dependent on the desalinators, so watch your 
consumption. No more than ten minutes. Cabins on the right have a 
non-opening port light, those on the left, don't. There are sleeping bags 
in the stores, you can draw one later, same goes for towels. 

To save fuel, the heating, light and leccy will be restricted to these 
cabins, the recreation area and to sickbay. The galley and mess will 
have minimal services to keep the fridges ticking over and for cooking. 
Everywhere else will be cold and uncomfortable, so bear that in mind 
when you go through your extensive wardrobe trying to decide what to 
wear for the day. Any questions?'

Silence.
'Onward then.'
They passed through another swing door at the end of the corridor.
A bank of overhead lights went on, showing them a bright airy room 

with wood panelled walls, tartan carpet, and a large picture window 
overlooking a grey swelling sea. The blackout blinds were rolled up, 
allowing them the promise of a view which might be quite impressive if 
the cloud ever lifted. 

Piled against one wall, under sheets of protective clear plastic were 
a sofa, armchairs and two occasional tables, and encased in its own 
cocoon of bubble wrap, a large screen television. There were also 
boxes of books and magazines, videos and DVDs. 

The same dank smell prevailed, but the protective plastic meant 
these items had been spared the coating of mould.

The crew dumped their bags; Brewer leaned his precious fishing rod 
carefully against a wall, and Eddie picked up his prepared guided tour 
where he had left off.

'This gentlemen...and lady...is the lounge, where, when you've 
sorted it out, you will probably spend most of your downtime; relax, 
chat, read or watch TV. Whatever. Under the wrappers there are books 
and films to keep you entertained, and there should be a full 
complement of channels on the satellite system...if it works.'

'What about email and internet?' asked Shaw. 
'I intend to set up a couple of laptops in what was the 

concessionary...'
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Eddie pointed over his shoulder to a sliding hatch in the wall, the 
serving area of the former mini convenience store.

'Again, connections will be by satellite and might be patchy, so be 
patient and don't hog the machines, and remember, your browsing 
history is being monitored, so stay off the porn sites.'

Somebody blew a raspberry. Eddie continued.
'No signal out here, so no mobiles. If you want to use the phone to 

keep in contact with your loved ones, or your bookie, there's a satellite 
phone in the control room. I'll rig up some kind of temporary booth, for 
privacy.' 

'Gym still here?'
'No, gone I'm afraid, so you might want to find another way of 

relieving your...tension.'
Reynolds took his turn to speak up. 'As this is a special assignment, 

guv, will we at least be allowed a bevvie at the end of the day?'
Eddie shook his head. 'Same rules apply as for normal duties. No 

booze.'
'Fecking hell!'
'Hey, I'm not making the rules here. The law is the law. It applies to 

us all equally, especially me.'
'Why you es-pecially?' 
'Because I'm the Team Leader and as such have to lead by 

example.'
God, could that sound any more pretentious if I tried?
'But we're here for three fecking months guv, not the normal three 

weeks. It's not fair.'
'I know it's not and I'm sorry Daz, but like I said, I don't make the 

rules, I just enforce them. Look on the bright side, your liver will 
probably thank you for the rest and you'll enjoy your first pint all the 
more when you get back onshore. If you are lucky, some generous soul 
might have put a couple of crates of non alcoholic beer in the stores.'

'Cat's piss.'
'Take it or leave it.'
More mumbles of disapproval and Eddie felt his already minimal 

popularity rating slipping inexorably earthwards. 
Again, not his fault. Ironically the powers that be gave the green 

light for lighting up a cigarette and potentially sending the whole 
structure sky high by providing a 'safe' area in which to do it, yet strictly 
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prohibited the enjoyment of a cold beer at the end of a hard day's graft. 
Onshore, perversely, the opposite was true.

'Any more questions, gripes, grumbles, pissoffs, or suggestions, 
now's the time...' 

He spread his arms inviting input, receiving only averted eyes, 
bowed heads and heavy sighs in response. No one had anything else 
useful to contribute.

'Okay, shall we move on?'
Another fire resistant swing door, this one bearing a handmade 

notice onto which someone had sketched a rudimentary knob and 
balls.

BIG BOY'S PLAYROOM – NO GIRLIES ALLOWED!
Everyone eased themselves through the doorway to look.
No furniture to speak of, it did at least have a window affording 

some daylight. One wall had a dart board, complete with darts and 
scoreboard, all surrounded by a rash of pock marks. Below it leaned a 
folded up ping-pong table. The other walls were bare. 

A selection of board games - chess, draughts, backgammon, 
Monopoly and Scrabble, topped off with several dog eared sets of 
playing cards, had been piled on top of an unlit pinball machine, along 
with a cardboard box containing the table tennis paddles and ball. 

The centre of the room, however, carried the prize. A full-sized 
snooker table.

'Now this has got to be someone's idea of a joke,' said Brewer, 
rooting one of the red balls from a pocket. He stood it on the centre 
spot. Instead of sitting still, the ball rolled slowly toward the side 
cushion, rested, then sidled along it to fall into the corner pocket with a 
clack. 

'Ach, even on a ten degree slope I can wallop any one of youse,' 
said McAllister, raising a laugh and a chorus of 'In yer dreams, Mac!' 
and 'Put yer money where yer gob is.'

They seemed satisfied. Onward.
Eddie pushed his way through the crowd. 'Next stop the galley; if 

you'll follow me.'
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Proustian phenomenon proposes that distinctive smells have more 
power than any other sense to aid recall of distant memories, and even 
aromas unconsciously picked up can awaken the most deeply buried 
memories, stimulating associated visions, sounds and emotions. 

Driven by the generators, the re-activated ventilation system sucked 
in air, filtered it free of dangerous gas and hydrocarbon residues, 
sanitised and deodorised and warmed it, before recycling it throughout 
the entire habitat via a series of pipes and conduits and outlets. 

But it still carried within it some elements the most sophisticated 
mechanical or chemical filtration could not eliminate, a bare trace of 
which, when taken in, analysed, evaluated, categorised and labelled by 
a living brain, would be enough to trigger a phenomenon more primitive 
than even Proust could imagine.

In its sleep, the workshop dweller breathed gently, sampling the air 
through two small holes in a nub of flesh in what could loosely be 
described as a face. At the top of these dry and crusted nasal 
passages, a patch of cilia captured the free flowing molecules, 
triggering the olfactory neurons and registering familiarity. 

The nub twitched, and a deep rumble sounded in its throat.
Stirred by the aromas, it moved its tongue around its foul mouth and 

used it in a series of slow wet slaps to coat to lips as dry as leather in a 
thin film of saliva. 

With great effort it lifted its head and yawned, exposing a gaping 
maw with grinding molars, lips drawn back over ivory, flat planed 
incisors and canines, sharp like a dog's.

On the side of its head the pinnae of its ears swivelled to pinpoint 
and pick up sounds not heard for a long while - the drum of machinery, 
the clattering of footfall and the chatter of human speech.

The reluctant tenant unfurled its long limbs, testing muscles wasted 
from lack of use during enforced hibernation, stretched, arching its 
spine until it cracked, and rolled its neck to alleviate an almost 
debilitating stiffness.

A quick shake to wake itself up fully, and it was ready to explore. 
There were needs to be satisfied, a curiosity piqued, a bladder to be 
emptied and a stomach cramped with starvation to be filled.
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Another passageway and yet another set of swing doors. Eddie 
pushed them open dramatically.

'Voila!'
He flicked a switch on the wall and row upon row of fluorescent 

lights blinked into life revealing the dining room, the mess, cavernous 
and uncommonly bare. Normally it would seat up to 90 hungry souls 
over four shifts a day, but at their withdrawal all but three of the tables 
had been removed and those had been pushed together in a close 
huddle, leaving the rest of the room as hollow as a ballroom after the 
prom. 

Around the tables were twelve chairs, enough to seat the original 
number who were to make up the team before three dropped out. One 
silly sod had broken his leg falling off his motorcycle, another's mother 
had died, couldn't be helped but her timing could have been better, and 
Eddie's preferred choice as second in command, Niall Shanks, was in 
quarantine, having been unfortunate enough to break out in a rather 
unpleasant, painful case of shingles. 

The three empty chairs would stand as a reminder of how 
dangerously understaffed this mission had become.

Along one wall of the mess room ran the serving area, sections of 
glass, gleaming stainless steel and halogen heat lamps from which hot, 
satisfying meals would normally be dispensed day and night, and 
behind this stood the kitchen, the galley. Eddie led them through to the 
immaculately clean area. Their very presence in everyday clothes and 
boots made the room feel dirty.

'I trust you all saw the collection of red and blue shipping boxes in 
the container compound on your way in?' said Eddie.

Nods all round.
'Good, because your main job for today, in fact your only job, will be 

to get the comestibles and other supplies from there to—'
'What's comestiwhatsits?' interrupted Reynolds.
'It's a fancy word for food and drink?' chipped in McAllister.
'The power is on, the lift is working,' continued Eddie. 'If you get 

yourselves organised and form kind of chain it shouldn't take too long. 
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Once you get them up here and into the larders, fridges and freezers, I 
want you to up a kitchen rota giving everyone a fair turn, and stick to it. 
That way we don't all end up cooking separate meals at separate times 
of the day and wasting fuel and food. Remember, we don't have an 
endless supply and we won't get any more unless our stay is extended. 
When it's gone it's gone, so make the most of what we have and don't 
get greedy.'

All eyes turned to Lydia.
'I'm not doing it,' she said, folding her arms defiantly. 'Just because 

I'm a woman doesn't mean I have to do all the cooking. I'll have enough 
work of my own to do taking care of your boo boos and I'll take my turn, 
but only my turn. And before any one of you lazy sexists bastards 
makes the suggestion, I'm not doing your laundry or cleaning your 
rooms either.'

'Everyone will take a turn, even me,' said Eddie, raising his hand to 
halt her before another tirade ensued. 'I'm sure every one of us is 
capable of keeping our rooms tidy, washing our own socks and cooking 
something basic, even if it's just boiling a couple of eggs or beans on 
toast.'

'And I suppose while we're breaking oor backs playing pack mules, 
ye'll be testing out that nice comfy boss's chair in the control room, 
watching over us all on the telly?' 

Was something McDougal probably didn't intend to say out loud.
Under Eddie's furious glare, his brow creased and he sniffed. He 

had crossed the line and he knew it. He dropped his eyes, and at that 
particular moment found his boots to be perhaps the most interesting 
thing in the room.

'So we have a plan for the rest of the day,' said Eddie once more 
comfortably in command. 'First, find a cabin that suits, except A10, 
that's mine—'

'Who says?'
'I do, because it's the one best suited to keeping an eye on you lot. 

Unpack your gear and get changed; have a nosey about and get your 
bearings; sort out the stuff in the lounge, and we will regroup at 1500 
hours to go down to the container compound to make a start on shifting 
stuff. When we've got what we need, we'll have a bite to eat and a cup 
of tea and see what's on the cards for tomorrow. Okay?'

Muttering among themselves, the small group dispersed to select 
their cabins, unpack their belongings and explore their surroundings.

28



   

Eddie let himself into the cabin he had already selected for himself, 
number 10 at the end of corridor A where he could keep an eye on the 
others' comings and goings, and safely behind his closed door, tossed 
his bag onto the floor and threw himself onto his naked mattress to lie 
on his back, staring up at the ceiling.

'What the fuck have I let myself in for?'
He closed his eyes and breathed deeply, forcing himself to relax.
Initially he had been looking forward to the posting to Bravo, in fact 

even if the money hadn't been so mouth-wateringly tempting, he would 
probably have volunteered for it. 

A change is as good as a rest, don't they say? Ha!
A twenty year veteran of more offshore assignments than he could 

shake a stick at, in all corners of the globe, he usually relished the 
prospect of platform work, often out of sight of land, isolated from the 
vagaries of the real world, safe in its own little microcosm. The constant 
thrum of industry played as a background to his day; at night, like a 
mother's heartbeat it lulled him to sleep.

Between shifts, when others took time to socialise with their crew 
mates or to sleep the hours away, he preferred to lose himself in 
reading and in his writing. 

He had a new novel brewing at the back of his mind and at first he 
hoped this tour would see him break its back, but now he wasn't so 
sure. He wasn't used to the silence the inactivity offered and he worried 
that the heavy feeling of desolation might work as a negative force 
against his creativity - if the place didn't fall down around his ears in the 
meantime. 

The room seemed to be growing duller. The port light showed him 
why - nothing but shifting shades of grey as a wall of sea mist, a haar, 
rolled in. 

The product of a warm pocket of air hitting the cold of the North 
Sea, a haar could completely envelop anything in its path within 
minutes, reducing visibility to practically zero as it shoogled in to press 
against his rectangular window, blotting out the world beyond. It could 
hang around for minutes or hours, and then as quickly as it appeared, 
would lift and be gone.

On a clear day, the North Sea's surface could be a millpond, still 
and calm and as innocent as a boating lake as it stretched like a sheet 
of polished steel as far as the eye could see, merging with blue sky at 
the horizon, the sameness occasionally interrupted by a sailboat, cargo 
ship or passenger ferry. 

Small waves, light winds, visibility excellent; perfect conditions. If he 
should ever manage to swallow down his fear of heights and shin up to 
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the crow's nest atop the derrick, he might be able to see the mainland 
of Scotland in one direction, Norway in the other.

Unfortunately, days like those were an exception rather than a rule. 
They might dawn bright and clear with the promise of sunshine, and the 
water may lie flat and peaceful, filling seafarers with hope for a good 
crossing, but as any experienced sailor knew, looks can be deceiving.

Without warning the wind could pick up, driving a fearsome tidal 
swell, or the air could suddenly fill with a dense swirling fog, as it had 
today, restricting visibility from miles to mere feet in a matter of 
minutes. 

At times like these all bets are off, because now the placid 
playground has turned savage, merciless killer.

Eddie closed the blind against the encroaching shroud and its silent 
shifting menace, somehow alive. At the back of his mind, as usual, lay 
the horrifying imagining that when he opened the blinds again, 
whatever lay beyond the suffocating mantle might not be there - erased 
from existence like a child's drawing from an Etch a Sketch.

He was about to reach for the light switch when an ear-splitting roar 
sounded, like the bellow of a wounded stegosaur - the omnidirectional 
fog horn perched on top of the structure.

Its solar powered battery trickled just enough juice to receive the 
radio signal sent by a computer onshore keeping an eye on the 
weather, instructing it by remote control to blare out its warning once 
every two minutes for as long as the batteries lasted. 

Only today it was drawing full power from the generators and 
reverberating a steady 120 decibels, not only for half a mile through the 
fog, but also through Bravo's walls and floors, and the pit of Eddie's 
stomach.

He unpacked his gear, storing it in the drawers under the bed, 
displayed his toiletries in the bathroom and availed himself of the toilet 
to pee. A quick brush of his teeth to freshen up, before shrugging into 
overalls, and putting on a fresh pair of white flannel socks. 

An affectation since childhood, he always felt better, more confident, 
in clean socks, and at times of trouble or uncertainty would change 
them several times a day, much to his mother's chagrin. 

What would Professor Psychologist Brewer make of that particular 
foible?

He slipped his Longdrift ID lanyard over his head, tucking the 
laminated card into his breast pocket behind a neat row of coloured 
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pens. A last glance in the mirror, and he caught sight of the words 
etched along the bottom edge of the glass;

THIS IS THE ONLY PERSON RESPONSIBLE FOR YOUR SAFETY TODAY.
'And I wish you the best of luck with it, Capstan. You're going to 

need it.'
He checked his watch - 14:59.
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They were all in the lounge, dressed now in their regulation general 
purpose overalls, Longdrift's name and logo emblazoned across their 
shoulders, a miniature version over their left breast pocket, none too 
subtle reminders of who paid their wages. 

The men wore navy blue with white T shirts underneath; Lydia, dark 
green. Eddie's red signified his authority as team leader. All wore 
identical rubber soled leather trainers and blue lanyards with photo 
identity badges dangled around their necks, as if they were going to 
forget who they were.

Only Reynolds wore his issued baseball cap, its peak pulled low 
over his face, and didn't he look ridiculous in it, like a gawky beaky bird.

They lolled in the sofas and chairs, waiting for Cameron to find 
something for them to watch on the TV. He stabbed at the keys on the 
remote control. 

'Maybe the channels are different. They'll be foreign out here, won't 
they?'

'Who cares? There's gotta be some fitba somewhere in the world.'
Suddenly the screen turned green as it tuned in to a football match, 

and a cheer went up among the men to add to the roar of fans coming 
through the speakers.

The match was indeed foreign - Ethiopia versus the Democratic 
Republic of Congo, a grainy picture and dodgy sound, but football was 
football and they didn't care who was playing.

'How long is left?' asked Eddie, feigning interest. He preferred the 
high octane action and adventure of motor sport.

'Twenty minutes, if they don't play extra time,' said McAllister.
'Okay, you can watch, but the second it's over we get to work. 

Those supplies aren't going to move themselves and I take it you all 
want to eat sometime soon. Okay?'

He received nothing but a mumbled reply, every man's eyes fixed 
on the television screen...except one.

Brewer was already busy with his fancy Moleskine notebook and 
Eddie watched for a moment as his pen scratched feverishly at the 
lined paper.

He couldn't know about the socks already, surely.
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When he first learned the group were to be observed by a company 
sponsored nosey parker with a brief to monitor the crew's psychological 
welfare with a view to presenting a paper on 'Stress in Isolation', with 
particular reference to platform workers, Eddie imagined the 'prof' 
would be a stiff old buffer with fluffy mint imperials in his pocket and 
owlish spectacles held together with sticking plaster. 

Not a bit of it. 
Eddie was astonished to learn that this well spoken, well groomed 

busybody was not only one of Longdrift's finest number crunchers, with 
an uncanny ability to twist all manner of frankly indecipherable data into 
a logical form that even an idiot like him could understand, but also had 
almost double the practical shop floor experience he did.

A true Jack of All Trades, able to turn his hand to anything, albeit 
one who had managed to get himself blown up in Siberia, shot at in 
Libya, kidnapped for ransom in Nigeria, and survive a platform sinking 
in the Gulf of Mexico. 

A useful asset...or a sodding jinx?
So why end up here? Surely Longdrift could make better use of his 

time and talents.
Ours is not to reason why, ours is but to do and die...and get paid 

for it.
Eddie couldn't stop him making his furtive observations and taking 

notes, but he could make sure it didn't get in the way of the work in 
hand. They were short handed and the Prof had valuable experience to 
be exploited. He was going to pull his weight and get his manicured 
nails dirty like the rest of them, and his clandestine nebbing in and note 
taking would play a poor second fiddle to grafting.

Someone else had no interest in the football either. He went over to 
where Lydia was squatting, rummaging through the boxes of books and 
DVDs.

'I'm sorry you were inconvenienced,' he said, aiming for casual, 
friendly conversation as well as...what? Her approval?

She looked up from her search. 'It's okay. I expected nothing less. 
Don't worry about it.'

'I'll put it in my report...about the facilities. I'll make sure it doesn't 
happen again.'

'It's rather bolting the stable door after the event don't you think?'
'Probably. Again, my apologies.'
'And again, don't worry about it.'
She returned to her search.

33



'See anything you like?' he asked.
'Nah,' she said, turning the books over. 'I can see why this lot was 

left behind. It's all rubbish. I've read most everything on here at least 
twice...oh, except this...' She pulled out a book with a well cracked 
spine.

'Flesh House. Stuart MacBride.' She turned the book over and 
skimmed the blurb. 'Blood, butchery...human meat...sounds a bit yukky, 
but I'll give it a go.'

'You read a lot?'
'Love to, whenever I can as much as I can. You?'
'Oh aye, I like to read...but I prefer to write.'
She looked at him keenly, her interest clearly piqued. 'You write? 

Really? Fiction?'
He gave a shrug of mildly self conscious confirmation.
'What sort? Anything I would know?' 
'Thrillers mostly, crime dramas...a bit like MacBride, but I don't have 

his grasp on the gritty realism, or his gallows humour. Mine are more - 
theatrical.'

'What name do you write under? Not your own?'
'Oh God no. If the blokes ever found out...Ever heard of Sean 

Simpson?'
She frowned. 'I don't think so, but I shall certainly look out for it from 

now on.' She lowered her voice and leaned close. 'And I won't tell 
anyone it's you.' She put her finger to her lips, sealing in the secret. 
'Are you writing something now?'

'I'm hoping to use my time here to get some flesh onto the bare 
bones of a new story, yes.'

'How exciting. Can I have a sneak read?'
He shook his head. 'Nope.'
'Aw, go on.'
'No. Nobody but me and my editor sees anything before the last I is 

dotted and the final T crossed. I tell you what, when it's published, you 
can have the first signed copy.'

'I look forward to it.'
'Then when I'm as rich and famous as Mr MacBride, you can sell it 

on eBay and make a fortune. '
She laughed lightly, a merry sound he found he liked.
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They spent the rest of the time until the football match finished 
talking about his writing career. She gave the appearance of hanging 
on his every word, interested in what he had to say. He savoured the 
attention, and the opportunity to detail his trials and tribulations with the 
literary craft, and to blow his own trumpet with someone outside his 
normal sphere of acquaintances.

She set her chosen book aside as she browsed for another and he 
groaned inwardly. How could he put this without coming across as a 
total arse?

'I...erm...I hate to be jobsworth, but—' 
She broke off her search and looked up at him quizzically.
He pointed to her hand. 'Rings,' he said, smiling awkwardly.
'What?'
She looked down at her right hand. 'Oh my goodness!' She 

snatched the gold bands from her slender fingers and tucked them into 
her breast pocket, buttoning the flap for safekeeping.

'No exposed jewellery of any kind allowed, I should know,' she said 
apologetically. 'Epic fail for me there wouldn't you say, considering I'm 
supposed to be Health and Safety rep. I've worn them for so long I 
don't even notice them any more.' 

She showed him both hands, the digits now naked, including the 
ever telling third finger on her left hand. 

'I remembered to swap my usual watch for a plastic one, though. 
Will it do?' she said, holding up her wrist and its acid pink Hello Kitty 
timepiece, more suited to a girl of ten than a grown woman.

'Perfect.' 
As she turned back to her rummaging, she bowed her head, and the 

overhead light picked up a telltale glint at the back of her neck.
Bugger.
He squatted beside her and leaned close, almost touching her ear 

with his lips, and lowered his voice to a bare whisper. 'I'll pretend I 
didn't see the chain.'

Her hand flew guiltily to the neckband of her T shirt, pulling it up, 
hiding the jewellery. 

'Thank you. I'd feel a bit lost without it.'
'Something special?'
The corners of her mouth twitched into the saddest smile he had 

ever seen, and she looked as if she might cry. 'It's my St Christopher, 
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for good luck. A gift from my dad for my 18th birthday. The last thing he 
ever gave me. He...um...he died two days after.'

'I'm sorry,' he said. 'You should most definitely keep it on. Just keep 
it out of sight, eh?'

'Thank you. I appreciate it.'
He sighed. Christ, he wasn't cut out for this supervisory malarkey.
'I need to check the others though,' he said, standing. 'Talk about 

putting my head in the lion's mouth again. Something else for them to 
hate me for.' 

She touched him lightly on the arm. 'Don't be silly, you are just doing 
your job.'

He turned to the party spread out on the sofas and chairs. 
'Safety check before we start work, guys. Watches and jewellery?'
Without diverting their eyes from either the television or their note 

writing, ringless fingers were waggled, overall cuffs unbuttoned to 
expose non-metal watches which would be removed before 
commencing work, and necks displayed to show the lack of metallic 
adornments, although plenty of tattoos were on show - swallows, 
hearts, a tribal swirl among them, Shaw's broken line around his throat 
with 'CUT HERE' being the most tasteless. No-one sported visible 
piercings or earrings, although McDougal had a small hole in his left 
ear where a flashy diamond stud normally resided.

'Thank you for your co-operation,' said Eddie, and exchanged 
glances with Lydia, who gave him a small smile and nod of support.

'That wasn't so bad, was it?' she said, and nudged him playfully.

The football match over, Eddie led his little party to the service 
elevator which would carry them down to the container compound.

It was only late afternoon, but the deck lights were already on, their 
harsh orange and white beams diffused into a ghostly glow by the 
wraithlike swirling mist. 

The group gathered around Eddie as he unlocked the large padlock 
and dragged open the gate to the compound and the variety of shipping 
containers within, battered and rusted and also securely padlocked. 

They had been uplifted from a supply ship a few days previously 
and deposited in the secure area by the skeletal crane which loomed 
over them, its chains swathed in vaporous grey and set into a gentle 
swinging motion by the barely discernible movement of the platform 
underfoot, links rattling like Marley's ghost.
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The fog horn blared again. Louder outside, it smothered 
conversation and made everyone wince. Lydia covered her ears with 
her hands.

The lock to the largest container proved a little temperamental and it 
took Eddie a few goes to free it.

He wrestled the door open and entered the gaping black maw, only 
the beam of his torch visible as it flashed around the interior.

Why everything had been locked up so securely he had no idea; it 
wasn't as if there was anyone here to steal anything.

The beam stopped moving.
Silence.
A roar, followed by the stench of diesel fumes, and the portable 

generator rattled into life. A series of deep clunks and a group of arc 
lights set on man sized yellow tripods flared, lighting up the interior of 
the container and the Aladdin's cave of goodies the company had 
supplied for them; insulated crates and boxes of all shapes and sizes, 
stacked to the roof. 

A slight adjustment of the lights' positions cleared a passageway for 
ready ingress and egress.

The men gathered at the doorway to get a better look. Reynolds 
spotted his guitar case and made a move for it. 'Hey, my favourite girl. 
Come to Daddy!'

Eddie's hand on his arm stopped him. 'Not so fast, Bucko. Supplies 
come first. When you're done with them, then can collect your personal 
stuff, so let's get this show on the road shall we?'

The crew divided itself into three sets of two and a spare, Lonny 
Dick acting as a floating hand, to shift the boxes, crates, packets and 
bottles of foodstuffs onto hand trolleys, transport them to the lift and 
ride with them up to the kitchen and pantries for storage. 

'Don't forget the sleeping bags, pillows and towels,' said Eddie. 
'There's enough to go around. Non-essential tools and equipment can 
stay where they are. We'll grab them as and when they're needed.'

'Don't anyone forget the bog rolls,' McDougal called. 'And put some 
in the fridge for curry night, 'cos I like it HOT!'

Lydia selected the boxes of medical supplies she felt would be of 
most immediate use, and taking one each, she and Eddie made their 
way to the bright white space she would consider her particular 
bailiwick for the length of their stay.

He left her to unpack and store her goods while he returned to 
check on the progress the men were making in his absence.
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Nearly three quarters of an hour passed before he returned to the 
sickbay, trundling a hand trolley loaded with various cardboard cartons 
topped off with a bright pink vanity case, to see Lydia busily sorting 
bandages and packets of plaster of Paris. Preparation for some kind of 
apocalypse perhaps?

'How's it going?' he said, quietly so as not to startle her.
The brief smile she flashed at him gave the impression of being 

pleased to see him. 
'So far so good.'
'Sorry it took so long,' he said, 'but I had to check in with HQ and let 

them know we've all arrived safe and sound and things are okay.'
'You didn't have to bring my personal stuff,' she said, taking the 

vanity case off the boxes. 'I would have got it myself.'
'It's nae problem. I delivered your suitcase to the lounge too,' he 

said.
'That's really kind of you. Thank you.'
He gave her his most endearing smile. 'My pleasure ma'am.'
'How are they doing?' she said, shifting the top box onto the 

examination table. 'Did you have to crack the whip?'
'No. They are nearly done, surprisingly. It's been hard work. Sacks 

of rice and spuds are heavy.'
'What sort of fresh goods are there? Any fruit and veg?'
'Practically none. It's all either dried or tinned, long life cartons and 

microwave ready meals. There's some chilled and frozen stuff – meat, 
fish, even ice cream. The battery powered freezer and refrigeration 
units in the containers were well insulated; everything is fine.'

'But not especially healthy.'
'Those guys will have asbestos gullets and stomachs like waste 

disposal units already, so it won't do any harm for the short time we're 
here.' 

'Perhaps.'
She dug about in the box, a frown of concentration on her face, a 

slow smile replacing it as she found what she wanted buried in the 
depths. She pulled them out - two obscenely large bars of chocolate. 
She caressed and kissed their royal purple wrappers, murmuring words 
of welcome.

'What's with the pug face?' she said, returned from stashing the 
candy in the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet.
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He coughed and tilted his head towards her secret hiding place. 
'You were saying...about healthy food.'

She placed her hands firmly on her hips, fingertips almost touching, 
emphasising her narrowness. 

'If you think for one minute I'm going through three cycles of pre-
menstrual tension being deprived of wine and chocolate, you must 
have a death wish, buddy. It's medicinal, and believe me, it's for your 
benefit.'

His hands went up in surrender. 'Okay. I believe you.'
Silence.
'I'm sorry about what happened...before,' he said. 'The guys can get 

a bit ribald. I should have stopped them.' 
'Don't worry about it. It's the nature of the beast. I've put up with 

worse. Ever been in Aberdeen Royal A & E on a Saturday night?'
'Aye I have as a matter of fact, more than once, and I wouldn't 

recommend it. It's no place for a lady.'
Shut up dickhead. She's going to think you're flirting with her. 
'Thanks for bringing my stuff,' she said, a slight pink tinge to her 

cheeks. 'It's been a great help when you have enough to do. Fancy a 
drink?'

'Bravo is dry, you know that?'
'Don't get your knickers in a knot. I didn't mean booze.' 
She opened the mini fridge used for storing temperature sensitive 

medicines and took out two brown bottles. 'It's not quite as cold as I like 
it, but it will have to do. Do you like ginger ale?'

Eddie grinned. 'Love it.'
He twisted the cap off the bottle and a crown of bubbles erupted, 

releasing the sharp tang of ginger.
'Cheers!'
He put the bottle to his lips to take a deep, cooling quaff. The gas in 

the carbonated liquid made him belch loudly.
'Begging your pardon,' he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his 

hand.
'Excused.'
They sipped at their drinks in silence.
'Are you happy with your digs?' he asked.
'As I can be under the circumstances, thanks.'
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'And are you warm enough now?'
'Yes thank you. My nipples have gone all nice and soft, like little 

raspberries.'
Eddie choked on the bottle, spluttering liquid down the front of his 

overalls and coughing fit to hack up a lung.
A laughing Lydia patted him on the back until his coughing fit 

subsided. His face gradually recovered its normal colour and his eyes 
stopped bulging, and he sooked slowly and carefully on the remainder 
of his drink. 

'Have you got all the gear you need?' he said, in an attempt to 
reclaim some of his lost dignity.

'Provided I don't need to carry out major heart surgery, I should be 
okay.' 

More silence.
She rocked back in her chair. 'The men don't want me here do 

they?' she said.
Eddie screwed up his face, both agreeing with and dismissing her 

concerns. 
'You've been around oilmen long enough to know we're like sailors; 

a superstitious lot. Women on board ship are considered the worst form 
of bad luck - like killing an albatross. A platform is nothing more than a 
ship on legs, with its own set of rituals and traditions. Don't take it 
personally. I'll look out for you and try and make sure they don't give 
you too much grief.'

'Thanks. I appreciate the sentiment, but you don't have to. I might 
be small, but I'm no wilting wallflower.'

'I never for one minute suggested you were–'
'I can give as good as I get.'
'I know. I heard what you said to Reynolds!' He chuckled quietly into 

his drink. 'Needledick the Bugfucker. Good one.'
'They might think they're winding me up, but it's really like water off 

a duck's back,' she said. 'I can handle them.'
He tipped his bottle towards her in a mock toast. 'Then I wish you all 

the luck. Can I give you a piece of advice though...in confidence?'
'Sure.'
'From what I've seen and read in the personnel files, Reynolds is the 

one most likely to give you trouble—'
'I sussed that already, but he's all mouth. I said I can handle him—'
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'And if you find you can't, what then? You need someone you can 
turn to. Someone you can trust to back you up. Protect you if need be.'

'And I suppose that someone would be you, would it?'
'Me?!' Eddie snorted down his nose. 'I'm probably the least reliable 

person here. The one I want you to look to is the prof, Brewer.'
'Why him?'
'Because although he might look a bit eccentric with his tweed suit 

and bow tie, he's been in the business a long time. He'll have dealt with 
people like Reynolds and his ilk before, knows how they tick, how to 
talk to them, how to put them back in their grubby little boxes. He'll see 
you right.'

'Now who's playing the psychologist?'
'I mean it, Lydia.'
She could see he did, and nodded her agreement. 'If you're sure 

you don't want the job, I thank you for the advice, and duly appoint 
Lawrence Brewer as my white knight, although I hope I won't have 
cause to call on his services.'

'I hope you won't either.' Eddie stood to leave. 'Time I got back to 
the herd and see how they're getting on.' One last gulp emptied his 
bottle. 'Thanks for the drink.'

'You're welcome.'
'If you come back up the galley in about an hour, there should be 

some food ready, if the guys haven't come to blows already.'
'I'll be there.'
With a brief nod, he left her to the peace and quiet of her medical 

bay, in his nose the remnant of her perfume and in his groin, the tell 
tale tingle of interest in an unavailable feminine form.
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The harsh bellowing of the fog horn had sounded at least once 
every two days, and had become such a regular occurrence that, for 
the most part, it went ignored and no longer disturbed the workshop 
dweller huddled in the dark. 

It took no notice of it this time either. It had other things on its mind.
Being wakened from its state of semi hibernation by the arrival of 

the people upstairs had cranked up its metabolic rate from a condition 
of almost complete shut down, through bare survival, all the way up to 
a semi alert standby, and all its bodily functions were now reactivating 
in preparation of something happening. 

It needed to take a dump; a piss too. Mostly, it thought as it rasped 
its leathery lips with a tongue as rough as sandpaper, it needed a drink.

Dragging itself from its greasy bed, it crawled over to the washroom 
to lap stale water from the almost empty lavatory bowl. The water had 
been enough to prevent death by total dehydration, but only just, and 
saving it for drinking meant it couldn't use the toilet for its intended 
purpose, forcing it to use the far corner of the room as its latrine. An 
unsavoury situation, but essential, and it had long since become used 
to the all pervading stink of the waste; so much so that it no longer 
registered.

In the corner it squatted and defecated, passing out little dry pellets 
like rabbit droppings, while letting loose a thin yellow trickle of urine.

As it had drunk very little and hadn't eaten anything at all apart from 
a half starved rat for the past 4 days, its food supply long since 
exhausted, that there should be any waste at all was remarkable.

Done, he, for indeed it was a male, scratched at its flaccid penis as 
if checking he still had one, before crawling back to his makeshift bed 
and settling down again to wait. 

They would come down here soon enough, the people upstairs. 
Human beings were curious creatures. They needed to explore. 
Someone would come and let him out.

He pulled one of the dirty packing blankets over his shoulders, 
dropped his weary head onto stick thin arms and closed his eyes.

They had to come soon.
Much longer and there would be no hope. 
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The crew's first day on Bravo passed without incident. 
After a hearty breakfast courtesy of Messrs McDougal and 

McAllister, who had drawn the shortest pieces of broken spaghetti to 
see who would get the cooking roster rolling, the crew assembled in the 
control room for Eddie's first mandatory safety briefing and to be 
allocated their jobs for the day.

He and Shaw had been busy already, dividing the whiteboard on the 
wall into columns, each headed with a crew member's name in a 
different colour, and rows labelled with the time. In meticulous detail, 
they had constructed a timetable for every day of the next week, so that 
everyone knew where they would be at any hour of the day.

Every minute of every shift was accounted for, 8 to 12 hours of hard 
graft – scrubbing, painting, checking, testing, fixing, sorting, as well as 
cooking, cleaning and laundry duties.

Even medic Lydia was expected to come out of sickbay a couple of 
hours a day to wield a mop or a paintbrush.

Day shifts only, thankfully. No night duty. Sundays were free.
'Fuck me,' declared Reynolds. 'I'm allowed ten minutes to take a 

crap on Thursday morning. Alert the media!' 
Before dispersing the team to their allotted tasks, Eddie issued each 

one of them with a rechargeable radio.
'These are for local use only. Signal doesn't carry any further than 

about half a mile, they are simply for keeping in touch. Anyone not 
know how to use one?'

No reply.
A quick signal test and they were connected, to each other and to 

the control room. They clipped the sets to their breast or sleeve 
pockets, then stood around, awaiting further instruction.

'Off you go, then, time's a-wastin',' said Eddie, and shooed them on 
their way.

After lunch, Eddie sent in his check in radio report to Longdrift 
Headquarters, basically telling them what they wanted to hear - 
equipment and stores had been checked and stowed, nothing out of 
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the ordinary seen on their first tour, everyone was fit and well and 
would be getting to work in earnest without delay. 

'Because of your pettifogging, prevaricating tightfistedness putting 
us on an impossible schedule with insufficient manpower, we're going 
to be working ourselves into an early grave as it is, so to save us all a 
lot of wasted time and effort and allow us to get the job done and go 
home, I won't mess about blethering with you wankers on the phone 
every day. Unless a problem arises that warrants communication, 
consider no news to be good news and leave us alone. Don't call me, 
I'll call you.'

Was not what he said, but rephrased with polite succinctness, the 
point was still made.

Before he left the control room to make his second walkthrough of 
the day, he noticed an addition to the whiteboard.

Someone, Shaw maybe, had drawn a box in the corner, scribbled in 
'Days to Salvation' and added in red the figure 98.

Less than a full day on board and they were already counting down 
to leaving again.

On the afternoon of the second day, the weather took a turn for the 
worse when the wind picked up, driving the rain almost horizontally 
across the deck. It had been forecast and prepared for, and so those 
working outside were switched to alternative duties indoors according 
to the chart.

In the evening, with light gone and with work and dinner over, those 
designated kitchen duty took care of their chores while the others 
slouched in postprandial contentment in the lounge. 

Eddie Capstan retreated to his cabin to make notes for his new 
novel and so while the cat was otherwise occupied, the mice took a 
chance to play.

Lonny Dick, not interested in lolling on a sofa watching a boxing 
match on television, took himself off to find something else to entertain 
him.

He rode the service elevator down to the workshop two floors below 
the main deck.

Twenty four hours the people had been on board, and he was still 
stuck here. And now they were torturing him.

The extractor fans in the kitchen sucked in the scent of frying bacon 
and eggs, mushrooms, tomatoes, burned toast and hot coffee, 
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distributing the aerosol far and wide, and when the atomised particles 
reached the nose of the resting workshop resident, they set up a fresh 
gnawing agony in his stomach, one so strong it made him nauseous. If 
he'd had the liquid to spare, he would have shed tears of pain.

He rubbed his hands over skin like wrinkled parchment, rendered so 
paper thin as to be almost transparent and below which the blue veins 
traced a macabre roadmap, clearly visible now that practically every 
gram of stored body fat had been utilised.

To keep his metabolism barely ticking over, his body had already 
begun to break down and consume its own muscles, although these 
wasted slabs of flesh could sustain him for no more than a few days 
longer. 

Soon his liver and kidneys and heart would fail. 
He suspected his brain to already be in the first stages of collapse, 

having felt the first stirrings of mental dis-ease in disjointed and 
disturbing thoughts and dreams, his once perfect recall corrupted. 
Gaps had appeared in his memory, like moth holes in an expensive 
cashmere sweater. 

Synapse function reduced; reactions slowed. Soon the threads 
would unravel completely.

An unthinkable waste, and all for the want of a single good meal, a 
helping of the abundance of food and drink the others were enjoying 
just feet away above him.

He prayed silently, despairingly, to a being higher than he, if such a 
being existed, for just one of them to come down here, to open the 
door, to admit some much needed light and air, to let him out and end 
this injustice, but most importantly, to feed him.

Instinct kicked in. Noises?
Yes. Footfall. Heavy and regular. Getting closer. Stopping right 

outside the door. His prayer answered with the sound of scraping, a 
metallic clank and a creak of hinges?
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Lonny Dick employed all his brute strength to shift aside the heavy 
crates of engine parts blocking the outward opening door to the 
fabrication workshop. With room now to manoeuvre, he wrenched the 
door open, picked up a cardboard box from the floor, tucked it under a 
meaty arm and stepped over the sill.

He screwed up his face in a sour grimace as the overpowering 
stench hit him.

 'Fucking hell! What died in here?'
In the airless fug, the underlying pongs of methylated spirits and 

engine oil were as roses compared to the acidic throat burning stink 
which reminded him of cat piss, rotting meat and dog shit.

He pressed one of a series of switches on the wall by the door and 
a single fluorescent tube in the centre of the ceiling flickered into life, 
producing a harsh blue-white light sufficient for him to move about in, 
but leaving corners and alcoves in deep, intimidating shadow.

The rank smell burned his nose. He had worked in areas of hot and 
putrid swamp replete with mouldering vegetation and the decaying 
corpses of dead animals, but this was more than even he could bear 
and he took to breathing through his mouth, the foetid air tasting 
marginally better than it smelled.

'Bloody rats! Filthy buggers!'
Another switch operated a powerful extractor fan which whirred into 

life, sucking the miasma out and drawing in a draught of fresh air 
through the still open door.

It did a good job and in a few minutes Lonny could breathe through 
his nose without feeling sick. He closed the door but left the fan 
running. It would carry any errant wisps of the fragrant smoke he would 
soon be producing out of reach of the detectors.

He dragged out a wooden packing crate from an alcove by the 
washroom, sat on it, and balanced his carton on his knees. From it 
came a can of beer, a small metal box, a packet of cigarette papers 
and a cheap disposable lighter.

He popped the ring on the can and swallowed half its contents in a 
series of convulsive swallows, belched, and wiped his mouth with the 
back of his hand.
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Another quaff, and he set the can on the floor beside him. He then 
took the metal box and carefully prised it open, taking a deep 
appreciative inhalation of its densely packed contents. 

As the sweet, sweaty scent of his tobacco marijuana mix reached 
the back of his nose, his ears picked up a sound from behind him - a 
soft, muffled scratching, like nails on wood. He froze and listened 
closely, his entire attention concentrated on identifying the sound.

There it was again. A barely there skittering. The hated rats, or 
someone in the room with him? 

Had one of his workmates followed him down to spy on him? To 
deprive him of his little pleasures? He snapped the box closed. 

Let them try.
Without moving his head, he allowed his eyes to track over the 

adjacent workbench and the tools lying on the shelf beneath it.
They immediately picked out the unmistakable shape of a Stillson 

adjustable pipe wrench. A big one too.
On the pretence of having accidentally dropping the box, he lowered 

himself to his knees and shuffled the three feet to the bench, wrapped 
his hand around the handle of eighteen inches and five kilograms of 
forged steel and eased it out. 

With it snug against the palm of his hand, his long legs unfolded, 
and he drew himself to his full height, tool in hand.

Another soft scratching; a little louder this time.
Back rigid, he turned to face the direction of the sound, ears keen, 

eyes trained on the patch of gloom in front of him.
He took a step forward, peering into the shadow, the wrench now 

raised like a club ready to strike.
'Who's there? Show yourself.'
He screwed up his eyes as if it would sharpen his focus on an area 

of shadow somewhat darker than the rest.
'Is that you Reynolds, you prick? Come out where I can see you 

proper.' 
Silence.
'Come out Reynolds, else I'll come in after you, and then you'll be 

sorry.'
A murky patch within the shadow shifted, quivered, and then shrank 

back into the dark with what sounded like a sigh.
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Lonny stood stock still, his damp hand tensed around the wrench, 
ready to defend himself against imminent attack. His tense jaw twitched 
as a bead of cold sweat rolled down his temple.

'Last chance Reynolds. Come out or I'm coming to get you, and 
when I do, I'm gonna smash your face in!'

The dweller tried, but found he could not stand, managing only to 
get halfway to his feet before his legs failed, too weak to support him. 
They folded at the knees and with a sigh of fatigue, he dropped to the 
ground.

He had no choice. Desperation overrode dignity, and on all fours he 
crawled like a baby, forward into the light, towards the man.

Lonny could not believe his eyes. A dog? Down here? Nah!
He squinted at it out of a contorted India rubber face, trying to work 

it out. If this was a dog, it was no breed he knew. 
At first glance it looked more like a rat, a bloody big rat at that. 

Although...not that either. A combination creature? A rat/dog blend? 
Yeah, that would do it, if there was such a thing.

Maybe it was some weird foreign dog species, misshapen by 
uncontrolled inbreeding. Whatever it was, it was the skinniest beast he 
had ever seen alive.

The animal raised its strangely elongated head, and with blank 
white eyes like pickled eggs, looked up at the massive man. 

Blind?
On the side of its head where its ears should be, cartilaginous 

crescents twitched around dark openings.
Deaf?
It had no nose, no snout, only holes in the middle of its face. Neither 

did it have a tail, and its back looked curiously hunched, as if the hind 
legs were bent out of shape and tucked underneath it.

How had anything so deformed managed to survive at all?
The beast heaved itself forward, as if to get a better look at the man, 

its nails scratching on the chequer plate composite flooring. 
The source of the skittering sound.
In the light Lonny could see where the beast's ribs, spine and hip 

bones protruded, painfully stretching its parchment like hide to its limit, 
creating sharp angles where the skin had broken down into open, 

48



   

weeping sores around which clustered random mangy patches of dark 
hair, rendered stiff with dirt and oil and faeces.

This animal was all but dead on its feet.
If it really was there at all.
Lonny hadn't taken a single puff of his contraband yet, and just 

smelling it in the tin wouldn't have any hallucinatory effect, so maybe 
he'd stepped into one of those undetected pockets of gas Eddie 
Capstan had warned them about and it was affecting his brain, making 
him see and hear things that weren't really there. 

That's how the Oracle at Delphi worked; he'd seen it on the History 
Channel.

But the animal looked real enough; it certainly smelled real enough, 
in fact it stank to the heavens, yet it couldn't be real. 

And if it was, in its current state it presented no threat to a man of 
his size and strength. 

He lowered the metal tool and heaved a sigh, a heavy mixture of 
relief and sympathy. It might not be any type of animal he recognised, 
but that didn't mean it wasn't suffering and didn't need help.

'Hey there, boy. What the hell are you doing down here?' 
He got down on one knee, stretching the cotton fabric of his overalls 

tight over a massive thigh, and put out his hand, showing he meant no 
malice.

The animal, seemingly hesitant at first, crept forward to sniff at it. 
He allowed it time to take its readings of him and when it had done, 

accepted a rasping lick from a dry, hot tongue with the texture of coarse 
sandpaper.

It certainly felt real.
'You thirsty?' he said, getting to his feet. 'Let me find you some 

water.'
He emptied a collection of loose nuts and bolts from a plastic bucket 

and filled it half full of fresh water from the tap in the washroom.
This the animal was grateful for, and sooked and lapped at it 

greedily. The cool clean liquid quickly slaked its thirst.
'Better,' Lonny said, and ran his hands along the animal's bony 

flanks, over every rib and vertebrae, pausing at its chest to feel the 
rapid irregular drumming of its heart beneath his hand.

'There's no need to be scared,' he said, keeping his voice calm and 
low. He had dogs at home and knew it was the tone, not the words, 
which mattered. Maybe it would work with this miserable creature too.

49



'I bet you're hungry.' He dug in his pockets for a snack, and found 
them empty. 'Sorry boy, I've got nothing. I tell you what...I'll take you up 
to the galley. There's lots of food up there. We'll have that belly of yours 
full in no time.'

He looked around for a piece of rope or a nylon strapping he could 
use as a leash. Finding a suitable length, he formed it into a slack 
noose ready to slip over the animal's neck.

'The guys upstairs will never believe I found you down here,' he said 
as he worked. 'I bet them bastards on the boat dumped you here on 
purpose, didn't they boy? Well don't you worry, buddy. We'll have you 
as fit as a fiddle in no time.'

He reached out one empty hand, the other hiding the rudimentary 
leash behind his back. The dog/rat creature sat perfectly still, 
expressionless eyes staring straight ahead.

'Easy now,' cooed Lonny, and laid a thick warm hand on the 
animal's curiously misshapen head. 

'Good boy.'
Brimming with confidence at his supposed mastery of the beast, he 

brought out the leash and made to slip it around its neck, bringing it to 
within inches of its snout.

The pain of the bite, short and sharp like a red hot needle piercing 
his skin, made him drop the leash and withdraw his hand.

'Hey! That wasn't nice. Bad dog!'
Lonny examined his hand to see if blood had been drawn, lifting the 

finger to his mouth, to sook on it as would a child with a splinter. 
The dog beast merely squatted calmly on his bony haunches, 

staring at him with those opaque white blanks as if waiting for 
something.

Lonny had been bitten by dogs many times before, but never before 
had one brought about this peculiar sensation. He didn't like it and 
looked closer at the wounded fingertip. 

A single drop of blood oozed from a puncture in the skin, paused 
and then did an about turn and retreated back into the hole. 

Blood shouldn't do that! Blood ran out, not in. Neither should skin 
suddenly blanch bloodless white and tingle like the worst ever case of 
pins and needles. 

Something was not right here.
Lonny could only gape in fascinated horror as the puncture hole 

began to grow, opening into a split in the terminal pad of his index 
finger, its margins at first a pale pink, rapidly deepening to rose, then 
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shifting through all the hues of red, past scarlet, through to an 
unhealthy purple tinged with black - and it was spreading, the whole of 
the fingertip down to the first knuckle already affected, its nail detached, 
leaving behind a soggy pit.

Lonny squealed terrified air from his lungs as the discoloration 
spread over his hand, flesh bubbling and expanding, rippling like a bag 
of worms as it separated from the structures beneath, sloughing away 
like chicken skin from a well cooked drumstick to fall to the floor with a 
sickening plop, revealing bone and muscle, ligament and tendon 
beneath. 

And the pain. Such agony. Intense, burning, like having his limb 
plunged into molten metal.

His large wet eyes gaped over a mouth hanging open like an empty 
sock, whimpering like a bewildered child, his hand clamped over his 
wrist, squeezing tightly in an effort to dam the spread of disintegration.

A futile gesture.
Its progress continued unabated, racing like a wildfire throughout his 

entire body, inside and out. The accompanying pain intensified to a 
searing torture, a torment which defied description, yet at the same 
time exquisite in its intensity. Sadly, he had no time to scream out his 
appreciation of the rapturous ecstasy of his own dissolution before it 
engulfed him. 

With a syrupy wet gulp, the six foot five inch solid bulk frame of 
Lonny Dick became little more than a glistening pile of bones and 
giblets encased in navy and white cotton, neatly decorated with radio, 
gas monitor and ID lanyard.

The whole process, from first bite to steaming heap of entrails, had 
taken no more than two minutes.

The creature gave the pile time to settle before he rose and came 
forward to nose through it, searching for the most nutritious parts - the 
liver, the kidneys, and the heart. 

Why those organs in particular? Not only were they fat and protein 
rich, but their cells were particularly densely packed, and in those cells, 
nuclei, and in those nuclei - the body's richest most abundant source of 
deoxyribonucleic acid. 

The double helix of DNA formed into long twisted strands - the 
blueprint of life packaged into handy little chromosomes; a complete 
copy of the genome in every cell. And there were billions of such cells.

Finding the choice portions he needed, he fed, bolting them down 
without pause for breath, his first real food for over six weeks. 
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With their rich complement of genomic cells safely packed away and 
already being processed, he continued to eat, the remaining flesh and 
organs more than enough to satisfy his hunger craving in full. 

He tore at intestines, chewed on lungs and lapped at blood, 
alternating between fat and flesh, muscle and bone - balancing his 
intake, not favouring one thing over another, and with every morsel he 
swallowed, he grew stronger, until after thirty minutes of steady dining, 
nothing much remained of Lonny Dick but his hands, feet and head, 
along with a collection of stripped bones and unwanted leftovers, sitting 
in a pool of coagulating blood and semi-liquefied skin.

Dining complete and appetite sated, he licked his lips to remove any 
sticky residue, belched, and rubbed his hands over a belly distended 
like a happy Buddah's. Unable to take another bite, he once more 
retired to his dark corner, curled into a foetal ball on the pile of blankets, 
and fell into a deep post prandial torpor.

Yet more than mere sleep this, and more than simple digestion. As 
the body rested, complex processes were set to work; processes which 
involved the breaking down of proteins and fats, of minerals and 
metals, into their composite molecules and atoms; of decoding genetic 
material; of rearranging it; of rebuilding and reforming it, 
of...assimilation. 

Of becoming. 
For this was the true nature of the creature, Euterich.
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The process would take time; there was a lot of damage to repair 
and it would not be hurried.

As Euterich slept, he dreamed, fetching forth memories of his most 
recent stolen life and his subsequent imprisonment here, a result of his 
boredom and selfish desire for yet another change. The boat trip he 
took in search of something better took him into the fog, and then came 
the swell and the boat being hit by a freak wave before vanishing 
beneath him.

He twitched in his sleep as he struggled for breath against the 
imaginary water in his lungs, fighting his fantasy half drowning, swept 
helplessly along by the swell until, by some miracle it smashed him 
against one of Bravo's legs.

The climb, up, up, up the ladder, hundreds of feet up, to heave open 
the escape hatch in the belly of the beast, to scramble through and 
slam it closed behind him before, weakened and exhausted by his 
ordeal, falling into a state of deep unconsciousness.

On awakening twenty four hours later, he found himself not safe, but 
a prisoner; chilled to the bone, starving, thirsty – dying.

In his nightmare he cried out, and his reformed fists clenched and 
unclenched in recollection of their pounding on the workshop door and 
their battering on the solid window when the supply boat came. He 
moaned aloud, his re-knitting shoulder muscles aching as they re-
enacted his heaving at the hatch lid which solidly resisted his failing 
strength, remaining fast closed. His throat burned from calling out, 
pleading in vain for help, and his eyes spilled tears of pain and 
frustration in memory of how he fell to his knees and howled like a 
beast when he came to understand no one could hear him.

And then his breathing settled as his dream reached the stage of 
realisation – when he took the time to think and he knew what this 
place was, and it wasn't abandoned, merely...unoccupied. Someone 
would come back, if only to check it was still in one piece. When that 
would be, he had no idea, but come they would. All he had to do was 
have a little patience.

The newly formed nostrils in the sleeping face flared as he 
remembered the smell of oil and grease and dirt as he gathered 
together whatever he could to make himself a rudimentary nest in the 
furthest darkest corner of the room - packing blankets, dust sheets, 
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tarpaulins – and settled down to bide his time in hibernation until rescue 
came. 

Or to die. 
Whichever came first.

Twelve hours of careful recombination and readjustment later, it was 
done, reconstruction complete apart from a few minor points which 
would put themselves right in their own time. 

A languorous sigh, a stretch, a yawn, and from where the scabby, 
unhealthy rat/dog creature had lain down to rest, a large naked man 
shaped figure now rose, his flesh the colour of unbaked clay mottled 
with blue, the patches of prickly black fur shed and replaced with fine 
fair hair. The once open weeping sores were all but healed, closed over 
with silvery pink patches of new skin.

The man got to his feet, a little unsteadily at first, and inhaled to the 
full capacity of his lungs, filling them with cold, fresh air. He swung his 
arms and circled his back, stretching like a runner before a marathon, 
encouraging blood to circulate and bring a healthy bloom back to his 
newly acquired human hide. 

The sense of being out of that disgusting un-form, neither his nor 
the rats' but an unwholesome mixture of both, was not just one of 
freedom, but of pure jubilation. 

This new body was young, muscular and coursing with testosterone, 
and suited him very well indeed, like slipping out of tight, uncomfortable 
dancing shoes and into a pair of soft and pliable carpet slippers.

He could stretch his limbs and move freely and he could think again. 
He had a new set of memories to add to his own, ready to explore, a 
whole new library waiting to be read.

He ran his hands over himself, down his smooth, hairless chest, 
over the expanse of hard well worked stomach, down between 
muscular thighs to a nest of dark blond pubic hair and to his genitals, 
somewhat disproportionately small for a body so large.

He felt a brief pang of disappointment at what he found, although he 
thought maybe the chilly air might have contributed to a certain degree 
of...shrinkage.

It had certainly brought out goosebumps on the rest of his naked 
skin. Once he warmed up maybe things might look a little more 
appealing.

He had been cold for long enough down in this hole. It was time to 
seek some warmth and a little comfort; to see what else Lonny's life 
had to offer.
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He put on the big man's clothes and boots, retrieved his gas 
detector and ID lanyard and checked himself in the reflective surface of 
the workbench.

He took a few steps around the room to get the feel of moving about 
in human form again. This body was big, bigger than any he'd had 
before, and it would take a little getting used to, but it would do...for the 
time being.

He picked up Lonny's identity badge and examined the details on it. 
'Lonny Dick. What an unfortunate name, my friend. I bet you were 

the butt of many a jest weren't you?' he said. His voice sounded oddly 
feeble after an age of not being used and he cleared his throat and 
swallowed saliva to lubricate it. He practised a few words as he 
gathered up the hapless Lonny's remains into a plastic tarpaulin, 
adding the mighty wrench for ballast, and tied them up with the 
makeshift leash.

While he worked, Euterich searched the memories he had 
transferred from Lonny's mind to find out why the man had been down 
in the equipment dock last night all by himself. 

He found it easily enough - beer, dope and hard core porn. 
Lonny, he discovered, was not quite the dim witted imbecile people 

took him for. Behind his façade of simple-mindedness lurked a devious 
criminality.

Not only had he managed to smuggle several dozen bottles of 
strong lager aboard in one of the shipping containers, and a plentiful 
supply of cannabis in his equipment bags, he had also imported a 
goodly crop of dirty magazines. 

He also had it in mind to systematically trawl every room he could 
whenever he had the chance, for anything he could purloin, to fence 
when back onshore.

Lonny Dick was nothing more than a dirty minded, not so little, thief.
Last night, he had snuck down here to indulge in a little secret 

drinking and smoking and have a furtive wank over some naked 
airbrushed females with plastic tits and shaved pussies. Crafty bastard.

But why here in the cold and dark of an equipment store? Why not 
in his nice warm bunk?

Because although it was a might uncomfortable, it was safe, that's 
why. 

In his cabin, jacking off was expected, encouraged even, but 
drinking alcohol and smoking dope - two of the most illegal substances 
likely to incite the wrath of both the company and the law - would soon 
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be sussed out, and if he got caught it would be considered not far short 
of a hanging offence - especially if he didn't share.

A whiff of his breath and a look in his eyes, bloodshot with huge 
black pupils, and Eddie 'Up Your Arse' Capstan would anoint himself 
judge, jury and executioner.

This new occupant of Lonny's body would have to be careful if he 
was to enjoy his recreations in peace.

After using the lavatory for the purpose for which it was intended, 
Euterich, now wearing Lonny's skin and looking through Lonny's eyes, 
yet thinking with his own refreshed brain, stood before the mirror over 
the basin in the washroom examining his new features – he hadn't had 
blue eyes for a while. This pair was set in a heavy uneven face with a 
broad nose which looked as if it might have been broken more than 
once. With full lips and hooded lids, he was far from handsome, but his 
well mauled appearance gave him a distinct 'don't mess with me' 
character.

He turned his head from side to side to see all aspects and check 
his profile and exaggerated a grin which would frighten a cougar. It 
showed all his teeth. Not the dangerous needle like dentition of his 
natural form, or the gnawing blades of the rat, but small even, pegs. He 
moved his tongue over them, measuring out their length. They would 
not be particularly efficient when it came to tearing through flesh and 
bone, but they would suffice for tackling soft, bland human food. The tip 
of his tongue met roughness behind his left canine - a cavity, and 
tasted the tang of metal - fillings.

'Not your best choice,' he said, addressing the reflection. 'But 
beggars can't be choosers.'

He washed and dried his hands, ran his large fingers through his 
close cropped blond hair and headed back to the main workshop. 

He had a job to do before he could join the others and take Lonny's 
place among them, and he dragged the plastic sheet containing 
Lonny's leftovers across the floor to the escape hatch.

He turned the handle and heaved open the cover, easy now with 
these new strong muscles, revealing the long drop and the pounding 
ocean below.

Fighting off a wave of vertigo at the shifting mass tempting him to 
jump into it, he kicked the plastic wrapped bundle through the hole and 
watched it drop into the water below.

Weighed down with the metal tool, it should have sunk without a 
trace. Instead, air caught in the folds of the tarpaulin formed it into a 
bubble, keeping the package afloat to bob around like a bright green 

56



   

man o'war, until a wave snatched it up and mashed it against the 
support gantry. Caught in the current, time and again it crashed against 
the metal skeleton until the rope lashing worked free and the contents 
spilled. Freed from its load, the empty plastic sheet flattened out and 
continued to ride the surface, each wave taking it further and further 
away from the platform. 

Euterich had no worries. In as little as half an hour it would be out of 
sight completely and one more piece of plastic flotsam floating around 
the world's oceans would attract no undue attention. There were no 
markings on the sheet to identify its source.

Satisfied his activities had gone unnoticed, he closed the hatch. All 
at once, one of Lonny's thoughts pushed itself forward. The group had 
agreed on pancakes for breakfast, with maple syrup. 

Although his stomach still carried some of the savoury meal from 
the previous evening, he rather fancied something sweet, and was sure 
he could fit some in.

A couple more chores and he would be done - dismantle the nest, 
clear up the latrine, generally tidy up.

After a final look around and satisfied he had left no obvious clues to 
his six week incarceration, he stuffed Lonny's small tin box into his 
pocket, turned off the fan and the lights and pushed the workshop door 
closed behind him.

A little heaving, straining and shoving had the crates of engine parts 
back where they started.

Well placed illuminated signs and the smell of salt air led him to the 
door to the main deck and outside.

A little fresh air and a turn around the deck before breakfast would 
do his appetite a power of good.

The wind had dropped to something less than gale force and the 
rain had eased from the horizontal as he stretched his new limbs and 
filled his new lungs and searched Lonny's memories for information. 

He let them guide him through the maze of corridors and up the 
steps and into the warm and comfortable habitat, to the company of 
other living beings, and their food.

When Lonny Dick entered the mess hall, only two faces looked up. 
Both registered complete indifference at his presence. The others didn't 
bother to look at all, preferring to concentrate instead on their breakfast.

Had anyone even noticed the real Lonny had been absent since 
seven o'clock the previous evening? Did anyone care? The answer to 
both questions was, apparently, no.
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A quick look round to get his bearings and he took a plate and fork 
from the servery and filled the empty seat at the table next to Shaw. He 
stabbed at the pancakes heaped on a plate in the middle of the table, 
and transferred three onto his own.

'Is that all you're having?' Shaw said through his mouthful and 
pointing with his fork. 

Euterich searched his new found data to identify the speaker - 
Matthew Shaw, aka Dipstick, Capstan's lackey. 

Be careful what you say in his presence because he'll report back. 
Act dumb. Stick to short blunt answers, preferably edging on the 
aggressive, he'll expect nothing more. Keep conversation to a 
minimum.

'Yeah,' he said dully. 'What of it?'
Shaw shrugged. 'Nutt'n. Just thought a bloke your size would pack 

'em away like nobody's business.'
'Just 'cos I'm big don't mean I'm greedy, so mind yer own beeswax.'
Shaw returned to his own plate. 'Pardon me for breathing.'
Euterich smothered the pancakes in maple syrup and, as Lonny 

would have done, held his fork in his fist like a brickie wielding a trowel 
- so terribly crude. Also as he imagined Lonny would do, he ripped into 
the pancakes, stuffing them into his mouth so tightly he could hardly 
move his jaw to chew them. 

They tasted like heaven; the intense rich sugary sweetness of the 
maple syrup stroking his taste buds like angels' wings. Truly divine.

He helped himself to two more pancakes. If they made him sick, he 
didn't care. It would just make room for more.

He alternated mouthfuls of sticky breakfast with slurps of hot milky 
coffee and listened in to the conversations around him – raw, male 
chatter, dominated by cars, football and sex, until his ears picked up 
another tone from behind him, softer, gentler...unmistakably female.

Why had he not noticed her when he came in? Why did he not pick 
up on her scent straight away? Maybe his naturally heightened senses 
had been dulled to the level of the human he inhabited. Or maybe the 
overpowering aromas of the sweet food and coffee had blocked it.

Disguising a deep inhalation as a runny nosed sniff, he quickly 
filtered out and dismissed the rich sweet scent of the maple syrup and 
the pungent acid smell of fresh brewed coffee, searching past them, 
through them, for the fragile, the barely there, and there it was, the soft 
delicate fragrance of female. 
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A lopsided grin grew on his face as he delighted in the bouquet 
sliding through his olfactory passages, into the deepest most primitive 
recesses of his brain.

Proust hard at work.
'What the fuck's the matter with you?'
The voice sliced into his concentration, pulling him out of his reverie. 

Strident and annoying, it belonged to Reynolds - A1 first class prick, 
shit stirring trouble maker. If anyone deserved a kick in the balls, it was 
him.

'Wha'?' said Euterich, adopting Lonny's general slack jawed 
expression of inanity.

'You were grinning like a loony. What's the joke?'
'No joke. I was just thinking?'
'What about?'
'Nuttin' special. Just a funny.'
'Share then.'
He said the first thing that popped into his head, one of Lonny's 

crazier ponderings. 
'I was thinking about Domino's pizza.'
What?
'What about it?' said Reynolds, humouring him.
'They deliver in 30 minutes or you get it free don't they?'
'Yeah?'
'Well I think we should order, 'cos – d'uh, look where we are. Free 

pizza!!'
His shoulders shook with the power of an unintelligent moronic 

guffawing.
What the hell did he say that for? Was this the level of intelligence 

this man worked at? Hell fire. He had to get out of this body and quick, 
before its dull wittedness began to rub off on him and dragged his IQ 
level down to one so low it needed watering.

Reynolds shook his head hopelessly. 'You're a fucking head case, 
Lummox, you know that?'

The nickname struck a chord with Euterich. He found he detested it, 
simply because Lonny detested it. He pounded his fist onto the table, 
rattling the crockery, feeling a sudden urge to pound Reynolds' 
sneering face to a pulp.
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'What did I tell you about calling me that?' he said, making to rise 
from his seat.

'Calm down, big fella,' said Reynolds, holding up his fork in 
capitulation. 'I was just having a jape.'

'Well don't, okay, unless you want your teeth knocking out the back 
of your neck.'

'Trouble guys?' Eddie Capstan's voice carried from the next table 
over.

'No trouble, boss,' said Reynolds, keeping a wary eye on Euterich 
and his massive fist. 'No trouble at all.'

They ate the rest of the meal in silence, after which the assigned 
kitchen hands took care of the clearing up before joining the rest of the 
crew as they girded themselves for a morning's hard graft accompanied 
by a chorus of tuneful belches and farts.
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A week of occupying Lonny Dick's skin, thoughts and memories, 
and Euterich could take no more of it.

Lonny had not been employed for his quick wit or nimbleness with 
an electrical circuit or his ability to make rapid calculation. He was there 
purely for muscle power, for brute strength without thought, a grunt who 
would follow instructions without question at all times, and what started 
off as promising height and bulk and strength, soon paled. He found the 
large hands and feet clumsy and cumbersome, the mind slow and 
restricted, and the work assigned to him, routine, uninspiring...boring.

He knew what he had to do today, because it was the same as he 
did yesterday, and he didn't need Lonny's memories to tell him how to 
do it. He would be fetching and carrying for McDougal as he went about 
his business. It would at least pass the time if nothing else.

At least keeping busy meant the day passed quickly and each day 
done meant one day closer to leaving this place. He did his work, he 
ate his meals, he worked some more. He watched and learned, 
listened in to conversations, and fitted right in. No one suspected he 
was not who he claimed to be, or if they did, they weren't saying.

Today, at the end of his shift, he showered off the day's dirt and 
grime, changed his clothes and ate his dinner, a spicy mix of chilli con 
carne and rice.

Not a favourite. Chilli gave him gas, but it would do.
Well fed, if a little bloated, he sat in a chair apart from the others 

thumbing through a men's health magazine as he kept his main interest 
on the edge of his vision, as he had since the first minute he saw her.

Lydia Ellis – tiny frame almost consumed by her deep armchair, legs 
tucked under her, comfortable, reading her book and sipping from her 
coffee. Relaxed. Natural. Unaware of being watched.

He inhaled her tantalising scent with every breath, teasing himself 
with it.

After a while she drained her cup and yawned, closed her book and 
rose to leave, bidding her workmates, 'Goodnight'.

He allowed his eyes to follow her across the room.
She certainly was lovely. Small and slender with intelligent eyes, her 

chestnut hair tied up in a practical ponytail which swung from side to 
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side in time with her step, flawless skin carrying the remnants of a 
summer tan, a tight neat backside and pert firm breasts. Faultless.

Unlike this oversized unwieldy form he had lumbered himself with. 
He told himself over and again that beggars can't be choosers and 

he should be grateful for Lonny's turning up and saving him from a 
horrible slow death, but it came as no consolation. He could feel no 
gratitude, only resentment. 

He deserved better than this. 
He was a product of ages - educated, refined, sophisticated, brutal. 

He liked to read, to think, to converse; been tinker, tailor, soldier, and 
spy. He had lived high, and low; had loved and lost. He had killed, 
often; sometimes without mercy, always with respect. He enjoyed the 
finer things in life - a good meal, a fine wine, a night at the opera. He 
liked to travel, to indulge in discussions about art and philosophy, 
appreciated the sciences, understood them for the most part, and now 
those qualities were in danger of being irretrievably corrupted by low 
minded vulgarity and sheer thick headedness.

And it wasn't only his mind at risk.
His well cultured urbanity went hand in hand with a healthy 

appreciation of a lovely lady companion – thousands of them 
throughout his long lifetime. 

He'd made love to more than he could count, had lived and worked 
with them, slipping into the roles of their colleagues, their fathers, 
husbands, sons, lovers, brothers. And yet...

In his many and varied incarnations, for want of a better word, he 
had always been male, never female. 

Maybe now was the time to put right that oversight. Perhaps Lydia 
Ellis, with her freckled nose and chestnut hair, who with her merry 
laugh and soulful eyes appealed to his baser instincts, would provide 
him with the wherewithal to achieve this long buried, long neglected 
ambition.

But it wasn't quite that simple.
He couldn't just take her body and inhabit it like he had done with 

Lonny Dick. He would have to gain her trust, keep the fear level to a 
minimum. Fear induced surges of cortisol and adrenaline which tainted 
the flesh, making it sour and bitter. He had tasted it many times before. 
It was nasty. What was it the poem said about women - sugar and 
spice and all things nice? They certainly should not be bitter and sour 
like vinegar and lemon juice.

And the first step towards gaining that trust would be to get out of 
Lonny Dick's body and into someone else's, because she wouldn't want 
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to be alone with him for a minute longer than she had to. He didn't 
blame her. He didn't even like to be alone with himself - unattractive to 
look at, lax with his personal hygiene, a sloppy eater who wore almost 
as much food as he ate. Even his name was a joke. Worst of all, his 
unappealing nature went hand in glove with an unimpressive and 
unresponsive set of genitalia even frequent and aggressive 
masturbation failed to arouse. 

For certain, the big man had left this world the male equivalent of 
virgo intacta, and if he were condemned to remain in Dick's body for 
whatever reason, his chances of having any kind of sex any time soon, 
particularly with a lady as lovely as the fair Lydia, rated at less than 
zero. 

So, how to overcome this particular problem? Which one among his 
new comrades should he step into next? Who among this crowd, after 
ten days or so of getting to know each other, did she trust enough to be 
alone with? 

If he had to choose her special favourite, the one she would have 
confidence in over all the others, his money fell on one outstanding 
candidate - Mister Eddie 'I'm In Charge' Capstan, in his fancy red look 
at me overalls and the annoying row of coloured pens in his breast 
pocket.

Stiff, uptight, as dull as ditchwater, but she seemed to like him.
He remembered what Lonny observed the first afternoon they 

arrived - her and Capstan in close conversation by the book case, her 
touching his arm and smiling at him, and then the long time he spent 
with her down in sickbay when he took a trolley load of stuff down to 
her. They sat together at breakfast and dinner every day too.

Yes. If there was any sure-fire way of getting to her, gaining her 
confidence, it was going to be through Capstan.

However, diving straight into him would arouse suspicion, and 
forcing himself on her would frighten her and spoil her. 

He would take his time, move slowly, using each one of the others 
as a stepping stone, making his move on her by degrees, eliminating 
the competition one body at a time until he occupied the one she 
trusted and accepted the most. He would give her time to fall in love 
with him, before joining with her in the best sex ever. And then, after 
they had copulated and were enveloped in post coital satisfaction and 
surging hormones, he would take her and it would be like consuming a 
spoonful of syrup, assimilating with cotton candy. He would, at long 
last, fulfil his dream. 

The very prospect made him tingle with anticipation. 
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'Hey Lummox, get yer hand out of yer pants. If ye want to play 
pocket billiards, do it in the privacy of yer own room, yer filthy perv.'

Reynolds' abrasive interruption blew away his daydream like a haar 
before a breeze. With horrified disgust, he realised he had been 
slumped in his chair with his hands deep in his overalls pockets, idly 
stroking his dick and balls through the fabric, bringing himself to an 
almost full masted erection.

Fucking, sodding hell! Why of all times did they choose now to co-
operate? 

A furious flush burned his cheeks and he leapt to his feet and 
glowered at the guffawing Reynolds, before striding from the room, 
wreathed in humiliation.

Waves of vulgar laughter followed him down the corridor to his 
cabin.

He slammed his door against the sight and sound of the despicable 
cretin, his face creased into an animal like scowl, heavy brow drawn 
over eyes filled with angry tears, nostrils flaring as he snorted out 
furious breaths. 

With a howl of frustration he drew back and swung a massive fist, 
punching a hole in the partitioning drywall.

He withdrew his hand, scratching it on a sharp edge, drawing blood. 
He sooked at the wound, savouring the bitter coppery taste, and 

deep in his stomach he felt an unpleasant gnawing. Anger, resentment 
and the tang of haem on his tongue enlivened his appetite.

The decision as to who would be his first stepping stone toward 
Lydia all but made itself.
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He already knew everyone's work routine off by heart. 
Taking plenty of time, as would be expected of a slow witted lump 

like Lummox, Euterich had studied the whiteboard on the control room 
wall until he committed every detail to memory, hoping it would stay 
there long enough to be of use.

He now knew where everyone should be, what they would be doing 
and for how long, including himself.

He would need to be first back to the cabins in order to prepare his 
'surprise'. Easily done. 

He cried off sick after lunch, claiming bad food and the change in 
water quality had upset his stomach and given him a nasty case of 
diarrhoea, not too far from the truth, leaving Brewer to take his place 
acting as a spare pair of hands for McAllister as he prepared his toy 
submarine for its first dive as soon as the weather stabilised. Those two 
would not return until 1800 at the earliest. 

Cameron and McDougal had just come off shift and were in the 
lounge, killing time watching TV before preparing the evening meal. 
Lydia would be playing doctors and nurses in sickbay with Capstan, 
unless he was with his new best friend Shaw in the control room, 
mapping the day's progress on their petty little charts and going over 
the chores they had planned for everyone tomorrow.

Only they were going to be one man short and their tin pot little 
kingdom would be thrown into disarray as they searched the rig from 
flare to foundation for a missing man.

Pure happenstance had put him in a cabin next door to Reynolds, 
which meant he had been able to spy on his neighbour and get to know 
his off-shift routine too.

Today, Reynolds' stint ended at 1700 hours, after which he would 
take his shower, spend half an hour in his cabin reading, strumming on 
his guitar or napping to the company of the news on the radio, before 
dressing and slouching around in the lounge until dinner time.

The time window was short, but Euterich felt it doable. He lay on his 
bunk to wait, half dozing, letting his natural senses take over. In 
contrast to the average human's, his were as high functioning as any 
cat or dog's - taste, smell, hearing, sight - including night vision - a 
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dozen times more advanced, and his enhanced hearing picked up 
Reynolds' approaching tread long before he entered the habitat zone 
proper and followed his progress to and into his cabin by sound alone. 

The door opening and closing, general moving about; Reynolds 
letting out an audible groan with relief as he stripped his dirty overalls 
from tired, overworked muscles; the shower starting up; Reynolds 
urinating and farting brazenly; the lavatory flushing. 

The sounds then muffled as Reynolds closed the bathroom door.
Give him a couple of minutes to settle in.
To pass the time, Euterich smoothed out the sleeping bag, plumped 

the pillow, and gave the small room and bathroom a final tidy around.
Should have had long enough by now.
He cracked open the cabin door and peered into the empty corridor 

beyond. Everywhere was silent bar the gentle hum of the warm air 
heater and the muted chatter of the television in the lounge.

He slipped from the room and sidled the eight feet to Reynolds' 
door, grinning to himself at the thought of the crew, including himself, 
oozing concern for appearances sake only, searching every nook and 
cranny, alcove and bucket store tomorrow, and coming up empty 
handed.

He tested the handle. Not locked. 
A slight turn, the door opened and Euterich slithered inside, closing 

it silently behind him.
The room was foggy and stank of cigarettes. Why had the ceiling 

detector not picked up on it? Because Reynolds had covered the 
smoke detector with a plastic bag, securing it with a strong elastic 
band, sealing in a tiny pocket of clean air, leaving him free to smoke in 
his cabin with impunity, putting them all at risk. 

Crafty selfish bastard.
Cunning though, because it meant that when he took over this cabin 

as his own, Euterich would be able to enjoy Lonny's illicit cannabis 
stash in comfort. No more sneaking down to that filthy workshop.

A shiver ran through him at the sudden memory of his enforced 
internment in that room – the cold, the damp, the smell. He shook it off 
to concentrate on the job in hand.

Through the bathroom door he could hear the tell tale splash of 
shower water. As long as it kept running, it would mask the sound of his 
movements.

He swiftly peeled off his boots, overalls and underwear. He would 
be naked for the operation for two reasons; there would be a lot of 
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blood to wash off, and the change went easier and more comfortably if 
he were not constricted by clothing. Not only that. Lonny's shoes and 
clothes would be far too big for his new shape, so he might as well get 
rid of them now. He laid the garments out on the bunk where they 
would be within easy reach. Cotton was absorbent. They might come in 
handy if there were bodily fluids to be cleaned up.

Fingers on the handle, he took a deep breath and slid aside the 
door to the bathroom, letting out a cloud of citrus scented steam. The 
perfect cover. He sneaked soundlessly in.

A few steps across the cold linoleum took him to within two feet of 
Reynolds, slick with shower gel and bubbles, eyes tightly closed 
against a stinging soap intrusion, ears full of foam, both hands busy 
with the full throes of energetic masturbation. One hand cupped and 
kneaded his balls, the other squeezed and pulled on his cock, every tug 
accompanied by a grunt of pleasure.

'Oh yeah! Come on, baby! Ride me!' 
He wasn't going to hear a thing.
Euterich took a moment to prepare, to balance himself for the strike, 

to adjust in his hand the razor edged ceramic knife he'd managed to 
steal from the kitchen.

Carefully, very carefully, he eased the shower screen open.
Position.
Reynolds tilted his head back to receive the full flow of the shower.
Wait for it.
With a growled ecstatic, 'Oh yeah!' he ejaculated forcefully into the 

stream.
Strike!
Using Lonny Dick's height and powerful build to its full advantage, 

Euterich seized Reynolds around his mouth with a substantial left hand, 
yanking the man's head back and stretching his neck to its fullest 
tautest length. At the same time his right hand swept the blade across 
Reynolds' throat, so deep as to almost decapitate him with a single 
stroke.

No time to yell. 
Reynolds' legs folded, dropping him into the shower tray like an 

empty sack, a stream of bright scarlet gushing from the open space 
between his Adam's apple and his chin, the sanguineous flood coating 
his chest like a red silk cravat, dribbling onto the white plastic to be 
picked up, swirled around and washed away by the stream of water, 
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before gurgling down the drain hole and into the grey water for 
recycling. 

Tomorrow someone would be flushing away their piss and turds 
with Reynolds' diluted blood.

Cut off from its blood and oxygen supply, his consciousness 
switched off and his out of control body bucked and jerked wildly, 
mouth opening and closing like a landed fish, sightless eyes bulging in 
their sockets. But Euterich had no concerns. He knew what he was 
doing. These were automatic reactions and would cease momentarily. 
Reynolds would not be getting up again.

Euterich looked down on the twitching corpse, satisfied with his 
work. It had been quick and silent. No time for fear to contaminate the 
flesh with its bitter outpourings. He preferred this way of killing to the 
method of stripping flesh utilising the chemical reaction he had been 
forced to use on Lonny Dick, biting into him and injecting the poison 
directly. It left an aftertaste he found disagreeable, and always the 
threat of some of the molecules not being neutralised and finding their 
way back into him and dissolving him from the inside out. 

Reynolds would be more work, requiring manual butchery rather 
than having the skin peel away and reveal the partly digested innards 
to him, but he didn't care. He had the time, and the fresh taste of 
untainted flesh would be worth the effort.

He let the shower run until Reynolds' blood stopped pumping, 
allowing the body a few more minutes in the stream for the warm water 
to wash away any soap and shampoo residue and to soften the skin 
some more.

Dry skin could be tough, like leather, it took a lot of chewing, and it 
caught in his teeth.

The change began almost as soon as he swallowed the first 
mouthful of Reynolds' liver, as so often happened if both bodies were 
reasonably healthy with little repair to be done. He could feel it as a 
gentle prickling of the skin, warmth radiating from his stomach, the 
darkening of the hair on his arms from Lonny's fine blond to Reynolds' 
dark brown. He dined steadily and easily for the next twenty minutes, 
putting the leftovers aside to go in the bag – arms and hands, lower 
legs and feet, also the head and the genitals. He also tossed in the 
lungs. Reynolds was a heavy smoker, and apart from not liking the 
tarry nicotine taste, he didn't want to take the chance of ingesting any 
cancerous cells which might be lurking in the tissue, infecting himself.

He included the long bones from the legs, picked clean of most of 
their meat and sucked of their marrow, and the ribcage, crushed flat. 
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Included also was the swathe of tattoo covered skin from Reynolds' 
back. 

It had been a shame to discard such an impressive work of art on 
living flesh; a school of smiling dolphins leaping side by side through 
white crested waves. It would have made a splendid display if it could 
somehow have been preserved, framed like a painting and hung on 
someone's living room wall. But the subcutaneous ink made the flesh 
unpalatable and he had to leave it. 

Of course, that meant the skin on his own back would remain 
undecorated, not that anyone here knew about the tattoo. He would 
have to remember to keep himself well covered nonetheless.

He up bundled up the vestiges of Daz Reynolds in the cast off 
overalls and underwear and stuffed the lot into the canvas bag, zipped 
it up and put it aside while he spent the next half an hour cleaning up 
the spillages in the bathroom.

Cleanliness is next to Godliness after all, he thought dryly.
He showered to remove any trace of blood from his body and hair. 

Before he dressed in Reynolds' clothes, he examined his freshly 
scrubbed naked self in the mirror – close cropped brown hair, sharp 
grey eyes, a fine musculature, and this time with a decent sized set of 
experienced undercarriage to go with it. He cupped it with his hands, 
warm and soft, full of potential. He had already seen it in action, and 
would put it to good use himself soon enough.

What amused him somewhat was the uneven distribution of colour 
on Reynolds' skin – a year of working outdoors with the sun and wind 
against them had given his exposed face and hands the colour of light 
oak, while the rest of him remained a near porcelain white.

'Your vitamin D level must be appalling.'
He turned himself around, and apart from the nakedness of his 

back, deemed the change to be for the most part complete. As an 
added bonus, free of Lummox's restricted mental capacity, his mind 
was now clearer, sharper, more like his own self, even if there were a 
few thoughts in there he considered somewhat...inappropriate, 
particularly those concerning the new focus in his life, Lydia Ellis.

But before he could take full advantage of this nice new body he 
had some refuse to dispose of.

He cracked the door open and listened. The doors between the 
corridor and the lounge had been closed, muting the clatter of crockery 
and someone's tuneless singing in the galley. Better for him; more 
chance of getting away and disposing of Reynolds' remains unseen 
and unheard. He seized hold of his drop bag and stepped out into the 
corridor, closing the cabin door behind him.

69



'Hey Daz. What'cha got there?'
Startled, Euterich turned to the unexpected voice behind him - Craig 

McDougal, zipping up his overalls, on the way back to the lounge after 
using his lavatory.

Reynolds' words tripped from his lips. 'Er...laundry. Running out of 
smalls. Don't fancy going commando and freezing my bollocks off.' 

McDougal grinned. 'Great, wait there!' He ducked back into his 
cabin, emerging seconds later with a bundle of underwear, socks, T 
shirts and a pair of navy overalls, roughly bundled together in a grubby 
towel. 

'Stick these in for me while ye're there will ye,' he said, thrusting the 
bundle into Euterich's hands.

'What am I, your fucking slave?'
'Nah, you're just a decent human being doing his mate a good turn.'
'Fuck off!'
'I owe you one. Cheers mate. I'll save you a naan bread.'
And McDougal ambled back to galley to continue work, leaving 

Euterich standing in the corridor, a scowl creasing his forehead until it 
stood out like rusty guttering, fuming not only at McDougal's bare arsed 
cheek, but also at his own foulness of language and behaviour. 
Reynolds' influence on him already? That didn't take long.

He stalked down the corridor, through the swing doors of the hub, 
down the next hallway to the room housing the washing machines, 
dryers and irons, left behind because there was no value in taking them 
off.

He thought of dumping McDougal's stuff on the floor and leaving it 
to fester until he too ran out of clean underwear and came to deal with 
it himself, but instead he set a machine going with the gear in it, not 
because he wanted to, or out of the goodness of his heart, but because 
if anyone asked where he had been, he would have a legitimate excuse 
for his absence, one corroborated by McDougal, which would give him 
time to get rid of Reynolds' surplus to requirements bones and flesh 
mouldering in the bag atop the washing machine not three feet away.

Taking care to remain out of sight of the CCTV cameras covering 
the deck, the location of which he picked from Reynolds' memories and 
his own observation, he tossed his dreadful payload over the safety rail 
and watched it fall away into the heaving grey mass. He did not hear 
them splash into the sea a hundred feet below, nor give them a second 
thought as they sank to the briny depths to join Lonny Dick in providing 
an extraordinary meal for scavenging fish and crabs.
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Lonny's absence from the dining table at dinner raised little interest. 
Euterich's playacting illness had convinced Lydia to sign him off work 
for the afternoon. She prescribed him some medicine and ordered him 
rest in his cabin. For him not to appear to partake in a hearty meal of 
spicy chicken curry and rice then, was somewhat expected.

Euterich, however, now in Reynolds skin and keen to join in, helped 
himself to a moderate portion of the food, despite still feeling a little 
bloated from his enjoyment of the dear departed's organ meats, which 
he found to be in remarkably good condition considering the amount 
Reynolds smoked, drank and screwed around. 

The curry was aromatic and hot and he appreciated the sensation of 
heat on his tongue and at the back of his throat. The generous chunks 
of tender chicken meat were much to his liking.

He laughed quietly to himself. If anyone were to ask him what 
chicken tasted like he could, with an arrow straight face, say, 'Human,' 
and be telling the truth.

Lydia returned from the serving area with her plate.
'You made too much rice,' she said. 'It's going to be wasted. It won't 

keep. You can't eat reheated rice. You'll get food poisoning. You should 
have measured it out more carefully.'

'We did,' complained Cameron. 'We followed the instructions to a T, 
but it doesn't matter how careful you are, it is physically impossible not 
to make too much rice.'

'That's as maybe, but it means we might go short later.'
'Let's hope Lummox keeps his bad belly, then. The less he eats, all 

the more for us.'
All but Lydia laughed.
'Anyone seen him lately?' Eddie asked. 'Anyone know if he's okay?'
'Anyone gie a shit?' mumbled McDougal. 'Ye can hang yer washing 

atwain that idiot's ears. Theer's nut'n blowing through theer but fresh 
air.'

'If he's taken my advice, he'll be sleeping it off in his cabin,' said 
Lydia. 'I gave him some Milk of Magnesia to settle his stomach and told 
him to stick to plain water and not exert himself. He should be fine by 
morning.'
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They returned to their meal, chattering across the table, getting to 
know each other without really trying, testing each other out, ribbing 
each other.

McDougal said something incomprehensible; McAllister swore and 
threw a piece of naan bread at him.

McDougal scowled at him. 'Wa's yoor problem, Mac?'
'At's yoo,' said McAllister, exaggerating McDougal's broad 

Aberdonian accent. 'We dinnae ken wit her bletherin' aboot win ye gabs 
oan like a sheep shaggin' teuchter. Nae-one can unnerstan' a fuckin' 
word.' He then switched to pure cut glass English. 'Why can you not 
speak proper – like what we do?'

Everyone laughed and the piece of bread returned. 
'Shut yer gob, Mac, afair I shut it fer ye!'
'What did he say?' queried Euterich innocently, sending McAllister 

into gales of laughter.
'You see,' McAllister howled. 'Even a slob like Daz can't make moss 

nor sand of your highland fling.'
'Yer nuttin' bu' a bunch o' smart-arse fucking racists,' retorted 

McDougal, his insulted Celtic temper inflamed. 'We cannae all hae the 
benefit of a fancy yoo-niversity edication. Just 'cause yoo hae sae hoity 
toity degree, Mac, is nae excuse fer makkin' fun of us lesser mortals.'

Euterich's ears pricked up. McAllister? A graduate? University 
education? There was a surprise. In what subject? Something deep 
and meaningful he hoped. Not like Brewer's psychology claptrap. Did 
he read? Did he like the opera or the theatre? God, make it so. 

Reynolds worshipped the holy trinity of machismo - football, women 
and cars, and not necessarily in that order, already proving himself to 
be an uncouth troglodyte in both thought and deed, and having to act 
and speak and think like him went totally against the grain and 
disturbed Euterich deeply. Less than four hours in this body and he was 
already looking for something better. 

'Ye go' summat tae add, Mister Reynolds?' 
He realised he'd been staring across the table at McDougal and 

shook his head.
'Nope.'
'Gud.' McDougal huffed, sniffed and scowled at his near empty plate 

before taking a slab of naan and wiping it around to soak up every last 
drop of the pungent curry sauce.

Using Reynolds' least offensive tone, Euterich addressed McAllister. 
'What...er...degree have you got, Jock - just as a matter of interest?' 
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In other words, could you be my next candidate?
Education had not, however, given McAllister good table manners. 

He stuffed a fistful of the greasy naan into his mouth, filling it to 
capacity. 

'Arts and humanities,' he said, chewing on it as he spoke. 'You 
know, history, literature, philosophy and all that pretentious shit?' 

Euterich smiled affably. 'Yeah. All that pretentious shit.'
Maybe not...yet.

Apart from the occasions when he needed to concentrate on 
assimilating a new body, or when he had to endure enforced semi 
hibernation, Euterich did not require sleep. He indulged himself purely 
because he enjoyed the sensation. He liked the feeling of drifting off 
into the dark, of exploring the space behind his eyes, and it gave him 
time to think...and tonight thoughts of Lydia would carry him into the 
arms of Morpheus. 

But not yet. First he would take some time in the quiet and the dark 
to go over the information he had accrued about the others, to help him 
choose which one would have the privilege of being the next stepping 
stone into Eddie Capstan when the time came. 

He considered each man at a time, trying not to let Reynolds' base 
opinions cloud his judgement.

Old man Brewer was a conundrum, in a class of his own. He had 
impeccable manners and when he had something to say, which wasn't 
often, he talked as if he had marbles in his mouth, being something of a 
posh intel-ec-chewal. Too old and too distinguished for a woman like 
Lydia, whom he suspected might like a bit of rough now and again.

Like Reynolds? No. Not that rough – he had stepped into the body 
of a shit of the lowest order, rude, uncouth, primitive. Not a step up the 
evolutionary ladder from Lonny, more of a sideways lurch.

What about Duncan Cameron? A decent sort by all accounts; a hard 
worker if a tad argumentative and opinionated. A tick in the mental 
'possible' box for him.

Shaw? Capstan's lapdog. Too young for her, but if Capstan trusted 
him, she might too. Another possibility.

He had already gleaned some interesting facts about McAllister to 
be considered; McDougal he couldn't really tell. They were an odd pair 
those two, like Tweedledum and Tweedledee, with their jocular 
horseplay at the table, in a huddle at every possible opportunity, 
laughing and talking and joking like naughty schoolboys. They watched 
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movies together, played snooker together. Eating, drinking...sleeping 
together? 

Now here was an interesting notion. It wasn't unknown for gay 
relationships to blossom in a male dominated environment. He would 
have to spend more time with them to find out. It wasn't something he 
had much personal knowledge of. Perhaps now might be the time to 
find out. New experiences were often a welcome distraction from the 
banal, particularly if they were pleasurable.

When he finally fell asleep, he still had not made his decision.
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Lonny still did not appear for breakfast next day.
'I'll call in on him and see how he is,' said Lydia, assuming him to be 

following her medical instructions and keeping to his sick bed.
Her knock on Lonny's cabin door however brought no response. 

She knocked again.
'Lonny? It's Miss Ellis? Can I come in and see how you are?'
No reply.
More tapping. 'Lonny? Are you okay?'
'Problem?' said Lawrence Brewer, emerging from his cabin after 

changing into his work clothes.
'He's not answering,' she said. 'I don't want to just go in, in case 

he's...you know. Would you mind?'
'Not at all.' Brewer rapped on Lonny's door. 'Hey, Lonny, it's 

Lawrence Brewer. Make yourself decent. I'm coming in. Okay?' He 
tested the handle. Unlocked, it turned easily under his hand and the 
door popped open.

Lydia remained outside.
The blinds were closed and the room dim. Brewer put on the light. 

The room was tidy and the bed made up and empty.
'You can come in, Miss Ellis. He's not here.'
'He should be,' said Lydia, edging her way in. 'When I saw him in 

sickbay I told him to come directly here and to stay in bed and rest, but 
it looks as if he's never been here. His bed hasn't been slept in.'

Brewer looked around at all Lonny's neatly arranged possessions. 
'All his stuff's still here,' he said. 'Odd though. Lonny didn't strike me as 
a neat freak. Quite the opposite in fact.'

He ducked his head into the bathroom. Also empty and surprisingly 
clean. 'It's the same in here.'

He then spotted the hole in the drywall partition.
'Cripes, look at this.' He put his hand into the hole, gauging its size. 

'There's some dried blood here as well.'
Lydia pushed in close to see for herself. 'Oh my God, you're right. 

What the hell's been going on here?'
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Brewer laid a large hand on her fine shoulder.
'Ah, now, I think I have a perfectly reasonable explanation for it,' he 

said. 'You weren't there, but other night after dinner, there was a bit of 
aggro between Lonny and Mr Reynolds. I don't know what about 
exactly, but Mr Reynolds upset him, so I think this might be the result of 
a temper tantrum. I wouldn't read too much into it. Better a smashed in 
wall than somebody's face, eh?'

'I suppose so. But it doesn't explain where Lonny is now.'
'No it doesn't. Why don't you leave it with me? I'll inform Mr Capstan 

of the situation and what we've found, and then we'll have a look see if 
we can't find Lonny. It's not like he can have gone far is it?'

'No. I suppose not,' said Lydia. 'Thank you for your help.'
'My pleasure.'

Eddie questioned the crew. No-one had seen Lonny Dick since the 
previous afternoon when McDougal spotted him entering his cabin, 
looking a little grouchy and out of sorts, an impression Euterich had 
been keen to cultivate.

He then despatched them to make a quick search of all the obvious 
places Lonny might be holed up feeling sorry for himself, while he 
paced the main deck and examined every inch of the safety railing for a 
fresh scratch or scuff, for a scrap of fabric or a stain that shouldn't be 
there, anything to substantiate a theory. 

Feeling rough and in need of some fresh air, Lonny had made his 
way to the nearest open space. Feeling sick, he leaned over the safety 
rail to puke. A rogue wave rose up, or a gust of wind took him, perhaps 
he simply overreached himself and overbalanced. Three scenarios, one 
result - man overboard. 

He found nothing.
Disillusioned, cold, soaked by sea spray, he slumped into the 

tattered chair in the dog house, a general-purpose steel sided 
construction adjacent to the drill floor, a combination of shelter, tool 
shed, communications centre, coffee room and general meeting place, 
for the driller and his crew. He dragged weary hands over his scratchy 
face, wiping away water running from hair plastered to his head. 

He had never lost a man on his watch before. 
People had lost fingers and toes, such injuries were occupational 

hazards, one had even lost an entire foot, sheared off at the ankle and 
transported to the hospital still in his boot, and there had been plenty of 
burns and broken bones, singed eyebrows and smacks on the head by 
loose chains or ropes, but no one ever actually died while under his 
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supervision. In twenty years, not one fatality. He had been proud of that 
statistic. 

Shit! Why did this assignment have to be the one on which to break 
his duck?

'Mr. Capstan...'
He looked up to see Lydia Ellis. He hadn't noticed her come in and 

now she looked as if she were waiting for him to say something. 
'Hmmmm? Sorry?'
'I said are you okay?'
He smiled weakly and brushed away a drip of water from his brow 

before it rolled into his eyes. 'Erm, yeah, thanks.' Sigh. 'Actually, no.'
'You should come inside and get dry.'
'Doctor's orders?'
'Common sense. You're as wet as an otter's pocket and you don't 

want to get hypothermia.'
'Give me a minute.'
She perched one small buttock on the corner of the desk. 'No sign?'
He shook his head slowly. 'No. Nothing.'
'What happens now?'
He stretched his arms over his head, arching his back until it 

cracked. 'A missing man's got to be reported.' He hauled himself from 
the chair and gave his face a final scrub with his hands. 'S'pose I'd 
better get it over with.'

'I'll walk with you, if you don't mind.'
'Thanks,' he said, ushering her from the cold, damp place. 'I'd 

appreciate it.' 

She kept him company as far as the entrance to the habitat, where 
they parted; she to find a warming cup of coffee, him to go radio the 
bad news back to the company headquarters. 

He took a moment, staring out of the Control Room window 
overlooking the work area, taking deep breaths as he organised his 
thoughts, before he picked up the satellite telephone which would 
connect him directly with Longdrift and his line manager, William 
Edgecombe.

He related the details as he knew them and the actions the crew 
had already taken.
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'You're sure he's gone overboard? You've searched everywhere? 
Under every bed? In every broom cupboard? Every stall in the heads?' 
Edgecombe's voice of authority sounded tinny, brittle, annoyed.

'As best we can with just the eight of us,' said Eddie, emphasising 
the lack of manpower. 'The guys are still at it now, but we've already 
searched high and low, twice. There's no sign of him.'

A serious amount of cursing came back over the radio.
'I'll pass on the news to the chief, but he's not going to like this one 

bit. You'd better hang onto yer arse, Eddie.' Pause. 'We'll get back to 
you.' Another pause before the parting shot. 'What a fucking balls up.'

And he was gone. Just like that. No goodbye, no over and out, just 
gone, leaving Eddie hanging on the dead phone with no idea what to 
do next.

He settled the handset back in its cradle, closed his eyes and 
slumped forward, letting his forehead thunk repeatedly against the desk 
top, each little bounce off the Formica punctuated with a bitter, 'Fuck – 
fuck – fuck – fuck', until he gave himself a headache.

He folded his arms over his head in a protective shield and swore 
until the well of profanity ran dry.

He'd warned them, when they first proposed this little jolly and 
dropped it on him that there were only to be 12 in the group, he warned 
them it would be a disaster in the making. No exaggeration. When they 
told him two days before they left that actually there would only be 9 
instead, he should have told them where to get off, walked away and 
refused to co-operate, refused to come.

They wouldn't have listened of course. They would simply have 
sacked him and sent some other poor bugger instead.

He swore again, lurched to his feet and sloped off to the mess room 
to find coffee, sulking every step of the way.

He and this little band of reprobates had been given the unenviable 
task of effectively forensically scrutinising every inch of the platform 
section by section, from the lowest point on the sea bed 120 metres 
down, to the tip of the drill derrick, 150 metres above sea level, four 
fifths the height of the Eiffel tower in all, and once ensconced on their 
concrete and metal island they would spend their days inspecting and 
testing its structural integrity, both above and below the water line, 
fixing faults if able, photographing and recording it for further action by 
others if not. They were to inspect every item of electrical and 
mechanical equipment and pipework for faults, leaks and any potential 
deficiencies, from the mighty mud pump right down to the last light bulb 
and door knob. 
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And why – because Falcon Bravo had been a costly failure for 
Longdrift and it was their job to make sure it wasn't in danger of 
collapsing into the sea before it could be sold. 

A hundred and eighty million pounds in the commissioning, it wasn't 
a particularly large platform but it started off full of promise, it's main 
bore and five satellite wells pumping out a steady 700 to 1100 barrels a 
day for six years straight. But the reservoir did not turn out to be the 
bottomless pit the petrologists and geologists had at first suggested. 
Despite the best efforts of the engineers and every new innovation they 
threw at it, within six short months, production tailed off to no more than 
an embarrassing trickle. 

And then almost overnight, it fell as dry as a mummy's armpit, 
quickly doing an about turn to become a well in reverse - sucking in 
money at one end while throwing out nothing more substantial than 
tension headaches, stomach ulcers and falling share prices at the 
other. Those who knew about these things put their heads together and 
decided that it would be more cost effective to shut the whole operation 
down completely and move production to another more profitable field. 

Bore holes were flooded with cement and sealed, wellheads were 
capped and made safe and the drilling equipment withdrawn and 
dismantled. 

Anything that wasn't nailed down, welded to, or an integral part of 
the structure was packed up and shipped off, lock, stock and tungsten 
carbide bit.

Up went the metaphorical 'For Sale with Vacant Possession' sign, 
and Bravo waited in the cold and the wet and the fog, for someone to 
save her and spare her the most likely end to her short career - to be 
ignominiously towed back to the rig graveyard, to be picked over, 
picked apart and selectively dissected, for her choicest parts to be 
carefully carved out and sold for so much scrap to be recycled into 
something more useful, and for the valueless remnants to be sent to 
the bottom and left to rot.

Longdrift had allowed another year for a reasonable offer to come 
forward. In the meantime, Bravo could not just be left to fall apart. A 
minimal amount of periodic safeguarding still had to be carried out to 
maintain what little value it managed to hang on to. Every new spot of 
rust, fresh crop of barnacles and coating of guano ate not only into the 
structure itself, but its final valuation, and it would not be worth the 
bedrock it stood on if it should happen to collapse to the seabed or be 
blown to smithereens for simple lack of maintenance.

And this was where Eddie Capstan and his little team came in.
They were supposed to spend the 99 days of their assignment 

surveying the structure from derrick tip to sea bed, taking samples and 
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photographs, cleaning off rust and bird muck. They were also expected 
to grab a brush and give the place a touch up paint job wherever it 
needed it, generally sprucing the place up. What an estate agent might 
refer to as improving Bravo's 'kerb appeal'.

Eddie would file periodic status reports on their progress, and 
Longdrift, after holding long and interesting meetings around shiny 
tables with doughnuts and coffee would decide what to do next. 

With only 9 pairs of hands it was proving to be hard work, both 
tedious and dangerous in equal measure, but they were all well trained 
in their fields and had a decent mix for best efficiency - brains and 
brawn, specialism and non-specific, female delicacy and downright 
physical brutality. 

They had every tool, device and hi tech toy at their disposal to make 
the job as safe as possible, but were not so complacent as to rely on 
these alone. Some low tech grunt stuff would be kept in reserve, 
because no matter how sophisticated an operation, Sod's law dictated 
that if they didn't, a case would always arise when there would be no 
substitute for brute force and ignorance – a guy like Lonny Dick fitted 
that role to perfection.

All they had to do was get the job done, get back to shore, draw 
their vastly inflated financial incentive and go their separate ways. 

They were doing okay, until yesterday, when it turned into a scene 
of tragedy and he knew without a shadow of doubt that those back in 
their comfy onshore offices would be cooking up ways to ensure he 
would be the one to get all the blame.

He was a man set adrift in shark infested waters in a leaking dinghy 
made of meat.

The crew sat or slouched around the lounge under a heavy blanket 
of sullen silence, broken only by the clunk of the wall clock marking out 
the passing seconds as each them contemplated their own mortality. 

Brewer stared at the ceiling, McDougal picked at his nails, McAllister 
sat with his chin cupped in his hands, staring at the blank black 
rectangle of the dead TV. Reynolds flicked through a magazine and 
Cameron cradled a mug, studying its contents. 

Eddie returned from the galley, cup of coffee in hand, and under 
Reynolds/Euterich's oddly cold, detached gaze, joined Lydia where she 
stood apart from the rest, staring out of the picture window at the 
expanse of sea beyond, to where the grey of the sky mingled with the 
darker grey of an oncoming cloudbank out there on the horizon.

'Have you done it?' she said.
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He scrubbed at his brow. 'Yeah.'
'What did they say?'
'Not a lot, but I can read between the lines. I'm in charge, it's my 

fault.'
'Bollocks. If anyone is responsible it's me,' she said. 'I should have 

checked on him earlier. As soon as he reported sick, he became my 
patient. I was responsible for his welfare from then on in, and I let him 
down.'

Eddie laid a comforting hand on her shoulder. 'You weren't to know 
he'd go wandering off.'

'I should have kept a closer eye on him. I should have made him 
stay in sickbay. I should have —' Pause. 'If you'll excuse me. I have to 
file a report too.'

She walked out from under his hand and away, and right at that 
moment Eddie wished he too could be anywhere in the world but in that 
room.

He felt the walls begin to close in on him, a kind of creeping 
claustrophobia, and he turned back to the window and the openness 
beyond.

Ideally it should be west facing, a vantage point from which he could 
watch the sun drop to the horizon at the end of the day to kiss the sea 
goodnight, before sinking slowly out of sight, leaving behind high clouds 
tinged pink and purple and a once blue sky a violent fiery orange 
streaked with red. Shifting palette of golds and blues and mauves 
would slowly morph into the darkest blue black scattered with shards of 
light - diamonds on velvet.

For a hardened company man with oil under his fingernails and 
petroleum in his veins, Eddie Capstan had a deeply sentimental, 
romantic nature; one could almost say it verged on the poetic. 

For him, true splendour, true beauty, true poetry, lay in the simple 
pleasure of a sunset so unutterably magnificent it brought tears to his 
eyes.

Yet today even Eddie's soft heart remained untouched. There was 
to be no sunset to mark the end of this day, only greyness and death; a 
day he really did wish had never dawned.

He picked at his dinner before retiring to his cabin to lay on his 
bunk, distracting his thoughts by reading until sleep came upon him; a 
shallow restless sleep which tormented him with the knowledge that 
tomorrow he would have to stand up in front of the remaining hands at 
the daily briefing and encourage them to muddle through their duties as 
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best they could being one man short, because they still had a schedule 
to keep. They would, of course, look back at him with faces full of 
contempt, as if he had just suggested they roast freshly killed babies on 
a spit, and he would justly deserve it.
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Euterich, safely installed in the reprehensible Reynolds' body, had to 
work hard to keep up an act of being upset at Lonny's loss. He did not, 
however, have to work hard at carrying out the tasks allocated to his 
new host – locating, testing, making safe the nearly three miles of 
electrical cables running throughout the structure.

Although he had never done this type of work before, having a 
healthy distrust of electricity, once he dragged Reynolds' appropriate 
memories to the fore and let them guide him, he found he was rather 
enjoying it and developed a new appreciation for the electrician's craft. 

Eddie Capstan, on his tour of inspection, even expressed pleasure 
at his progress. Sucker!

At lunch time the party gathered in the galley to take a break from 
their labours and eat. No one apart from himself appeared to have 
much of an appetite and there were plenty of reformed ham and plastic 
cheese sandwiches going spare. Having polished off one round, he 
returned to the servery for another, and seeing an opportunity to 
ingratiate himself, took the empty seat next to a still clearly distressed 
Lydia.

Most of her sandwich sat untouched on her plate and she was 
worrying the nearly cold tea in her mug with a spoon.

He offered a genial demonstration of Reynolds' cock-eyed smile. 
'What happened to Lonny, it weren't your fault Ms Ellis. You shouldn't 
be upset about it. Nobody is blaming you. Shit happens.'

To his surprise, despite the impoliteness of his statement, she 
returned the smile. 'Thank you, Mr Reynolds. It's very kind of you to say 
so.'

He felt a stirring in his chest, genuinely happy that she 
condescended to speak to him at all, and so cordially too.

She consented to them sitting together in companionable silence for 
a full ten minutes, him wolfing down his sandwiches, she picking hers 
apart, before she rose, refilled her cup from the teapot and left in a 
slipstream of delicate vanilla fragrance, citing her need to return to 
work.

His greedy eyes followed her, appreciating the way she carried 
herself, neat and erect, a slight swing to her hips, her steps light and 
dainty, until she passed through the doors and out of sight.
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Even when bowed by responsibility and enveloped in near 
shapeless overalls, the female form was a thing of beauty to behold.

Alone at the table, Euterich chewed on his tasteless food as he 
thought back to the one time he had toyed with integrating with the 
female – for the experience.

He had been on a trip to London, one of the most populous cities in 
Europe at the time, and he thought it would be easy pickings, but 
despite four attempts, it didn't work out. 

Women of his class, educated and refined with cultured intelligent 
minds, were plentiful enough. Unfortunately for him, they were 
cloistered by over protective males, making access to them all but 
impossible. Repeated failure to integrate into that closed section of 
society left his selection somewhat limited and meant if he wanted to 
pursue his experimentation he would have, reluctantly, to cast his net 
further afield, to the underclass, to ones he could practise on, to those 
who could disappear without a trace without anyone raising so much as 
an eyebrow. 

He would start at the bottom and keep it simple, that way he could 
cultivate trust among the sex and then work his way up through the 
ranks until he reached the porcelain skinned, blue blooded nobility he 
aspired to. 

He found samples aplenty in the seedy district of Whitechapel, 
where the tarts and toots would lift their skirts and drop their drawers 
for him in exchange for a swig of gin and a handful of coins and he 
considered he would be doing them a favour by putting them out of the 
misery of their low hopeless lives by slicing them open from gizzard to 
pubis, searching through them for something, anything to satisfy his 
need, even accused of taking two in one night. A coincidence. He'd 
only had time for the one. 

From each of them he had taken away parts on which to feed in 
private, but found them all to be sour and bitter, from tainted bodies 
ravaged with venereal disease, their livers dirty and cirrhotic and with 
kidneys pickled with gin and brandy; each specimen more disgusting 
than the other – apart from the last one. 

She was surprisingly different and would have been the ideal first 
step, if it hadn't been for the net closing in. His recent activities had not 
gone unnoticed and having a policeman on every corner curtailed him 
somewhat. He had to be careful and being careful spoiled the mood.

Mary Jane Kelly lifted his mood.
A dainty young thing with lovely red hair and a delightful Welsh 

accent, she was poor and dirty, but chirpy and naive and eager to 
please for her pennies. 
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She took him to her humble dwelling, a single room in a dirty yard 
called Miller's Court where they had rough, unsophisticated sex. 
Afterwards, as she sat on the edge of her tiny, uncomfortable bed, 
easing a stocking over a milk white thigh, he took her from behind, 
drawing a scalpel sharp blade across her throat, almost severing her 
head, cutting off her cheerful music hall ditty and soaking the bed and 
himself in a hot, scarlet fountain. 

He disembowelled the delightful child, allowing himself a few choice 
pieces of her viscera and her dear fresh heart, savouring their 
unadulterated sweetness, looking forward to seeing her pretty elfin face 
looking back at him in the broken mirror over the wash bowl, to running 
his hands over the feminine swell of breasts and hips, when the harsh 
blast of a police whistle pierced the night, cutting short his venture, the 
shrill alarm forcing him to flee mid feed, leaving poor Mary's lifeless 
corpse to be found next morning by her landlord's messenger, sent to 
collect rent arrears.

When news of the discovery of Mary Kelly's dreadfully mutilated 
body reached him next day, via a headline in the daily paper, for the 
first time in his long life he felt real terror. Yes, he had killed her. Yes, 
he had eaten parts of her, but the rest, the despicable corruptions of 
her flesh described in the newspaper and displayed in the grainy 
photograph of the virtual ripping apart of her body, the flaying of her 
flesh and scattering of chunks of it around her room, her almost total 
exsanguination, those were not his work. He never did more than was 
necessary for his needs. This was the work of a madman and although 
he may be many things, mad was not one of them.

The police alert had been a false alarm he also found out; a fight 
between gangs of dockers two streets away, but with the publicity, the 
increased police presence and public awareness and suspicion racked 
up to hysterical fever pitch, he knew his time there was over. The 
longer he stayed, the more the odds were stacked against him. A good 
gambler knows when to quit.

Time to give up on his quest for the female experience, to dismiss it 
as a silly frivolous whim. A dangerous whim. If he were meant to be 
female, he would have been created that way wouldn't he?

He would make good his escape while he still could. 
Two days later, he boarded a ship for France and the far continent 

and left the dreadfulness far behind. 
He also left behind a legacy which would find its way into the history 

books, a legacy based on gossip, scandal and rumour, embellished out 
of all proportion, yet would endure to be discussed and dissected for 
the next 125 years by a group of scholars who would emerge to 
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dedicate themselves to the study of the methods and motives of the 
bloodthirsty fiend who ripped open prostitutes. 

Their expertise would be based on every kind of speculation, myth 
and conspiracy, the finger pointing eventually, to fifteen suspects in all, 
from royalty to a fake American doctor, and all of them completely and 
utterly wrong.

He got away by the skin of his teeth, and in the time since that 
horrendous period, he had given little thought to changing sex again. It 
wasn't worth it merely to satisfy a curiosity, considering the troubles it 
brought with it. He would stick with what he knew, with being male and 
be satisfied with his lot. 

And he had – until he saw Lydia and the madness of obsessive 
desire came upon him again.
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The ear bleeding honk of the klaxon in the dark and still of 3.15 am 
grabbed the attention of everyone. Whether sleeping, awake or in 
between, it pushed attentiveness to a hundred and ten percent and 
scared the crap out of even the most experienced hand, because it was 
the last sound anyone wanted to hear.

Awooooooogah! Awooooooogah!
The abandon rig alarm!
From the first hoot of the electronic horn, the clock was ticking. 

Fifteen minutes to get to the lifeboat or you get left behind. Move your 
arse!!!

In cabins the main lights activated automatically, waking their 
occupants, and in the corridors squares of fluorescent light blinked and 
brightened.

From crow's nest to waterline, from the depths of the stores to high 
up on the helideck, the siren wailed into the night and every spotlight, 
fog light and nightlight blazed into life, illuminating the entire platform 
like a monstrous funfair attraction. 

Not one member of crew could fail to be aware of the alarm, and 
every one of them knew what to do - drop whatever or whoever they 
were doing without a second's thought, and head for the nearest 
lifeboat.  Driven into self preservation mode by the doom laden 
warning, the crew, in various states of undress, exploded from their 
rooms to stampede en masse down the corridors and stairs towards 
the locker room.

To accompany the alarm, other warning lights burst into life, 
spinning inside their glass bells and strafing the walls, ceiling, floor and 
faces with alternate flashes of red and dark, their meaning clear - action 
or death. 

Above it all an automated recorded voice played out over the public 
address system. 

ATTENTION ALL HANDS! IMMEDIATE EVACUATION! PROCEED TO NEAREST 
EVACUATION STATION. THIS IS NOT A DRILL!
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Forget sleep, forget dressing, forget collecting valuables – only one 
thing mattered, getting to the lifeboat by whatever means possible. If it 
went without them, and it would if they didn't make it on time, there 
would be no other alternative to plunging into the North Sea, where 
even in an immersion suit time to death from cold alone could be 
measured in minutes. It was not an alternative anyone would willingly 
take. The warning blared again, in case someone failed to hear.

All eight of the crew arrived at the locker room simultaneously and 
stumbled through the narrow doorway to grab their suits from the 
hangers.

To the untrained eye, it was a scene of organised chaos, but the drill 
had been rehearsed so many times it put each man on automatic pilot 
as he poured himself into his thermal undergarments, zipped himself 
into his suit and checked the seals. Life jackets and rubber boots 
followed. Everybody had their own way of coping with the life 
threatening situation - McDougal mumbled a stream of impressive 
oaths, Brewer chanted out the periodic table and McAllister resorted to 
reciting Mary Had A Little Lamb. Each man's little foible concentrated 
his mind on the task in hand.

Only Reynolds/Euterich seemed unfazed by the furore.
'Everyone got their passports and wallets on them?' said Eddie, his 

raised voice clamouring for a moment of their attention. 
There would be no levity, argument or dissension here, and without 

interruption to the flow of activity everyone looked to the presence of 
the clear plastic waterproof document package they carried around 
their necks at all times. Up rose a unified cry. 'Yes sir!' 

Except a small light voice, one made conspicuous by its absence, 
one whose owner should have been filling the small suit still hanging 
limp on its hangar.

'Where's Miss Ellis! Has anyone seen Lydia Ellis?' called Eddie.
The men paused momentarily, looked at each other, and then at 

Eddie, their blank expressions and shaking heads making it obvious 
none of them had.

'Shit!' 
The recording called out its instruction once more, as if anyone 

needed reminding.
'Yes okay, I heard you the first time,' Eddie yelled at it.
He grabbed Shaw by the arm and put his mouth close to the man's 

ear, having to shout to make himself heard over the constant nerve 
jangling awoooogah of the klaxon.
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'Matt, get up to the control room and see what the hell the alarm is 
all about. None of us did anything, so it needs checking out. It might be 
genuine; it might be a glitch. If it's for real, take ten seconds to make 
sure the automated distress signal has been activated, and then get 
yourself to number one Duck pronto. Don't stop for anyone or anything 
on the way, got it?'

'Got it. And if it's just a glitch?'
'Then I trust you'll let me know before Jock pulls the lever.'
'Yes sir. Stupid question. Sorry sir.'
'No matter. On your way mate. The clock is ticking.'
'Yes sir.'
When Shaw had gone, Eddie turned to McAllister, their appointed 

coxswain.
'You up to this, Jock?'
'Yes sir,' he said, all remnants of shock at having discovered Lonny 

Dick's head already dispersed in the face of the current crisis. 'You can 
count on me boss.'

'Then you're in charge of the Duck until I get there. Make sure 
everyone is properly strapped in, fire her up and keep your hand on 
that launch lever ready to go. If I'm not there in ten minutes flat, you go 
without me.'

'I'll wait for you, don't worry, boss.'
'The hell you will! Ten minutes, you go, that's an order. Got it?'
McAllister nodded reluctantly. 'Yes sir. Where are you going to be?' 
'I'm going to find that bloody woman! We've lost one crew member 

already; no way am I going to lose anyone else, especially a female.'
He clapped a friendly, reassuring hand on Jock's shoulder, hoping it 

wouldn't turn into a farewell, turned and ran along the corridor as fast 
as his heavy rubber boots would carry him, each step taking him further 
from the lifeboat and safety. 

As he ran, he felt for the on/off switch on his radio and nudged it into 
place. 

Shaw would be almost at the control room by now and he should 
hear from him soon, one way or the other. His imperative now was to 
find the errant medic and haul her sorry arse to the lifeboat, whether 
she wanted to go or not.

He reached sickbay and burst through the door, the calling of her 
name drowned by the alert repeating itself.

'Lydia!'
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He could not see her in the main room. 'Lydia!' He headed for the 
office. 'Lydia Ellis! You in here?'

'Here I am, Eddie.'
Thank God!
He followed the voice to the couch behind the modesty screen 

where Lydia Ellis lay stretched out full length, wearing nothing but the 
tiniest plain white panties and matching bra, one arm tucked behind her 
head, the other lying against the flat of her stomach, chestnut hair loose 
over her shoulders as if she were posing for a portrait. She tented one 
leg and smiled demurely. 

'Hello Eddie.'
Eddie gaped at her. 'What...what the fuck do you think you're 

doing?' he squeaked, his voice falsetto with disbelief and anger. 
'What do you mean?'
He jabbed a finger toward the klaxon blaring in the corridor outside. 
'That noise...those lights...we have to abandon the rig...NOW!'
'Is that what it means,' she said, her calmness the polar opposite to 

his agitation. 'It is very loud. I can feel the vibrations in my tummy. It 
tickles.' She snatched at his hand and pressed it to her belly. 'Can you 
feel it?' 

Eddie yanked his hand free. 'What? No! Hell's teeth, woman, stop 
buggering about and get dressed. We have exactly...' He glanced at his 
watch. 'Seven minutes, before Jock pulls the lever and launches the 
lifeboat. After that, we're screwed. If the rig is going down, we're going 
down with it.'

'I don't want to go,' she said. 'I want to stay here. It's comfy.'
Her eyes, made large and dark by totally dilated pupils, glittered in a 

face which was pale, yet flushed. She sighed deeply and smiled 
seductively as she moved her fingertips slowly over her right breast, 
over skin glistening with cold perspiration.

Eddie's eyes followed the hand's progress across the swell of pale 
flesh and the small mouse's nose of a nipple pressing against the crisp 
white cotton of her brassiere. He unconsciously licked his suddenly dry 
lips.

'Like what you see, Teddy Edward?' she said. 'Do you want it?'
The uncomfortable rushing sound in his ears and the tingling in his 

groin answered for him - the initial rush of adrenaline combined with a 
quick silver flood of testosterone equalled a double whammy of 
unwelcome effects – an uncomfortably hammering heart rate and a 
rush of blood to his nether regions.
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No! No! NO! Fuck it! Now is not the time to be seduced...or for a 
coronary.

Five minutes.
'Sod this for a game of soldiers,' he said, regaining control of his 

reason and wrestling his long neglected libido into submission. 
He grabbed her arm, recoiling against the wet seaweed clamminess 

of her skin, tugging her to her bare feet. 
'Get yourself down to the locker room, get into your suit and get into 

the fucking lifeboat!'
'No!' 
She dug in her heels and stood her ground, and so began a fruitless 

tug of war. 
'I want to have sex,' she said. 'Right here, right now.'
'What?!'
'And you do too. I can tell.' She grabbed his hand and clamped it 

against her breast.
He snatched it back. 'Another time, maybe. Now move.'
'Is that a promise?' She tilted her chin. 'I shan't go unless you 

promise—'
'For the love of Christ, woman, I won't tell you again – move-your-

arse, or I'll—' 
'You'll what? Move it for me?'
'Don't make me—'
'You wouldn't dare—'
'Wouldn't I just?'
'No!'
'Right! You asked for it!'
He yanked the half naked woman to him, tossed her over his 

shoulder in a classic fireman's lift, turned and stamped his way at a 
brisk pace through the swing doors, down the corridor to the stairwell. 

She battered her small hands against his back. 'Put me down right 
now Eddie Capstan or I'll have you for kidnap and sexual assault. I'll—!'

'Shut yer yap!'
She writhed and fidgeted, her damp flesh slippery against his suit. 

He held on tighter.
'Keep still you stupid woman or I'll drop you.'
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She wriggled ferociously. 'Then put me DOWN!' 
A full handed slap against the round of her buttock made her squeal 

and stilled the frenetic squirming. There then followed every variation of 
foul mouthed promise of how she was going to separate him from his 
wedding tackle with a rusty blade, most of which, thankfully, were 
drowned out by the continuing klaxon blare. 

Four minutes.
The steep stairs presented a problem He could not hold onto her 

and the rail, and if her sweaty and fidgety state unbalanced him, both of 
them would end up at the bottom with broken necks. Reluctantly he set 
her on her feet, grabbed her by her wrist and half dragged her, resisting 
all the way, down the steps and the rest of the way to the locker room. 

Three minutes remaining, and still no word from Shaw. No matter. 
He knew the drill, he had his instructions; he would have to take care of 
himself.

They reached the locker room. Not stopping to catch his breath, 
Eddie seized Lydia's suit off the hanger, practically lifted her into it and 
zipped it up to her throat. No time to spare to fit her thermals.

Threats of violence and retaliation continued to rattle from her like a 
verbal Gatling gun, and he'd had enough of the ranting.

'Sit DOWN and shut yer GOB!' he ordered and pushed her down 
onto the slatted bench.

'Don't shout at me you horrible man,' she said, bobbing back to her 
feet. 'I'm going to report you for manhandling me and for swearing at 
me. You, sir, have a dirty fucking mouth—'

'SIT!' 
He pressed her shoulders, forcing her back down.
There she sat in furious silence, her face contorted into the frowning 

cat's bum pout of a petulant child, as he fastened her into her boots.
'Come on,' he said, jerking her to her feet again. 
She swayed slightly, her ghostly white face carrying high spots of 

colour on her cheeks and an expression of utter contempt.
'I'm going to file a complaint to your superiors,' she slurred. 'You'll be 

lucky not to end up in jail—'
'Yeah yeah whatever.' Eddie grabbed her by the hand. 'Shift yer 

carcass. We've got about a minute and a half left.' 
Once more they were on the move and this time, thankfully, without 

her babbling.
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One minute to take two flights of stairs to the lifeboat deck, and 
sprint the fifty yards of gangway and down the ramp before Jock 
McAllister sealed the hatch and released the boat from its moorings to 
freefall 60 metres nose first into the sea.

They weren't going to make it.
He ran, towing the stumbling orange form behind him. When she fell 

over her own boots, he hardly paused in his stride, hauling her to her 
feet and dragging her along.

'Come ON!'
And there it was - the hatch, and safety. His radio crackled at his 

shoulder.
'Guv! You there? You haven't gone yet have you?'
'Get in!' 
With one hand he pushed Lydia through the rear door of the lifeboat 

and she disappeared into it like a rabbit down a hole. With the other he 
held the radio's microphone close to his mouth. 

'Where the hell are you, Matt? What's going on? Over.' 
And then to his ear to hear Shaw's reply over the cacophony.
In answer to his question the red lights stopped turning in their 

upended glass bells and the klaxon fell silent, although it continued to 
echo in his ears until his brain registered it had stopped.

'It's okay, Guv. It's a false alarm,' said Shaw. 'There's nothing wrong. 
Don't launch the boat.'

'You need to be absolutely sure, Matt. Over.' 
Eddie realised his voice had a fraught edge to it and made a 

conscious effort to calm it down.
'I'm sure,' said Shaw. 'We don't need to abandon ship. Everything's 

okay. Stop the launch!'
He had to trust Matt's judgement and started yelling at McAllister 

before his head poked through the hatch. 
'Jock! Stop the launch. I repeat NO LAUNCH!'
McAllister, right hand on the steering wheel, left hand hovering over 

the launch handle, looked for confirmation of the order, as did the rest 
of the crew, all strapped snugly into their rear facing seats by five point 
harnesses, all except a startlingly pale Lydia, still fumbling with hers.

'Shut down the Duck and secure her, Jock,' Eddie said calmly. 
'We're not going anywhere. It was a false alarm. I'm going up to the 
control room to see for myself, but you can all stand down.' 
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He pointed sharply at a glassy eyed Lydia. 'Except you, madam. 
You stay right where you are.' 

As per drill regulations, the crew had to wait until McAllister shut 
down the motor and deluge pump, and depressurise the vessel. With 
everything secure, he gave them the nod to free themselves from their 
restraints. The sense of relief was palpable, and smellable when 
Cameron let rip a fart so loud and noxious, even his suit could not 
contain it.

'What?' he said, innocently. 'None of youse ever had nervous gas?'
The tension shattered, harnesses were released and hands were 

waved in front of faces to disperse the appalling smell of part digested 
onions and cheese.

In the control room, Eddie found Shaw writing up the event in the 
daybook. 

'Talk me through it, Matt. What tripped the alarm?'
Shaw pointed to one particular status panel, flickering a gentle 

shade of green.
'When I got here, the inclinometer alert was flashing red and 

beeping fit to bust,' he explained. 'It showed the rig listing at 10 degrees 
to starboard, which is a fair old slope and would mean that at least two 
of the anchors had come adrift. I knew it couldn't be right because I 
would have been walking uphill all the way.'

Eddie took a second to appreciate his surroundings, trusting his 
instinct. Everything was as it should be; as level as it could be under 
the circumstances. 

'Go on,' he said.
'I asked the computer to recheck. It had a little think and then came 

back with normal across the board. Green lights everywhere. All 
anchors are in place. All movement within accepted tolerance. We're as 
steady as a rock...well, as good as.'

'Aye, a rock made of jelly. Thanks Matt. Good job.' 
Eddie then scrubbed at his cheeks and blew out a breath. 
A frowning Shaw picked up on his boss's frustration. 'Wassup skip? 

Crisis is over...unless there's some other problem?'
'Oh, there's a problem alright.' Eddie put out a hand at 

approximately Lydia's height. 'It's about yay big, and gobby with it.' 
Sigh. 'You can stand down now, Matt. Get some sleep. Busy day 
tomorrow.'
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'Don't think I could sleep,' said Shaw, unzipping his suit. 'I feel like 
I've just had ten thousand volts up my arse. I haven't felt this wired 
since—' Cough. 'Well...you know?'

Since what? Sex? Drugs? Rock and roll?
Eddie let it hang unexplained.
'Me too,' he said, and made to leave. ''Night, Matt. Don't forget to put 

the lights out. Save the leccy.'
'Will do. 'Night boss. Oh, boss.'
Eddie turned back. 'Yeah?'
'You wouldn't have gone without me...would you?'
'You know the drill, Matt,' said Eddie, deadpan. 'Fifteen minutes flat. 

No exceptions.'
Shaw's face folded with disappointment, unfolding again when 

Eddie winked and grinned at him. 
Eddie would never leave a man behind.
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Cameron exited the lifeboat first to return to the locker room and get 
out of his restrictive orange suit, to let fresh air circulate around his 
sweating, nervous limbs and also clear away the residual odour of his 
flatulent outbreak.

The rest followed, Euterich/Reynolds outwardly giving the 
impression of being as relieved at the next man at not having been 
pitched into the sea, yet inwardly cursing his continued incarceration. 

Oh how he would have welcomed the chance to get away from 
here, no matter how it was achieved. He couldn't bear to spend another 
day in this body, with this mind, having to behave the way he did in the 
company of these fools. He needed to get off – with Lydia. If he could 
get away from here his chances of having her all to himself without 
having to leapfrog through the others would be so much better.

Where was she now? Still in the boat? 
He stole back to the hatch and peered in, to see Brewer leaning 

over her, stroking her hair and speaking gently to her. What the hell 
was he doing to her? Touching her up? No. He looked worried. Was 
there something wrong with her?

'Can I have a little help in here please?' Brewer called, confirming it.
Euterich poked his head through the hatch. 'What's up?'
'It's Lydia, Miss Ellis...she's spark out. I think she banged her head 

when Mr Capstan tossed her in here. We need to get her to sickbay. 
Help me get her out of here will you.'

Euterich clambered back down into the boat to see for himself what 
had happened to his woman. If Capstan was responsible, he was going 
to pay for it.

Hampered by their suits, it took both men to manoeuvre the 
insensate Lydia out of the hatch and up the ramp. However, once in the 
more spacious corridor, Euterich took control, carrying her with ease 
the rest of the way to Sickbay.

Brewer trailed along behind, unable to see the expression of pure 
delight on the younger man's face as he held Lydia close, her face 
nestled against his neck, her warm breath on his skin, his heightened 
sense of smell picking up every kind of conflicting aroma from her, 
creating in his mind an image constructed of scent.
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In the medical bay, Euterich laid his charge tenderly on the 
examination bed, but did not wholly relinquish contact with her, keeping 
a firm hold of a cold hand while Brewer worked quickly and efficiently, 
using his first aid training to check her breathing and pulse - both strong 
and regular. Already a large purple bruise was beginning to bloom on 
the right side of her forehead. 

'Taken quite a knock,' he observed. 
As well as a powerful whistle and locator strobe lights, every suit 

also had a waterproof torch the size and shape of a pen attached to it, 
and Brewer used his to shine a narrow bright beam into Lydia's eyes. 

'Pupils are reacting quickly and evenly, as they should,' he said.
When he unzipped her suit to check for other injuries, Euterich could 

hardly suppress a gasp of pleasure. He had expected to see skin tight, 
navy blue thermal undergarments, not naked flesh.

Brewer claimed he could see no other bumps or bruises, while 
Euterich took in a long look at the glorious pale orbs of her breasts, 
forbidden fruits encased in pure white lace. Brewer declared himself 
satisfied that no major harm had been done to her and zipped up her 
suit again, to maintain her dignity if nothing else.

Euterich could barely disguise his disappointment.
She moaned and swallowed and her hand went to the bruise on her 

head, testing it gingerly with a fingertip. She moaned again, opened her 
eyes to look at the ceiling, and after a few rapid blinks swivelled them to 
focus on Brewer and Euterich looking down on her with expressions of 
intense concern, one real, one manufactured to hide another of pure 
animal lust.

'Take it easy,' said Brewer. 'You've had a nasty bump to your head.'
'Yeah, you were out cold,' chipped in Euterich.
She tried to sit up. 'I can't move. Why can't I move?'
'You're still in your immersion suit. It's awkward. Let me help you.'
Brewer offered her a hand and eased her into a sitting position. She 

gripped the edge of the mattress to steady herself.
'Dizzy?' he asked, concerned it might be a symptom she had a 

concussion.
'No,' she said. 'I'm okay. What happened? There was a lot of noise 

and flashing lights—'
'That would be the abandon ship alarm. We were scrambling for the 

lifeboats, but when Mr Capstan noticed you weren't with us, he came 
back to find you, in case you got lost. He got you to the Duck and put 
you in—'
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'Duck?'
'A silly nickname for a lifeboat,' said Euterich, keen to impress her.
'Actually, he wanted you to stay where you were after we stood 

down,' said Brewer. 'I think he wanted to speak to you. I don't think he 
realised you'd hit your head.'

She looked down at herself, her suit creased around her like a 
deflated orange Michelin man. 

'Can I take this off now?' she said, reaching for the zipper.
'Yes. The emergency is over now. We'll leave you to it.' He put his 

hand to Euterich's back. 'Come along, Mr Reynolds. Let's give the lady 
some privacy.'

They turned to go. 
The zipper reached her navel and a cold draught wafted over the 

bare skin of her stomach. She yelped and shot the zipper back up to 
her throat at double speed.

The noise of both squeal and zip turned the men's heads, and the 
exchange of glances spoke for all of them. All three of them knew she 
was all but naked underneath the suit. Silent accusations flew. How 
much had they seen? How far had they gone? Had they taken 
advantage of her insensibility to have a quick grope? The Prof? Never. 
He was a gentleman. What about Reynolds? She couldn't trust him as 
far as she could spit him.

A flush of embarrassment crept up Brewer's neck, becoming more 
evident by the second.

'I...tried not to look...too much, but I couldn't really help it,' he 
admitted. 'I had to make sure you weren't injured...elsewhere.'

'Am I?'
Cough. 'No.'
She turned to Euterich. 'What about you? Did you get an eyeful 

too?'
He dragged his licentious eyes away from her chest and onto her 

face, opening his mouth to voice his appreciation, when the sickbay 
door whooshed open to the limit of its hinges, its handle knocking a 
metal dish off the worktop and onto the floor with an ear ringing clang.

Angry boots stamped across the linoleum to the trio, carrying in 
them a furious, red faced Eddie Capstan.

'You two. Out.' He jabbed a finger at Lydia. 'I told you to stay where 
you were!'
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'If I can explain, Mr Capstan,' Brewer interjected. 'It was a medical 
emer—' 

'I don't want to know!'
Eddie dipped his head toward the door, giving the men their silent 

instruction. They were to leave, now, and delay not on their going. 
Explanations would have to wait.

Brewer did not hesitate. Euterich took too long in moving.
'GET OUT!' Eddie yelled, all the while glaring at Lydia, fury in his 

eyes, his mouth purse lipped above a tensely jutted jaw.
The door swished shut behind them.
'Care to explain yourself?' he growled through clenched teeth.
She said nothing in the face of his fury, merely looked at him with an 

air of calmness that only served to inflame his anger. 
'What the hell were you playing at, you stupid woman? You could 

have had us both killed!' 
She touched the bump rising on her forehead, and winced. 'Yet I'm 

the one who seems to be hurt.' 
Until then, he hadn't noticed the injury. Had he done that when he 

pushed her in the hatch? A momentary twinge of guilt stabbed him, and 
then vanished. 

'I—! You—!' He threw up his arms in despair. 'What in God's name 
were you thinking?' He tapped the side of his head. 'What was going on 
in that tiny little pea brain of yours that made you think you could ignore 
an abandon ship alarm?'

'I didn't ig—'
'Were you drunk?'
'What? Of course not—'
'You looked drunk, you sounded drunk - slurring your words and 

reeling all over the place.'
'I was not drunk.'
'If it walks like a duck and quacks like a duck—'
'I was NOT drunk!'
'Then what the hell were you, because you were NOT in your right 

mind?'
'If you'd let me get a word in edgewise—'
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'Drugs! That's it! You were high on something. Jesus Christ! What 
was it? What did you take? Smack? E? Meth? Helped yourself to 
something from the cabinet, did you?'

'Will you stop it!'
He pushed his face close to hers. 'Not until you tell me what you 

took?'
She folded her arms and narrowed her eyes. 'As you've already 

gone off in half cocked hysteria and leapt to your own conclusions, why 
don't you tell me.' She leaned forward. 'Enlighten me, do, with your own 
inestimable wisdom.'

He backed off, eyes glistening with righteous indignation, jaw 
pulsing with agitation.

Silence.
'I thought so,' she said, and climbed off the medical table. 'Now if 

you don't mind, I'm going to get out of this suit and slip into something a 
little more comfortable.' 

She slopped silently around the room in search of her clothes, 
finding her trainers on the floor in the office, her overalls draped over 
the back of a chair, one sock in the waste bin, another in the sink and 
her T shirt slung carelessly on top of the filing cabinet. She collected 
them together in a bundle and dumped them on the couch behind the 
modesty screen.

'Help me off with this will you,' she said, unzipping the suit to her 
crotch and turning her back.

Eddie held the suit steady by its shoulders while she wriggled her 
arms and torso free. When he let go, the suit dropped down her legs 
and she stepped out of it like a butterfly from its chrysalis, her pale skin 
cold and lumpy, like a freshly plucked chicken.

He made a deliberate show of averting his eyes while she gathered 
up the suit and dumped it in a heap on the examination table, risking 
only a quick glimpse before she slipped behind the screen to dress. 

He unzipped his own suit to allow a little fresh air to his baking flesh 
within, and could smell his sweat on a wave of released heat. The suits 
and thermals were excellent insulators, keeping the cold out, but 
equally adept at keeping heat in.

With a sigh of fatigue, he dropped into her chair and raked his 
hands through his hair, before propping his elbows on his knees and 
covering his face with his hands.

After five minutes, she emerged from behind the screen, smoothing 
down the front of her coverall. 

100



   

'You calmed down yet?' 
He parted his hands, revealing bleary eyes, and looked up at her.
'You got a bit steamed there,' she said.
He sat up in the chair. 'With good reason, don't you think?'
'No.' 
She helped herself to a tumbler of water from the small stainless 

steel sink.
'Do you want to know what really happened, or shall we just skip the 

preliminaries and jump to guilty as charged and you can chuck me in 
the brig and throw away the key?' 

'I need to know...for my report,' said Eddie. 'And we don't actually 
have a brig as such. We do, however, have a multitude of broom 
cupboards.'

She laughed. 'Well I wasn't drunk, and I wasn't on drugs...at least 
not the sort you think. It was down to nothing more noxious or illegal 
than good old sea sickness pills.'

His face creased with incredulity. 'What?'
'Avomine,' she said, taking a crumpled box from the pocket of her 

overall. She tossed it to him. He caught it mid flight and examined it.
'I suffer terribly from motion sickness and usually take another 

brand. Mild but effective,' she explained. 'I've been using them for more 
years than I can count. Unfortunately with the bad weather shaking this 
place like a baby's rattle, I've needed more than usual and I used up 
my supply. These were all I could find. They have different ingredients 
to what I'm used to and I had an adverse reaction to one of them. It 
made me a bit...doolally.' She twirled a finger at her temple. 'It's never 
happened before and I'll be more careful next time. I'm sorry if I caused 
any trouble, but it really wasn't my fault.'

He barked out a sharp embarrassed laugh, and tossed the packet 
back.

In the ensuing silence he remembered the high colour on her 
cheeks and the icy coldness of her skin, like dipping his hand in a 
bucket of seawater. 

'I suppose it would account for you looking like death warmed over 
when I found you?' he said. 'Pale, sweaty, eyes like dinner plates, off 
on another planet?'

'Sounds about right.'
'How are you feeling now?' he said. 'Any after effects?'
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'Apart from a bit of a headache and some bruises, I'm feeling quite 
normal. Whatever that is. Still a bit cold though. I could do with a brew 
to warm me up.'

'There should be some coffee left in the pot in the galley. You can 
probably reheat it.'

'Yuk. I prefer fresh.'
'And you would be the first to complain if it went to waste.'
She sooked on the cool water.
'I suppose I should thank you for rescuing me and tossing me head 

first into the lifeboat. I know you meant well, but you could have killed 
me in the process.'

'Are you sure you're okay?'
'Absolutely. Mr Reynolds said I was out cold for a few minutes, but 

I'm fine now, although everything from the last couple of hours or so is 
a bit hazy. I hope I didn't say or do anything...inappropriate.' 

Eddie smirked knowingly and she had her answer.
She groaned. 'Oh crap, I did didn't I? What did I do? What did I 

say?'
His shoulders rose in a classic Gallic shrug.
'Tell me, Eddie.'
He hauled himself from his chair, yawned and stretched. 'It's been 

one hell of a night...' He looked at his watch. '...Actually, it's hardly 
worth the effort of going to bed. I've got to be up in less than 2 hours 
and I'm too wired to sleep. I think I'll get an early breakfast. Wanna join 
me?'

She cocked her head, considering the option. 'Yeah, why not? Just 
so long as you don't expect me to cook, and it's not something 
greasy...' She patted her stomach and pulled a face.

He grinned and held the door open for her. 'Do you mind if we stop 
off at the locker room first? I've got to get out of this kit before I melt.'

'That would depend.'
'On what?
'On what you're wearing underneath.'
'Erm...thermals...'
'And under them?'
'Tee shirt and...' Crap. '...shorts.'
She threw him a sly wink and waggled her eyebrows suggestively.
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They sat together in the economically lit dining room, Eddie now 
dressed in a sweatshirt and jeans snatched from his cabin on the way. 

'Better?' he said. 
Lydia sooked on her brew. 'Much. Thanks.'
'How's the coffee?'
'Cheap and nasty, but warm and wet, which is what counts? Is there 

any more?'
'You do know too much caffeine can be bad for you.'
'I don't have any problem with it. Coffee, like chocolate, comes from 

beans; beans are a vegetable, or a fruit, not sure which, and as such 
can be counted as one of my five a day.'

'Excuse and denial; always the sign of a true addict.'
'Maybe, but think on this, I don't have a problem with it, but if my 

blood caffeine level falls below critical mass, you very well might.'
She stirred yoghurt into her granola. 'I came on to you didn't I?' she 

said. 'That's what you're not telling me isn't it?'
Eddie scraped a generous layer of marmalade over a thick slice of 

buttered toast, took a large bite and chewed methodically on it, his 
silence confirming her suspicion.

'Shit.' She dropped her spoon, pushed her dish away and closed her 
eyes. 'How bad was it?'

He swallowed his mouthful. 'Pretty full on, and it wasn't bad per se, 
just rotten timing. Nice piercing by the way.'

'What else did I do? Did I damage anything? Hurt anyone? Please 
tell me.'

'No, but...' He feigned disgust. '...your language! I'm flabbergasted 
you even know such words. Do you kiss your mother with that mouth?'

She pressed a hand over her mouth, her face creased with 
mortification.

'Not only that. You seemed to have some weird fixation with cutting 
off my balls, deep frying them and serving them up with chips and 
gravy.'
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She covered her face with her hands and groaned. 'I am so sorry.' 
She peeped through her fingers. 'Are you going to put it all in your 
report?'

'That depends on what you put in yours.'
'Mine?'
'Hmmm. You said you were going to file a complaint with my soop-

eer-rior for, and I quote, shouting at you, manhandling you, kidnapping 
and sexual harassment. I don't think I missed anything out.'

She hid her face again and keened pathetically.
He took another bite of his toast, catching a shred of sticky orange 

peel from the corner of his smiling mouth with his tongue. 
'No, I'm not going to mention you in my report,' he said, pushing her 

dish back. 'But I might put you in my book.'
They ate the rest of their meal in the company of convivial chit chat. 

When they had done and cleared away their dirty dishes and cups, 
Eddie escorted Lydia to her cabin.

'You want to come in,' she said, keeping her voice low so as not to 
disturb her neighbours. 

'Best not,' he said. 'We don't want to stir up any more ill feeling than 
there is already. '

'Who's going to know?'
'Walls have ears.'
'Don't be so stuffy. It's nobody's business but ours where we choose 

to spend our time. We're not doing anything wrong.'
'What are we doing?' he asked.
'I'm going to make you a cup of proper coffee from my secret store 

and you are going to tell me all about your books.'
He looked up and down the corridor to see if anyone had been 

disturbed by their talking and felt the need to neb in.
'Okay,' he said. 'Coffee and a chat. I can handle that.'

Her cabin was neat and tidy and smelled of vanilla and sandalwood. 
On the pillow of her bunk sat a small brown teddy bear wearing a green 
satin bow tie. Eddie picked it up.

'Mr. Brown,' she explained, taking the treasured toy from him and 
placing it on her table. 'He goes everywhere with me. Why don't you sit 
down and make yourself comfortable?'
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She filled the kettle from the bathroom sink, set it on its base and 
turned it on. From their hiding place under her bed she took out 
separate canisters of granulated coffee and creamer and prepared two 
mugs. 

'Secret stash,' she said. 'Sometimes I want quality over quantity.'
She sat beside him on the bunk to wait for the water to boil.
'How's your head?' Eddie said.
'It's still fine.'
'No headache?'
'No.'
'Any more bumps and bruises I should know about? For the record?'
'You said you weren't putting me in the record.'
'Out of interest then?'
'I think I might have one on my knee.'
She rolled up the leg of her overall, exposing a fine, slender calf, 

and a small purple stain about the size of a ten pence piece over the 
knobbly bone below her knee. 

'Is that interesting enough?' 
Tanned. Smooth. Very nice. 'Aye...ahem...they'll do...I 

mean...doesn't look too bad.'
From the corner of his eye he became aware of her watching him, 

appraising him as he measured up her attributes. When looked at her 
directly, she held his gaze with the most beguiling eyes he had ever 
seen, a combination of greys and blues and greens; all the colours of 
the sea.

As he looked into them, the pupils dilated the merest fraction. Were 
they reflecting her interest in him, or were they just adjusting to the lack 
of light? He settled for the latter, because even though he was 
interested in her, she sure as hell couldn't be interested in him. Not in 
that way.

She laid her hand on his cheek and stroked it with her thumb. Face 
closer, lips parted, the tip of her tongue just visible. Lips touching his 
cheek; soft and warm and tender against the scratchiness of emerging 
bristles. Against the corner of his mouth. Timid pecks. Testing the 
water? Seeing how far she could go? Maybe she was interested.

'Will you stay?' she said, her voice as smooth as brushed velvet as 
she kissed the soft spot just below his left ear. 'I'd like you to stay. For 
the company.'

He felt himself blushing. 'Aye. Sure. If you like. For the company.'
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A kiss to his throat sent a tingle running through him from the roots 
of his hair to the tips of his toes.

'I don't really want to cut your balls off,' she said, kissing the tip of 
his nose.

'I'm pleased to hear it. I have become rather attached to them.'
And now she had both hands under his sweatshirt, against his skin.
Intimate physical contact with a colleague. This flouted all the rules. 

Fraternisation could have him before a disciplinary board...
For once, the rule book could go screw itself.
He took her in his arms, pressing his mouth against hers, his tongue 

feeling the smooth edge of her teeth, tasting the sweetness of her 
breath.

She broke the kiss, lay back and unzipped her overalls down to the 
crotch, exposing her brassiere and a strip of pale stomach, giving him a 
close-up look at the jewel glinting in her pierced belly button, an eye 
winking at him, giving him the come on. This time, he obeyed.

He peeled the shapeless overalls from her, leaving her once again 
in her tiny underwear. She grabbed his sweatshirt and pulled it over his 
head, as he unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. Within seconds they 
were both naked and engrossed in exploring new territories, tasting, 
smelling, kissing each other all over. She was receptive, he was 
forceful. They both climaxed.

It had been a long time since he'd had any meaningful sex with 
anyone other than his own right hand, and this, with Lydia, out of the 
blue; against every regulation in the book, fulfilling and satisfying for 
both of them, more than made up for the shortfall. 

Numb with pleasure, he fell back against the pillows, lathered in 
sweat, panting like a runner, his head spinning, his cock and balls still 
tingling from the orgasm.

She lay down on him, her head resting on his chest. Enjoying the 
weight of her slender body against him, he kissed her damp forehead, 
tasting salt from the fine film of perspiration. 

He stroked the silken length of her hair, released from its regulation 
swinging pony tail to fall in chestnut waves over her back and shoulders 
as she ran her hand over his stomach and the pairs of parallel silver 
scars which crossed it, a grid drawn out for some macabre game of tic 
tac toe. 

He tried not to flinch at the tender connection. Although the scars 
were healed, both inside and out, reliving the memory of how he got 
them caused physical pain, psychosomatic probably, yet real 
nonetheless. 
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Soft fingertips traced the scars, then the pressure of warm lips 
against them.

'Tell me about these,' she said.
'I'd rather not.'
She kissed them again. 'Okay.'
Was that it? Given up? Didn't she care? Or was she just being 

considerate of his feelings? 
Ach, why the hell not tell her. What harm could it do? It won't 

change the facts. It won't make them go away. Might even make me 
feel better.

He drew in a deep breath. 'I was stabbed,' he said matter of factly. 
'A really pissed off guy with a really long knife tried to fillet me like a 
fish.'

Lydia drew herself up on her elbows to look into his face, her 
expression grave.

'Hell's teeth, where was this? Some hellhole abroad?'
'Not quite. A little too close to home for comfort.' Pause. 'Aberdeen 

dock, fifty yards from the Mermaid Bar. Saturday, 21 August, 2008. 
11.45 pm, give or take a minute or two. It was a warm night, with a full 
moon. I'll always remember that moon, big and bright. I got a good view 
of it while I lay on my back, bleeding out into the gutter.'

'What happened?'
'The guy was full of the swally, completely off his heid stocious. He 

said he didn't like the way I looked at him. I told him to sod off and 
leave me to my pint and I thought he had, but when I left he followed 
me outside, spoiling for a fight. There was a bit of a stooshie, some 
pushing and shoving, and then all of a sudden he had this great big 
fuck-off knife in his hand and...he...um—' 

The tremor returned. This was going to hurt. 
'...he stuck it in me, deep. Sliced me wide open. I was lucky I didn't 

lose my tripes all over the quayside.'
At the recollection, a shudder ran through him and she held him 

closer, and he found he wanted to continue.
'I lost a lot of blood and, I'm told, I died on the operating table for a 

few minutes,' he said. 'I don't remember much about that bit, or the 
week I spent unconscious in intensive care afterwards. Don't much 
want to remember the six months I spent in hospital recovering either.'

She continued to look him in the eyes, hers filled with care and 
compassion, and then she bent and kissed the scars again. 'Poor 
baby.'
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No one had ever called him that before. He found he rather liked it. 
He also found the fear and pain had diminished a little.

Euterich heard the pair in the corridor outside, heard them go into 
her room, heard them talking. 

He cursed his oversensitive hearing for picking up every grunt, 
groan and sigh of their lovemaking, and bedamned his highly 
developed sense of smell as it tormented him with the sweet and sour 
scents of sweat and semen.

The pictures in his head tortured him - the pair laying their hands on 
each other, feeling, tasting each other, images of Capstan with his 
tongue in her pussy, her with Capstan's dick in her mouth, both 
experiencing the pulsating undulation of pure pleasure, the explosion of 
mutual orgasm and the spine tingling delight of post coitus.

He screwed his face into a dark scowl and pressed his eyes closed, 
squeezing out hot tears of yearning, craving her with physical pain.

Fucking Capstan, taking what was his!
He felt the fire of hate surge through him, coursing through his 

veins, scorching his brain, enhancing and corrupting his already 
burning jealousy to a state almost incandescent in its intensity.

He rammed his knuckles into his mouth, biting down on them to 
stifle a cry of anguish. Without release, the storm turned in on itself, 
and without mercy, snapped what little rationality he still possessed.
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The weather forecast said to expect two relatively fine days in a row, 
days to be taken advantage of and get some outside work done.

Jock McAllister and his helper of the day, Lawrence Brewer, were 
already busy.

McAllister's voice came through Brewer's headset. 
'Steady!' 
McAllister had charge of this operation and right now his word was 

law and not even God himself could override his authority.
Brewer's thumb hovered over the red 'stop' button on the handheld 

control, ready to bring the operation to a halt at a split second's notice if 
the voice instructed. The reason for his diligence - nestled in its 
personal tubular cradle, itself held by a sturdy gantry swung out at a 
right angle from the lower deck, a bright blue and yellow remotely 
operated vehicle (ROV) about to be deployed to survey the platform's 
four supporting legs and the seabed on which they stood for 
degradation or damage, and to take samples of the surrounding water 
and sand to check for contamination by leakage or degeneration.

The ROV and its cradle began to sway slightly on its support cable 
as a rogue gust of wind caught it and turned it around. 

'Wait...'
The air fell still again.
'Okay, bring her down. Easy with it.'
Brewer's thumb rested against the 'down' button, lowering the 

equipment at a limpet's pace ever downward, until it broke the water's 
surface and sank beneath it.

'Touchdown! That's great, Prof. Hold it there. I'm coming up.'
Brewer's thumb switched from the green 'down' button to the red 

'stop', and the winding machinery clunked to a halt. Now he would wait 
for McAllister to climb up from his lower level observation post to join 
him.

Standing at the safety rail, looking down the hundred feet plus into 
the swelling waves of the North Sea, Brewer had time to remember 
back to the last time he felt this keyed up, when he had last worn the all 
enveloping coveralls, a hard hat with his name painted on and a pair of 
steel toed boots so heavy they made him walk like Frankenstein's 
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monster. Had it really been eight years? So long since he last felt any 
real sense of anticipation of the work to come, of accomplishment at its 
completion, of the sheer bone numbing exhaustion that came at the 
end of a hard day's graft?

He turned his face to the breeze and wiped a hand over his brow to 
wipe away a sheen of perspiration; a nervous, excited, well earned 
sweat pushed out by a pounding heart and a rush of adrenaline.

'And Longdrift thought it might be a hardship for me to be out here,' 
he said. 'How wrong they were. Look at what I've been missing. I've 
been too long behind a desk and now, for a few short months, I'm free 
of the office politics, get to hang out with the guys, play about with 
some pretty nifty technology, as well as snap the odd photo and get in 
a spot of fishing, and in return all I have to do is keep my head down 
and do the jobs I'm assigned, make a few observational notes of the 
crew's psychological state along the way, and then collect a big fat pay 
packet and a spot of leave for my trouble. In reality, Longdrift old fruit, 
the joke's on you because I am laughing up my sleeve.'

A herring gull perched on the rail a few feet away took no notice of 
Brewer talking to himself and continued its preening. 

With the ROV out of sight below the waterline, McAllister returned, 
scaring off the gull now lined up in the viewer of Brewer's camera. 

'Good job, Prof; I'll take her now.'
'Be my guest,' said Brewer, and stood back to allow McAllister 

access to the controls.
Under McAllister's careful control, the cable continued to play out, 

taking with it the dual control cables; power went down one, fibre optic 
pictures came back up the other.

With the device safely submerged, the holding clamps securing it to 
its cradle were remotely disengaged. Further manoeuvring via its four 
separate directional thrusters would require a skilled hand to 
manipulate a different set of controls, and they were housed in the 
shelter of a nearby red Portakabin.

Inside, surrounded by empty packing crates, McAllister took his seat 
at the workstation, manipulated a few switches, and three television 
screens flickered into life.

'Mind if I watch?' said Brewer, hovering close and peering over 
McAllister's shoulder.

'You not got anything else to do?'
'Not until we bring it back up.'
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'Okay then, pull up a pew. So long as you don't want to chatter and 
don't expect a running commentary. I have to concentrate.'

'Understood.'
Brewer chose one of the sturdy plastic boxes to use as a 

rudimentary seat and made himself comfortable.
'Would you mind if I take a picture or two?' he said, removing the 

lens cap from his camera.
McAllister gave him a sideways look. 'What for?'
'They've given me this nice smart piece of kit to document our 

adventure. Be a shame not to use it.'
McAllister grunted and turned his attention to the screens. 'Knock 

yourself out.'
Brewer took the second seat, fascinated by McAllister's dexterity. It 

was like watching someone play a video game on three separate 
monitors at once. One displayed status information from the ROV - 
depth from the surface, height from the sea bed, degrees of direction 
faced and degree of up or down tilt from the artificial horizon, together 
with speed of movement, forwards and backwards. The two others 
showed grainy images of a bubbling, swirling morass of grey greens, 
filtering beams of ethereal sunlight. 

Long brown strands of kelp wafted lazily in the current, stroking 
against the camera's lens. Down deeper - less light, less detail. A flare 
bleached out the images momentarily, settled again, and the pictures 
became clearer.

'What happened then?' asked Brewer.
'I put the lights on,' explained McAllister, not taking his eyes off the 

screen. He pressed another button and a black box set atop the middle 
screen whirred.

'What's that?' 
'Video. Got to make a record.'
McAllister nudged the joystick to the left, twitching his head to 

match, as if he had become one with the equipment.
Brewer's own attention shifted between the images on the screen 

and the picture of absolute concentration on McAllister's face.
He stole a crafty snap with his camera. McAllister did not notice, too 

busy tracking activity on the screens, his hands moving independently 
over dials, switches, buttons and joystick. At times his tongue poked 
out between his lips and occasionally he would hum in his throat and 
move the joystick a shade, changing the camera's position for a better 
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view, eyes peeled for any sign of damage, deformation or deterioration 
in the platform's supporting column. Totally engrossed.

'Everything looks okay,' said McAllister after nearly thirty minutes of 
concentrated silence. 'Just one more place to look, a couple of samples 
to take from the sand at the bottom and we'll call it a day. Tomorrow 
we'll start on the anchors and cables.'

He teased the joystick and the images shifted.
'Hey, a fish,' said Brewer. 'A cod I believe. Big one too. Good job I 

brought my rod. Might be worth a dip.'
'Gonna need a whole shedload of chips to go with that,' McAllister 

chuckled, his mood lightened now that the initial pressure on him had 
eased.

'How far down are you now?' asked Brewer, taking advantage of his 
companion's new found verbosity.

'About a hundred and fifty feet, give or take. She should hit sea bed 
in a few minutes.'

'And what are you looking for down there?'
'Mermaids if I'm lucky.' 
They waited, following the images on the screen as if they were 

watching a wildlife documentary, until McAllister spoke again.
'Here we go. Let's have a look see.'
Once more the mask of concentration fixed itself over his features 

as he manipulated the controls. One slip this far down could be costly 
indeed. 

If the ROV became snagged on something, or lost power, or slipped 
from its support cable and tumbled to the seabed, he would be the one 
to have to don his diving suit and go and get it back, breathing in the 
unpleasant mixture of oxygen and helium which would make him talk 
like Mickey Mouse on speed. 

Retrieval, however, would not be the end of it. The ROV could be 
hauled up immediately, not so McAllister. He would have to spend at 
least 8 hours in the freezing water, ascending foot by foot, 
decompressing on the way. Any faster and he risked developing a case 
of the bends, a painful, potentially fatal condition, one from which a 
friend of his had suffered, and one which he had no desire to go 
through for the sake of a piece of machinery.

'What's that?' Brewer said.
'What?'
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Brewer tapped the screen. 'That there. Some sort of weird looking 
rock? It looks like...' He laughed quietly. 'It looks a bit like a skull. Isn't it 
amazing how your eyes can play tricks on you?'

McAllister leaned closer to the screen, straining his eyes to see, but 
could not make out the detail. He hummed again. 'Yeah, that is 
weird...let me just move her in a bit and see what we've got...'

The joystick twitched and the object drew closer. 
In the circle of yellow light cast by the ROV's spot lamp, the object 

filling the TV screen became dreadfully clear indeed.
McAllister suddenly yelled and shot to his feet, retreating to the far 

end of the room to press himself against the rear wall of the Portakabin, 
quaking, mumbling incomprehensibly, his face an ashen sickly grey 
green, eyes so huge in his head they were in danger of falling out of 
their sockets, arms and hands pumping.

'My dear fellow,' said Brewer, alarmed at the man's cadaverous, 
agitated appearance. 'What is it?'

McAllister looked as if he might faint. 'It's...' Audible gulp. He pointed 
at the screen. 'It's...Lonny's...head!'

The last of the colour drained from his face as he doubled over and 
vomited copiously and noisily over his boots.

'It can't be,' said Brewer, turning back to the screens. 'You must be 
mist—'

The words were cut off. There was no mistake. His eyes had not 
been playing tricks on him.

There, filling the centre screen, were the remains of the face of the 
missing crewman, Lonny Dick - flaps of skin wafting in the current, nose 
missing, teeth grinning at him from a lipless mouth, hollow pits which 
once contained watery blue eyes.

'Bloody hell fire!' exclaimed the scientist, nearly five years since he 
last uttered an expletive of any kind.

The internal phone in the control room buzzed. Eddie, sifting his 
way through a pile of paperwork, reached for it.

'Yeah,' he said casually.
Silence.
'This is Capstan. Who's there?'
Muffled talking.
'Mr. Capstan?'
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'Yeah? Is that you Prof?'
'Yes. I wonder, Mr Capstan, if you could come down to the ROV 

control shack for a moment. There's something we think you should 
see.'

'What's the matter?' Eddie said. 'Found Blackbeard's treasure?'
'Please come down, Mr Capstan.'
Brewer hung up.
So did Eddie.
A few minutes later he sauntered into the red Portakabin. The entire 

grim faced crew, including Lydia Ellis, were crammed into the tiny 
space. A deeply upset McAllister was still sitting on one of the chairs, 
hunched over, staring at the floor. Lydia's hand rested on his shoulder, 
offering professional comfort. All eyes were trained on the TV screens, 
all except Lydia's; she was looking expectantly at Eddie. 

'Wassup?' he said.
With a dip of his head, Brewer indicated the television screen still 

displaying its ghastly image. 
'I think we have found our missing crewman, Mr Capstan,' he said 

with a calmness which belied the situation.
Eddie stared aghast at the screen as a small fish tugged at a loose 

shred of skin from Lonny's cheek, tearing it off and making away with it. 
'Holy shit,' he murmured, and dragged his hand down his cheeks 

and over his mouth and chin, pinching his lower lip. 
Silence.
'Confirmation then - he did go overboard.' 
A mumble of agreement circulated the group.
'How the hell did it happen? He was experienced. He knew the drill - 

stay away from the rails when the wind and water is up. In fact, stay 
away, period.'

'Easy done I suppose,' said Brewer, wearing the mantle of 
spokesman for the group. 'If he was feeling ill and needing some fresh 
air, maybe he leaned over the rail to puke and took his eye off the ball. 
Big wave comes up. Bob's your uncle, so to speak.'

Eddie's worst case scenario spoken out loud.
'Gormless sod,' said Reynolds, his eyes fixed on the part stripped 

skull, and for the briefest second Eddie thought he detected the trace of 
a smile sitting on the young man's lips. 
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He risked another glance at the screen himself, in time to see a 
small black crab emerge from Lonny's vacant eye socket to wave a 
claw at the ROV's camera. 

This is mine, it threatened. Go away. Get your own.
'Where's the rest of him?' asked Lydia from beside Jock's chair. 
No one looked in her direction. No one wanted to answer the 

question. 
'Sharks. Fish. Crabs. Lobsters. You name it, it's had a go,' said 

Eddie. 'It doesn't take long to strip a carcass when they get into a 
feeding frenzy. Once the bones get loose they get scattered by the 
current.'

Her face twisted with bitter distaste and she returned to her patient. 
Eddie pressed the power button on the TV, banishing the disturbing 

picture and turning the screen a safe dull grey. Everyone stood in 
silence staring at the blankness, not knowing what to say or do for the 
best.

Eddie took the initiative, and cleared his throat. What he had to say 
next would sound officious and heartless, but it had to be said 
nonetheless. He coughed awkwardly. 'I hate to have to bring this up 
now, Jock, but...um...in your own time, could you see to...recovery of 
the ROV?'

McAllister uncurled himself from his crouched position and glared at 
Eddie. 'What did you say?'

'I...um...' Cough. 'I asked if you wouldn't mind seeing to the ROV. 
We can't leave it down there. It's an expensive piece of kit.'

'The gear?' McAllister said with all the warmth of a mid-winter's day 
in Aberdeen.

'Please.'
A slow nod. 'Of course. Let's not forget about the precious 

machinery, shall we, eh boss? Best not allow the death of a colleague 
to get in the way of the FUCKING JOB!'

He leapt to his feet, sending his chair flying, and stormed from the 
room, knocking against Eddie's shoulder on the way past, rocking him 
on his feet.

Eddie felt himself shrink under the silent stares of the others as, 
without uttering a word, they each filed out, leaving him alone with 
Lydia. 

The look of utter disappointment on her face made his stomach 
clench. A moment's hard gaze cowed him some more, before she 
averted her eyes and she too left.
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Lonny's bones had been found sooner than he expected, but no 
matter. Euterich was not worried. The others had drawn their 
conclusion – the big man had fallen overboard. A tragic accident. There 
was nothing else they could do. End of story.

They would not send the ROV down again any time soon, if they got 
it back at all. Jock McAllister was in no fit state to operate it just now, 
which would give the current time to drag the sunken canvas bag 
containing Daz Reynolds' bits and pieces far away where they wouldn't 
find it. He remained confident of being clear and clean on that score.

He would not, however, chance tossing another set of leftovers into 
the sea. Twice he might get away with. A third? Too risky. When the 
time came, he would have to be a little more inventive with his method 
of disposal.

He lay on his bunk giving careful consideration to whose body that 
might be, when a rapid, tuneful knocking on his beloved's cabin door 
across the corridor distracted him. His enhanced hearing automatically 
tuned in to feed him information, allowing him to visualise the scenario 
from sound and imagination, like a blind man sitting through a movie.

A muffled, feminine voice. Lydia: 'Just a minute.' 
Shuffling about. Tidying up? Door opening. 
'Can I come in?' Eddie Capstan, curse him.
Long pause. 'I suppose.' 
He pictured the scene: The two of them in her cabin, standing a 

respectful distance apart, each waiting for the other to speak.
Eddie went first. 'About today...I think I was a tad insensitive.' 
Lydia closed the door. 'A tad?! You're not kidding you were.'
'I'm sorry. It's been a shite day from dawn to dusk—'
'No excuse, Eddie—'
'I was just trying to...' He scrubbed at his hair. 'Whatever it was I was 

trying to do, I got it wrong.'
'Yes, you flaming well did.'
Pause.
'How's Jock?'
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'He's in shock. What do you expect?'
'How are you?'
'The same. We all are, unless you have a heart made of granite. 

Have you?'
'No.'
'Sit down then, and I'll make us a drink.'
'No. I can't stay. I just wanted to...I've got to—'
'Sit-down.'
Obeying the order, he lowered himself onto the edge of the bunk, 

sitting stiffly, hands sandwiched between knees pressed together. 
'Have you made your report?' she said, spooning coffee into the 

mugs.
Sigh. 'Yeah.'
'And?'
He drank her coffee and told her how he'd reported his findings to 

Longdrift Headquarters and received nothing but griping and carping in 
return, how they said it would be better all round if Lonny had never 
been found, because discovery meant they would be the ones to have 
to declare a sudden, accidental death with an unrecoverable body to 
the Coroner and have to deal with all the paperwork it would involve. 
They would be the ones to have to inform Lonny's next of kin, to 
express sympathy for their loss and stump up some form of pecuniary 
compensation package. Their safety record would be screwed; 
insurance rates would go up, blah, blah, blah.

They did not balk at the opportunity to twist the knife over the 
potential loss of an expensive piece of technology either. Neither did 
they spare an ounce of sympathy for those who witnessed the 
horrifying discovery and were having to come to terms with the loss of a 
workmate.

He went on for a good quarter of an hour - whine, whinge, gripe.
Lydia made sympathetic noises in all the right places, giving Eddie 

the impression that, when he finally finished complaining, she might 
offer some other kind of comfort. 

Not this time.
Instead she offered only a severe lambast of his belligerent self pity 

and sent him on his way to pen his report, her voice still ringing in his 
ears.
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Euterich, still listening, smiled to himself.  'Not quite what you were 
expecting was it, Mr Capstan? Looks like I might still be in with a 
chance after all.'
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Light from the corridor leaking through the opaque glass squares of 
the double swing doors spared the sickbay complete darkness. It was 
dim, but not so much that he could not find his way to the rear of the 
room to the oblong of soft gleam spilling from the open door of Lydia's 
office. 

There she was, at her desk, back straight, head bobbing in time to 
the tinny chee chee chee of music playing through her headphones, 
her fingers tap tap tapping rapidly on her keyboard, filling the document 
on the screen with row after row of text. 

Soundlessly he inched forward to stand behind her. 
She continued to bob and type in unison.
He leaned toward her bowed head, his nose mere millimetres from 

her slender neck, inhaled and filled his nostrils with the scent of her. He 
exhaled, moving her hair. 

Feeling the draught, she gave her head a little shake to put her hair 
back into place.

Another urge, overwhelming, impossible to resist, and he touched 
his lips to the back of her neck, a touch as light as a butterfly's wing.

Her fingers froze, poised over her keys, and her eyes changed 
focus from the words on the screen to the reflective surface of the 
glass.

Had she picked up in it the shadow of movement perhaps? 
She turned her head slowly to the left, removed her ear pod and 

listened intently. The doorway stood empty, the room beyond dark and 
quiet.

Euterich held his breath.
If she turned to the right, she would see him.
Stay still. Don't move. Don't breathe.
Seeing and hearing nothing and blaming an overactive imagination 

for her nervousness, she returned to her keyboard and her staccato 
tapping.

He saw her shoulders relax as her momentary fear left her and she 
became once more absorbed in her work.

Now!
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'Hello Miss Ellis.'
She shot to her feet, yanking the pods from her ears.
'Jesus, you scared me, I didn't hear you—'
She did not see the razor sharp steel before he drew it cleanly 

across her throat, severing her jugular and carotid arteries and dividing 
her trachea with one pass. 

He stepped back. He didn't want to get blood on his clothes...and he 
didn't like its hot metallic stench.

Her hand went to her throat as if to scratch an annoying itch. 
Instead it found a gap which shouldn't have been there, a widely 
smiling extra mouth from which a scarlet fountain spewed forth in 
rhythmic sticky pulses. She clutched at it with both hands in a valiant 
yet vain attempt to stem the flow. Crimson liquor percolated through her 
fingers to run down her arms and drip from her elbows, leaving their 
own unique pattern on the immaculately clean floor. 

Her blood filled mouth opened and closed, silently pleading, but 
managing not much more than a bubbling cherry coloured spray. 

She staggered the few yards to the doorway to the medical room, 
one hand to her ruined throat, the other stretched out seeking 
something more substantial than fresh air, a red trail following in her 
wake, until her oxygen starved brain shut down, her eyes rolled back in 
her head, and like a puppet whose strings had been cut, she folded to 
the floor with a solid thud, coming to rest face down on the tiles.

A fine red rivulet made its way to the tip of his blade, to hang 
catching the light like a single liquid garnet, until gravity threatened to 
tease it from its mooring and draw it down join its fellows on the tiles. 

He lifted the blade and touched it to his lips, transferring the bright 
jewel. 

'Waste not, want not.'
A flick of his tongue, the tiniest pucker of the lips and the merest 

phoot took in the precious gem. The membranes of a billion red 
corpuscles broke down, releasing their contents; no more than a 
microscopic volume of bitter haem to sting his tongue like needles, but 
he savoured its very essence as if it were the finest vintage port.

The blood had by now crept around her head, forming a liquid halo. 
It would go no further. Her heart had stopped pumping. She had no 
more to give.

He looked down on the crumpled corpse and smiled. At last, after 
his enforced diet of the masculine, tainted by the sourness of 
testosterone, sweat and semen, he would get a taste of the feminine, 
sweetened by the honey of oestrogen, powered by the potential of 
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menses. Now he would take his time and savour every moment of his 
absorption of the one true life force - the female.

Oh, the ecstasy...!

Euterich snapped awake from his dream, his pulsing cock standing 
at full mast, spilling its load into his hand, waves of painful rapture 
coursing through it from his balls, the phantom iron and salt taste of 
Lydia Ellis's spilled blood on his tongue. So real he could taste her, 
could feel her essence flowing through him, her orgasm of death 
tensing his muscles and burning his brain. 

Like an alcoholic deprived of drink, or a junkie needing his next fix, 
he craved her. He needed her. No matter what it took, he would have 
her!

He had been idly rolling snooker balls back and forth across the 
table for the last quarter of an hour, mind drifting, planning his next 
move, when his musings were interrupted.

'What's the matter with you? You look like a wet weekend in 
Fraserburgh.'

Messrs McAllister and McDougal were standing at the opposite end 
of the table, and, it appeared, had been for some time.

'None of your business,' he said flatly. Roll. Clack. Red against 
yellow.

'Well you'd better shift yourself and find somewhere else to sulk, 
because we want to use the table and you're in the way.'

Click. Blue against green.
'Did you hear me, Reynolds? We want to use the table. So if you 

wouldn't mind.'
Euterich picked up two red balls in one hand, and clicked them 

together. 'Actually, yes I would mind. I was here first, and I'm busy. So 
why don't you and your girlfriend here go and suck on each other's 
balls, and leave me the fuck alone.'

He gave one of the red balls a noisy, salacious, sucking kiss before 
rolling it toward the white. It missed and rebounded off the cushion, 
back to his hand.

McAllister gave him a sideways look. 'Excuse me?'
Euterich caught the rolling ball and dropped it and its partner into 

the corner pocket. Click. Clack. 'You heard.'
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A stiff index finger prodded him hard in the chest. 'What the hell are 
you trying to imply, Reynolds?'

McDougal made to step between them. 'Leave it, Jock.'
Another prod. 'You calling me a poofter?'
Euterich smirked. 'If the Dutch cap fits.'
'Ye dirty wee piece of shite!'
McAllister's full fist connected with Euterich's chin, knocking him 

backwards against the snooker table. A swift punch to his unprotected 
crotch doubled him over, allowing McAllister to grab him by the hair and 
yank his face hard down onto an upcoming kneecap. 

Unbalanced, he dropped to one knee. McAllister's boot then struck 
him hard in the ribs, knocking the wind out of him, rocking him 
sideways. 

'Break it up guys!' McDougal yelled. 'Come on!'
'Why?' said Euterich, regaining his feet. 'When we're having so 

much fun!'
With a lighting strike, he punched McAllister in the mouth, splitting 

his lip and knocking him back into McDougal's arms.
'Ayabastard!' 
McAllister broke free from McDougal's restraint, and with a roar, 

launched himself at Euterich, wrapping brawny arms around his waist 
and barrelling him into the wall with his shoulder, bouncing his head 
against the drywall so hard it caused a dent.

A chicken like jerk of his forehead cracked the bridge of Euterich's 
nose with a perfectly executed Glasgow kiss. 

Blinded by stars, Euterich staggered, blood streaming from his nose 
and through his fingers. 

McAllister, himself bleeding from a cut over his right eye, snatched a 
snooker cue from the tabletop and raised it above his head, ready to 
pile drive the broad end into Euterich's skull. 

'PUT THAT DOWN!'
Eddie, alerted by McDougal's shouting, grabbed the cue on its 

backswing and tugged it. 
'Let it go Jock.'
McAllister held onto it.
'Let-it-go, God dammit!'
McAllister released his grip and Eddie threw the cue onto the baize.
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'What the HELL is going on here? Can't I even have a cup of tea in 
peace?'

Silence.
McAllister wiped blood from his eye, Euterich clutched at his side, 

McDougal stood back, looking at the floor.
'Well?' 
No response.
He turned to Euterich and his rapidly swelling cheek and squint 

leaking nose. 'Get yourself down to sickbay and have that looked at. 
You're bleeding on the carpet.' 

Please don't throw me into the briar patch Brer Fox...
'Whatever you say, boss.'
On his way out, Euterich paused in the doorway just long enough to 

blow a suggestive kiss in McAllister's direction and rewind the red 
haired man's spring.

McAllister coloured and made a grab for the cue to finish the job 
he'd started. 'Come here, ya—!'

'HOY!' Eddie's yell and restraining hand on his chest made him 
stand his ground, allowing Euterich to flee.

Safely away from the affray, Euterich permitted himself a chuckle of 
smug self-satisfaction. He'd enjoyed exploiting this particular aspect of 
Reynolds' personality, so easily able to goad the hapless, innocently 
affronted McAllister into a scuffle. He hadn't been in a fight for a long 
time. Short and sweet it may have been, with not too much damage 
done, but by God it felt good. The pain, the adrenaline, they made him 
feel...alive.

And now, to make it even more worthwhile, he would get to spend a 
few moments alone with Lydia. 

True, she hated the sight of Reynolds, but when she saw his 
bruised and battered body, she would have to overcome her revulsion 
and act decently and kindly toward him in his hour of need; to talk nice 
to him, to soothe and comfort him in his pain. 

In short, treat him like a human being.
She would have to touch him, whether she wanted to or not, and 

goosebumps broke out all over Euterich's body at the prospect of her 
feeling for and tending to his injuries with those soft, lilywhite hands and 
their smooth as silk fingertips. 
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Touching him; caressing him; stroking him. Oh, such wondrous 
sensations...

He ducked into a nearby broom cupboard, having only seconds to 
spare to finish off what his imagination had already started, bringing 
himself to ejaculatory orgasm with Lydia's fantasy touch on his skin and 
her name on his lips.

Safely purged, and a little flushed, he continued on his way to 
sickbay.
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When Reynolds had gone, Eddie turned to McDougal standing back 
from the fray. 'You hurt?'

McDougal shrugged. 'Nae boss.'
'Then make yourself scarce.' 
'Aye boss.'
Alone with McAllister, Eddie tipped his head toward the former mini 

shop behind them. 'A private chat if you don't mind, Mr McAllister.'
'I'm bleeding here as well, boss, can't it wait. I need sickbay too.'
'No it sodding well can't wait.' Eddie pushed open the door. 'In. 

Now.' 
McAllister stomped his way inside; Eddie let the door swing closed 

behind them and stood in front of it, arms folded.
'Care to tell me what that was all that about?'
'Nothing.'
'Don't give me that. You don't try and brain someone with the fat end 

of a snooker cue without good cause. Spit it out.'
'It's him. Reynolds. He winds me up. There's something about him 

that makes my skin crawl. I don't know what it is, but every time I see 
him I just want to put his lights out.' 

'This time, what?
'He went too far. He made...insinuations.'
'About?'
'Rather not say.'
Eddie locked him in a steady gaze and he could see he wasn't going 

to get out of that room any time soon unless he told all.
'He made some lewd implications about...' Pause. '...my sexuality.'
'Meaning?'
'Do I have to paint you a picture?'
'In this case, yes, I think, you do.'
McAllister's tense jaw twitched and twisted.
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'He's got it into his head that there's something going on between 
Craig and me, because we spend a lot of time together,' he 
volunteered. 'We're mates, nothing more, but he...he accused me, us...I 
mean Craig might be, I don't know, don't care if he is, that's his 
business, but I'm not...okay?' His eyes flickered, not knowing where to 
look.

'I see,' said Eddie. 'You lost your temper and were going to beat 
Reynolds to death because he accused you of being gay? Is that right?'

'Aye, but it wasn't what he said, guv, it was the way he said it. Filthy 
like. You would have done the same.'

'No, Jock, I wouldn't.'
Yes, I would.
'He had no right. I'm not that way. Never have been. I mean, I don't 

care about those who are, makes no difference to me, let sleeping dogs 
lie, so to speak, but...I'm not...okay?'

Eddie picked up nothing but deep humiliation from McAllister, as 
well as the truth. 

Executive decision made - let the matter drop. 
'Yeah, okay Jock. No worries.' He laid a friendly hand on the man's 

shoulder. Feeling it flinch beneath him, he removed it. 
'A friendly word of advice, okay,' he said. 'Now Reynolds knows 

there's something to get your goat, he's going to have another go. I 
guarantee it. Forewarned is forearmed don't they say? Be ready for it, 
keep your cool and let it go. Okay?'

Silence.
'Jock?'
A sullen nod. 'Kay.'
'On your way then. Give Reynolds time to get seen to and get away, 

and then get yourself down to sickbay. It's a nasty cut you've got there.' 
He took a cotton handkerchief from his pocket, folded it into a pad and 
handed it to McAllister to press against his leaking brow.

He stood back from the door, giving McAllister silent permission to 
leave. When he had gone, Eddie raked his hands through his hair and 
grunted with frustration.

The crew were already fighting among themselves and there were 
still two months left to go.
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Euterich arrived at the door to the medical suite, raised his hand to 
knock, and paused. Instead of rapping on the wood, he deliberately 
pinched at the blue, black and red patch on his swollen cheek, 
enhancing its lividity, and stuck a finger up his squint nose as far as he 
could, bringing on a slight trickle of blood.

Perfect. Sympathy would flow from Lydia like a river. He fixed an 
expression of pained discomfort on his face and knocked on the door.

From inside, he heard a muffled; 'Come in!'
He swished open the door and sloped sheepishly inside, in time to 

see Lydia emerging from her little office, licking a stray smear of 
chocolate from her lip.

'No need to knock Mr Reynolds. I'm always open. What can I do—? 
Oh dear...'

She led him to the examination table and kicked out the step.
'Up you get and let's have a look at you,' she said, putting on the 

overhead spot lights, bathing him in their warm glow. He watched her 
eyes as they roved over his face, making her assessments.

'Okey doke. First things first...' she said.
She wetted a pad of gauze with sterile water to wipe the blood from 

his face in order to see what damage lay beneath.
'You certainly have been in the wars,' she said, dabbing gently. 

'So...what happened?' 
'I slipped on the stairs. Hit the edge of a step.'
More believable than, 'I suggested McAllister might be a fag and he 

beat me up.'
'Did you now?' she said, touching the bridge of his nose, testing its 

stability.
'Nothing I can do with this apart from a bit of sticking plaster to hold 

it steady. It will heal itself, although you're probably going to have a 
couple of shiners tomorrow.

She then examined the bruise on his cheek. 'Same here. Anything 
else I need to know about?'

Yeah, my balls are really throbbing. Want to kiss them better?
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He laid a hand gingerly against his left side where McAllister had put 
the boot in. 'Here,' he said. 

'Any pain?'
'Plenty.'
'What sort; a burning sensation like indigestion, or a crushing type, 

spreading into your back or your arm?'
'No. None of those.'
'Sharp then? One which gets worse when you breathe in deep?'
He inhaled, and winced. 'Oh yeah. That one.'
'So I see. Strip off then and let the dog see the rabbit.'
'What?'
'I need to see what you've done.'
Be Reynolds. Be awkward. She's expecting it.
'Do I really need to? Can't you just—'
'How can I tell if the banana is sound if I don't peel it?' she said. 

'There's no need to be shy. I've seen it all before.' 
He hesitated, zipper tag between his fingers. Something occurred 

he hadn't thought about before - did she know about Reynolds' exotic 
tattoo? Would she notice its absence? No reason why she should. 
These things didn't go in medical records, did they?

'I've got nothing to hide,' he said, and unzipped his overalls to the 
waist.

He did not need to overplay the pain, it really did hurt and he had 
great difficulty getting his arms out without Lydia's assistance, which 
made the discomfort worthwhile. 

She rolled up T shirt as far as his chin. 
'Good grief!' she exclaimed. 'The last time I saw anything that white 

and straight up and down, it was a length of half inch rope with a knot in 
it. You need to get out in the sun more.'

'Not like I have a choice,' he said. 'I go where I'm posted, and there's 
not much chance of a suntan in a blizzard in the Falklands. Not 
everyone can have the privilege of spending the summer soaking up 
the rays off the coast of Vietnam like Captain fecking Marvel you know.'

A lie. Eddie's last posting had been nine months on Bravo's more 
productive sister platform off Newfoundland, Canada. No chance of 
much sunshine there either, and if he expected a reaction to him 
insulting her paramour, he got none.
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She bent closer to get a better look at the cause of his discomfort, a 
purple black bruise the size of her hand, livid against the fish belly white 
of his torso. She traced the growing outline with her fingertip.

'If this had been done by a stair edge as you claim,' she said, 'I 
would expect it to be long and thin. This one is round.'

'Your point being?'
She turned her eyes to him. 'Round...like the toe of a boot. One 

applied with some considerable force. Did someone kick you?'
Her deadpan expression dared him to deny it.
'It's from the step edge. I slipped,' he said, equally straight-faced.
'And you are sticking to that story?'
'You calling me a liar?'
'Not at all. I'm just trying to ascertain the facts in order to facilitate 

the correct treatment.'
Tense silence.
'I can't do an x-ray to confirm it,' she said, 'but from the extent of the 

bruising and the soreness it's giving you, I'm going to hazard a guess 
that you might have cracked a rib, although I don't think you've actually 
broken it.'

'Can you do anything for it?'
'Not a lot. I can put you in a compression bandage which will 

immobilise it and give it some support, but what it will need most of all 
is rest.'

'There's not much chance of that with Capstan cracking the whip on 
our backs every minute of every day,' he griped. 

This time her back stiffened and she stood. They eyed each other 
momentarily before she crossed the room to the dressings store, rooted 
out a six inch wide roll of elasticated bandage and removed its paper 
wrapping. In her office, the telephone rang.

'Won't be a sec,' she said, and went to tend to it.
Taking advantage of her absence, Euterich hopped from the table 

and made straight for a stainless steel dressing trolley, to an item he 
had already spotted; something which, he thought might come in 
useful. 

He snatched up the scalpel and drove its blade into the solid ankle 
padding of his boot, covering the handle with the leg of his overalls.

When Lydia returned, she found him exactly where she had left him.
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'Sorry about that. It was Mr Capstan, checking you got here okay. 
See. He does care. Now, where were we?'

She laid the free end of the bandage against his good side and 
carefully wound the rest around him, one hand keeping the wrapping 
straight, the other working it back and forth around him, tight enough to 
offer some support to his injuries. Each time her hand went to his back 
it brought her face close to him, but her eyes concentrating on her work 
did not notice him taking a deep interest in the line of her jaw, the 
shape of her ear and taking a sniff of her perfume.

She fastened the wrapping off with a safety pin. 
'All done. That should do you. You can get dressed now.'
'Thanks.' He pulled down his T shirt, grimacing as he fitted it 

smooth. She held his overall as he shrugged carefully into it.
'If the pain gets any worse or you develop any other symptoms, 

come back.'
'What sort of symptoms?'
'More bruising, a cough, coughing up blood; anything out of the 

ordinary of which gives you cause for concern. I'll give you some 
painkillers to be going on with.'

She took a bundle of keys from her pocket, selected one and 
inserted it into the door of a grey steel wall cabinet. As soon as she 
opened it, a red light glowed, indicating the controlled medicines inside 
were insecure. She took out a small brown bottle containing round 
white pills and checked the label.

'These should do you,' she said, relocking the cabinet and 
extinguishing the lamp. 'Take two every four hours. No more than eight 
in any twenty four hour period.'

She held out the bottle for him to take, and when he reached for it, 
they both noticed the slight swelling and discoloration to the knuckles of 
his right hand.

'Come with me please.'
He pocketed the pills and followed her into her little office, where 

she sat him down beside her desk as she signed into her laptop. 
'Okay,' she said, fingers poised over her keyboard. 'I have to tell you 

I am legally obliged to report all incidents, accidental or...otherwise, and 
fully and accurately record the nature of the injury, how it was caused, 
any treatment administered and medication prescribed. Everything has 
to go in the book. So...'

'I slipped on the stairs,' he said.
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He then proceeded to spin a fine yarn about how he had lost his 
footing on the stairs and taken a tumble, coming down hard against the 
edge of a step, banging his nose on the handrail on the way down and 
scraping his knuckles on the chequer plate tread for good measure. 

Her fingers danced across the keys as she took it all down.
The image of the scalpel flashed into his head. So like in his dream. 

Her upright posture. Her tip tap typing. Him cutting her throat from ear 
to ear...

'Thanks very much,' she said. 'I think that's everything. You can go 
now. Take care...on the stairs.'

He had almost reached the door when she said; 'By the way, how's 
the other fella?'

He continued out the door. 'You'll find out soon enough.'

Soon enough she did find out. Jock McAllister stopped by sickbay 
less than half an hour later, claiming a trip over a badly wound coil of 
rope had caused him to topple head first into the safety rail of a 
catwalk, opening a small cut above his eyebrow, and causing a split in 
his upper lip.

She bathed his lip with antiseptic, closed the cut to his head with 
three SteriStrips and entered a second fabricated story into the incident 
log.

She couldn't put what she suspected to be the truth - two men 
getting on each others nerves and letting off a little steam by trying to 
knock seven bells out of each other. Instead she opted to make a side 
note regarding how she thought these separate trips and falls had 
instead been brought on by overwork, tiredness and a shitty dangerous 
working environment.

The men had enough to cope with without being hauled up before a 
conduct standards panel investigating their behaviour under pressure, 
and from what she had seen on her tour of the platform – loose wires 
trailing from the ceiling, wobbly railings on stairways and gangways, 
sections of floor plating missing, etcetera, it was time Longdrift's 
approach to health and safety became the subject of a little re-
evaluation of its own.

She did, however, make a note in her personal journal about 
Reynolds' disrespectful and discourteous attitude towards Eddie, 
underlining the words 'envious', 'resentful' and 'bastard' several times.
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Four days since the fight with McAllister and Euterich had had 
enough of Reynolds' injured body. He looked like a panda with his two 
black eyes; the pain in his ribs annoyed him; the bandage restricted 
him, and the painkillers made him feel sick. Time for a change. But who 
would be the lucky recipient of his attention? 

A quick study of the whiteboard in the Control Room helped him 
make his decision, and he prepared to make his move. However, when 
he overheard a conversation between McAllister and Capstan at lunch, 
he changed his mind. An easier option had presented itself, but he 
didn't have a lot of time.

The light from the cutting torch was blinding, and surprisingly noisy 
– yellow white and crackling, shooting off sparks like a firework.

Where the light touched it, the melting metal glowed cherry red, 
quickly fading to dark orange as it cooled. With a clang a piece of the 
metal detached itself and fell to the floor. The flare died away but the 
bright image remained, burned into Euterich's retina, appearing to hang 
before his eyes like a shifting purple cloud. Slowly it too faded.

A gloved hand laid the torch on the bench, to raise a cyclops 
windowed mask over a mess of fiery red hair, revealing a grimy, sweaty 
face with three white stripes above an equally red eyebrow.

Euterich/Reynolds sidled into the room, pushing the door closed 
behind him with his backside, both hands occupied with carrying 
cardboard cups with plastic lids from which the sweet smell of fresh 
brewed coffee emanated.

'What do you want?' 
Euterich offered McAllister the paper cup. 'Haven't got an olive 

branch. Will this do?'
McAllister grunted and wiped his glove over his damp cheek leaving 

behind a sooty smear. 'Took you long enough. Bit late now don't you 
think?'

'Maybe. I was having a bad day. Not enough sleep. Things got a bit 
out of hand. I didn't mean what I said, and...I'm sorry I hit you.'

McAllister shrugged. 'Yeah, well.' Sniff. 'Me too I suppose.' He took 
the cup.
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Euterich looked around the windowless, prefabricated enclosure, 
constructed of fireproof concrete sheets and a corrugated tin roof, 
where cutting and welding could take place in relative safety. Man sized 
oxygen and acetylene cylinders stood side by side in a cage against 
the wall, their rubber pipes snaking from rounded gauges to end in 
brass connectors to which could be attached any one of a dozen 
different heads depending on the job. Laid out on the bench also, 
heavy duty gloves and another black-windowed mask, along with all 
manner of tools of the metalworker – hammers, pliers, wrenches – a 
wide variety of implements in all shapes and sizes. Pride of place 
however went to a bright orange painted metal and plastic device. 
Euterich picked it up - a nail gun, cordless, powered by a canister of 
compressed air. 

'Careful with that,' warned McAllister, sipping from his coffee. 'It's 
loaded and it's got a hair trigger. The slightest twitch and poof, straight 
through your boot and your foot. You'll find yerself pinned to the floor, 
and trust me, it bloody hurts.'

'Wouldn't want that.' Euterich laid the device back on the bench with 
deliberate care. 'So, you fixing something,' he asked casually, all the 
while letting his eyes roam over the storage shelves for anything 
interesting.

McAllister released the piece of metal he had been working on from 
the clamp and examined the cut, running a gloved thumb along the 
smooth edge.

'As if I haven't got enough to do, our Lord and Master broke his 
chair,' he said. 'Base is shot. I'm cobbling up a new one from some 
odds and sods. Shouldn't take long.'

'Mind if I watch.'
'Suit yourself.'
While McAllister worked at smoothing the edge of the metal with a 

rasp, Euterich inched his way to the door. No lock, but with everyone 
busy elsewhere, they shouldn't be disturbed. Shouldn't, but might. 
There, on the floor by the door, a wedge; normally used to illegally 
override the auto-close mechanism on the door, holding it open. And if 
it could hold a door open...it could keep it closed.

McAllister made some adjustments to the cylinder outlet valves, 
changing the gaseous mixture to one required for welding. He then 
swapped the head on the connector from destructive cutter to 
constructive welder and handed Euterich the spare mask. 'You might 
want to put this on. It's blinding.'

Euterich poked the triangle of iron with his foot, forcing the thin end 
under the door, ramming it home until it wedged tight, and took the 
mask.
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There followed a period of intense light, of crackling and fizzing, and 
the stench of ionised air. The light went out and McAllister lifted his 
mask and took a sip from his coffee cup. 

'Very interesting,' said Euterich, feigning interest. 'I've not seen 
much welding close up.' He pretended to examine the weld closely. 
'Looks good. Nice job. You've got the touch.'

'Years of practise,' said McAllister. 'Give it a minute to cool and we'll 
see how we've done. Open the door and let some air in will you? Stinks 
summat awful.'

Euterich ignored the request.
McAllister removed the chair from the clamp, stood it on the floor 

and swivelled it. It stood firm and spun freely. He then seated himself 
and bounced in it, testing the loading on the new joint. It held.

'Suits you,' said Euterich, slipping his fingers around the handgrip of 
the nail gun. 'Made to measure. Ever fancied being Captain?'

McAllister turned a full circle. 'Me? Nah?' He then sniffed and wiped 
his hand under his running nose, picking up a silver trail which he 
deposited on the leg of his trousers.

'Argh, soddit,' he said, sniffing wetly. He reached across the bench 
and pulled a square of blue paper towel from the oversized roll, blasted 
his nose clear and wiped at it, leaving it rosy red at the tip. 

Euterich hesitated, his hand still around the nail gun's grip. If 
McAllister was getting sick, even with an organism as simple as the 
coryza virus – the common cold, he was leaving right now.

'You getting a cold?' he asked.
'Nah. I always get this way when I use the cutter or welder. The 

bright light makes my nose run. Go figure.'
Good enough. 
'I'm going to open that door before we both suffocate,' McAllister 

said, but before he could make a move, Euterich snatched up the nail 
gun and pressed it against his temple. 

'What—'
Phut.
A short sharp burst of air drove a full five inches of cold steel into his 

right temporal lobe. Pressure, a millisecond of exquisite pain, followed 
by...nothing. McAllister twitched. Gasped. Froze. Eyes open, mouth 
agape.

For good measure Euterich pressed the gun against his chest and 
squeezed the trigger again, three times in rapid succession.
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Phut. Phut. Phut.
In short order a trio of galvanised spikes penetrated McAllister's 

heart. 
A smile of pure pleasure sat on Euterich's face as he patted 

McAllister's cheek.
'Well done, Jock. You died well. Clean and tidy. Thanks very much.' 
He dragged the body to the floor, unzipped its overalls and pulled up 

its T-shirt, revealing a chest and stomach as replete with red hair as 
McAllister's head. 

'Your pubes must look like the original burning bush.'
From the hiding place in the collar of his boot, he took the scalpel. 

'Now then, let's see what you've got to offer.'
He took a moment to measure out the perfect place to cut, before 

inserting the blade into McAllister's still warm flesh and proceeding to 
slice, opening him up from sternum to pubis. He reached under the 
ribcage, felt around for the hot ball of heart and eased it out as far as it 
would go.

Deft slices through the superior and inferior venae cavae, the 
pulmonary artery and the aorta, freed the organ from its restraining 
pipework to sit snugly in the palm of his hand. Then, using a pair of 
pliers from the workbench, he gripped the heads of each of the nails 
and extracted the blood smeared spikes as carefully as he would de-
skewer a spatchcocked quail. 

He teased off the fibrous layers of pericardium. The naked organ 
beneath glistened the colour of an oversized ripe plum – dark red and 
juicy. The sight and smell of it flooded his mouth with saliva, and so he 
did as anyone would do when presented with an especially fine sweet 
fruit - he sank his teeth into it up to the gum line, sucking so as not to 
waste a drop of the precious juice, and ripped out a satisfying mouthful.

This tasty morsel was quickly followed by a hefty portion of liver, the 
lower lobe of the left lung, the right kidney and the tastiest of 
sweetbreads, the pancreas.

Half an hour later Desmond 'Daz' Reynolds was nowhere to be 
seen. In his place the newly created McAllister/Euterich chimera stood, 
rubbed his satisfied stomach and belched.

'Pardon me,' he said, looking down to the glassy eyed shell staring 
at the ceiling. 'Might have overdone it a bit this time.'

He pulled a square of paper towel from the roll, wiped his red 
stained lips, folded it neatly and tossed it into the waste bin.

135



What to do with McAllister now. This change had been a spur of the 
moment decision; the opportunity arose and he took it, so he hadn't 
planned on how he would dispose of the body, although one obvious 
route did present itself. 

Dangerous places these welding huts, what with all the flammables 
– tanks of acetylene and oxygen, bottles of methylated spirits, liquid 
paraffin, solvents. Accidents could happen, particularly to people who 
are reckless enough to sneak crafty cigarettes in places they shouldn't.

A wicked smile twisted his mouth.
He'd got what he wanted; why not have some fun, and give the rest 

of them, or more specifically that pompous arse Capstan, something to 
ponder in the process?

He swapped identity badges with McAllister's body and redressed it, 
but not before he'd used the scalpel again, this time to make some 
subtle and interesting alterations which would have Capstan scratching 
his head. 

After stowing the incriminating nail gun into the steel tool chest, he 
used a pair of needle nosed pliers to root out and extract the nail from 
McAllister's temple leaving a neat, round hole.

He then gathered together every piece of flammable material he 
could find – cloth, wood, plastic, paper, and spaced them at strategic 
intervals around the room, before dousing them all, including 
McAllister's body, with half a gallon of paraffin and a bottle of 
methylated spirits.

Oil and solvent soaked rags, twisted tightly, made an effective slow 
burning wick. He tucked one end of it under McAllister, and faced his 
first obstacle.

He had no matches and no lighter - no naked flames allowed on 
board outwith the welding enclosure or the smoke shack. 

This called for some improvisation.
The merest amount of acetylene hissed through the hose. He 

applied a spark from the flint striker and a tiny yellow flame, no bigger 
than a candle, bobbed about at the end of the torch. He applied the 
flame to the wick; it caught easily.

'See, Jock, there really is more than one way to skin a cat.'
He turned off the gas valve and taking care not to make a draught 

and blow the flame out, exited the welding hut, closing the door softly 
but firmly behind him, and walked away, carrying the repaired chair with 
him.

A minute later, with a soft whoomph, the paraffin and meths mixture 
set light and enveloped McAllister in a blanket of steady, blue flame.
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The fire would take hold and the process would progress solidly, the 
enclosed space acting like an oven, increasing the temperature to bake 
and consume everything within.

Eventually, searching for more fuel and oxygen on which to feed, it 
would break from its confines and the fun would begin.

A crew would be sent to tackle it valiantly and heroically, of which he 
would be one, to save the entire place from certain destruction, only 
have their gallant triumph shattered when they found the body inside, 
baked to a crisp and melted to the floor.

They wouldn't think it was McAllister of course, because he would 
be there with the rest of them saving the day, and then among the 
concerned onlookers expressing disbelief and revulsion at finding the 
second body of the tour.

So who could the poor unfortunate deceased possibly be? Why, the 
only one missing from the group, of course. The detestable Desmond 
Reynolds. 

Grinning like a naughty child who had just set up some especially 
devious practical joke, Euterich picked up the chair and carted it to the 
service elevator.

Euterich delivered Eddie's repaired chair to the Control Room just 
as Eddie strolled through the empty lounge into the mess, ready to eat 
and expecting to join the short queue to be served. No smell of cooking 
met him. The meal should be ready by now, it was gone six. Who was 
down for kitchen duty? He pulled a small notebook from his pocket. 
Reynolds and Brewer.

Lawrence Brewer, chef's apron protecting his everyday clothes, 
wrestled with opening a huge can of macaroni cheese, but where was 
that idler Reynolds? Shirking in the pantry?

'We eating today or not?'
'Another quarter hour,' said the industrious man with the can 

opener.
'Where's Daz? In the back?'
Brewer looked up from his task, a frown of annoyance on his face. 'I 

wish he were Mr Capstan, but he didn't turn up for his duty. I'm sure 
he's got his reasons for not being here, and I know it's not been much 
beyond opening a tin and warming it up, but I could have done with the 
extra hands.'

'Where is everyone else?'
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'Games room.'
Eddie ambled the short distance across the lounge and through the 

swing door, in time to see McDougal throw his dart at the board, 
scoring a double top.

'Get in theer ya bastard!' 
He waited for the cheer to die down.
'I hate to interrupt your fun and games folks, but has anyone seen 

Daz? He should've been on kitchen duty. Dr Brewer's in there on his 
own.'

Everyone looked at each other, and then back to Eddie, shaking 
their heads.

'No' seen him all day,' said McDougal. 'No' that I'd particularly want 
tae.'

'Anyone else?'
'Nope.'
'I'll swing for him, I swear I will,' muttered Eddie. 'Nothing but a pain 

in my arse any day of the week.' 
He pressed the talk button on his radio and called for Reynolds. No 

reply. Again. Silence.
'Bloody hell!'
Lydia took her turn at throwing her darts, missing the board with 

two, scoring a treble five with her third. 'That's me out,' she said, and 
retrieved the darts. She handed them back to McDougal. 'Looks like 
you win...again.'

'I'll go and give Lawrence a hand,' she said to Eddie. 'Just to help 
until Reynolds gets here mind, but I'm not doing the dishes. I've had my 
turn this week already.'

When she had gone, McDougal burst into derogatory sniggering. 
'Couldn't hit a barn door side on that one,' he said. 'Pity we weren't 
playing for money. I'd have cleaned her out.'

'What were you playing for?'
'Laundry,' said Cameron. 'She lost. Six men's skiddy undercrackers, 

filthy stinking socks that can walk by themselves, and everyone's 
sweaty overalls. That's her day sewn up tomorrow. I hope she's got a 
nose peg and rubber gloves. She's going to need 'em.'

More laughter.
'Bastards.'
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It took half an hour of steady burning in the enclosed space to build 
up enough heat to destabilise the acetylene in the tank. 

The resulting explosion created a perfect ball of fire which lit up 
Bravo like a second sun as it carried the roof of the welding hut over 
two hundred feet skyward, along with myriad other pieces of shrapnel, 
to be rained down onto rig and sea, roof and deck, when gravity once 
more took control.

Simultaneous waves of pressure and sound assaulted the window 
of the games room, making it bow and shimmer, and the sonic boom 
had all hands clamouring for the source of the blast.

A secondary explosion, the tank of oxygen obliterating itself, hurled 
a chunk of metal against the window with enough force to punch a hole 
in the outer pane and crack the inner. Cameron clamped his hands on 
Lydia's shoulders and yanked her away from it before putting himself 
protectively between her and any more danger.

'Fucking hell! FIRE!' cried Shaw, spying the pall of black smoke 
snaking up from behind the monstrous mud pump on the far side of the 
deck. As if a switch had been flicked, he took charge. 

'Cam, Spanner, Jock, get your gear on. I'll get the boss. Miss Ellis, 
grab the doc and make your way to the safe point. Stay there until I say 
otherwise. GO!'

The boom jolted Eddie to his feet and out of his cabin, to be almost 
knocked back inside again by the designated fire crew racing to tackle 
the blaze.

'What the hell was that?' 
'Just coming to get you, boss,' said Shaw, grabbing his sleeve and 

urging him along. 'Fire! In the welding hut!'
He followed hot on Shaw's heels, taking the stairs two at a time 

down to the Fire Control booth where McAllister, McDougal and 
Cameron were already fitting their fireproof boots and aluminium 
coated fire fighting suits, pulling up silver leggings, shrugging the 
braces over their shoulders, and pressing the Velcro strips on their 
jackets closed. 

Shaw checked the air tanks of the self contained breathing 
apparatus as the men fit their full face masks and tightened the head 
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straps to make them airtight. Lung demand valves in place, fresh air 
flowed. On went hoods, gauntlets and helmets.

Eddie, acting as deployment officer, took the BA control board from 
the wall. He checked the information on each man's tank sentinel 
before taking the ID tally, filling in the information and fitting it into a slot 
on the board, making especial note of the time. Each had thirty minutes 
of air and he would allow them not a minute more.

Essentials complete, he sent the team on their way

The walls of the roofless hut were peppered with shrapnel holes and 
the door hung out of kilter on its top hinge. Copious black smoke and 
tongues of orange and yellow flame poured from every aperture.

The trio fought the blaze with everything they learned from their 
industry training courses, hammering it into submission with high power 
water jets and sprays. Eventually clouds of steam replaced smoke, until 
that too dispersed to reveal the scale of destruction. 

The roof and the upper part of the walls were gone, blasted to 
oblivion. Nothing more substantial than the doorway, the lower three 
feet of wall and the bolts fastening them to the deck, remained; inside, 
only pieces of twisted metal and a pile of sodden black ash.

The fire-fighters continued to damp down until they were satisfied 
every ember had been extinguished. With less than five minutes of air 
left they removed their breathing apparatus, made up their equipment 
and stood down.

Eddie released the sweating, exhausted men to change into their 
regular clothes and take some rest, while he and Shaw went through 
the regulation post operational procedures.

They checked the equipment and clothing for damage before 
stowing it in lockers, and while Shaw cleaned the breathing apparatus 
masks and fitted fresh tanks ready for next time, Eddie made all the 
notes necessary to complete an incident report. 

It was fully dark when he and Shaw donned hard hats and purple 
nitrile gloves, and under the harsh glare of deck lights and mobile arcs, 
began the investigation.

'Smell that?' said Eddie.
Shaw took a deep inhalation. 'Acetylene?'
'Yep. And?'
'Paraffin, and...' Another sniff. '...trace of meths?'
'Three out of three.'
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Using additional light from their torches, they carefully picked their 
way further in, to dig around in the ashes and search out the seat of the 
fire.

'Something here,' called Shaw, and got down for a closer look. 'Oh, 
Holy Shit.' He got up again. 'I think you'd better see this, skip.'

Eddie made his way over to where Shaw stood. 'What have you 
found?'

'This.' Shaw pointed to the lump at his feet. 'It's Daz isn't it?' 
'Let's not jump to conclusions.'
'Who else could it be?'
The body lay on its side, curled like a comma, knees bent, both 

arms contracted in a typical pugilistic attitude as the muscles beneath 
coagulated and shortened with the intense heat, blackened skin shrunk 
so tight against the underlying structures that it had split and cracked 
and flaked away, exposing bones and teeth beneath. The clothing had 
been burned off, no hair remained, and the eyes, those once sharp, 
cold grey eyes full of indolence and mischief, were no more than black 
pits lined with globs of gelatinous poached egg white, their substance 
boiled away.

Shaw got down again. 'Look here,' he said, indicating the body's 
wrists with a coloured finger.

Clearly visible in the film of carbonised skin were the slits 
deliberately cut by Euterich, opened by the heat into wide grinning 
gaps.

'Are they what I think they are?'
Eddie nodded. 'Can't think of anything else they could be, can you?'
Shaw shook his head and frowned. 'Nah. It's got to be something 

else. Has to be.'
'Why?'
'Because I can't believe he would...do that. Not to himself...not Daz. 

He's not the type.'
'And what type, exactly, would that be? How well do any of us know 

what goes on in somebody else's head?'
Shaw had no answer, only another question.
'So if he did...that...who set the fire?'
'He must have. Probably wanted to make sure, one way or the 

other.' 
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Eddie got to his feet and cleared his throat, desperate to get the 
taste of vapourised body fat and hydrocarbons out of this mouth. Shaw 
was still staring down at the body, mesmerised.

'You okay, Matt?'
Silence.
'Matt?'
Shaw turned frightened eyes to his boss.
'Yeah,' he said, unconvincingly.
Give him something to do, before he starts thinking too much.
'You up to doing something for me?'
'Yeah, sure. What do you want?'
'I need you to go find the prof and ask him if you can borrow his 

camera. We need it to take pictures, for the record; for the cops and the 
coroner. To make it official, you know?'

'Yes boss.'
'And Matt?'
'Yes boss?'
'Probably best not to tell him what we want it for, eh?'
'You know what he's like. He's gonna want to know all the ins and 

outs, and he'll know if I'm lying?'
'Then improvise. Tell him you want to photograph the moon or 

something. When we've done, we'll take a photo of the moon, and you 
haven't lied. Okay?'

A weak smile. 'Yes boss.'
Shaw left to fetch the camera, leaving Eddie alone with the baked 

corpse. 
Not knowing what else to do, he turned his thoughts to what he had 

read in crime books and seen on television. What would the police 
investigators do at a scene like this? 

They would certainly take photos of the body and the surrounding 
area, and when Matt got back with the camera, he would have that 
covered. 

Next step, confirm identity. Impossible by sight alone; the body was 
too badly damaged, any fingerprints, distinguishing scars, marks or 
tattoos, all eradicated. This was one of those cases where identification 
would rely on dental records or DNA. They wouldn't take his word for it.

His musings were interrupted by Shaw's return.
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'Got the camera,' Shaw said. 'Unfortunately, I've got Dr Brewer too.'
He cocked his head toward the doorway, where Brewer stood with 

his back to the room, head bowed, eyes closed, frowning away the 
image they had accidentally captured.

'I didn't tell him what I wanted it for, like you said. He asked, like I 
said he would, so I improvised, like you told me to, and he insisted on 
coming with it, to supervise. Says it's expensive gear and he'll be held 
responsible if we break it. I couldn't really stop him.'

'Christ!' Eddie took off his hard hat and scratched his head. 'Make a 
start will you, Matt. I'll have a word.'

'Yes boss.'
Eddie went to stand by Brewer. He did not invite the man to enter 

the shack. He could tell from the expression on his face he had seen 
enough already.

'I'm sorry you had to see,' he said.
Brewer shuffled his feet. 'So am I. Who is it? I'm going to hazard a 

guess at Mr Reynolds.' 
'Unless we have a stowaway on board, there's no-one else it can 

be.'
'Oh dearie me.' Pause. 'Do you want me to tell the rest of the crew? 

I'm getting used to delivering bad news.'
Eddie sighed wearily. 'No. I'll do it. You go and...erm...'
'Put the kettle on?'
'Aye. We'll be through here in a few minutes and a cup of tea might 

soften the blow a little. Thanks for the loan of the camera. We'll take 
care of it.'

Behind them came the distinctive whirring and flashing of the 
camera in action, filling the shack and surrounding air with 
instantaneous lightning as time and again it captured the scene with an 
uncompromising eye.

'I'll let you get on with it then,' said Brewer, and left.
Eddie returned to Shaw's side. 
'I think I've got everything,' Shaw said. 'At least from this angle...'
Eddie nodded, understanding. Their task was about to get grimmer. 

Now they needed to turn the body over, to photograph it from an 
alternative position.

As gently as they could without snapping it in half, they eased the 
fragile, charcoaled body from the floor and turned it onto its back.
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'What the hell—!'
'Jesus!'
The whole of the front of the body gaped open, exposing blackened 

innards, liquefied, fused, cooked.
'What made him split open like that? He looks like he's exploded,' 

said Shaw.
The memory of his own slicing shifted Eddie's own stomach.
'Gas in the gut,' he explained. 'Expands in the heat, finds its own 

way out.'
'Yeah? Urgh.'
Eddie had seen enough. 'Take your pictures, Matt, then we'll cover 

him up and—'
What was the correct procedure in a situation like this? He had no 

idea. If there was going to be an enquiry, someone would need to see 
the body, so they should leave it in situ. But how long was that going to 
take? It could be days, and he couldn't just put a tarp over it and leave 
it there. To add to his problems, it was starting to rain.

'And what boss?' prompted Shaw.
'Er...we'll put him in the pump room,' said Eddie. 'Hello, what's this?'
He picked up a warped blackened rectangle with a metal tag 

attached and held it up to the light of his torch beam. Very faintly visible 
beneath the coating of soot and melted plastic he could just make out 
the remains of a Longdrift identity tag. He rubbed it with his purple 
thumb to reveal three letters, L, D, S.

Desmond ReynoLDS.
No doubt about it now.

They wrapped the body in a bright yellow tarpaulin, folding the ends 
over like an envelope, before tying it up securely with a length of thin 
rope. Between them they carried it to the pump room below the 
helideck. 

'Do you think it was alright to move him,' said Shaw, as Eddie fitted 
a padlock to the steel door. 'I've seen stuff on the telly. They always say 
not to touch anything.'

'I know,' said Eddie. 'But we already moved him to take photos, and 
we couldn't leave him where he was with the roof gone, exposed to the 
elements. The gulls and the rats would have found their way in soon 
enough and started work.' 

He gave the lock a final tug, ensuring its security.
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'Reynolds might have been a total shitehound in life, but even he 
deserves a little more dignity in death than being an all you can eat 
barbecue for vermin. Come on, we've done all we can for now.'

He put the padlock key in his pocket, and the two of them walked 
back in silence through the rain to the habitat block.
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Eddie had been standing in the corridor outside the door to the 
lounge for the past two minutes, not only steeling himself for the ordeal 
ahead, but fighting off the first signs of an encroaching panic attack. 

Several times he glanced back to the door of his cabin, tempted to 
duck inside his little room and hide, to not have to stand up in front of 
everyone and deliver the bad news – another crew member was dead 
in the most horrific of circumstances, and have to witness the 
expressions of anguish and upset and horror on their faces as they 
took it in. There might even be tears, although he doubted it.

An idea. Maybe Shaw could do it. He was his protégé after all, his 
appointed second in command. It would be a good learning experience 
for him.

No. As Team Leader the ultimate responsibility fell on him, and 
wriggling out of dealing with unpleasantness by palming it off on a 
junior smacked of the worst kind of cowardice. 

A small whiny voice piped up in his head and he recognised it as his 
own, at five years old, on his first day at primary school.

'I don't want to be here. I want to go home. I want to play in my 
blanket fort and do my colouring. Take me home, Mummy.'

He felt tightness in his throat, dove inside his cabin, yanked open 
his drawer and pulled out a brand new pair of startlingly white flannel 
socks. He ripped off the paper band, and separated them. Off came his 
trainers and the socks he put on at lunchtime, his second pair that day, 
and on went the new ones. He waggled his toes inside the stark white 
cotton cases. Cool and comfortable and soothing; substitute comfort 
blankets on his feet.

He refitted his trainers, took a moment to rub deep circles at his 
temples with his fingertips, and another to rearrange the pens in his 
pocket, before taking several deep cleansing breaths and leaving the 
cabin to stride into the lounge, his air of confidence nothing more than a 
transparent facade.

He took up a position at the front of the room where he could be 
seen and clapped his hands together, partly to attract the crew's 
attention, partly to stop them from shaking.

'Folks! Can I have your attention please?'
The room fell silent.
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'As you are already aware, there has been a serious accident on 
board today...a fire in the welding hut,' he said. 'I want to thank you 
guys, Cam, Jock, Craig, for a sterling job in putting it out quickly and 
efficiently, but it is my sad duty to confirm...there has been a casualty. 
Mr Reynolds...' He paused, not for effect, but to swallow down the 
rising lump in his throat '...Mr. Reynolds is dead.'

A low murmur circulated the room. The prospect of a tortuous death 
by fire, burned by flames, suffocated by smoke and toxic gases, 
trapped in a place with no escape, was every platform worker's worst 
nightmare.

'Do you know what happened?' asked Brewer.
'Not yet, although I do have a theory,' said Eddie.  'It will need a 

proper and thorough investigation, so when I'm done here, I'll be 
contacting Longdrift and putting the ball firmly into their court. What 
they decide to do is up to them. We shall have to wait and see, but I 
guarantee it won't be pleasant, for any of us. Until then...' He shrugged. 
'There's nothing else for us to do but carry on as best we can. Okay?'

Silent nods all round. As they filed toward the galley for more tea, 
Eddie held Euterich/McAllister back.

'Jock? Can I have a word please? I just want to ask a couple of 
questions.'

'Sure,' Euterich said, maintaining his outward appearance of a 
grieving colleague whilst sliding deep into McAllister, pulling all his 
experience and memories to the surface, particularly of the 
Reynolds/McAllister bout of fisticuffs in the games room. 'What can I do 
for you?'

Eddie folded his arms authoritatively across his chest. 'You and 
Reynolds, after your little...contretemps—'

'Our what?'
'Your quarrel last week. You spoken to him since? Any recurrence 

of the...unpleasantness?'
'No.'
'Not been squaring up on the quiet?'
'No need. I think he got the message first time.'
Eddie nodded. 'You were in the welding hut today,' he said. A 

statement and a question.
'You know I was, guv, mending your chair...as ordered.'
'Did you happen to use paraffin or methylated spirits at all?'
'Some meths to clean oil off my hands; solvent to wipe down the 

metal.' He narrowed his eyes, dragging up some of McAllister's fiery 
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attitude to add to the mix. 'Are you suggesting the fire was my fault? 
You think I was careless with the gear?'

'No—'
'It was all fine when I left!'
'I'm sure it was—
'Sure as hell sounds like an accusation!'
His raised voice attracted attention, as he knew it would.
Eddie put out his hands, palms forward. A gesture of both 

pacification and protection.
'Calm down Jock. I'm not suggesting anything of the kind. All I want 

to know is did you see Reynolds hanging about anywhere near the hut. 
Did he come in? Was he outside when you left?'

'No. I had the mask on, cutting and welding, getting on with the job. 
Never saw or heard a thing. Didn't see him loitering about outside 
either. I probably wouldn't have taken any notice of him if I had. I don't 
know if you'd noticed, but him and me, we aren't...weren't exactly blood 
brothers.'

At least not in a way you would understand.
'Did you lock up afterwards?' said Eddie.
'No. Welding hut's never locked. No need. Not like there's anything 

in there worth stealing in there.'
'Why didn't the fire alarm go off?' asked Lydia, suddenly there. Had 

she been listening in to their conversation?
'There isn't one,' said Eddie.
'Why not?'
'Think about it. What's the one thing that goes on in there day in and 

day out? Heat and smoke, and plenty of it, and if it were alarmed, fire 
crews would be on permanent standby outside the door. It's purpose 
built; concrete lined, no windows, virtually fireproof, and when the 
door's closed it's pretty much a self contained oven—'

He stopped, his foot firmly in his mouth again. 
'That's why,' he finished.
'I see. Thank you.' She nodded, stepped away, turned, and left.
Bugger. Why could he never learn to shut up before making himself 

look a complete idiot?
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Shaw and Eddie went over the photographs from Brewer's camera, 
selecting the clearest, labelling them and saving them to a pen drive. 
Eddie would add copies to his preliminary report, when he got round to 
writing it, and send it via the satellite link to Longdrift. Unless they were 
willing to come and get it, the hard copy and memory card would have 
to wait until he could deliver it personally.

He studied the pictures closely, looking for clues, but the more he 
looked, the less he saw. He needed a fresh pair of eyes and someone 
to give him advice.

Half past one in the morning found Eddie Capstan tapping softly on 
Lydia's cabin door, his face close to the wood. 

'Lydia? It's me. Eddie,' he rasped. 'I need to talk to you.'
Silence.
Another rap. 'Lydia?'
From deep inside came a muffled response. 'Go away, Eddie. I'm 

sleeping.'
'It won't take a minute.' Tap, tap, tap. 'Please.'
She groaned, swore, and a few seconds later, wrapped in a 

towelling robe and rubbing her bleary eyes, she opened the door and 
let him in.

'This had better be important, Eddie, or I swear I will have to hurt 
you.'

'It is.' He placed his laptop on her desk, pulled out the chair and sat 
her down while the computer booted up. He pulled up the spare chair, 
turned it around and straddled it. 

'I want to talk to you about Reynolds and the fight he had with 
McAllister last week,' he said. 'How did he seem when he left you?'

'This is what you get me out of my nice warm bunk for? Two blokes 
having a scrap?'

'So how was he?'
She yawned widely. 'In some pain from his ribs. I bound them up in 

a compression dressing, gave him some painkillers and told him to 
contact me again if things changed.'
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'Things changed alright.' He bit his lip. 'You gave him pills? Any 
chance they—?' He twirled a finger by his temple.

'Like they did with me you mean?'
'I'm just grasping at straws, Lydia.'
'It's possible, but unlikely. They were only a codeine paracetamol 

combination, and not very strong. The worst they could have done is 
made him constipated. What's going on?'

'Like I said, I'm grasping at straws, looking for some reason why a 
man like Reynolds, who thought the sun shone out of his own backside, 
would want to kill himself.'

'Kill himself? You said he died in the fire.'
'At first glance, that's what I thought.' He rooted the memory stick 

from his pocket and plugged it in. 'Will you look at something for me? 
Give me your opinion, as a medical person?'

Another yawn. 'If I must.'
A dialogue box appeared and he placed the pointer over it. 'I warn 

you now, it's pretty grim,' he said.
'Go ahead.'
A click, and in all their grisly glory a gallery of photographs of the 

charcoal human figure were displayed– the blackened grinning skull 
with its boiled away eyes, the split abdomen, the gaping slashes in the 
arms. 

Lydia sat back in her chair, distancing herself from the screen, her 
hand over her mouth. 'Oh my God!'

'See here,' said Eddie, pointing out the sliced wrists. 'Straight 
across, almost down to the bone. Classical suicide wouldn't you say? I 
think for a reason we'll probably never know, he set a fire and slashed 
his wrists hoping that when he passed out from blood loss, the fire 
would finish him off.'

'Did he leave a note?'
'Haven't found one. It might have burned up.'
'Possibly.' She leaned closer to the screen. 'I'm not sure about his 

method.' 
'What do you mean?'
'It's too clean.' She touched the screen. 'There would be more cuts.'
'Surely one would be enough, if it's deep enough.'
'True. But very few are confident enough to slice right through first 

time. More often than not there are a few exploratory superficial cuts.'
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'Which I am presuming would be literally skin deep,' said Eddie. 
'Shallow enough to be destroyed by the fire?'

'Possibly, but contrary to popular belief, even when done deeply, 
cutting across is not very effective. The flow is too slow and sometimes 
it shuts down altogether. There was no guarantee he would even pass 
out, let alone die from it. Slicing down the arm is much more effective. 
A vein opened up lengthways bleeds out faster. It was the Roman way 
and they knew what they were doing.'

'And I suppose you've seen plenty of both ways in your line of 
work?'

'You could say...I have a personal interest.' 
She held him for a moment with a firm gaze, and then pulled the left 

sleeve of her robe. Eddie's eyes shifted to her arm, and the fine silver 
line running from her wrist to her elbow. He gaped at it, his face turned 
inside out with astonishment, shock, and horror.

In silence she lowered the fabric, hiding the scar from view, the 
plaster mask set of her face telling him two things – although she 
trusted him with the knowledge of the existence of the scar, he should 
never ask her how she got it, and she in turn would never tell him, even 
with her dying breath.

The common bond forged itself between them.
Both had been taken to the point of death and both had been 

dragged back and given second chances, and neither of them wanted 
to talk about it.

From his cabin across the hall, Euterich heard every word of their 
conversation and smiled to himself. Capstan was a very worried man. 
He had been given a puzzle he couldn't solve, events were slipping out 
of his control and it was eating him up, unbalancing him, making him 
jittery. 

This was getting better and better.
However, when a long silence fell, he felt sure something intimate 

had once more occurred between the pair and it unsettled him, wiping 
the smile from his face and replacing his feeling of haughty self-
satisfaction with a growing envy and detestation.

Even hearing Capstan leaving again did nothing to lessen the 
feeling.

Three a.m, the darkest of the wee small hours when time slowed to 
a trickle.
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Eddie Capstan shuffled through the door to the dark and silent mess 
hall, to find Lydia already occupying a table.

'What are you doing here?' he said.
She turned her mug around on the tabletop. 'After that horror show, 

did you really expect me to be able to close my eyes again tonight...' 
She looked up at the clock on the wall. '...this morning. Could ask the 
same about you.'

'Couldn't get to sleep. Too much going on in here.' He tapped his 
temple.

'There's some fresh coffee made.' She held up the mug. 'Get me 
some more will you?'

Eddie placed coffee mugs and two Tunnock's teacakes on the table 
between them. 

'Why are you here, Lydia?' 
'I told you. Because you woke me up and scared me half to death 

with your pictures and horror stories.'
'I'm sorry.' He pushed a cake across the table to her. 'Peace 

offering?'
Lydia took the cake and peeled off the red and silver foil wrapper. 

'You mean why am I here on Bravo, not why am I sitting at this table 
pigging on chocolate cakes?'

'Aye.'
'I'll tell you mine if you tell me yours, and you go first while I eat this.'
'I'm a company man; it's who I am, who I've always been,' he said. 

'They pay me to do as I'm told. When they say jump, I don't just ask 
how high, I ask if I can kiss their arses on the way back down. I didn't 
really have a choice in the matter.'

She laughed. 'You really are a numpty aren't you? There is a world 
of difference between the individual and the institution; the two are not 
inextricably linked. You might think you're just a deep rooted company 
man, but peel away that veneer and we find plain old Eddie Capstan 
underneath; a decent guy who wouldn't say boo to a goose, keeps five 
miles an hour under the speed limit, has never had a parking ticket, 
likes meat and potato pie, loves his Mum and never forgets her 
birthday. He's a man who probably changes his underpants twice a day 
because he might get run down by a number nine bus and wouldn't 
want to embarrass the nurses. Am I right?'

He cleared his throat and looked at the table top. She had cut a little 
close to the bone for comfort. He considered himself to be an ordinary, 

152



   

law abiding sort of bloke who recycled when he could. He'd been a Boy 
Scout and still helped old ladies across the street. He did also have a 
passion for a decent meat pie, particularly when it came with a thick 
flaky pastry crust, and was not allowed, on pain of death, to forget his 
mother's birthday. 

'Close enough,' he said, and pushed his whole sweet in his mouth, 
swelling his cheek like an overstuffed hamster's pouch. 

In total contrast, she broke the chocolate dome delicately with her 
teeth and picked out a loose piece, exposing the soft white fondant 
beneath. She explored the cavity with her tongue. It came out coated in 
foamy white and she sooked it into her mouth, catching every tiny 
morsel. More dipping. More sooking. Satisfied that the sweet bubble 
had nothing left to offer, she nibbled it away until only the sponge base 
remained, which she popped into her mouth whole, letting her tongue 
sweep over her lips and into the corners of her mouth, seeking out any 
stray flake of chocolate. 

Eddie watched fascinated, and more than a little turned on. He had 
never seen anyone eat a chocolate teacake in such a seductive 
manner and he felt sure he would never be able to look at one again 
without getting a hard on. Not a good look in the biscuit aisle of his local 
Tesco.

'That was nice,' she said, screwing the foil wrapper into the tiniest 
possible ball. 'I enjoyed it.'

'Want another?' offered Eddie, a little too quickly. 'I can find one.'
He dearly hoped she would say yes, because he would gladly have 

given his entire week's rations to see her do it again.
'No,' she said, patting her stomach. 'Got to watch the old waistline.'
Bugger!
Silence.
'So...' he said. 'Your turn.'
She rolled the silver foil ball between her fingers. 'It's a bit of a 

cliché, but I'm here to get away from it all, to give myself some time to 
take stock of where I am and where I'm going with my life. I've been 
thinking about making some changes, but I can't decide what or how, 
and if I bugger about for too long, it might be too late to do anything at 
all. I'll be too old and too poor to enjoy it, and if you can't enjoy it, what's 
the point in doing it?'

'You've been given a second chance, you don't want to waste it,' 
said Eddie, risking a cautious dig.

No answer. Fair enough. He expected as much.
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'But of all the places in all the world, why here?' he said.
'It's as good a place as any for an adventure. And let's face it, how 

many people get the chance to spend time on an oil rig out at sea?'
'Thousands.'
'For fun?'
'You call this fun?'
'Compared to what I've been doing for the last ten years, potting up 

broken limbs, clearing up after fights, patching up scratches and 
gouges, doling out inoculations and antibiotics, mopping up blood and 
shit and sick, believe me this is pure Disneyland. At least it was until...'

'Until we lost two crewmen?'
'None of what's happened is your fault, you know,' she said, taking 

hold of his hand.
Eddie wrapped his fingers around hers. 'I wouldn't be too sure about 

that,' he said. 'Whatever happens, and to whom, the ultimate 
responsibility is mine. That's what they are paying me for.'

'Now there are two people gone, will Longdrift send someone out to 
investigate?'

Silence.
'Eddie?'
'They can't investigate what they don't know about.'
'Meaning?'
'Meaning...I haven't told them about Reynolds' death yet—'
'Eddie!'
'I will. Soon. I just wanted to get things straight in my head first. 

That's why I showed you the pictures; to get your opinion; to get things 
straight before I said anything.'

'Did I help...or make it worse?'
He shook his head and took a long, slow mouthful of his coffee, his 

tired, world weary face contorted with angst. 'A bit of both. You gave 
me something to think about and...um...I've changed my mind. I'm not 
so sure Daz did kill himself.'

'So what do you think did happen?'
'Something more...sinister.'
Another mouthful of coffee, a tense rub of the brow, a deep sigh of 

fatigue. 'Consider how things have been over the last few weeks,' he 
said. 'Living cheek by jowl, overworked, overtired; throw in the booze 
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and dope and you've got a powder keg ready to go up, and where 
there's been any trouble, there's been one person either the instigator 
or somewhere in the thick of it. Desmond Reynolds.'

In Lydia staying quiet, Eddie read accusation and felt the need to 
defend himself.

'I know, you don't need to say, it's my fault. I've known since day 
one that there's illegal drink and drugs on board and I've turned a blind 
eye. I shouldn't have, because it makes me an accessory, but what 
else could I do? I suppose you think I should have confiscated it. If I'd 
tried, I'd be the first one over the rail.'

'What I think doesn't make a whit of difference,' she said, giving his 
fingers a light squeeze. Had she forgotten she still had hold of his 
hand? 'Go on with your theory.'

'I think one of the others had had enough of Reynolds taking the 
piss, snapped and killed him,' he said. 'Afterwards they cut him and set 
the fire to make it look like suicide to cover their tracks.'

The hold on his hand became a painful crush as she leaned 
forward, her voice lowered, even though they were alone in the room. 

'By one of the others, you mean Jock McAllister don't you?'
'He would be my prime candidate, yes. He certainly has a temper 

and they've already had a scrap over nothing. It was Jock who threw 
the first punch. You saw the results.'

'I know, but suspecting him of murder. It's absurd, just as it is to 
suspect any of the others, especially someone like Duncan Cameron or 
Dr Brewer? I can't believe you could think any one of them even 
capable.'

Brewer, no, but why did she pick Cameron and not Shaw or 
McDougal? Why was he so special? Was something going on between 
them that she wanted to protect him? Seems they were already on first 
name terms. Something in his gut shifted. Could this be what jealousy 
felt like?

'Everyone is capable, Lyd. It's just a matter of being driven to it. I 
said it was just an idea, I have no proof of anything. I could be totally 
wrong.'

'Then let somebody else sort it out. They can't do that, of course, 
until you report it.''

He rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands and puffed out a 
weary breath. 'You're right. I'll get onto Longdrift first thing. They'll call 
the police and they'll come out and investigate. Until they do though, 
I'm going to be keeping a very close eye on everyone. I don't want to 
take the chance of it happening again.'
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'And how are you going to do that? You can't be in more than one 
place at a time and this place is huge?'

'CCTV will help. Half of them are redundant because we haven't 
needed them. I'll switch 'em all on now. I'll have every corner covered. 
A mouse won't be able to fart without me knowing about it.'

She sat up in her chair, eyeing him across the table. 'Does that 
include sickbay?'

'Of course.'
She shook her head. 'Absolutely not.'
'Why not?'
'I don't want you spying on me.'
'I won't be spying on you. I'll be keeping an eye on you to make sure 

you're safe.'
'It won't be just me though. What about patient confidentiality?'
'What about it?'
Would you be comfortable with somebody nebbing in with a camera 

while you had a medical consultation, particularly one of a delicate 
nature? I might not have MD after my name, but see this badge...' She 
tapped her shoulder flash and its embroidered Caduceus, two fierce 
looking serpents entwined around a winged staff, the international 
symbol for medic. 'This makes me as good as a doctor while I'm here, 
and as such I have a duty of care to do my best by anyone who comes 
to me in my professional capacity, for whatever their reason, and even 
odious creeps like Daz Reynolds should expect to be guaranteed 
confidentiality.'

'If I say you get one, you get one, and there's not a damned thing 
you can do about it.'

'Oh, really?' 
She leaned into him, eyes narrowed with fury. 'Well let me tell you 

this Mister Capstan, if you so much as think of putting one of your 
beady eye spies in my sickbay, I promise you now, I will tear it down, 
clart it in Fiery Jack, and shove it so far up your arse you'll be able to 
see what you had for breakfast, from the inside. Got it?'

She did not wait for his reply, already halfway to the exit. Only the 
tabletop heard him.

'Got it.
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29

First thing came and went. Eddie pored over the fire incident report 
and the photographs of Reynolds' body some more. He visited the 
wreck of the welding hut again, looking for more clues. It didn't help him 
much.

In the afternoon he muddled through some chores to distract his 
mind. No help there either.

He spent a restive night, tormented by dreams of torched bodies, 
grinning blackened skulls and gulls with poached egg eyes hanging 
from their beaks, waking with a start from his grisly visions with a 
hammering heart and soaked in perspiration.

He stripped off his T-shirt and shorts and plunged into the shower, 
soothing warm water flowing over him and slowly loosening his tightly 
wound coil. Dried and dressed, he sat at his desk, opened his pad, 
picked up his pen, and began to write.

Five thousand words later, his fingers ached to the point of cramp 
and he could do no more. Everything he had seen, smelled, tasted, 
touched and thought about Reynolds' death went down on the paper. 
The pen acted as a conduit, draining tension out of him and pouring it 
into his fictional character, alcoholic private detective Patrick 'Paddy' 
Knox to deal with. 

In contrast to Eddie Capstan's unstill night, Euterich slept like a 
stone, his dreams only of Lydia Ellis. 

The previous evening after dinner he volunteered to help her pack 
up the late lamented Reynolds' belongings and close up his cabin, not 
out of the goodness of his heart, because he couldn't care less, but 
purely because it gave him the opportunity to spend some time with 
her.

'Oh,' she declared when they entered the room and put on the light. 
'What's the matter?'
'It's so...clean.' She pushed aside the bathroom door. 'In fact, it's 

spotless.'
Euterich felt a lurch of apprehension. 'How did you expect it to be?'
'Not like this. I thought it would be more cluttered. Disorganized. It's 

tidier than mine. Funny...'
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Her voice trailed off as she looked around.
'Miss Ellis?'
'Sorry. I was just thinking about Lonny's cabin and how it looked. It 

was just the same. Neat as a pin.'
Euterich's alarm grew. He had slipped up. Got careless. Twice. He 

should have known. Before switching cabins, he should have 
remembered to leave them in the way others expected to find them.

Fool! Stupid, thoughtless fool!
'I can't find his bag,' she said, searching under the bed. 'Where's his 

drop bag?'
Another slip. He had used the bag to dispose of Reynolds' body. 

'Can't help I'm afraid,' he said.
'Never mind. I have a box in sickbay we can use. Won't be long.'
She left him, and in her absence he went over every inch of the 

cabin looking for clues to his, not the real Reynolds' presence. He 
found none.

He vowed to be more careful with McAllister's cabin. A thought 
occurred and he looked up to the smoke detector. With only seconds to 
spare before Lydia came back, he detached the plastic bag and elastic 
band sealing in clean air, and stuffed them both in his pocket. He would 
need them later.

It took very little time to pack away Reynolds' clothes and other 
belongings into the plastic crate, to roll up his sleeping bag, and 
enclose his beloved guitar in her case.

As they worked, they chatted.
Lydia did not give away much about herself, but he spun her fine 

tales about extensive travels to and adventures in exotic places, the 
many and varied peoples encountered, mingling both his own stories 
with some dragged out of McAllister's memories.

All the while she listened intently, urging him to tell more when he 
stalled. Their discourse continued en route to the shipping containers to 
store Reynolds' stuff, ironically next to Lonny's, and well into the 
evening.

When the time came for them to part, they had spent the best part 
of three and a half hours together and he felt sure she would invite him 
into her cabin for a 'nightcap'.

Disappointed to the point of grief when she did not, he retired 
instead to his own cabin to relive the short but oh so sweet time of their 
shared company.

'Lydia. Lydia. Lydia.'
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Her name dripped from his tongue like honey and he called up an 
image of her; her dimpled smile, her bright eyes, her girlish giggle and 
the way she blushed when he told her particularly raunchy stories.

He lay on his bed and thought of Lydia and slipped into sleep, 
welcoming the darkness and the freedom his dreams brought; freedom 
to do whatever he wanted, to whomever, without penalty; freedom for 
him and Lydia Ellis to be together. 

And together they were. In bed; on the beach; in the woods; 
indulging in session after session of glorious, euphoric, exhilarating 
sex. Time after time after time; here, there, everywhere, anywhere, 
employing a whole Karma Sutra of positions.

As he passed into a fantasy after sex stupor, his real sleep 
deepened and when he woke he felt refreshed and joyful with 
realisation. No mere infatuation this. He was in love. It surged in him, 
making his head light, his heart glow and driving blood into his cock.

After a most satisfactory period of intense masturbation, he treated 
himself to a roll up made from the cannabis/tobacco mixture liberated 
from Lonny Dick. It proved to be a little too heavy on the cannabis for 
the McAllister portion of his body to cope with.

Soon he began to feel a sense of euphoria, a cheeriness unlike any 
he had experienced in a long time, and combined with his strength of 
feelings for Lydia, it took away his inhibitions, and it made him 
reckless...yet somehow, he couldn't bring himself to care.

He headed for the galley to find another stimulant with which to 
further enhance his feelings of elation - caffeine.

The cathartic exercise of writing himself to a standstill had the 
desired effect on Eddie. Despite his stiff neck and painful fingers, he felt 
better in himself; looser, clearer in mind and ready to face what he had 
to do. First, he put on clean socks and made for the galley.

As it was Sunday and no work had been scheduled, the place was 
empty, everyone exploiting the free time to catch up on some sleep. 
Apart from McAllister.

Up and about and surprisingly bright eyed and bushy tailed, he 
pottered about in the galley, nosing through the cupboards and lockers, 
flitting from one to the other with almost manic rapidity, sucking on a 
cup of black coffee.

'What can I get you, guv?' he said, when he saw Eddie.
'Just looking for some coffee.'
'Coming right up. Anything to eat?'
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'Er...no thanks.'
'You do know breakfast is the most important meal of the day, don't 

you? Got to get some fuel in the engine. How about a full Scottish? 
Sausage, bacon, black pudding? Get some meat on your bones. You're 
looking a tad peaky if I might be so bold.'

Bright eyes, pupils as wide as tunnel openings, gabbling like a 
Tommy gun, fidgety. And that smell. Faint but familiarly pungent. Jesus! 
Nine thirty on a Sunday morning, and he's stoned.

'Mr. Capstan?'
Eddie realised he'd been staring. 'Sorry, aye, I'll just have some 

toast if it's no trouble.'
'No trouble at all. Help yourself to coffee. It's fresh made. Perk you 

right up.'
'If you don't mind me saying, you seem pretty perky yourself.'
'Me? Yeah, well, a bright and sunny Sunday morning will do that, 

eh? I'll bring your toast over when it's done.' Whistling tunelessly, he 
strode off to tend to Eddie's request.

As he made for a table, coffee mug in hand, Eddie glanced toward 
the open door to the lounge and the picture window beyond. Outside it 
was blowing a gale, battering sleet and rain so hard against the glass it 
turned it opaque. Bright and sunny Sunday morning?

He was going to have to have another quiet word with Mr McAllister.
He took his coffee and toast back to his cabin, leaving a hyperactive 

McAllister scurrying about the galley with a spray gun, letting loose a 
cloud of cleaning fluid and scrubbing down the already gleaming steel 
worktops with all the frenetic busyness of the Duracell bunny on a 
mission. 

He took his time eating his meagre breakfast, showered, dressed, 
and read through what he had written overnight. By the time he had 
procrastinated as long as he could, it was lunchtime.

McAllister was nowhere to be seen, and if Eddie could employ x-ray 
vision and see through the cabin walls, he would have found his ROV 
operator face down, spark out on his bunk, his batteries gone flat.

Eddie's lunch consisted of a mug of tea and two digestive biscuits. 
Nerves had taken away his appetite. When he looked at the clock, it 
was half past one. He'd fannied about long enough. He had to make 
the call.

He slouched his way to the control room, dropped into the chair and 
picked up the satellite phone handset with a trembling hand.
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'Get a grip man,' he admonished himself. 'You're tired. Overworked. 
Overwrought. Stressed to the point of a stroke. You're fretting over 
nothing. Make the call. Get this over with.'

He punched the number for Longdrift Headquarters, 250 miles away 
on a modern industrial estate on the outskirts of Aberdeen, where even 
on a Sunday there would be heating, hot coffee, Danish pastries, lights 
that worked and no dead bodies to clutter up their working day.

If only.
'Longdrift. Mike Chalmers speaking. What's your pleasure?'
Mike Chalmers, the standby operator? They only use him when the 

place is closed. Not today. Please!
'Mike, this is Eddie Capstan out on Falcon Bravo—'
'Hey Eddie. Long time, no hear from. Fit deein' oot theer in the wild 

blue yonder?'
'Tell you later. I need to speak to Mr Edgecombe. It's a matter of 

utmost urgency.'
'Not in.'
'Mr. Bellwood?'
'Nope.'
'Whitman then.'
'Sorry.'
'For Christ's sake, who is there?'
'Naeb'dy. Did ye ferget it's a long weekend here? Theer all oot on 

the golf.'
Shite!
'There must be somebody on call I can talk to today. It can't wait 

until Tuesday.'
Chalmers chuckled. 'Fit's ma'er. Som'bdy else gone walkaboot?'
Silence.
'Oh Jesus, Eddie! Who this time?'
'Daz Reynolds.'
Silence.
'You know him?'
'Aye.'
A longer silence.
'Hoad oan a mintie while I put ye through.'
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The line went silent. Eddie waited, tapping the desktop with a pencil. 
A 'mintie' stretched into a full five minutes.

'Mr. Capstan. Mr Chalmers tells me you have yet another calamity 
on your hands.' 

The cold affected tones of Oliver Skeffington. Why, of all people, 
him? When it came to the scraping of barrel bottoms, they didn't get 
any lower than Skeffington. Power hungry, with his sights set firmly on 
the vast corner office on the top floor of Longdrift's headquarters, the 
man had all the stony presence of an Easter Island carving, with none 
of the charisma. What he lacked in personality he made up for with 
sheer back stabbing ambition. 

'Yes sir, I have,' said Eddie.
'Better get on with it then.'
Eddie relayed what he knew about Reynolds' apparent suicide and 

the fire, although he made no mention of his doubts and suspicion of 
murder. Even to him it still sounded ludicrous. 

Skeffington listened in complete silence.
'You still there, Mr Skeffington?' 
'I'm still here.'
'So what's the plan? Will you send out a chopper to pick up the 

body? What about the polis? This is the second death in six weeks. 
They'll want to investigate this time for sure.'

Another drawn out pause.
'I will inform the relevant authorities and take advice,' said 

Skeffington, oozing indifference, '...and either I, or preferably 
someone...better informed, will get back to you and give you your 
instructions.'

'When?'
'As soon as is practicable. As you are aware, it is a local holiday 

here, businesses are closed, staff are on leave, services are...limited.'
'Bugger that! You don't seem to understand, Mr Skeffington, I have 

a dead body on my hands—'
'Stick it in the freezer—'
'What? I can't—?'
'—and in the meantime, carry on and get the job done as best you 

can while you can. We've had some interest in Bravo and it looks 
promising, so your time for getting her spick and span is fast running 
out.'

'As are my crew! There aren't enough hands—'
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'You'll manage. That is what we're paying you for, isn't it? To 
manage?'

'Aye, but—'
'So rearrange your schedule to pick up the slack by giving the hands 

who are left more work and less downtime.'
'I can't do that. They're already working all God's hours as it is. 

They're tired and scared...and it's not safe. If I push them harder, 
there's going to be—'

Mutiny? More deaths? My neck on the block?
'Please, Mr Skeffington, send the chopper and get us off here before 

someone else dies.'
'Like I already said, I'll take advice and get back to you soonest, so 

leave your little problem with me and get back to work. Okay? 
Goodbye, Mr Capstan.'

Silence.
'Mr. Skeffington—?
Nothing.
'SKEFFINGTON!!'
The line was dead. Skeffington had gone, leaving Eddie, once more, 

with his skelped arse hanging in the wind.
He slammed the phone into its cradle.
'Sodding, fucking bastarding HELL!' he shrieked, his fingers buried 

in his hair. He then snatched up his empty mug and pitched it at the 
wall, shattering it into a hundred pieces. As a final vent to his frustrated 
fury he swept his arm across his desk, and all his carefully arranged 
paperwork took to the air, to flutter to the ground like so much confetti.

'Skeffington, eh?'
Eddie turned, and through eyes misted with rage, saw Shaw 

hovering in the doorway. 'You know him?'
'Only by reputation. I've heard he's a real tosspot. A buck passing 

hand washer. A brown noser of the lowest order with one butt cheek 
already in the big chair.'

'That's him.'
'That's it then,' said Shaw. 'If Skeffington's on the case, we're 

shafted. Let me guess what he said; "Sort it out yourself. It's not my 
problem."?' 

'More or less. He said he'd inform the authorities, take 'advice' and 
get back to me. Precisely when, he didn't specify.'
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Shaw nodded knowingly. 'So what are you going to do?'
Eddie closed his eyes and let his neck roll. 'Apart from wait? 

Honestly, Matt, I haven't got the first fucking clue.'
'Call the authorities yourself. You've got the phone.'
'You mean bypass Longdrift altogether?'
'Yeah. Why not?'
Why not indeed?
He covered his face with his hands and breathed deeply. When he 

removed them again, Shaw had gone. 
Alone with the mess of papers, he got to his knees, gathered them 

up, and sorted them once more into their neat, ordered piles.
He would give Skeffington 24 hours to get back to him. Not one 

more.

Unfortunately, nobody told Skeffington he had a deadline.
At his rather splendid detached house in the Aberdeen suburb of 

Westhill, he hung up the phone on Eddie Capstan out on Falcon Bravo, 
and returned to his interrupted Sunday lunch with his friends and 
family. His wife had made his favourite dessert, apple strudel with 
vanilla custard, and he wasn't going to let the hysterical ramblings of a 
lower order employee with an inferiority complex spoil it.

If a man was dead, he wasn't going to get any deader was he? 
Eddie Capstan's inconvenient problem could wait until Longdrift opened 
up for business again after the long weekend. 
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For the whole of the next day Eddie skulked about the control room, 
awaiting contact with Longdrift, leaving the rest of his crew to their own 
devices. 

In spite of the circumstances, they did their best to get along. Some 
more than others.

It was Lydia's legitimate turn for kitchen duty, together with her 
helper, Duncan Cameron.

She didn't mind. She liked Cameron. He had a 'puppy dog' quality 
about him she found appealing. In her presence he was always eager 
to please, minded his manners and his language, blushing and 
apologising if a curse slipped out.

The oversized can of baked beans sat on the top shelf in the pantry, 
where only a tall man could have put it. 'Thanks a bunch Lonny.'

On tip toes she stretched herself until her fingertips brushed the tin, 
scratching at the label. 'Come here you bugger.'

Another pair of hands took hold of the can and lifted if down.
'Let me get that for you, Miss Ellis. It's heavy. Wouldn't want you 

dropping it on your foot.'
'Thank you, Mr Cameron. You are a gentleman.'
Duncan Cameron nestled the tin in the crook of his arm, a flush of 

red showed in his neck. 'Well...erm...you know...couldn't let you 
struggle.' Cough. 'I'll take it through for you.'

Before she could object, he had carried the tin to her workspace in 
the galley and set it on the counter. 'Shall I open it for you?'

'No Mr Cameron, I think I can take it from here.'
'Anything else I can do for you...to help, I mean?'
'Don't you have something of your own to take care of?'
'Only the sausages,' he said. 'They're in the oven, nice and cosy.' 

He peered into the cooker to assess the food's progress. 'Won't need to 
touch 'em for at least another thirty minutes.'

'Potatoes?'
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'Boiled. Just need reheating and mashing.'
'Gravy?'
'Last minute. Don't want it going lumpy.'
'Dessert?'
'Ice cream.'
'Cutlery and condiments?'
'Sorted.'
She opened the can and poured the contents into a stock pan and 

set it on the hob to heat through.
'Looks like we're pretty well organised,' she said, wiping bean juice 

from her hands onto a paper towel. 'In fact, I think we might very well 
be ahead of time.'

'Yeah. We make a pretty good team.'
Awkward silence.
'So what do you want to do to pass the time?' said Cameron. 'We 

can watch a DVD?'
Lydia leaned her back against the worktop. 'I'd rather chat.'
'What about?'
'You. This is the first time we've spent any real time together since 

we got here, and I'd really like to get to know a little bit more about you.'
'Why?'
'Call me inquisitive.' She turned down the heat on the hob.
'Before we do, can I ask you something?'
'Sure.'
'Why do you always me Mister Cameron? It's so formal. My name's 

Duncan.'
'I know, but it didn't seem right to use your first name in front of the 

others. It might smack of favouritism.'
'How about a compromise then? Folks usually call me Cam, short 

for Camshaft, because I'm a mechanic. Stupid I know, but it sort of 
goes with the job.'

'I don't like nicknames. I think they are demeaning. I'll call you 
Duncan, but only in private, and this is nothing to do with the job. It's 
just us chatting.'
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He gave her a narrow look. 'If you're going to be putting me under 
the microscope and scribbling notes like that nosey parker Brewer, 
you'll be wasting your time. I have nothing to tell.'

'Let's see shall we? For a start...how long have you been with 
Longdrift?'

'Nine years, for my sins.'
'Like it?'
'S'okay. Better than a poke in the eye with a sharp stick. Pay's not 

bad, but some of the bosses can be right royal wankers.'
A silent eyebrow rose. 
'Ah, crap, sorry. I meant swines,' he said.
'I know exactly what you mean. I've known my fair share. You 

married? Family?'
'Not for much longer. It's a tawdry tale. You wouldn't be interested.' 
He frowned, and Lydia thought he looked a little sad, regretful even.
'I might, if it's something you want to talk about,' she said.
He shrugged, looked first at his boots and then at the ceiling tiles, 

and sighed.
Soon she knew all about the real reason he was out on Bravo - it 

put him well out of reach of his ever complaining, ever demanding, very 
soon to be ex-wife and her equally vindictive, cold as a witch's tit 
mother. Thankfully no children were involved.

Okay, so he'd had an affair, if it warranted such a description. 
Nothing more than a brief fling months ago, it meant nothing. It passed 
a few hot and steamy nights in a lonely one horse oil workers' shanty 
town in the depths of the Brazilian rainforest. 

His wife wasn't meant to find out, but she did, from the man 
occupying his bed in his absence. Quid pro quo. Yet somehow it all 
seemed to be his fault.

She claimed he had driven her to seek solace in the arms of 
another. She wasn't a nun. She had feelings too. He'd swanned off the 
other side of the world and had his fun, abandoning her, neglecting her 
needs, could he blame her?

Yes, he could, especially as she gave her lover presents bought 
with his money. It all got very nasty. Accusations flew – as did a lot of 
crockery and ornaments and expensive legal bills, all in his direction. 
Her lawyer advised her to change the locks on the marital home, 
barring him entry, and so he, homeless and penniless, sought refuge 
on an isolated platform in the North Sea.
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'I wasn't all my fault,' he moaned. 'A man's got to....you know.' A 
brave smile. 'I finally got that threesome I always wanted. Both my wife 
AND her lawyer fucked me.'

He shrugged and looked at the floor, his face so downcast that 
Lydia felt compelled to make him smile again. She stood close to him, 
touched his arm.

'You okay?'
He nodded. 'Yeah.'
'I'm sorry. I didn't mean to stir up bad memories.'
He shrugged again. It said a lot. 
'Come here.' She stood on tiptoe and put her arms around his neck, 

hugging him tightly. She then kissed him gently on the cheek. 'Life 
really can be a pile of shite can't it?' she said.

Cameron harrumphed and the corners of his mouth twitched in the 
parody of a smile, serving only to enhance a hangdog expression too 
much for her to bear. He really did need some cheering up.

'Come with me,' she said, and took him by the hand and led him into 
the pantry at the rear of the kitchen.

'Is there something else I can do for you? Something you want of 
the shelf?'

She closed the door, shutting them in the small, cramped space. 
'No, but I think there might be something I can do for you.'

In the pitch blackness Cameron could not see his hand in front of 
his face, or what Lydia was up to, until he felt the button on his jeans 
pop and the zipper being undone, and small slender fingers cupping his 
dick and balls through his boxers, massaging gently before easing their 
way past the elasticated waistband to take a proper hold, skin to skin.

Immediately his heart rate picked up, and his breathing, ragged and 
irregular, sounded inordinately loud in the small space, and he felt the 
tell tale prickling in his groin.

'Miss Ellis...Lydia...I don't think you should...ooooya...'
'Want me to stop,' she said.
'N-no-no...please don't...'
She squeezed gently. 'Don't stop what?'
'That...don't stop that...aaaahh!'
She got down on her knees and tugged at his jeans and underwear, 

freeing his rapidly burgeoning erection from its cotton constraint. He 
reached out for something to hold on to, his fingers clamping onto the 
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edge of the canned goods shelf while this delicate woman played with 
his cock with her fine cool hands and her warm, wet tongue.

'Jeez Lydia...aaarrgh!'
After bringing him to full mast and its accompanying deep warmth in 

the pit of his abdomen, she urged him down onto the pantry floor with 
her. There was hardly room for him to stretch out, he had to keep his 
knees bent and press his feet flat against the door. It would hold it 
closed against intrusion if nothing else.

He lay there while she performed the perfect fallatio on him, and just 
when he though he might explode there and then, he felt himself 
encased in wet heat as she slid herself over him and was now riding 
him in a graceful undulating motion, her rippling interior massaging his 
cock from the inside. 

Overwhelming. Intense. Sensations.
'Oh. My. God!'
She kissed him full on the lips, and then braced herself between the 

shelves of bottles and cans. He grasped her thighs, holding her in place 
as they fell into a synchronous rhythm, tempo increasing as mutual 
excitement mounted. 

Faster. Harder. Deeper. Bottles and jars rattled on the shelves.
Then like a wave it hit. He arched his back as hot pulses raced from 

deep within his balls, through his cock, to erupt into her.
'Ahhh-haaaaa-haaaaa!' 
His expulsions of pleasure ended in a feeble squeak, every last 

atom of air forced from his lungs. He inhaled deeply and sank back 
onto the cold floor, the tingle of orgasm sparking in his fingers and toes, 
his limbs turned to water. 

'Bloo-dy hell!'

Euterich could smell it on them before he saw them, and it turned 
his stomach. All the trouble he had gone to, to assimilate with 
McAllister, to take on his educated mind and strong muscular body, to 
appeal to her, impress her and lure her away from that oaf Capstan, 
and how did she repay him? By having sex with that other ignoramus - 
Cameron. 

When she presented him with his plate of baked sausages and 
mashed potatoes, it was all he could do not to throw it back at her. 

And when Cameron offered him baked beans and gravy, he felt a 
cinder of fury burn in him and a desire to snatch that stainless steel 
ladle from his hand, to smash open his skull with it and scoop out his 

169



brains, decorate them with a dollop of ketchup and serve them up as a 
side dish. Or maybe he should throw himself over the counter and grab 
the man by the throat and slowly and painfully squeeze the very breath 
of life from him, give him a very up close and personal death.

No.  Not here. Not now. Cameron's time would come soon enough.
Instead, he fixed a benign smile on his face and helped himself to a 

cup of tea and a slice of bread. He carried his tray to the table and took 
a seat as far from the others as he could manage.

With everyone served and eating, Lydia and Cameron brought their 
own meals to the table. She chatted with Eddie Capstan, dragged away 
from his telephone vigil to eat, while Cameron fell into conversation with 
Shaw. Both acted as if nothing had happened.

Euterich's hand shook with rage as poked at his mashed potatoes 
with a fork. He stilled it, transferring his agitation to a rapid pistoning of 
his left leg beneath the table.

'...Mr McAllister?'
He continued to idly push his food around his plate.
'Mr McAllister?'
He looked up, realised she had stopped talking with Capstan and 

was now speaking to him, holding him with an expectant gaze, awaiting 
a response to a question he had not heard.

'Sorry. What?'
'Are you alright, Mr McAllister?'
'Yeah. Fine. Why?'
'You're not eating. Is there something wrong with the food?'
'Food's fine,' he said stiffly, adding a strained yet polite, 'Thanks.'
She continued her discourse with Capstan, while he concentrated 

on the mess of tinned beans, glutinous potatoes and mechanically 
recovered meat, all coated in a tacky brown liquid. It was very far from 
fine.

He forced a morsel into his mouth. It tasted like diesel, but he made 
a show of working his way through it; stab, chew, sulk.

As soon as he practically could, he excused himself from the table, 
slammed his dirty plate on the servery, and stamped his way to 
McAllister's cabin. 

Once behind the closed door, he allowed his barely pent up anger to 
vent. He snatched up the sleeping bag from the bed and as though it 
were made of nothing more substantial than wet tissue paper, ripped it 
to shreds, scattering its nylon filling over the room like a fresh fall of 
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snow. He tore at every scrap of material until his fingers cramped, all 
the while sobbing out the most vehement curses his demented mind 
could conjure, calling down all the plagues of hell and damnation onto 
Eddie Capstan and Duncan Cameron, who between them had soiled 
and corrupted the innocent object of his desire with their foul and filthy 
bodily fluids. 

Dirty bastards!
Time to make another selection from his now limited options. To 

wipe out the bespoilers one at a time before any more damage could 
be done. But who first?

An easy decision. The next one who had slightest cause to upset, 
anger or cross him. He dearly hoped it would be Capstan or Cameron.

It was neither.

He stood by the hob, idly stirring a stock pot of soup, all the while 
watching Brewer and Lydia at work in the mess hall, papers spread 
over a table top, notebooks open, pencils poised. 

What were they talking about so cosily together, the medic and the 
nosey parker psychologist? Birds of a feather flocking together to 
compare notes? 

Brewer cast a momentary glance in his direction, leaned forward 
and said something to Lydia. She looked over her shoulder, threw him 
the briefest of smiles and returned to business. The pair laughed. They 
were talking about him. Making fun of him. 

He continued to stare, willing Brewer to catch his eye one more time 
and admit his guilt. The connection lasted a mere second. It was 
enough.

Selection made.
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It didn't take Euterich long to work out what he was going to do to 
Doctor Brewer, when, and where.

He had the ideal place in mind. Cool and dark, and with a drainage 
hole in the centre of the floor; ideal for disposing of any unfortunate 
spillages.

As for the when, Eddie Capstan himself had handed him that 
opportunity on a plate. A little re-jigging of the schedule due to the 
current 'staff shortage', and tomorrow he and Brewer were scheduled 
for kitchen duty together. It could not have been more perfect if he'd 
worked it out for himself.

When everyone retired for the evening, he set about gathering the 
necessary bits and pieces and making a few preparations for the next 
day's work.

Alone with Brewer, clearing up after breakfast service next morning, 
Euterich discussed with the good doctor the possibility of lifting the 
crew's spirits a little by making something special for dinner. Something 
which did not require the opening of a tin.

'Excellent idea,' said Brewer. 'How about fish? I think there's a few 
portions in the freezer.'

'I was thinking of something more...substantial,' said Euterich, 
steering the conversation.

'Such as?'
'Steak pie?'
'I didn't think we had enough meat.'
'Oh, there's plenty.'
'What about pastry? Pie's got to have a crust.'
'Leave that to me.'
'Okay then. You're the boss,' said Brewer.
Yes I am.
'We'll need to get the meat on to slow cook,' suggested Euterich. 'It 

needs to be tender. I'll go get it. You get the pan.'
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Whilst Brewer rummaged in the cabinet for suitable cookware, 
Euterich made his way towards the cold store, surreptitiously claiming 
the steel headed meat mallet on the way.

Euterich's warm breath formed clouds in the chilly air as he spread 
out his carpet of clear plastic over the cool room floor, covering the 
drain hole in the centre. There he opened up a slit in the plastic, 
pushing the edges into the drain like a funnel.

That job done, he pulled the door almost closed, enough to put out 
the light and pressed himself against the inside wall, feet apart, right 
hand around the mallet's handle, left hand extended for balance. 

Through the gap, he called for Brewer.
'Hey prof! You got a minute?'
'What's up?' came back.
'Come and see.'
Wait.
Twenty seconds later an unsuspecting Brewer yanked open the 

door, tripping the light switch and stepped into the suddenly bright 
space.

'What's the matt—?'
The deeply textured mallet head struck Brewer at the base of the 

skull, shattering the bone and driving a shard deep into his brain. He 
was dead before he hit the floor. 

Euterich immediately set to work. 
With everyone else occupied in all corners of the platform, he 

figured he had at least two hours clear. If all went well and nobody 
interrupted him, he could have the job done well before that time.

He dragged the body over to the drain hole, rolled it onto its back, 
unzipped its overalls and stripped it naked. 

'You've spent too long sitting behind a desk, my friend,' he said, 
sliding the blade of a ceramic knife over Brewer's soft belly. 

It made short work of separating skin, fat and underlying muscle to 
expose the sheath of peritoneum. He sliced through the layer to reach 
the organs beneath, took out the liver and heart, along with the kidneys, 
and set them aside. A few swift strokes dissected the main arteries and 
veins, and a few of the smaller ones, flooding the cavity with blood. 

'Yet who would have thought the old man to have so much blood in 
him,' Euterich said, dipping his finger into the gore and tasting it as if it 
were a fine sauce. 
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'Hmmm. Not bad. Good iron level. Moderate blood sugar. But not 
what I want right now.'

Carefully he flipped the body over onto its stomach. With no beating 
heart to push it around, the blood would need a little encouragement to 
leave. Aided by gravity, red oozed from the many incisions, found the 
slope in the floor and migrated toward the drain hole, slipping down it in 
a steady stream. All very neat and tidy.

Exsanguination in progress, Euterich fed.
Forty five minutes later the flow had stopped. The new, full bellied 

Euterich/Brewer turned the old one onto its back and scooped out the 
contents of its abdominal and chest cavities, dumping the slippery 
entrails into a plastic bucket to be disposed of in the sea later, leaving 
the body's interior as clean and empty as a newly slaughtered pig.

The vacant shell now considerably lighter, it needed little effort to 
manoeuvre it onto the prep table in readiness for the next stage.

At over 60 inches long, the flat bed of stainless steel with integrated 
sink could have been custom made for the job, and with the body 
correctly positioned, a single decapitating blow from the cleaver sent 
the head into the sink along with a small glug of clotting blood.

'A sorry waste indeed that so much intelligence should end up being 
flushed down the drain,' Euterich said, turning on the tap to wash it 
away. 'But not before it rubbed off on me. What you knew, I know. And 
you, my friend, had a fine mind. Thank you for sharing.'

A thin stream of diluted scarlet trickled down the drain hole into the 
waste water recycling tank. Time to get to work.

With practised ease he separated the limbs from the torso, and 
each other, at the divisible joints – the ball and sockets at the shoulders 
and hips, the hinges at the knees and elbows; cutting through the joint 
capsules, slicing through ligaments, dissecting cartilage. Sawing 
through bones was both cumbersome and unnecessary. This method 
was by far easier...quicker and less messy.

With the cleaver he hacked through the softer bones of the ribs, 
sternum and spine, and in a little over thirty five minutes, he had the 
body in twelve separate portions with barely a drop of blood anywhere 
but in the sink. 

He selected the portions which carried the most meat – the thighs, 
buttocks, upper arms and upper back, and then exchanged the cleaver 
for a filleting knife to strip off the flesh and fat and debone them. 

The parts he did not require or could not use, including the head, 
hands and feet, he wrapped in plastic sheeting, tied up in a black 
plastic bag, and pushed into the refuse chute.
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He selected one thigh from the remainder. There would be enough 
meat there for his needs. The rest he hacked into smaller, more usable 
portions, enclosed them in plastic bags, and placed them in an 
insulated box which he carried to the freezer locker.

He cleaned up the floor of the cold room and wiped down the 
tabletop, before switching modes from butcher to chef to begin 
preparation of the evening meal.

It had been a long time since he'd had a decent steak and kidney 
pie.

'That smells braw!' exclaimed McDougal, fresh from his shift and his 
shower. 'I'm sae starved my stomach thinks ma throat's bin cut.'

'An unfortunate choice of phrase Mr McDougal, if I may say so,' said 
Euterich, smiling benignly. 'It won't be long. I wonder...'

Time to set minds stirring.
'...have you by chance seen Mr McAllister? It would seem that every 

time I am rostered on to kitchen duty, I find myself here on my own.'
'Cannae say that I have,' said McDougal. 'Bin hard at work cleaning 

off gull shit all afternoon. Filthy bastards get everywhere. I wouldnae be 
surprised if I picked up some foul disease from it.' He grinned widely. 
'Or indeed some fowl disease.'

'Such a dreadful waste of your talents Mr McDougal,' Euterich 
sympathised, falsely.

'Aye, ye can say that agin. Next thing the Boss Man will hae me 
scraping barnacles off the legs. Still, if that's what they want tae pay me 
for, that's their loss. Giz a shout when the food's ready.'

'Will do.'

Presented with a plate loaded with tender chunks of meat in a 
delicious rich gravy, topped off with a golden flaky pastry crust, nobody 
seemed the least bit concerned at McAllister's absence from the feast.

None but Eddie.
His nerves, already strained as the 24 hour deadline came and went 

without resolution, were stretched ever tauter by the vacant seat. Ever 
since Reynolds' death, having anyone out of sight or communication for 
more than a few minutes instilled a feeling of dread in him. He pushed 
his barely touched plate away.

'Don't you like the pie, Mr Capstan?' asked Euterich in Brewer's 
usual polite and courteous manner.
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'Sorry, doc,' Eddie said. 'No slur on your cooking, I'm sure it's 
delicious and I appreciate you've gone to a lot of trouble, but I just don't 
have any appetite. I have too much on my mind.'

'Including Mr McAllister not joining us tonight?'
'Among other things.'
'I wouldn't worry. I'm sure he's fine. Don't you think it 

understandable, considering recent events and how tense things have 
been around here lately, that he's found the need to take some time out 
alone. I've been tempted to do so myself. I'm sure he hasn't gone far.'

Actually, he's closer than you think.
'He could have told us he didn't want any dinner instead of just not 

turning up,' said Eddie. 'The way things have been...'
A murmur of concern circulated the table.
'We could organise search parties to be on the safe side,' said 

Shaw. 'There's enough of us to go in three separate pairs.' 
'There's no harm in looking,' said Cameron. 'The worst that could 

happen is we get an earful from Jock for butting in to his private time.'
McDougal stabbed at a chunk of meat. 'After dinner though, eh?'

They found not the slightest sign of Jock McAllister aboard Falcon 
Bravo. Neither his cabin, far too clean and tidy for Eddie's liking, nor his 
workplace cum hideout in the ROV shack gave any clues as to his 
whereabouts.

He had, to all intents and purposes simply vanished into thin air.
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At the prospect of having to report the loss of yet another crew 
member, the steel band tightened around Eddie Capstan's chest, the 
woolly mitten stuffed itself into his mouth, and his entire body, its blood 
vessels already vibrating, felt as if it were filled with grasshoppers. The 
room began to spin around him, and Matt Shaw watched in helpless 
terror as his boss hyperventilated himself into a full blown panic attack 
right there on the control room floor. 

In response to his anxious call, Lydia burst through the door to 
attend her first proper medical emergency. A curiously concerned 
McDougal and Cameron followed close behind. Euterich ambled along 
at the rear, watching everything with detached interest.

'Where is he?' she said.
Shaw stood back to allow her access to her red suited patient sitting 

in the middle of the floor, forehead resting on fiercely hugged knees, 
shoulders heaving, back straining as he struggled for breath.

'He started clutching at his chest and breathing funny and then he 
went really white and sank to the floor and he—'

She put her hand on Shaw's arm, stilling his gabbling. 'It's okay 
Matt. Calm down. Everything is going to be okay.' She knelt down 
beside Eddie, pulled the zipper of his overalls away from his throat, and 
laid a cool hand against the back of his hot neck. 'You're okay, Eddie. 
You're going to be fine. Don't worry. I'm here to help you. Try and 
relax.' 

'What's wrong with him? Is he having a heart attack?'
'No Matt. He's just a little tense and finding it hard breathe.'
From her bag she pulled out a small black and white canister and 

attached a clear plastic tube and face mask.
'Put this on, Eddie, it will help you breathe,' she said, fitting the mask 

over Eddie's mouth and nose, keeping her voice low and gentle as she 
spoke. 'Easy does it. Take long, slow breaths, in and out, take control, 
slow...easy.'

She turned to the rest of the little audience. 'It's okay guys. He's 
going to be alright. If you can give us a little privacy, I'd appreciate it.'

'Can I possibly be of any help?' asked Euterich. 'I do have a little 
first aid training.'
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Lydia looked up into Brewer's benevolent countenance. 'No thank 
you, Lawrence. What he needs most is quiet and...a cup of tea, 
perhaps?'

'The cure to all woes? Of course. I'll see to it myself.'
'Thank you. Thank you guys.'
Dismissed with courtesy, all four men filed from the room and Eddie 

and Lydia were left alone.
As he breathed in the gas, she moved her hand in soothing, 

comforting strokes over his back and shoulders. Gradually his 
breathing eased, he released the hug on his knees. 

She took his wrist to feel his pulse. 'Better?' 
'Much. Thanks.'
'Scary isn't it?'
He nodded silently.
'Happen a lot?'
He took off the mask. 'Not for a while, not since the—' He touched 

his stomach. 'It started then. I thought I'd got over it.
'But this trip, with everything that's been going on, the tremendous 

strain you've been under, it's been slowly building?' she said.
He coughed, to shift both the hoarseness from his voice and the 

dryness from his mouth. 'Aye.'
'Why didn't you say something sooner? Talk to me? We could have 

done something to nip it in the bud and stop it before it got this bad.'
'Because I didn't want anyone to know—'
'That you're under stress? Aren't we all?'
'I'm supposed to be above it all, though, to keep a cool, calm head 

on my shoulders at all times, but I can't—'
He lifted the mask and took a quick whiff of the cool gas. 'I'm in over 

my head, Lydia. I've no business being here. I'm not up to the job. 
People are dying and it's my fault—'

'Don't be silly.
'And I know exactly what they're thinking back at HQ. Good old 

Capstan; can't organise a piss up in a brewery, but he's really good at 
killing off his crew. What is it now? Three in eight weeks, must be a 
new record—'

The short sharp breaths began again and she clamped her hands 
around his face and held him steady, her eyes inches from his own. 
Her tone fell to a low drone.
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'You're getting hysterical, Eddie, so put the mask back on and take 
a deep breath in for me and stop talking this total and utter BULLSHIT, 
okay?'

It did the trick. Taken aback by the force of her hold, the strength of 
her words and the intensity of her gaze, he placed the mask to his face 
and sucked in a lungful of oxygen, held it, and let it out in a slow 
controlled breath.

She made him do it twice more for good measure.
'Sorry,' he said on his final exhalation. 'I got a bit carried away.'
She let go of his face. 'That's okay.'
He rubbed his hand over his brow and made to get up. 'I'm okay 

now and I've got work to do.'
She pulled him back down. 'Not yet. Sit a while. We need to talk 

about this.'
He sucked in another deep breath, once again filling his lungs to 

capacity, and blew it out to the last puff. 'I don't have time. I have 
another call to make. Another nail to hammer into the coffin of my 
career.'

I want to go home.
She held onto his sleeve, holding him down. 'There's plenty of time. 

Tell me...how many times have you changed your socks today?' 
He looked at her for a good while, unsure how to respond to her 

insight. 'What gave it away?'
She laughed lightly. 'I've done my turn in the laundry remember, and 

I've never seen one man be in possession of so many socks; all exactly 
the same, all hardly worn. I didn't think too much of it at the time, but in 
light of what's just happened. So...how many times?'

Eddie drew out the pause until, like a piece of overstretched elastic, 
it snapped. 'Three, so far,' he admitted. 

'A safety valve? Using the time it takes to change them to calm 
down, to regroup your thoughts, to paint on your mask of control.'

'Aye.'
'And this is what happens when you run out?'
He raised a weak smile, embarrassed at his shortcomings laid bare. 

'Apparently so.'
'I think we need to find another coping mechanism, don't you?'
She took his large hand in hers, small and birdlike and as gentle as 

a flower, and they sat in silence together on the floor until he felt ready 
to take command once again.
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He made the call to Longdrift reporting Jock McAllister missing, to 
find that Oliver Skeffington, for whatever reason, had 'forgotten' to 
inform them of Reynolds' death.

They promised to scramble a helicopter and evacuate the 
platform...just as soon as the rapidly deteriorating weather conditions 
improved.
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Two more days passed with no sign of Jock McAllister, and no sign 
of evacuation. Longdrift continued to blame the unseasonably bad 
weather for closing the harbour and grounding all helicopters for the 
foreseeable future. There was nothing anyone could do and they 
promised faithfully they would get to him just as soon as they practically 
and safely could. A fob off if every he heard one.

Desperate and frantic, Eddie gave serious consideration to 
bypassing Longdrift altogether and calling out the Coastguard, or the 
Lifeboat.

Would they come? Yes, of course. But was it fair to put those brave 
men's lives at risk to save his motley crew who were, if he were honest 
with himself, safe enough where they were at the moment? His 
reluctant answer was – no, in all conscience, he would not, could not, 
call on their services.

The storm raged on, teasing them with spells of calm, sometimes 
with a shaft of sunshine and a lessening in the swell of the water, 
before the skies once more darkened and the water built to a savage 
roiling again, dashing hopes of an early release.

By day four everyone's nerves were stretched almost to breaking 
point. The foul weather meant they had to work indoors where they 
could, although little meaningful work got done. Cooped up like battery 
chickens, always in sight of one another, unwilling to be separated lest 
they too disappear, nobody slept or ate properly and tempers frayed 
and occasionally snapped, resulting in frequent arguments and 
occasional fights.

The only one unaffected by the claustrophobic conditions and 
growing anxiety levels was Brewer. He maintained a presence of eerie 
calmness, still making copious notes in his book.

Eddie paced the floor of the control room awaiting news, stopping 
occasionally to stare out of the window. Now and then spume from the 
waves breaking against Bravo's legs would rise above the safety rails 
and spray the deck with salt water, and he sent up a silent prayer for 
those poor souls on the ships out there who had no choice but to ride 
out the weather. At least he and the crew were relatively dry and warm 
indoors and so far still numbered six.
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As if to remind him of their vulnerability, the wind grabbed at the 
unlocked exterior door and ripped it open, slamming it against the 
safety rail at the head of the steps, metal on wet metal, and like a 
gladiator spoiling for a fight howled its way indoors, stirring up papers, 
ripping the white board from the wall and twisting the window blind into 
a tangled wreck.

Eddie raced to the gap, and hanging onto the doorframe for dear 
life, blinded by salt water blown into his eyes, he wrestled the door back 
into place and locked it closed, properly this time. The wind screamed 
its protest, and Eddie, rubbing at his stinging eyes, lost his patience 
and yelled at the tempest.

'Come on then, you bitch! What are you waiting for? We've given 
you the highest point for miles around. We're nothing more than a 
gigantic lightning conductor, so do your worst. Strike it. Kill us all why 
don't you. I dare you. In fact, I double fucking dare you!!'

A disrespected Mother Nature accepted the childish challenge.
The noise was deafening, the glare blinding and the surge of static 

electricity made Eddie's hair stand on end as it filled the air with the 
smell of ozone. A fraction of a second and it was all. Punishment duly 
dealt.

The red warning light on the tip of the derrick had gone blind and the 
cluster of dishes carrying the satellite signals for the telephone, the 
internet and the television were hanging from their moorings by a single 
frazzled wire.

Eddie stared up at the dangling dishes until appreciation of the 
damage dawned. He snatched up the phone, hoping beyond hope to 
hear the familiar beep of a signal, only to be met with dead silence 
instead. He jabbed at the connection. 

'No! No! NO!'
On. Off. On. Off. Nothing.
He rammed the handset back into its cradle. 'What stupid, silly, 

sodding IDIOT thought putting a satellite dish on top of the derrick was 
a GOOD idea?' he bawled at the ceiling. 'JESUS CHRIST ALMIGHTY!!'

Lightning flashed again, this time accompanied by a kettledrum roll 
of thunder. Mocking him. 'The same sodding idiot who thought 
challenging me was a good idea,' it said. 'Don't fuck with what you can't 
handle little man. You'll never win.'

Back to the window to gaze at the destruction some more. Unless 
somebody - him - could climb up there and fix it, they were now 
completely cut off from the outside world and a new weight fell on 
Eddie Capstan. He'd brought down the wrath of Nature on them and 
maybe doomed them all.
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The internal intercom buzzed. It took Eddie a while to drag himself 
away from the window to hear Matthew Shaw relaying the complaints. 
The TV had lost its signal, as had the internet, and they were all sat 
about twiddling their thumbs with nothing to do. What was Eddie going 
to do about it? He trudged his way back to where the crew were 
gathered.

'Lightning struck the derrick,' he explained to the disgruntled 
assembly. 'Both dishes are down so there's no phone either. No calls in 
or out, to or from Longdrift. As soon as the weather calms down, I'll 
shin up there and see what can be done, but until then, we'll just have 
to grin and bear it. Okay? It's not like it can get any worse is it?'

The lights flickered, fizzed and dimmed momentarily, before 
regaining their full brightness. Everyone looked at the lights, at each 
other, then back to Eddie.

'You sure about that?' said Brewer, and in his falsely genial smile 
Eddie sensed something cold and calculating, and it scared him to his 
marrow that whatever 'it' might be, it might be about to get a whole lot 
worse.
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The storm, tiring of its constant assault on Bravo, subsided to 
intermittent heavy showers instead, between a pair of which Cameron 
and Eddie climbed the derrick to examine the broken satellite dishes. 
Lacking the requisite expertise in that field, neither of them could do 
anything to repair the damage.

'I bet Daz could have fixed it with his eyes closed,' lamented 
Cameron as they jogged through the latest downpour to relay their 
findings to the rest of the crew. 'It would have been right up his street.'

Indoors, halfway up the first flight of stairs, and darkness engulfed 
them. One so solidly intense they could almost feel it pressing in on 
them.

'What the hell!'
'Wait a minute. Secondary power will kick in. Keep still.'
Ten seconds passed; then twenty. Pitch black remained, broken 

only by the bright rectangle of the emergency exit sign glowing like a 
cat's eye below them, not giving off enough light for them to navigate 
safe passage up the stairs and along the treacherous walkway.

'Looks like Brewer was right,' said Cameron glibly. 
'About what?'
'About things getting worse. Looks like they just did.'
'Nothing to do with him. It's just one more fecking breakdown in this 

God forsaken place. We should get to the plant room. I don't suppose 
you've got a—'

Eddie blinked in the ice white beam of Cameron's Maglite torch, 
pupils contracting to pinpricks as he screwed up his eyes to cut out the 
glare.

'Not in my face, Cam. Jeez!'
'Sorry boss.' The beam dropped to the steps, casting a dazzling 

round spotlight, and they stumbled their way up the rest of the flight 
until they reached the walkway. 

'Wait a mo,' said Eddie, coming to a halt. The tiny green light on his 
radio lit up his face. 'Craig? You there? Over.'

Static hiss.
'Craig, respond. Over.'
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'Here boss. Fit's deein'? All the decklights just went oot. Ower.'
'Power cut. We're on our way to the plant room to see what's what. 

Where are you? Over.'
'Stowing my gear in the dog house. Ower.'
'Stay where you are. It's black as pitch in here. You'll be better off 

out there. Over.'
'Dinnae be daft, man. It's as dark as the devil's arse out here too, 

not to mention blowing a gale. The sleet's comin' in sideways and this 
place is leaking like a sieve. I'm coming in.'

'No. Hang tight there. That's an order. Over and out.'
The hiss of static masked McDougal's retort. 'Get stuffed. Ower, 

under and every other way ye can.'

Cameron's torch picked out an internal telephone on the wall a few 
feet away. He picked it up, listened, and replaced it in its cradle.

'Phones are off,' he said. 'Do you think Miss Ellis will be okay? If 
she's on her own in sickbay in the dark, she might be scared.'

'She's a grown up and have the sense to realise what's happened 
and stay put,' said Eddie. 'Let's get to the plant room and get the power 
back on. It might be something simple like the fuel tanks haven't 
swapped over.'

'Yeah,' said Cameron, unconvinced. 'Something like that.'
Eddie trailed behind Cameron and his forward beam, trusting him to 

lead him in the right direction because, to be honest, he didn't have a 
sodding clue where he was. Neither did Cameron, and it took them 
fifteen minutes to reach their destination.

'Sit tight, ma arse, McDougal grumbled as the dog house shuddered 
violently, buffeted by a strong gust. A large drop of ice cold water fell 
with a splat on the desk.

'Aye, time tae go.'
He pulled up his hood and collar and trod his way across the deck to 

the main door, heaved it open, stepped inside and slammed it shut 
behind him.

Capstan wasn't exaggerating. The darkness indoors was oppressive 
and he could see nothing, not even he door he'd just come in through 
only inches behind him. Muttering curses, he set off to find the locker 
room, confident he knew where it was and where he could sit and wait 
out the blackout in the relative dry. 
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Arms outstretched, he touched the far wall, and using the back of 
his hand, as taught during fire-fighting instruction to avoid electrocution 
from live cables, inched his way along it. 

Behind him a shadow peeled itself from the wall and slid along in his 
wake.

The wall ended. A junction. Left turn here. Another intersection. He 
stopped. So did the shadow.

Which way? Left again. Or was it right? Or straight ahead? He 
couldn't recall. Totally lost, he turned around. Four steps forward 
brought him in collision with the wall, nose first. 

'Sodding hell!!' 
One hand protecting his nose, the other extended, he moved 

forward until the wall ended. The silent shadow continued to follow. 
Where to now?
An illuminated green and white sign with a running man and the 

word 'Emergency exit' flickered at the end of the passageway and gave 
him an option. This way back outside, it said. The last place he wanted 
to be.

He swore. The shadow stayed silent.
As his eyes became more used to the dark, he began to make out 

features, including the dark rectangle of a door only five feet away. 
Which room was it? He ran his hand over the face of the door, palm 
seeking out the identifying nameplate. He found it, and like a blind man 
reading Braille, traced out a capital letter L with his fingertips; then an 
O, and a C...Locker Room. At last!

Now he knew where he was. He would take refuge inside, sit and 
have a smoke while he waited for the lights to come back on. If he was 
lucky, he might be able to take a nap to pass the time. He felt for the 
handle and opened the door. As he stepped inside, the shadow 
brushed past him unnoticed. He kicked the door closed with his heel.

'Who's that? Who's there?'
The unexpected voice in the dark twanged at McDougal's already 

frayed nerves and he literally leapt with fright. 'Shit Christ Almighty!'
'Mr. McDougal? Is that you? Don't be alarmed. It's only me. 

Lawrence Brewer.'
McDougal hissed out a sigh of relief. 'Ye scared me shitless, doc. Fit 

deein' skulking in the dark?'
What indeed?
Euterich/Brewer's assigned duties that day involved him collecting 

up and inventorying loose tools and equipment for packing up ready to 
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be shipped off. Included in his search, the workshop in which he had 
spent his enforced hibernation. 

On his way back to his cabin to clean himself off, swamped in foul 
memories and a fouler mood, the smell and the dirt and the grease 
clinging to him like a second skin, the purely serendipitous blackout 
handed him an opportunity too good to miss.

He saw McDougal come in from outside and followed him as he 
stumbled his way to the changing room, managing to slither inside the 
room first and take him by surprise.

'I was in here changing out of my dirty gear when the lights went 
out,' he said. 'Thought it best to stay put. I'm sure Mr Cameron will soon 
sort it out.'

'Aye, he's a whizz wi yon mechanicals, I'll give him that,' said 
McDougal, more relaxed now he had identified the speaker. 'Almost as 
good as me.'

He took a seat on the bench and shuffled and fumbled as he 
searched for something in his pockets. A flare of light. A bright orange 
glow, dulling to red and the air filled with the sour odour of burning 
tobacco.

'So...what shall we do to pass the time,' said Euterich.
'Whatever ye like. Sae long as it's nae I Spy.'
They both chuckled.
'I'm glad it's you who found your way here and not one of the others, 

Craig...you don't mind if I call you Craig do you...?'
'Iss ma name, don' wear it oot. Why are ye glad?'
'Because I've been watching you for a while.'
'Oh aye.'
'And I noticed you've been watching me, too. And I think we both 

know why.'
Silence.
'If I've made a mistake, I apologise. No offence intended.'
He knew he hadn't. Over time it had become as plain as a pikestaff 

to the real Brewer where McDougal's proclivities lay and once Euterich 
accessed his memories, he found they intrigued him somewhat too. 
More virgin territory to be explored.

Another glow. Another stream of smoke. A hand on his thigh. 'None 
taken.'

In the silence in the dark, Euterich's hand found McDougal's and 
pressed it against his thigh, easing it up towards his crotch. The 
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cigarette end glowed again and fell to the ground, to be stubbed out by 
the toe of McDougal's boot. 

A gentle, hesitative tug and the zip of his overalls slid open. 
McDougal slipped his hand inside, rucked up his T shirt, and laid a cool 
hand against his hot, chest, moving slowly over his ribs to his breast 
and its rock hard button of a nipple. He stroked over the tight nub with 
his thumb. Euterich gasped in a shuddering breath. This was rather 
nice.

His breathing became harsher as McDougal leaned into him, kissed 
the skin of his chest before taking the nipple into his mouth and teasing 
it with his tongue. Very nice indeed.

He placed his hand at McDougal's crotch and squeezed gently, as if 
testing a pear for ripeness. McDougal moaned his appreciation. 'We 
can head back my cabin if you want,' he said. 'It would be more comfy.'

Euterich could feel the bulge under his hand already swelling. 
'What's wrong with right here?'

'Someone might come in.'
'So what? Don't you find the danger of getting caught 

more...stimulating?'
Euterich unzipped McDougal's overalls to the crotch and put his 

hand inside, moving it softly over a taut stomach and down to a pair of 
boxers, easing its way under the waistband to enclose a pair of hot 
swollen testicles in his large, soft hand.

McDougal groaned and sighed. 'Top or bottom?' he said, in no more 
than a breathy whisper, the state of his arousal becoming more obvious 
by the second.

Euterich did not understand the question, but played along. 
'Whatever you prefer.'

'I prefer bottom.' 
Boots off, McDougal thrust his overalls and boxers down to his 

ankles and stepped out of them, then hauled his T-shirt over his head. 
Euterich, determined to immerse himself fully in this new role, did 
likewise.

The room was freezing, but neither of them felt it as they stood 
naked apart from their socks, belly to belly, skin to skin, exchanging 
body heat.

Euterich stroked his way over McDougal's sinewy, almost hairless 
body, with its well sculpted musculature, and McDougal jerked as he 
caught his breath. A few light kisses to the skin of his shoulders brought 
a light sigh, and hands run over firm flanks, solid buttocks and strongly 
muscled thighs, a full blooded moan. When they caressed his inner 
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thigh, before grasping a hot, swollen cock, McDougal expressed his 
delight. 'Oh, man. Yeah.'

Euterich found himself actually enjoying the unusual yet not 
unpleasant marvel of handling another man's dick and bollocks, and 
judging by McDougal's reactions, whatever he was doing, he was doing 
it right. Was arousal contagious? If it was, he'd caught it. The sighing, 
the moaning, the sweat, the smell, all were working on him and he felt 
the tingling surge of an erection well under way.

Soon they were standing cock to rigid cock, head to head, like 
sword fighters en guard, thrusting and parrying in flesh. This was all 
very interesting. What next?

McDougal took his turn with the touching, his rough working hands 
caressing Euterich's softer skin. He got down on his knees, and with 
lips surprisingly soft for a man, began to kiss Euterich's swiftly rising 
cock.

And then he had it in his mouth, deep in, and Euterich could feel 
teeth against the skin. One false move and he could bite it clean off. 
Who cared? It felt wonderful.

A hot wet tongue teased the tip, encouraging the release of pre-
cum. This was amazing! Why had he never done this before?

Sensing Euterich to be at the brink of orgasm, McDougal turned his 
back and bent over the wooden bench, one hand to steady himself, the 
other gripping at his cock to masturbate himself to climax.

'Do it,' he said, breathless with anticipation. 'Do it now!'
Euterich didn't need to be told twice. He laid his hands over the 

presented buttocks, a firmly rounded fuzzy peach ripe for the picking, 
and separated them with his thumbs. When he touched the tip of his 
penis to the puckered ring of McDougal's experienced anal sphincter it 
opened like a flower, inviting him to enter.

Euterich accepted the invitation and took his first step into a whole 
new world of ecstasy.
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Eddie examined the gauges on the generators by the light of 
Cameron's torch. 'There's plenty of fuel in the tanks, but it's not getting 
through.'

'Probably a blockage in the pipe,' said Cameron. 'Could be 
something as simple as an air bubble.'

'You've dealt with this sort of thing before?'
'Plenty of times. Hold the light steady for me and I'll have it sorted in 

a minute.'
Eddie stood at Cameron's shoulder, torch at arms length, trying not 

to inhale the sour diesel fumes that always turned his stomach. They 
appeared to have no ill effect on Cameron at all.

'I wonder why the auxiliary lighting didn't come on,' he mused. 'They 
should have. Paperwork says they were checked.'

'No idea, boss. Faulty battery? Salt water ingress? Mice in the 
wiring? Who knows? Hold the light steady will you?'

A few minutes of silent labour later, the generators hummed back 
into life.

'Hey! Good job,' declared Eddie.
Cameron wiped his greasy hands on a rag. 'Piece of cake, if you 

know what you're doing.'
A dig at Eddie's lack of mechanical expertise?
'Let's get this show back on the road,' Eddie said, and left Cameron 

in the dark as he reset the circuit breakers. The lights came on. He 
waited for them to go off again. They did not. He reached for his radio. 

'Attention everyone. Thanks to Mr Cameron the generators are up 
and running and we're in business again. Sorry for any inconvenience. 
Spanner, you can come in now. Make your way to the mess. Kettle's 
on.'

Eddie set the kettle to boil while Cameron took down the teapot and 
dropped teabags into it. He set out six mugs, one for each person still 
living who might appreciate a warming cuppa.

'Where is everybody?' said Eddie. 'Nobody want a tea break?'
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'Give them time. They're keeping busy. It helps the time pass 
quicker if nothing else; also stops you thinking about things you'd rather 
not.'

'Can't argue with that.'
They sat opposite each other in the armchairs, steaming mugs of 

tea in hand.
'Why won't Longdrift come and take us off?' said Cameron. 'They 

should have realised by now that the phones are off, so why don't they 
just come? And don't give me all that guff about the weather grounding 
the choppers or closing the harbour.'

'It has been, still is, pretty bad.'
'Bollocks! They've been out in worse than this. Two men are dead, 

one is missing, and they're just leaving us out here. If this were a 
factory onshore, we'd be shut down by now and the place would be 
swarming with cops and men with clipboards. They don't give a damn 
about us. They don't care whether we live or die out here.'

'You might be right,' said Eddie. 'They knew it wasn't safe when they 
sent us out here, and now it's all gone belly up and proved it they're 
running scared of the bad publicity and the law suits. They'll be running 
round like headless chickens, not knowing what to do, so they're doing 
nothing. The longer we stay out of the way...'

Silence.
Cameron chuckled nervously into his mug, shook his head and took 

a quick sip.
'What's so funny?' said Eddie.
'Nothing.'
'Nothing doesn't have you laughing like a drain. Tell me.'
Another sip. 'Call me crackers, but...Lonny dead, Reynolds' suicide, 

Jock missing, and all in the last month? It's like some macabre 
countdown. As if we're in one of those cheesy slasher movies. You 
know the ones, where there's a bunch of shiny happy teenagers holed 
up in a cabin in the woods being stalked by some serial killing maniac 
with a great big fuck off knife who picks them off one by one.' 

Silence.
'Told you you'd laugh.'
Eddie, not laughing, took a long slow sook from his cup, watching 

Cameron over the rim. 'The same thought crossed my mind,' he 
murmured.

At that moment Matt Shaw pushed open the doors and strolled into 
the lounge, closely followed by Lydia Ellis.
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'Not a word,' Eddie cautioned. Cameron nodded and concentrated 
on his tea.

'Just taking a break,' said Eddie. 'Tea's in the pot. Help yourselves.'
'Everything okay?' he said casually, when the new arrivals were 

settled in the chairs and on the sofa.
He received a general consensus of confirmation.
'Not like Spanner to be MIA when there's a brew going,' said Shaw. 

'He's usually the first here. I swear he can smell the water boiling.'
'He was storing his stuff in the dog house,' said Eddie. 'I told him to 

stay there until the lights came back on.'
'He's probably still in there having a fag,' said Cameron. 'He'll be 

here soon enough.'
Before Eddie could object to the flagrant rule breaking yet again, 

Shaw chipped in.
'No Prof either? I've never seen anyone drink as much tea as him. 

Sometimes I swear you can see it swilling behind his eyes.' He took a 
drink from his cup. 'Is it just me, or does anyone else think he's a bit of 
an oddball?'

'Meaning?'
'I dunno, he seems...' Shaw shook his head as if dismissing a stupid 

thought. 'Nah. It's nothing.'
You too?
'Go on, say what you mean.'
Eddie's expectant gaze encouraged him to speak his thoughts.
'I was going to say he seems different to how he was when he first 

arrived,' said Shaw. 'He was a decent sort then, polite and friendly, and 
despite him being a nosey bugger, you could talk to him. But recently, 
since things have been happening, it's like he's a totally different 
person. He's turned cold and aloof, and the way he looks at you—' He 
shrugged and shivered. 'No, not at you, through you; like he's trying to 
see what's inside.'

'Don't be silly,' said Lydia. 'I've spent a lot of time with Lawrence, 
probably a lot more than you, and I can tell you he is a very nice man. 
There should be more like him.' 

'You can think what you like, but I know he gives me the creeps. It's 
like he's always watching us, weighing us up.'

'No. You're wrong about him Matthew. He's completely harmless; a 
gentleman and a gentle man. As ordinary as they come. He wouldn't 
harm a fly.'
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'Yeah, well, it's always the quiet ones you have to watch closest isn't 
it?' murmured Shaw.

A throwaway comment at which Cameron and Eddie exchanged 
glances, and Eddie felt his bowels turn to liquid. With restrained 
urgency he rose from his chair and headed for the door.

'Mr. Cameron, would you come with me for a moment please? 
There's something I need to discuss with you.'

Cameron drained his cup. 'Sure boss.'
As he passed Shaw, Eddie whispered in his ear. 'Keep an eye on 

Miss Ellis. Don't let her out of your sight.'
Although not fully understanding Eddie's earnest, warning look, 

Shaw still returned a silent nod.

Eddie kept up a brisk pace all the way to the control room, hardly 
pausing as he took the stairs, 

'What's the problem boss?'
Eddie did not answer his companion as he snatched the radio from 

his pocket. 'Craig? You there? Over.' Static. 'Spanner, respond, over.'
Silence.
'Doctor Brewer?'
Nothing.
He picked up his pace to a gentle jog, Cameron trailing behind. 

'What's up boss?'
Still no answer.
Into the control room and over to the window, to look out over the 

deck. Too dark to see anything out there now. A flick of a switch and 
orange and white arc lights flared into life, scaring a pair of herring gulls 
into flight.

'Want to tell me what's going on boss,' Cameron insisted.
'Craig and Brewer have both been out of touch for nearly an hour,' 

Eddie said, scanning the view below. 'Call me paranoid, but I won't be 
happy until I see those two in front of me...together...alive.'

'And you want me for..?'
'Safety in numbers. I don't want anyone to be on their own. From 

now on we're operating a buddy system.'
'Why?'
'Like I said, I'm just being paranoid.'
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Eddie activated the public address system, his voice blaring out 
from the speakers distributed over the platform. 

'Craig McDougal, Doctor Brewer, please report to the control room 
on the double.'

Ten minutes passed. Neither Brewer nor McDougal appeared.
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Craig McDougal blew a smoke ring toward the orange tinted skylight 
of the locker room as Eddie's tinny voice faded away. 

'Our lord and master calls us,' he said, and sat up from where he 
had been resting his head in Euterich/Brewer's lap.

Euterich snorted derogatively down his nose. 
'Let him wait. I'm sick of dancing to his tune. Eddie Capstan is just a 

little man trying to be a grown up, given more responsibility than he can 
cope with, out of his depth and pissing in the wind, making up for 
having a tiny dick by lording it over the rest of us with some over 
exaggerated sense of authority. A right little Napoleon.'

McDougal laughed. 'Don't like him much do ye?'
'Not much.'
McDougal took a last drag from his cigarette and stood. 'I need a 

slash afair we show oor faces. I'm ready for a brew. Hope it hasnae 
stewed.' 

A few minutes later he emerged from the toilet, adjusting the 
contents of his shorts and zipping up his overalls, to find an arm 
suddenly wrapped around his neck, encasing his Adam's apple in the 
crook of its elbow. 

'Hey, steady oan, that's a bit tight,' he protested.
Euterich planted a wet kiss against his cheek. 'I just wanted to say 

thank you very much for making my first time so delightful,' he said. 'Be 
assured, it is one experience I will never forget—'

'Let's hope it's nae yer last,' wheezed McDougal.
Euterich cupped his left elbow with his right hand and increased the 

tension.
'It won't be, but I'm afraid to say...it has been yours.'
McDougal wriggled against the hold. 'Hey! What're you doin'? 

Lemmego!'
To no avail.
'Did you know, that when successfully applied—?'
Tighter still.
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'—a rear naked choke can cause unconsciousness in about 10 
seconds?'

'Nnnnggggghhhh.'
'You didn't? Unfortunately, get the timing wrong and you can 

actually kill your target. I wonder just how long that will be. Shall we try 
it?'

A final muffled whimper, a futile snatch at the clamp around his 
throat, and McDougal's pop-eyed, blue-faced body sagged senseless 
in Euterich's arms.

'Hmmm. Not long at all it would seem.'
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No McDougal. No Brewer.
Eddie's agitation mounted.
'Cam, go down to the fab shop on sub level 2. The Prof should have 

been down there clearing out and packing up. He might not have heard 
the call. I'll check the spider deck and the dog house for Spanner. He 
might have done as he's told for once and still be holed up in there, 
although I doubt it. He's probably sloped off to the smoko.'

'But boss, a few minutes ago you said we should stay together.'
'I know what I said!'
'So which is it to be? Do I stay or do I go?'
Silence.
What to do? Make a decision.
'Forget what I said. Just go,' said Eddie.
'You sure?'
'Aye I am. On your way.'
'Yes boss.'
'And Cam?
'Yes boss?'
'Watch your back, eh?'
Cameron nodded and left.
Eddie exited by the little used external door, to be blasted by a stiff 

northerly wind and driving rain as he slipped and skated down the 
metal stairway to the deck below. Without his coat, he was soon frozen 
to the bone and drenched through.

He reached the safety rail and peered over. He could just about see 
the spider deck below him. It looked deserted. He called out for 
McDougal. His words, carried out to sea by the wind, went unheard. He 
picked his way down the rickety steps, taking care to mind his head 
with the low clearance, and called again. No response. Definitely 
nobody there.

Back on the main deck, he strode quickly towards the main access 
door, keeping an eye out for the man sheltering in a niche somewhere, 
sneaking an illicit cigarette. He heaved the door open and stepped 
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inside, slammed it shut and engaged the clamp, sealing out the worst 
of the weather. He shook raindrops from his hair.

What was that? Voices? No, one voice. Faint. From the direction 
of...the locker room. Bloody Spanner!

He marched up to the door, grabbed the handle and wrenched it 
open, intending to give the incumbent a piece of his mind for making 
him wet and cold.

'I told you to stay where you—'
The sight which met his eyes froze the blood in his veins and made 

him stagger where he stood. The air ejaculated from his lungs carried 
with it a reflex cry of mindless horror. 

Euterich's head snapped up, frenzied eyes sparking, lips curled 
back in a snarl, exposing teeth stained with red. With the quicksilver 
agility of a scalded cat, he sprang to his feet, leapt over the prostrate 
McDougal and barged a stunned Eddie against the far wall of the 
corridor, collapsing him to his knees, before racing full pelt down the 
corridor and out of sight.

Eddie recovered his wits to find his assailant long gone, leaving him 
alone with the grisly spectacle before him - Craig McDougal, flat on his 
back, half closed eyes staring up at the skylights, overalls and 
underwear pulled down over his thighs, exposing his flaccid genitalia. 
Under a T shirt stained red, tucked tight under his chin, his stomach 
had been quartered, equally divided by two intersecting incisions, one 
midline, one transverse. 

What inexplicable compulsion made him crawl on his hands and 
knees to get a closer look, he never understood.

The skin and fat layers had been peeled back and muscle divided, 
revealing a nest of pale pink snakes, wet and shiny and smeared with 
scarlet, some of which had been pulled out and discarded to allow 
access to his liver which now lay on the floor, a glistening purplish red 
mass, triangular in shape, except for the piece missing. The piece 
Lawrence Brewer had in his mouth before he fled this scene of 
inhuman butchery.

'Gnnnnnnnnnhhhhhhh.'
Knocked back by the unexpected gurgle Eddie scuttled on his 

backside, feet scrabbling for purchase, until he came up against the 
wall again and could go no further. 

McDougal was still ALIVE! His abdomen opened like a pig on a 
butcher's slab, liver removed and partly eaten, yet he was still ALIVE!

He's alive! God help him! You help him!  Do something!
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A bubble of air erupted from McDougal's lips, expanded like a 
transparent red balloon, before vanishing into the scarlet rivulet of 
blood dribbling from his mouth to course down his cheek and drip onto 
the waffle mat, releasing with it another faint groan.

Yet Eddie could not move, nor could he breathe, or blink, his whole 
being remained frozen to the spot in nothing short of pure abject fear. 

McDougal's right hand twitched, spasmed into a tight claw for a 
count of two, relaxed, and he moved no more. 

Eddie forced himself to breathe, sucking in air in a short sharp gasp 
to blow out;

'Craig?' 
No response. Not that he expected one. No way could he be alive 

now. No way.
He called again, just to be sure. 'Craig?'
Nothing now but dead silence.
His eyes still locked on the corpse, peeled for the tiniest movement, 

Eddie felt for his radio, only to find his hand shaking so violently he 
could not depress the button. He closed his eyes and concentrated on 
stilling the tremor, reached again, and stopped. If he used the radio, 
everyone would hear, including Lydia. She might be scared, or worse, 
curious, and come down here to see for herself. He would use the 
phone instead.

With a force of will, he worked his way up the wall until he was on 
his feet, took the two strides necessary to reach the door, snatched at 
the handle, and pulled the wood into the hole with such a slam, it could 
be heard two storeys up.

The revulsion now out of sight, he had to keep it that way. Having 
no means of disabling the lock or attaching a notice, he opted for 
writing a message on the bare wood itself. But what to write? Keep it 
simple and effective. KEEP OUT, DISEMBOWELLED CORPSE INSIDE 
perhaps?

'Don't be so fecking stupid!'
He selected a black Sharpie from the collection of pens in his breast 

pocket and spelled out in large block capitals. DANGER! KEEP OUT! GAS!!! 
underlining the word 'gas' three times for emphasis. Only a fool would 
ignore such an explicit warning. 

He signed his name below it, making the order official. It was the 
best he could do. 

Satisfied, he set off down the corridor towards nearest room with an 
internal telephone. He had to warn his surviving crew to be on their 
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guard. They had a homicidal maniac on the loose, to be tracked down 
before he claimed another victim.

His mind raced faster than his unsteady jog.
What made Brewer do what he did to McDougal, and why? What 

had Craig ever done to him?
Is that what happens when someone has so much knowledge 

stuffed in their brain that one more piece of information, one more 
nanobyte of data, crushes their neural cortex against the inside of their 
skull and drives them so crazy they attack a perfectly innocent man 
with a carving knife, slash him open from stem to stern to rip out and 
take a bite out of his liver. Silence of the Lambs all over again. Brewer 
was a real life Hannibal Lecter. 

As long as he lived he knew he would never get that image of 
Brewer's face out of his head, those sharp blue eyes, burning with the 
fire of insanity, and that ring of dirty red hepatic blood around his mouth 
giving him the look of some grotesque clown.

In the cold, empty sampling and assay laboratory he switched on 
the light, snatched up the phone and punched in the number for the 
lounge. It rang out for so long he began to lose patience and had the 
handset halfway back to the cradle when he heard Shaw's voice.

'Yeah?' 
'Matt, that you?'
'Yeah. What's occurring boss?'
'Is Cameron with you?'
'Nope. I'm here all on my lonesome.'
'Where's Miss Ellis?'
'Gone back to sickbay.'
'I told you to keep an eye on her!'
'I tried, but she wouldn't stay. What was I supposed to do, lock her 

up? You found Spanner yet?'
'Yeah.'
'What about Brewer?'
'Him too.'
'Together?'
'In a manner of speaking.'
He paused to gather his thoughts.
Take control. Be firm, Eddie. Be resolute. Give orders if you have to. 
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'You there, Matt?'
'Yeah.'
'This is what I want you to do. I need you to find Cameron, he'll 

either be in the sub level workshop or the smoko, and...stay together, 
okay?' 

'Why? What's going on boss? You're giving me the willies.'
'Just do it please. I'm going to check on Miss Ellis.'
He disconnected the call, listened for the dialling tone and punched 

out the four digit code for sickbay.
After six rings it picked up.
'Sickbay.' She sounded alright. Chipper even.
'Lydia? You okay?'
'Hey Eddie. I'm fine. Where'd you and Cameron go?'
'Just business.'
He caught his top lip with his bottom teeth. Tell her to watch out, but 

don't frighten her.
'Listen to me, Lyd, okay, this is really important. You listening?'
'Yeah.'
'Remember I told you there was one person here you could trust, 

who you could turn to if you were in trouble?'
'Yeah, Lawrence Brewer, right?'
'Wrong.'
'Why?'
'Because something's happened and he's not himself at the 

moment. Stay out of his way.'
'What's the matter with him? Is he sick?'
'In the head...I don't know, and I don't have time to explain. Just...if 

you see him, make sure he doesn't see you, okay? Stay right out of his 
way.'

'You're not making any sense, Eddie. I don't understand.'
Subtle wasn't working. Just tell her.
'He's gone fucking mental, Lyd. He killed Craig and he...he tried to 

eat him.'
'WHAT?! That's ludicrous. Have you been drinking?'
'No Lyd, I saw it with my own eyes. Something's happened to him 

and he's gone out of his mind. Please, for the love of God, lock yourself 
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in somewhere and don't let him near you. Promise me you'll find 
somewhere to hide until I come and get you. Promise me.'

'Okay, I'll...mmnnnfff.'
'Lydia!'
A clatter of something metallic hitting the floor, and then...a 

forbidding silence. 
'Lydia! You still there? LYDIA!'
His heart set up a forceful hammering in his ears, and accelerated, 

desperate breaths burned in his lungs.
'LYDIA!!!'
He rammed the phone back onto its cradle and ran, pushing down 

the button on the radio clipped to his breast pocket. To hell with Brewer 
listening in.

'Cam! Matt! You read?'
A moment's pause. 
Cameron: 'Here boss.'
Shaw: 'Guv?'
Eddie: 'Both of you, sickbay, NOW!!'
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It had been a good scheme while it lasted and it was going so well, 
until Capstan caught him feeding. Now it was dead in the water, 
Euterich thought as he cowered in the darkest corner of the 
desalination plant.

He had overreached himself with an unattainable selfish ambition, 
and then allowed his obsession with Lydia, fuelled by desperation and 
overwhelming lust and desire and hunger, to get the better of him. It 
had made him slipshod, careless. He must be getting slack in his old 
age.

Yet it might not have been all his own fault. Maybe some other 
force, something more primal was at work here, driving him on. No 
longer a conscious desire to fulfill a petty curiosity, this was something 
far more basic, beyond his control – the call of the selfish gene. 

Perhaps, after nearly half a millennium, his time really was coming 
to an end and his fixation with Lydia had another purpose, namely 
perpetuation, continuation of the line, proliferation of an endangered 
species. An altogether new strategy began to formulate itself, one in 
which he needed a live, healthy female at his command.

Without making a sound, he glided into the brightly lit sickbay. 
Empty, although he could hear Lydia in her little office, humming to 
herself as she collated her paperwork.

A quick search through in the cabinets brought him what he needed 
– an umber bottle and a wad of gauze pads. 

The phone rang as he made his silent preparations, soaking the 
pads with the contents of the bottle, and he used the cover of the timely 
distraction to sneak into the office.

'Yeah, Lawrence Brewer, right?'
They were talking about him, and it had to be Capstan on the other 

end. Whatever she was being told, he could be sure of the cat's release 
from its bag.

'You're not making any sense, Eddie. I don't understand.'
Silence...and then the revelation.
'WHAT?! That's ludicrous. Have you been drinking?'
Enough! Time to make his move...and to give Mr Capstan a fright in 

the process.
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One arm whipped around her, pinning hers to her side, forcing her 
to drop the telephone. His other hand clamped the pad over the lower 
half of her face, covering her mouth and nose. 

'Mmnnnfff. Mnnnffff.' 
She scrabbled at the hand, scratching his skin. Hot vapours filled 

her nostrils, making her eyes water.
And then she was off her feet and being half carried, wriggling and 

squirming out of the office and into the examination room, legs flailing 
and kicking wildly, knocking a metal kidney dish to the floor with a 
clatter, spilling the contents.

He pressed the pad more snugly over her face, trying not to breathe 
in any of the fumes himself. At last it began to take effect on her. She 
stopped fighting, sagged, and became a dead weight in his arms. Not 
quite unconscious, but dopey enough to make her compliant, he 
scooped her up and carried her away. 

Capstan would have heard the commotion through the telephone, 
and like Sir Lancelot coming to rescue his Guinevere would now be on 
his way. He would search sickbay and the office and finding it empty, 
assume her abductor had taken her to some dark and secret place, and 
would go off in search of her, sending out his pet minions on the same 
wild goose chase.

The last place they would think of searching was the one they had 
already covered and while they were wasting their time scouring every 
nook and cranny on the platform and failing to find him, he would sneak 
her back into sickbay and have plenty of time to do what he needed to 
in peace and quiet.

Who had the last laugh now? 
He actually sniggered to himself as he laid his prize on the floor of 

the utility closet and closed the door, jamming a broom stave solidly 
into the hook of the handle. 

Confident of their security in their hidey hole, he then sat beside her 
and listened for activity in the corridor outside. 
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Eddie arrived first, blasting his way through the swing door and into 
the empty medical suite.

'Lydia!'
He barrelled into the small office at the rear. 
'Lydia Ellis!'
The adjustable poise lamp stood at a crazy angle, disjointed like a 

broken elbow, its bulb casting a harsh white circle on the ceiling. Her 
laptop stood open, a colourful screensaver whirling and dancing on the 
screen, and beside it on the desk, her radio handset. Switched off.

Elsewhere papers lay scattered on the floor, as did a kidney dish, 
tipped upside down, its contents spilled. The scent of something sickly 
and volatile hung in the air.

No blood, thank God. Also no sign of Lydia Ellis.
The handset of the phone rested on the floor at the end of its coiled 

cable. Eddie retrieved it and put it to his ear. Hearing nothing at the 
other end, he replaced it in its cradle, just as Cameron and Shaw 
arrived, both breathless from running.

'What's all the panic about, boss?' wheezed Cameron.
'He's got her,' Eddie said. 
'Who's got who? What's...? Where's Miss Ellis?'
'Brewer's taken her.'
'Brewer?' 
'Aye. You were right Matt. It is the quiet ones you have to watch 

closest.'
'I think you need to explain, guv, 'cos you've lost me already.'
Eddie scrubbed at his hair. 'Something happened earlier, something 

Brewer did...to Craig. I caught him in the act you might say. He legged 
it and I called Lyd...Miss Ellis, to warn her he'd gone mad and to stay 
out of his way. As I was talking to her, I heard it all through the phone – 
he snatched her.'

'What did you see, guv? What did Brewer do to Craig? Where is he? 
What's happened?'

'Craig's dead, Matt.'
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Shaw looked as dazed as Eddie felt. 'Dead? How? When?'
'Brewer...he killed him, during the blackout. Sliced him open. I came 

across them in the locker room, after he'd...' He swallowed down a 
rising gorge. '...after he'd cut out his liver. He was eating it, and Craig, 
he was—'

For Christ's sake, don't be sick!
'—he was still alive while he did it. He died a few minutes later. 

There was nothing...nothing I could do for him.'
Both men looked at Eddie as if he'd lost his mind. Maybe he had 

and this was all some horrible waking nightmare.
'Four out of nine,' said Cameron, quietly. 'He's picking us off one by 

one. First Lummox, then Reynolds; Jock, and now Craig. One man 
responsible for all four deaths? It's a fucking duck hunt.'

'But why? And what does he want Miss Ellis for?' asked Shaw.
Eddie shivered and wiped away a stray trickle of rainwater from his 

hairline. 'I have no idea.'
'You don't think he's going to do the same to her?'
'NO!'
Without warning, the memory of Reynolds' charred and blistered 

body grinning up at him from the floor in the welder's hut flashed into 
Eddie's head and made bile rise in his throat. Except the body was not 
Reynolds', but Lydia's, her slender stomach split asunder, her roasted 
innards spilling out. Nauseous and light headed he bent over, his hands 
on his knees, breathing in and out through his nose. He swallowed 
hard. It wouldn't be fitting to vomit over his boots in front of his men. 

Shaw laid a hand on his back. 'Hey, you okay guv?'
Eddie waved him off. 'Aye. Give me a minute.' After a moment he 

stood, and with a swift kick, launched the metal dish across the room 
with his foot, clanging it against the wall. 'SHITE!

'Guv?'
'This is all my fault,' said Eddie. 'I put her in this situation. If I 

hadn't—' He closed his eyes and shook his head. 'If I hadn't told her on 
the first day we got here that if she was in trouble or needed someone 
to stand up for her, she should turn to Brewer, she wouldn't be where 
she is now. Out of all of us I thought he would be the most trustworthy.'

'You weren't to know,' said Shaw, offering a grain of comfort to his 
ailing chief. 'Nobody knew. So let's not let the situation get any worse. 
Let's get out there and find them. They can't have gone far.'

Eddie eyed him keenly. 'Did you forget where we are, Matt? There 
are a thousand places he could take her, a million places to hide.'
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'We'll find her. We'll split up and comb this place from flare jet to 
sandy bottom if we have to. I promise we'll find her. Scout's honour.'

'Thanks Matt,' said Eddie, buoyed a little by the young man's loyalty.
'What about him?' said Cameron. 'What do we do with him when we 

find him? We don't have any weapons.'
'Use whatever you can put your hands on,' said Eddie. 'I'm giving 

you the authorisation to use whatever force you have to, lethal if 
necessary, to get Lydia back in one piece.'

'Well then, back in a mo.' Shaw then left the room. Seconds later 
came the sound of breaking glass in the corridor. He then returned with 
a long handled fire axe balanced in his hands. 'This'll do me,' he said. 'If 
he so much as breathes on me, I'll cut him in two.'

Eddie punched Shaw's lean shoulder lightly. 'Well done mate. Right, 
let's get going. Keep your steps light and your radios on at all times.'

'Won't he be able to hear us if we do?'
'Then he'll know we're after him won't he? If you see him, don't 

make any sudden moves, I don't want him hurting Lydia. We'll take him 
out, but only when she's safe. Got it?'

In unison. 'Got it.'
'Okay. Cam, take the habitat. I know there's a lot, but do your best 

to check every cabin. Don't forget the gym, the lounge and the games 
room. Matt, check out the equipment stores, the labs and the lifeboat 
stations. He might try to take her off the platform.'

'In this weather? He'd be crazy to try it. Where does he think he's 
going to go?'

'He is crazy, Matt. Stark staring, fucking brain fried mental and he 
won't care, and that means he's as dangerous as a rabid dog with 
dynamite up its arse. Don't give him any chance to fight. Strike first, ask 
questions after.'

Eddie, still saturated, his clothing more water than fabric, set to a 
violent shivering.

'Leave it to us, boss,' said Cameron. 'You go and get changed and 
dry off. Can't have you croaking on us too.'

'I will. On your way.'
At the sickbay door, the trio exchanged supportive nods and went 

their separate ways. 
Eddie, mindful of every niche and corner the beast Brewer could be 

hiding ready to spring out on him, made a detour to his cabin to change 
his clothes, before heading for the control room to re-activate every 
CCTV feed on the platform. On his way, he couldn't help wondering...if 
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he'd done it after Reynolds' death, as he told Lydia he would but never 
got around to, would any of this have happened? 

Of course it would. One man alone couldn't spend 24 hours a day 
watching screens and recordings on the off chance of something 
happening right in front of them. So what use the electronic eyes now? 
Probably not much. Too little, too late.

Brewer waited in the dark of the utility closet, the now unconscious 
Lydia hugged close to him, the hand with the pad hovering close to her 
face ready to smother her cries should she wake and kick up a fuss.

How long should he give them to make their search of the section 
and be on their way - five minutes, ten? He started as the door handle 
rattled, being tested from the outside, and kept his eyes on the broom 
stave. If his makeshift locking device should give way and they found 
him in there with the woman, he was a dead man. He held his breath 
and clutched Lydia ever tighter.

It stayed put and the door remained firmly closed, and he praised 
the good quality of the implement.

For a further ten minutes he sat motionless, hearing tuned intently 
for more sound from outside. Hearing nothing, he felt it safe to crack 
the door open and peer cautiously out to a clear coast. 

Behind him, freed from the doping effect of the ether pad, Lydia 
stirred and moaned, consciousness returning. With time now of the 
essence, he pulled her to her feet and into his arms, dislodging his 
radio handset in the process, and carried her back to sickbay.

Switchback complete. Capstan and his little gang fooled. Just him 
and her - alone at last.

Eddie scanned each of the screens, eyes tuned for the slightest 
movement.

What was that? Someone moving down habitat level D corridor? 
Cameron checking cabins. He kept that screen on, following Cameron's 
progress.

Where was Shaw? He flicked through various screens until he 
spotted him, out on the deck heading for the container compound, 
swinging the axe like a lumberjack. 

Don't let either of them out of your sight.
Where was Brewer...and Lydia?
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He switched to the camera covering the long corridor outside 
sickbay. Seeing nothing he then changed to the one outside the locker 
room, missing Brewer's exit from the utility closet by mere seconds.

He continued to stab at the control buttons for the other CCTV 
cameras, cycling through all of them, and back again. Nothing moved. 
Anywhere. Not even a rat! 

Where had everybody gone?
He went back to the screens he had been watching before. Nothing 

moved. He had lost Cameron and Shaw and a momentary panic 
overcame him. 

He lifted the radio to his ear and pressed the button. 'Cameron! You 
there? Over.'

Silence.
'Cam! Respond! Over.'
Static. He put his mouth closer to the mike. 'CAM!'
'Yeah, I'm here. No need to yell. Over.'
Thank God. 
'Any sign? Over.'
'Not a dickie bird. Wherever they are, they ain't up here. Over.'
'Okay, move on to the next section. Keep looking. Over.'
'Will do. Over.'
'And keep in touch for God's sake. Over and out.'
Pause.
'Shaw! You there? Over.'
'Yep.'
'Anything? Over.'
'Nope.'
'That's nope, over, Matt. Use proper radio procedure. Over.'
'Nope over. Over.'
'Don't be a dickhead.'
'Shouldn't that be don't be a dickhead, over? Over.'
'Alright smartarse, no need to get cocky. Keep your eyes peeled and 

your mind on the job, and don't start pissing about.'
Dammit. Way too harsh. He's as scared as you are. He didn't 

deserve that.
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'Sorry, Matt.'
'It's okay, boss. Don't worry about it. Over.'
'Thanks Matt. Over and out.'

Brewer couldn't simply have vanished. They had searched high and 
low for him and Lydia. Shaw had reported all the lifeboats accounted 
for and empty, so wherever he had taken her, he was still on board.

'If I were him, what would I do? Where would I take her? Think man!'
It came to Eddie like a slap upside the head - the one place they 

had already searched of course. The one place they were least likely to 
return to. 

He was on his feet, mashing at the button to switch between TV 
screens, looking for the one that showed sickbay. Pointless. There 
wasn't a camera there. Lydia and her sodding confidentiality.

He reached for the radio to call Cameron and Shaw and let them 
into his hunch, and hesitated, his thumb poised over the transmit 
button.

What if he was wrong? They would be pulled away from their search 
for nothing, and precious time would be wasted. Worse, what if Brewer 
heard and ambushed them?

He would check it out for himself first, and call them as backup if he 
needed them.

Leaving the monitors playing to an empty room, he made his way 
down three flights of stairs to jog along the walkways to the entrance to 
the habitat block, and edged his way along the main corridor to the 
double swing doors to Sickbay. He pressed his back against the wall 
and sidled close to risk a glance through the small clear circle in the 
obscured glass.

He could make out nothing with any certainty in the weak diffused 
glow from the wall light over the couch behind the modesty screen, the 
only source of light in the room.

Was that movement? A shadow? Or his eyes playing tricks? He had 
to see more clearly, had to be sure.

He pushed the door open and poked his head through the gap, 
snatching the briefest of glimpses before withdrawing again. 

Nothing patently visible, no sound, just the remnants of that noxious 
odour hanging in the air.

He slid noiselessly into the room, eyes fixed on the pleated fabric 
panel as he tiptoed his way across the floor. The curtain moved again, 
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the slightest billowing. Heart pounding, a film of nervous sweat on his 
brow, he snatched at the fabric. He hesitated.

What if she was there, laid out on the couch with her throat cut, 
gutted like Craig, the glistening ribbon of her bowels draped about her 
like so much Christmas tinsel? Could his already twanging nerves take 
it, or would it break him completely?

You've got to look!
He threw back the cloth, arm raised ready to strike at whoever was 

hiding behind it. The couch was empty.
A waft of warm air from the heater moved the fabric of the curtain in 

a gentle undulating wave, and he swore.
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Euterich heard Eddie coming before he was through the bulkhead 
door, easily making out the distinctive rhythmic clatter of running boots 
against the deck plates. 

He cursed under his breath. He'd planned on Capstan giving him at 
least an hour before he realised his mistake. He could have done the 
deed with Lydia two or three times over in that time, and been on his 
way to wait out the time somewhere until either they caught him and 
killed him, or he got away.

He had no preference. Once he had planted his seed in Lydia, he 
would take whatever fate threw at him.

But Capstan and his imminent arrival had stolen the time he 
needed. He had to get at least some of it back. 

He bound the still dopey Lydia's hands and mouth with strips of 
silver duct tape taken from her general purpose store, all the while 
keeping a keen ear out for the approaching Capstan. Close now. Only 
one flight of stairs and one more corridor away.

With only seconds to spare, he bundled his captive into the dark 
recess beside the filing cabinet, took up the heavy based lamp from the 
worktop, put out the main lights and pressed himself against the wall 
behind the door, ready to spring his surprise.

The running steps slowed to a walk then stopped. The door eased 
open a touch. Fell closed. Opened again, and this time Eddie Capstan 
sidled through it, eyes front, focused on the modesty screen shifting in 
the waft of air from the wall heater. 

Euterich watched silently as Eddie made a grab for the fabric and 
paused, eyes screwed closed. When he pulled back the curtain, saw 
the empty space beyond and the swearing started, Euterich made his 
move.
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If Eddie had chanced to look behind him, he would have seen the 
maniacal mask of Lawrence Brewer advancing on him, wielding the 
lamp base like a club.

As it was, all he felt was a sickening thud as something hard and 
cold collided with the back of his head, showing him stars as it 
poleaxed him. His knees buckled and he dropped to the floor, cracking 
his chin on the edge of the couch on the way down, clacking his jaw 
hard closed, biting his tongue and loosening one of his teeth. 

He had no time to recover before the floor bucked beneath him as a 
series of savage kicks lifted and rolled him, each blow forcing from him 
a stifled grunt. Pain stabbed his back and his ribs, and when Brewer's 
boot connected with his scarred stomach, liquid fire exploded in him. 
One more strike from the boot's toe, full in the face, burst his lip and 
filled his mouth with blood.

He slumped to the tiles, gasping, coughing, spitting blood, pain 
radiating throughout his entire body, only to have Brewer grab the back 
of his collar, pulling the fabric tight across his throat, choking him. He 
was then hoisted and dragged like a mop across the floor, to have his 
head slammed into the robust metal leg of Lydia's desk and then be 
dropped to the floor, stunned and helpless and as limp as a wet rag.

And then Brewer carried out an act of pure spite, stamping on and 
crushing the fingers of Eddie's right hand with the heel of his boot, 
splitting the nails and cracking the small bones. 

Eddie made not a sound, but lay perfectly still with his left cheek and 
eye squashed against the tiles, blood leaking from his mouth, hardly 
daring to breathe, letting dimness creep in at the edge of his 
consciousness. He wanted it to come, to flow over him, to take the pain 
away, yet could not allow it.

Don't pass out. You can't pass out. You've got to find Lydia.
With gargantuan effort, he focused his vision, and there she was, 

stuffed in the gap between the filing cabinet and the wall where Brewer 
had hidden her in the dark, hands bound at the wrist with silver duct 
tape, another strip across her mouth. For a split second their eyes met, 
his barely focused, hers saucer large and glassy above her gag. A 
shadow then passed between them, and she was gone.

A dull thud. Ziiiippppp.
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'I'm afraid your dear departed boyfriend won't be bothering us any 
more, my sweet,' Brewer's voice floated over to him. 'He's gone to a 
better place. It's just you and me now. It's going to be so sweet. I'll be 
gentle, I promise.'

Green cotton overalls fell in a heap on the floor, and through the 
deafening roar in Eddie's ears came the sound of Lydia's T-shirt being 
sheared open from hem to neckband as if it were nothing more than 
rice paper, and with it came a surge of adrenaline and determination, 
infusing him with a second wind. 

His body felt as if it were made of marshmallow, and it took every 
ounce of effort to get as far as his knees, blood and saliva dribbling 
from his mouth and running down his chin.

'Hoy! Brewer!' 
Euterich/Brewer wheeled from admiring the confused, groggy Lydia 

in her fresh blue brassiere and panties, a fleeting astonishment on his 
face as he beheld the dead man scrambling disjointedly to his feet and 
lurching towards him, his damaged hand hanging limp and disfigured 
by his side, his other pressed flat against his side, supporting battered 
ribs which allowed him no more than a choking wheeze. 

'Get...away...from her...you...fucking animal.' Cough. Spit. 'Move 
away...'cos I'm going to...smash your fucking...head in.' 

Eddie sucked in a breath through clenched teeth and lunged at 
Euterich, who nimbly sidestepped him. Unable to stop his forward 
momentum, Eddie crashed into the examination table, striking his 
scarred belly on the hard edge, reigniting a fire which felled him onto all 
fours with a strangled outcry of agony.

Euterich stamped on his back, knocking him flat and driving the last 
of his wind from him. 'Is that so? And how, exactly, are you going to be 
doing that from down there?'

He then reached down and grabbed a handful of Eddie's hair, 
hoiking his head clear of the floor, and Eddie's blurred vision fell upon 
the face of rage incarnate.

'Lydia is mine now,' the beast rumbled. 'And nobody, especially a 
pathetic jumped up nobody like you, is going to take her away from 
me.'

Eddie tried to speak, to protest, to fight for Lydia, but the words 
would not come.

'Nothing to say, Mr Capstan? Just as well, because I'm not listening. 
Goodnight Mr Capstan. Have a nice death.'
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Eddie's scalp burned as Euterich's fingers gripped his hair and 
slammed his forehead against the tiles, bringing back the flashing 
lights. 

Howling silent surrender, Eddie's body curled itself into a protective 
foetal ball and lay still. Unable to make it move, he could now only 
watch helplessly through eyes narrowed to slits as Euterich scooped up 
the bound and gagged Lydia and threw her over his shoulder like Santa 
Claus toting his sack of Christmas goodies.

He strode off with his prize, but not before he landed a final 
ferocious kick to Eddie's buttock, sending a bolt of electricity through 
his leg and into his back. 

Eddie made no sound. He had nothing left to make it with.
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Lydia and Euterich were gone, and he knew not where.
He also didn't know how long he lay there on the floor, a throbbing, 

bleeding, moaning ball. He felt sick, vertiginous, fighting against 
encroaching darkness, knowing if he gave into it, he would die, choked 
on his own blood and vomit.

'Get up, man! Shift yer arse and get UP!'
Would his shattered body appreciate the urgency and co-operate or 

tell him to go fuck himself? He suspected he knew the answer, but put 
it to the test nonetheless. 

Slowly, tentatively, he uncurled himself from his protective shell, and 
almost managed to get upright before a wave of pain and nausea rose 
up and enveloped him. The last thing he remembered before darkness 
and silence descended was the ominous buzzing in his ears and 
throwing up over Lydia's nice clean floor.

'Guv, you there? Over.'
A muffled voice close by his left ear.
'Guv! This is Cameron. Respond. Over.'
The fogginess began to clear, in its place, hurt and the acidic 

metallic tastes of blood and vomit in his mouth.
'GUV! Respond!'
The radio. Gingerly he sat up and spat out a viscous red gobbet of 

blood and saliva onto the linoleum. He pressed the button on radio's 
casing.

'Yeah.' It came out as no more than a hoarse croak.
'Thank God! I've been calling you for ages. Where are you?'
'Erm...' Where was he? 'Thickbay,' he said, his tongue feeling too 

large for his mouth.
'You okay, Guv. You sound—.'
'No.' Cough. 'I'm not.'
'Fuck! Stay where you are. Don't move! We're on our way!'
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Eddie had always planned for a useful life, working hard, paying his 
taxes, being good to his mother, to be rewarded at the end with a good 
death, at age 99 in his own bed, being serviced by a Thai whore 
sandwich, a treble measure of 35 year old whisky in one hand, a big fat 
cigar clamped between his teeth. BEST SELLING AUTHOR GOES OUT IN 
STYLE the Press and Journal headline would read. 

It had been an ongoing struggle. Death kept trying to clasp him to its 
dark eternal bosom, and each time Life stepped in and intervened, so it 
had to have some further use for him, didn't it? Why else would it keep 
him hanging on by allowing him to survive the stabbing on the dockside 
and prevent him being snatched from the operating table, and now to 
come through a savage beating at the hands of a maniac? Why had he 
been given that rare and precious gift, a second, no a third, chance?

To do something useful with it that's why, and until now he hadn't 
realised what that something could be. Quite clearly it was this one 
simple task - kill Brewer, save Lydia. He would do it too, if only he could 
get up off this bloody floor.

He lay down again, forehead resting against the cold lino. 'Just 
gimme one more minute,' he murmured. 'One more minute.'

Making the first move was the worst part. Everything hurt and his 
legs didn't want to support him. He swore at himself, cursing up a blue 
streak as he ordered his body to obey. 

Once on his feet, the pain didn't seem so bad - if he didn't try to 
breathe or blink.

The kick to his side had cracked, maybe broken, a rib or two, 
possibly ruptured something inside too. If he pissed blood in the 
morning, he would know - if he lived that long.

Holding onto whatever came to hand he staggered on wobbly legs 
to Lydia's back office, reeled through it to the small lavatory cum wash 
room behind, ducking through the door, slamming and locking it behind 
him. Not much protection if Brewer decided to come back to finish him 
off.

He filled the basin with warm water and plunged his head into it, 
blowing bubbles until he exhausted his lungs and needed to take a 
breath. He pulled his face out of the water, leaving behind a bowlful of 
diluted scarlet, and inhaled knives. 

Small, puffed breaths eased the desire to cough somewhat.
Dabbing gently at his battered face with a towel, he checked himself 

in the mirror. He looked like he'd been run over by a ten ton truck, with 
his left eye bloodshot and swollen, a blood blister forming over the split 
in his lower lip and a faint dribble of blood leaking from the right nostril 
of a nose a little bit misaligned. On his forehead, the round markings 

217



from the sickbay floor had been embossed in flesh, making him look 
like he'd been sleeping on a double six domino.

'Holy crap, Capthstan! Wha' a fucki'g meth.'
He probed the loose tooth with his tongue. It rocked slightly in its 

socket, but it didn't hurt and it wasn't bleeding. It could probably be 
saved. Thank God for small mercies. He had always been proud of his 
good teeth.

He leaned to his right, testing his flexibility, and wished he hadn't. A 
bolt of agony shot from his ribs to his spine and back again, making him 
wince and arch his back as if electrocuted, a reflex action which made 
the suffering ten times worse and sending it on its way to cramp his 
stomach. 

He managed to get the lid off the toilet bowl before he vomited 
again. No blood mercifully, only bright yellow-green bile. He'd already 
left his partially digested last meal on the sickbay floor. He retched a 
few times more, spat, and when the cramping subsided, rinsed the acid 
taste from his mouth with clean water, gargled to get the blood out of 
his throat, and spat it out. He wiped his mouth on a square of toilet 
paper, released the plug and allowed the sticky frothy red mess in the 
sink to drain away.

He took time to examine the damage to his right hand, his writing 
hand, with its swollen purple fingertips and split nails, the little finger 
jutting out at an unnatural angle away from its neighbour, dislocated at 
the second joint. He tried to make a fist. It went about half way. Not 
totally trashed then. He could still use it if he didn't need much grip. But 
that little finger, it was going to need some encouraging back into place.

This was going to hurt.

Cameron reached Sickbay first and yelled out for his superior.
'Boss! Where are you? BOSS! You here?'
Eddie, resting on the toilet seat, unlocked the washroom door, 

opened it a fraction and called through it. 'Here Cam!'
Cameron rushed into the office, closely followed by a newly arrived 

Shaw. 'Oh sorry, boss. You weren't...?'
'No. Just sitting.'
He hauled himself to his feet and stepped out into the office.
'Je-sus!' exclaimed Shaw.
'No, our friend Brewer,' said Eddie, his words slurred by his fat lip 

and bitten tongue. 'He's surprisingly strong for a pen pusher.'
'What happened?'
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'He thought he was being clever. He doubled back here after we'd 
searched, because he assumed we'd keep on looking and not bother 
going over old ground.'

'So why did you come back?'
'Because he thought wrong.'
'Where is he now?'
Eddie dabbed at his bleeding lip with the towel. 'I have no idea, but 

wherever it is, he still has Miss Ellis with him. You were right about the 
ether. He used it to...to quieten her down—'

He swayed on his feet, overcome by a wave of vertigo. Being 
battered about the head had knocked him dizzy and being upright 
wasn't helping. Cameron and Shaw each caught an elbow and helped 
him into a chair.

Eddie waved them away. 'I'm okay.' He paused, frowned. 'It will be 
so sweet. I'll be gentle, I promise,' he murmured. 

'Is that what Brewer said? To Lyd...Miss Ellis?' said Cameron.
'Aye.'
Doesn't sound like he intends to kill her,' said Shaw. 'Sounds more 

like he's going to...to make love to her.'
Eddie cut him off with a glance as he got shakily to his feet. 'He's 

not going to do anything to her, Matt. You have my solemn promise on 
that, and so does she. Whatever it takes, we get her back...unharmed. 
Resolute brown eyes flicked between Cameron and Shaw. 'What 
happens to him, I don't care. Do whatever you have to. Go get the 
bastard!'

A unified, 'Yes boss,' and the two men left to begin their search, 
leaving Eddie alone in the medical room to make a hunt of his own. His 
ribs, face and back hurt like the devil – hell everything hurt. If he was 
going to function at all, to be any use to anyone, to Lydia, he needed 
analgesia and plenty of it.

The powerful stuff would be secure in the controlled drugs locker, 
the key to which he did not have. He looked around for something to 
batter the door open with, finding only the angle poise lamp Euterich 
had used to try and brain him. 

He struck at the door several times. Not so much as a dent. He 
raised the lamp to give the door one more clout when a thought came 
to him. Lydia would have her keys on her at all times...in her pocket. 
But she'd been all but naked when Brewer took her. Where were her 
overalls? Tossed on the floor under the table.
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He rummaged through the pockets and came up with her key ring. 
Eureka! More than a dozen keys of all shapes and sizes, including one 
with a tiny red cross painted onto it.

It took a while to manipulate the key in the lock with his throbbing 
unco-operative right hand, but eventually the cupboard stood open, its 
glowing red eye glaring at him, its entire contents spread out on the 
worktop, with him rifling through the various boxes and bottles.

He picked up a black plastic pen-shaped article and read the label - 
morphine sulfate IM injection. Just the stuff. He skimmed the 
instructions – remove red safety cap, press yellow end against outer 
thigh, depress the black plunger. Simple. Injection by colour. He was a 
man. He could do that. 

Without bothering with the niceties of sterilising the injection site, he 
removed the red stopper, pressed the yellow end of the device against 
his leg and applied pressure to the black plunger with his thumb. With a 
barely audible psst, the incorporated gas capsule fired the needle 
through the fabric of his overall and a full inch into his leg, sending the 
measure of clear liquid on its way directly into his thigh muscle. It stung 
like a whole hive of bees and he rubbed the injection site vigorously as 
he swore away the pain.

He then had a worrying thought. He had been so desperate for relief 
he hadn't even checked the dosage. What if he'd given himself an 
overdose? It was too late now. He'd know soon enough.

He tossed the used device into the sharps box and with a cold 
numbness spreading from his leg, set off to find Lydia.
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She must have fainted. Why else would she be upside down with 
her panty covered arse in the air, legs gripped painfully behind the 
knees, stomach draped over a broad shoulder and her arms and taped 
together hands flopping like a rag doll's against navy cotton overall, and 
not know how she got there?

From her upturned position she could see black rig mats passing 
beneath boots. Black rubber - safe. Yellow - caution. A flash of red - 
danger, and then the steel disc welded over the mouse hole like a 
bullseye in a target. Yellow again, then back to black.

The harsh cold. The wet. She was outside, slung over someone's 
shoulder like a sack of potatoes, and being carried across the drill deck. 

Where was she going...and whose back was this? Not Duncan 
Cameron's. He would never treat her so roughly. Shaw neither. It 
couldn't be Eddie's either, because Eddie was dead, his skull smashed 
in with the lamp base before being kicked to death by...Lawrence 
Brewer. 

'Mmmmnnfffnffffff,' she squealed behind her silver gag, and beat her 
hands against her abductor's back.

His foot slipped on a patch of icy water and he momentarily wavered 
in his step. They then stopped moving and she heard metallic fumbling 
and wet creaking, followed by being plunged into a dank darkness.

She found herself slipping, falling, and grabbed at the fabric of the 
overalls, but it was a guided drop onto a pile of what felt like unrefined 
fabric, rough against her skin. 

He pulled the door closed and crouched before her, the yellow deck 
light outside seeping through the window behind him and creating a 
halo in his hair, leaving his face a dark blank oval. Apart from his eyes; 
impossibly bright in this dim light, their retinas reflecting back circles of 
the palest green...like an animal's.

What was he waiting for?
To her unsophisticated eyes, he appeared as nothing more than a 

shadow in the dark, but he could see her as plain as in daylight. Wide 
eyed over her gag, nostrils flaring, shivering with cold, yet still so 
beautiful.

Oh no, there would be no decapitation of this beloved creature, no 
scattering of viscera, no succulent dining on sweet tender flesh. He 
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could never bring himself to make so much as a nick in that beautiful 
body, let alone open her up and devour her. Such disfigurement would 
be nothing less than sacrilege. He had to have her with him, a solid, 
living, breathing being, to see her, touch her, love her, for as long as 
they both shall live.

You may now kiss the bride.

'I'm going to remove the tape now,' he said, and took her silent stare 
to be assent. 

The instant he ripped off her silver gag, she opened her mouth wide 
to scream, only to find a meaty hand tasting of sweat and ether 
clamped over it. 

'Don't waste your breath,' he said. 'No one will hear you out here.'
He was right. They wouldn't. She should save her energy. She 

nodded. He removed his hand before she could sink her teeth into it.
'Let me go,' she said, fighting to keep the shiver from her voice.
'No.'
She bit down on her lip to stop it, and her chin, from trembling. 'You 

killed Eddie,' she said. 'You didn't have to do that.'
'Yes I did. He got in the way. He would have spoiled everything. I 

didn't really have a choice. It's for the best. I'm sorry if you're upset.'
Silence.
'I'll give him credit; he died bravely,' he said. 'He died fighting for 

you. You should be proud of him. Such gallantry is rare nowadays. Did 
you know Robert Heinlein said? "Almost everything about a human 
creature is ridiculous, except its ability to suffer bravely and die gallantly 
for whatever it loves and believes in." It's so true, and Eddie Capstan 
was a fine example. Such a shame.'

'What do you want with me?' she whimpered, head swivelling, huge 
eyes searching for an escape route. 

He stroked icy fingers down her cheek, wiping away a stray tear. 
'You're going to give me a whole new lease of life,' he said. 

'Wha...what do you mean?'
'My future lies in you.'
She shook her head. 'I don't understand.'
His hands went behind her head, released her ponytail and spread 

her hair across her neck and shoulders. 'You will. Once you accept it's 
a fait accompli.'
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Another tear; another caress of the stone cold fingers.
'You don't have to do this,' she said. 'I can help you.' 
'To do what?
'Whatever you want.'
Euterich barked out a laugh. 'My dearest Lydia, I have everything I 

need right here. You!' 
She twisted her face into a plastic smile of pure amicability, so tight 

and false her mouth twitched at the corners. 'Lawrence...' 
He stretched Brewer's mouth into a wide grin, white teeth visible in 

the black gash. 'And I'm not Lawrence...at least not the one you think 
you know.'

The smile slipped slightly, a small double furrow of frown appearing 
between her eyes as she tried to work it out. Multiple personality 
disorder? It had to be? He'd had some kind of psychotic episode and it 
had brought forward another, darker persona.

'Can I speak to Lawrence...to Doctor Brewer?' she said in the 
carefully measured tones of a medical professional. 'Can you let 
Lawrence come forward to speak to me?'

'I'm afraid the good doctor is not available right now, only his 
thoughts and memories in an outward projection. Please leave a 
message after the beep and if he ever gets the chance, I'm sure he'll 
get back to you, but I wouldn't hold your breath.'

Euterich laughed again and she eyed him closely, his face clearer 
now her vision had acclimatised. He looked like Brewer, he sounded 
like Brewer, even though he was talking gibberish, but...with those 
eyes...no human had eyes like that.

Not looking at you...through you...weighing you up.
'Who are you?' 
He pressed a cold palm to her cheek. 'Patience, my sweet. I'll tell 

you, soon.' The green glare averted. 'I had a grand plan once,' he said. 
'I won't tell you what it entailed because it might scare you, so you'll be 
pleased to know that since then I've changed my mind and...oh, Lydia, 
we are going to be so happy together.'

She swallowed hard, her throat tight. He really was insane. Best not 
aggravate him further lest he change his mind again. He held her once 
more with a rock hard gaze, his retinas gleaming like beacons. She 
shivered under their unblinking glare.

'Don't be frightened, Lydia. I'm not going to hurt you. It's going to be 
wonderful.' He sighed and looked toward the window. 'After I've 
disposed of those two idiots still running around looking for us, we'll—'
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'Leave them alone.'
'I can't. I've done some bad things and they want to hurt me and I'm 

not good with pain. I won't tell you what I did, you don't need to know. 
Suffice to say, I did it for you, Lydia. I did it so that you would love me 
and we would be together.'

'Love you? You must be joking!'
'You will. You have to. After all I've done for you.'
'I could never love someone like you. You're a bona fide crackpot—'
The open handed slap across her face knocked her back and she 

squealed as he grabbed her upper arms and pulled her to him. The 
eyes were now hard and cold, his demeanour totally changed. A 
complete about turn from love to...what? Fear slid through her in a 
sluice of coldness.

'I wanted to do this inside,' he said, his voice hollow. 'In the warm, in 
one of the cabins, in comfort. I wanted it to be special, so I could tell 
you how much I love you, and you would tell me the same....and then 
we'd—'

'We'd what?' she whispered.
'Make love of course. We have to procreate; create a child.' His 

unyielding hand held her slender neck in a vice-like grip. 'How can we 
live together as a happy little family if we don't have children?'

'Children? With you? Never!'
'I'm not asking for your co-operation.'
She wrenched her arms free and kicked her legs wildly, striking him 

with a heel. 'Don't you touch me!'
He snatched at her again, his grip solid, unbreakable. 'I love you 

Lydia, and I want you... I need you so much it hurts. I have to have 
you!'

'NO! Get away from me you fucking—' 
'Now, Lydia!'
He pressed his lips to hers, hard and cold like strips of half frozen 

meat, and forced his tongue into her mouth, a gelatinous worm that 
tasted of rubber.

She couldn't breathe and balled her tethered fists against his chest, 
pushing at him with all her strength, but she was too small and too 
weak, and he was too heavy, too strong, too determined. 

Then suddenly she was freed to breathe again, but not free. 
He caught hold of the tape shackling both her arms at the wrists, 

yanked at them, forcing her flat on her back, arms bent at the elbow 

224



   

above her head. With his free hand he started to ease her panties 
down her legs.

She thrashed about like a wild thing. 'No! Stop it! Let me go!'
A savage, burning slap to her naked thigh stilled her wriggling. Off 

came the panties.
'Please stop—'
He kissed her exposed breasts, nibbling around the nipples, hot 

turbulent breath against her skin as he murmured her name over and 
over, his excitement mounting at what was to come.

She bucked and writhed to break his grip, to separate them, but to 
no avail. 

He used his legs to spread hers wide, opening her up, whilst he 
undid the zipper of his overalls, freeing an already straining erection 
from the confines of the material. His intention could not have been 
more obvious.

'NO! Please!'
His hand went under her backside, lifted her to him and with the 

force of a red hot poker, he rammed himself into her.
She screamed. 'EDDIE HELP ME!!'
Oblivious to her distress, deaf to her cries to her dead lover, he 

speared her over and again, deeper and deeper.
This wasn't like the gentle slow dance she'd had with Eddie, tender 

and caring and thoughtful, nor like the fun quickie she'd had with 
Duncan Cameron in the pantry; this was forced and desperate...and it 
hurt.

'No...please.' No more than a breathy whisper, distress forcing the 
fight out of her.

He pushed hard and fast, tearing her delicate flesh, forcing tears of 
pain and fear to well in her eyes, simultaneously kneading at her breast 
as if he were shaping a lump of dough. 

She could resist no more, all strength drained from her and with a 
small whimper of submission, she gave in to the assault.

Time turned in on itself as the attack continued, and just when she 
thought it would never end, he stiffened and his breathing came in fast 
laboured grunts. His grip on her wrists tightened like a hot steel ring, 
and the ache in her breast flared such that she feared he had torn it off.

His neck corded with tension, teeth gritted, lips drawn back, as with 
a cry more animal than human, he ejaculated into her over and again, 
until he had no more to give.
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Grabbing at air, he panted, groaned...and relaxed. 
He slipped from her, kissed her naked stomach, climbed off her, and 

released her wrists, allowing the blood to flow back into her hands.
She did not move. She just lay there, huge dark eyes staring up at 

the ceiling, sobbing silently as semen and blood oozed from her torn 
and bruised vagina.

Carefully he tucked his rapidly receding erection back into his 
undershorts, zipped up his overalls, and got to his feet.

'Thank you,' he said, and went to stand by the window, peering out 
through the grille covered pane, the overhead deck light turning his 
gaunt face an unnatural yellow-orange. For a moment, she thought she 
saw tears on his cheeks.

'I've got to leave you now,' he said thickly, and pushed the door 
open, letting in a gale of freezing air. 'I have something I need to do.'

'W-w-what? Where are you going?'
'Nothing for you to worry about. I won't be long. You'll be safe here 

while I take care of business, and then it will be just you and me.'
'You can't leave me here like this. I'll die of hypothermia,' she said, 

with all the emotion of a run down automaton.
'Wrap yourself in the sacks. I'll be back soon and then...and then I'll 

take you somewhere warm and we'll talk. We can plan for the future in 
comfort.'

'I can't. My hands are still tied.' She held them up to demonstrate.
He reached for something in the dark. A swift movement, a tug, and 

her hands were free. Without another word, he left, slamming the door 
behind him, through which she heard the soft metallic chittering of him 
refitting the padlock.

Alone and terrified she whimpered and shivered in the dark, 
clutching her knees to her aching chest, dropping her forehead onto 
them to weep openly, not only for the mortifying rape she had failed to 
prevent, nor out of fear of what was yet to come, but to mourn the one 
man who could have saved her from this awfulness. 

Euterich leaned over the safety rail, breathing deeply, the icy air 
burning his lungs, fighting to control the shaking in his limbs, 
incandescent fury boiling in him like hot lava ready to erupt.

It was their fault - interfering bastards. They had ruined everything. 
They had buggered everything up and forced him to take her out there 
to that that dirty despicable place and do what he did, compelling him to 
have rushed, common sex in that hole instead of spending their 
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honeymoon in a nice comfortable cabin, awash with sensitivity and 
passion. Now she would harbour ill feelings towards him which would 
not bode well to her loving him. Everything was their fault and they 
were going to pay with their lives.

At least Eddie Capstan was dead and out of the picture, that 
insufferable fly in his ointment, that loathsome irritant, no longer a 
threat. She couldn't love a dead man and one man down left all the 
more room in her heart for him. But that still left the other two running 
loose somewhere. Not for long though. 

He would use his superior skills to hunt them down and kill them, 
not to change, he didn't need to now, but purely to despatch them, to 
be free of them, and then he would return to his lovely lady and seek 
her forgiveness for having treated her so shabbily.

She would give it, of course, and gladly, because she had a gentle 
soul and a heart full of love, and it would all be for him. She would 
worship him, be devoted to him. He would be to her as a god, and this 
time, when they made love, they would do it as it should be done - 
perfectly, in a comfortable bed with soft lighting and music, and she 
would give herself to him willingly, openly, with passion and fervour, 
and then, when they lay together, basking in each other, they would 
pledge their oaths to be together forever – one body, one soul. He saw 
no flaw in his obsessive insanity.

On the horizon, a flash of lightning. Another storm front coming, or 
confirmation from on high that he would succeed? He opted for the 
latter. Time to think.

It wouldn't be long before the two remaining nuisances found Eddie 
Capstan's body in the sickbay. They would know he was responsible 
and come searching for him again. Two against one was hardly fair. He 
had to even the score. One against one he could manage much better. 

Which one to eliminate first?
Which one would cause him the most trouble?
In this body he would be at a disadvantage. They were both fit men, 

much younger and stronger than he; Cameron in particular had plenty 
of meat on his bones, nicely muscled. He would put up a fight.

Shaw in contrast was smaller and skinnier, not enough flesh on him 
to feed a Chihuahua, but as he had learned to his cost before, wiry 
didn't always mean wimpy; it often meant hidden strength. So...what to 
do?

Find them. Separate them. Scare them. Take them out one at a 
time. How?

By whatever means available. There were plenty of tools on board, 
heavy metal objects with which to dole out a classic blow with a blunt 
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instrument, but to utilise them he would have to get up close and 
personal. He didn't fancy that. Too much opportunity for retaliation. He 
needed something he could use from a distance, or at least arm's 
length.

What he really needed was a gun. No chance of that here. There 
weren't any on board. No firearm of any type permitted. Forget that. 
Think again.

The lifeboat would have flare guns. One shot deals and not built for 
accuracy, but better than nothing. He would get one any way. 

He trotted across the deck, past the charred ruin of the welder's hut, 
heading for the external stairs which would lead to the lifeboat gantry, 
coming to a skidding halt when another thought occurred.

The hut was where he killed McAllister and took on his form, and he 
had done it with shots to the head and the heart with - the nail gun. 
He'd put it in the tool chest when he tidied up. It might still be in there, 
along with a goodly amount of ammunition. This time his need for 
tidiness might have worked in his favour.

The explosion had all but annihilated the hut, but what about the tool 
chest? Had it survived the conflagration? He picked his way carefully 
through the wreckage to where it ought to be. There it was, and apart 
from a severe scorching, it looked for the most part to be intact, having 
suffered no more than a deep dent in its lid. He undid the hasp holding 
the lid closed, and heaved. Warped by the dent and the heat, the lid 
stayed put. A strategically placed crow bar made short work of 
overcoming the resistance, and he soon had it propped open. A little 
digging inside, and he found what he wanted.

The nail gun was sooty, its plastic handle bent out of shape, but 
overall the tool looked to be undamaged. He checked the magazine. 
Half empty. A quick search of the chest and he located the spare gas 
cartridges, and a five strips of five inch nails. He refilled the magazine, 
and with a quick yank from a well placed screwdriver, disabled the 
safety catch. He fired off two shots. It worked perfectly, each little puff 
of gas ejecting its projectile with sufficient force to send it across the 
room to embed itself fully in the concrete lining of the remaining side 
wall.

'Just the ticket,' he said, and stuffed his pockets with extra 
ammunition and gas cartridges.

Now armed, he set off through the rain to begin his hunt.

He cracked open the main door sufficient to see inside. There it 
was, the active CCTV camera trained on the main door to monitor 
traffic, its little red light showing it was active. Not for long. 
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A puff of air and a well aimed metal spike embedded itself in the 
lens, shattering the glass, penetrating the electronics behind, shorting 
them out. The red light winked out.

'What they can't see...'
Ever vigilant for another glowing dot, he trod carefully along the 

corridor. There it was, at the junction. If he pressed himself close to the 
wall, he would be in its blind spot.

And so he progressed, camera by camera, until he reached the 
staircase to the control room, scooting up them two steps at a time. If 
there was anyone in there monitoring the cameras, by the time they 
saw him, it would be too late. He snuck up to the door, gun in hand, 
and bobbed his head to glance through the narrow glass strip in the 
door. The lights were on, but there was nobody home, no audience to 
watch the screens. Time to get busy.

Less than five minutes later he left, humming 'Three Blind Mice' 
quietly to himself. Round one to him.

All he had to do now was wait.

229



44

Shaw and Cameron's paths crossed in the corridor outside one of 
the many utility closets.

'Hey, Matt! Anything?'
Shaw shrugged. 'Nope, and I can't think of anywhere we haven't 

covered.'
'It's unnatural isn't it?' said Cameron. 'The way an old man like 

Brewer can creep around this place like some kind of ghost without us 
seeing or hearing him?'

'Don't joke about it, mate.' Shaw's eyes looked past Cameron's 
shoulder. 'It's doing my head in. I'm so terrified I've started seeing 
things that aren't even there. Every corner, every shadow, every...' He 
affected a shudder.

'I know what you mean. I looked out at the flare boom and thought I 
could see him perched out there on it, like some kind of vulture waiting 
to swoop down on us; ready to pick our bones.'

'But a vulture with baggage, though,' said Shaw. 'He's got Miss Ellis 
in tow, remember.'

'How can I forget? Poor Lydia. She must be out of her skin with 
fear.'

Shaw looked at him askance. 'Have you got a fancy for her?'
Cameron feigned innocence. 'Who me? Nah. Forbidden territory 

there. She's the boss's girl, or haven't you noticed?'
Shaw tried the door to the utility closet. Locked tight. 'Oh, I've 

noticed alright,' he said. 'I've noticed the way you've been looking at her 
while pretending not to. They way you've been holding her chair for her 
while she sits down, and opening doors for her. All the little things, ya 
know? So...was she worth the lay?'

Cameron seized him by the arm. 'Who told you?' 
Shaw grinned and winked. 'You just did.' He nudged Cameron. 'I 

won't tell anyone, don't worry. Your secret's safe with me.' He tapped 
the side of his nose with a slender finger. 'For a price.'

He commenced to walk. Cameron grabbed him again. 'What price?'
'I'll think of something, don't you worry, but it won't come cheap.'
They came to a crossroads of corridors.
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'This is like looking for a needle in the proverbial,' said Cameron. 
'We should split up again. We can cover more ground that way.'

'Okay. Which way you want to go?'
Shaw considered the options. 'Left.'
'Okay.'
Neither of them moved.
'On your way then,' said Shaw.
'No. You go first. Age before beauty.'
'Pearls before swine.'
Silence.
'We'll stick together then?'
'Yeah.'
A few paces down the left hand corridor, Shaw brought Cameron to 

a halt. 'Here's a thought,' he said. 'Do you think the boss radioed in? 
Called for help?'

'How? The satellite dishes were buggered in the storm. Remember 
the big bang and all that sparking and fizzing and hair standing on end. 
Since then I don't see when he's had the chance to. He was pretty 
badly beaten up.'

'Yeah,' Shaw agreed. 'Hey, there must be a short wave radio 
somewhere surely. For emergencies?'

'I bloody well hope so. If there isn't—'
'We're completely cut off from the outside world.'
'Lifeboat!' said Cameron. 'There's one in the lifeboat.'
'Unless they were stripped out too.'
'Nah. They wouldn't do that, although...if there's one in the control 

room, it would save us the trip.'
Shaw nodded. 'Worth a look. It's a fair slog to the lifeboat station for 

nothing. Next stop control room then. It's only a few minutes away and 
it's not like Brewer's going anywhere is it? He's trapped here just like 
us. And before you get all gooey eyed over Miss Ellis again, I get the 
feeling he won't harm her. She'll be alright...for now.'

Cameron nodded pensively. 'Okay. Let's find a radio and get 
somebody out here and get us off this sodding boat.'

They jogged their way along the corridor, up the stairs to the control 
room, pushed open the door - and stopped in their tracks.

The place looked like a whirlwind had been through it.
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Every monitor screen had been smashed, wires and cables yanked 
from their sockets, some sliced through, their ends sparking and 
fizzing. Keyboards and control panels lay in ruins, and the floor was 
strewn with paper. The air carried the acrid odour of electrical arcing 
and burning insulation. They edged their way into the room, keeping 
clear of the potentially deadly live cables, glass crunching under their 
boots. 

'What the fuck!' exclaimed Shaw, looking around the devastated 
room, taking it all in. 'You think Brewer did it?'

'Who else?'
The boss needs to know about this.' He reached for his radio and 

pressed the transmit button. 'Guv? You there? This is Shaw. Over.'
Nothing. Not even static.
'Guv?'
Cameron tapped him on the arm. 'Matt?'
'Guv? You there?'
'Matt!'
'What!'
Cameron pointed to a black box with its front staved in, its multi 

coloured wire innards visible. 'I don't think he can hear you. Isn't that 
the radio control?'

Shaw raked his hand through his hair making it stand on end. 'Argh! 
Shit! What purpose would it serve to smash up the place, smash up the 
radio?'

'Isn't it obvious? To cut us off from each other,' said Cameron. 'To 
keep us isolated. He's turned the tables on us now, Matt. He's got us 
right where he wants us. He's the hunter and we're the prey.'

They looked at each other in silence, contemplating the knowledge.
Shaw chewed on his lip as he took a closer look at the shattered 

radio equipment. 'Okay, tell you what we'll do,' he said. 'You go find the 
boss and tell him what's happened. I'll stay here and see what I can do 
about getting this fixed.' He ran a finger around the cracked casing. 'It's 
taken a whack, but it's a tough piece of kit. The internal damage might 
not be as bad as it first looks. I used to help a mate build radio 
controlled planes. I'll have a tinker.'

Cameron turned to leave. 'By the way, what happened to the fire 
axe?'

Shaw shrugged again. 'Dunno. Must have left it in the bog when I 
went for a slash. I'll go find it when I've done this. Off you go.'
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Cameron left Shaw alone with the black box. 'Right then, you 
bugger,' he said. 'Let's have a proper look at you.'

After a quick assessment of the damage, he started a hunt of his 
own, drawer by drawer, cupboard by cupboard, looking for something 
which might be useful – a penknife, a pair of pliers, a paperclip – 
anything he could use. The last drawer brought him the rewards he 
sought - a roll of black insulation tape and a set of miniature 
screwdrivers in a clear plastic case; a spectacle repair kit someone had 
left behind. He kissed the case and praised the heavens. 'Thank you, 
thank you, thank you.'

Off came the front of the black box, and in went Shaw's nimble 
fingers; a tap here, a screw there, a loose connection reconnected. The 
power light flickered green, went out, received a severe cursing, 
flickered again, and stayed on. 

Shaw depressed the transmit button on the attached microphone. 
'Testing one, two, three. Eeny, meeny, miney mo.'

His voice echoed back at him through his own handset. Success. 
Time to let the others know they were back in contact.

'Boss, can you hear me?' 
Static. He gave the box a swift slam with the flat of his hand and 

tried again.
'Boss, you there?'
Eddie's voice came back to him. 'That you Matt?'
'Yeah. Seems to be working okay now, but I don't know how long 

for. Cam with you?'
Cameron broke through. 'Here, Matt.'
'Great. He tell you what's gone on up here? You gotta see it. It's a 

fucking mess. It looks like—'
Euterich had seen them arrive from his hiding place on the landing 

above, sneaked down the stairs, and watched them through the glass 
panel in the doorway as they picked their way gingerly over the 
wreckage. He heard their conversation, their radio chatter and a felt a 
cold hand wring at his innards. Guv? Boss? Could Capstan have 
survived his beating, be still alive? 

He ducked back into the shadow as Cameron left the room to relay 
his message to his chief, who Euterich hoped was lying helplessly 
crippled somewhere, leaving Shaw alone to try and fix the radio. Time 
for a little fun and games.

He could almost see Shaw's guard go down as he searched through 
the cupboards and drawers and gather his bits and pieces with which to 
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tinker with the radio box. A few minutes later he had the radio in his 
hand and was calling for his chief.

Euterich gripped the handle of the fire axe, sneaked away from 
Shaw when he visited the head.

There could be no more perfect moment.
With no more than a soft swish, Euterich swung the axe in a wide 

arc, the blade catching Shaw in just the right place, halfway between 
the base of his skull and the nape of his skinny neck. His head parted 
company with his body right along the broken tattooed line and its 
instruction – CUT HERE, and sailed through the air like a penalty kicked 
football, striking the wall, rebounding onto the desk, rolling off and 
coming to rest in time for his sightless eyes to appear to watch his body 
fold in half at the knees and pitch forward, severed arteries spraying an 
arc of scarlet, splattering everything within reach. Purple red fluid 
leaked quietly from his veins to form a dark puddle.

Brewer waited for the pulsating spray to stop before he approached 
the body. 

'Let's have a little joke on your pal, Cameron, shall we?'
He stood the high backed operator's chair on its feet and positioned 

it in front of where the CCTV monitors used to be. Tucking his arms 
under Shaw's armpits, he hauled the headless body into the chair, 
seating it upright, rearranging it and balancing it so that it would not 
slide out again. He laid the arms along the rests, hands loose.

He then took Shaw's head and placed it on the corpse's lap, eyes 
facing forward. He patted its spiky hair. 'You sit there and give your 
mate a surprise when he gets back,' he said, and turned the chair to 
face the desk.

'Boo!' 
He chuckled to himself, leaned the fire axe against the table leg, put 

off the lights and ambled from the room.
One down.
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'Hey, boss! Wait up!' Cameron trotted to catch up with Eddie. 'Been 
looking high and low for you.'

'What are you doing here? Why aren't you searching for Brewer and 
Lydia?'

'I am...we are, but something else...came up.'
'Something more important than finding our medic? And what's so 

important you couldn't use the radio?'
'They're not...working,' he panted.
'What?'
'That's what I was...trying to tell you.'
'Take your time. Catch your breath.'
Cameron took a few deep breaths, steadying himself. 'Okay. 

We...Matt and I...assumed you...because you'd had a bit of 
a...pasting...' He took in another breath. 'We assumed you 
hadn't...managed to call for help and so...so we went to the control 
room to...to find a short wave and do it ourselves.'

'Good thinking. Did you find it?'
'No. Didn't get the chance. You should see the place, Guv; it's a 

helluva mess. Brewer trashed it. There's stuff smashed up, portable 
radio control's busted. Matt's working on fixing it now. I think Brewer—'

At that moment, Eddie's handset crackled into life.
'Boss you there? Can you hear me? Over.'
Eddie snatched at the radio. 'Yeah! Go ahead Matt. Over.'
Shaw confirmed Cameron's story, the control room was a mess and 

he should come and see it. The call then cut off without warning.
'Gone off again,' said Eddie, giving the handset a little shake. 'Let's 

go and see what's what.'

They approached the darkened room with caution.
'Why'd he put the lights off?' said Cameron, and pushed open the 

door. 'Matt,' he hissed. No answer. 'Matt!' He spotted the bloodied axe 
leaning against the table. 'That wasn't here when I left,' he said. 'He 
said he'd lost it.'
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Eddie eased his hand through the door, felt for and flicked the light 
switch. Banks of fluorescent lights flared into life. He stepped into the 
room, Cameron following close behind. Too close.

'Back up a bit, mate,' he said, elbowing him away.
'Sorry.'
The room appeared to be empty. 'He's not here,' said Eddie. 'What 

the fuck is he playing at?' 
He shouted into the room. 'Matt Shaw! Stop fucking about and show 

yourself. This is no time for playing bloody hide and seek.'
Silence.
'Boss? Is that...?'
Cameron's hushed, urgent tone made Eddie turn to see a pale, 

scared face, wide eyes staring at the ceiling and its dull red spatter 
pattern. His gaze followed Cameron's. 

A large ruby droplet detached itself from the grotesque graffiti and 
fell onto the desk with a wet put.

Eddie stepped back, knocking his hip against the operator's chair 
and setting it into an idle spin. A half revolution, and it revealed to him 
its awful passenger, a human shape in navy coveralls with a maroon 
cape of blood, a ragged mass where its head should be, and in its lap, 
the slack mouthed, spiky haired turnip lantern that was Matt Shaw's 
brain pan.

Cameron staggered, veins shot through with ice. His throat 
spasmed, compressing his flow of air into a small tight squeak of pure 
terror. The last of the colour washed from his face, and he turned on his 
heels and bolted from the room with the pace of an Olympic sprinter. 

Eddie, rooted to the spot, could only swear. Oh, how he swore.
Finally able to tear his eyes from the repulsion in the chair, he 

realised he was alone. Cameron was long gone.
'Cam?' He ran to the door and bellowed down the stairwell. 'CAM!'
He returned to the control room and dashed to the window in time to 

see a figure sprinting over the deck below. How had he managed to get 
down there so quickly? He hammered on the toughened glass pane. 

'CAM! Get back here!'
A waste of effort. The double glazed windows were all but 

soundproof. 
The figure vanished from view, consumed by shadows and he 

depressed the transmit button on his radio. 
'Get back here, Cam. I can't do this on my own. CAM!'
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Only static replied.
'Cameron, I'm ordering you—'
'To do what? You have no authority here any more.'
Shaw's voice rang as clear as a bell inside his head. He risked the 

briefest glance towards the operator's chair. Its grisly passenger stared 
back at him, a half smile on its blue lips.

'You're done here, Capstan.'
Eddie, too, fled.
Half a dozen strides out into the corridor and his feet turned to lead. 

He stumbled, fell against the wall and slid down onto his haunches; 
frightened, alone, weighed down by an almost unbearable 
despondency. 

After a full five minutes sobbing out hot bitter tears of self reproach, 
of fear, and of pure and utter uselessness, he wiped his face on his 
sleeve, sniffed wetly and hauled himself to his feet.

'Pull yourself together you fucking coward,' he chided himself as he 
smoothed the creases out of the front of his overalls with slow 
deliberate strokes. 'Cameron might have scuttled off to hide his useless 
carcass, but Lydia is still out there somewhere, defenceless and 
scared. She needs you. She's depending on you. So shift yer stumps 
and go find her.'
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'He cut his head off! He cut Matt's head off. Jesus Christ All-fucking-
mighty! And now he's going to get me.'

Cameron burst through the bulkhead door and out onto the deck, 
the wind filled with shards of half frozen rain lashing at his exposed 
skin, stinging like a million wasps. He looked around, eyes like dinner 
plates, swimming with tears of fear, gasping breaths burning his lungs 
and throat, not knowing which way to go.

He felt a sick, detached dizziness as his mind raced.
'He's going to kill me! He's going to cut my head off. Oh Jesus and 

Mary help me...got to get away...got to. I don't want to die—'
He stumbled blindly about, seeking some form of escape, 

somewhere to hide, until he found himself in the middle of the deck, 
eyes filling with ice water as he looked up the empty skeleton of the 
moveable derrick, chocked in place over the blocked off mouse hole, 
disappearing into the night like an arrow. With its top drive and 30 foot 
pipe stacks removed, he could clearly make out the wooden box of the 
crow's nest 140 feet above him. It was as high as he could go. Beyond 
that, clouds the colour of doom raced by at a dizzying rate.

'Up! I'll go up! Get to the crow's nest and hide. He won't find me up 
there.'

He grabbed hold of the icy rungs of the derrick ladder and began to 
climb. It was hard work. He couldn't get the rhythm. The rails were wet 
and slippery and he kept losing his grip.

Pffft!
A small explosion sounded below him and something metallic 

pinged by his right hip, a bright spark flaring on the upright of the 
ladder.

Cameron halted and looked down to see Brewer on the deck below 
him, grinning back at him like a lunatic, the pneumatic nail gun in his 
hand, fully loaded, and pointed directly at him.

He snatched at the next rung up with frigid fingers and started to 
climb for his life. Not fast enough.

Another explosion and an inferno erupted in his right thigh. A hit 
gone deep; down to the bone, touching a nerve. He yelled out as pain 
shot through his leg and buttock, immobilising him, leaving him a 
stationary target.
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Another discharge, another hit; this time across the back of his right 
hand, gouging a furrow in his skin; hot, wet, stinging. 

Blood oozed between his fingers, mixing with the half frozen rain, 
making the already slippery metal rung too slick to grip. He snatched at 
the upright instead, hooking his elbow around it to haul himself up one 
more step, and forced his wronged leg into action, raising his boot and 
placing it on the rung. He offered it his body weight.

Without warning, his foot shot out from under him, leaving him 
dangling precariously by his crooked arm.

Seeing his helpless target scrambling desperately for another foot 
and hand hold, Euterich took careful aim...and fired.

The nail entered Cameron's left bicep, numbing his arm to his wrist. 
All strength, all grip, left it.

With nothing to hold on to, or to hold on with, and with no safety 
harness to stop him, Duncan Cameron screamed into the dark as he 
plunged through 50 feet of fresh air into the outstretched arms of the 
Grim Reaper.

On the drill deck below, nail gun in hand, Euterich watched the 
screaming figure plummet toward the dark cube of the doghouse. A 
sickening crash as it hit the structure's roof, punching its way straight 
through it, followed by a deep and penetrating silence.

Euterich grinned and nodded his satisfaction. 'Full house,' he said, 
and made his way back inside. 

He had a love nest to prepare.
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Lydia heard the scream, faint above the wind; a terrified piercing 
screech followed by a harsh crash. Who had it been? Shaw? Duncan? 
Brewer, please God?

She listened for more. Only the howl of the wind and the distant 
rumble of thunder answered. The loneliest sounds she'd ever heard.

What were her choices now? Sit here meekly in the dark and wait 
for someone to rescue her? But suppose there was no one left. 
Suppose that scream had been the last of them dying. What then? 
What if it hadn't been Brewer, but one of the others? What if now it was 
just her and her insane rapist and he was on his way back, possibly to 
violate her again? Or kill her? Perhaps she should do it herself and 
save him the trouble. It wouldn't be hard to finish what she started five 
years ago, opening up the scars again, and it would certainly take the 
shine off his day to get back from his mysterious mission to find her 
lifeless body bleeding out onto the filthy sacks.

'No! You're not getting away with it that easy!' She scrabbled around 
seeking her panties. 'Eddie might be dead...' She swallowed down the 
words, drew a breath and continued. 'But there's always the chance, no 
matter how slight, that Cameron, or Shaw, might still be alive. Even if 
they're not, that demon is not going to touch me again.' She raised her 
voice to the ceiling. 'I will fight you with the last drop of my blood and 
the last breath in my body, Brewer, so help me God. Only one of us is 
leaving this place alive, and it's not going to be you.'

She found the underwear and wriggled into them, flinching as she 
pulled them up. The rape had bruised her, possibly torn her, but she 
couldn't worry about that now.

The door handle did not yield under her grappling with it and she'd 
heard the metallic clatter as he fitted the padlock. The fox wasn't taking 
any chances of his hen fleeing the coop while he went a 'huntin'. Time 
for some logical thinking.

Where was she? An equipment store? And what did an equipment 
store have plenty of? Tools. Big, heavy, metal tools. Big, heavy tools – 
small, slight woman. Not a good combination, but throw in a rush of 
adrenaline and a whole shit load of anger and her strength doubled.

Feeling her way around the store her hands came upon all manner 
of cold metallic object, in all shapes and sizes - spanners, wrenches, 
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hammers, chisels, then - a long wooden shaft. A broom. She let her 
hands drift down to its base, a solid metal rectangle. A sledge hammer.

Using every ounce of strength she could muster she dragged the 
tool across the floor to the window, more than halfway up the wall. She 
wasn't tall enough to reach it.

She leaned the hammer against the wall and fumbled about the 
room again, praying she might come across a stepladder. Not a 
chance. A galvanised bucket was the best she could find. It would have 
to do. She upended it, climbed on it and took hold of the hammer's 
wooden handle. Christ it was heavy.

Sucking in deep breaths and summoning a strength she never knew 
she had, she swung the hammer at the toughened glass pane. 

It bounced harmlessly off, rebounding back at her and pulling her off 
her perch with its inertia.

'Fuck it!' she yelled, and climbed up again. This time she swung the 
hammer like she meant it, for Eddie.

The window cracked under the blow. Yes!
Again. And again. And again, until the glass was no more than a 

crazy pattern of thousands of interconnecting cracks. Yet still it did not 
yield.

She was tiring. Sweat poured from her as her corded arms strained, 
her shoulders burned and her back felt as if every muscle had torn itself 
into ragged strips. 

This glazing might be able to withstand more than she could throw 
at it, but the outer frame's rivets were no match for her pounding. 
Weakened and rusted by salt water erosion, the next blow broke them 
loose from their fixings and the whole of the metal rectangle popped 
free of the wall, held in place only by the wire grille outside. One more. 
She had just enough left for one more swing.

She wrapped both hands around the swollen end of the handle as 
far from the head as she could for maximum swing, and with a full 
throated roar, drove the hammer for all she was worth.

'Aaaarrrrrggghhhhhh!' 
Physics triumphed. The mass of the head multiplied by the square 

of the speed of swing at point of impact equalled the window shattering 
into a thousand cubes of glass and the metal grill and all its fastenings 
parting company with the wall, taking flight for a good five feet, before 
clattering to the deck below. 

Panting out thanks to the hammer for all its hard work, she kissed its 
wooden stave and leaned it respectfully against the wall, before using 
the bucket as a booster to scramble up and through the window, 
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dropping down onto the freezing wet deck and, fighting the gale 
threatening to pick her up and toss her overboard, slapped across it in 
her bare feet to the nearest bulkhead door.

Like the figures on a traditional weather house, as she went in one 
door, Eddie exited by another.
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A blast of wind hit him in the face like the back end of a shovel. 
Clouds, back lit with flashes of lightning, loomed menacingly in air 
turned electric, the negatively charged ions prickling the small hairs at 
the back of Eddie's neck. A monstrous blue white God light arched 
across the sky, ripping it open from horizon to the edge of space, 
turning night into day for a fraction of a second, giving birth to other 
smaller weaker flashes. 

In the windswept silence he counted. One Mississippi, two 
Mississippi, three Mississippi.

The first rumble reached him, faint but growing more intense as the 
wave of sound hit. Stronger, louder, until its roar claimed dominion, 
vibrating the very atoms of creation. Only seconds at its peak, but 
enough to stop a heart in its beat.

The wave rolled on, fading away to a low grumble like a hungry 
stomach, and was gone.

Then began the sporadic pit, pat, pot of fat wet raindrops hitting the 
deck plating. 

The pittering and pattering grew more frequent, taking on a more 
metallic tone as the drops of clear rain water gave way to sharp white 
pellets, striking the deck, rebounding, before giving it a second strike. 

In the time it took Eddie to cross the drill deck to the shelter of the 
tool store, a moderate shower of rain had turned into a full blown storm 
of hail, marble sized white bullets pinging off every surface, the 
sensation on his exposed skin one of being struck by icy blades. His 
bright yellow hi-vis jacket provided little protection against the 
onslaught. 

A particularly large piece struck him on the back of his exposed 
head. His fingers came away from the source of the stinging clarted in 
a thin liquid. Blood diluted by melting hail. 

He gave it no more than a cursory thought. One more cut to his 
already ravaged body wouldn't make any difference.

He struggled with the slippery padlock, left on the hasp but not 
locked, finally able to wrench the door open.

Out of the orange deck lights and into almost pitch darkness, the 
open doorway admitting barely enough light for him to pick out the coils 
of rope hanging on the wall, chains, canvas tool bags dangling from 
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hooks, shelves with cans of...something, but no living presence unless 
he counted the spiders. 

Fingers fumbled along the wall beside the doorway until they 
touched against a rocker switch. He pressed it, and a single naked bulb 
glowed into life, its light weak but sufficient.

He let his vision wipe the floor and walls, looking for any clue Lydia 
might have been there. Nothing. A final sweep before turning to leave, 
and out of the corner of his eye, he picked up an out of place gentle 
metallic glint on the floor, half hidden by a pile of greasy sacking. He 
got down for a closer look.

Lydia's Saint Christopher, its fine gold chain snapped an inch from 
the clasp. He picked it up and let it lay in the palm of his hand, slowly 
curling his fingers protectively over it. 

A sudden blast of frigid air made him look up. In the wall of the hut, 
instead of light from the bulb reflecting back at him from the glass of the 
window pane, there stood an empty space letting in the wind and the 
rain. He stood on tip toes to peer through the void. The window frame 
and grille lay some distance away on the deck surrounded by glittering 
cubes of broken safety glass – and it didn't get there by itself.

Lydia had been here and escaped. She was alive, but where was 
she now?

He pushed open the door, staggered out onto the slippery wet deck 
and yelled into the sky. 

'LY-DI-YA!!' 
The cry got no further than his lips, immediately snatched up and 

lost in the howl of the wind.
Head down, hunched against the gale, he made his way back to the 

silent habitat. The lights might be on, but it was far from welcoming. 
Avoiding the locker room and its gruesome inhabitant, chilled to the 
bone, dripping rainwater in his wake, hair plastered to his head, he 
started towards the stairs. 

At the first half turn landing, he paused, a twinge in his side doubling 
him over. The analgesia was wearing off, allowing the discomfort of his 
battering to get the upper hand again, slowing him down. He took a 
moment to get his breath. Should he risk taking the time detouring to 
sickbay to find more painkillers?

Somewhere in the silent distance, a faint metallic clatter rang out. 
Someone was in the galley! Lydia?
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Up in the kitchen, Euterich explored the cupboards and fridges, 
gathering supplies with which to wine and dine his beloved before their 
night of passion. 

Except there was no wine to be had, only bottles of non alcoholic 
beer, and no food fancy enough to grace a table fit for a queen; no 
lobster, or oysters, no strawberries, just some vacuum packed deli 
meats, a dish of leftover macaroni cheese sporting a skin, and some 
plastic wrapped low grade cheese, already going mouldy. The pantry 
yielded only cans and packets of tasteless muck. She was worth more 
than that. There weren't even any candles for atmosphere.

Rummaging on a high shelf, he knocked against a half empty tin of 
crackers. It fell to the hard floor, losing its lid and spilling its contents, its 
hollow metallic clang reverberating around the empty room. 

It wasn't until the echo, and his cursing, subsided that he heard 
footsteps on the stairs. Somebody was coming up. But who? Not Lydia, 
she was safe and sound locked in the tool shed. Not Shaw, he wasn't 
going anywhere without his head. Cameron? If he survived his high 
dive at all it would be a miracle worthy of Jesus himself. There was only 
one person it could be.

Sodding Capstan! He was still alive after all.
He checked the nail gun for readiness.
'I'm going to finish you off once and for all you persistent— Wait a 

minute...whoa, whoa whoa! This might not so bad after all.' 
This could be a chance to salvage his battered relationship with 

Lydia. The final act before the curtain came down, and all thanks to 
Eddie Capstan, not that he would have any say in the matter.

Once more, Euterich's scheme changed.
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At the sound from up the stairwell, a fresh surge of adrenaline 
coursed through Eddie, banishing the pain. He took the stairs two at a 
time, burst through the doors to the hub, and stopped.

'Think man. It might not be Lydia in there. It might be him. Brewer. 
Be on your guard, or he'll have your head too.'

He crept through the lounge to the double doors to the mess, 
crouching below the level of the glass panels. He pushed one of the 
doors until he had a gap of an inch or so, until he could see through it. 

No lights on in the mess room, but a faint blue glow spilled from the 
kitchen area - the ultra violet antibacterial lamp. Keeping to the 
shadows he eased his way towards the open hatchway in the servery 
which led to the kitchen.

The freezer locker door stood ajar, a fine mist drifting from it as the 
frigid air within met the relatively warm air in the kitchen, beckoning him 
to investigate. Should he risk it? It might be a trap? He'd seen these 
sort of things on TV – hapless have-a-go-hero creeps forward, opens 
the door, gets pushed in, door slams closed behind him, locking him in 
and it's goodnight Vienna. He wasn't that stupid.

But what if Lydia was in there? He had to risk at least a glance.
He took hold of the nearest solid object, a heavy steel spoon. Not 

exactly a Samurai sword, but it was better than nothing. Holding his 
weapon in his outstretched hand, he inched forward, eyes peeled for 
the slightest movement, ears keen for the smallest sound.

He teased the door further open with his foot until it tripped an 
automatic switch and the overhead light came on, flooding the icy store 
room with cold white light. An insulated crate used for storing meat had 
been dragged into the centre of the small room, its lid left tantalisingly 
open, daring him to look inside. He pondered the threat, until common 
sense triumphed over curiosity.

'No way,' he said, and pushed the freezer door closed with a solid 
thunk, engaging the locking pin in the handle.

'No fooling you is there?' 
He spun round, spoon raised above his head.
A dark shape detached itself from the darkened hole of the pantry 

and slid into the cold blue light. Lawrence Brewer, nail gun in hand, his 
skin bathed in an almost ethereal glow, like a walking ghost.

246



   

'You are a hard man to kill, Mr Capstan,' he said, and raised the gun 
and pointed it directly at Eddie's head. 'You must have a guardian 
angel. If you want to have another go, I'm happy to oblige. I'm getting to 
be a pretty good shot with this. It's a remarkably effective weapon in the 
right place.'

At once Eddie knew what had been wrong with the skull of the body 
in the welding hut – the small round hole piercing the temple, about the 
diameter of the weapon being pointed at him right now.

'Reynolds,' he said. 'The hole in his head. You did it? With that?'
'Yes...and no. Yes, in that Reynolds is dead, but not by this.' 

Euterich wafted the nail gun. 'And despite all the evidence, it wasn't his 
body you found after the fire.'

'So whose was it?'
'Jock McAllister.' 
'And Reynolds?'
'Fish food I'm afraid. Long since. You were right to suspect the body 

in the fire was not a suicide by the way. The slashed wrists and the fire, 
they were all for show, a couple of red herrings to throw you off the 
scent and give you something to think about. Worked too, didn't it? I 
heard you and Miss Ellis talking about it during your cosy little night-
time get-together. I have exceptionally good hearing, although I didn't 
quite catch the next part. Care to share?'

'No,' said Eddie, firmly. 'What about the others? Did you kill them 
too?'

'Yes.'
'Why? What did they ever do to you?'
'I had no option. I needed them. Lonny Dick wouldn't have been my 

first choice, but when it came down to it, I was desperate and didn't 
really care who I took. It was him or me, and I chose me. He didn't 
know it at the time, but his sacrifice saved me.'

'And why Matt? Why did you have to...mutilate him like that?'
'Just having a little fun. Surprised you didn't it? I know it did 

Cameron. He nearly pissed himself before he ran away like a scared 
rabbit.'

'Did you kill him too?'
'Didn't have to. He managed it all by himself.' 
He made a swan dive action with his free hand and whistled.
'Craig McDougal,' said Eddie.
'What about him?'
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'I saw what you did to him. You were eating him!'
Euterich puckered his mouth, looking thoughtful. 'I wouldn't call it 

eating,' he said. 'I only managed a little bite of his liver. Not enough to 
do me any good.'

'He was still alive.'
Euterich's eyebrows registered genuine surprise. 
'Was he? Oh dear. A terrible oversight on my part. I'm usually very 

careful to ensure complete dispatch. I do apologise for any upset that 
might have caused you. I shall have to be more careful next time. I do 
hope he wasn't in much pain.'

He cocked his head. 'Aren't you going to ask about Doctor Brewer? 
Don't you want to know where he is?'

'Why would I? He's standing right in front of me.'
'Is he?'
In Euterich's blue tinted face, with its purple lipped mouth twisted in 

a demented sneer, and a maniacal glint in the black as coal eyes, 
Eddie thought he saw a momentary change. No more than a wave, a 
ripple, and it was gone, leaving behind the impression of a man 
wearing a translucent mask with the shadow of something older, 
darker, wholly malevolent lurking behind and peering out through it.

Eddie's eyes widened and he took a step back.
Euterich's grin broadened. 'Aaahh, you see, don't you, Mr Capstan? 

The scales have fallen from your eyes?'
Eddie swallowed, his mouth suddenly very dry. 'I saw...just then, I 

thought I saw...behind your face...something else. Something...not...'
'Human?'
Eddie nodded.
'And you would be absolutely right.'
'Not...Brewer.'
'No.'
'Who then?'
Euterich wrinkled his nose. 'Not so much a who as a what, and yet 

still beyond your understanding, Mr Capstan.'
'Try me. Are you some kind of...vampire?'
Euterich threw back his head and laughed. 'Good God no! What an 

imagination you do have. Vampires and suchlike are just characters in 
books. They don't actually exist. Come to think of it, I don't think there is 
a name for somebody like me. I am what I am and always have been, 
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like my father before me. As Shakespeare once said, "There are more 
things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your 
philosophy", so let's leave it at that shall we.'

'Not on your life! If I'm going to die, I deserve the right to know who 
or what my murderer is and why I'm being killed. The least you can do 
is pay me the courtesy of telling me your fucking name.'

'Now, now, Mr Capstan, there's no need to swear.'
As if settling down for a cosy fireside chat, Euterich parked his 

backside on the corner of the worktop, nail gun laid against his thigh, 
still pointing in Eddie's direction.

'Euterich,' he said. 
'What?'
'My name. Euterich.'
'Sounds foreign. Where are you from?'
'Originally? I was born 458 years ago to a human mother and a 

father like me in a country in Europe once known as Prussia—' 
'Four hundred and—?'
The nail gun twitched. 'Don't interrupt me, Mr Capstan!'
'I'm....I'm sorry. Please...go on.'
'Thank you. As I was saying, in my long life I've travelled 

extensively, in many guises, so I've come to consider myself to be of no 
particular fixed abode. Truly international.'

Eddie, stayed silent until he received the prompt. 'Next question.'
'Are there others like you?'
'Oh yes. Lots. Everywhere. Most are unsophisticated pathetic 

beings, not much more than beasts. The rest of us...well let's just say...' 
He winked. 'How well do you know anyone, eh?'

'So how...how did you get here? On Bravo?'
Euterich laughed. 'Would you believe purely by accident? I was on a 

sailing trip, on my way to pastures new, when a freak wave swamped 
my boat. Washed me overboard, drowned my friends, and after half 
drowning me too, delivered me here. I very nearly didn't make it up the 
ladder. Once I got in, I found I couldn't get out and I spent six weeks 
imprisoned in a disgusting workshop, existing on rats and toilet water, 
until you nice people came to visit and Lonny Dick let me out.'

'By feeding you?' said Eddie slowly as if working out a maths 
problem. 'That's what you did to him? It's you've been doing all along, 
moving from person to person, inhabiting their bodies. You feed on 
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people, somehow absorbing them, becoming them. That's how you can 
change your appearance to fit right in, staying hidden in plain sight.'

Euterich, not slackening his grip on the nail gun for a second, 
slapped his thigh with his free hand in the parody of applause. 'Bravo, 
Mr Capstan. Go to the head of the class.' His expression then changed 
to one of concern. 'I do hope you're feeling alright, Mr Capstan. You 
look a little peaky.'

As the last words of the most implausible, far fetched, mind bending 
imaginings outside any science fiction, horror or fantasy novel left 
Eddie's lips, he knew them to be the truth. At the dawning of an 
impossible reality, the colour washed from his face and he felt the first 
tell tale tightening of his chest. 

'I'm fine,' he said. 
'You don't look fine. In fact I'd say you look ghastly. Another panic 

attack in the offing?'
'I said I'm fine!' 
Teeth clenched, fighting the quiver in his voice, he concentrated on 

his breathing, and this time, it worked and his next question came out 
steady and controlled.

'So now I know you're not him, where is the real Doctor Brewer?' 
Euterich slid his buttock off the worktop and walked toward Eddie.
'You'll be pleased to know he's a part of all of us now.' He licked his 

smirking lips with deliberate slowness as he poked Eddie in the gut with 
the business end of the nail gun.

Eddie's scarred stomach clenched. 'What do you mean?' 
Euterich's voice fell low and conspiratorial. 'Don't tell anyone, but I 

wasn't the only one who got a taster of the dear old prof. Remember 
that particularly fine steak and kidney pie we had for dinner the other 
day and how very fresh and tasty everyone thought it was? How it had 
that certain je ne sais quois?'

Bile rose in Eddie's throat and his scalp tightened and prickled. He 
gulped audibly. 'Oh Jesus.'

'Of course the meat would have tasted better if it had been allowed 
to hang and mature for a couple of days. Fresh off the bone was the 
best I could do. I took the best bits for myself of course, the liver, the 
heart, some bone marrow, a little bit of leg meat; the rest went into the 
pot for you guys. I'm rather proud of how it turned out. I could give you 
the recipe if you like. Take one over-educated, frustrated desk jockey...' 

A wide grin split Euterich's face, and he began to laugh, the harsh 
and brittle cackle of a complete lunatic.
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His insane chuckling faded, to be replaced with a genteel 
expression so often seen on a benevolent village priest; head cocked to 
one side, the corners of his mouth turned up in a condescending 
simper. 'And now, I think we've done talking. It's been very pleasant, 
but time is getting on. So...' He raised the gun. 'Let's get this over with. 
Lydia is waiting.' 

Eddie put up his hands. 'Wait! Before you kill me, tell me, where is 
Lydia? Is she safe?'

'Ha!' Euterich's eyes flashed anger. 'At long last you think of Lydia! 
What kept you? Slipped from your mind did she?'

'No!'
'And I thought you cared about her.'
'I do. Believe me, I do! Of course I do.'
Euterich's voice rose to a shout. 'So why did it take you this long to 

ask about her, eh? She should have been the first thing on your mind. 
The only thing!' The nail gun rose to heart height again. 'Hypocrite! You 
don't deserve her!'

'It was...she was...is...I'm not. Please, is she alright?' 
Euterich continued to glower at Eddie, then his face softened and he 

smiled, the ultra violet light enhancing the whiteness of his teeth and 
making them shimmer. 

'Yes. She's quite safe,' he said.
'What are you going to do with her?'
'Oh, I have a plan in place. A good one. Want to hear it?'
'Not really—'
'—not my original idea, that was a lot more complicated and not very 

workable, but this one really is very clever.' He leaned forward. 'Can I 
tell you something, hush-hush between us?'

Play nice with the madman Eddie.
'Sure. Go ahead.'
Euterich shook his head with a smile and looked almost 

embarrassed to divulge his secret. 'You'll probably not believe this 
but...I've always had an overwhelming obsession, for as long as I can 
remember...to be female. You know why? For no other reason than I've 
never been one before and I wanted to see what it was like. I managed 
to bury the desire for a long time, but when I saw Lydia, it all came 
flooding back. I fully intended to leave this place as a woman; as Lydia. 
The first time I saw her I worked out this incredible plan of how I was 
going to work my way through the whole crew, take your place and 
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inveigle my way into her affections. Then I would have her, be her, and 
leave here as the sole survivor of a tragedy beyond description.'

'But to do that, you would have had to—'
'Indeed,' said Euterich. 'But since then, my plans have changed. 

Now I have a whole new one and in it, Lydia lives! She's come to mean 
more to me than you could ever appreciate and now I know my entire 
future now lies in her, I could never hurt her.'

'You fell in love with her?' 
'And now I can't bear to be without her and if I became her I wouldn't 

be able to be with her, wouldn't even be able to see her unless I looked 
in a mirror, wouldn't be able to touch her, to smell her, to talk with her. 
Do you understand?'

Eddie nodded.
'So you can die in peace, my friend, because I fully intend to look 

after her. I shall treat her like a princess. She'll want for nothing.'
'Apart from her freedom.'
'She won't need it. She'll have me. Therein, of course, lies the one 

teensy weensy problem with the scheme.'
'And that is?'
'Me. She hates me, or more specifically, she hates Dr Brewer, 

particularly now, after he—'
'He what?'
'He may have acted somewhat...inappropriately toward her.' 

Euterich wafted his hand dismissively. 'It's nothing. Never mind. You 
see the problem is, while I'm still in this body, Brewer's body, I'm not 
going to get within 10 feet of the luscious Lydia. That's where you—' He 
waved the nail gun under Eddie's nose. '—and this come in. You do 
know she's in love with you don't you? And that one simple fact is what 
is going to make things so much easier for me.' 

Eddie snorted. 'Don't talk twaddle. Lydia doesn't love me.'
'Au contraire Mr Capstan. It's so obvious a blind man could see it, 

and once Dr Brewer is found dead and is no longer a threat, you will 
also be her hero. She will fall at your feet pledging her adoration and 
everlasting devotion. Except they won't be your feet, will they, they will 
be mine; me in your skin, although she'll never know the difference. 
We'll leave here together, her and me, to live happily ever after, making 
lots of little Eddies and Lydias. Doesn't it sound wonderful? Can't you 
just see it all..?' 

A dreamy expression swept over Brewer/Euterich's face and Eddie 
nodded slowly, humouring the lunatic. 'Yes. I see.'
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I see you're a fucking nutcase.
To his amazement he realised he still had hold of the oversized 

spoon. With it he could strike down this deranged monster, smash in its 
skull and make a run for it. 

No chance. In the half second it would take to think about it, 
Euterich could fire a five inch bolt of steel into his heart and end his life. 
He would then squeeze into his skin and be on his way back to Lydia, 
leaving behind the shell of a dead man with a ladle. 

'Okay. Just give me a sec.' 
Eddie squared his shoulders as if to brace himself for his impending 

death and paused, mid breath.
In the shadow behind Euterich, something moved. Something slight 

and white, smeared with grease, wet hair draped over its face like a 
beaded curtain; a wild, untamed creature creeping up on him, a solid 
red object swinging from its hands. 

Keep Brewer talking; hold his attention, just for a few seconds more. 
Say anything!

'Wait! One more thing!' Eddie cried.
Euterich shook his head, frustrated. 'No! No more delays.'
'Please, you're going to kill me anyway. What difference will it 

make?'
Euterich rolled Brewer's eyes skyward. 'What now?'
Eddie never got to ask his question.
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Lips drawn back in a snarl and emitting a howl like a demented 
banshee, the creature behind Euterich swung the red object with all the 
force its slight frame could marshal, striking him square on the temple, 
knocking him sideways. His face contorted in slow motion, appearing to 
bend out of shape, his mouth forming a slack O of total surprise. He 
dropped to his knees, the nail gun falling from his hand to skitter away 
harmlessly under the humming refrigeration unit.

The red thing struck him between his shoulder blades with a dull 
thumph, and he tippled forward onto his face, smashing his nose on the 
tiles. Another strike to his upper back flattened him against the floor; a 
third fractured his spine with a dull crack.

The ragged, wet thing stood rigid over the broken shape, eyes 
glittering beneath her curtain of hair, shivering, panting, arms corded 
with tension as they held the fire extinguisher at shoulder height, ready 
to strike again if it should so much as twitch.

Keeping his eyes on her in case she should decide to attack him 
too, Eddie edged his way towards the body, crouched, and poked it 
with the spoon. No reaction. He touched his fingers to its throat, into 
flesh soft and malleable, like PlayDoh. He could detect no discernible 
pulse.

'He's dead,' he said, and stood. He put out a steadying hand. 'You 
can put the extinguisher down, Lydia. You don't need it now.' 

Her arms strained under the weight of the cylinder as she lowered it, 
her bone white fingers spasmed around the handle. 

'It's not Brewer,' she said, words shaking in time to her shivering. 
'He looks like him...he sounds like him...but he's not him...'

'I know,' said Eddie.
Her head swung rapidly from side to side, her large terrified eyes 

fixed solidly on him. 'But what about you, eh, spoon man? Who are 
YOU? Are you one of them? Like him?'

He tossed aside the ladle and reached for her. 'No! It's me, Lydia, I 
promise. It's me, Eddie.'

She backed off. 'Eddie's dead. He said so. He—' She risked a 
glance down at Brewer. 'He killed him.'

'He didn't kill me. I'm a bit battered and bruised, but I'm very much 
alive. It's me, Lyd. I swear.' 
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He took another cautious step forward, showing her empty hands. 
She stepped away again, shivering, shaking. 'Stay away from me!'

'I'm not going to hurt you,' he said. 'Please, put the extinguisher 
down and come to me. You're going to be okay.'

She didn't move.
'Wait. I'll prove it's me. Here—' 
Eddie dipped his hand into the pocket of his jacket, pulled out her 

broken chain with her good luck medal and showed it to her. 'Your 
Saint Christopher, from your dad for your 18th birthday, the last thing 
he gave you, two days before he died. I let you keep it on because it 
meant so much to you. Who else but me would know that, eh?'

She eyed the medallion and then looked to him, recognition flooding 
into her face, tears brimming in her huge eyes. She lowered the 
extinguisher to the floor and slowly extended her hand. Eddie dropped 
the jewellery into the cup of her palm and folded her fingers over it, 
holding them with his own. 

A small whisper, barely audible, broke through the tremors. 'I 
thought you were dead.' She started to cry, harsh racking sobs 
coursing through her. He gathered her in a tight protective hug.

'It's okay, Lyd. You're okay now. You're safe. We're both okay. Oh 
jeez, you're freezing. Here—'

He took off his jacket to drape over her, for its fleece lining to warm 
her, to cover her and give her back some dignity.

No sooner had the coat touched her shoulders than something 
closed around his ankle, tugged hard and overbalanced him, ripping 
him away from her. He found himself flat on his back, searing pain once 
more stabbing through his side. The back of his head cracked against 
the floor, starbursts of light flaring behind his eyes, blinding him.

Screaming rose from nearby; high pitched and animal like in its 
urgency. A scrape of metal, a sickening thud, and hot wet stickiness hit 
his face. More thuds, more incoherent yelling, one more dull slapping 
sound, and then a heavy metallic clang.

The shackle around his ankle released and the flashes of light 
cleared, yet his vision remained tainted, tinged with scarlet. He rubbed 
at his eyes, wiping away the redness, smearing it onto the back of his 
hand. He felt about his face, seeking the wound and the source of the 
blood. He found none. It wasn't his.

He moved carefully so as not to exacerbate the throbbing in his side 
and sat up.
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Lydia was on her knees, bent double as if practising some exotic 
yoga position, head resting against the floor with her hands clasped to 
the back of her neck, pulling herself into a small tight ball.

The extinguisher had rolled away, coming to rest against...Eddie 
couldn't quite make out what. 

Barely attached to the Euterich/Brewer chimera's neck, in the area 
where its head should have been, was nothing more than a mangled, 
bloody pulp of skin and bone, startlingly white jagged fragments 
jammed into pinkish grey globs of brain tissue, intermingled with 
scarlet. Not enough remained of the pureed face to identify its owner as 
Lawrence Brewer. One eye clung to its socket, just; the other had 
exploded under the extinguisher's impact, like a raw egg under a 
hammer. 

The base of the extinguisher itself appeared to have grown hair 
where it had sheared off a section of Brewer's scalp down to the bone, 
welding the two together.

Eddie felt the acid sting of vomit at the back of his throat, but 
swallowed it down. He crawled over to the quaking ball that was Lydia, 
and laid a hand against her bare back, icy cold and slick with sweat. 
She flinched, squealed and shook him off.

'It's okay Lydia. It's over.'
Slowly he eased her out of her foetal contraction and raised her to 

her feet, holding her tightly against his chest, pressing his lips into her 
hair. He caught the sharp sweet scent of urine and looked down at the 
warm yellow puddle she had been kneeling in. She had wet herself. He 
didn't blame her. He had probably done worse but hadn't noticed yet.

He chanced to glance over her, to the body, to check it was still 
there, to make sure that it really was over, and tensed, clasping the 
whimpering Lydia tighter. 

He couldn't let her see the shifting, lustrous purple green liquid 
leaking from the ankles and cuffs and neck of the vaguely human 
shape of Brewer's overalls; a bubbling, amorphous mass of what 
looked like half set blackcurrant jam sliding from bones and soaking 
into the overall's fabric, turning as black as spilled ink as it crept over 
the tiles. 

It seemed no matter which form he chose to occupy, man or beast, 
Euterich, could never completely hide his true nature. Inside this 
otherworldly creature who used humans as shields, who ingested them 
and took on their form, who inhabited their skins, their minds and lives, 
a part of his own anatomy always remained, the seeds of his own 
annihilation - two small glands set deep in his neck, their hair-fine 
tubules leading to outlets behind his incisor teeth, the glands from 
which the flesh dissolving poison could be administered when needed. 
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Lydia's smashing his face from his neck had ruptured them, freeing the 
reservoir of venom to seep into the surrounding flesh, setting up the 
chemical reaction he had last used on Lonny Dick. He was slowly being 
devoured by his own toxin. Hoist by his own petard.

A rank faecal odour filled Eddie's nostrils, a stench almost visible in 
its intensity stimulating his gag reflex. Lydia smelled it too. 'What's that 
awful smell?' 

'Nothing. Don't worry.'
'It smells like shit...did I...?'
'Never mind,' he said, scooping her into his arms. 'Let's get out of 

here.'
She was no weight at all, like picking up a bundle of wet straw. He 

had to get her somewhere safe, away from this scene of ghastliness. If 
she caught so much as a glimpse of what he had just witnessed, her 
mind would cave in completely, and his wouldn't be far behind.

She was shivering convulsively now, her teeth rattling in her head 
like castanets. She was going into shock. 

Hanging onto his precious cargo he set off through the empty 
kitchen and galley, along the carpeted corridors towards the warmth 
and safety of his cabin, to towels and blankets and, if he could get her 
into it, a hot shower.
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He stripped her, showered her until she warmed through, before 
dressing her in one of his baggy T shirts and sleep shorts, swamping 
her tiny frame with them. She said not one word throughout the whole 
process.

He sat her on his bunk, snatched up the sleeping bag, unzipped it 
until it made a quilted blanket, and wrapped it around her fine frame, 
and then laid her down, tucking the coverlet tightly around her, 
cocooning her. With her secure, he left her momentarily to grab her 
sleeping bag from her cabin, pausing only long enough to snatch up Mr 
Brown too. 

He covered her with the extra quilt, tucking Mr Brown inside with 
her, and then fetched towels from the bathroom and used them to dry 
her sopping hair.

'I'm going to have to leave you for a while,' he said gently. 'You'll be 
okay here. No one's going to hurt you.'

Because there's no one left.
'Don't go. Don't...' The words juddered out of her, carried on terrified 

shivering breaths. 'Don't...leave... me.'
Keep her calm. 
'I have to. You need to stay here while I go and find a radio and call 

for help. I'll only be in the control room. It's not far—'
'Don't go!'
Eyes like vast glass marbles stared out at him from a face the colour 

and texture of a wax candle; tight, inert, pale; too scared for tears now, 
although they would come soon enough. He kissed her cold damp brow 
and unclipped his radio from his breast pocket, extracted one of her icy 
hands from under her quilted layers and held her fingers around it.

'Here's my radio,' he said. 'You can talk to me while I'm away, okay? 
Do you know how to use it?'

She didn't so much nod as shiver harder.
'Okay. You hang tight here until I can find a spare, and then I'll call 

you.'
Hot frightened tears escaped to course down her face and she 

replied with no more than a mimed breath of quivering air.
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'Okay.'
He reached to the storage drawer beneath the bed, pulled out a 

torch and stuffed it into his back pocket. He pressed his lips to her 
forehead again. 'Don't move from here. You'll be safe. I'll be back 
before you know it.'

Before Lydia could seize him and hold him down, he was on his feet 
and out the door, his mind already working on developing a plan of 
action.

'First, get help on its way. Find the radio. If it's not in the control 
room, there's bound to be one in the lifeboat. Second, activate an 
emergency position indicating radio beacon, an EPIRB, to back up the 
message. In fact, why not go the whole hog and set them all going? 
Three at once should get someone's attention. They would think there 
had been some kind of catastrophe requiring a mass evacuation. That 
should get the lead out. Yeah, I'll do that. Lastly, get the lifeboat, and 
myself, ready to take us all off. I'm going to have to have a look at the 
instruction manual, though. I've only ever been in the boat on training 
exercises and drills, never in a situation like this, and never as a pilot. 
How hard can it be?'

He paused at the control room door. He really, really did not want to 
go in there again, but he had to. The satellite phone was out of action, 
and somewhere under all that mess might be a short wave radio. He 
prayed to all the gods and angels that if there was, it had not been 
damaged in the cataclysm of ruin. He inched his way across the floor, 
glass and plastic grinding and crunching under his boots, eyes scouring 
the banks of switches and buttons for any clue as to the radio's 
whereabouts.

He saw nothing. He would have to search every drawer, locker and 
cupboard in case it had been put away for safe keeping, although he 
wasn't going to put money on it.

The first two cupboards were easily accessible, and empty.
To reach the others on the other side of the workstation, he would 

have to pass Matt Shaw's body, still propped up in the operator's chair 
with his head in his lap, sightless eyes staring accusingly at him, their 
corneas already going cloudy.

Don't look at him. Cover him up. If I can't see him, he can't see me.
On the wall, a red box. A fire blanket. He pulled the tab to release 

the fibreglass square, unfolded it and with it held at arms length, and 
keeping the back of the chair between himself and the corpse, draped 
the fire blanket over it, hiding the gruesome sight from view. He then 
wheeled the chair and its occupant to the far side of the room and 
turned it to the wall.
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'I'm so sorry, Matt.'
He took a deep cleansing breath and returned to his search. He 

then remembered Lydia. He'd promised her he would keep in touch. 
But he'd given her his handset and there were no spares on the 
charger. Shaw, however, had one. 

'Oh Jesus.'
Swallowing down his revulsion, he approached the chair and the 

shape within, made a rough gauge of where Shaw's shoulder ought to 
be and peeled back the blanket until he could see the handset. Using 
only his fingertips, he released the clip. Shaw's coagulating blood made 
the plastic casing slippery and he almost dropped it. He swore again 
and took a firmer hold, cold blood slick against his skin. He wiped first 
the casing then his hand against the carpet, hard and fast enough to 
give himself a friction burn. The radio's green light was on; still working. 

He depressed the transmit button and fabricated his report to Lydia, 
keeping it light yet all the while lying like Ananias, deliberately making 
no mention of the wrecking of the room, or of Shaw, hopefully setting 
her mind temporarily at ease.

Lydia lay rigid in her quilted cave on Eddie's bunk, eyes squeezed 
tightly closed, breathing in short, jerky gasps, one hand holding onto Mr 
Brown, the other clamped around the silent radio, the glow of its LED 
lighting up her cotton dome and turning her face a ghoulish green. 

'Lydia, can you hear me?'
Eddie! Thank God!
A trembling fingertip depressed the transmit button. 'Yes,' she said, 

barely whispering. 'Where are you? You've been gone ages.'
'Sorry about that. Are you okay?'
'Yes. What are you doing?'
'I've stopped off at the control room on my way to the lifeboat in 

case there's a short wave radio hidden away somewhere. I'll set up a 
running commentary just so you know I'm still here. Okay?'

'Yes please. Keep talking to me.'
'Okay, looking round...everything's...okay.' Pause. 'I'm looking for 

the radio.' 
There came a series of muffled sounds; clattering and banging 

about as lockers and cupboards were opened, searched and slammed 
closed, and a not so muffled Eddie cursing with frustration. 

'Nothing,' he said, finally. 'It's not here. I'll head off to the lifeboat. 
There should be one there. You still okay?'
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'It's only been two minutes since you last asked. I'm still fine.'
'Okay then. I'm on my—'
Clunk. Silence.
'Eddie?'
Click.
'Eddie...you still there?'
Hiss.
'Yeah, I'm here. Sorry about that. Dropped the handset. I'm on my 

way to the lifeboat now. Shouldn't be long.'
'Hurry back, won't you? I'm...I'm scared.'
'I know. So am I. I'll be as quick as I can, I promise. Okay?'
'Yeah.' Pause. 'Eddie?'
'Yeah?'
Pause. 'Nothing. Never mind. Now's not the right time. Hurry back.'
'Count on it.'
She released the button and hugged the radio to her chest as she 

snuggled down under the quilts with Mr Brown. Warmth now beginning 
to spread through her limbs, she closed her eyes, hoping when she 
opened them again Eddie would be there.

How long she remained there, or what made her snap open her 
eyes and sharpen her hearing, she had no idea. She only had the 
sense of movement in the corridor. Was that the faint squeak of door 
hinges? 

She held her breath and listened hard, wishing the too loud lub dub 
pulsing of her blood in her ears would stop masking the sounds coming 
from outside the cabin. There it was again. The gentle swish of the 
double doors to the lounge opening and closing. Someone was out 
there.

She brought the radio up close to her lips, pressed the transmit 
button, and whispered. 

'Eddie?' 

Lies told, Eddie left the control room and set off at a steady pace for 
the lifeboat station gantries from which he and Lydia were going to 
have to launch themselves and put themselves at the mercy of the 
elements. He had no worries about the craft themselves; they were 
sturdy vehicles those orange aluminium bullets; capacity 50 souls; self 
righting and to all intents and purposes, unsinkable; fireproof, and 
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under normal circumstances stocked with enough food and fuel to last 
at least a week. Affectionately called 'ducks', the totally enclosed motor 
propelled survival craft - TERMCS because the oil industry certainly did 
like an acronym – were practically indestructible. Eddie, of course, 
dwelled more on the drawbacks than the advantages - the method of 
launch, the weather, his lack of training in this area. Basic didn't even 
begin to cover it. This was not going to be straightforward; there were 
so many factors to consider.

These were free fall lifeboats. Once the davit clamps were released, 
they would run down skids and dive, hitting the water at hopefully the 
correct angle to partially submerge and surface again, still with 
sufficient forward motion to propel them away from danger; depending 
of course on the adversity of the wind and waves. In that case the boat 
could lose its initial inertia, be taken up and smashed against the 
platform's legs before it could get away. Also, if the angle of launch was 
out by just a degree or two, the craft would simply drop straight down 
into the water and be smashed to smithereens. 

Even if they did manage an ideal launch, the engine would only 
chug them along at a feeble 5 to 8 knots until either they reached shore 
or a friendly supply vessel picked them up, except...a freefall boat 
wasn't designed to be retrieved. It was purely a means of escape. 
Rescue from the module itself was going to be a whole different kettle 
of fish.

As Eddie marched on, chunnering to himself and unconsciously 
fiddling with the pens in his pocket, his rapidly multiplying worries and 
concerns were rudely interrupted by Lydia's voice through the radio at 
his breast.

'Eddie?'
The tension in her hushed whisper made him stop in his tracks.

262



   

52

'Yeah. What's the matter? You okay?' 
Eddie's voice came back to her far too loud for comfort and she 

pressed the speaker to her breast to deaden the sound.
'Shhhhhhh,' she breathed into the microphone. 'There's someone 

here.'
She put her hand over the speaker to muffle Eddie's reply when it 

came. 
'What do you mean? Who's there?'
'I don't know. I can hear them moving about outside. I think there's 

someone—' 
Silence.
'Lydia? Who's there? Lydia?'
The ear-splitting scream emanating from his earpiece almost 

ruptured Eddie's eardrum.
'Lydia!!'
Static. 
She was gone.

Not even aware of being on the move, he turned tail and hared back 
along the corridor towards the habitat, smashed his way through a fire 
door and pounded down the walkway. At the stairs, he grabbed both 
rails and lifted his feet, sliding down them sailor style rather than taking 
the treads one at a time. 

He misjudged his speed of descent and landed awkwardly, 
wrenching his ankle and giving his knee a nasty knock. He rolled until 
he came to rest lying on his back, clutching at his ankle and cursing up 
the stairwell, fire flaring up his leg and the torch digging into his spine.

Over onto all fours, he pulled the torch from his pocket. Using the 
steps and the rail for support, he eased himself upright, but as soon as 
he put any weight on the left ankle, it collapsed beneath him. He sat 
down on the steps, breathing steadily as he willed the pain to subside.

It wasn't listening, and he had no choice but to grit his teeth and go 
on. Lydia needed him – if it wasn't already too late.
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The shearing pain allowed him to progress at no more than a 
hobble. Grunting, cursing and pouring with the sweat of both effort and 
sheer desperation, it took him ten agonising minutes to get to the 
habitat, sure by now of something dreadful ready to meet him around 
the next corner. Lydia butchered? Eaten like McDougal? Sliced open 
and put to the flames like poor Jock McAllister.

He pushed open the door to the hub and sidled in, to be met with 
silence. Resisting the temptation to call out to Lydia, he instead crept 
silently down the carpeted corridor to the door of his cabin. Slightly 
ajar? He was certain he'd closed it when he left her.

Bracing himself, he gripped the heavy Maglite ready to strike at the 
first thing that moved, and burst into the room. 
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Duncan Cameron blinked up at him with his one good eye, the other 
swollen like a purple egg and sealed shut with drying blood. Gore 
caked his hair and stained the whole of the right side of his face dark 
red, soaking into right shoulder of his navy overalls and turning it a rich 
shade of plum. His left sleeve had been eased away, exposing his arm 
and the blood sodden handkerchief Lydia had tied around it, covering 
the nail wound in his bicep.

'Hey boss,' he said, and smiled weakly, teeth showing bright through 
the maroon veil. 

At the sight of the returned absconder sat large as life on his bunk, 
anger welled in Eddie. He threw down the torch-club and lunged at 
Cameron, grabbing handfuls of the front of his overalls.

'Where the fucking hell did you go, Cameron!' he exploded in the 
man's face. 'Where the fucking hell were you? While that animal was 
hunting us, after he killed Matt, where the fuck did you run away to, you 
snivelling fucking coward?'

Lydia, damp towel in hand, shot out of the bathroom to see to the 
ruckus. 'HOY!' She slapped Eddie's hands away. 'Get off him, Eddie. 
Can't you see he's hurt?'

Eddie grabbed at Cameron again, shaking him and hoisting his 
backside off the bed. 'Hurt?! HURT! I'll show him who's fucking hurt! I'll 
fucking kill him!' 

Cameron shrieked with pain as the nail moved in his leg.
'Leave him alone!' Lydia tugged at Eddie's arm, wrenching it free. 

'STOP IT!'
He immediately snatched at Cameron's clothing again, only to find 

her tiny frame now forced between them. Two small hands pushed 
hard at his chest; small, but strong.

'I said GERROFFIM!' 
An almighty shove knocked Eddie off balance. He staggered and 

swore as pain blazed up his leg from his ankle.
'Aya...bastard!'
He leaned heavily against the desk, holding his left foot off the 

ground, keeping his weight off it. 
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Lydia meanwhile turned back to her patient and handed him the 
towel from the bathroom. 'Okay Duncan?' 

He nodded and she began her tender ministration, gently sponging 
away the mask of red, carefully avoiding his damaged eye. Suddenly 
he made a grab for her wrist, and held it tight. His chin dropped to his 
chest and his shoulders began to heave and he let out the most pitiful 
moan.

'I'm sorry, I'm really sorry...' he wailed. 'I am a coward. I am. I tried to 
run away, to get away. I...I thought if I could get up the derrick, to the 
crow's nest, he wouldn't find me. I just wanted to get away...I was 
scared...I...'

He could speak no more, his voice choked by a series thick wet 
sobs and washed away by the uncontrollable scalding tears streaming 
down his face, cutting clear wet trails through the scarlet stain on his 
cheek. 

Lydia climbed onto the bed with him, took his bloodstained head 
against her shoulder and cradled it while he cried, stroking his hair and 
kissing his head, and cooing words of comfort to him.

Eddie, upset, embarrassed and cowed by both Cameron's display of 
terrified misery and Lydia's show of affection for the broken man, 
stamped from the room and down the corridor to the lounge as best the 
agony in his ankle would allow.

Later, when Lydia came to join him, she almost caught him wiping 
his own wet face with the sleeve of his overalls. She put her arms 
round his waist and laid her head against his chest, hugging him hard, 
the pressure causing a deep burning pain in his bruised ribs.

'So what's his story?' he said. 'Did he give a good account of 
himself? I though he would have had more backbone.'

She released the hug. 'That's unfair Eddie. He's in a bad way.'
'Did he tell you Matt's dead?'
'Yes.' Pause. 'You can't really blame him for running away. He 

couldn't help himself. What happened to Matt, it tipped him over the 
edge. He was petrified out of his wits; he still is. We all are.'

'I know.' He pulled her into the hug again and kissed her still damp 
hair. 'So, about Cam, what's the damage?' 

She sighed heavily against him. 'He's a mess. Brewer shot him, you 
know; three times, with a nail gun. I had no idea they could be so 
powerful. The wound in his hand is nothing more than a superficial 
gouge. It might not even leave a scar. The nail in his arm didn't go too 
far in and I managed to pull it out without too much trouble. It should be 
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okay. The one I'm worried about is stuck in his thigh. It's deep in. I think 
it's touching the bone. I might be able to get it out, but it would mean 
extra cutting and no guarantee I won't do more damage along the way. 
I'm not qualified for that sort of thing. In one way though he was lucky.'

'How so?'
'When he fell off the tower, the derrick, he landed on the roof of the 

little huttie thing underneath. It's falling to bits and he went straight 
through it.'

Eddie let out a small, nervous laugh.
'It's not funny, Eddie. He could have been killed.'
'I wasn't laughing at Cam, I was laughing at what you said. The 'little 

huttie thing' as you called it is what is affectionately known as the 
doghouse. Apt don't you think?'

'Whatever it's called, it saved his life. It broke his fall. If he'd been a 
few feet out, he would have hit the deck full on and he would have been 
killed outright. As it is he picked up a serious head wound. There's a 
deep laceration, that's where all the blood was coming from, and he 
might have a hairline skull fracture too; I can't tell without an x-ray.'

'Can you stitch him up here?'
'I could, but he won't let me. All I can do is keep a close eye on him 

in case he develops a concussion.' 
'What about his eye? It looks nasty.'
She dropped her voice to the smallest whisper. 'It is.'
The look on her face told him all he needed to know - in her 

professional opinion, Cameron would be lucky not to lose the sight in it, 
if not the entire eye.

'Is he in a lot of pain?'
'He has to be, but he's trying not to let it show.'
Eddie felt an unpleasant lurch in his stomach, a gripe of deep, 

unyielding guilt and shame. 'Holy shit.'
Lydia pressed herself closer against him. 'It's not your fault, Eddie.'
'No - it's Brewer's.'
She felt a shudder run through him. He was just about holding 

himself together, acting the tough guy for her benefit, but she knew full 
well he could break down without a second's notice. She knew this 
because she was about to do the same.

'He is dead isn't he? Brewer? It's really over?' she said, seeking 
strength in confirmation.
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'Yeah, it's over. He's gone.'
'What do you think happened to him to make him go psycho like 

that? Was it this place? Something we did?'
Would she ever believe there had been some kind of malevolent, 

flesh eating, shape shifting otherworldly creature lurking behind the 
benevolent mask of good old Larry Brewer? He didn't, and he'd seen it 
for himself. Eddie shook his head and lied to her again. 'I have no idea, 
and I really don't give a damn as long as he's dead.'

He cupped her chin in his hand and lifted her face. 'How about you, 
you okay?' 

'Better now you and Duncan are here. Did you get through to 
shore?'

'No. There was no radio in the control room and I didn't get as far as 
the lifeboats.'

'So there'll be no chopper?'
'No, but it doesn't matter. I've decided we'll be taking one of the 

lifeboats instead. Even if I called the chopper now, they wouldn't come 
straight away, not with the bad weather, and we're not staying here a 
minute longer than we have to. We'll take our chances in a duck.' 

Feeling suddenly very tired, he rubbed his hands over his face, and 
a bolt from his ankle made him wince.

'You're in pain,' she said. 'Your ankle?'
'It's nothing.'
'Sit down and let me see.'
'Not now. It's just a sprain. It's not too bad. If I can use you as a 

crutch, I'll come back with you and apologise to Cam.'
'Thanks. I think he'd appreciate it.'
He used her for support as he hobbled his way back to his cabin, to 

fall into to the chair with a deep sigh. His swollen ankle burned like a 
bugger under a boot which now felt uncomfortably tight.

Cameron had stopped crying and managed to wipe most of the 
blood from his face, turning the once white towel a dull red. His 
uninjured eye, burned by tears, was now also red and puffy. Slumped 
on the bed with his back against the wall he looked small and 
vulnerable, more like a balloon with a slow leak than a rough, tough 
mechanic with oil in his veins.

When Lydia took the stained towel from him, Eddie couldn't help but 
notice how she gently touched the man's cheek, or the flicker of a smile 
Cameron gave her in return, and wondered about the true nature of 
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their relationship. She absented herself into the bathroom again, and 
the two men sat in silence until Cameron spoke up.

'I'm sorry,' he said simply, the sentiment with so little strength behind 
it, it hardly carried to Eddie's ears.

'No it's my fault. I shouldn't have blown up at you like that,' said 
Eddie.

'I couldn't help it,' said Cameron. 'After Matt...I, I couldn't take it. I felt 
something snap inside. I had to get away. I didn't want him to find me. I 
didn't want him to...to...'

Chop your head off!
Silence.
'What's going to happen now?' said Cameron.
'Now we take one of the lifeboats and we get the hell off here,' said 

Eddie.
'I mean after...when we get back. If we get back. There'll be an 

enquiry won't there? When they come here and find the bodies...what's 
left of them, what can we possibly say, to explain, that's going to sound 
right this side of sanity?'

'We tell them the truth, it's all we've got,' said Eddie. 'If they want 
anything more, they can whistle for it. I'll file a report and give them the 
photos; I'll tell them everything I know to the best of my knowledge, as 
fantastic and outlandish as it is, and then let them sort it all out for 
themselves. They can do what they want. They can blow the place to 
atoms for all I care, as long as I never have to set foot here again. As 
far as I'm concerned, once I leave here, this place doesn't exist and if I 
hear the words Falcon and Bravo spoken together in the same 
sentence, someone's going to lose their tongue.' 

Lydia returned with a fresh damp towel and wiped Cameron's face 
gently, removing the last residue of blood. Using the bright beam of 
Eddie's torch, she examined his eye more carefully. 

No trace of white showed, only an unwholesome mess of black and 
red surrounding a narrow grey ring of iris, but the cornea looked intact, 
with no scratches, no punctures and nothing oozing through from the 
inside. 

'It might not be as bad as I first thought,' she said reassuringly and 
snapped off the torch. 'How's your leg.'

'Bloody painful—' He moved it and grimaced. 'But bearable.'
She laid a hand against his cheek, smiling softly. 'Don't be a martyr 

Duncan. We can get you to sickbay and I can try and dig the nail out. 
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It's in deeper than the one in your arm, so it'll be a tougher job. 
Probably hurt a hell of a lot more too. It's up to you.'

'No offence, Lydia, but if you don't mind, I'd rather wait and get to a 
proper hospital.'

'None taken. I just don't want you to be in pain.'
He fidgeted, grimaced again and forced a smile. 'It's not so bad. 

Just give me a couple of aspirins and I'll be fine.'
'You want to get yourself a shot of that morphine stuff,' said Eddie, 

rubbing at his sore ankle. 'Had me walking on clouds without a care in 
the world.'

Lydia gave him a hard look. 'And how did you get hold of morphine, 
because I certainly didn't—'

'Cupboard just fell open,' he said, shrugging innocently. 'Faulty 
catch probably.'

'In a pig's eye.' She shuffled to the edge of the bed. 'But you're right. 
I should go and get some.' 

Cameron seized her by the arm. 'NO! Don't go. I'll be fine.'
'If you're sure.'
He nodded weakly. 'Yeah.'
'We should get moving,' said Eddie. 'Time and tide...they wait for no 

man.' 
'What about our survival gear?' Lydia said. 'If we're going to be 

spending some time at sea, shouldn't we get into it?'
Cameron and Eddie exchanged glances over her head, an action 

which did not go unnoticed.
'What's the matter?' 
'We can't,' said Eddie. 'The locker room is—' 
Where Brewer gutted Craig McDougal and tried to eat his liver.
'—not safe. Sensors picked up a gas pocket. It's sealed. To be on 

the safe side.'
If she believed that...
'So no gear,' he said. 'We take our chances with what we've got. 

Layer on as much clothing as you can, and pack only survival 
essentials.'

'What about food and water? Fuel?' 
'Normally there's rations stashed on the boat, but my betting's on 

them being long gone or well out of date,' Cameron chipped in. 
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'You're probably right,' said Eddie. 'I'll see if I can raid extra sleeping 
bags from the other cabins. Lydia, you pack whatever clothing you can 
find. Cam, you stay here and rest.'

'I can help,' Cameron insisted, making to get up. 'Many hands 
make—' He fell back against the wall, crying out in pain as the nail 
scraped against the bone.

'You stay where you are,' said Lydia. 'We'll manage.'
'When we've stashed the clothing, we'll raid the kitchen and pantry 

for food and drink,' said Eddie. 'We won't need much. Enough for a 
couple of days should do.'

Recollection made Lydia's voice small. 'Do we have to? I'd rather 
eat rat droppings and drink my own pee than go in that kitchen again.'

Cameron shifted on the bed. 'What's wrong with the kitchen?' 
'Brewer's in there,' said Eddie. 'Or rather Brewer's body is...what's 

left of it.'
Cameron shuddered and his hand went to his throat. 'Is he—is he 

like Matt?'
Before Eddie could say another word, Lydia made a hissing sound 

and glared at him hard, sending out the unmistakable silent message – 
say one word and I'm going to smack you in the mouth. 

'No. Not like Matt,' she said.
'Tell me then,' insisted Cameron. 'What...what happened to him? 

What could be worse than having your flaming head lopped off for 
God's sake?' 

She put a finger to his lips, and hushed him. 'Don't ask, Duncan, 
because trust me on this, you really don't want to know.' And then she 
kissed his cheek.

Eddie averted his eyes, not wanting to witness the show of affection. 
Brewer had got it wrong. Her feelings weren't for him, they were all for 
Duncan Cameron. Lucky bastard.
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Between them Lydia and Eddie gathered up all the clothing and 
sleeping bags they could find and transported them to the lifeboat, 
before returning to the cabin to find Cameron asleep on the bunk.

'Leave him,' said Lydia. 'He's not in pain if he's asleep.' 
They left him and made their way to the mess. Eddie pushed the 

door partly open; Lydia held back.
'You okay?' he said.
She nodded uncertainly. 
'You sure? Because you don't have to do this. I can manage on my 

own.'
She swallowed hard and straightened her shoulders, as if it would 

make her appear taller and more confident. 'I'm fine.'
They crossed the floor of the mess toward the kitchen area, Lydia 

so close to Eddie she could have climbed into his pocket. 
At the entryway they paused, both bathed in the ethereal blue haze 

spilling from the room beyond. The doorway presented itself as a portal 
between two worlds; theirs, normal and safe, the other holding 
unspeakable vileness. One step and they would pass out of one and 
into another. 

The glow reflecting off every steel surface merely enhanced the 
effect as it shifted anything white toward blinding violet and deepened 
shadows into hostile purple hollows.

Eddie took the first step, found the light switches and mashed them 
on. One by one, fluorescent tubes flickered and sprang into life, 
flooding the room with clear fresh light, banishing the shadows to a 
harmless grey. 

It's not so bad.
'Come on,' he said. 'We'll get what we need and get out. What?'
Lydia's eyes were darting around the room, her breathing ragged.
'I can't see him!' She turned herself in frantic circles. 'Where is he 

Eddie? I can't see him. He's gone. He's not dead. He's going to get 
us—'

'Shhhh, it's okay. He's still there. There's just...less of him. Look.'
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'I don't want to!' She thrust herself against him, hiding her face in his 
chest.

'It's okay. You don't have to.'
But I do. To be sure.
Keeping himself between Lydia and his objective, he edged his way 

towards where Euterich's remains lay.
'Remains' was an overstatement. Defined as cadaver, carcass, 

corpse, dead body, none of these applied. What lay on the floor had no 
discernible structure. The ruins of the being Euterich now amounted to 
no more than a set of dark blue overalls and a pair of boots surrounded 
by a lake of what appeared to be half set aspic streaked with scarlet 
and black, its surface wrinkled like cooling jam. No bones to speak of. 
They too had melted away, apart from the ribs which gave some little 
shape to the cotton covering, and the skull which lay misshapen and 
distorted, like a melted candle. Not enough solid material remained to 
fill a two gallon bucket. Nothing left to be scared of.

That danger still lay ahead, a far bigger menace standing between 
them and safety. One with less pity.

While Eddie filled bottles and flasks with drinking water, Lydia 
collected together cans, bottles, jars, and packets. She then, bravely he 
thought, went by herself to collect some supplies from the medical 
room, returning with a small canvas bag and a black plastic container 
with a lid.

'What's that for?'
'What goes in has to come out sometime,' she said, and lifted the lid 

to show him the roll of white toilet paper.

When they were ready to leave, they stopped by Eddie's cabin to 
get Cameron. Lydia trailed behind the two men as they supported each 
other, their wounded legs moving in unison as if bound in a grotesque 
three-legged race, and they eased their way along the walkways to the 
lifeboat station and their escape. 

'You two get inside number one,' he instructed. 'I'm going to set the 
EPIRBS and remotely launch two and three.'

When he returned, having sent the other lifeboats on their way, he 
found Lydia and Cameron secured in their seats by their five point 
canvas harnesses, heads nestled in padded head protectors, the bands 
across their foreheads holding them steady.

Eddie climbed into the pilot's seat and fastened his own restraints.
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'We'll give the other boats a few minutes to get out of the way,' he 
said. 'We don't want to hit one of them.'

They sat in silence for over five minutes as Eddie went through the 
start up procedure, starting the engine and pumping the lever to prime 
the hydraulic plunger that would release them from the davit.

Lydia clutched Mr Brown, rubbing his fine fur against her cheek. 
Cameron sat statue like, as pale as death, eyes closed, lips moving in 
silent prayer. The time dragged mercilessly.

'Ready?' Eddie said finally, swiveling in his chair to face them.
Lydia took hold of Cameron's hand. 'Ready.'
One last check – motor, deluge pumps, pressurisation, launch 

handle primed. All go. It's now or never. 'Hang on!'
Summoning all his courage and issuing up a prayer of his own, 

Eddie shifted the lever, like releasing the handbrake on a car; a simple 
action which had either saved all their lives, or condemned them to 
death

The docking clamps holding them to the davit disengaged, and after 
a second's pause, the unstoppable forward motion began. The boat 
cleared the skids and launched itself into fresh air, and three stomachs 
rose into throats as it tipped forward and began its freefall.

Impact.
The passengers jarred in their seats as the boat hit, sliced through 

and ducked below the surface of the water into temporary greyness. 
Light again as they almost immediately bobbed back to the surface.

Grey water washed over the portholes, leaving behind streaks of 
angry foam. In the watery light of dawn Eddie could see the waves 
outside. They were less choppy than he expected; the swell more 
gentle. The storm had all but played itself out. They might have a 
chance after all.

Guided by the compass, Eddie turned the boat around until it faced 
a generally westerly direction, and let the tiny motor take over. He did 
some quick calculations. They were approximately 250 miles offshore, 
which equated to round about 217 nautical miles. At an average speed 
of 5 knots, in perfect conditions, it should take them 43 hours, give or 
take, to get to safety. With luck, they would come across a ship long 
before that.

He set the EPIRB and Search and Rescue Transponder and sent 
out a distress call on the short wave radio. The reply, however, came 
only in the form of an electronic hiss. He tried again. More static. 

How could he be sure any of them were actually working? He could 
do nothing else but put his faith in the little motor and hope the weather 
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did not turn on them again. If it did, there would not be enough fuel to 
get them all the way to shore and they would be left to drift with the tide 
until...he didn't want to think about it.

He made one last SOS call on the short wave before leaving the 
pilot's chair to undo Lydia's head restraint and take a seat across the 
aisle from her. 'Okay?' he said.

Her smile was fragile and frightened. 'Yeah.' 
'Wasn't too bad was it? Like being on a roller coaster.'
'I hate roller coasters. They make me sick.'
'Take one of your pills.'
'Don't have any.'
'Shall I get you the bucket?'
Her mouth puckered and she scowled at him.
'Shutting up,' he said and sat back in his seat.
Lydia undid her seatbelt and rooted out her medical bag from under 

her seat. 'Duncan?'
Cameron, still fastened rigidly in his chair, looked at her with a 

dispassionate eye.
'Let me undo your restraints,' she said. 'You don't need them now.' 

She released his head and unbuckled the webbing straps and freed 
him. 'I've got some morphine in my bag. I know you said you didn't wan 
one, but I'm going to give you a shot. Okay? Doctor's orders.'

He spoke not a word, expressed no emotion, as she administered 
the medication.

'It should start to work very soon and you'll feel better,' she said.
He nodded weakly.
She squeezed his hand, and changed seats to sit beside Eddie. 
'Poor bugger,' she said, keeping her voice low. 'He's all but done in.'
Eddie took hold of her hand and pressed her fingers to his lips. 

'We'll look after him,' he said. 'And the first thing we'll do when we get 
back on land is go to the nearest pub and take in more alcohol than 
makes any sort of sense.'

'I'll drink to that.'
She rested her head against his shoulder, a strand of her mussed 

up hair tickling his chin.
'Eddie?' 
'Hmmm?'
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'About what I wanted to say to you...before, when I said it didn't 
matter, it could wait—'

'What about it?'
'I think now might be the time...in case I don't get another chance.'
'Okay.'
She leaned into him and pressed her lips close to his ear. 'I just 

wanted you to know...I love you.'
He felt his heart stand still. 'Me?'
'You.'
'Really?'
'Yeah.'
'You sure?'
'Yes!'
'But I thought...you and erm...' His eyes flicked to Cameron.
'Who? Duncan? No. He's a really nice guy and I'm very fond of him, 

but it's definitely you who's captured my heart, in spite of the fact you 
say okay waaaay to much and it irritates the hell out of me, but most 
probably because of your judicious use of coloured pens, and of course 
your sock fetish.'

He didn't know what to say, except, 'Oh.'
Brewer had been right all along. Bugger.
She lowered her head to rest it in his lap, Mr Brown clutched to her 

chest, and Eddie stroked her hair until he felt her sigh and relax against 
him as she fell into sleep. He now had a new impetus. They had to 
survive, because he hadn't told her that he in turn loved her and had 
done since the moment she handed him the bottle of ginger beer. He 
vowed he would, the minute she woke up. It might be the last thing he 
did, but he would do it.

The throbbing in his right hand broke into his romantic reverie. He 
cursed this injury more than any of his others. To him writing was 
therapy, and by God he was going to need it, but without the use of his 
fingers it was going to be weeks before he could even make a start on 
exorcising these particular demons in the only way he knew how - onto 
paper. 

He leaned back against the headrest and looked across at 
Cameron, the damaged man withdrawn into his own thoughts, gazing 
out of the small window with his good eye, the other swollen shut and a 
livid, livery purple. A solitary tear coursed its way unchecked down the 
man's stubbled cheek and Eddie's heart ached for him.
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His own cracked ribs, broken fingers, sprained ankle and various 
other bangs and bruises would heal in time with little or no after effect. 
The unspeakable horrors and miseries of the last few days had 
implanted themselves in Cameron's head like a seed which had 
swelled and split and taken root. If he fed and watered them enough by 
dwelling on them, they would continue to grow and eat into him forcing 
him to relive his experiences in excruciating detail every day for the rest 
of his life. 

He'd already told Lydia they would look after him, and he 
solemnised his promise. He would make himself available whenever 
Cameron ever needed to talk, and even if he didn't. They would get 
together regularly to share a drink and a smoke, or just sit in quiet 
companionability. A problem shared is a problem halved? Not exactly, it 
just meant the problem got spread around a bit, but at least it couldn't 
get any worse.

Although he and Lydia would have each other to talk to and help 
purge the memories, Cameron did not have that luxury - he had no 
family to care for him and few close friends; not that talking to family or 
friends would do any good. They would try to listen, would nod and 
make the right noises in all the right places, all the while thinking he 
was spouting the ravings of a madman.

No one outside this exclusive club of three members could have the 
slightest inkling of the horrendous happenings they had gone through. 
They were bonded for life by their experiences, and they had to be 
there for each other, to support one another, always. If they didn't, 
Eddie felt sure that one or other of them would be weeping over a lost 
compatriot's obituary before too long. 

The engine thrummed and the cabin pitched gently as the white 
capped waves of the North Sea carried them along. Like a baby rocked 
in its cradle, Cameron succumbed to its soporific effect, eased along by 
the morphine now coursing through him.

Satisfied his colleague would be safe if he took his eyes off him, at 
least for a few minutes, Eddie too also soon fell under the motion's 
influence. His heavy lids drooped and he let them fall closed and he too 
fell asleep, sheer exhaustion taking control of his shattered body.

He slept and dreamed, twitching and groaning as he relived the 
events of the previous weeks.
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Eddie dreamed on, unaware of the unseen, unnatural things 
happening inside Lydia. Events beyond her control, beyond the control 
of Nature herself. 

The ejaculate Euterich had forcibly administered to her on that dirty 
pile of sacking in the tool shed was on the move. 

Injected through her cervix, carried by muscular waves, it migrated 
through her uterus, destroying any remnants of Cameron and Eddie's 
deposits it came across along the way. 

Already it had reached the opening of her right fallopian tube where, 
in twenty four hours' time, the millions of spermatozoa like entities it 
carried would meet the egg already released from her ovary as part of 
her normal monthly cycle.

The swimming gametes would then surround and assault it until, like 
Falcon Bravo's drill bit had once bored into the sea bed, one would 
breach its outer coat to instantly initiate a chemical reaction which 
would render the egg toxic to the rest. 

The reward for the unlucky remainder's failure to fertilise - death.
Within minutes of penetration, genetic materials would combine; a 

fusion of worlds, of the dark and the light. Then would come the first of 
countless divisions, and life, in whatever form it chose to take, would go 
on.
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