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Chapter One

 


With his fluorescent green wellie-clad legs
ankle deep in muck and his pink rubber gloved hands and arms
searching through said muck, Iain MacMillan was not a happy
bunny.

Or a happy ex-dentist, erstwhile alternative
jeweler, or killer.

Scrub
that, he thought as one unguent turd stuck
to his boots, a thoroughly pissed off
dispatcher of filth. Not that he seemed to
be dispatching much of it at that moment.

Oh, it wasn’t the bright doll-pink gloves—he
didn’t give a monkey’s what color they were as long as they did
their job. It wasn’t even the fact he was knackered, needed a shag,
as if it was the water of life or failing that, a double tot of
single malt.

No, it was the incompetence of others that
did it and that was why he was where he was.

“This is shit. Fucking shit,” Mac grumbled.
“If people did their jobs properly I could have worked this another
way, and not be rummaging around in this bloody pigsty.”

“Ain’t that true.” Darke, his immediate
boss, mentor, and friend nodded and popped a piece of gum in his
mouth. “Pig shit and you’re up to your ankles in it. Grow a pair
and get the bloody job done.”

Mac said something very uncomplimentary
under his breath, looked up, and stared. “Since when have you
chewed gum?”

Darke shrugged and blew a credible bubble
from whatever it was he chomped on. “Since Astrid persuaded me to
stop smoking.” He looked at his watch. “Three days four hours and
ten or so minutes ago. She intimated it was restricting my
stamina.” He picked out the gum from his mouth and flicked it way.
“And I hate the bloody stuff.”

Come to think of it, Mac hadn’t seen a
Gitane in Darke’s hands for a day or so. He burst out laughing and
almost fell in the shit he was standing in. “Ooh under the thumb
are we?”

Darke grinned, not at all abashed. “As if.
She doesn’t nag or even ask. She just looks at me in a certain
way.”

“And casts aspersions on your stamina.” That
cheered Mac up a bit.

Darke shrugged. “I showed her how wrong she
was.”

“But you still ditched the cigs?”

“Ah well, it was the old cinema ad about
snogging a bloke who smelled and tasted like an ashtray that did
it. To say nothing of the cigarettes and cancer crap she left all
over the place. Gave me the heebie jeebies, I tell you.”

“Clever woman, your Astrid.”

Darke nodded. “Oh yes. God, Mac, haven’t you
finished yet? I’ve a hot woman and an interesting scenario with wax
waiting for me.”

Bastard.
Mac would settle for either or at that moment.
Something glinted in the muck by his feet and Mac fished it out
triumphantly. “Got you, you bugger. That’s the lot.”

“Congratulations. Go forth and jewel or
whatever you call it.”

“Yeah, yeah, you go forth and fuck
yourself.”

“No need. I have a woman to do it for me.”
Darke grinned in the saturnine way he had, saluted, and turned on
his heels.

“I hope some wax drops on your balls, you
bugger,” Mac called after him as he climbed out of the sty and let
the pigs back in. They might just have been fed but the bloody
things were never full and he had no intention of being their next
meal.

Darke turned, a shadowy outline with the sun
behind his back. “Nope—it’s my turn to be boss tonight.”

Like he’d thought, Mac mused as he picked up
the bag full of teeth and made his way back to the house, loved up
and fucking lucky. He meanwhile was going to have to get friendly
with his hand if he wanted to see any action.

****

The phone rang and Mac surfaced, hot, horny
and bad tempered. Who the hell was it at stupid o’clock? One
tattooed arm emerged from under the Superman duvet—his fortieth
birthday present from his colleagues the previous week—fumbled
around and found what he was looking for.

“What.” He snarled into the phone and
squinted at his watch. Shit, it wasn’t even eight pm. He’d only
been off shift an hour. Knackered, fed up with whiny traitors who
really needed a gag as well as irons, and a run-in with an asshole
newbie guard, who had no idea that contrite from a prisoner meant,
‘I read you as a sucker’. Well the prisoner had read the guy all
right, and both were now elsewhere. The traitor being digested by
the pigs a couple of days before he was meant to. His own fault
he’d thought to hide in the sty. But now that meant more work for
Mac. Pretty teeth necklaces to be made and shipped to his contact
in the pacific. Tourist tat. Glittery, silly things, with a dark
past. How many of the recipients would be happy knowing where their
‘genuine fake’ teeth necklaces came from?

Or that they’d been harvested from pig poo?
Normally Mac would have preferred to pull them out before the guy
went into the pigsty, but he hadn’t gotten the chance. Dead or
alive it made no different to The Dispatcher and his team how they
disposed of the body. Each traitor was judged on his or Mac
guessed, her own merit.

The asshole almost found himself in the same
situation except common sense, also known as Darke, his immediate
boss, intervened. So instead of being pig swill he was on a plane
back to Crabtree the ‘highheidyin’ as they mockingly called him,
and no doubt with his next job minding a closet.

“Fuck it, who’s there?” Mac snarled and
rubbed his cock absently, as he remembered the asshole’s last words
of ‘watch your backs, they’ll get you somehow. None of you are
safe.’

“Speak or sod off and I’ll go back to what I
was doing.”

“Mac, sorry but I need you.” That was Milo,
the third member of the committee who controlled the island, damn
him. Was the asshole’s prophecy coming true? Mac had the uneasy
feeling that Milo wouldn’t have called him unless he really had to.
He knew Mac was tired, and no doubt randy and had a hot date with
his imagination.

“Fuck off unless the island is sinking. I’m
in the middle of a cock-hardening wet dream about a blonde German
erotica author who’s on her knees in front of me and saying she’s
mine all mine.”

Milo’s laugh was tinged with more than a
little sympathy. “If it’s who I think it is, she’s collared and
happily married.”

“So? A man can dream, can’t he? Ah hell, now
she’s got up and stalked away. Bratty sub.” Mac sighed and kicked
the covers off him. Somewhat damp covers and it wasn’t just sweat
on them.

Well it had been a fucking arousing
dream.

“Okay” he said, resigned to not getting his
rocks off or getting any sleep. “What do you want me to do?”

Half an hour later, dressed in black and
with his face camouflaged, Mac stood next to Milo and pointed to
the security screen in front of them. “So, two somethings that
shouldn’t be there. Any clue what?”

Milo shrugged and blackened his own face.
“Nope, but they were not far from the bay on the mainland when I
saw them. Now they’re getting too close for comfort, so we need to
sort them. Which one do you want?”

Mac shrugged. “Makes no difference, does it?
I’ll be pissed off whichever one I get my hands on. That was a
fucking arousing dream I was in. My cock feels deprived and ready
for retribution. God help whoever I catch. The mood I’m in I’d fuck
whatever I found, be it male or female. Bugger it. I’m on your left
so I’ll go for the one on the left. Who I reckon is heading towards
Graveyard Bay so that’ll do for a starting point. Mind you,” he
grumbled more because he could than he needed to. Work was work
whatever time of the day or night. “The bloody fog is gonna make it
difficult.”

Milo swatted him on the back. “Not for you,
oh eagle-eyes. Okay, you go for lefty there and I’ll go see what
the other thing is.”

Mac nodded. “I’ll check the security cameras
on the island while I’m at it.”

Five minutes later he left Milo and the
boathouse and silently paddled his canoe out from its hidey-hole at
the south of the island toward Graveyard Bay. So named because of
its eerie skeleton of trees and rocks that looked like
headstones.

If whoever it was were
intent on reaching Eilean Bàs—Dark Isle in
English— undetected they would have been better to choose a night
where the wind and waves were up. They’d be a lot more likely to go
undetected then. He chuckled as an errant gust of wind rippled the
water. And probably drown but then that would be doing everyone a
favor.

Mac moved swiftly in his
craft of choice. Low, quiet and fast, it worked for him over and
above any of the other vessels he had at his disposal. At least in
the mist-rapidly-turning-to-fog there would be little likelihood of
other boats around, especially at night. The loch might look pretty
and tranquil to the tourists who sat on the shores and ate ice
creams or threw sticks for their dog, with only a sightseeing
steamer or two and the occasional pleasure craft to disturb the
peace, but those in the know understood its secrets and
undercurrents.

Mac was one of them. He
paddled silently as he strained to hear any sound other than his
breathing. A heron flew somewhere above him in the gloom, the only
indication of its presence the slow flap of its wings. A duck
quacked and he lifted the paddle to drift and listen. Another quack
answered and Mac was satisfied it really was waterfowl and not a
human imitation. He moved on slowly searching for something that
shouldn’t be there.

Where was that damned
blob? What was it?

Shit, he needed a
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