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Author’s Note
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Revelation and Exodus is a duo of ‘Pin and Inspector Tom stories. 

In the first of these two stories about the relationship between 'Pin and Inspector Tom, ‘Pin is lured into working for Jonathan, minding his interior design shop but it sounds too good to be true, and it is! When it is clear that Jonathan’s intentions are any but honourable, ‘Pin finds himself in grave danger ... enter Inspector Tom. 

In the second story, Tom goes missing whilst undercover and 'Pin has to try and find him; he can't trust anyone it seems and gets himself kidnapped again ... Love and mystery, learning to drive in four seconds, car chases and shoot-outs, computer chips and bags of cash. 

Thank you!

Alp Mortal

2024

Revelation

A ‘Pin and Inspector Tom Story

By

Alp Mortal
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Prologue
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When he regained consciousness nothing seemed to have changed. It was still pitch black and had it not been for the sense of motion and the smell of petrol, he would have assumed that he had reached the afterlife. The confinement told him he was probably in the boot of a car. Whose, he had no idea and where they were heading, not a clue. Why?

The question was like the ring pull on a can of soda which has been shaken vigorously, much like himself; pull the ring and everything comes bursting out. Was anything as it seemed?

He had no idea how long he’d been ‘out of it’ and the sour taste in his mouth gave no indication but he didn’t feel the need to urinate, so perhaps not that long. Why? Jonathan?

He was jolted as the car obviously left a good made road and now appeared to be on a lesser road or even a track. There was some tyre noise and the regular creak of the suspension. They had definitely slowed down, twisting and turning frequently; and it was a little cooler. Try as hard as he could, he could not summon a single coherent thought, not anything; like his entire life was a picture seen through a gauze from some distance. He could just identify vague outlines and the odd splash of colour but for the largest part, a dim and fuzzy ‘feeling’ rather than a memory. That included the most recent past except for Jonathan, whose face he could recall, and they seemed to be standing somewhere noisy like a train station. The car was bouncing a little more now and unless his senses were betraying him, he could smell the sea.

The car stopped abruptly and it coincided with another image of Jonathan; his lover’s smile zigzagging across his face as he turned but was it as he said ‘goodbye’?

All was silent and the smell of the sea stronger. The boot lid was opened but the level of light did not improve; the hood was thick. Two strong pairs of hands grabbed him and hauled him out, dumping him unceremoniously on the ground, the soft ground which felt like sand. He couldn’t move because he was bound at the ankles and the knees and his hands were firmly tied behind his back. He could hear nothing save the muted roar of the sea; he guessed that was what it was. Hands grabbed him again and the bindings were cut away from his feet and legs. He was helped up but immediately slumped against a body, a solid mass. It moved and he had to move, forcing numb limbs to obey fuddled commands. The returning sensation of his blood was painful but also kind of welcome. They were moving over the sand but it was pretty firm, maybe even wet from a receding tide. God alone knew what time it was but it didn’t feel like night.

He stumbled and staggered for a while and then came to an abrupt halt. The ground had changed to something very hard, like concrete or stone but definitely no longer sand. Through the blackout hood he could hear a grating sound, something heavy and metallic being dragged over a hard surface. He wondered why he hadn’t felt more afraid. He did now.

He was nudged forward and forced to sit down and his legs were pulled and then he felt that his feet were over nothingness. Hands grabbed him under the arms and he was lifted and lowered and then he felt hands grab his feet and then his knees and all of a sudden he was down, like a sack of potatoes. He landed on a soft, springy surface like a mattress and he fell to one side and his head came to rest on it. Then nothing and finally the sound of the heavy thing being moved again and the last sound was the clang it made as it was shut and even though he couldn’t see anything, he knew he was in some kind of underground chamber or a bunker. When he concentrated hard, he could hear the roar of the waves and the smell of the sea was very strong. It wasn’t cold only cooler but that was a relief after the journey in the car.

He surmised that he must have been drugged; only that would account for the fuzziness. The question of ‘why’ just stood there like a vaguely sinister man waiting for something or someone. It was in itself out of place despite being the most obvious question, as if he should already know the answer.
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Chapter One – It’s a trait of all us Plutonians
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“Your luck could be in, sweetheart. He’s been eyeing you up for the last half an hour,” said Gail as we did the bacon rolls for the rush at eleven when the guys piled in from the site over the road.

“What in Hell’s name is he doing in here? Have you seen the suit?”

“Never mind the quality, feel the width,” Gail chortled.

It was true that the guy had been sitting and ever so nonchalantly looking over the whole time as he sipped a cuppa and nibbled a Danish pastry by pulling it apart like a bird pecking at a crust.

“Gail, he’s coming over to pay ...”

“Smile ...”

“Can I get you anything else?” I asked as he approached the counter.

“No, that was lovely.”

“Four-fifty, please ...”

He handed me a fiver and said, “Keep the change.”

“Thanks! Have a good day,” I added like a soppy, love-struck girl.

I watched as he left the café and he turned left and headed down towards the Tube.

“Why didn’t you say something?” Gail asked.

“You know me. Anyway, he’s way too good looking and just look at the way he was dressed.”

“Sweetheart, take a good long hard look in the mirror.”

“Meaning?”

She didn’t reply and then the hordes of Khan turned up demanding bacon butties and drinks so it was bedlam for an hour and then the lunchtime started and it wasn’t until three, when we put the ‘closed’ sign up, that I actually had time for a second thought.

“What you doing tonight?” Gail asked.

“Depends on tips.”

“It was a good week; thirty-eight quid for you.”

“Oh, cool; then I might go out.”

“Honey, spruce up and go wiggle that glorious bum of yours. The thought that you sleep alone at night makes me very depressed.”

“You do.”

“I have a cat!”

I left and headed back home to assess the odds of actually making it out and where the fuck I would go if I did?

I love Gail to pieces and maybe I could spruce up but she definitely needs a new prescription!

Home is a bedsit on a funny little street, Candover Street, the shortest in London. It’s cheap; the guy who owns it, a Greek guy called Giorgos, calls in on a Friday and collects the rent; leers at me for a minute whilst I rummage for the required notes and then he disappears to be harangued by the monstrous woman who I believe is his wife and their tirade usually lasts until bedtime. Something works because they’ve got five kids; all monstrous, fat and greasy, just like their parents. I usually tidy and clean up a bit and do the laundry on a Sunday when the café is closed.

“Go out!” my alter ego pipes up.

“Where?”

“Have a drink and then catch a movie.”

“Is it really worth it?”

“YES!”

I decide to spruce up; chancing my arm and head for the shower room down the hall and I make it just before the Greek appears from the flat at the end, hoping, I presume, to catch me in just my towel.

“Where?”

“Soho!”

“Oh God! Surrounded by the gods and their clones,” I replied to Self, already feeling my backbone and spirits wither like a lettuce too long out of water.

“Shoulders back and chest out, dress nice and casual and just have a drink then catch a movie and treat us to a pizza ... unless ...”

“Unless what? Someone offers to buy us a drink, whisk us off to Paris and shower us in gifts for the rest of our lives?”

“Or says ‘I love you’ ...”

“I’ll win the jackpot on the lottery before anyone says that.”

“He’s out there.”

“Yeah, like an alien life-form, microscopic and fossilised for four billion years, inhabiting a dead planet ...”

“Jesus, you’re depressing!”

“I’m ready.”

“Uhm, no, you look like you’re about to go to the launderette; try harder.”

I re-dressed like I was about to have a first date.

“Well, you might; the guy at the café today eyed you up.”

“Bored.”

“For forty-five minutes? He could have turned round and watched Jim’s bottom cleavage if he’d been bored.”

“He was older, didn’t you think?”

“Fifty I guessed, but looking forty and the suit was bespoke.”

“Professional.”

“Architect.”

“How do I look now?”

“Handsome ... GO!”

I left and took the Tube to Tottenham Court Road and realised it was still quite early, before seven in fact.

“The Village?”

“No, the place round the corner; the barmen are cuter.”

I headed in and the place was reasonably quiet so I grabbed a drink and had a choice of seats so I took one at the high table in the corner.

“What do I do now?”

“Look relaxed and try to enjoy it.”

“What movie are we going to see?”

“Something with Monica Belluci.”

“I like her-”

“Excuse me,” said the voice from out of nowhere and I turned forty-five degrees to my left, towards the bar, and there he was ... the guy from the café.

“Can I help you?” I asked in auto-pilot and acutely aware that I was eyeing him up.

“You’re the fellow from the café, aren’t you?” he queried.

“Yes, that’s right; you were in earlier.”

“Yes, I was ...”

I waited because he had said ‘excuse me’ like he had a question.

“Are you waiting for someone?”

“Oh, no; I just fancied a drink and then maybe a movie.”

“Would you mind if I joined you?” he asked with his hand on the back of the other chair ready to pull it out.

“No, of course not ...” and my face must have registered the disbelief and possible concern that I thought he was mad or blind.

“I’m Jonathan,” he said as he sat down.

“Malpin; but my friends just call me ’Pin ...”

“Interesting name.”

“My mother was a big fan of Ossian.”

“Ah; yes, the Battles of Fingal and Lamon Mor.”

“Not many people know that ...” 

He didn’t reply and sipped his drink which looked like a whiskey.

“Are you hungry?” he asked.

“I was gonna grab a pizza after the movie.”

“Why don’t you let me buy you dinner? Chinese, as we’re on the doorstep.”

“Uhm, well, okay ...”

“Only if you want-”

“I do, it’s just-”

“No one offered before?”

“Not like this.”

“I am direct; it can be disarming I agree.”

“I’m very indirect, which can be disappointing.”

He laughed.

“You’re very funny.”

“It compensates ....”

“For ...?”

“The lack of everything else.”

“That’s far too self-deprecating for a gay man living in London in the twenty-first century.”

“I think I was born in a different time, or possibly on a different planet ...”

“What movie were you going to see?” he asked with a wry smile.

“Anything with Monica Belluci.”

“I like her too. So, would you like to catch a movie and grab a Chinese after?”

“Most definitely ... what do you do?”

“I’m an architect.”

“I thought you must be something like that; dressed as you were earlier.”

“I have my own practice and a shop which sells lighting and soft furnishings.”

“Are you from London?”

“Originally Ross-on-Wye ... you?”

“Pluto.”

He spluttered.

“There you go; your comic timing is impeccable.”

I just smiled because he was very charming and very engaging but dressed so well I felt like a
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