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***~~~***

Act 1, Scene 1: The Storm

 


“You’ll never work in this town again!” Ramsey screamed in
Sian’s face.  His breath smelled of tobacco, alcohol, and that
sort of sour smell of someone who just doesn’t care about their
personal hygiene enough to wash or clean their teeth regularly. The
yellowing stains spreading like a fungus from the armpits of his
shirt sleeves went to support this theory.  Beads of sweat
were forming on his bald head, and his face was the colour of a
beetroot from the exertion of bellowing so loudly.

 


Sian bit
her lip. She wasn’t upset by this oversized toddler having a
tantrum, it was more the unfairness that she knew what he was
saying was true.  She’d spent months researching and gathering
evidence about the poor quality of the housing he was providing,
the unsafe conditions he was forcing his tenants to live in, the
exorbitant rates he was charging them for the privilege.  He’d
been found guilty of negligence and given an inconsequential fine.
And now he was louder and more obnoxious than ever, and he was
going to throw all the money necessary at ensuring she never worked
as a journalist again. 

 


“Think of it as an opportunity,” her twin brother Seb told her
over the video chat that night. He was a photojournalist and for
the past two years had been living on an island cataloguing its
nature for a series of articles in an international magazine.
“You’re too good for that small town shitty press, anyway. Get out
and work somewhere you have a chance of making it big.
Investigating slumlords is never gunna get you to the big
time!” 

 


“I suppose I could join you on the island?” she teased. “It’s
not like I have anything holding me here, now.”

 


“Of course! I’ll buy you a ticket now,” he smiled. “I have to
go into the jungle for a few days - there’s a particular breed
of…”  The screen began to crackle, and then the picture
disappeared.

 


“Seb?” Sian banged the laptop, as though
that would make the slightest bit of difference. When the
connection did not reinstate within half an hour she tried calling
his landline. There was no response. A brief internet search
revealed there were no adverse weather conditions on the island
that might affect the connection, and there were no reported
outages. He wants me there
anyway, she thought to herself as she
hurriedly packed some clothes in a bag. It’s not an overreaction, he wants me there anyway.
But the sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach
was relentless as she hurried out the door.

 



***~~~***

Act 1, Scene 2: Crash

 


The
island was too small to have an airport, so she had to catch a
biplane for the last part of her journey. Sian stood awkwardly at
the airport, her overfilled sports bag slung awkwardly over her
shoulder. She was the only unaccompanied woman she could see, and
everyone waiting at the airport was eyeing her suspiciously. A
slim, well groomed man in pilot’s whites approached her smiling,
and she felt a mixture of relief and uncertainty. 

 


“Excuse me, Miss,” he said in a gentle voice. “Are you waiting
for the plane to Illyria?”

 


“Yes, ! am.” She smiled at him.

 


“Do you have, um, family there?” he asked
carefully.

 


“Yes, I’m meeting my brother, he lives there.”

 


“Oh,” the man sounded eminently relieved. “Then I will deliver
you to your brother.” He indicated the landing strip, where a tiny
bi plane was awaiting them.

 


It made
a disturbing chugging noise as it attempted to leave ground, and
rattled and shook once it took to the skies, and Sian found herself
clinging to the hand strap above the hatch as the plane rocked in
the air.

 


Just as
they were over the island, a storm hit and the plane began to
spiral against the wind. The last thing she remembered was the
pilot hurrying towards her from the cockpit, shouting
something.

 


When she
came to, Sian was lying on the beach, covered in sand, her clothes
ripped and her luggage, nowhere to be seen. The pilot was sitting a
few feet away, rubbing the back of his head.

 


“Where are we?” she managed as she struggled to her
feet.

 


“The wrong side of the island, madam,” he said. “I am afraid
it is not safe for you here, a woman travelling alone, and with my
plane gone, and your possessions with it, it may be some time
before we are able to complete our journey.”

 


“Is there an embassy? Somewhere I can go?” Sian was looking
around.

 


“Not here, madam,” he hurried to her as a noise from the
foliage on the edge of the beach alerted him to the presence of
poachers. “It is not safe here, we must move!” He took her arm and
hurried her away.

 



***~~~***

Act 1, Scene 3: Grief

The
location of Sebastian’s hut was known to the pilot. Indeed, it was
known to all regular visitors to the island. The reclusive foreign
journalist who spent days on end in the jungle, with nothing but a
camera was something of a fascination to the locals, though none
were brave enough to speak to him. When Sian had explained her
brother’s employment, the pilot had known exactly where to take
her, but neither of them were prepared for what they
found.

 


It had
often been said of Sian and Sebastian that they could easily have
been mistaken for identical twins.  Indeed, some, with a
weaker knowledge of biology had even suggested they could be. So it
came about, that, whilst kneeling in the wreckage of her brother’s
destroyed hut, and clinging to his wallet, which she found amongst
the broken crockery and upturned furniture, and out of her utter
despair at his loss, a plan began to form in Sian’s mind. With no
way to get home, and nothing to go home for, she would stay here.
If it was not safe to remain as herself, she would remain as
Sebastian instead.  She would cut her hair, and with the help
of the pilot, be able to become quite a convincing version of her
brother.

 



*

 


“What now?” The pilot asked as he stood back, admiring his
handiwork.

 


“Now, I must find work, or starve.”

 


They
walked into the main city area of the island. The contrast to the
beach and rural area on the outskirts of the forest, where the
remains of Sebastian’s hut were situated, was incredible. There
were tall buildings and billboards and traffic which did not appear
to respect the laws of the road, or pedestrian rights of way. As
they walked the crowded pavement towards the centre of the hub,
Sian’s attention was drawn to a large car, pulling up outside a
media tower. A woman stepped out, and was immediately surrounded by
flashing cameras and shouting questions.

 


“Who’s that?” Sian asked the pilot.

 


“That, is Olivia Hathaway,” he informed her. “The press are
all over her because she has just inherited a media empire from her
brother. He died in a car crash.”

 


“Poor woman,” Sian looked sadly on as Olivia tried to politely
answer questions and move through the reporters and into her
building. “If only I could get a job with her.”

 


“You won’t,” the pilot said flatly. “She’s not recruiting. She
wants to understand how everything works before bringing in
anything new, she’s not seeing anyone. This is much to the chagrin
of Claud Orsino, who was looking to merge with Hathaway's before
her brother died.”

 


“Orsino?” 

 


“He is the media mogul who
owns The Count. They run news stations, and websites and a regular
newspaper. Why, he is the richest man on the island.”

 


“Well,” Sian decided. “If I can’t work for
Olivia, I shall have to apply to The Count, instead. Will you
introduce me?”

 


“Aye, lady, I will.”

 



***~~~***

Act 2, Scene 1: Love Music

 


“Turn it up!” Orsino cried as the shuffle moved to a
particularly dreary durge about love and loss.

 


“For the love of god, why?” Sian rolled her eyes as an intern
scurried over to the sound system and fumbled with the
volume.

 


“You couldn’t possibly know my pain!” he howled. “How is it
fair that a woman so beautiful should shut herself away and never
see another suitor, and for the love of what? A brother? Why? She
will not see me! She will not countenance to see me! How am I to
woo her from afar?”

 


“For Christ’s sake!” Sian cried over the durge. “You’ve met
her once! You only want her for her business! And you have quite
the business without her, Claud. Don’t wallow, appreciate what you
have. Look, here, I am going to interview these people at a music
festival next week, why don’t you come? Getting out of the office
would be good for you.”

 


“Sean, my boy,” Orsino’s voice raised against the crescendo of
the music. “You are young, you don’t know what loss or pain
unrequited love is! But I do appreciate your counsel and company. I
don’t know how I managed before you came.”

 


“You certainly washed less.”

 


“Haha! True!” He grinned and slapped her back. “Again!” he
cried as the track ended.

 


The
intern scurried to the sound system to reset the song. Sian rolled
her eyes and wandered back to her desk.

 


As she
sat, scrolling through tabs, the messenger icon popped up. It was a
message for Orsino. When he was of this melancholy disposition he
always forwarded his calls and messages to her. “I cannot, and will
not face a world without Olivia!” he would say, but usually found
himself able within a couple of hours…

 


The
message came from “Hathaway's LTD”. Sian glanced through the glass
partition, but Orsino was passed out, forehead on his desk, half
empty whiskey bottle clearly visible. 

 


The
messenger was pinging…

 


Claud.

 


I need you to stop emailing, and sending telegrams, and
flowers.

 


Claud.

 


I can see you’re there.

 


It says you’re online, Claud. 

 


You’ve been wanting to talk to me and now you’re going to
ignore me?

 


Sian
contemplated just shutting the messenger down, but the next message
gave her pause.

 


You would not have harassed my brother like this.

 


Sian
took her seat, cracked her knuckles and began to type.

 


Sorry, Miss. Claud is passed out on his desk. I will pass on
the message.

 


What ridiculous game are you playing now? This is your direct
line. Do you think I’m stupid?

 


No, Miss. I don’t think you’re stupid. I think you’re very
sad that your brother is gone, and feeling overwhelmed by the
amount of pressure. And the attention that Orsino is putting on
you, no matter how well intentioned, is not helping your situation.
And I feel very sorry for it, but alas, it is beyond my
control.

 


What is this? You claim to pity me, but continue to harass
me! I do not need your pity!

 


You have it, nonetheless. And believe me, when I say I know
the pain of the loss of a brother, which is why I am able to pity
you so completely that my heart hurts, but you must also believe me
when I tell you I am not Claud, and your anger and reproaches are
wasted on me.

 


Sian was
about to switch off the messenger when the next message made her
hesitate.

 


Prove it.

 


“Ha!” She laughed to herself. “Very well, lady, you asked for
it!” She flicked on the video chat.

 


She
smiled patiently at the tiny image of herself, with cropped hair
and shirt she wore in order to pass as male, although she still had
gentleness that she was unable to conceal.  Watching the
screen as it informed her that the other party was typing, then
clearly deleting, and typing again. Then, suddenly the picture
appeared, and Olivia was sitting looking at her from the
screen.

 


“You really aren’t Orsino,” she said after a pause. There was
a sadness, but also a warmth to her voice. Sian found herself
biting her lip.

 


“I’m really not,” she said in her practised masculine tone
that she had become accustomed to using. 

 


“I’m pleased.” Olivia said without hesitation. “It has taken
me a long time to build up the courage to do this, and honestly I
did not know what to expect!”

 


“Not me, I’d wager!” Sian laughed. “I’m just the communities
correspondent, unfortunately. As you can see, our editor in chief
and fearless leader is currently otherwise engaged!” She angled the
camera so Olivia could see Orsino passed out on the
desk. 

 


“You weren’t joking!” Olivia laughed a warm, genuine laugh. “I
see he is a broken man!”

 


“You see what effect you have on him, lady!” Sian teased. “He
is nothing but a shell without your love. And we, the minions, are
forced to listen to power ballads on repeat and feel his
pain!”

 


“Oh! You poor thing!” Olivia laughed. “But I will have none of
the responsibility on me. For it is not me that he loves, but my
company, and that shall never be his!”

 


“Oh, come now!” Sian was very much enjoying this conversation.
She had not had any female interaction since moving to the island,
and she felt quite at ease with this woman she had never met.
“Surely it is both you and the company. What would you? Not merge
with him and leave it to desicate, he sees you as a beautiful
prize, and he will win you!”

 


“He won’t need to!” She affirmed. “I shall auction off myself
and my company! I shall call bids on my face, two eyes, sold as a
pair, one nose, slightly turned up, barely used, and lips, rather
overused.” She laughed.

 


“Would you be so cruel?” Sian became quite shrill


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg





