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Megamar Lighthouse stands on a tiny rocky island about three miles out to sea from Dark Haven Fishing Village. It was built in 1842, a traditional round tower structure of about 20mt in height with a small attached stone cottage for the lightkeeper. It still retains its large rotating lens unit, upgraded to electricity in the 1940s and, because of its heritage status, will never switch over to the modern flashing LED system. Naturally, maintenance is not as labour-intensive as back in the days of kerosene lamps and revolving clockwork assemblies, but lens-cleaning and general upkeep is still required.

A pair of lightkeepers see to the work, with each one remaining on the island for a four-month shift, as the seas between the island and the shore are deemed too rough for regular back and forth crossings. One of these is John Kennedy, a quiet, bearded, six-feet-two man with chiselled features. Rather than finding the four months boring, as some might, the forty-year-old savours the peace and solitude of the island, and immerses himself in the physical labour.

When not on lighthouse duty, John is thought to work in the somewhat obscure establishment known as Dark Haven Finishing School for Young Ladies, which is situated in an old gated abbey along the coast from the village. Rumours abound regarding the goings-on there, some saying it is little more than a meeting spot for BDSM fetish enthusiasts, but nobody is inclined to ask many questions about it. After all, the local economy benefits quite well from the place’s running needs, so what’s the point in rocking the boat?

Having said that, John is fully aware of the furtive glances he receives from the villagers during his mainland stints—particularly from some of the female residents—but he takes it all in his stride. In fact, he finds it somewhat flattering and actually quite amusing.
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The noon sea area forecast was warning of imminent near-gale to gale force winds accompanied by heavy rain for the area, and a small-craft warning was in place.

It wasn’t really a big deal for John Kennedy, who experienced this kind of weather on a regular enough basis. Apart from the normal daily routine of checking the light and monitoring buoys, signals, and navigation aids, the only requirements would be to ensure the landing pier, boathouse, and launch were secure, and that the backup generators were fully fuelled and in working order.

John’s only real irritation was that today’s scheduled food and supplies delivery, courtesy of Patrick Fagan’s General Store in the village, would not be arriving. It wasn’t so much the goods themselves—he still had plenty to be going on with—but just that his little bit of fortnightly human interaction would have to wait for another day or so.

Patrick was a good conversationalist, always a great source for local news and gossip, and sometimes his twenty-one-year-old daughter Meghan would come along with him on the short boat trip as well.

John had known Meghan since she was just a kid, but that kid had now grown into an extremely attractive young lady, and John sometimes found himself wondering what exactly he looked forward to most: the bit of banter with Patrick, or the opportunity to cast a longing eye over his raven-haired beauty of a daughter.

Stop it, he thought, grinning to himself as he finished tidying the pier. Are you not getting more than your fill of attention at the abbey? Is that not why you come here; the solitude ... the chance to clear your head?

It was four o’clock, and the wind was already beginning to gust, with the first drops of rain starting to fall. Time to head up to the lighthouse and finish off whatever needed to be done before retreating inside. He gathered the bits and pieces into a satchel, and was just about to go when something caught his eye. About two hundred meters out, a small craft was fighting its way towards him through the increasingly choppy waves.

It couldn’t be, he thought. Surely not?

But it was. Even at that distance in the failing conditions there was no mistaking Patrick Fagan’s small, diesel-powered launch.

What was he playing at? Had he not heard the forecast? Of course he had—Fagan was a careful and competent seafarer—so why the hell was he needlessly chancing his arm in this situation?

John raised his binoculars to his eyes and scanned the boat. Odd. There was only one person in the tiny wheelhouse, and it wasn’t Patrick. Instead, it was Meghan, and there was no sign of her father at all.

“What the hell?” he muttered, dropping his gear and running to the end of the pier. Had something happened to Patrick?

After a heart-pounding few minutes, the launch managed to settle parallel to the dock, its tyre-fenders bumping the stone, and John secured the offered ropes.

“What’s going on? Where’s Patrick? Is he okay?” he shouted.

Meghan looked somewhat ruffled, but she managed a grin nonetheless. “Yes. Relax. He’s fine. He’s just busy. I came on my own.”

“On your own? But you are not ...”

“It’s fine. I’ve done my training. I have all the qualifications I need under my belt. Besides, you need your supplies, John, and if I’d left it any later, I mightn’t have been able to get here.”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Meghan,” snapped John. “It could have waited.” He was normally a man of few words, but his anger and concern over what might have happened was prompting his outburst.

“No big deal,” smiled Meghan, unintentionally goading him. “I’m here now, so let’s get unloaded.”

By now, the rain was falling in sheets. The wind seemed to have increased in just the few minutes they had been talking, and it was becoming clear the weather service might have somehow underestimated the impending squall.

They bundled the supplies into the adjacent boathouse to be collected when the weather eased, and double-checked the boat lines.

“Does Patrick even know you are here?” asked John grumpily. He doubted it. There wasn’t a chance in hell his friend would permit his daughter to set out under a warning, even if she was now qualified to pilot the launch.

She muttered something, but it was lost to the elements.

John eyed her. She was soaked through to the skin. She wasn’t even wearing a raincoat; just a green woolly jumper and jeans. Her hair was plastered to her face, and water dripped from the tip of her nose. What the hell had she been thinking?

“Come on,” he growled. “Leave it. It’s fine. I don’t suppose you have any spare clothes on board, do you? You’re here for the night at least.”

“Actually,” she said, grabbing a small backpack from the wheelhouse, and securing the doors behind her, “It’s my gym stuff, but still clothes. See? I’m not as dumb as you are trying to make out.”

Best say nothing, thought John, gesturing for her to follow.

They fought their way up the roughly hewn steps to the higher level, crossed the small yard, and arrived at the keeper’s cottage. The wind entered behind them, scattering charts and a handful of documents from John’s desk before he managed to push the door closed again. “Damn it,” he muttered, chasing the potential escapees around the room. “Seriously, Meghan, what the hell were you thinking coming out here on a day like this ... in those conditions? You could have drowned. That boat is not suitable for that kind of weather. I am completely surprised with Patrick. Next time I see him, I’ll ...”

“He doesn’t know I am here,” interrupted Meghan, now blushing. “I just thought ...”

“What?!?”

“He doesn’t know ...”

“I heard you the first darn time, Meghan. Get on your phone ... now. Get on your phone and let him know where you are. He’s probably in a heap worrying. Do it now.”

She fumbled in the pocket of her jeans, blushing even deeper. “It’s not here. I must have left it on the boat.”

“Oh for god sake!”

“I’ll get it. Gimme a minute.”

“No. You won’t. You are not going out in that again. I’ll get it. Where is it?”

“Wheelhouse. The shelf left of the wheel,” she answered, looking as if she might cry. “You can’t miss it.”

By the time he returned, Meghan was dressed in a patterned gym leotard. She looked cold. “I thought there was more in the bag,” she said, her composure back. “Not much use, but at least it’s dry.”

He handed her the phone and nodded, pointing towards an adjacent room. “Bedroom. Grab yourself a blanket, and while you’re in there call your father. I’ll get a fire lit, Just
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