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Introduction

Professor Brandon Sagittarius, the Head of Experimental Department, British Intelligence (MI6) had experienced what you might call an interesting few days. To him, it now seemed like months ago when had gone to work as usual, with his only real concern being a mountain of paperwork. Being in charge of various projects, as well as his own very private project, was all that occupied his mind, and now his whole life had been turned upside down.

He had been dragged into the murky world of a sinister group known as the Organisation, and been shot, held prisoner, and injected with foreign nano robots, all of which had nearly cost him his life. Then, there was the discovery that he had a doppelgänger to contend with too!

If all of that had not been bad enough, his private project Oracle, a cyber rabbit, had begun to malfunction. Somehow he had become sentient, which was quite remarkable, although that was marred by the fact that he was acting like a delinquent teenager. For some reason he found it amusing to tamper with the hormones of the women he encountered, and despite his mischievous grin, it was no laughing matter, making the professor feel very uncomfortable.

What he needed was a holiday, and Sagittarius had been overjoyed when a yacht had become available. The prospect of sailing around the Mediterranean Islands with nothing but the waves and the wind for company seemed idyllic. That was, until he discovered three hormonal female stowaways!

It now looked as those the calm waters were about to get choppy, but little did he realise that there was a real storm brewing…

One

The warm sunshine reflected off the gentle waves lapping against the sandy shoreline, which looked like an oasis of calm in a sea of apprehension. Never before in his life, had Sagittarius longed for his own desert island, far away from everyone and everything, although his dreams of solitude had been shattered by the unexpected arrival of three uninvited guests. Three women stretched out on the deck, covered in sun tan lotion, and very little else!

The jetty stretched out to meet him, like a hand offering the gift of consolation, somewhere to disappear and hide from the world.

His mind was now focussed on accepting whatever the island had to offer, as long as there was a bar, some food and very little else, he would be happy.

Happiness however, was not going to be easy, as he now had three sets of eyes, which periodically checked on him, just to make sure that he had not strayed from the tiller.

Sagittarius gave a reluctant smile, to assure them that all was well with the world, although underneath, he wished that they were not here. How ironic that three beautiful infatuated women could make a man feel so uncomfortable!

Oracle was enjoying himself however, having his fur stroked and feeling the love pouring out from his captive audience. They, like everyone else, just assumed that he was a normal pet rabbit, not realising for a moment that he was in fact a cyber rabbit. His processor may have been advanced, but his personality lacked maturity. Being sentient was something that he was experiencing for the very first time, and he was emerging from a childlike state into that of a teenager.

The teenage years are always full of discovery, finding out just who and what you really are, and for Oracle it was no exception. He had discovered what hormones were, and how making changes to them could affect the personality, and in particular, the female psyche!

Sagittarius was finding it difficult to cope with the high levels of oestrogen which seemed to have formed a bubble around the yacht. Oracle had not been equipped to procreate, and was now trying to experience the sensation via his creator and his companions. He could sense how uncomfortable it was making the professor feel, as they had a neuron link via the friendly nano robots within his system. His body was full of them, and had saved his life. Who would have thought that miniscule machines could have repaired a gunshot wound in only a few days, or helped to replace all of the lost memories resulting from the influx and removal of the foreign nano robots, injected into him only days before. Nano technology was a wonderful thing if used correctly.

Sadly, it had been misused by the Organisation, who had attempted to control a whole population, and now even though the satellite signal had been jammed, there were still a multitude of people who had them lying dormant within their bodies. Sagittarius’s nano robots were very active, and Oracle was trying to increase the testosterone levels within the professor, so that he could continue his research.

There was a real battle going on, as Sagittarius was trying to resist what Oracle was doing to him. His frustration with the whole situation was building, along with his temper, and it was inevitable that something would give within him before the day was out. Oracle was hoping that that would result in the act of procreation, although it could equally result in an explosion of angst. If that was to occur then he was ready to use the taser weapon, discretely hidden beneath his fur.

Sagittarius shared so much with Oracle, and instinctively knew what he was up to. The telltale mischievous grin had given him away, and that combined with puppy eyed women, was enough to make him want to jump overboard!

The Professor sailed on through gritted teeth, tacking gently into the light breeze as the yacht moved closer to the island. From this distance it appeared magical, with its little brightly painted houses teetering precariously on the waters edge, held back by a little stone wall. They looked so small, almost like sweets on a white plate, placed on a light blue tablecloth, with the oranges, reds, whites and creams, accompanied by a subtle turquoise that reflected the gently lapping sea.

It was truly breathtaking, and he could see why his parents loved it here so much. Far away from the beaten track of tourism, it had held onto its character, with generations of the same families making up the small group of inhabitants.

It was fair to say that like some mythical mermaid, it called out to him, much in the same way as those who lay stretched out on the deck. It would not be long now before he would be able to tie up against the jetty, and when he eventually did, he hoped that they would leave him in peace.

Peace however, was not something that he was going to enjoy, as there was something, or rather someone waiting for him when he arrived…

Two

The yacht coasted towards the small stone wall of the jetty, with its sails retracted, and the little engine bringing them within mooring distance. There were no other boats within their vicinity, as the few fishing vessels that were normally tied up here were out, ready to cast their humble nets.

It was an idyllic way of life, as the locals wanted for nothing. None of them had very much, but life had its own rewards. What they possessed was something far greater than riches, and that something was happiness.

Sagittarius put the yacht in reverse as it came to a halt, gently bumping the fenders against the ancient stonework, as he threw the hawser rope to a waiting resident. He tied it to one of the stone cleats which jutted out periodically from the jetty. He then waved enthusiastically, recognising the yacht. He did not however, recognise the scantily clad women draped all over the deck!

They waved back, getting to their feet, rejoining Sagittarius, as he readied himself to disembark. The three women were very excited, and fortunately began to cover up, each slipping on a brightly coloured Kaftan over their miniscule bikinis. That came as a great relief to him, as he found all of the naked flesh on view very embarrassing.

The kaftans were nothing new to him, although they were nothing like the ones worn by those he had encountered in his childhood spent constantly journeying, and living mostly out of a camper van. His parents were real hippies in those days, and the family travelled across France, all the way down to Turkey, across the Middle East and finally ending up in Goa, India.

Sagittarius slipped a white shirt over his bare chest, covering up his muscular torso, leaving it half undone, hanging over his knee length white shorts. He looked really well, having caught the sun which exaggerated his natural olive skin. He may have looked well on the outside, but on the inside his stomach was grumbling with hunger.

Securing the yacht, he placing Oracle into a white man bag, whilst the young women applied some cosmetics, and checking his wallet, he made sure that he had enough money, as he now had another three mouths to feed!

When they were finally ready, he jumped down onto the jetty, swaying slightly, until he got his balance. It was certainly a case of sea legs, combined with an increasing hunger. Stretching out a hand, he helped each of women off the yacht, before slinging his man bag over his shoulder and accompanying them towards the man, who had been waiting patiently for them.

“Brandon Sagittarius”

He held out his hand, as the man smiled, recognising the name.

“I’ve been expecting you.”

They shook hands

“Papadopoulos at your service.”

The swarthy Greek gave him a big smile.

Sagittarius then introduced his travelling companions.

“This is Gemini, Caprica and…”

He suddenly realised that he did not know the Captain’s first name.

“Sydney Charlotte.”

They all looked a bit baffled.

“My parent’s were convinced that they were going to have a boy, and had decided to name him after my grandfather.”

They all smiled, as there was definitely nothing masculine about her.

“But my friends call me Charlie.”

The man smiled.

“kalosórisma, Welcome!”

Papadopoulos held out his hands, with a broad grin on his face. He knew that the professor would not be travelling alone, however he did wonder why he was with three such beautiful women?

Sagittarius could see the puzzlement in his eyes, but decided not to offer an explanation. How could he?

The last few days had been traumatic, and all he wanted to do was to put it behind him.

“Big Jim informed me that you would be coming, how is the old devil?”

It was clear that he knew his father well - everyone seemed to know Big Jim.

“Still up to his tricks is he?”

Sagittarius smiled, as he could imagine his father winding up the man with one of his tales. Big Jim had a wicked sense of humour, which was probably why the man had called him an old devil. He dreaded to think what he had done to him, although it was always just harmless fun.

“Just wait until I see him again, I’m determined to get my own back next time!”

Even though he was hungry and thirsty, Sagittarius’s curiosity got the better of him, and he had to find out just what his father had done.

“He only convinced me that there was something wrong with my car CJ. I love that car as it is how you say my pride and joy. He is an old red Nissan Micra, and I call him CJ as his registration plate is CRJ.”

Sagittarius smiled as the man continued.

“Big Jim convinced me that there was a noise in the boot, and that it could be the sign of something serious. So, armed with a piece of chalk and a torch, I found myself squeezed into the boot, ready to mark where the noise was coming from.”

Sagittarius smiled again.

“We drove around for hours in the hot sun, and it’s a good job that I am only small, as there is no way Big Jim would have fitted inside.”

The tale was developing, as Sagittarius raised his eyebrows.

“We eventually stopped when I had had enough, and I was banging on the side shouting for him to let me out. Unfortunately, when he stopped it was right outside the police station, and my banging came to the attention of a passing officer.”

Sagittarius frowned.

“He made Big Jim open the boot, and when he did he found me inside with my chalk and torch.”

Sagittarius began to chuckle.

“I had a lot of explaining to do, and it turns out that it was a practical joke Peter Sellers once played on Spike Milligan. Big Jim had been reading his book, and decided to play the same prank on me!”

They all began to laugh, finding it really amusing.

“Just wait until he comes back here!”

The man waved his fist, even though he was also laughing.

It felt good to laugh for a change after all that had gone on, and Sagittarius hoped that it would set the tone for his holiday. He was still feeling hungry, and his stomach began to rumble.

“You sound as though you need something to eat.”

Papadopoulos could hear the unmistakable sound, and pointed towards a small brightly painted building a little further down the quayside.

“Why don’t you try Bar Kostas?”

The building lay at the edge of a small white sandy beach, and did look inviting.

“I will take care of your boat for you whilst you are away.”

Sagittarius was very grateful, sensing that Papadopoulos was a very genuine character. It seemed as though he had quite a rapport with his father, and no doubt had many other stories to share with them!

So, they left him in charge, gently walking along the stone quayside, all the way to the end, where it joined with the white sandy beach.

Bar Kostas was not very large, and seemed to be wedged tightly into a corner with a small white wooden fence surrounding a balcony draped in a sun blind. It was painted a bright yellow, although the paint had started to flake, and the blue and white striped blind had begun to fade in the sunlight.

There was an inviting stone doorway, with a worn wooden door which looked as though it needed a lick of paint too. But it was not décor that he was interested in, as Sagittarius’s stomach started to rumble again.

Inside was cool and refreshing, contrasting with the warm sunshine that blazed down from the clear blue sky. It was typically Greek with an assortment of tables crammed into the small space in front of the simple wooden bar.

“Yassas, kalispera!”

A small swarthy squat man greeted them with a big beaming smile.

Sagittarius could speak a little Greek, and understood enough to know that the man, who he presumed was Kostas himself had said hello and wished them a good afternoon.

“Yassou.”

Sagittarius replied, walking towards him followed by the three young women. He held out his hand in greeting and shook it announcing himself.

“Brandon Sagittarius.”

Kostas’s face lit up, as he instantly knew that it was Big Jim’s son, after all Sagittarius was a very unusual surname.

“Are your father and mother here with you?”

Kostas began to speak English with a bit of a heavy accent.

“No, just myself and Gemini, Caprica and Charlie.”

He smiled raising his eyebrows at the sight of the three very attractive young women.

“We are all very hungry and thirsty.”

Kostas rubbed his hands together.

“Well, you have come to the right place.”

With that he showed them to a table, and took out a small notepad from his pocket. There was a menu on the table, and it did not take them long to order some food and drinks.

There were only a few other people in the bar, and they looked like locals. There were also a few others out on the balcony, and the atmosphere was quite sleepy.

The table was soon filled with vegetable moussaka, tiropites, stuffed grape leaves, Greek salad, freshly baked pita bread, along with several bottles of wine!

“Enjoy!”

Kostas pointed towards the feast beaming with pride.

“Efharisto.”

Sagittarius thanked him in Greek, before reaching for the nearest item. He felt so hungry, and the mouth watering food really hit the mark. There was a chink of glasses and the clank of cutlery against the white plates as they all tucked in.

When he could eat no more, the professor sat back with the contented feeling of a full stomach, having recharged his proverbial batteries. The food was sumptuous, and the wine certainly helped to release all of the stress that had been building up inside. He could now begin to enjoy the peace and tranquillity of the island, and with Papadopoulos taking care of the yacht, for the first time in ages he had nothing to worry about, apart that was from his travelling companions. They seemed to be very relaxed too, having really enjoying the meal, and all he desired now, was nothing more than a long, restful sleep.

Stretching out, he took a deep contented breath, smiling broadly with happiness. He could not thank his parents enough for allowing him to use their two week time share, and could see why they loved it here so much.

The island was a backwater oasis in a sea of chaos, and thoughts of the Organisation were left in England, and he hoped that that is where they were going to stay!

Kostas returned to clear the table, and did not need to ask whether or not they had enjoyed their meal. Sagittarius thanked him using another of his Greek phrases efcharisto poli, and Kostas was grateful that they had not only enjoyed their meal, but also that he was using some of the Greek language. Nearly everyone on the island spoke English, although it was always very well received when anyone made the effort to speak in their native tongue.

All seemed well in the world, as they retired to the balcony, which overlooked the calm gentle waters of the Mediterranean Sea. It was still quite hot outside, although the sea breeze made it very pleasant, and it was a real joy to look out onto the little white sandy beach, and the small boats which had been hauled up out of the water. Talk about picture postcard, this island seemed to have it all!

It was then that Sagittarius noticed that he was not the only one enjoying the view.

On one of the other tables sat a strange looking little man, with a greying goatee beard which poked out from beneath his panama hat. He wore a short sleeved blue and white striped shirt and off white trousers, and had been sitting cross legged, until he noticed the professor, and uncrossed his legs almost losing one of his brown sandals.

For some reason Sagittarius got the impression that he was waiting for him, as he rose to his feet and walked across to greet him.

“Sagittarius?”

The Professor looked at him, wondering what he wanted.

“My name is Ulysses Fitz-Oliver, although my friends call me Ollie.”

The man held out his hand, and the professor reluctantly shook it. He appeared to be very nervous, and Sagittarius wondered what was causing him to act that way.

“I must speak with you, as it is a matter of some urgency.”

Sagittarius looked puzzled. What could be so urgent in a laid-back place like this?

“I’m afraid that we can’t talk here. Please come to my house this evening, say about seven.”

With that he handed the professor a card, which contained his details.

He then tapped the side of his nose gently, and before Sagittarius could say anything else, he lifted the front of his hat slightly, and started to walk away.

Sagittarius was left standing there, wine glass in hand, none the wiser. He was on holiday, and as far as he was concerned, apart from his parents, no one else knew that he was here.

There was a deep sigh, as the professor sat down at a table, taking a sip from his glass. All he wanted to do was to rest, and the last thing he wished for was to get involved in anything else. He felt his heart sink, as he was supposed to be relaxing on holiday.

Three

The gentle lapping of the waves on the white sandy beach enabled Sagittarius to relax, although not completely as the strange little man with the even stranger sounding name played on his mind. The meal had been delicious, and even with another glass of wine, he still could not get him out of his mind.

Looking out from balcony he could see his three travelling companions sunning themselves, and they presented an additional problem. He then gazed down at his white man bag, lifting the flap, taking Oracle out and placing him on the table. For once he had been quiet, not transmitting a single thought for well over an hour.

Sagittarius was very grateful, as he needed to clear his head as he thought about the proposed meeting. Gently running his fingers through Oracles fur, he was in two minds as to whether or not he would go.

Maybe it had something to do with the Organisation, and if it did, then quite frankly he would rather not know.

The man was very well spoken, although there was something odd about him that suggested he was not quite as posh as he made out. Sagittarius was never one to judge the proverbial book by its cover, although this particular story was one which his instinct was telling him to avoid.

Another glass of wine helped to distance him a little further from his strange encounter, and the one after that brought him to a point where his thoughts turned to a siesta. Tiredness and contentment acted together, and he decided to leave.

On his way out, after settling up his bill, he asked Kostas to inform his guests of where he was going, and to keep a watchful eye on them. Captain Charlotte, or Charlie, as she liked to be known, could look after herself. Gemini and Caprica were not quite so helpless either, having been reprogrammed by Oracle. They would be safe enough on this little island, even if it was inhabited by someone called Ulysses!

Ulysses, or Odysseus as he was know by the Greeks was king of Ithaca and son of Laertes and considered to be the cleverest of all the Greek heroes, and was protected by Athena, goddess of wisdom. He often found solutions to important problems, although this time he had brought a problem of his own!

The walk back only took a few minutes, and with his man bag slung over his shoulder it was a very pleasant stroll, looking at the brightly painted buildings. He only passed two other people, who he greeted with a yassou. They said hello back, as they continued on to wherever they were going.

Papadopoulos was relaxing on a chair in the shade when he arrived, and casually waved to him, as he boarded the yacht. Everything was so much more relaxed than he was used to, as the pace of life was so much slower than it was in London. That was not a bad thing, as the relaxed nature of everyone was beginning to rub off on him.

Once aboard, Sagittarius headed straight for one of the rear bunk rooms, and placing the bag down on the bed, he slipped his sandals off, as Oracle hopped out. Placing the bag on the floor, he swung his legs up onto the mattress, as Oracle snuggled down besides him, and in a matter of a few minutes he was soundly asleep, with Oracle lying besides him.

A little after six, Sagittarius was awakened by Oracle gently nudging him. He still felt blurry eyed although the sleep had done him good. So, moving Oracle to one side he ventured out of the cabin and into the bathroom to freshen up.

Cold water splashing down from the shower above began to bring him back to reality, although quite what he would face when he visited the strange little man with the odd sounding name was something that Sagittarius could not answer. He may well have slept on if it had not been for his trusted friend and companion, and as he turned on the warm water, his body began to relax.

A large fluffy towel soaked up the last of the drops as Sagittarius dried himself, and when he emerged from the bathroom with it wrapped around his waist, apart from Oracle the yacht was deserted. His travelling companions must still have been enjoying the beach and Bar Kostas, and reaching for some fresh clothes his instinct was telling him to ignore the meeting and to rejoin them.

For some reason he had a bad feeling about it, and he was still in two minds as to whether or not he should go. Eventually, as he headed out stepping onto the jetty, against his better judgement he decided that he would go. Hopefully the meeting would not take long, and then he could enjoy another glass or so of wine and watch the sun setting over the beautiful island.

Papadopoulos was nowhere to bee seen, having shut up his little chandler’s shop for the day. Everywhere was deserted, and it felt as though it was not only the yacht that felt like the Marie Celeste. Oracle flashed up some directions onto the rear of his dark glasses, and Sagittarius headed off through the maze of little streets which wove their way through the brightly painted houses, that clung to the island’s shore. One of them was where he was supposed to have the meeting, and as he approached he noticed the number outside.

Thirteen was considered by some to be unlucky, and today happened to be a Friday, which did little to allay the nagging feeling at the back of Sagittarius’s mind. Something felt wrong!

The door to the house was slightly ajar, even thought the windows appeared closed. That was unusual, as if there was someone at home on a warm evening like this, then they would have almost certainly have taken advantage of the cooling sea breeze.

Knocking on the door Sagittarius waited, but there was no movement from within. He then shouted a quick hello, but again there was no reply. The strange little man had been most insistent stating that it was a matter of some urgency, and yet now that he was here, Sagittarius had been left on the doorstep.

Oracle scanned the inside and could detect a heat signature of someone downstairs, and so after calling again, Sagittarius pushed the already partly opened door aside and entered the house.

Inside he was met by a small hallway with a brightly tiled floor and little else apart from a small table with a few ornaments placed upon it. There were some stairs which led up to what he presumed would be the bed and bathrooms. Downstairs there seemed to only be the two rooms and the door to the living room was wide open.

Sagittarius walked across the tiles with Oracle sitting in his white man bag, which was casually slung over his shoulder. Moving through the doorway, he suddenly stopped when he noticed someone lying on the floor. It was Ollie, as he liked to be known, and he did not appear to be breathing.

Sagittarius placed his man bag down, and dropped to his knees to take a closer look, slipping his hand on the side of man’s neck to check for a pulse, he noticed a series of red marks which had begun to bruise.

His first two fingers could not find one, and it looked as though someone had applied sufficient force on his pressure points to cause him to not only lose consciousness but also his life!

Sagittarius was shocked, but that was not the only shock that he received, for there was a sudden shout from behind.
“Stamátima!”
It was someone shouting halt.

Sagittarius turned his head around to see a Greek policeman standing there, and what’s more, he was pointing a revolver at him!

Talk about déjà vu!

ding them…

