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Haven't Read Episode One or Two Yet?
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No worries!

CLICK HERE and I'll send you EPISODES ONE and TWO for FREE! 

 

I really, really want you to enjoy the world of Paradise Lot. Unfortunately, reading Episode Three without having first read episodes One and Two may leave you a bit lost … So, if you've bought Episode Three without having read the proceeding episodes, well—as they say in Scotland—NAY BOTHER! I'll send you both episodes for FREE. Simply click the link above and you'll be whisked away to the world of Paradise Lot. 


Find Out How Everyone Met:

 

OK—so we're accumulating quite the cast and growing quite the world … a world that cannot be contained by just following Jean-Luc's story. That's why I'm in  the process of writing a series of short stories that will NEVER BE SOLD, and are reserved for fans of the series. 

 

CLICK HERE IF YOU'D LIKE EXCLUSIVE ACCESS TO PARADISE LOT CONTENT
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Paradise Lot: Episode 4


Prologue

 

There is this girl whom I love very much. She is killed, and I go on a rampage of hate and destruction, accepting every mission they hand me. As long as I get to kill Others, I don't care where I am, who I kill. 

My grief chases me, but as long as I am slaying Others I am able to outrun it. For a while, at least. But I am in a losing race and I will soon learn that there is no one in this world—or any other—that is fast enough to outrun grief. 

Mine will catch me while doing an extermination mission on a remote island in northern Scotland. Recon says that there are fanatics planning a suicide mission. Doesn't matter to me. We get to the island and I glance at my watch. The minute hand is spinning, the second hand is moving so fast it's invisible. Magic. On a hillside there's a cave and an Other is burning time to hide. 

I point and we get into position. We don't know what we're up against. We should investigate. Plan. Prepare. Instead I throw in a grenade. What comes out isn't a terrorist cell or group of fanatics, but a single golden dragon. It always amazes me that no matter what kind of face an Other has—humanoid, elongated, animalistic—you can always tell when they're scared. This dragon is terrified.  

It charges from the mouth of the cave, a breath of flame climbing ahead as claws strike out. It manages to take out half of my team before it takes to the sky. It's trying to get away. 

Without hesitation I aim my rifle at the scale right over its heart—a dragon's weak spot—and from this distance I have a one in a thousand chance to hit. Today must be my birthday, because a moment after my rifle thunders, the dragon drops. What's left of my team rush at it and I note that the titanium-reinforced bullet has ripped through its hardened scales at exactly the right place. Or wrong place, depending on where you stand.

My bullet broke through its sky-blue scales, but didn't reach its heart. The hurt dragon is far from dead. Its eyes glow as it attacks with a blazing speed that is amplified by burnt time. It swipes down, sending me and two other soldiers flying, as it bites down on a fourth.  A thistle bush breaks my fall, my armor saving me from an evening of pulling out needles. As for my two comrades, they aren't as lucky, both of their bodies splattering against unforgiving rock. The dragon turns to run away. 

My team is dead. I am alone on the island with a pissed-off injured dragon. I know I should call for backup. For evac. But it can't fly, which means that I can track it down. Find it. Kill it. I put down my rifle and leave behind some pretty high-powered equipment, taking only my hunting sword with me. Today will be a good day to die. 

I track it to some rocks by the sea where it is cleaning its wound, trying to remove the bullet so that it can burn some time and heal itself. When I walk onto the beach it looks at me surprised, clearly not expecting me to have pursued it. It eyes me, then scans the empty hillside, glances back at me and my sword, shakes its head and turns back to the sea to continue cleaning its wound. 

I charge and it looks at me with genuine surprise. I slash down on its reinforced scales, but my sword bounces off them without effect. That's fine. That's what I want it to do. It turns too late to swipe and I roll, swinging again. The dragon snorts, assuming I cannot hurt it and, no longer on high alert, swipes again, leaving an opening for me to tumble past its front claws and thrust my hunting sword into the hole left by my bullet. I know my blade is long enough to pierce its heart. I push and in the second I have before it turns to crush me, I manage to nick the wall of its heart.

It rears up with a roar, throwing me nearly ten meters away, where this time there are no bushes to break my fall. I must have hit my head because for the first time since she died, I see her. Bella. Standing there on the beach, hand outstretched. "Silly Jean," she says, as if I had fallen and scraped my knee, "You should be helping, not hunting." Behind her I can see the dragon getting up. Sure, it's dying, but dying isn't dead. All it needs to do is stomp on me or bite my head off. 

Kill your killer—not a bad end for warrior. 

"Bella," I say, reaching my hand out to her. "I've missed you." 

"Jean, why are you doing this?" she asks.

"Because they hurt you," I say.

"The dragon did not hurt me," she scolds.

"No, but other Others—"

"Other Others are not that Other," she says pointing at the dragon. "Stop punishing them for something they did not do. And stop punishing yourself." 

The dragon is stumbling over to me, determined to enact its revenge by dining on my guts. Bella looks over her shoulder. "Jean, I need something from you." 

"Anything," I find myself saying. Anything.

"Promise me that if you live, that you'll help them. Promise." 

"But…" I start to say, but Bella holds up a hand. 

"Promise me," she repeats, tears streaming from her eyes and I know that, dream or not, real or not, I cannot deny her anything. I nod.

"Say it," she says. The dragon is on me, its massive skull eclipsing Belle's body—this is it. "Say it!"

"I… I promise," I say. What does it matter? I am about to die. Here and now. A light shines off the dragon's eyes and it opens its mouth, ready to breathe out his last bit of hate on me, when Belle turns around so suddenly that the dragon takes a step back. It sees her, I think. How? 

I can't hear what she says, all I know is that they are discussing my fate. Eventually the dragon nods and walks away, making it about fifty meters before it collapses from its wounds.  

What happens next is darkness.

 

↔

 

It is the dark of night when I regain consciousness. A soft flicker of light catches my eye and in the distance, I see the body of the dragon illuminated by the star-filled night. It is dead. 

The dragon never came over, never spoke with Bella. It must have been a dream, I think. 

A soft glow of gold sits on the dragon's neck. Walking over, I see for the first time, Tinkerbelle, sitting there, crying. When I approach, Tink does not run or hide, she just sits there, hugging the dragon with an abandoned grief. 

Seeing Tink there, her grief, the dream of Bella … it all just washes over me. Tink will later tell me that the dragon's fury and fear was not for itself, but for the little fairy it once protected. But now, all I see is a crying little Golden. I am stunned and shamed by her misery—it is so pure, so perfect, so complete. 

I think back to all my time with Bella, all her hopes and dreams. I have not honored Bella by whom I have become, and for the first time since she died, I let myself feel her loss. At first only gentle tears come but soon they give way to pain far more powerful until my grief pours out of me in such a violent torrent that I actually think it will suffocate me. I don't just cry. I scream. I bellow. I wrench off my armor. 

After what seems to be an eternity, I eventually gain enough composure to stand. The radio clicks. HQ wants to know what's happening. I throw it to the ground and then stomp on it. Let them think we're all dead. Everyone else is – what's one more dead solider going to change? 

That's when I go AWOL, hiding in my PopPop's old cabin. It takes a year, but eventually an uneasy peace is brokered between Humans and Others.  That's when I return to Paradise Lot in order to fulfill Bella's dream.


Chapter 1

Memories

 

The road to the cabin was winding and to get onto the property you needed to climb a steep hill. The old RoadRunner struggled and I had to push the accelerator all the way down to get her old wheels over the crescent. 

This would be the same hill Grinner would have to climb when he came – assuming he didn't fly. Since I'd never seen his feet leave the ground – at least not by his own will – I guessed flying wasn't high on his modes of transport. That and because he was the avatar of Gravity, I figured he was a feet-on-the-ground kind of guy. I suppose he could make his way through the thick tree line or cross the lake, but I doubted that, too. The forest was too dirty for his clean pleated trousers and the lake required hiring a boat or walking on water. Gravity can do a lot, but that trick required a different kind of magic. But the biggest proof I had that he'd use the main path was that he wasn't afraid of me. This soon-to-be god saw my defiance as an annoyance that had to be dealt with, not a problem with the potential to undo him. Everything I knew about Grinner told me he'd be coming through the front door and, as I climbed over the hill's zenith, I made a mental note to put some sensors in the brush. I'd know when he passed this point.  

The cabin was at still there, standing alone on the hill's plain. It was a lone structure, one story high and completely made of pine wood. There were two bedrooms – one on each side of the cabin – no electricity, a kitchenette with a gas stove and running water that was installed about thirty years ago when PopPop fitted a pump from the lake. As for a bathroom—well that was what the trees were for. 

I parked by the old wood shed and walked up the steps, opening the unlocked door. What was the point of locking it? Someone could spend all day kicking down the door without a soul to stop them. Inside I noted that, either by luck or because the cabin was so far off the beaten path, no one had found it since I last visited it all those years back. I walked onto its old, uneven floor. A green two-seater couch sat in front of the fireplace. The floor creaked as I pulled back the couch and threw back the tatty old orange carpet that it rested on. Beneath it was a false floor that I had built. It opened with a pop, dust flying up into the air and I stuck my arm down the hole, feeling for the old grey-green canvas sack. 

It was right where I'd left it. With a strained pull, I lifted out my old military bag from its hiding place. It was heavy, about as long as a ski bag and about eight times the width. I pulled back on its heavy-duty zipper, opening its mouth as wide as it would go. And there it all was. All my old military stuff that I had stashed in the cabin when I naively believed I would never need it again. Weapons specifically designed to kill Others. They felt familiar in my hands, muscle memory taking over as I held them. Old friends. 
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