
		
			[image: image-DQB2QYVC.jpg]
		

	
		
			[image: image-DQB2QYVC.jpg]
		

		

	
		

		Kali’s Deadly Kiss

		

		
			[image: G:\__Boruma & Ear Candy\Boruma Publishing\Alana Church\Kali's Deadly Kiss\images\Kalis Deadly Kiss inner.jpg]
		

		By Alana Church

		

		Artwork by Moira Nelligar

		

		Copyright 2019 Alana Church

		

		== || < > || ==

		

		~~ All characters in this book are over 18. ~~

		

		== || < > || ==

		

		No jury in the world would convict me.

		The thought seeped slowly through Kalima’s mind as she struggled towards consciousness. Outside the tent, the camp was beginning to stir as the sun rose above the eastern treeline. Birds twittered, filling the air with cheerful song. Insects hummed in the grass. In a few hours, the temperature would be practically unbearable, but for now it was still pleasantly cool.

		All in all, Kalima thought muzzily, she would have been perfectly content to roll over and try to catch another twenty or thirty minutes of sleep before getting up for breakfast.

		Except for the fact that her tentmate was vigorously masturbating less than five feet away, her soft groans making her clench her teeth in aggravation.

		It wasn’t Jessica’s fault, she supposed. The Australian girl was almost ridiculously sweet-tempered, with reddish-blond hair, green, laughing eyes, and a body which somehow managed to be petite and sweetly curved at the same time. She also possessed a libido which made absolutely no differentiation between men and women. Proudly, even brazenly bisexual, she had hit on Kalima at least a half-dozen times over the month they had spent at the dig. Being turned down didn’t seem to faze her in the least. She simply smiled sweetly and waited for the next opportunity, sunnily confident that sooner or later, Kalima would give in.

		The only problem, she thought grumpily, trying to ignore the increasingly-frantic squeaks escaping her tentmate’s lips, was that without an outlet for her hyperactive sex drive, being woken up by Jessica masturbating was now practically a daily routine, on a par with brushing her teeth and her morning prayers. She cracked an eyelid open, then closed it quickly. Sure enough, the middle of the younger woman’s sleeping bag was wriggling like a basket full of snakes, and her face was set in a frown of concentration which would have been cute if she hadn’t been so stressed she wanted to scream.

		Damn it. Why can’t she do this someplace else? Or at least do it while I’m asleep?

		In all fairness, though, there really wasn’t anyplace else. In this remote part of India, the only spots where someone could be by themselves were the tents, the smelly, claustrophobic portable outhouse, and the forest. And very few people, Kalima thought, were so desperate that they would risk snakebite or getting mauled by a tiger just to rub one out.

		Besides. It wasn’t Jessica’s fault she was a light sleeper.

		Oh, to hell with it. She folded back her lightweight sleeping bag, felt for her cane, and levered herself awkwardly to her feet. Trying to keep her steps light, she unzipped the front flap of the tent and limped outside, her toiletry bag in her free hand.

		Bright sunlight hit her face as she pushed her way through the mosquito netting which surrounded each of the six tents in the camp. Despite her aggravation at her lost sleep, the landscape was stunningly beautiful. Low, rolling hills, lush with grass and dotted with wildflowers, rose to the west. To the east, less than a mile away, was the forest, trees reaching high into the sky. In the daytime, it was full of the sound of birdsong and insects. In the night, sitting around the fire, they could hear the hoots of wild monkeys, the howls of the Indian wolf, and sometimes, shiveringly, the yowls of wildcats. And just to the south, its entrance gaping like a hungry maw, was the abandoned temple, set into the side of a hill, which they had been investigating for the last four weeks.

		Limping, Kalima made her way to the long, low table at one side of the camp which served the group as a sort of communal washing area. Seth was already there, hauling a pair of five-gallon buckets, filled with water which the supply truck brought up the rutted road from Gadchiroli once a week.

		“Good morning, princess.” Seth took off his battered fishing hat and swept her an elaborate bow. “What may I do for you this fine morning?” He waved his hand at the bare table. “I can offer you the finest soaps, oils, perfumes, and shampoos to be found in the Indian province of Maharashtra.”

		Kalima smiled. With Seth’s southern accent, the name of the province became something liquid and lovely, like a gentle Alabama stream. “Thank you, kind sir,” she said, fighting back a laugh. “But cold water and plain soap are sufficient for my needs. I would not want my subjects to think I was putting on airs.”

		“As you wish.” He dipped a plastic jug into the bucket, using it to fill a cracked ceramic bowl.

		“One for me, too, Seth,” Jessica said, coming up to the table as Kalima splashed water on her face. She wet a tattered washcloth in the water and started scrubbing her hands and arms, showing no signs that a few minutes ago she had been playing with herself. “God, I could fucking murder a cup of tea and a decent brekky right now. How long until we’re back to civilization?”

		“Don’t look at me,” Seth said, filling up various containers, which would be used throughout the day for cooking, cleaning, and washing. “I’m not in charge.” He looked at Kalima. “Princess?”

		“Stop calling me that.” But she smiled as she said it. Ever since they had met in New York, just before boarding the flight to India, she’d had a crush on the handsome grad student from Alabama. His gentle teasing put her at ease, and she almost forgot about her bad leg.

		“I don’t know when we’ll be done,” she answered. “I don’t think Dr. Scoggins knows, either. But he wants to start work on the inner chamber today, now that we’ve got all the garbage out of the outer chambers and we’ve got a safe place to work. Hopefully we’ll have the entire thing mapped and our report back to the provincial government in a week or two.”

		“Two weeks,” sighed Jessica. “Hot showers. Clean clothes. Internet porn.”

		“I’m gone,” Seth said hastily, picking up the unused bucket and carrying it over to the cooking area.

		Jessica snickered. “He’s so cute.” She eyed Kalima as she dried herself off with the least-filthy part of her towel. “Did I wake you up this morning?”

		She blushed. “Yes.”

		“Sorry. I was having a really sexy dream, and my pussy was right itchy. So I decided to play with it for a while.” She smirked. “Want to hear about the dream?”

		“No.”

		“Why not? You were in it.”

		Her skin felt like it was going to catch fire. “Jessica!”

		“Well, it’s your fault,” the younger woman said, in a tone of unassailable reason. “If you would just hop into the sack with me, I wouldn’t be so horny. Then we could both get a full night’s sleep.” She ran a teasing finger down her arm. “What do you say, babe? We could camp out, under the stars, have a long, romantic conversation, tell each other our deepest secrets, and then you could sit on my face.”

		Her indrawn breath turned into a coughing fit. Jessica helpfully thumped her on the back, but by the time she was able to breathe properly, tears of laughter were streaming down her face.

		“Everything under control, ladies?” a voice asked.

		Kalima tensed. “Yes, Dr. Scoggins,” she said, turning around. Beside her, Jessica echoed her words.

		She didn’t like Dr. Charles Scoggins. She didn’t like the faint sneer which seemed to always be curling one side of his mouth. She didn’t like the way he seemed to hold everything outside New York City in subtle contempt. She didn’t like his casual racism, and the way he treated the native Indians who had been hired as porters and cooks and drivers for the expedition as little better than peons. She didn’t like the fact that as the weeks went on, what was supposed to be an archeological dig seemed to be turning into a whitewash for an American coal company.

		And she especially didn’t like the way his eyes always seemed to be lingering on her body, as if she were a wounded deer and he was a jaguar, sizing her up for the kill.

		In fact, it was Scoggins’ unpleasant personality which had united the three graduate students against him. They had all applied for a position on the dig as a way of advancing their careers during summer break (or, in Jessica’s case, winter break) at their respective schools. But none of them had anything in common with the others. Jessica was a bisexual atheist from Melbourne; Seth a Methodist, resolutely heterosexual, who hailed from Huntsville, Alabama; and Kalima herself was a practicing Hindu who had been born in Calcutta but had lived most of her life in Ohio. But Scoggins’ transparent disdain for all three of them, for varying reasons, had forced them together, the same way a group of junior-high students would bond together against an unwelcome substitute teacher.

		It was Kalima’s private opinion, backed by the mounting evidence over the last four weeks, that her superior didn’t intend to do any real archeological research at the site at all. His examination of the outer chambers of the hillside temple had been cursory at best, and any suggestion by Seth, Jessica, or herself that they might want to slow down and more thoroughly document what they were seeing had been met with brusque denials. The energy company which had been forced to fund the investigation before they would be permitted to begin the process of turning the site into a coal mine had doubtless found a man who would tell the provincial government in Mumbai that the site was no different than hundreds of other abandoned temples around India. Then Electrum Energy would proceed to turn this earthly paradise into a reeking, strip-mined hellhole. And Kalima would probably be put in front of the television cameras, an Indian face to justify the sacrilegious rape of her homeland.

		She realized that the professor had said something. “I’m sorry?”

		“I asked how long it would be before you were ready to start. Now that we can finally access the inner chamber, I want to get to work.”

		As if you’ve done a damn thing but stand around and bitch at people for the last month, she thought. “I need to eat breakfast. And perform my morning prayers.”

		“Well, make it quick,” he snapped. “We can’t all sit around and wait while you blather to a bunch of eight-armed freaks.”

		“What an enlightened attitude, Dr. Scoggins,” Jessica said sweetly, as Kalima stiffened angrily. “I’m sure the Indian government would be very…interested…if they heard what you think of them. You are aware that there are over a billion Hindus in the world, aren’t you?”

		“Only because they breed like flies,” he snarled. He stalked away, flinging his last words over his shoulder. “Hurry up and eat and say your prayers, Chandrabakhar. The sooner we’re done, the sooner we’re out of this place.”

		“Wonderful man,” Jessica said, staring after him. “It almost makes me wish I believed in God. I can just imagine Satan ass-raping him in Hell. It gives me warm little glow, deep inside, where my heart should be.”

		“What an asshole,” Kalima said, shaking her head. “How the hell did he get this job, anyway?”

		“Rumor has it that he owed the CEO of Electrum a favor. They wanted a nice, pliable expert in ancient Indian culture. And he has written a couple of popular books about eastern religions.”

		“I’ve read them. They’re trash. Everything filtered through a white man’s perspective.” She raked her hands through her greasy hair and sighed. “All right. I should know better than to let him get me worked up. I’m going to eat and pray. If Professor Stick-Up-His-Ass gets his undies in a bunch, remind him that the longer we’re here, the more we get paid. That should settle him for a bit.”

		“All right. After breakfast, I’m going to take Seth and scout around the hill. Maybe we’ll find something worth documenting.”

		“Leaving me to deal with Scoggins alone.” She smiled sourly. “Thanks, Jessica.”

		The younger woman smiled as she moved off. “The price of power, sweetie.”

		*****

		She ate with her eyes closed as the sun slowly rose. Canned fruit poured into a bowl, washed down with orange juice.

		“Hey.” Her eyes flew open as Seth thumped down opposite her. “Scoggins give you a rough time?”

		“Yeah.” She looked around the campsite, but they were alone. The Indian porters and drivers generally kept to themselves, and they became all but invisible when Scoggins was around. They didn’t like the man any better than anyone else. In fact, Kalima had heard that any job that took them out of the camp and back to town was highly prized, and was actually used as currency in their late-night card games. “If I thought it would make a difference, I’d report him. But you know how corrupt things are here. The only way you can stop a man with money in India is to have even more money.”

		Seth nodded, helping himself to a bowl of granola. He sniffed suspiciously at a carton of milk, then poured it into a glass. “Yeah. I can tell you one thing. This is not going on my resume once I get out of grad school. Not unless something changes in a hurry.”

		She sighed, nodding rueful agreement. The experience had taught her a lesson. No matter how sweet the job offer had looked, she should have done some more digging into who was actually offering it.

		“Hey.”

		“Hey, what?”

		Seth blushed, which did interesting things to his tanned skin. “When we get back home, do you want to meet up, sometime? I know that the University of Alabama isn’t much when you compare it to Ohio State University-’’

		“The Ohio State University,” she corrected automatically, and he laughed. A warm feeling bloomed in her belly. She liked Seth’s laugh. A lot.

		In fact, she liked almost everything about the younger man. His black, wavy hair, his dark blue eyes, his quick wit, his teasing humor.

		“But maybe I could come up and visit sometime. Or maybe you could drive down. We could go to a football game, and I can show you what a real college team looks like.”

		She sputtered helplessly as he laughed again. “Real college football? We’ve won the Big Ten the last two years! We won the Rose Bowl last year!”

		“That’s nice,” he said condescendingly, as if she were a little girl who was proud of her finger paintings. “When was the last time you won a national championship?”

		“When was the last time any of your players actually graduated?” she shot back, her breakfast forgotten. Then a horrible realization struck her. “Shit. Look at the time.” She glanced at her phone and struggled to her feet. “I have to go. I’ll talk to you later.”

		He waved a hand at her. “Later, princess.”

		“I told you to stop calling me that,” she said as she limped off.

		His laughter was her only answer. Forgotten, at least for the moment, was the fact that she hadn’t answered his question.

		

		She opened the flap of her tent. Already, the inside was stifling, and sweat broke out on her upper lip as she unlatched the small wooden case which held her devotional figures. Placing them in a neat row, she lit a stick of incense, and began to chant her morning prayers. Let Scoggins think she was a freak. At least she didn’t believe that hell eternal and everlasting awaited people who didn’t believe in the right god.

		First the triad, of course; Brahma the Creator, Vishnu the Preserver, and Shiva the Destroyer of Evil. Then her least-favorite; Kartikeya, God of War. After him, gentle Lakshmi, goddess of prosperity. She placed the incense before her figure, her eyes closed, as her mother had taught her when she was a little girl.

		“Great Lakshmi. I call to you and honor you. I honor your strength, your charity and your humbleness. I seek your guidance to a path of comfort and well-being, and your help with seeing the signs that are placed before me, that my Path is right and true.”

		She finished Lakshmi, then Parvati the Mother of All and Ganesha Remover of Obstacles. Lastly, she knelt in front of Kali. She shivered a bit, looking into those dark eyes, with the necklace of human skulls around her shoulders. The Great Liberator had frightened her when she was a child, and had given her nightmares. Her mother had taken the time to explain things to her in ways she could understand.

		

		“Remember, dear one,” she had said, her arm around her. “Kali is the one who takes our pain away. Death is not something to be feared. It is a release. When your time on this good green earth is done, it will be her gentle, loving face that you see, helping you take your next spot on the Great Wheel.”

		“She doesn’t look loving,” she had said. “She looks scary.”

		“Only if you have done something to earn her anger. Then you will rightly be afraid. But I know my daughter will never do anything to deserve Kali’s wrath.”

		God, I hope not, she thought, finishing her prayer and dousing the incense in a small pot of sand. The wafting smoke faded and vanished as she gathered up the figures and set them back into place. A goddess who can eat an army of demons is no one to fuck around with.

		*****

		She was met halfway across the camp by Scoggins, looking peeved.

		“Finally,” he snapped, turning around. He barely slowed down to adjust for her halting progress. “We’ve wasted enough time today. Let’s get started.”

		“We’re not at the mercy of the sun, professor,” she observed mildly, determined not to lose her temper. “We’re going to be underground. As long as the batteries in the portable lights hold out, we’ll be able to work.”

		He agreed grudgingly. “I suppose.”

		Slowly, the temple came into view. Bored straight into the side of the hill, the entrance was a good five yards wide, framed with weathered gray stone. Letters or carvings crowned the lintel, but were too faded with time to make out.

		Inside, the air was cool and musty, a welcome change from the growing heat outdoors. Kalima pulled out her pocket flashlight and switched it on, peering into corners. When they had arrived, the outer chambers had been full of dirt, leaves, twigs, and other debris. Squatters had obviously made this their home from time to time, as the ceiling was stained with woodsmoke, and several firepits had been dug in the ground. In places, heavy square paving-stones had been pried out of the earth. Further in, they had found the decaying remnants of wicker baskets and trunks, and what might have once been a fishing net.

		“Nothing worth noting in here,” Scoggins said. “And not much in the inner, I think. Though we have to be certain.”

		“I completely agree.” She limped forward, her cane clicking loudly on the bare stone.

		“How did you hurt yourself, anyway?” For once, Scoggins’ voice was politely curious.

		“Car accident. I was nine. I was crossing the street on my bicycle and a woman blew through the crosswalk. I was thrown across the street and into the side of a parked car. Broke my tibia in about seven different places.”

		“I don’t think much for India’s medical care, if that’s the best they could do for you,” he snorted, as they passed into the inner chamber. “And people back in America want socialized medicine. No thank you.”

		“I was already in America,” she replied. Gods, the man wouldn’t quit! “My family emigrated when I was two. And my mother says the doctors there saved my life.” She could still remember waking up in the hospital, and the gray, deathly tinge in her mother’s face when she was allowed to see her at last.

		“Whatever.” He waved her protest aside. He put his hands on his hips, surveying the inner chamber with distaste. “Let’s get to work here.”

		Kalima nodded, opening up a trunk and pulling out the materials they would need – digital camera, measuring tape, small brushes to remove any dirt which might be hiding carvings or writing, notebooks and pens and a digital recorder. Scoggins flipped a switch on the electric generator and the portable lights came on, bathing the room in an eerie fluorescent glow.

		It was large. Much larger than she had originally thought, rough-hewn out of rock that formed the hill’s core, but with a simple symmetry that pleased the eye. The walls stretched up and up until they were lost in the shadows overhead. In the middle of the room, a small plug of black rock sat, completely unadorned.

		Slowly, they went to work. Though she hated to admit it, when the mood took him and he wasn’t blinded by his preconceptions, Scoggins could be competent. He spoke softly into the recorder, detailing the measurements of the room with excruciating thoroughness. He knelt down, noting the lengths of the walls, the size and shape of the tiles, any stray bits of detritus which had made its way into the room, even the depth of the carvings in the floor and on the walls.

		While he did this, Kalima painstakingly made her way around the room, taking photographs of every square foot of the walls and floor, to be preserved in case the provincial government decided not to protect the site. It was boring, repetitive work, and by the time she had finished her circuit, her shoulders were aching and her left hand was cramped into a claw from holding her cane. Although the floor was bare of any ornamentation, the walls were fascinating. Devanagari script, curving and sinuous, flowed around them without a break, only stopping a foot or two above the floor, and she was surprised that Scoggins hadn’t commented on it. Though, she remembered with a grimace, her superior did not speak Hindi, or even have the ability to translate Devanagari script into English letters. That’s what she was for, supposedly. Although she hadn’t ben called on to showcase her expertise so far during the dig.

		She squinted at the letters. Though the light was clear and bright, the script still seemed to writhe under her gaze, as if the letters themselves did not want to be read.

		“I’m ready for a break.” She jumped as Scoggins spoke into her ear. Concentrating on the walls, she hadn’t even heard his approach. “Feel like lunch?”

		She checked her watch, surprised to see that it was already after noon. “Definitely.”

		“You know, Kalima,” Scoggins said, standing close. “There’s no reason the two of us can’t work more…closely…together. I’ve had several pupils who have benefited from a more conciliatory approach.” He smiled, no doubt trying to appear friendly. But the lights merely served to make his thin lips even more vulpine. “Think about it, why don’t you? One hand washes the other, as they say.”

		She smiled back woodenly, trying to hide her distaste. Why was he trying to cultivate her now? Had he seen something that made him suspect Electrum’s bid to start the mine might not get the speedy approval it wished?

		“I’ll think about it, professor,” she replied neutrally, when the silence had stretched out far longer than was comfortable.

		“Do,” he said, and walked out the door, his boot-heels beating a tattoo on the stone, fading into silence.

		Outside, the heat hadn’t lessened. In fact, it had only increased, beating down on her head like a hammer as she emerged blinking into the daylight. Not for the first time, she cursed her dark skin and black hair, which made the heat even worse.

		Back at camp, she found Jessica sitting at the communal dinner table, a tube of sunscreen in front of her. She had her shirt off and was vigorously applying the lotion to her arms and chest.

		“Me and the sun have a deal,” she said cheerfully, smiling at Kalima as she sat down. “I don’t like him. And he doesn’t like me. But if I put enough of this crap on me, he swears he won’t fry me to a crisp.”

		Kalima nodded, trying not to stare at the ripe mounds of Jessica’s breasts, hidden under a starkly functional black sports bra.

		Jessica noticed her noticing, and smiled wickedly. “Like what you see?” she smirked. She shook her chest in a shimmying motion, making her body ripple. “Just say the word, baby, and I’ll let you see a whole lot more.”

		“A whole lot more what?” Seth asked, sitting down beside Jessica. He held a wad of paper in one hand and a tray piled high with sandwich fixings in another.

		“Nothing,” Kalima said, glad her dark skin hid her blush. “How did the recce go today?”

		“I saw bugger all,” Jessica said. “Nothing,” she explained, when they turned quizzical faces towards her.

		“Mine was interesting.” Seth built himself a sandwich and took a large bite. “Did you know there are at least two dozen menhirs within half a mile of this site?”

		“Menhirs?” Jessica asked, pouring a cup of water.

		“Standing stones,” Seth elaborated. “You know, like Stonehenge. But solitary, not part of a group.” He spread out a map on the table. The temple site was marked by a large ‘X,’ and Kalima could see the contour lines of the surrounding hills. “Here. Here. Here. Here. And here.” He pointed at the spots. “They’re all at the cardinal directional points as well.”

		Kalima frowned at the map. “You know, if some are missing…” she mused, placing her fingers on the spots where the pattern was broken. “Fallen down, or carted away for building material, they almost form a target. With this site dead center.” She pointed at the wedge of encroaching forest. “Especially if there are some in there.”

		“There might be,” Jessica said. “But I’m not going in there to look. Not without a big strong man to protect me from all those dangerous animals.” She squeezed Seth’s bicep teasingly, making him jump.

		“A target,” Seth said, extricating his arm from Jessica’s grasp with some difficulty. He frowned at her, and she pouted. “What do you think it means?”

		Kalima shrugged. “Probably nothing. Standing stones are often associated with sites of ancient worship.”

		Jessica shook her head. “But doesn’t Scoggins think this site wasn’t important? Just one more rural temple in a landscape that’s littered with them? Hell, you can’t walk a hundred meters in this country without stumbling over an old shrine to Brahma or Vishnu or Rama. If the people who lived here back then thought this place wasn’t a big deal, why did they go to all the effort to set up the stones? This temple might be older than we think. A lot older. And if it is, we should be doing everything we can to save it, and not let it be bulldozed for some asshole back in the States.” She colored as her ears caught up to her words. “No offense meant.”

		“None taken,” she replied absently. Her fingers traced the places on the map where Seth had spotted the menhirs. There was something similar about it, she thought. Something she had seen recently. Inside the temple? She would have to look when she got back.

		“Christ, it’s hot,” Jessica complained, breaking her concentration. “Why anyone hasn’t bothered to air-condition the entire sub-continent, I don’t know.”

		“Aren’t you from Australia?” Seth teased. “I thought you’d be used to it.”

		“A lot you know, Yank. Melbourne is in a temperate zone.” She fanned her face with her wide-brimmed hat. “I’m not used to this shit. If I’m going to be hot and sweaty, I should be in bed with someone. Or someones.” She gave a significant glance at each of them, which was ignored.

		“Don’t look at me. Even Alabama isn’t this bad. Mostly.”

		“But the green.” Jessica sighed. “It almost makes it worth it. I have never seen so much green in all my life. Melbourne is nice, but once you get away from the coast, it’s all bush and outback. The grass and the trees and the flowers here. And the forest! It would almost be worth getting eaten by one of those fucking tigers just to go exploring.”

		“You should see Ohio-”

		“You should see Alabama-”

		Kalima and Seth looked at each other and laughed. “No, thanks,” Jessica said. “If I’m going to fly halfway around the fucking world, I should at least get a shag out of it. And neither of you two are cooperating. So fuck off.”

		Seth snorted, and Kalima giggled as she finished her sandwich. If the Aussie girl hadn’t been so transparently friendly, she would have been shocked at her language, which often veered away from blunt to openly crude. But a month with her had rubbed away a lot of the rough spots. “How’s the inside work going?” Seth asked.

		“Well enough.” She scrubbed at her face with her hands, deciding to keep what had passed between her and the dig leader private. The last thing Seth and Jessica needed was another reason to dislike the man. “Even Scoggins is acting tolerable.” She glanced around the campsite. “Where’d he go?”

		“Probably back to his tent to eat in solitary splendor,” Jessica said. “God, can you believe that berk? It at least forty degrees here, probably forty-five in the tent, but he can’t be seen eating with the peasants. Ignorant tosser. I hope he gets dysentery and shits himself to death.”

		Kalima blinked, surprised by the sudden venom in Jessica’s voice. “Whoa. What brought that on?”

		“I don’t know.” The younger girl hung her head, staring at the table. “I’m just so tired of this crap, you know? It’s not so bad back home. It’s not like Australia has a lot of ancient buildings. Hell, white people haven’t been there long enough. And the Aboriginies didn’t build with stone, hardly at all. So there’s not much damage we can do. Though we try not to fuck around with their sacred sites much anymore. Hell, even Uluru is off-limits to climbers now.

		“But here, or in China, or pretty much anywhere in the world, it’s like we’re trying to save as much as we can from a burning library before it collapses around us.” She waved a hand. “I don’t blame the people here for wanting jobs. And a mine would bring some. It’s hard to be concerned about a temple when your kids are hungry. But…”

		“But the people who should care don’t,” Seth put in quietly. “They’d drill for oil in Yellowstone if they thought they could get away with it.”

		He stood up, picking up his plate. “My turn to wash up,” he said. “Give me your stuff.”

		“You know,” Jessica said, watching him walk away, “it’s enough to make a girl cry, the way you two dance around each other. You’ve been crushing on him for weeks, Kalima. Why don’t you sleep with him and get it over with?”

		“Why don’t you?” she shot back. “I’ve seen you looking. Hell, you’re looking right now.”

		“Of course I’m looking. He’s got a nice ass. Can you blame me? I’m so horny I could scream. You won’t go to bed with me, neither will Seth, I wouldn’t fuck Scoggins with your pussy, and Bharat and Yaj and Hajji are all very nice, but I think they were all told to stay away from the white women.” She sighed dramatically. “So here I am, stuck with celibacy. I lust after Seth. But Seth only has eyes for Kalima. Kalima, fool girl, won’t have sex with either of us for some crazy reason which, for the life of me, I cannot figure out. Meanwhile, a world-class wanker stares at our tits all day.” She grimaced. “I’m glad we have to share a tent, sister. Because I wouldn’t put it past that asshole to try to creep in one night when we’re asleep.”

		“Ugh. Don’t even talk about that. Working with the man is bad enough.”

		“If you had your head on straight, you’d sneak into Seth’s tent. Once he recovered from the heart attack, he wouldn’t kick you out. He’s been making puppy eyes at you ever since we got here. And I bet he’s got a certain something between his legs that would make you feel very happy.”

		Kalima grimaced, picking at the peeling plastic of the table. Despite Jessica’s urging, she wasn’t attractive and knew it. Had known since she was a teenager. Even at the best of times, which certainly wasn’t here and now, she was tall, gangly, and clumsy. Her most attractive features, her long legs, were marred by that long-ago injury. Her chest was…modest…at best. And her face was aggressively plain, with thin lips, bushy eyebrows, and a sharp chin.

		“Right,” she said at last. “I haven’t had a decent wash in weeks, I stink to high heaven, I’m recycling my clothes to find which ones smell the least, and I’m pretty sure I have spiders living in my hair. I’m sure that Seth would be absolutely thrilled to have me climbing into his sleeping bag.”

		Jessica shook her head despairingly. “There’s more to attraction than how you look and how you smell, Kalima. There’s…” she trailed off. “I don’t know. The spiritual element. Haven’t you ever been with a guy and just clicked?”

		“No,” she said bleakly. “Not really.” She looked away, not wanting to see the pity in her friend’s face. Her love affairs had been few, far-between, and mostly unsatisfying. Her father had even stopped making heavy-handed hints about how he would like to be a grandfather, especially now that her younger sister was married and pregnant. Hell, Aparna might even have had her little girl by now.

		“Shit,” she muttered, catching a glimpse of a familiar figure striding towards them. She closed her eyes, begging the absent gods for patience. “Here we go again.”

		“All right,” Scoggins said, stalking up to the table. “Recess is over, kiddies. Time to get back to work.”

		No jury in the world.

		*****

		“Professor?”

		“Hmmm?” Scoggins didn’t look up from where he was crouched at the central plug.

		“I think this place might be older than our first estimate indicated.”

		The older man frowned up at her. Curse him, Kalima thought, he looked like an academic should, with black hair liberally salted with gray, a firm, patrician jaw, and deep-set eyes. Why couldn’t the inside match the outside? And why hadn’t anyone looked beneath the attractive veneer to see the rot beneath? “What makes you think that, Chandrabakhar?”

		“Did Seth or Jessica tell you about the menhirs?” Looking down, she saw why the pattern had been familiar to her. Surrounding the central plug was a series of concentric circles. At each of the cardinal points was a narrow hole in the stone floor. She suspected that each hollow corresponded exactly with a standing stone outside the temple, and the stone inside the temple was meant to represent the hill outside. Or the temple itself. Worlds within worlds… “There are more than a dozen surrounding this place. If they are as old as other Neolithic stone circles, that speaks to a history of worship which is millennia old, not a few hundred.”

		Scoggins shrugged. “That only means the hill itself was a center for worship. Not that the temple itself is that old. Or that the people who worshiped here followed the Hindu pantheon.”

		“And the carvings, for another.” Ignoring his quibbles, she forged on, pointing at the walls. “They’re old. Devanagari script, but I can’t make it out. And I was taught to read that before I learned English. Which means one of two things. Either it’s so old that the language has shifted entirely, or it’s a dialect no one has recorded before. Either way, we have a duty to make sure it isn’t lost.”

		“It won’t be lost,” Scoggins said dismissively. “We took photos, didn’t we? That’s all anyone needs.”

		“With respect, professor, it is not. You know as well as I do that pictures are no match for boots on the ground and hands in the dirt.” Or should, you oaf. “Would you try to make your academic reputation based on pictures taken by someone else?”

		“Luckily,” Scoggins replied, “My academic reputation is already made.” Turning his back on her, he lifted his recorder, murmuring in a low voice. “The central plug is a mass of uncarved black basalt, approximately one point five meters in diameter and one meter high-”

		“Obsidian,” she interrupted sharply.

		“What?” Scoggins glared up at her.

		She returned his glare with matching force, unable to believe such arrogant idiocy could actually exist. She slapped her hand down on the stone. “This is obsidian, professor. Volcanic glass. And it is not uncarved.” She traced the polished top with a finger. The portable lights cast back a dim reflection. “Do you think this happened by chance?”

		“A natural fracture in the rock,” he sneered.

		“A natural fracture?” Her mouth hung open. Suddenly furious, she ran her palm over the lip of the altar, ignoring the bite of pain as skin parted. She showed him the wound. “You couldn’t get this sort of edge on a knife! And you’re calling it a natural fracture?”

		Red liquid dripped down from the cut on her palm, falling unheeded on the surface of the stone. It gleamed like rubies in the light, each droplet a jewel fallen from a celestial necklace.

		~Blood wakes me.~

		“I’m calling it whatever it will take to get me the fuck out of this country and back to civilization,” Scoggins snapped. “I’d call that piece of rock the damned Ark of the Covenant if it got me on a flight back home.”

		“You unbelievable bastard,” she breathed. “You’d falsify your own research? Do you know what would happen to Jessica or Seth or me if we were associated with someone who lied in an official report?”

		“Why the hell should I care?” Scoggins stood up, his face openly contemptuous, finally showing what she had suspected for weeks. “Do you think the three of you were chosen because you were actually superior to the other applicants?” He waved a hand dismissively. “Mediocrities, all three of you. A bumpkin from a school with no academic reputation. A girl from a country where archeology is barely a science. And you.”

		Her heart froze in her chest. Her hand clenched, blood dribbling unheeded through her fingers. “What about me?”

		“You’re nothing. You’re nobody. The only reason you’re here is because of the color of your skin. A token to make things look good when we turn in the report.”

		“I won’t sign it. None of us will. We know you’re in Electrum’s pocket. We’ll raise a stink and you’ll think a mountain of crap fell on you. Vishnu above!” she swore. “How can you think about turning this…this paradise into a coal mine? Don’t you have any self-respect? Or is money the only thing you care about?”

		~Ah. A priestess. Daughter of a priestess, scion of a line of priestesses. This is why I have woken.~

		“No one’s going to listen to you, Chandrabakhar,” Scoggins snarled. “Or your little pals outside. No one cares. No one wants to care. Not me, not Electrum, not the fucking goat-herders who live here, and especially not the government. They’ll take my report, stamp it, and file it away. No one’s even going to read it.”

		He laughed harshly. “And you? Do you really think you can stop this?”

		“Yes. I do.”

		She hardly recognized the voice that emerged from her mouth. It sounded like hers, but with deep, hollow undertones that made it ring in the temple.

		She walked towards Scoggins, slowly, deliberately, holding his eyes with hers. What he saw there she did not know, but his face paled in sudden fear. Her hand lifted. Fingers spread, it rested on the older man’s chest. She flexed them slightly, savoring the feel as her nails bit into flabby flesh.

		A presence was growing in her mind. Slowly, like a drop of black ink in a bowl of water, it spread through her, an invading, curious force. She shivered as it bent its attention on her. Dark, wise, sensual, and immeasurably strong, she knew instinctively it could blow out her fragile life as easily as she could crush an irritating insect. Then it bent its dark force on the man in front of her.

		“Charles Lowell Scoggins.” Her voice was a tolling bell of judgment. “I see you. You cannot hide from me. Neither your thoughts, nor your words, nor your deeds.”

		Scroggins face was pasty, sheened with sweat. His mouth worked furiously, but no sound emerged. His muscles tensed as if to flee, but his feet remained rooted to the stone floor.

		“You have been weighed.” She leaned close, brushing his cheek with her lips.

		“You have been measured.” A kiss on the other cheek. Under her fingers, his heart labored, pounding with heavy, shuddering beats.

		She looked into his eyes and smiled. “Why so frightened, professor? Haven’t you dreamed of this, alone in your tent, your rod in your hand? Of Kalima touching you?”

		“No.” A whispered gasp. “Please. I’m sorry.”

		She placed her hands on his waxen cheeks, pulling him close. Unable to resist, he moved towards her.

		“I forgive you,” she whispered. “I forgive everyone.” His eyes widened in sudden hope.

		“But I cannot allow you to live.”

		Kalima covered his lips with her mouth. His breath was as rancid as the rest of him, but she stole it, sucking up his life-force, pulling it out of his unresisting body.

		When she was done, she released him. His eyes rolled up in his head, and he fell bonelessly to the floor, his gaping mouth asking one final question which the gods would never answer.

		

		*****

		“Pah!” Hunching over, the word shot out of her mouth. “That was foul!”

		Spitting, gagging as her body sought to rid itself of Scoggins’ reek, she doubled over, her arm pressed itself to her middle. For an instant she thought she would vomit, right in the middle of the temple.

		~My apologies, my priestess.~ A cool hand seemed to lay itself on her forehead, and slowly her nauseated body calmed. ~It has been long since I was summoned, and I am unused to human bodies.~

		She would not, Kalima swore from her knees, she would not fall into hysterics. There had to be a reasonable explanation for all of this. Then her gaze fell on Scoggins’ lifeless body, and her heart quailed. “Summoned you?” she quavered.

		~Did you not? A sacrifice of blood on my altar, and you did not mean to summon me?~ The presence in her mind seemed darkly amused. ~Well, that’s mortals for you. Always forgetting what they should know. You would think they would have learned better by now.

		~But of course,~ the voice purred, ~then I would not have the opportunity to be here. And I always hunger for the opportunity to do a little judicious smiting. The ungodly are so refreshingly evil. You hardly have to weigh their souls. And bodies have other benefits as well.~

		“What did you do to him?” she stammered, staring down at her professor’s lifeless body. Even now, it seemed some sort of tasteless joke. Surely, sometime soon Scoggins would jump up, revealing his trick. “Who are you? What are you?”

		A dark grin, feral, lined with teeth like a shark. ~Do you not know? My name is part of yours, sweet Kalima.~

		Kali.

		Oh, gods above and below, I’m doomed. Her knees shook, and she huddled in closer to herself, her arms wrapped around her chest as she trembled with fear. What was the Great Liberator doing in her head?

		~Enjoying all the empty space.~

		She blinked. “Oh. This is abuse. From a goddess. I get it now,” she said woodenly. “I’ve gone crazy. Which is why I killed Professor Scoggins and think Kali is talking to me.”

		~Oh, stop that nonsense,~ the goddess snapped, sounding for all the world like her grandmother when she was impatient. ~You are not mad. And you have nothing to fear from me. If you had served the Dark, I would have blasted your mind to paste for daring a summoning.

		~But you don’t.~ Her voice gentled slightly. ~Your heart is pure.~ Kalima swallowed again as the goddess rifled through her memories, sifting them as a housewife would measure out grains of rice. ~Almost too pure, to be honest.~ She made a sound of distaste. ~Don’t you ever have any fun?~

		“What?” she said, confused.

		~Never mind. We’ll take care of that in due course. But, darling, we simply must do something about your raiment. I will not go about in the world looking like this.~

		Kalima looked at her clothes. They were, she was forced to admit, not suitable for the goddess who seemed to be occupying her mind.

		Unless I’ve got a case of heat-stroke, and this is all a hallucination, she thought sourly. “My clothes are very practical,” she said defensively. Loose blue jeans, stained with mud and dirt from grubbing around the site, a long-sleeved shirt with sleeves rolled up past the elbow over a sweat-stained tank-top, thick socks to protect her feet from blisters, and heavy work-boots, suitable for outside work. “You don’t do archeological work in a ballgown. Or a sari,” she added, thinking about her mother’s habit of coming home from the hospital and putting on the loose-wrapped cloth, which could serve as a skirt, dress, or a combination of both, with the same sigh of relief other women would use when putting on a bathrobe.

		~Yes, yes,~ Kali said, her voice preoccupied. ~Go to that niche against the east wall. I think…yes. There are a few things there which will aid us.~

		Guided by Kali’s memories, Kalima walked to the wall. Unbidden by her own mind, her hand reached out, feeling for a crack in the rock-face she would have sworn did not exist.

		There it was. She grasped the edge, pulled, her shoulders straining, and with a grinding groan, a section three feet wide and half that high swung open. A musty smell emerged, and with it, a glint of light on fired clay.

		~Ah.~ A sense of vindication. ~There it is. My ceremonial regalia. Or,~ she amended, ~the regalia of my priestesses.~ Her hand glided over the rock, as if in memory. ~It took hundreds of men a dozen years to carve out this temple. It was my first, the first I truly called my own. Others came later…larger, grander, more opulent, decorated with gold, jewels, and marble. But a goddess never forgets her first home.~

		She stared at the wall. “This was your first temple?”

		~Yes. Oh, I had been worshipped before, in small places. A cairn of rocks in one place, a makeshift altar in a wise-woman’s hut in another. But this was the first time mankind came together to truly build me a place of my own.~ A deep, languorous sigh. ~The power, my priestess! I went from being no more than a petty godling, striving with dozens of others for scraps of worship, to one of the mighty, all in the space of a few years. The adoration and fear of mortals was meat and drink to me.

		~There.~ Her spirit guided Kalima’s eyes. ~Put that on.~

		It was a tiara, resting on the dusty shelf. Who knew how long it had sat there, waiting for a new set of hands to pick it up. Not made of metal and jewels, but of fired clay. But the cunning work of the long-ago artisan who had created it caused the light to chase around the curves, glinting back in colors of copper and silver and gold and bronze.

		She reached forward, then pulled her hand back. “I can’t wear that! I’ll look silly!”

		An exasperated huff of breath. ~We need it. Put it on, child. No harm will come to you, I swear it.~

		Slowly, she reached out with her hand. As she touched it, a tingle thrummed in her fingertips, like static electricity on a winter night.

		Awkwardly, with one hand still on her cane, she set it on her head. The base was not a full circle, but instead was a pair of long, curving prongs, which lay against her temples, allowing her hair to fall over it.

		~There. Now let’s see what I can do for you. Tell me, daughter. Do you enjoy your half-crippled state?~ If Kali had been a mortal woman, Kalima would have guessed she would have been eying her leg the same way her mother would look at a messy room. ~I can mend your body if you wish. Raiment, for a goddess, means more than the clothes you wear. I can alter your very flesh. Wouldn’t you prefer to walk on two good legs, as the gods intended?~

		Kalima swallowed, then frowned. She knew that the gifts of the gods often came with two edges. “What is the cost?”

		~The cost? You have already paid it. Do you think I am a transient in your mind, my daughter? No. Accident or not, you and I will be together for a very long time. So we might as well make the most of it. You’re not one I would have chosen as my next vessel. You’re too nice.~ Somehow, the goddess made the word sound like a curse. ~But I have done more with less in my time.~

		“I don’t exactly remember asking you to pop into my head either,” Kalima snapped.

		~Ah. Some backbone at last. Good.

		~Now stand still. This may be a little…unpleasant.~

		It began a warm, thrumming sensation in the bones of her lower leg. Almost an itching, like the pins and needles she sometimes got in her arm when she slept on it wrong.

		Kalima closed her eyes as the pain began, her breath coming in harsh, rapid pants. It was slow, grinding, as bones which had imperfectly healed slowly shifted in their matrix, as deep and as unstoppable as the slow dance of continents. Sweat broke out on her forehead and she keened in low agony. Pulling up the leg of her jeans, she stared at her right leg. Lumpy objects were moving, just below the surface of her skin. As she watched, widemouthed, the skin parted, bloody bits of metal spat out to tinkle harmlessly against the stone floor.

		Blessed Vishnu preserve me. Those are the fucking screws the surgeons used to hold my tibia together! She swallowed through a throat gone dry at the casual display of power as her skin closed back up, for all the world as if had never opened in the first place. Even the scars were slowly fading; first the pale, razor-thin lines the surgeon’s knife had left behind when she operated on her when she was a child, then the thick, ropy ones caused when her bones had burst out of her skin when she was flung against the side of the Volkswagen.

		~Let go of your prop. You no longer need it.~

		The cane fell clattering to the floor, the sound echoing hollowly in the temple. She tried a step, staggered, nearly fell. After years of compensating, her body was confused by a right leg which could take the full weight of her body.

		Kalima got her balance back, stepped again, and smiled. The smile became a wide-eyed grin. Walking, her steps faster and faster, her body singing with the long-forgotten feel of having two good legs. She broke into a trot, then a run, sprinting around the walls of the temple, before coming to a stop, flush-faced and gasping.

		~Are you pleased?~

		“Pleased?” She laughed for the sheer joy of it. “This is incredible. Thank you!”

		~Oh, that is not all. It has only begun.~

		“What?”

		And then the true change began.

		The tingle this time was centered in her chest. But within a few heartbeats it spread and grew, until it reached every corner of her body.

		“Wh….”

		She tilted her head back and screamed. The cords of her neck stood out, taut as ropes, as she gave vent to her agony. The tiara was a brand of blazing fire across her forehead. She reached up, her hands claws, trying to pull it off, but her body was not her own. Kali restrained her, fighting for control of her arms.

		~Wait!~ Her voice shouted in her inner ear. ~Wait and be strong, my priestess! It is only for a moment. The pain will fade!~

		“I don’t believe you! Oh, gods, it hurts!” Tears were trickling down her face, but she could not wipe them away. Her vision blurred. Her very bones seemed to be made out of lava, her body roasting from the inside out.

		And…changing.

		She blinked, stared, and gasped, the pain forgotten. Before her disbelieving eyes, her entire body was shifting. Her narrow, boyish hips widened, until with the sound of ripping seams, her jeans shredded, falling to the floor in a disregarded heap. No longer flat and bony, she traced the firm, womanly curves with her finger. Not fat, there was not an ounce of fat anywhere on that glorious expanse. But her hips were wider, proof that she was indeed a woman.

		Her skin darkened. Not black, but a milky, creamy chocolate, losing the sallow hue of a woman who spent too much time indoors. Her legs gained a firm coating of muscle, and her arms were round and plump. An itching woke in her scalp, and she started at the sudden weight of her hair. No longer cut off at her shoulders for convenience, she ran a glossy curl between her fingers, startled at its sudden length.

		~Take off your shirt, child.~

		The smelly flannel fell to the floor, followed by the grubby tank-top. Once white, it was now a dingy gray, victim of too much sweat and dust.

		~Your breasts. Yes. We must do something about those.~

		Maybe she was growing used to it. Or maybe her body was adjusting. Or maybe her brain had simply reached sensory overload, one more impossibility placed on top of a tottering heap. But this time, the pain wasn’t as great, not the scalding agony she had just endured. Instead, it was a hot glow, deep in her chest.

		Kalima watched, entranced, as her breasts changed. Slowly, but inevitably, they filled, brown skin enlarging, her small a-cups growing large and gravid. Her tiny nipples, formerly little more than bee-stings, grew as well, becoming black and puffy at their tips. Warm, heavy, and round. But still human, still flesh, still real. Not a mass of silicone, bolted onto her chest with all the warmth of a scalpel, but womanly, fertile, a pair of ripe mounds to entice and seduce any man with the courage to approach her.

		“Oh, gods.” She reached up, cupping them in her palms, and lifted them, delighting at their firm weight. A finger reached up, tickled her nipple. It tightened immediately, drawing up into a bud the size of a blackberry, and a bolt of pleasure lanced from the tip straight to her loins.

		Almost absently, she loosened her grip on one breast with her hand, and slid her fingers down. Down past her belly, now flat and firm. Down past the swelling mound of her pubis, tingling with desire. Down through a black, silky patch of hair which crowned her cleft. Down until she felt the steamy, slick lips of her pussy, wet with long-denied passion, and could touch her clit with one shaking finger.

		Ah! Her legs trembled as she fingered herself, her free hand squeezing her breast in a slow, rhythmic pattern. Heat boiled deep inside her, and she bit her lip. It wouldn’t take long…

		~No.~

		No? She whined, deep in her throat. “But I want it, Kali. I’m so horny.”

		Fond amusement colored the goddess’ voice. ~Why do it yourself when you can have a man?~

		A man. What a splendid idea! She shook her head, then kicked away the remnants of her clothes. Even the boots were shed, leaving her feet bare. “Yes. I need a man.” She felt at her face, unsurprised to find that the bones of her face had shifted as well. Gone was the sharp chin, the bladelike nose. Everything had softened, become more feminine. Still herself, but…improved.

		~You will want these, as well.~ At the goddess’ instruction, she pulled a belt from the niche. Made of rope, it was hung with ivory bangles, which rattled against each other pleasantly. Also inside were bracelets – copper, silver, ivory, and gold. She slid them onto her arms.

		~A pity your nostril isn’t pierced. There is a collection of quite fine studs and rings my priestesses used to wear. Rubies and jade and diamonds.~

		“Maybe later,” She swallowed. “Now I want to fuck.”

		~So do I.~ Kalima could sense it, a dark hunger, pervading her entire body. A hunger that needed a man to fill it.

		To fill her.

		~Ah, sunlight~ Kali sighed as they emerged from the entrance to the temple. ~I’ve missed it so much.~

		“You don’t have sunlight? How do the gods see?”

		Kali sighed in her head. ~It’s difficult to explain, child. Until we are summoned, until someone opens the door for us and lets us in, the gods and goddesses exist in the world of the spirit. We are everywhere and nowhere. We can see sunlight. But we cannot feel it. Not as you do.

		~Oh.~ Her voice changed. ~Now there is someone worth seeing.~

		Kalima was forced to agree. The Indians who had been hired on as porters, drivers, and general go-fers for the dig were a pleasant crew, but after a few days, they had begun to keep to themselves, driven away by Scoggins’ unpleasant personality. Unless searched for, they could only be found at mealtimes and at night, when they came in for a hasty dinner and almost immediately retired to their tents. Kalima had heard them, laughing and joking in their native tongue, and more than once she had wished she could join them, rather than being subjected to one of the professor’s long-winded diatribes.

		Hajji was the oldest, but also the best-looking of the three. In the brutally hot weather, he wore little more than a ragged pair of cut-off trousers and leather sandals. But his dark skin was clear, his face clean-shaven, and he always had a smile ready for her when they spoke.

		She raised her hand and waved. “Hello, Hajji,” she said in the man’s native Hindi, which she spoke as fluently as she did English.

		The older man looked up, then stared at her waist, his face paling. His hands came up in a protective gesture.

		“Lady goddess,” he whispered. “Spare me. I have three children at home, and my wife is gone. Who will feed my little ones if you take me?”

		“Don’t be afraid. Scoggins is dead, and-”

		That, apparently, was exactly the wrong thing to say. “Kali,” Hajji whispered. His face was a rictus of terror. He turned and bolted, sprinting through the camp and towards the spot where the trucks that supplied the dig were parked. “Kali!” She could hear his shout echoing through the trees. Birds took flight in a flurry of wings. “Run! Run! Kali is come! She has killed the professor! She will kill us all for desecrating her temple! Run! Flee for your lives! Kali is come!”

		Kalima started to chase him, then stopped, completely aghast. In the distance, she could hear the roar as engines came to life, then shifted into gear, tearing through the underbrush in their haste to get away.

		~Oops.~ Kali’s mind-voice sounded a little guilty. She looked down at her belt. ~That was a mistake. Shit.~

		*****

		“What was a mistake?” Her voice was edged, and her body was burning with frustrated lust, now without an outlet.

		~Um. The belt.~

		Kalima looked down. In the clear light of day, she saw that the bangles hanging from the rope were not ivory, as she had assumed in the temple, but yellowed bones, fingerbones and toe bones strung through cords to rattle against her thighs like a set of evil windchimes.

		“Eeew!” Hastily, she untied the knot and let the horrible thing fall to her feet. “Gross!” Wishing she could look the goddess in the eye, she asked, “Why would you make me wear that filthy thing?”

		The silence in her mind was…ashamed? ~I’m sorry, child. I had forgotten how very many years had passed since I was last incarnated within a body. It is possible your forebears were…fiercer than you are. They would not have seen a problem with garbing themselves so. As your body is an invitation, the belt is a warning. Those who displease me will have to deal with the consequences.~

		“Like Scoggins.” She shuddered as she remembered his lightless eyes, the stench as his bowels voided themselves in death. Someone was going to have to deal with his body soon. Otherwise his corpse would become a dangerous breeding ground for bacteria and disease, even if scavengers weren’t drawn to the dead body.

		~Like Scoggins,~ the goddess agreed. ~But we have better things to think about now. If there is no man handy, we will have to please ourselves, won’t we?~

		At her direction, Kalima sat in one of the canvas chairs that they relaxed in after supper, talking and laughing while Scoggins retreated to his tent to brood. The sturdy cloth was rough against her skin, but the chairs had the advantage of being light, durable, and easy to transport.

		~Yes.~ Kali tilted her head back into the sunlight. The way they shared her body was decidedly…odd, Kalima decided. Most of the time, she was in control. But when the goddess felt like it, she could make her body move like a puppet on a string. ~This is wonderful.~

		Hooking her legs over the armrests, she leaned back. Her pussy was fully exposed, bright tropical sunshine heating her cleft. “Um…isn’t this, you know, a bad idea?” she suggested. “A sunburn is bad enough when it’s my face or arms or legs. I don’t want to even think about what a pussy-burn would feel like.”

		~Relax, child. Your body is in no danger. In fact, you will be resistant to disease and injury for the rest of your life. Which will be unnaturally long.~ She closed her eyes, bathing in a warm, hazy glow. ~I had almost forgotten how pleasant bodies could be.~

		“How long has it been?” Encouraged by the hot sunlight, her pussy was beginning to throb in a terribly distracting matter. She covered her lips with her fingers, stroking idly.

		~Decades. Longer. What year is this?~ When Kalima told her, she made a sad sound. ~Too long. Mortals have forgotten how to summon us. Once we wielded great power. But consigned to the spirit world, we are only able to observe.~

		“Maybe that’s a good thing,” Kalima suggested, spreading her lips wide. Whimpering slightly, she eased a finger into her passage. “I don’t want the Christians learning the same trick. The last thing the world needs is for Jesus to show up.”

		~Why would you say that? I have met Jesus, several times. Quite a nice young man, to be honest. Granted, he has father issues. If the old man would ever deign to speak with us, I would give him such a smack for screwing his kid up so badly. But he’s amazing in bed. In a strictly spiritual sense, of course.~

		“Of course,” she repeated blankly. “It’s not everyone who gets to say they nailed Jesus.”

		Kali giggled as she began to thrust her fingers deeper into her passage. It was hot and wet and slick with her juice, and she began to moan, her thumb circling the taut button of her clit. The other hand found her breasts, squeezing softly, her fingertips dancing over her rock-hard nipples.

		Oh, fuck. She groaned, low in her throat, but was interrupted by Kali’s startled exclamation.

		~Gods preserve us. Who is that?~

		Her eyes flew open. “Oh.” She waved vaguely at the figure standing a few feet away.

		“Hello, Seth.”

		

		In that instant, Kalima discovered exactly what was meant by the expression, ‘thunderous silence.’ Seth stared at her, his eyes wide and disbelieving, his mouth open in an expression that mingled shock, embarrassment, and desire.

		~Those eyes! That skin!~ Kali’s immediate jolt of envious lust rebounded through her body, making her pussy gush. ~I want him!~

		Shut up, she ordered. “Seth?” she asked again.

		“Hi, Kalima.” The younger man was flushing so hard she thought she could light a match on his skin. “Are you…are you okay? I heard a bunch of screaming, so I came back to camp as quick as I could. And when I get here, I find that the trucks are all gone and you’re…doing this.” His face set. “What happened? Where’s Jessica? Where’s Scoggins?”

		“Relax, Seth.” Kali helped make her voice low and soothing. “I’m sure Jessica is all right. And you don’t have to worry about the professor, either.

		“He’s dead.”

		Seth had started to relax, though he hadn’t been able to tear his eyes away from her body. Now he jerked upright again. “What? How?”

		“His heart stopped.” Not that he ever used it to love anything or anyone in the first place.

		“That’s generally how it works,” Seth agreed. His face colored. “I don’t suppose you can tell me why you’re naked, masturbating, and talking to yourself?”

		Suddenly it came to Kalima that, when seen from Seth’s point of view, the situation had to seem a bit…odd. I suppose we’ll have to explain it to him.

		The goddess agreed. ~But fuck him first. Then explain it. Men are much more malleable after you’ve drained their balls dry.~

		I don’t think that will work, she sighed. Reluctantly, she pulled her fingers out of her channel, barely stifling a breathy moan as they came free. Her base instinct, shared by Kali, was to jump on Seth, pin him to the ground, free his manhood, and not let him up until he had given her the screwing her body craved. But it was more than obvious her friend thought she had undergone some sort of mental breakdown.

		Which isn’t all that far from the truth.

		“Seth,” she asked, rising and taking a few steps toward him. “Do you trust me?”

		His eyes turned wary. “Like what?” He backed up a step. “You didn’t kill Scoggins. Did you?” His voice took on a half-pleading tone.

		“No,” she answered in strict honesty. “But Kali did.”

		“Kali? The goddess? How could she kill him? What does she have to do with this?”

		“She has everything to do with this.” Now she was close enough to touch. She could smell him, sweat and dust and the sudden fierce surge of his arousal. He tried to hide it, but she knew, suddenly knew, without the need for words, that Seth wanted her as much as she wanted him. The knowledge made her breasts ache, sitting warm and heavy on her chest. If she looked down, her nipples would be hard as cherrystones. “This is a temple to Kali. One of the oldest. Maybe the oldest. And when I was inside…I argued with Scoggins. He was going to whitewash the whole damn thing, just like we thought. Falsify the report, make it seem that this was just another abandoned temple, with no archeological or cultural significance. And a year from now, this place would be a smoking pit, full of noise and stink and smog, just another slice of Mordor on the good green earth.

		“And all our names would be on it. We would have to live with that for the rest of our lives. That we had given our names to the despoliation of this paradise.”

		He folded his arms across his chest. “And then?”

		“And then…” she faltered. “And then the spirit of Kali entered me. The goddess. She’s in me right now, talking in my head. I can hear her, Seth. Not like some hippy-dippy flower-child likes to think about it, all love and peace and universal goodwill. Actually, she’s pretty fucking bloody-minded.”

		~Tough, but fair,~ Kali agreed.

		“You shut up,” she snarled.

		“Who?”

		“Her!” Frustrated, she raked a hand through her hair. “She killed him, Seth. Not me. Her. She kissed him and stole the breath from his lungs and he fell down dead, without a single mark on his body. We’re going to have to do something about that soon. It’s smelly. And messy. And sacrilegious, too.”

		Before she could stop her, Kali had stolen her voice. “This place is full of shovels. And dirt. Use one to move the other. Soon enough you’ll have a nice big hole in the ground. No reason you can’t plant the miserable slug there. He’ll do more good in death than he ever did in life.”

		“Shut up!” she said again, then panicked. Seth’s eyes were beginning to fill with pity. In a few seconds, he would decide she was crazy.

		“Seth.” She walked over to him, grasping his face in her hands. “Listen. Look at me. If you don’t believe what you’re hearing from me, look at the evidence of your own eyes, dammit. Look at my tits. They’re perfect! Did I have these two hours ago?” She cupped them in her hands. “And my leg.” She lifted it, then set it down and spun on one foot. “I would have fallen on my butt if I’d tried that this morning, if I didn’t break the damn thing all over again. I don’t need my cane anymore! Won’t you believe me?”

		He stared at her, his fingers drumming on his thigh. She tried to keep her eyes away from his groin.

		~I can see it,~ Kali cooed. ~Even if you can’t. Oh, he is a most impressive youth. And his skin, pale as moonlight. And blue eyes! This will be new. And after all these years, anything new is good.~

		“Prove it,” Seth said at last.

		“What?”

		“I said prove it. If it is really Kali, have her do something…I don’t know. Something a goddess could do.”

		“You want a miracle? Do you think she’s tame?” She laughed, a trifle wildly. “I sure as hell didn’t ask for this, Seth! And I can’t make her do stuff!”

		~Wait, beloved. It is a fair request.~

		Kalima help up her hand, forestalling Seth’s retort. How?

		~Oh, I can think of many things a goddess knows that the young man there does not. How many mortals died today. How long Scoggins’ time in Naraka will last. What form he will take when he is incarnated into his new body~

		Despite herself, she was curious. “What?”

		An evil snicker. ~Be careful where you step. That’s all I’m saying.

		~But your young man will want something a little more convincing. Ah. I have it.~ Her voice whispered silently to her.

		That’s…horrible.

		A mental shrug. ~Do you wish to convince him? Or not?~

		Fine. Mentally asking Seth’s forgiveness, she looked into his eyes.

		“Thomas Davidson, two-thousand and three. Heart disease. Mallory O’Hara, two thousand and eleven. Cancer. Rose O’Hara, two thousand and sixteen. Old age. Black Bart, two thousand and eighteen, old age.” She cocked an eyebrow at him. “Black Bart?”

		“My dog.” Seth stared at her. His eyes, which had been narrowed suspiciously, now opened wide. In fear? “My grandfather. My aunt. My grandmother on my other side. When they died. How they died. How did you know that?”

		“I told you, Seth,” she explained patiently. Goddesses above and below, why was she having to be the sane one? She was the one with a foul-mouthed, horny, and bloodthirsty divine being in her head. “I’m…well, I’m possessed, I guess. By Kali.”

		“A death goddess.”

		“I am certainly not a death goddess,” Kali snapped, borrowing her mouth again. “I am the Breaker of Chains, the Great Protector. When your time has come at last to ascend to a higher plane, Seth O’Hara, it will be my hand that frees you from your earthly shell. Death is not a tragedy. It is a release.

		“But until then,” she leaned close, until her chest was touching his. The tips of her breasts burned, and she held back a moan as Seth’s hips rocked forward, pressing his covered erection against her middle.

		“You have been weighed.” A kiss on his left cheek.

		“You have been measured.” A kiss on the right.

		She looked into his eyes, her mouth hovering over his lips. “You have been found…

		“Worthy.”

		

		Kalima opened her mouth and kissed Seth. Kissed him openly, confidently, the way she had never kissed another man before.

		For a moment she feared he would not respond. That despite her proof, he would push her away, convinced she was either insane, a murderess, or both. His return kiss was hesitant when she wanted him to be bold, his caresses gentle when she wanted him to be sure, but the steely length of his manhood, pulsing against her belly, left no doubt about the depth of his ardor.

		Part of her knew that the way she was acting was completely against her personality. She was not ashamed of her sexuality. Far from it. Her parents hadn’t lumbered her with a lot of old-fashioned ideas about sex and marriage, and how you couldn’t have one without both. Her mother was actually rather refreshingly liberal about love and intercourse, and had taught her to be the same. And her father had always marched to his wife’s drumbeat. But it was one thing to know that sex wasn’t evil and enjoying it wasn’t a sin, and another to seduce a friend in bright summer sunlight. She wasn’t sure whether Kali’s influence was a good one or a bad one, but what was certain was that she was sweeping all of her inhibitions away like twigs in a flood. All that was left was desire for Seth, the improbably wonderful young man in her arms.

		~Go gently with this one, dearest.~ Kali’s voice was a murmur in her mind. ~He is much like you. Or is much as you were, before you met me. His fires burn low, but deep. Not a bonfire, but a furnace - steady, sure, and true. He will be a suitable consort for you, and will keep you happy, in bed or out of it, for years to come.~

		I am not sure why you are so worried about my love life. Don’t you have a lover of your own? she replied, moaning deep into Seth’s mouth. She nipped his lips with her teeth, and was rewarded as his arms tightened around her.

		The goddess laughed. ~Have you seen my consort? Mahakala is a splendid fellow. But when looks were passed out, he was given the short end of the stick. A god with four arms, three eyes, and wearing a crown of skulls is not my favored lover.~

		If I remember right, one of your aspects wore a garland of skulls around your shoulders.

		~We change with the times, youngling. Some of us do, at least. Poor Mahakala is a traditionalist.  So I go my way, and he goes his. He doesn’t mind. Very forgiving fellow, for a god.

		~But some of us crave the mortal shell. We love the feel of skin on skin, the scent of lust, the incredible pleasure as a man pierces us with his rod. Or the joy when we take a human woman, wearing a man’s form, the way we can pin her on our phallus and make her scream our name. Lovemaking among the gods is a thin, weak thing, and grows wearisome without the virtue of variety. Mortals give us that in all their shapes and sizes and colors and creeds. Infinite abundance in infinite variety. I have never had a man like your Seth. The English avoided this place when they took my land, and my priestesses did not stray far from home. So what is a white man like in bed?~

		I think you’re going to find out.

		As they spoke, Kalima had been busy. Her fingers unsnapped the button that held Seth’s jeans closed, and she slid a hand inside, exploring the sweaty depths. Immediately she found his penis, filling her palm with its steely length. Her fingers curled around it, and she gave an experimental tug.

		~The gods have gifted this one.~

		Hush. But her lips curled in a lascivious smile. Below her waist, her loins pulsed in a steady, pounding rhythm, the beat of her heart flooding her womanly core with hot, liquid lust. She could almost feel the flood of her desire trickling down her inner thighs, thick as honey, sweet as sin.

		“I want you, Seth,” she whispered, pushing his jeans down to his knees. Hissing in annoyance, she knelt, undoing his laces and pulling off his heavy shoes, scuffed and grimed with dirt. Then she stood, lifting his shirt up and over his head. His body was a patchwork, tanned where the harsh Indian sun had baked him, white as milk around his belly and groin. From the thick patch of hair at his crotch, his cock lifted, pointing at the heavens like a prayer made manifest in flesh. “I want to feel your dick inside me. I want to feel your mouth on my tits. I want to feel you moving with me, inside me.”

		“Okay,” he said, blinking at her like a confused owl. “Do you mind if we lay down? Or am I supposed to screw you up against a tree?”

		She snorted, then laughed, striking him with an impotent fist. “I’m trying to be romantic, you asshole!”

		“Oh.” He grinned at her, and she remembered why she liked him so much to begin with. “Was that what it was? Because it sounded like something out of a cheesy romance novel. You know? The one with a picture of Fabio on the cover, and the heroine has been swept off to some storm-wracked castle, there to be given in unwilling marriage to a cold and callous duke?” His voice grew deep and rolling, like the narrator of a movie trailer. “‘But sweet Persephone can see that there is more to this man than his harsh words. His hands, hard with the toil of battle, yet strangely tender on her virginal, nubile flesh, wake a fire in her that nothing can quench. Nothing but the steely glory of love’s throbbing scepter. Will true love conquer all? Or will Penelope spurn ‘The Savage Highland Chieftain’s Savage Love of Savageness?’’”

		Kalima blinked and stared at him. Inside her head, Kali had been reduced to squeaking giggles. ~Ooh. I like this one!~

		“You,” she said slowly, “are a very strange man.”

		“Says the woman who claims to have a Hindu goddess using her body as an Uber.”

		“Well, yeah.” She lifted his hands to her breasts, breathing deeply as his thumbs traced the outlines of her nipples. “Does it scare you?”

		“A little. Not being with you scares me more.”

		She blinked. She liked Seth. Liked how he made her feel, made her laugh, how he looked at her like she was truly important, someone whose opinion mattered. But she had no idea his return attraction to her ran so deep. “Really?”

		“Really.” He kissed her, and now she could feel the smoldering heat of his desire, returning her own dammed passions, choked by weeks of foolish self-restraint. “So do we go to my tent? Or yours?”

		She wrinkled her nose, her distaste echoed by Kali’s furious denial inside her. “Why go to a tent? It’s hot and smelly and dark. Why not stay outside in the sunshine?”

		“Bugs,” Seth said, raising his eyebrows. “Snakes. Scorpions. Tigers looking for a snack. Rocks.”

		“No.” She sank to her knees. “The grass will be our bed. And the ground a mattress for our love.”

		He stared at her quizzically. “That was Kali, wasn’t it?”

		She cocked an eyebrow at him. “You can tell?”

		He nodded, lowering himself to kneel beside her. “Yeah. Her voice…it’s a little deeper, a little slower. The cadence is just a bit off. And you generally don’t talk like a cheesy telenovela.”

		If she had dared, she would have laughed at Kali’s sputtering outrage. It was good for the goddess, she thought, to have someone who didn’t take her too seriously. “Too much talk,” she said, tracing the lines of his cheekbones with a finger. “I’ve wanted to make love with you for weeks, Seth. Kali gave me the courage to dare. Will you join me?”

		His smile was engagingly innocent. “And now I know that was you,” he said, and kissed her again.

		It was wonderful. Soft and sweet and pure, but with a dark thread of passion running through it. Slowly, goaded by the goddess’ urgings, her kisses grew deeper, wetter, more demanding, her tongue plunging deep into Seth’s mouth, exploring his depths feverishly, then withdrawing so she could trace his lips with tongue and teeth, nibbling and tasting him. Her fingers found his backside, gripping the strong muscles off his ass, cupping its taut firmness. So strong. So wonderfully male. His cock burned against her belly. Its slit wept clear fluid, and she moved from side to side, smiling into her lover’s eyes as she teased his sensitive head with her silky skin.

		Down she sank, pulling him with her, until she was lying on her back, Seth half-lying on her, braced on one arm. The other one explored her, cupping her ripe breasts, then moving lower, teasing her hot, swollen nether lips with the tips of his fingers.

		“What would you like?” he whispered, smiling down at her. His eyes were very bright in the tanned skin of his face. “Fingers? Tongue?”

		She shifted uncomfortably on the ground. The grass was deep and springy under her back, but the thought of Seth eating her out made her feel a bit…strange. “After weeks with no showers or baths, my pussy probably smells like Satan’s armpit right now,” she said, trying to keep her voice light. “And tastes even worse.”

		~It does not!~

		Seth’s eyes twinkled down at her, and she stroked his chest. A master sculptor could have perhaps captured the lean lines of his flank, the rippling beauty of his abs, but no matter how skilled, he could not have trapped the humor in his gaze, or the warmth in his face when he looked at her.

		“I’m no prize right now, either,” he admitted. “But I’m not going to let a little sweat stop me if that’s what you want. And if you’d rather not…” a shoulder lifted in a shrug, “that’s fine.”

		~Trust him. He cares for you. You do not have to worry that he will turn away in revulsion, if you are not perfect.~

		“Hands then,” she said, grasping his and placing it at her cleft before she lost her courage.

		“You’re beautiful,” he whispered into his ear, his hands touching her gently.

		“You’re only saying that because I am,” she replied.

		Seth snickered, then kissed her deeply. His hand was warm on her cleft, but not gross and sweaty. Trying to encourage him, she spread her legs slightly, pushing her mons up into his palm. “You’re gorgeous,” he agreed. “But there’s lots of pretty women out there, Kalima. You’re…” he paused, as if for inspiration. “I would have slept with you even before Kali did what she did.” His brow furrowed. “How did she do it, anyway?”

		“I am a goddess, Seth.” Kali borrowed her mouth, her tone slightly miffed. “Do you want me to demonstrate on you? Is there some part of your body you find objectionable?”

		“No.” He grinned down at her, his fingers exploring her nether lips. At his skillful touch, she sighed and wriggled, opening her legs wide to his probing digits. “It’s not my fault I look this good. I don’t even exercise.”

		Kalima snorted. “But I have to ask,” Seth went on, “if you can change Kalima so…drastically, why don’t you do more?”

		“More what?”

		“More miracles.”

		“Who is saying I don’t?”

		Why are we discussing theology instead of fucking? Kalima was tempted to ask. But she was interested in the conversation as well. She settled for kissing Seth’s well-muscled chest, her lips exploring the delightful expanse of hard flesh.

		“Here, in Kalima, I am incarnated,” the goddess went on. “My soul, my godhead, in her body. I can act, yes. But only within the range of her senses.

		“When I am not using a mortal as an avatar, I am not so bound. But my powers are correspondingly weaker. I can either do a great deal within a relatively small area, or very little across anywhere my people live.

		“Oh,” said Seth brightly. His fingers had penetrated her sheath and were eagerly investigating her silky depths, making her squirm. “So you’re either the Yazoo River or Niagara Falls.”

		“Huh?” said Kalima. “Huh?” repeated Kali.

		Seth smiled at her, which made her belly flip with desire. His face was so cute, so boyishly earnest, that she wanted to put him in her pocket and take him home. If she had pockets. Which she didn’t.

		~You might have one pocket,~ Kali suggested wickedly. ~Between your legs.~

		Hush, you, she scolded. My pussy doesn’t count. And he wouldn’t fit.

		~Part of him will. And that will be enough to keep him by your side, and in your bed, if you are wise enough to follow the wisdom of your heart.~

		“The Yazoo,” Seth explained, while her unheard conversation was going on, “is a mile wide and a foot deep. Large, but shallow. And Niagara Falls,” he continued, “is a small river. But in one concentrated spot, very potent.

		“That is what a goddess’ power is like. And why,” Seth went on, in blinking wonder, as the veil of knowledge was lifted, “is why God doesn’t do a lot of things people ask him to do. Maybe he could, when he was incarnated as Jesus. Walk on water. Cure the sick. Feed thousands. Raise the dead. Even return from the physical death of his own body. The resurrection that everyone back home believes in.”

		“Not everyone, Seth,” Kalima said, tonguing his nipples.

		“I mean my own family,” he replied. “But if God is like Kali, maybe he can’t. He can do a little, spread over a wide area. Answer small prayers for millions. But not big prayers for one or two people. Not anymore.”

		~Wise child,~ Kali murmured. Seth must have heard her voice as well, because his head jerked up, his eyes wide. “What?”

		~You have accepted me, Seth.~ Her voice changed. ~You’re a believer. Which means I can speak to you as easily as I can my priestess here.~

		Seth looked at her. “I never knew you were a priestess.”

		“Neither did I,” she grimaced. “Until she showed up in my head,”

		~Don’t be such a baby about it. Your mother was a priestess, little though you knew it. All her line were. I am sure that in the fullness of time, you would have taken that path as well. I just…accelerated things a bit. You’re my priestess, in everything but your final vows,~ she asserted.

		Kalima shook her head. She didn’t want to think about that. All she wanted to think about was Seth’s hands, doing wonderful, delightful things to her pussy. Two fingers were inside her, gently pumping, while two others stroked the outlines of her lips. The thumb was placed firmly on her clit, circling that oh-so-sensitive bit of her anatomy in a way that made her thighs shake and her belly jump.

		“Seth,” she whispered. “I’m getting close.”

		“Mmmm.” He smiled at her, his blue eyes wide and guileless. “Close to what?”

		“Close to cumming, you big jerk!” She placed her feet flat against the ground, and pushed up into his hand. “Can you…harder? A little? And kiss my tits? Maybe lick them a bit?”

		In reply, he kissed her, strong and deep. His mouth was a gentle ravager, and she pulled him close, his strong chest pressed against her breasts. His fingers slowly stroked her inner walls, and she clenched her thighs shut on his hand, loving the way his thumb played with her clit, gentle yet sure.

		Finally, in response to her voiceless urgings, his mouth left her lips and wandered down her body. He trailed kisses across her neck, her shoulders, her arms, her chest, until with a sigh, he fetched up against the slopes of her breasts. One hand cupped her mound, his fingers gliding across the skin, making her bite her lips in anticipation.

		“What?” she said, when he made no move towards her. “Not good enough?”

		“To the contrary,” he smiled, brushing her skin with his lips. “I’m like a drunk on quarter beer night. I don’t even know where to start.”

		She snickered. “No wonder you had all those southern girls after you, if that’s the way you make small talk, buddy.”

		“Hmmm.” He didn’t disagree. But he didn’t answer her, either. His lips glided over the skin of her breasts, teasing her. Sweat broke out on her body, and she writhed, helpless. She knew she was the stronger. With the goddess inside he, with Kali lending her strength, she could have done anything with Seth she wished. Made him her tool, her slave, force him to pleasure her again and again, heedless of his needs.

		~Wise child,~ Kali murmured in her ear. ~There is more than one way of binding a man to you. And yours is by far the best. Not your slave, not your servant, but a willing consort of his dark queen.~

		Ah! She gasped. Arching up, as his mouth found the spot she had dreamed of, over too many lonely nights with only the soft snores of Jessica for company. His mouth pulled at her taut nipples, lustfully erect, teasing the knotty bundles of nerves at their tips into blazing heat, every lick of his tongue sending a spike of lust straight from her breasts to her loins.

		And she could feel herself opening to him, her lips soaked with her nectar, unfurling like the petals of a night-blooming flower. His fingers moved inside her, stroking her inner walls, curling up and finding her g-spot with uncanny accuracy.

		“Oh, god,” she gasped, writhing in the tall green grass.

		~Oh, me, I think you mean~ Kali remarked.

		Shut. Up. She couldn’t talk. Couldn’t think. Her entire universe had narrowed to the expanse of her body. And Seth’s. His fingers inside her, his mouth on her beasts, his skin, his body, pressing into her. Moving onto her, above her, his cock a swollen bar pointing at her needy, aching cleft.

		She pulled him to her, pulled him down, wanting to feel his weight on her body. Her hand gripped his wrist, forbidding his exit from her vagina, while the other one snaked around his head, crushing his mouth to her breasts.

		Sparks lit in her belly, in her innermost core, and she tilted her head back and screamed as her climax, long-awaited, long-desired, hit her like an electric shock. She clamped her sheath shut on his fingers, humping up into his hand, babbling nonsense up at the blameless sky, as her body came and came and came, soaking his fingers with her female essence.

		“Fuck,” she breathed, when the tremors in her body had finally abated. “I needed that.”

		~So did I.~

		She looked at Seth. Men were so funny. A woman could hide her arousal, if she wished. But the poor man as just there, with his cock sticking straight up. If it had been in the form of a punctuation mark, she could have imagined it was asking a question.

		And the answer to his question was yes.

		She smiled up at him. “Thank you. You have no idea how much I’ve needed that.”

		~And me.~

		“Now lie down,” she ordered him, pushing at his shoulder until he was lying on his back in the knee-high grass. The scent of the bruised blades surrounded them in a sweet green aroma. “It’s my turn to be on top.

		“Goddess, you’re lovely,” she sighed, taking in the whole of him, from blue-black hair, glinting with highlights in the summer sun, down his exquisite body, to the nails at his feet. Every bit of him was beautiful in her eyes. But especially the raging erection at his middle. It bounced in time with his heartbeat, drawing her eye to what was, frankly, an impressive length and even more impressive girth.

		I want that. I want it inside me. It’s bigger. But so am I, now.

		She climbed on top of him, her palms flat on Seth’s chest. Her knees straddled his thighs. She stroked his penis with her fingers, watching his face. A gasp, a hitch of breath, and his eyes closed. She smiled. He was fighting for control, trying not to spill his seed all over her hands. For a moment she contemplated reaching down with her mouth. She could do it. Especially with Kali guiding her. It would be the work of moments, to make him cum in her mouth.

		~But then you would have to wait until we could get him hard again,~ Kali complained. ~And he’s ready for us now. Why spoil things? You know he wants to bury his cock deep inside your cunt. Men are so wonderfully uncomplicated about things like that.~

		Goddesses shouldn’t know words like that. She was happy her dark skin hid her embarrassed flush.

		~I’m a goddess of fertility and sexual desire, as well as being the Great Liberator and Breaker of Chains. Think of me as the one who is breaking your chains, priestess. Setting you free from your self-imposed chastity. What woman could look at your Seth and not want him?

		Not me. She smiled down into Seth’s eyes. Her transformation was complete. She was no longer uncertain, fighting between the poles of the paradox. She was both Kalima and Kali’s vessel. Herself, and the chosen of a goddess. Death and life contained in a lovely shell. Feared and worshipped and desired.

		And horny. Despite her recent climax, her desires had not even begun to be satiated. She leaned down, kissed her lover, moaning as his hands stroked her skin. Even now, with his need shining in his eyes, he was gentle with her. What had she done to deserve such love? Her hips sank, flinching as the shaft of his manhood nestled into the heat of her furrow. Oh! Thick. So thick. And hot. And hard. She ran her body up and down, coating it in her juice.

		“I love you, Seth.” A whisper.

		“I love you, too, Princess.” He pulled her down, kissing her until she trembled. Slowly, he began to assert his will on hers, his hips dancing in tiny, controlled motion. Every time she moved down, the split lips of her cleft embracing his virile manhood, hot and hard between her lips, he moved up, pressing his shaft into her tender sex.

		And his hands! She would not believe that any man could make her ache so sweetly. Even as his thick hard cock toyed with her pussy, promising her wonders she had never experienced, his hands swept up from her flanks to her chest to her breasts, gathering them on his palms. His fingers teased her nipples, squeezing and pinching with incredible skill, making them stand out like spikes from her mounds, visible reminders of her lust.

		~Take him,~ Kali ordered. Even her mind-voice trembled. ~By Ganesh’s holy tusks, my priestess, take him! I haven’t felt a man’s cock between my thighs in longer than you or your sire or your grandsire has walked this good green earth. Take him!~

		She looked down at Seth. “Are you ready?”

		“Ready?” He snorted, which keyed up almost into a giggle, to her silent amusement. “I’ve been ready since about ten minutes after we first met, back in New York on the flight out here. I thought you were the most exotic, incredible woman I had ever seen.”

		“Me? Exotic?”

		“Well, you are Indian. And I am from Alabama. We’re not exactly noted for our cosmopolitan lifestyle down there.” He kissed her breasts lovingly, making her groan as his tongue flicked over the taut spikes of her nipples. “We’re more famous for NASCAR and losing the Civil War.”

		She laughed. She was ready. More than ready. And so was Seth. And so, by her increasingly-frantic urgings, was Kali. She ran her cleft up the underside of his shaft one last time, coating his head with her juice. Then, she hung poised for one eternal instant at the top, wriggling as his crown breached her opening.

		Then she slid down, taking him inside her. No. Not slid. She giggled as her sheath relaxed, allowing Seth’s cock to push another delicious fraction of an inch into her.

		~My.~ Kali’s voice was vaguely stunned. ~He is big, isn’t he?~

		I didn’t think you were a size queen. Kalima groaned, urging her body to take him in, take him all in. Yeah. He’s big. Bigger than anyone I’ve ever been with. Not much longer. But thicker, oh yeah.

		~Me as well, my daughter. Mortals have changed over the centuries. Grown. I like it.~

		There’s something to be said for good food, clean water, and health care, she agreed. People live longer, grow taller…

		~Have great big wonderful cocks to please their lovers with?~ Kali said naughtily. Her groan mingled with Kalima’s as she sank lower on Seth’s phallus. Her passage was opening now, slowly, steadily, as sure as the tides.

		And then she stopped. Her lips were spread wide, stretched to accommodate Seth’s impressive girth, and his pubic hair tickled her lips. “It’s in,” she whispered against his mouth. “All the way.” She kissed him, rubbing her breasts against his chest. “Your cock feels wonderful inside me.”

		“Your insides feel wonderful against my cock,” he replied, cupping her rear in his hands. He adjusted her the tiniest amount, and they both groaned as she somehow sank even lower, his staff now sheathed to the hilt inside her. “So hot and wet.” He twitched, and she could feel his cock jump inside her.

		~Poor boy. We should do something nice for him.~

		“Are you going to last long?”

		His blue eyes, dark as summer twilight, smiled up at her. “Not as long as I’d like,” he drawled. “But longer than you and that goddess in your head think I will.”

		“Oh?” she smiled. “Prove it.”

		She was too far gone to stop, to even think about stopping. Setting her hands on his chest, she moved up, until only the head of his impressive prick was still inside her, then sank down, taking him back in again.

		The friction of his cock against her nether-lips, coupled with the rubbing of his shaft inside her, was driving her crazy. Her fingers had been good. His fingers had been even better. But this, oh this was what she had been waiting for. She moved slightly, changing her angle, and bit her lip to hold back a scream of pure pleasure. It wasn’t just his cock. It was his everything. His penis inside her, rubbing her passion-slicked walls. His shaft scraping against her clit on every stroke, as she moved faster and faster and faster. His mouth on her nipples, making her cum again, screaming his name as her hips slapped down on his groin, each stroke harder than the last, somehow wanting not to just take him into her body, but to have him become one with her.

		She drove through her orgasm like a marathoner on the home stretch, not slowing, leaving her own pleasure behind in the rubble of her former life. This was for Seth. She wanted to see him cum, wanted to watch his face as he came to his climax, wanted to make him hers.

		~Yes.~ Kalie moaned lustfully in her ear. ~Make him ours. Bind him to us. Our consort as long as our time on this earth lasts.~

		“Princess.” Seth’s eyes were wild, and he put his hands on her hips, trying to slow her. “Please. Slow down. I’m getting close. I want this to…last longer. To make you happy.”

		“No.” she ignored his hands, his whispered pleas. “You’re making me very happy. I’ve cum twice already.” She smiled down at him, removing his hands from her hips and putting them back on her breasts where they belonged. “Couldn’t you tell?”

		“I…hoped so,” he gasped. His face was becoming flushed, and for the first time, Kalima felt he was starting to lose control, his incredible composure beginning to crack. His hands were rougher on her tits now, his groin pushing up into her, meeting her downward strokes. Her pleasure redoubled as their bodies slammed together, and she reached behind her, finding his balls.

		“Cum for me, Seth,” she commanded him. The goddess’ voice threaded through hers, powerful and strong. She lay across his chest, finding his mouth. Sweat poured off their bodies, mingling in a lovely sheen. “Cum for me now!”

		And he did. As if her voice was the trigger, his incredible cock tensed inside her, muscles pulsing, releasing a fiery torrent of his seed deep within her. She screamed his name, over and over again, shouting her joy to the heavens, as a third mighty climax rolled through her, something she had never believed possible. Falling across his chest, she breathed deep into his mouth. But she did not steal his breath, did not take his fragile mortality. Rather, she breathed into him, pushing air and life deep into his lungs as he flooded her womb with his cum.

		His cock twitched, and she clamped her thighs shut on it, still rocking, still coaxing the last squirts out. He pushed up unto her, hanging in the air one final time, and then with a strangled groan fell back to the earth, the scent of crushed grass rising up around them, mingling with the scent of musk and lovemaking.

		“Whoa.” His eyes were bright. “That was fucking incredible.”

		“I thought so too.” She fell limply across his chest, her breasts warm and soft against his skin. Seth put his arms around her, and she buried her face in the hollow of his neck, sniffing his skin and tasting the tangy salt of his sweat.

		Kali unfolded in her mind, giving her the impression of a cat stretching out after a nap in the summer sun. ~That was well done, beloved.~

		She frowned. What did you do? There at the last, when we breathed into him? We didn’t…didn’t hurt him, did we?

		~To the contrary.~ A sense of feline smugness pervaded her voice. ~We did the opposite.~

		Huh? She sighed contentedly as Seth softened slightly inside her. But his prodigious manhood didn’t shrink. It still filled her in the most intensely satisfying way.

		~Remember who I am. And remember what I can see. Would you thank me, a decade or two from now, at this one’s funeral, knowing I’d had the ability to prolong his life to match yours, but had not?~

		What?

		~I could see where the skein of his life would be cut short, beloved. Diseases of the heart run in his father’s line. He would have been dead in thirty years at the most. But now, he won’t be.~

		Kalima swallowed. It was easy to forget, when Kali was a lusty, horny presence in her mind, urging her to acts of depraved sensuality she would never have dared on her own, that she was a goddess. “How long?” she whispered.

		“What?” Seth asked, blinking his eyes open. His hands stroked her back.

		She kissed him to quiet him, and he relaxed, already recognizing the expression she wore when she communed with Kali.

		~I could tell you. But I will not. To a goddess, even a prolonged lifespan for a mortal seems pitifully short. Would you thank me if I told you exactly how many years you would have together? Or would the knowledge hang over you in a funereal pall, sapping your days of pleasure?~

		She nodded to herself, cuddling closer to Seth. For the first time in weeks, she felt truly relaxed. His arms were a better place to sleep than many a bed she had been in, and she could hear his heart beating, feel the slow rise and fall of his chest as he breathed. She set her head on his shoulder, watching his eyelids as they slowly fell and closed. His breathing deepened, and her lips quirked as she realized she had actually fucked him into a nap.

		I could do with one myself. And why not? The sun’s heat seemed to have abated, or she was simply growing used to it. A cloud drifted overhead, throwing a cool, pleasant shadow over the meadow. Yes, a nap would be lovely, she yawned. And after they woke up, they could fuck some more.

		She closed her eyes, letting go of the madness of the day. Seth’s arms were warm around her, a comforting and protecting barrier.

		But in the distance, she heard a noise. Faint at first, then rapidly approaching, it was the sound of hurrying feet. She lifted her head, squinting, as first Jessica’s head, then the rest of her body came into view over the waving carpet of grass and flowers.

		The younger woman stopped, amazement flooding over her pixie-like features as their eyes met. She swallowed, her throat bobbing as she took in the tableau. Seth’s discarded clothes, the pervasive reek of sex, the sight of Seth’s cock well and truly buried deep inside her.

		“Well, I’ll be fucked.” Her Australian accent was flat with disbelief. “You did it.”

		

		*****

		“Shhhh.” She levered herself up on one arm, but kept her voice low. “Don’t wake him up.”

		“Fine.” Jessica leaned against a nearby tree, crossing her arms on her chest. Kalima noticed, with just a hint of discomfort, how it made her breasts stand out. “What the hell, Kalima?” she whispered. “I thought it would take some roofies or a shit-ton of booze just to get you to take him behind a tree for a quick snog.

		“And here I am, walking back to camp, hoping to rub one out in the tent before suppertime, and I hear you screaming Seth’s name at the top of your lungs.” She shook her head. “I thought something terrible had happened. That he’d finally had it with Scoggins and hit him over the head with a shovel or somethiing. Or that he hadn’t been careful where he was walking and got chomped by a night snake.”

		“Chomped by a night snake?”

		“Once you get chomped by a night snake, you’ve had it,” Jessica said in tones of unassailable certainty. But her eyes glinted with amusement.

		~I like this one, too,~ Kali put in.

		“So I come running back, sure I’ll have to deal with a medical emergency or worse, and I find the pair of you in a nice little after-shag nap.”

		“I wasn’t sleeping,” she protested weakly.

		“Oh, it’s obvious what you were doing,” Jessica said, with a cheerful leer. She leaned closer. “So? How was he?”

		Even now, with her post-coital glow a deep warmth in her belly, she was glad her dark skin hid her blush. “My best ever,” she admitted.

		The younger girl rocked back. “Whoa. Now I’m really jealous. But aren’t you worried about Professor Pissypants?” She glanced around the campsite. “Where is he, anyway? You know he going to have an absolute fucking conniption if he sees you guys like this.”

		~Oops,~ Kali said.

		I think this is a little bigger than oops, Kalima replied tartly. Maybe you should have thought before you gave me a supermodel’s body and a nymphomaniac’s libido. And before you killed Scoggins.

		Ì didn’t hear you complaining when you were having the best fuck of your life,~ Kali sniped. ~And killing Scoggins was the moral equivalent of stepping on an ant.~

		Well, it wasn’t as if there was a choice. And it wasn’t as if she could hide her secret from Jessica forever. So far, her position had hidden her enhanced breasts, and the rest of the changes to her body. But as soon as she rose, the truth would be revealed. Even now, the Australian girl was giving her admiring looks, a faint frown pinching the skin between her brows, as if her waking eyes and her memory were unable to reconcile the differences between Kalima-then and Kalima-now.

		“Hey,” she said. “Where did you get that tiara, anyway? It looks old.”

		She put her hand to her head. Sure enough, the tiara from the temple was still there.

		~And there it will stay,~ Kali said briskly. ~It is the mark of your status as my avatar here on Earth. There will be others of our kind who will see it, and they will be bound by our traditions to respect you. Don’t even think about taking it off.~

		Fine. Kalima sat up, letting Seth’s cock slip out of her pussy. The sensation left her feeling unhappily empty.

		Jessica straightened, her mouth falling open as she stared at her. “You…” she stuttered. “You…”

		“Yeah. I’ve got tits now,” she finished for her.

		“How it happened was this way.”

		

		Twenty minutes later, she wound down to a halt. “And then we made love,” she said, casting a fond glance at Seth, who was now snoring gently. A butterfly lit on his nose, and she brushed it away with a smile.

		Halfway through her recitation, Jessica had sat down beside her, her eyes wide. Thankfully, she hadn’t ignored the evidence of her own eyes and insisted what was plainly obvious was, in fact, impossible.

		“Kali,” she mused, rubbing her face. “Well, that would explain a lot. But Professor Scoggins is dead? Like, no-fooling, going-to-start-smelling-like-a-dead-dingo dead?”

		“Yeah. I didn’t mean to do it. But Kali just kind of took control.”

		~I did mean to do it,~ the goddess commented. ~You are fortunate you were not forced to wade through the sewer of that man’s mind. A cesspit would be cleaner. And the world is a better place for his absence.~

		“I suppose we should do something about that,” Jessica said, standing up and brushing off her knees. “I didn’t like the tosser, but we can’t just leave him to rot. In the first place, we’ll be forever tripping over his body when we need to do work in the temple. And that’s inconvenient. Just because the boss is dead doesn’t mean we shouldn’t finish the job.”

		“And,” she said, grinning like a shark, “this time we can do the job right. Come on,” she continued, turning her back and walking away. “Before Sleeping Beauty wakes up.”

		Scrambling, she got to her feet. “Wait. I need to put on some clothes.”

		~No, you don’t~

		“No, you don’t.” Jessica leered at her cheerfully. “I like your boobs just fine the way they are. Out where I can see them. Good god, girl, it’s worse than a crime to hide teats like those. It’s a…a…”

		“A sin?” she suggested helpfully.

		“Oh, worse than a sin,” Jessica sneered. “For sins, all you have to do is worry about some god or goddess being pissed at you. That’s easy. Gods forgive.”

		“Not always.” She shuddered, reminded of Kali’s casually bloodthirsty attitude towards those who displeased her. The goddess might not be actually evil in the traditional sense, but she certainly wasn’t burdened by millennia of western ethics, either.

		“Anyway,” she went on, “I’m not joining a nudist camp. I’m getting dressed.”

		Jessica shrugged. “Suit yourself. But I doubt your old clothes are going to fit you anymore. You got some junk in the trunk now, girlfriend. That arse of yours is lovely. And your norks are going to make your shirts a bit stretchy.”

		“I have something else in mind.” She ducked into her tent, followed by a curious Jessica. From the very bottom of her suitcase, which was now little more than a place to fling clothes which were too dirty to wear even by the lax standards of the dig, she pulled out two saris.

		“Oh.” Jessica reached out to touch one. “That’s gorgeous. Silk?”

		She nodded, fingering the heavy, beaded cloth. “My mother insisted I take them with me. She said I might need to look traditional. I thought she was crazy. It’s not like we’re back in the nineteenth century, and the British Raj is in control. But they’re going to come in handy now.”

		She turned away, rummaging for underwear, but was brought up short by Kali’s furious exclamation.

		~You’re not putting those damn things on me!~

		“What?” She lifted a pair of panties. “What’s wrong with these?”

		~Are you stupid, girl? I can accept the sari. Barely. But you aren’t a prisoner and you aren’t putting on a pair of shackles.~ Against her will, her hand opened, dropping the panties to the ground.

		Jessica looked at her curiously. “Having a bit of an argument?”

		Kalima sighed. “Yes. She doesn’t like wearing underwear, apparently.” She began to put on the sari, wrapping one end around her waist and pleating the other, her motions quick and fluid. Her grandmother had taught her how to do it when she was a child. It had been years, but the trick came back to her with uncanny swiftness. Soon, she was draping an end over her chest, covering her breasts modestly, and pulling the remainder tight.

		“Damn.” Jessica whistled at her. “Girl, that looks good on you.” She fingered the ivory cloth. “It brings out your skin. And your eyes. And I still get a hint of what your teats look like.”

		Kalima looked down. Indeed, her nipples, still naughtily erect, were clearly visible through the sari. She slipped her feet into a pair of well-worn sandals. “Are we going to go? Scoggins isn’t going to smell any better if we wait.”

		“I suppose we should,” Jessica said reluctantly. She trailed a finger up Kalima’s arm teasingly. “Though after watching you put that thing on, all I want to do is take it off.”

		She pondered the blonde girl’s words as they left the tent and headed for the temple. Rather than make her desperately uncomfortable, Jessica’s casual flirting was having the opposite effect. She watched her tan legs and shapely rear as she strode through the path of beaten-down grass. Her hips swayed sexily with every step, and she was struck by a sudden urge to kiss the back of her neck, just below where her blonde hair was drawn up into a tidy knot.

		What am I thinking? I’m not a lesbian! If she’d ever had any doubts along those lines, her recently-completed romp with Seth would have disabused her of such a silly notion. I don’t like women. I like men.

		~You didn’t like women,~ Kali put in from her position in her mind. ~I think you’ll find things have changed.~

		What?

		~Have you forgotten who I am? I am the great Liberator. The Emancipator. And in your case, I have liberated you from your distressing monosexuality. Being attracted to only one gender is so…dull…don’t you think? Wouldn’t you enjoy being able to savor men and women both, in all their wonderful forms?~

		You… Kalima was at an utter loss for words when they entered the temple. Luckily, her furious retort to the goddess was interrupted by Jessica, who stared around the chamber with a bemused air.

		“Good grief, Kalima.” She toed the pile of discarded clothes with her shoe. “What the bloody hell happened? Did your knickers just explode off of you?”

		“Something like that,” she grimaced, and the other girl laughed.

		“It must have been like watching a sexy Lady Hulk,” she grinned. “Don’t make me horny,” she growled. “You won’t like me when I’m horny.”

		“Ha. When aren’t you horny?”

		“Practically never,” she replied cheerfully. “Ah, there you are, you wee bit of shite,” she said, glancing at Scoggins’ body. Her nose wrinkled distastefully. “Fuck me. He’s not half ripe, isn’t he?”

		“What?”

		“I mean he smells bad.”

		“Yeah.” She spared a moment of pity for the man’s soul. If Kali was telling the truth, he was being rather inventively tortured by demons in hell right now. She wasn’t sure if even the man who had made her last few weeks a walking, talking misery deserved that. She knelt down and passed her hand over his eyes, closing them. His skin was cool and clammy, and she shuddered, a bone-deep tremor of revulsion.

		Jessica looked at her. She looked back. She knew the same thought was going through both their minds.

		“Oh, hell no,” Jessica said. “I didn’t want to see the arsehole naked when he was alive. There’s no way I’m doing it when he’s dead.” Her nose wrinkled adorably. “Someone else can clean him. But it isn’t going to be me.”

		“Well…” she said reluctantly. “We’re going to have to take him into town sooner or later. Make arrangements for his body to be shipped back to the states. Make sure he has a decent burial and everything. ”

		~Why? Dig a hole and tip him in, I say. Or carry him a few hundred yards away from the camp, if that’s too much work. The wild dogs will take care of the rest.~

		“Quiet, Kali,” she said absently. “But we can’t show up in Gadchiroli and dump this pile of nastiness in their lap. He probably has someone back home who cares for him, who will want a funeral. We have to make an effort.”

		She stood quiet, pondering, her eyes far away. Jessica watched her, her brow furrowed.

		She sighed suddenly, then nodded. “Right. We’ll get one of the ground sheets for the tents. At least that way we won’t have to carry him all the way back there. We can put the body on the sheet and drag it. That’ll be easier, anyway.”

		“And once we get him into camp?” Jessica asked.

		“A tent. One of the small ones. Seth’s, I think. We’ll put him in the tent, collapse it, and roll it up, with the body in the middle. Tie off the ends with bungee cords. It’ll be a lot like the world’s grossest burrito, but at least the bugs and animals won’t be able to get to him. We’ll take him into town tomorrow and the embalmer will be able to do his job before they put the poor bastard on an airplane back home.”

		“You’re a lot nicer than I am, Kalima,” Jessica said as they walked out the doorway of the temple. “I’d just let the bastard rot.”

		“I’m not nice. I’m just practical.” She shrugged as they emerged into the sunshine. In the west, the sun was starting its long slow slide towards the horizon, and the tips of the grass-blades were edged with gold. “A man is dead, Jessica. Dead. He was an evil, small-minded, bigoted asshole. But people are going to ask questions. Important people. And the last thing we can do is act like we don’t care. That would mean even more questions. With Scoggins dead, I’m now in charge of this little project. Do you think for one hot minute that Electrum wouldn’t give me the boot and install someone else as quickly as they could if they had a good excuse? Someone with the professor’s malleable ethics?

		“So we don’t give them the fucking chance. We’re going to be good little archeologists. We’ll drive into Gadchiroli, if Hajji and the rest left us with a set of wheels-”

		“They did,” Jessica put in. “There’s still a truck. The big one, that most of the supplies come in on.”

		“Good.” She nodded, picking up a tarpaulin. “We drive in, present ourselves at the police station, make a call back to headquarters, drop off the body at the local funeral home, and then make our apologies and leave before anyone can quite figure out to do with us, because gosh, we have so much work to do, so exciting, you would not believe what we’re finding at the temple no we can’t stay we’ll talk to you later gotta go bye!” she finished in a rush.

		“Jesus.” Jessica stared at her. “You’re serious, aren’t you? You really think you can spike Electrum’s wheel?”

		She twitched a shoulder. “All we have to do is tell the truth. Carefully edited, of course.” The temple was drawing nearer yet again. She sighed. She felt like she had been going back and forth between this hole in the hill all damn day, like some imprisoned soul in one of those terrible Greek tragedies. Persephone, perhaps, cursed to a marriage with Hades of the underworld. Or maybe Sisyphus and his boulder would be more apt. “We know it’s a temple of Kali. We know it’s old. We have the menhirs as proof. And the tiara, and the belt.”

		“The belt?”

		“I’ll show you later.” Even now, with Kali’s presence in her mind becoming more and more familiar, she shuddered at the memory of cold bones on her skin.

		“Well, let’s do this,” Jessica said, looking down at Scroggins’ waxy flesh. Kalima set the tarp down on the stone floor, and they rolled the body onto it. Then they each took a corner and started dragging.

		“This sucks,” Kalima muttered as they cleared the inner chamber and reached the outer. “This sucks so much.” Why was she pulling a dead body across a temple, when she could be making love with Seth for the second time? Or Jessica for the first?

		“Hey. It could be worse, you know?” Jessica looked across the makeshift travois at her. “When I was a kid, growing up, one of our favorite things to do was head out into the bush and find a dead animal. We had a little game.”

		“Oh?”

		“Yeah,” she laughed, then coughed. “It was called ‘chicken.’ You had to find go up to the body and touch it and walk back to where you started.”

		“That doesn’t sound so bad.”

		“Oh?” Jessica grinned. “Try it with a horse or cow or kangaroo that’s been dead a week.”

		“Did you hold your breath?”

		“Kalima, you had to hold your breath. Or you spilled your cookies all over the place. One friend of mine, Buffy, she-”

		“Wait. You had a friend named Buffy?”

		“Yeah. Well, poor Buffy tripped over a rock right as she got up to the horse one time. After we cleaned her up and she stopped puking, we made a new rule. If you actually climb into the animal, you win automatically. Of course, Buffy didn’t think it was very funny at first. But after we hosed her down we all had a good laugh about it.”

		“Australia,” she said. “Must be a very strange place.”

		“You’re welcome to visit any time, Yank.”

		“Maybe.” They hit the grass outside the temple, and the going got easier. “Oh, look. There’s Seth.” She waved, and the tall young man came up to them.

		“Ladies,” he said. He had his jeans and shirt back on, and his eyes were relieved when he saw Kalima. “Where are you going with the dead body?”

		“Grab a corner,” Jessica said. “We’re going to wrap him up in your tent like a doobie.”

		“My tent?”

		“Sure. It’s the smallest. You can have the professor’s.”

		Seth made a face. “Gee, thanks.” But he helped pull the tarp across the uneven ground. With three, the going was much quicker, through Kalima tried to keep her mind off the way Scoggins’ body bounced and jerked each time they hit a rough patch.

		“I woke up and you were gone,” Seth whispered to her. “I was worried.”

		“I’ve been fine.” She caught his concerned look at Jessica. “Relax.” She made sure the blond-haired girl could hear their conversation. “Jessica knows everything.”

		It took Seth a while to digest this. “Oh,” he said at last. “Good.”

		“Good?” She had been worried he would be angry with her.

		“Well, yeah.” His lips curved in a lopsided smile. “It took me about three seconds to figure out something weird was going on. There’s no way you could hide it from Jessie.”

		

		Half an hour later, they had removed Seth’s belongings from his tent and had bundled the professor into his makeshift shroud. By unspoken agreement, they put Scroggins’ body on the back of the remaining truck, along with all his clothes and personal items. Everything else in the flatbed was unloaded and carried back to the campsite.

		Exhausted, they built a small campfire, more for the company than any real need for heat, and prepared their supper. The food was the same as it had been for weeks, the beer was warm, but at least the nagging ache of a despised superior always hanging about had been removed.

		“You know, I could get used to this,” Jessica said, setting her plate down, and Kalima agreed. Somehow, Seth had coaxed a decent meal out of freeze-dried pork, rice, and canned vegetables. Using spices with a liberal hand, the result was almost like a spicy jambalaya, only without shrimp or sausage.

		“So who goes into town tomorrow?” Seth asked. “It’s going to be a pain in the ass, no matter who does it. Hopefully none of the Electrum assholes will be around.”

		“Well, Kalima has to go. She’s the head of the project now,” Jessica said. She put her arm around her companionably, her fingers stroking her upper arm. Almost against her will, she leaned into the touch.

		“I think Seth should go, too,” Kalima added. “You know how sexist some of the men are here. They won’t take my word for it. I need a big, strong man to back me up.” She squeezed Seth’s thigh.

		“All right. I see how it is,” Jessica sighed dramatically. “You guys will head to the only place with running water in a hundred kilometers, and I’ll be stuck here by myself. I was hoping for a hot shower and maybe a hotel room, even if it was only for one night. But you’ll fuck each other silly, while I’m out here all by myself.”

		“Oh,” Seth said. “We can’t possibly leave you all by yourself. Can we, Kalima?”

		Kalima sat still, her mind turning. Over the meal, her glance had strayed over and over again to the cute Aussie girl. Loath though she was to admit it, she couldn’t deny the attraction between them, drawing tight as a cord.

		~You are learning to see beauty in all its forms, wherever it exists,~ Kali murmured in her ear. ~It is not the province of men only. Your lover Seth is a gorgeous man, I do not deny it. But Jessica is lovely as well, is she not?~

		She is, she replied. And, she thought with a twist of her lips, just for once she had the upper hand. Jessica had flirted with her for weeks, secretly sure that her increasingly outrageous sexual suggestions would never be accepted. What would happen if, just once, Kalima called her bluff?

		Kali? she asked.

		The reply came immediately. ~Yes, love?~

		Can you speak to Seth? Can you ask him…Her heart caught in her throat. Would her lover be outraged? Jealous? Disgusted? Despite his acceptance of the crazy events of the day, he still came from a very conservative background. Can you ask him what he thinks about Jessica? And me? About…unseen, her hand clenched. About all three of us?

		Kali giggled. ~My priestess, I do not have to ask. I know. Unless he is the sort who prefers men to women, the man who could resist the two of you has yet to be born.~

		Her jaw set stubbornly. Ask him anyway.

		A sigh. ~Very well.~

		It took less than a minute. Kalima could tell by Seth’s startled flinch when the goddess spoke to him. He looked over at her, his eyes suddenly wide. In response to her unspoken question, he raised his shoulders in a tiny shrug. It was as clear as if he had spoken that he wouldn’t interfere. But also that she would have to take the lead.

		“Jessica?”

		“Hmmm?”

		“Can I ask you a question? Woman to woman?”

		“Sure, honey.” The fingertip kept stroking her arm, seemingly surprised that Kalima hadn’t shrugged it away, as she usually did.

		She looked down, as if embarrassed. “It’s…kind of personal.”

		“Do you want me to leave?” Seth asked. Only her bond to him allowed her to sense the hidden amusement in his voice.

		“No. You can stay. It’s not like I have many secrets left now, do I?” She allowed a faint note of bitterness to color her voice. She unpinned her sari, letting the cloth fall to her waist as she turned to face the other woman. “It’s about…about my breasts,” she stammered, pretending to ignore Jessica’s gasp of surprise as she exposed herself. The fire crackled, painting her skin in firelight and shadows. “Are they…are they too big? Seth says they aren’t,” she continued, slanting a waring look up at her lover through her lashes. “But you know how men are. They have this obsession with size. A pair of cow udders would be just fine as far as some of them are concerned. And Kali tells me to stop being silly and enjoy them. But she didn’t even ask before she changed my body.”

		In her head, she could hear Kali spluttering in outrage, but she ignored her. “Twenty years from now, I don’t want to be some gross old woman who has to haul her tits around in a shopping cart. You know the ones. All boobs and butt and belly. I mean, I wasn’t ever going to be petite or dainty, not as tall as I am. But I didn’t expect to suddenly have a pair of melons bolted to my chest either.”

		“No.” Jessica’s voice ended in a strangled croak, and she had to clear her throat to continue. “No. I don’t think they’re too big.” In the firelight, her pupils were wide, and her fingers twitched.

		Got her. “That’s what you say. But you’re just being polite. I bet yours look a lot nicer.”

		Jessica blinked. “You want to see my teats?”

		“Just to compare.” She lifted hers in her hands. It was very, very hard not to allow her fingers to slide over that taut, sensitive skin, to bring her nipples to aching erection. She loved the way her skin had darkened, making her body dark and lush and mysterious. “I mean, how am I going to deal with these things? I used to like sleeping on my stomach. Now it’s going to be like trying to sleep on a pair of grapefruit.”

		“They’re not that big,” Jessica giggled. “Of course, they’re definitely on the right-hand side of the bell curve, but you don’t look grotesque or anything.” While she spoke, her fingers undid the buttons on her shirt. “I mean, no one’s going to point at you in the market and whisper about how some people shouldn’t be allowed to get boob jobs.”

		She set her shirt aside, then reached for the hooks on her bra. “Ready for the show, Seth?” she twinkled.

		“Why not? You’ve been trying to show them to me for weeks.”

		“And you kept turning me down.”

		“My strength is as the strength of ten, because my heart is pure,” he intoned solemnly.

		“Right,” she and Kalima said in unison, looked at each other, and laughed.

		“No respect,” Seth muttered, seeming not at all troubled by the fact.

		Jessica hesitated, her hands still behind her back. “I feel silly, doing this,” she said, her cheeks red. “I mean, your body is just fucking spectacular. Next to you, I look like a flat-chested midget.”

		“Eight hours ago, I was flat chested,” Kalima said. “Though I wasn’t ever a midget. Come on, Jessica,” she wheedled. “I just want to compare. You don’t have to do it if you don’t want.”

		“All right.” Slowly, the straps and cups fell away, sliding down her arms to fall unheeded to the ground below. Kalima’s breath caught in her chest, unprepared for the sudden surge of desire. If she was cappuccino and Seth was milk, then Jessica was honey, all liquid gold. Her hair was ruddy in the firelight, her skin tan, only a little paler where clothes covered it. Even the baby-fine hairs at her navel held the same rich hue.

		“Wow.” She laid a hand on Jessica’s chest, just above her breastbone. Her breasts were smaller than hers, but absolutely perfect, and surprisingly full. Just the right size for her to cup in her hands, she thought. Her fingertips itched, aching to touch them. The nipples were pink, almost coral in color, and slightly puffy. “You’re…” she shook her head. “How stupid was I, to turn you down every time you hit on me?”

		~Not stupid. Only unaware. You mortals,~ Kali sighed. ~You stumble through this world, blind and deaf to so much beauty. I am pleased, dearest, that you three at least have opened your eyes to each other. And your hearts.~

		Jessica, it seemed, had caught her meaning. “Fuck me,” she breathed. “You…you’re attracted to me? Now? After all this time?”

		She gave a crooked smile. “Kali doesn’t do things by halves,” she shrugged. “I don’t know if she diddled with my brain chemistry along with my body, but there it is. This morning there’s no way I would have climbed into bed with you. Tonight, there’s no way you can keep me out of it.

		“Unless you don’t want me.”

		“Don’t want you?” Jessica laughed. “Are you fucking kidding me? Ever since the first time I saw you, I wanted to sleep with you. That warm skin and your long legs. I wanted to know what they would feel like wrapped around my face. But now, after what Kali did to you…” she shook her head. “You do know you’re hotter than the devil’s balls, right?”

		Incredibly, she blushed, but Paul was nodding agreement. “I don’t really know what to do. With a woman,” she said quietly. “Do you want to go our tent?”

		“No,” Jessica said. Her heart fell. “I want all three of us to go to Scoggins’ tent. It’s the biggest. It has the most room.” She stood up, holding out her hands. One to her. One to Seth. “I might never have a chance like this again. So I’m going to make sure we don’t get interrupted by snakes or tigers or a fucking thunderstorm.”

		She looked up. The night was crystal clear, stars shining down, unfogged by city lights or pollution. In the south, the waxing moon rode high. “Thunderstorms?”

		Kali murmured in her mind. ~She is nervous, beloved. Let her pick the spot. Love is the sacrament, after all. It matters not where it takes place; maharajah’s palace or woodcutter’s hut, it is all the same.~

		She took Jessica’s hand. Beside her, Seth did the same. Together, solemnly as if they were walking down the aisle at a wedding, they headed towards the tent.

		~Here.~ As they entered, Kali released a tiny burst of power, and the kerosene lamp, hung on a nail from the central support, flared to life, casting the space in a warm yellow glow.

		Though it wasn’t the most promising of spaces, to be honest. The professor’s belongings had been cleared out, and Seth had brought in his own sleeping bag, wrinkled and a bit smelly. But all in all, it looked like it was. A tent, worn and old and more than a little grubby. Kalima looked at it, and at the three of them, her forehead furrowing in dismay.

		“Kali,” she whispered, her voice pleading.

		~Oh, all right. Just this once.~

		Before she could blink, the floor of the tent was transformed. Rather than the gray, wrinkled groundsheet, scuffed with footprints and with Seth’s sleeping bag tossed in a corner, there was now a lover’s paradise, strewn with thick carpets, large, fluffy pillows, and cushions that made her want to curl up on top and go to sleep. Even the air was cooler, slightly perfumed with roses and cedar.

		“What?” Jessica’s face was boggling with surprise.

		~An illusion,~ Kali said. ~Not the real thing. I could, if I wanted. But it would be a useless waste of resources and energy, especially when your minds can fill in so many of the details. I am not a djinn, to fulfill the wish of every foolish mortal.~

		“It works for me,” Seth said, sitting on a cushion and bouncing a bit.

		“I cannot wait to talk to this goddess of yours,” Jessica said.

		“Hold on.” Seth left off his bouncing and tilted his head. “You’re an atheist. I know that, because it pissed off Scoggins so much when you told him. How can you be an atheist and believe in gods at the same time?”

		“I don’t.”

		“What?”

		“I don’t believe in gods. But I believe in Kali.” She leaned down and patted his cheek. “Work it out. I have faith in you.

		“And anyway,” she went on, peeling off her shorts and panties with brisk efficiency, “won’t your god have something to say if he finds out you’ve been hanging out with a foreign goddess? I seem to remember the Bible being rather strict about that sort of thing.”

		“Ah.” Seth leaned back, in the attitude of a professor about to deliver a lecture. “I see your error. I understand. The young and unwise often make the same mistake.”

		Jessica balled up her underwear and threw it at him. He caught it with a grin. “Talk sense, you wanker!”

		“The Bible never claims that there aren’t any other gods,” Seth said. “it just says we shouldn’t worship them. As long as I don’t start worshiping Kali, I’m on safe ground, theologically speaking. Of course, as soon as I do, God might start thinking about some smiting.”

		~I wouldn’t worry about it too much. That god hasn’t done any serious smiting since the fourteenth century. To be honest, he’s kind of a lazy asshole. His son is okay, but the old man is never going to retire.  Too bad the Greek and Norse goddesses hardly have any worshipers anymore. Now those girls knew how to have fun! Ever partied with Minerva? It’s a mind-blower!~

		“I’m pretty sure you’re making most of that up.” And besides, they weren’t here to discuss comparative theology. She let Jessica undo the waist-wrap of her sari, shivering when the cool air hit her body. All it once, it occurred to her that the balance of power had shifted yet again. Jessica hadn’t expected her to accept her sexual invitation. But now that she had, she hadn’t the faintest idea of how to make love to a woman. What was she supposed to do?

		Jessica must have sensed her incipient panic. “Calm down,” she said, reaching up to brush her knuckles across her cheek. “It’s easy. Easier than with a man, to be honest. You do still want me, don’t you?”

		Looking at Jessica’s naked body, her belly was a cauldron of churning lust. Helplessly, she nodded.

		“Then relax.” The shorter girl lifted up, brushing her mouth across her lips. The action made their breasts touch, and she stifled a breathy moan as Jessica ran her hands up her hips to her waist, her thumbs caressing the skin of her belly. “It’s easy,” she repeated. “Just do to me what you like to be done to you. If I don’t like it, I’ll tell you. And if you don’t like what I’m doing, tell me.”

		“All right,” she whispered, and kissed her. Slowly, their bodies drew closer together as their mouths explored. To her surprise, Jessica was not a hungry, voracious lover, attacking her as if she might disappear. Instead, her motions were soft and languid, as if she meant to draw every iota of pleasure out of her body. She sighed into her mouth as the smaller woman gathered her breasts in her hands.

		~Oh! She is skilled!~

		Kalima could do little more than groan in agreement. Jessica was different than Seth. Not better…just different. With a woman’s touch, she explored more than just her breasts and aching nipples. She touched every part of her chest, from her ribs to her belly to her collarbones. Now touching with a gentle surety which made her tremble, now kissing with warm mouth and loving tongue, and now a delightful combination of the two which made her legs shake.

		With a thump, she fell to the ground, thankfully cushioned by soft pillows.

		“Good?” Jessica asked solicitously. But her eyes were wise and merry.

		“You know it is.” She pulled her down beside her, then loosened her hair from its knot, so it fell across her shoulders in a golden-red fan. “You can give Seth lessons.”

		“What?” From his position at the side of the tent, where he had been watching with bemused interest, her lover raised himself on his elbow. “What did I do?”

		“Everything,” she responded, hesitantly touching Jessica’s lovely chest. The smaller girl shut her eyes as she traced the outer swells of her breasts with her fingers. “And you did it well. But you were a little…mammarily focused, let’s say.”

		“Princess,” Seth said, his voice wry. “I’ve been to a pig roast and a tractor pull. Hell, I’ve even seen Bama beat Georgia. But I ain’t never seen nothing better than your boobs.”

		Jessica looked at her. “Was that English?”

		“More or less, yeah.” She smiled at her male lover, even as her female lover-to-be dotted kisses on the warm slope of her left breast. “You have to forgive him. He’s from Alabama, after all. They’re all kind of…handicapped. It’s not their fault, you understand. They just can’t help it.”

		Seth didn’t bother to reply. But she heard the sound of pillows shifting behind her, then a warm, large hand was placed on her back, soon followed by another. They stroked her skin in loving circles, and Seth kissed the back of her neck, making her arch up in pleasured response. The action had the result of making her breasts even more prominent, and it seemed that Jessica was not immune to their tempting curviness, for she took a dark nipple into her mouth, her tongue running over it in sweet, humming circles. She lifted her breasts in her hands, softly massaging them, switching back and forth between them until every inch of her mounds was shining with her saliva, and her nipples were aching and turgid.

		“What do you want, Kalima?” she asked when she came up for air. “We can make out for as long as you like. Or I can play with your tits, and you can play with mine.” She cupped one of her own breasts invitingly.

		Hesitantly, Kalima touched her belly, running her hands slowly upwards. When she reached Jessica’s breasts, the younger woman closed her eyes, her teeth indenting her lower lip in the cutest possible way.

		“That’s it,” she breathed. “Nice and gentle. But firm. I’m not a centuries-old vase that you have to worry about damaging. Flesh and blood is resilient.”

		She gathered her mounds in her hands, softly kneading. Under her eyes, her pink nipples peaked, drawing up into cute little buds. She couldn’t help it. She had to taste them. Bending down, she reached out her tongue to lick a swelling tip.

		“Ah!”

		She jerked back. “Are you okay?” she asked anxiously.

		“Get your mouth back there,” Jessica said. She reached up, digging her fingers into her scalp, pulling her forward. “You might be a virgin with girls, love, but you’re already good at sucking titty. Oh, yeah,” she groaned, as Kalima found her nipples again.

		It was a lot different than being with a guy, Kalima discovered. Men were…uncomplicated. Even Seth, who had been an amazingly patient lover, had focused on only two or three parts of her body. And as far as he was concerned, the things she could do for him began and ended at one place: His penis.

		Women were more…complex, she decided, as Jessica fell back in a nest of pillows, her eyes hazy with desire. There really didn’t seem to be a single spot on her body she didn’t like to have touched. Her mouth, her chest, her belly, her legs. She ran a hand up from the arches of her feet to her calves to her thigh to her groin, and Jessica’s legs parted like water, blatantly inviting her touch within her womanly folds.

		Kali! she shrieked. Help!

		~Oh, you’re doing just fine without me, love. She’s about to explode, she’s so turned on. And Seth over there…well, I won’t say that he’s excited. But his clothes are about to catch fire. The ones that are left.~

		Ha fucking ha. What do I do?

		~For your blond-haired girlfriend? Exactly what you have been doing. She’s ready for you, my priestess. All you have to do is watch and listen.~

		She lay down beside Jessica. In the corner of her eye, she could see Seth. He was now fully nude and his cock was pointed straight up at the unseen sky. One hand gripped his shaft, slowly pumping. A drop of clear fluid shone in the yellow light, glistening like a pearl.

		“Pervert,” she said fondly. He merely raised his eyebrows, smiling.

		She set her hand on Jessica’s inner thigh, then slid it upward, hiding her trepidation. The younger woman whimpered, kissing her, her mouth opening eagerly as their tongues battled.

		A little more, a little more…her fingers found her lips, her palm pressing into her golden-furred mound. They were wet and slick, the flower-like petals as delicate and sensitive as spun glass. Barely breathing, she ran the tip of her middle finger up and down, biting her lip as they parted. A gentle push, and she was inside her outer lips. Hotness enveloped her fingertip, and she moved upward, seeking the pearl of her clit. Jessica reached down, grasping her wrist, guiding her.

		“Up, just a little,” she breathed. Her hips rocked, her pubic mound rolling into her palm. “You’re touching me so good, Kallie,” she whispered. “Just…push down a little there.” Her finger tapped the back of her hand, where it covered her mons. “And move up a little there. Just. A. Little. Ah!” she gasped, as Kalima found the nodule of flesh at the top of her cleft. With Kali’s voice whispering in her ear, she circled the slick nubbin, spreading wetness across its surface.

		How do I like to be touched?

		She made her fingers light as feathers. One on her clit, the others stroking Jessica’s lips, her palm slowly pressing into her mound. Bending low, her lips found her breasts, alternately suckling at her nipples and kissing her ripe, golden mounds.

		“I see you, Jessica.” The voice which used her mouth was not her own. “You have been weighed.”

		Jessica arched upward, her rear leaving the warm wool carpet. Her breath sawed in and out of her throat, her panting gasps indecipherable.

		“You have been measured.”

		“Fuck!” she keened. Her voice keyed upwards as she repeated the word, her body beginning to shake. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!”

		“You have been found worthy,” she whispered, kissing her. “Cum for me. Cum for us.”

		Jessica did. With a wrenching spasm, Kalima felt her hand drenched by wetness. Jessica clutched the back of her head and kissed her , her cries of pleasure devolving into happy squeaks as her body rippled and writhed. She clamped her thighs shut on Kalima’s hand, humping into her palm as the muscles of her belly and vagina released again and again in ecstatic release.

		At last her eyes opened. “Wow,” she said, grinning weakly.

		“Good?”

		Jessica stretched languorously, her golden body gleaming the lamplight. “Better than getting hit in the chunder with a dead wombat when out on walkabout, sheila.”

		Kalima blinked, then narrowed her eyes. “You’re making that one up.”

		Jessica giggled. “I’ll never tell.” She kissed her again, her fingers dancing over her skin. “Now it’s your turn.”

		“My turn?”

		“Yip.” She pushed at her shoulder until she was laying prone. “Just lay there. I’ll do everything.”

		Before she could stop her, Jessica was kissing her way down her body. First her breasts, then her belly, her tongue dipping into the hollow of her navel, and then even lower, her nose sniffing at her entrance.

		“I don’t smell good,” she said, embarrassed. Her hands moved down to Jessica’s shoulders, trying to push her away.

		“Don’t be silly.” The Australian girl held her tight, refusing to be dislodged. “You smell like a woman. And Seth smells like a man. Do you think soap is sexy? If I wanted that, I’d go fuck the personal-hygiene aisle at the market.” She pushed her thighs apart gently. “I’ve been dreaming about diving in here for fucking weeks.” She licked her lips. “And you’re worried because you’ve got that not-so-fresh feeling? Get a grip, girl.

		“You made me feel good. So let me make you feel awesome.”

		She bent her head, kissing her way up her inner thighs. First one side, then the other, felt the sensual swirl of her tongue as she licked her. Her hands reached high, sweeping across her belly, her chest, dancing across her ribcage and stroking her skin in patterns of desire before moving up to her breasts. Kalima looked down to see the top of her golden head, her cheeks lifted upward by her familiar impish smile.

		And then her tongue touched her slit, and her mouth fell open in silent wonder. Other guys had eaten her in the past, but never like this. Never with such consummate skill. Expertly, Jessica’s tongue parted her folds, licking up and down, then darting inside her passage to taste her. The feel of a woman’s tongue was almost too good, and Kalima wondered, in that portion of her mind which was not given over to pure sensation, whether Seth was anywhere near as good at oral sex as Jessica was,

		~If he is not, perhaps she can teach him,~ Kali suggested with a throaty giggle. ~Won’t that be a treat for them?~

		Kalima smiled. Looking down her body, she could see Jessica’s head buried in the angle of her thighs. The lower half  of the younger woman’s face was hidden, and her eyes were closed in careful concentration. Beyond that her back sank until it rose again in the twin hills of her buttocks, held upright by her kneeling position.

		Oh. A sudden, wicked thought crossed her mind, too wonderful to resist. She glanced up, tearing her attention away from Jessica and the wonderful feeling she was engendering inside her. “Seth?”

		Her lover, seemingly engrossed by the sight of the two of them, blinked, then looked up. “Hmmm?”

		She let a thread of Kali’s power enter her voice. “Take her. Now.”

		She looked back down at Jessica. The blond girl’s eyes popped open in surprise. But she didn’t protest. Indeed, the eager sounds that escaped her mouth seemed to intensify in happy anticipation. And her back arched, her rear rising higher, and Kalima knew she was making her own golden pussy as ripe and inviting a target as she possibly could.

		As if in a haze, Seth left his bed of cushions and moved forward on his knees. His prick waved in the air as he drew close, and she smiled at him across Jessica’s body.

		“Jessica?” He put a hand on her back. “Is this what you want?”

		“Mmpphh!”

		He frowned. “All right. Let’s do this another way. One moan for yes, two moans for no.”

		“Mmmpphhh!!”

		“Well,” she said, settling deeper into the cushions. “That seems to be fairly obvious.” She stared up at her lover. “You do want her, don’t you, baby? It won’t change what’s between us. I know you’ll always come back to my bed.” She looked down at Jessica. “Our bed.”

		“Better be a damn big bed, for all three of us,” he said. He bent down, kissing the base of her spine. Kalima could feel the hitch in Jessica’s body when his tongue touched her skin. Slowly, teasingly, he ran his hands up and down her golden body. Her eyes closed, and although it seemed impossible, Kalima found herself growing even more aroused by the sight of her two friends beginning the first steps in their dance of love.

		Deep, deeper, deepest. Jessica’s hands gripped her hips, lifting her towards her mouth as she ate her, her tongue probing further than she would have imagined possible. It swept her female nectar out of her cleft, and her neck bobbed as she swallowed. Then her lips fastened on her clit, her wicked tongue sweeping back and forth across its throbbing surface, driving her crazy. She came, her groin lifting high in the air, her breaths hot and frantic, and Jessica did not stop. One orgasm, it seemed, was not going to be enough to satisfy her bisexual lover.

		Seth moved forward, his hands clasping Jessica’s hips. Kalima’s eyes widened as she glimpsed the head of his cock appearing over the cleft of her rear, then disappear again. Jessica froze, and she suddenly knew, though she could not see it, that he was running his shaft up and down her valley, taunting her with his rock-hard erection.

		“You want this, don’t you, Jessie?” he teased. Up again, his tip moving into sight, gleaming with pre-come in the soft light.

		“Mmmpphh!!” She wiggled her rear, her every motion a mute plea, an invitation.

		“All that teasing,” he murmured, reaching under her so he could fondle her breasts. “Every day, every night. All the dropped hints, the sultry looks, the come-ons and the-”

		Jessica removed her mouth from Kalima’s dripping pussy, twisting her head around. “Don’t be daft, Seth. You were the one saying no, not me. So don’t act like I was some horrible succubus, promising you heaven on earth only to pull the rug out from under you. All you had to do was nod, and I would have dropped my knickers in a second.”

		Seth snorted. “All right. I was trying to set the mood.”

		“With your hands there? How about you do what both of us want, and put your schlong where it belongs. My cunt.”

		Seth turned red with embarrassment. “What?” Jessica asked. “It’s just a word. And I like it. It makes me horny. Cunt. Cunt cunt cunt.”

		“Waking up makes you horny,” he grumbled.

		“I don’t see you complaining.” She wiggled her rear, resting her head on Kalima’s thigh. “Come on, baby. Don’t make me wait.”

		“What about me?” Kalima asked.

		“Sorry, honey,” her lover smiled. “I almost forgot.” Delicately, like a cat lapping up cream, she started licking her again.

		“Ooh.” Jessica’s sigh was faintly muffled, but her body trembled in happy appreciation. Kalima knew that Seth was entering her. His face was set in a rapt expression, his eyes looking down to that place where he and Jessica joined.

		“Good?” she asked, loving the way his sweat-slicked chest began to move as he thrust in and out of her friend.

		“Christ, yes,” he groaned. “Hot. And wet. And tight. So fucking tight.”

		“Your fault,” she teased, as Jessica’s assault on her cleft redoubled. The blond girl was emitting high-pitched squeaks every time Seth pumped into her, but they sounded more like pleasure than pain. “If you weren’t hung like a fucking racehorse…”

		“Then you and Jessica would be terribly, terribly disappointed,” he said. “Oh, you’d try your best, and tell me that size wasn’t all that important. But you’d know. And I’d know.” He shook his head dolefully. “And our budding romance would crash on the breakers of my own inadequacy.”

		~Nonsense,~ Kali sniffed. ~If your manhood had not been of a proper size, I would have simply done for you what I did for Kalima. But you are more than presentable in all respects. As is Jessica. When I first walked the earth, people would have killed to possess skin so golden-sweet. You please her, and me, very much.

		~Oh.~ Her mind-voice caught. ~Prepare yourself, my priestess. It begins!~

		What?

		But then Kalima felt it. In a whirling rush, she seemed to spin out of her body, her vision taking on a new perspective, while her mind expanded. Suddenly, she was not one person.

		She was three.

		She was Seth. And she could feel the hot, vise-like grip of Jessica’s vagina around his cock. She could feel Jessica’s hips under his hands, not as lush as her own, but still achingly lovely, a delight to the senses. She could feel the visceral need to come, his cock yearning towards an unseen goal, and the colossal effort of will it took to keep his passion bound and leashed. And now she understood, for the first time, why so many men were inadequate lovers. Their own bodies betrayed them with the instinctual impulse to sow their seed as quickly as possible. A man who could control that desire was a rare one indeed.

		And she was not only Seth. She was Jessica as well. She lay flat, her rear canted up high, reveling in the feel of Seth’s manhood penetrating her to the fullest, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts. She moaned, deep in her throat, as his shaft rubbed her pulsing, throbbing clit, while at the same time her tongue licked up the seeping sweetness from her lover’s pussy. Her hands reached high, cradling her breasts, and she could feel both Jessica’s fingers on her tits, and the heavy weight of them in Jessica’s palms.

		It was too much. Too much! Kali, help me! she begged. She shut her eyes, trying to cope with the overload to her senses. I can’t take it! I’ll burn up like a moth in the flames. Please! Make it stop!

		~Calmly, my handmaiden~. Kali’s voice was like a cool hand on a fevered brow. ~Don’t fight it. Don’t struggle. Concentrate on your own body. Let the others fade into the background, only there if you wish to call upon them.~

		What is it?”

		~My gift,~ The goddess said simply. ~To know how to pleasure your lovers. Soon, you will know not only what they feel, but what they wish. How better to bind them to you?~

		You could have warned me. In response to Jessica’s tugging fingers on her nipples, she arched her back, mewling in pleasure.

		~I am not answerable to you. All I do is in service to my own needs. And they will not always coincide with your own.~

		Kalima put that idea in the back of her mind for later study, but things seemed to be rushing towards a climax. Seth’s strokes into Jessica had grown longer and deeper – slower, but at the same time containing an edge of mighty need. Ans Jessica was humping back into him, spearing herself onto his shaft, her mouth curled in a rictus of orgasmic bliss.

		“Seth,” she gasped. A small, golden hand reached around, clasping his larger one. Their fingers twined, holding fast. Another reached upward and Kalima caught it. The smaller woman squeezed her until she thought her bones would break. “Going to cum now, guys. Oh, Jesus Fucking Tapdancing Christ, here is comes, here it cummmmmss!” she screamed in a breathless wail, and in the recesses of her mind, Kalima felt the mind-shattering rush of her orgasm crash through her, and a few seconds later, felt the pulse of a cock reaching its own long-sought goal, the electric wave as Seth came to his own climax, pumping Jessica full of his essence. The twin orgasms triggered her third orgasm of the night, and she arched her back and screamed her release, her voice mingling with two others in a trio of passionate joy.

		

		*****

		The next day they got up early, and before the sun had crested the treeline, were in the truck, and on the road for Gadchiroli. Seth drove, the worn-out shocks of the old vehicle groaning as they lurched down the rutted, potholed track.

		“Shit!” Seth swore as the front right tire dipped into a hole. The entire truck lurched to the side, throwing Kalima and Jessica against the far door. They tried to ignore the unpleasant banging sounds from behind them in the truck bed. They had trussed Scoggins’ body up like a Christmas turkey, but it was good thing the man wasn’t alive.

		“I can’t wait to get back to civilization,” Jessica groaned. She winked at Kalima, one eyelid dropping down lewdly. “Hot showers. Soft mattresses. Hotel rooms.”

		“I’ll settle for clean clothes,” Kalima replied. Before they left they had packed every stitch of clothing they owned, determined to have them laundered before they came back.

		If they came back. She knew, better than anyone, what a hornet’s nest they would be kicking when they clattered back into town with a dead body. They could be held up for days when they could be back doing their research. Or other, even more enjoyable things.

		“Who cares about clean clothes?” Jessica said, unconsciously echoing her own thoughts. She stretched in the seat between Seth and herself, the bow in her back emphasizing her chest. Very casually, she reached down to Seth’s crotch. “Right now the only reason I can see in wearing clothes is how much fun it is to take them off.”

		“Stop it,” Seth said, pushing her hand away. “I’m trying to concentrate on not wrecking us on this damn cow path they call a road.”

		“But I’ll give you a hand-job. It’ll help you relax.”

		“Who’s going to clean up the mess? Or am I supposed to show up in town with all of my…my man-stuff all over my last half-clean pair of shorts?”

		“I could use my mouth.”

		“You could bite my dick off when we hit a pothole. Stick a sock in it, Jessica. No means no.”

		~In my day,~ Kali said in their heads, ~Men were much more…manly. You would have never caught them turning down an offer like that.~

		“In your day, Kali,” Seth said tightly, steering around a rock that would have torn out their oil-pan, “life expectancy was about thirty-seven, and people still thought that when there was an eclipse it was a giant dragon eating the moon. I’ll take the present day, thanks.”

		A miffed silence was his only answer, but they all sighed as they reached the gravel road which would lead them into town. Seth accelerated until a rooster-tail of dust spun up behind them, speeding them towards their goal.

		They hit town well before noon. Seth guided the truck through the narrow streets, with Jessica calling out instructions from directions she pulled up on her phone.

		“Here,” she said, as they pulled up to a long, narrow building.

		“Are you sure?” Kalima asked.

		“GPS don’t lie.” She sighed as she opened the door. “Get ready, kids. This is probably going to suck.”

		

		~Can I smite him?~ Kali begged. ~Just a little?~

		No. No smiting, Kalima snarled. 

		It was two hours later. Their unexpected gift to the coroner had grown like a boil, until the tiny, airless room where the unfortunate man wiled away his day was filled to bursting by three officers from the local police department, a pair of governmental flunkies, and a seething representative of Electrum Energy, who made his appearance via facetime from his company’s offices in Mumbai. All of them seemed determined to blame Kalima, Seth, and Jessica’s for Scoggins’ untimely demise.

		Which was, to be fair, perfectly true.

		“Listen,” Kalima snapped, falling into the letter-perfect Hindi she had learned at her mother’s knee. “We’ve been here for hours. We’ve answered all your questions. Even the stupid ones. We’re tired, we smell, we haven’t had a shower in weeks-”

		~We’re horny.~

		“-and all we want to do is clean up, get our clothes laundered, and get back to work. We’re weeks behind, due to Dr. Scroggins’ unfortunate illness.” Her voice dropped into a low growl as her eyes swung around to pin the cringing deputy coroner, hiding behind his desk as if it were a protective barrier. “Sir. Is there any sign of foul play? Any reason to believe we are responsible for his death?”

		“Um. No.”

		“Right.” Her glance cut like a scythe. “So either find something to charge us with, or let us leave.”

		The police sergeant sighed, his shoulders relaxing the tiniest bit. “Mr. Hanscomb?” he asked.

		The man on the laptop sighed and waved a hand, settling back into his chair. Beyond his well-fed, fatuous face, Kalima could see a luxurious office, plate-glass windows, and a city skyline. “There’s going to be hell to pay about this. But let them go for now. I’ll be up tomorrow to see what I can do to salvage something from this disaster.” His voice sharpened. “But don’t let them leave town. We’ve put a lot of money into this project. We’re not going to let it fail just because that idiot had a heart attack or something. And I don’t believe half of what I’m hearing about this temple being some sort of holy place for Kali.”

		“Always nice to see that the Republic of India doesn’t take orders from anyone,” Jessica sniped from where she and Seth were leaning against a wall. “Be good little doggies, and maybe the big bad wolf will throw you a bone when he’s done eating the sheep.”

		The sergeant flushed, even through his dark skin. It was obvious that neither he not anyone else had thought that the two whites understood what was being said. While not as fluent as Kalima, both she and Seth were more than capable of following the conversation. “Go. Don’t leave town. Don’t go back to the temple, or there will be trouble.”

		“Try to stop us,” Kalima said, turning her back and stalking out, Seth and Jessica falling into step behind her.

		“And there will be more.”

		They emerged blinking onto the dusty street, the cacophony of the midday market rising around them. Everywhere in the small square were vendors selling food, either fresh or cooked, cloth, cheap electronics, dodgy-looking jewelry, and a plethora of other items – everything from pottery to spices to what looked suspiciously like black-market ivory.

		“Please tell me you found us a hotel,” she groaned.

		Jessica grinned. “Yes. With a laundry on site.” She pulled a hand out of her pocket, revealing a wad of folded bills. “I took the liberty of liberating these from the professor’s wallet before we burritofied him yesterday. We have enough rupees for a room, clean clothes, and food before we head back north.”

		“Burritofied?” Seth repeated.

		“Burritofied. Also known as burritofication. The act of wrapping a corpse in a tent that smells of cat wee for ease of transport.”

		“Your mind,” Seth said slowly, “must be a very interesting place. You’re looting the dead?”

		Jessica looked at him pityingly. “He didn’t need it anymore. And who’s going to use it once they ship his body back home? Do you think his widow will want a bunch of Indian money as a keepsake?

		“Meanwhile, we can relax in the embrace of a few well-earned comforts.”

		“Screw it,” Kalima said. “I’m tired of smelling like ass. For the chance to be clean I’d give a baboon a blow job.”

		~You wouldn’t enjoy it,~ Kali said.

		

		The hotel room was small, the curtains over the one small window patched and threadbare, and a zigzag crack ran up one lime-green wall.

		But it was clean, it had a bed, and it had a door that locked. And that was all Kalima cared about. Before Seth’s suitcase, bulging with dirty clothes, hit the floor, she was stripping. The feel of air on her skin was almost as good as an orgasm, and she sighed in relief as her blouse came off.

		~I hate that garment. It binds our breasts and chafes our nipples.~

		Our breasts?

		~Share and share alike, I say.~

		While she was having her silent conversation, Seth and Jessica had drawn near, leaving the second room they had, in keeping with propriety, been forced to take, even though they all knew they wouldn’t be using it. “Ah.” She raised a finger warningly. “What’s on your mind, dearies?”

		“I think you know, Princess.” Seth’s voice was calm, but his eyes were hot as they roamed over her body, making her loins tingle.

		She shook her head, a smile quirking her lips. “Someone has to start the clothes.” She pulled the coins which she had wheedled out of the bemused clerk out of her pocket. Flipping one in the air, she looked at them. “Call it.”

		“Heads!” Jessica said eagerly.

		She snapped the coin out of the air and slapped it on her wrist. Lifting her hand, she revealed it to the pair.

		“Shit,” Jessica sighed. “All right.” She busied herself settling bags around her shoulders. By the time she was done, she was weighed down like a Sherpa getting ready to assault Everest. “Leave some pussy for me, okay?”

		As the door closed behind her, Kalima looked at Seth. “How about a shower?”

		“A shower?”

		“Then sex. But I want to be clean first.” She took a step toward him, wondering at how his face, his body, had in the last day become almost as familiar as her own.

		“As you wish, Princess.” He smiled crookedly at her and began to peel off his own clothes, grimacing at the smell.

		“Why do you keep calling me that?”

		“Do you remember the first time we met?”

		She blinked. “At the airport in New York, on our flight out here.”

		He nodded. “I was sitting on one of those horrible plastic seats, waiting for them to announce that we could board. And I saw you walking through the crowd. You were so tall! And you held your head up like a queen, even with the cane and the limp. I looked at you, and I thought, That’s the woman I’m going to marry.”

		She stared. Sudden tears sprang to her eyes. “You didn’t.”

		“I did.” One finger touched her collarbone, trailing down the swell of her breast, to her hip, and back again. “I thought you were beautiful.”

		“I wasn’t.”

		“You were.” His head dipped to brush her shoulder with his lips. “All this? Packaging. You shine, Princess. Every day. Even when you were dog-tired and so frustrated you wanted to scream, you treated everyone decent.”

		“You never said.”

		A shoulder twitched. “I was a coward. You’re older than I am. Higher up the food chain, both academically and professionally. The ink on my diploma’s barely dry. You? You’re shooting for a doctorate. And will probably get one, when this is all over with.”

		She shook her head. To think that handsome, self-assured Seth could be intimidated by her! She went into the bathroom and turned on the water in the primitive shower. The drain was little more than a grate, the shower-head rusty, but there was nothing wrong with the plumbing, gods bless the people who built the place. Warm, clean water shot out of the shower head and she walked onto the bare concrete floor, turning her face up in sheer hedonistic pleasure.

		“Come on in,” she smiled at him, heedless of the hair dripping into her eyes. “The water’s fine.”

		Seth joined her, and they took turns under the spigot, lathering and rinsing and touching each other - soft, gentle caresses which started the slow burn of her arousal.

		“Soap,” she breathed, stripping the wax covering from the small bar. The scent was harsh, but it lathered up most satisfyingly in her hands.

		“Hold still,” she ordered, and knelt on the bare concrete floor of the shower. The stone was rough and gritty under her knees, but Seth’s skin was exquisitely soft. She lathered every inch of him, from the tops of his feet to his calves, grimy with weeks of dust, to his knobby knees, to his strong, lovely thighs. She allowed her fingers to amuse themselves at his groin until he was erect, licked the tip of his cock in a exploratory way, then soaped up his broad, muscular chest and flat belly, her fingertips tingling with need.

		“You’re driving me crazy,” he whispered against her mouth as she rose up and kissed him, his stiff cock pressing against her belly.

		She smiled. “Turn around.”

		And then it was the entire process in reverse, as she lathered his back, his arms, his wonderful ass, her mouth licking at him here and there, making him shake. When he reached for her, his eyes hungry, she kept him away, uncapping the tiny bottle of shampoo and raising a mountain of foam on top of his head.

		“Now,” she ordered. “Rinse.”

		He did, letting the water sluice away soap and shampoo and weeks of accumulated grime, his skin showing white and tan and rosy pink as it emerged.

		“My turn.” She handed him a last, hoarded container of strawberry body wash. “I need this.”

		If warm clean water was bliss, then Seth’s hands bathing her was heaven. She closed her eyes, blind to everything other than the exquisite sensation of his strong, gentle fingers and warm, calloused palms soaping her body. She leaned back against his chest and shivered as his hands rubbed the body wash into her stomach, her arms, the back of her neck, her armpits, and then most sensual of all, her breasts, his fingers slick and soapy as they pulled at her nipples, making them hard. He gathered them in his palms, massaging them firmly, and she ground her rear back into his groin, loving the feel of his hot rod between her ass-cheeks.

		It would be so easy. So, so easy to lean forward, put her hands against the wall, spread her legs, and let him take her, quick and hard. He was ready. And so was she, her sheath hot and liquid, her nether-lips open wide in mute invitation.

		With a shudder, she pulled away, presenting her back to his hands. Was it just her imagination, or did her lover vent a tiny sigh of disappointment?

		~Oh, he’s disappointed, all right. But better for both of you if you wait.~

		Honestly, she didn’t entirely agree with that assessment. But as Seth returned her favor by washing her hair, his strong fingers digging deep into her scalp, she was willing to give the goddess the benefit of the doubt.

		They rinsed, and then did the entire process over again, soaping and rinsing and scrubbing as if they could never be quite clean enough.

		“Hell,” a voice said, interrupting them. The shower curtain was twitched back, and Jessica’s surprised face looked at them. “I lose.”

		“What?” Seth asked.

		“I made a bet with myself. That by the time I got back here you’d be busy stuffing Kalima. Kind of disappointed, really. I hoped I’d get the shower to myself.”

		Kalima glanced up at Seth. Unspoken agreement leaped between them, hot and bright as kindling. “Get her!” she squealed, pulling at an arm. Seth grabbed the other one. Between them, they hauled the giggling, protesting Jessica into the shower with them, heedless of her fully-clothed state.

		“What is this? A wet t-shirt contest?” she laughed. She let the water flow over her, plastering her shirt to her gorgeous chest.

		“We’re all wet,” Kalima said. She tugged at Jessica’s shorts, pulling them down her body. “Though some are wetter than others.” She kissed the crinkly golden curls that crowned her pubis, inhaling her female aroma. “God, I love you two,” she said, her voice catching. “I love you both so much.” She traced the curve of Jessica’s rear, looking up to meet Seth’s eyes.

		“I love you, too,” he said. He reached down to brush Jessica’s cheek with his knuckles, and his eyes were warm as he met Kalima’s gaze. “Both of you.”

		“And I love you,” Jessica said. She peeled off her shirt, tossing it outside the shower to hit the floor with a splat. “One gorgeous cock, two perfect tits, and four hands that know what they’re doing. What girl could ask for more?”

		“And you didn’t even talk about our mouths or our butts,” Seth said.

		“No need.” She reached for the body wash. “Help a girl out, Seth?”

		The shower lasted a long, long time.

		

		“This is heaven,” Kalima sighed. They were on the bed, still naked, but now mostly dry. Seth was combing the tangles out of her hair, his clever fingers undoing knots and snarls. She was doing the same to Jessica, and the younger woman was humming in unalloyed pleasure, her eyes shut as she relaxed.

		“Heaven would have air conditioning,” Seth said, his warm breath tickling her ear.

		Indeed, the room was warm and stuffy. But she couldn’t be bothered to care. She simply luxuriated in the feeling of being clean, pulling the comb through Jessica’s golden tresses.

		“There,” she said. “Done.” She fingered the damp blond hair, which reached to just below her lover’s shoulders in undulating waves. “You should really let this grow longer, you know. You have the right coloring for it.” Her imagination suddenly threw up an image of Jessica, clad in nothing but her hair, her pale pink nipples peeking out from behind a golden curtain, and her belly spasmed in a surge of lust.

		“Maybe,” Jessica said. She took her hands in her own, placing them on her belly. “Don’t you have something better to do with these things?”

		“What did you have in mind?” she teased, her fingers stroking in tiny caresses. Behind her, Seth’s strokes with the hairbrush slowed as he listened.

		“Well….” Jessica drew out the word. “You haven’t eaten me yet. “And I would love to sit on your face. Or you could sit on mine if you’re too scared.”

		She sat up. “I’m not scared!” Though, to be honest, her belly squirmed at the thought of pleasuring Jessica with her mouth. Was it desire, excitement, or fear?

		“I don’t know,” Jessica drawled. “Seth, has she given you a blow-job yet?”

		“Why, no,” Seth said, in tones of aggrieved surprise. “No, she hasn’t.”

		“I knew it.” Jessica bounced in the bed in an angry flounce, which would have worked better if she hadn’t been mother-naked and giggling. “Kalima doesn’t give oral,” she singsonged between gasps of mirth. “Kalima doesn’t give oral!”

		“I do so!” She protested, though why that should be so important she had no idea.

		“Yeah?” Lithe as a snake, Jessica twisted in her arms, so now they were chest to chest. She kissed her quickly, then sprawled out on the bed, legs wide. “Prove it.”

		“Seth?” Her voice was small in her ears.

		“Hmmm?” A set of lips planted a loving kiss on the back of her neck.

		“You don’t mind, do you?”

		“Mind what?”

		“That I haven’t…blown you.”

		“Kalima,” his voice said in a tone of loving patience, even as his hands calmed her nervous body. “We’ve been lovers for something like thirty hours so far. I’ll give you a week before I start making crazy, unreasonable demands.

		“And if you don’t like giving blow-jobs, that’s fine. It’s not like you’re doing a Lysistrata on me.”

		“A what?” Jessica looked up at him from the bed.

		“A Lysistrata. The comedy by Aristophanes, where the women of Greece deny men sex so they’ll end a war.”

		“Oh.” The girl’s brows wrinkled shut. “Yeah. That’d work on me. I’d do almost anything for some sweet Greek muff.

		“Now get on down there.” Jessica pointed at her crotch. “Unless you’re chicken.”

		~Perhaps I should have chosen her,~ Kali remarked, as Kalima made her way between her lover’s thighs. ~She certainly has the right temperament.~

		And the complete lack of self-control, Kalima put in, nervously approaching Jessica’s entrance. Her lips were the same pink as her nipples, and slightly open, as if her pussy were a house, and the front door was ajar, eager to welcome a new guest.

		Seth rested his hand against her back encouragingly. “It’s not that hard,” he whispered in her ear. “Look at her. She’s so horny for us, for you, that you could blow a raspberry on her clit and she’d cum.”

		“Easy for you to say,” she muttered, but leaned down. Seen close up, Jessica’s pussy wasn’t frightening. Still, it was a little…daunting…to think she would have to make her climax with just her lips and tongue.”

		~Start slow.~ Kali whispered in her ear. ~I will guide you.~

		So she did. Leaning close, she took a deep breath. Jessica’s aroma tickled her nostrils. Deep and rich and heady, redolent of musk and desire. Should she dive in? Or tease her?

		Tease her, she decided, and began kissing her thighs. Up and down the left one, her tongue swirling over the golden, velvety flesh, now approaching her lips, now backing away, until she was wet from knee to crotch. And then the right, repeating the process. Every few seconds, she would move up, her mouth open as she approached her gates, but every time she would move somewhere else. Her hips, her belly, the sweet plump rise of her mons, her hair tickling her nose as she pressed her lips against her mound of Venus.

		“Fuck.” Jessica’s panting voice cut through the haze. “You goddamned cunt-tease.” She was squirming in frustration, her head propped against the head-board, her hands hooked behind her knees and thighs parted wide, making her pussy achingly vulnerable. “You’re driving me crazy. Eat it! Or get out of the way Seth can fuck it! I can’t stand it anymore!”

		She smiled, just a little bit. Beside her, Seth chuckled. Jessica glared at both of them. “You suck,” she said flatly. One hand was kneading her breast, the other trying to get between her legs, and she scowled as Kalima pushed it away. “Both of you.”

		“Careful,” Seth warned her, as Kalima bent low. “Or none of us will do anything for you.”

		“Who cares? I’ve got a vi-” her voice cut off in a sudden gasp of breath as Kalima covered her ripe, plump lips with her mouth. “Oh god!”

		Jessica’s taste exploded on Kalima’s tongue, and everything faded as she began to explore this strange new territory. It was not like a man, she decided solemnly. Men were so…simple. There was the cock. Lick it, suck on it, fuck it with your mouth, and pretty soon they were squirting their juice down your throat.

		~You have much to learn,~ Kali put in, ~If you think that’s all there is to pleasing a man with your mouth. Your Seth would not thank you for an effort so feeble.~

		But women…women were complicated. Sure, she could have homed in on Jessica’s clitoris right away. But she knew from her own experiences that such a crude effort would be like using a bulldozer to find a ceramic teacup. Sure, it might get the job done, but was it really the best way?

		Instead she licked the edges of Jessica’s labia. A light, teasing touch that made the younger girl gasp and squirm happily. Her liquid pooled on her lips, and Kalima found herself savoring the taste, just as much as she did Seth’s skin or his mouth. It was thick and rich and tangy, like salted honey, and soon her tongue was diving deep into her cleft, as if the source could be found in the inner recesses of Jessica’s pussy. At the same time, she could glimpse Seth, just a few feet away, his mouth alternating between Jessica’s face, where the honey-haired girl kissed him with eager ferocity, and her breasts, lavishing attention on her heaving orbs.

		“Fuck,” she panted. She wriggled, and suddenly she was sitting, her back propped against the wall, and then kneeling. “Turn over, baby. Oh, yeah,” she crooned as Kalima turned onto her back. “Show me those tits. I love them.” Slowly, she lowered herself to Kalima’s mouth, her hands reaching down to play with her nipples.

		The world disappeared for Kalima. With Jessica’s thighs straddling her cheeks, all became dark and dim, hot and close and smelling of desire. Her mouth reached up, her tongue probing desperately for Jessica’s womanly folds. Her hands couldn’t get enough, eager for hot, smooth skin under her fingers. Seth’s or Jessica’s, it made no difference to her.

		She touched a protruding bud with the very tip of her tongue, and Jessica stiffened, then fell limply across her, her hands bracing themselves on her thighs. She heard Seth say something, and Jessica’s reply, her voice high and strained.

		Must have been the right thing, she reasoned. Keep doing it.

		~Yes,~ Kali’s voice was amused. ~That was her clitoris. Which you should have known.~

		She ignored her. It wasn’t important. Not the same way that making Jessica cum was important. Her mouth reached high, her hands clasped around her lover’s legs, pulling her down so she could strum her pearl with her tongue. Back and forth, around and around. Now tickling, now suckling with her lips fastened around it like a babe at a nipple.

		Somewhere distant, she could feel the bed shift. Warm hands lifted her thighs, spreading them, and she acquiesced, not really paying attention to anything but the faint trembling in Jessica’s body, the first indication that she was rousing her lover to a truly volcanic climax.

		And then Seth’s cock slid into her, and she damn near lost her mind.

		Getting eaten by Jessica while Seth screwed her girlfriend last night had been great. Getting fucked by Seth with Jessica’s hands paying blessed homage to her tits, her fingers milking her nipples until her body was on fire with need, took the experience and lifted to a completely new level. She shook, her entire body trembling with atavistic pleasure as Seth fucked her, his rock-hard shaft plunging into her sopping depths with casual thoroughness. His warm strong hands pushed her thighs apart, and she could almost see through his eyes, see how her dark pussy looked with his stiff white cock sliding in and out of her.

		Above her, Jessica shifted, and the tiny motion uncovered her ears, allowing her to hear again. Jessica’s voice was no longer a muffled drone, but high, breathless, and panting. And she could hear Seth as well, his voice warm and liquid, all sweet drawls that belied the strength beneath.

		“Her first time!” Jessica was saying. “Her first fucking time, and she’s eating me like she’s been munching muff since she was a teenager!” Her voice was almost aggrieved.

		“Would you be happier if she were worse at it?” A smile was in Seth’s words.

		“Well, no,” she admitted. A stuttering groan broke loose from her lips, and Kalima’s mouth was flooded by a new wave of wetness. “God, she’s good!”

		“You should feel it from my end,” Paul said. “Her…her…”

		“Her cunt?” Jessica supplied helpfully.

		She could almost hear Seth blush, and she giggled against Jessica’s lips. In response, the woman sank even lower, her cleft pressing down on her mouth.

		“Be polite.”

		“You’re fucking your superior. The same woman who’s giving me the eating of a lifetime. I’d say polite walked down the street and caught a plane to Sydney a while back, lover boy. How about you put your mouth to some good use. My tits aren’t going to kiss themselves, you know. Oh, yeah,” she murmured a few seconds later as Kalima lapped at her folds. “Suck on those nippies. Harder. I don’t know what I did in my last life to deserve this, but I must have been awesome.”

		Kalima’s center was a throbbing mass of need. Almost against her will, her legs unfolded, her ankles coming to rest on Seth’s shoulders, exposing her burning, throbbing pussy. Her lover began to move more strongly, her hips in his hands, his belly striking the backs of her thighs with strong slaps on every thrust.

		Kali?

		~Yes, love?~

		Three? At once? Can we do it?

		~You are doing it. Just let it happen. I love you,~ the goddess murmured, though Kalima was sure she spoke in all of their minds.

		I love you, too, she replied.

		And then was shocked to the very core of her being as two more voices spoke in her mind.

		I love you, lady Goddess, Paul said.

		I love you, you crazy Indian bitch. That voice could only be Jessica’s.

		Holy fuck. Eyes wide, though her mouth still busily worked at Jessica’s cleft, the same way Seth was enthusiastically fucking her silly, she essayed a thought. Paul? Jessica? Can you…can you hear me?

		Yes.

		Holy shit, yes!

		Fuck me dead, Jessica said. We’re fucking telepathic with each other. This is so fucking cool!

		It was too much. Her heart couldn’t contain her joy. And neither could her body. With a thought, she told Seth and Jessica exactly what she wanted. Immediately, Seth’s strokes lengthened and slowed, his angle changing in the subtlest way, so his shaft rubbed on her clit in a way to make her body turn to sensual jelly. At the same time, Jessica gathered her breasts in her hands, her thumb-tips brushing across the upright shafts of her erect nipples.

		She came immediately, muffling her scream of orgasmic release in Jessica’s dripping pussy, her body shaking with the force of her climax. She pulled her female lover down, her tongue lapping at her clit desperately, and was rewarded by a low, shuddering moan and a flood of salty wetness on her tongue as Jessica came as well, her thighs clamping closed on her cheeks as her body was wracked by spasms of pleasure. And on the heels of Jessica’s climax, her channel was scalded by white-hot fire, Seth’s mighty phallus pumping her full of his seed. Thick and liquid, it coated her inner walls in staccato bursts of passion, claiming her as she had claimed him.

		Slowly, Jessica toppled to one side like a falling tree. Above her, Seth with breathing in huge gasps, his chest coated with a sheen of sweat. His cock was still half-buried in her channel, and she squeezed it lovingly with her sheath.

		“I am never going back to anyone else,” Jessica swore. Her eyes were closed. “Ever.”

		Suddenly, her phone beeped. Blindly, she reached out a hand and plucked it from the nightstand. It took her a few seconds to focus on the text message. “Oh, fuck him.”

		“What?”

		“That asshole from Electrum. Hanscomb. He’s coming up from Mumbai. And he orders us to present our humble selves to him tomorrow to explain things. Apparently he doesn’t think the local authorities are capable of handling things, so he’s going to ‘assist them in their inquiries.’”

		“You mean he’s going to take over and kick us out,” Jessica said.

		“That’s about the size of it.”

		“Maybe you’re just worrying about nothing,” Seth said. “I mean, did he actually say that he’s giving us the boot?”

		Kalima glanced at Jessica, and they both began to laugh.

		“Isn’t he the cutest thing?” the blond woman smiled. “It’s just as sweet as pie, the way he believes in human nature.”

		“You’re pretty damn young to be so cynical,” Seth grinned.

		“Comes of living in a country where even the fucking trees are poisonous,” she replied.

		“Well, it’s not until tomorrow,” Kalima said. She stretched and got to her feet, savoring the warmth in her inner core. Good sex always made her hungry. “Who wants to find something to eat?”

		“You know what?” Jessica said. “I could fucking murder some Indian food right now. Do you think we can get some decent takeout curry anywhere around here?”

		Laughing, the dressed and left the room.

		

		*****

		They returned to the room much later, staggering a little and pleasantly full. They showered again, finished washing their clothes, and went to bed.

		Eventually, they even got some sleep.

		The next morning, smelling good and telling each other about it in loud cheerful voices, they dressed for the interview with the rep from Electrum.

		Kalima found, to her faint shock, that none of her clothes fit properly anymore. She was, by the dint of much effort, able to ger her lush, rounded hips into her loosest pair of black slacks, though they were almost uncomfortably snug. But her shirts were uniformly too tight across the chest.

		“Don’t worry about it,” Jessica said, as she tossed the latest reject onto the bed. “Here.” She picked up a navy-blue silk shirt with white buttons. “This one.”

		“It’s as bad as the rest,” she sighed. “I can’t button it up past my…past my…”

		“Past your boobs? Then don’t,” she said as Kalima blushed. “You’re a woman. Be proud of it. oh, I’m not saying you should walk around in public with your tits hanging out. I don’t think people are quite ready for that yet. Though I am.”

		“Me, too,” Paul put in with a lecherous grin.

		“You’re just as bad as she is,” she said, tucking the hem of the shirt into her slacks. Once again, she tried to button the shirt, and once again her chest defeated her. She swore softly to herself and shrugged into a black business jacket. Three buttons were undone on the shirt. But with the jacket, she looked like a sexy college professor, rather than a hooker. Hopefully she could keep her nips under control, or everyone would get an eyeful.

		“Oh, not yet,” Jessica said.

		“But there’s always hope.”

		

		The meeting with Hanscomb took place in the same building they had been in the previous afternoon, albeit in a larger conference room, away from the antiseptic smell of the mortuary.

		“Miss Chandrbakhar!” he boomed, as they entered the room. “Good to see you. He stepped forward, a large, friendly smile on his face, one hand thrust out.

		~This one is dangerous. Be on guard.~

		Kalima didn’t need Kali’s warning. She could see through to the rot in the man’s soul, as certain as if he were a piece of bad fruit. If Scoggins had been the symptom, this man was the disease.

		She took the hand, shook it twice, then dropped it as hastily as decency would allow. “Mr. Hanscomb.”

		“Please. Call me Terry. Everyone else does.” He laughed in a self-deprecating manner. “And these must be your assistants.”

		“Seth O’Hara,” she nodded. “And Jessica Quinlan.”

		“Well.” He eyed her and Jessica, his gaze lingering at her cleavage. “It’s obvious why Charles chose you two.”

		“Yes,” Jessica jumped in. “Because Kalima is one of the best young scholars in ancient Indian history that America has to offer. She speaks fluent Hindi, which is more than Dr. Scoggins could say.” She went on, apparently enjoying Hanscomb’s incredulous stare at the way the agenda had been hijacked. “She was the one who made sure all the documentation was in place. She was the one who kept our assistants from quitting after the first week on the job. She was the one who made the crucial connections that proved that this site is an ancient temple to Kali, and not just an anonymous site for worship.”

		“Charles Scoggins was an eminently qualified Indian scholar.”

		“He was a hack.” Seth’s voice was polite but unyielding. “I watched him for a month, Mr. Hanscomb. His hypotheses were flawed by his own inherent disdain for eastern culture, his academic work was the worst kind of popular tripe, his methods shoddy, and his conclusions highly questionable, if not outright falsification.” A smile, quick as a snake’s strike, flickered over his face. “If I didn’t know better, I would say that, influenced by outside interests, he had already drawn the conclusions that others desired would be reached. To the detriment of India, of course, but to the benefit of Electrum Energy.”

		Hanscomb took a deep breath. Before he could loose it, Kalima cut across the impending tirade. “Guys, guys.” She smiled winningly. “Mr. Hanscomb has come a long way to talk to us. Let’s not speak ill of the dead, all right?”

		Seth dropped his head. “Sorry,” he muttered.

		Hanscomb let out his breath. “Yes. Let’s talk.” He gestured at a table. “Please, sit. Can I get you anything? Coffee? Tea? I brought a box of pastries up from Mumbai. Almost as good as doughnuts from home.”

		Kalima sat down, Seth at her right hand, Jessica at her left, and Kali a comforting presence inside her mind. For a few minutes they sipped coffee or tea and made small talk until she decided the time had come to make her move.

		“Mr. Hanscomb.” She smiled winningly, ignoring the way his eyes strayed to her swelling cleavage. “Is there a purpose to this meeting? We really have a lot of work to do back at the site.” She hesitated. “Is poor Dr. Scoggins on his way back home?”

		“Eventually,” the older man grunted. It made it easier, she thought, that he was as ugly outside as he was within, morbidly obese and with lank, thinning hair. “It’s one hell of a pain in the ass to ship a body home from overseas. You would not believe all the paperwork. But we’ll get him back to America eventually.” He paused, then said grudgingly. “Thank you for bringing his body back. I’m sure his family will appreciate it.”

		“You’re welcome. Is there anything else?”

		“Yes.” He leaned forward, jowls quivering. “The decision has been made to put your research on hold until a more qualified person can be engaged.”

		Paul and Jessica took in outraged breaths, but she lifted a hand, holding them silent. “A decision has been made? By whom?” she asked innocently.

		“By me.” And now his eyes were hard.

		She put her head to the side, her tone quizzical. “By you? How…strange. I did not know you were a representative of the Indian government.”

		“The Indian government,” he snapped, his voice beginning to rise, “does what we tell them to do. And Electrum has decided to-”

		“You have decided to scrape the top off a good chunk of this province, and feast on the crunchy goodness inside,” she interrupted, placing her hands flat on the table. “Let’s cut out the bullshit, all right, Mr. Hanscomb? You don’t give a dead rat’s fart about the people here. All you care about is money. You would lay waste to continents, as long as your stock went up a point or two. The water can be filthy, the air poisoned, and the ground unfit for man or beast, but as long as you get yours, everyone else can go fuck themselves, am I right?”

		Hanscomb lurched to his feet, his paunch swaying. Beside her, Jessica and Seth tensed, but she held them with a glance as she rose and met his eyes calmly.

		“Lies, hatred and greed,” she said quietly, holding his gaze. “Those are ancient, well-known enemies. We know your kind of old. You are always hungry, demon. No food can satiate your everlasting, eternal hunger. You could eat the world, and it would not be enough.

		“My team and I were appointed by the province of Maharashtra and the Republic of India. Not Electrum Energy. And unless and until that authority is rescinded by a representative of that government, my work will continue.

		“Do you understand me?”

		“You filthy bitch!” Hanscomb shouted. His face reddened dangerously. “Just who the fuck do you think you are? You think you can tell me what to do? I’ll have your ass on a platter! You’ll never get a job again! I’ll fucking ruin you!”

		“Go on, Billy,” she taunted him. “Howl. It will do you no good. I will not yield. I have a duty to this land and to my conscience. Unlike you, you heaping bag of pig guts.”

		His fists clenched and he shoved the table out of his way. “You fucking cunt! I’ll-”

		She shook her head sadly. “Die.”

		Between one step and the next, Hanscomb’s face twisted, color running out of it like water out of a cup. One hand lifted, flailing helplessly, before he crashed to his knees. The other clutched his chest.

		“William Cletus Hanscomb.” Kalima shook her head sadly, meeting the man’s terrorized eyes.

		“You have been weighed.”

		Seth stood, his face stern and pitiless. “You have been measured.”

		Jessica joined them. “And you have been found wanting, you little dog’s tonker.” She knelt, her green eyes blazing. “Try not to be complete rubbish in your next life, all right?”

		Slowly the life faded from his eyes, and Hanscomb collapsed, his body making a heavy sound as it fell to the floor.

		“Very neat, honey.” Jessica kissed her cheek. “You didn’t even touch him.”

		“It was too easy,” she murmured. “All right.” She squared her shoulders. “Now for the hard part.”

		She ran for the door, wrenching it open.

		“Help! Help!” she shouted in Hindi. “Get a doctor! Mr. Hanscomb’s sick! I think he’s dying!”

		

		*****

		“He’s dead,” the coroner said, letting the man’s arm fall to the floor. Kalima winced at the sound.

		The thin man wiped his hand over his face, doubtlessly thinking about the shitstorm to come. “You’re a dangerous woman to be around, Miss Chandrabakhar.” Kalima noticed a shrewd look in his mild brown eyes.

		“It wasn’t my fault. I didn’t even touch him! He was angry and screaming, just because someone had the balls to stand up to him. Then he collapsed. Look at the man! He might as well have had ‘triple bypass’ stamped on his head!”

		“True.” He drummed his fingers against his beige slacks, looking as if he wanted nothing more than to wake up from a bad dream.

		“Anyway,” Kalima said briskly, “we’re leaving. Mr. Hanscomb was blathering on and on about someone else taking over, but he didn’t give us any names or show us any authorization. So until someone officially tells us we’re of the project, we have work to do. Come on, guys. We have to pack.”

		Gathering Seth and Jessica with her eyes, she swept out of the room. As she walked through the building, she could see many people looking at her. But their faces were a combination of awe and fear.

		Get used to it. Enough people drop dead around you, people are going to start to think. And, eventually, talk.

		~Not for a while, my priestess.~ Kali voice was a mere murmur in her mind. ~People in this age don’t really believe in the gods anymore. Not deep down, where it counts.~

		“So what now?” Seth asked, as they walked down the street towards their hotel.

		“Now?” She took his arm, hugging him close. She gathered Jessica from her other side, so they walked stride in stride. “Now we go back, with enough food and clean clothes to last us for a few more weeks. With Kali’s help, we are going to make some truly stupendous discoveries. Enough to get our names in the papers and make sure that no one at Electrum even thinks about trying to fuck with us. We’ll be respected, famous-”

		“Well, as famous as archeologists not named Indiana Jones or Lara Croft ever get,” Jessica put in.

		“-and we’ll have schools and universities begging us to come on board. And, if you want,” she said slyly, her mouth curbing in a lusty grin, “we’ll tell them that the three of us come as a set.

		“A threesome, if you will.”

		Seth laughed out loud, and Jessica giggled. “A threesome, huh?”

		~Four,~ a voice said silently. ~I am nowhere close to being done with the three of you.~

		“Four,” three voices agreed.

		There was a considering pause.

		“Do you think we have time to screw one more time before we have to check out?”

		

		The End
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