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About this book

I’ve departed from my usual type of erotic story for something a little different. This idea came to me in a dream recently, and whilst many would call it a nightmare, I reasoned that there was no reason why a nightmare could not be fuel for ideas. Obviously, I wanted to keep a sexual element to the book, but for the most part, it is more of a thriller/horror novel, with a lesbian context.

The inspiration for the style of Kali in this book came from my memories as a child watching Basic Instinct. All the boys were talking about Sharon Stone in that movie, whilst the girls in school were calling the boys pigs. My parents didn’t let me watch it, obviously, but I had a video recorder in my bedroom, and after they went to bed, I took the rental VHS tape they had upstairs and watched it by myself.

I think partly because of that movie, I got an interested in FLR. The idea of such a strong female character, the use of facial movement, vocal tone, and suggestion to dominate was so erotic to me, not only did I fall in love with Sharon in that movie, I wanted to be her.

So in this story, I tried to give Kali similar characteristics as Sharon Stone’s character in Basic Instinct, but rather than make the protagonist male, I made her female.

It’s different, I know. For my fans, I’ve tried to inject a little femdom later on, but really, this is more lesbian horror erotica. If you don’t like it, I’m sorry. I guess I won’t be doing many of these. If you do like it, please do leave a review.

By the way, I didn’t give this one a second read through this time, because I ran out of time to do it. I’m sorry for any typos, but I promise to fix them when I have more time. I know, a crappy move by an author, but we’re not talking about Dostoyevsky here, are we?

Anyway, as usual, enjoy and love you all,

Julia


One

The sun was still beating down on the picturesque street. As Naomi surveyed the almost sculptured, tree-lined avenue, she felt a sense of relief at her new posting, out of the stress of the big city. Enfer Forest Avenue in Gates Hill would finally allow Naomi and her husband, Michael, to settle down and start a family.  After the past two years, she knew that this would be the make-or-break moment in their relationship, which she felt had gone through hell and back.

Detective Inspector Naomi Foster, as she was now, was a lowly foot-patrol officer when she met Michael, or rather, arrested him for being drunk and disorderly on a stag-night out with his friends. Instead of locking him up to sober up, she found out where he lived and arranged a car to pick him up and drive him home.

Two days later, a rather embarrassed-looking Michael showed up at the station, looking for Naomi.  He then proceeded to apologise profusely for being such a pillock. Of course, Naomi took pity and allowed him to buy her dinner.  The rest, as they say, is history.

Naomi always aspired to become a detective, and after passing examinations, she quickly found herself investigating property crime.  Simple stuff really, less around burglaries, more around corrupt activities around property.  It was in that role, that she discovered a chain of properties linked to the Albanian mafia. Through her meticulous attention to detail, and clever use of informants, she was able to shut down a massive human trafficking ring. 

It was promotion making work, but it also put her firmly in the crosshairs of one of the most ruthless criminal organisations in the world. 

War was declared on the police. Fearing for their own organisations, other mafia syndicates joined forces with the Albanians, flooding the streets with crime, trying to overwhelm the police.

Shortly after getting married, at a time when they should have been planning a family, Naomi and Michael found themselves living in secured accommodations, as well as shipping off family and friends to ensure nobody was hurt. Michael’s job as a corporate lawyer was ruined as he was unable to return to work.

Unable to work, to do anything without bodyguards, and essentially having no personal life, Michael began getting bitter. They seemed to spend more time arguing than anything else, and their sex-life was non-existent, meaning any hope of starting a family went out of the window.

But Naomi was persistent. Even though she came across like a quiet, soft-spoken brunette, she was tough when she needed to be. With her uncompromising adherence to the letter of the law, she refused to give up. Bit by bit, she rooted out corruption from the force, linking corrupt cops with the criminal organisations responsible for the crimewave. 

Without their internal intelligence, the mafia syndicate began to fall apart.  With drug production and trafficking facilities shut down, protection rings quashed, and people trafficking all but eliminated, these criminal enterprises realised there was no way to win.

In less than years, DS Foster had led a brilliant taskforce to victory, and when selected for promotions to Detective Inspector, she decided it was time to put career on hold and focus on fixing what was broken at home. She put in for transfer to the countryside, and that was what she got.

Not that Naomi minded though. Being fair, the taskforce had taken its toll on her personally too. Nightmares plagued her sleep, meaning she spent most of the night reading, watching television, or pacing. And whilst they had begun trying for a baby, the stress had taken a physical toll on her body too, with disrupted patterns in her cycle, as well as problems ovulating.  Doctors told her that rest and relaxation would resolve everything, but she began to question if she would ever be calm enough to become a mother.

Still, as she turned to look at her husband directing the movers as they picked up boxes, she knew that things were going in the right direction. They hadn’t fought in weeks, and Michael was smiling again. Every relationship has hiccups, and she knew there would be others.

It was as she was thinking about this, watching her husband help carry a flat-screen TV up the stone path towards the white wood-clad cottage, that she heard the rev of a powerful engine turn the corner in the street. Cop instincts made her flip around, wondering who would be revving an engine on a peaceful residential street like this, when she saw a Porsche 911 pull up into the driveway of the neighbouring house. A sexy blonde woman stepped out, her short, tight red dress rising a little to reveal the tops of smooth pale, modelesque legs.  Naomi was no lesbian, but she understood pretty when she saw it, and this girl was beyond pretty, she was supermodel gorgeous.

The blonde turned to look at the moving van, then spied Naomi stood there.  With a smile, the woman slammed the car door, and in her red high-heels, strode over purposefully, pulling off her huge Dior sunglasses.

“You must be the new neighbour.” The woman purred.  God, even her voice is sexy! Naomi thought. 

“Yes, er, hi, I’m Naomi.” They two shook hands.

“Kali.” The blonde smiled.

“Kali? A very unique name.” Naomi noted.

The blonde tilted her head slightly and smiled.  Her emerald-green eyes sparkled in the sunlight. “It’s Hindi.”

“You don’t look Indian.”

“That’s because I’m not.” She grinned. “Anyway, welcome to the neighbourhood. I look forward to getting to know you, Naomi.”

“You too.”

Kali kept her eyes fixed on Naomi’s as she slid her glasses back on.  Then she walked back to her house, a slight sway in those tiny hips. Naomi watched her every step of the way, oblivious to her approaching husband.

“Neighbour?” He asked, not taking his eyes of the hottie.

“Yeah…” Naomi whispered. Then coming to her senses, she turned to face Michael. “Kali.”

“Kali’s cute.” Michael chuckled.

“Eyes on me, and me only.” Naomi snapped jokingly.

“Yes Ma’am!”

The sun was beginning to set by the time the movers left. There was so much unpacking to do that there was no way to get it all done in one day, but they still needed to get stuff ready so they could at least sleep there.  On top of that, they were hungry.

“How about I head into town and get some takeout?” Naomi offered.

“Sure, that sounds good. I’ll continue here.”

Moments later, changed into something just a little more appropriate than sweatpants and a dirty t-shirt, Naomi was out the door and in the car for the drive into town.  As she pulled out of the driveway, she knew that the walk was maybe ten minutes through the forest, but as it was night, and she was tired, she reasoned the car would be the best route.

It was as Naomi turned the corner off the street, that she noticed Kali dressed in a tight black training bra and running pants, duck into the forest. No wonder she’s hot, Naomi thought, probably exercises half the day. Not that Naomi wasn’t fit. Given the amount of physical effort she put into her job, she spent every free moment at the gym; but she had naturally wider hips, and given her height, stronger, muscular legs, which she hated but reasoned that she needed for the job.

Still, maybe it was the residual terror of the past few years, or maybe it was her childhood fear of the dark, but she couldn’t imagine going running in a dense forest at night.

Naomi still didn’t really know the town. Heck, she was due to show up to the police station the next day and she wasn’t even sure where that was.  It was less of a town, more like a big village, which meant that the high street was fairly compact.  Thankfully there were no chain restaurants, with the choice being Indian, Chinese, some form of pie shop, sandwich shop, and an Italian.  She stopped at the Italian.

It seemed rather posh for a village like that, but it was very busy. A young gentleman in a white shirt and black tie met her by the door.

“Do you have a reservation?” He asked with a smile.

“Oh, no, I was wondering if you do take out.”

“We can if you like. No problem.  Would you like to see a menu?”

“Yes please.” After perusing the menu, she ordered a carbonara for herself, and chicken Milanese for Michael.

“Take a seat if you like.  Would you like a drink whilst you wait?  Glass of wine?”

“Oh, thanks, but I’m driving. A coke if you have one?”

“Coming right up.”

Moments later, he was back and pouring out the bottle.  “New in town?” He asked with a smile. For a moment, Naomi wondered if he was flirting with her or being friendly, but she brushed it off.

“Yes, just moved here with my husband. Away from the hustle and bustle of city life.” She said with the bob of her head.

“You’re brave.” He scoffed.

“How so?”

“Moving to the murder capital of the South West. Uff.” Murder capital? She thought. First she hearing of it.

“You live here don’t you?” She asked, wondering why he would say such a thing.

“Work here actually. Then I get in my car and scarper.”

Obviously, when she asked for a quiet placement at work, and the role of DI came up for Gates Hill, she did her research. The crime figures didn’t seem bad at all, but then again, she was comparing it against the city. There had been murders, yes, but one a month wasn’t bad, was it?

“Well, I suppose it is my job to make it safer here.” She smiled at the young man.

“How so?”

“I’m the new Detective Inspector for Gates Hill.”

The man’s eyes widened, before telling her that he needed to work. Minutes later, an older man with grey hair and a thick moustache appeared, carrying a paper bag with food.  Immediately, Naomi reached for her purse, but the man stopped her.

“I understand you’re the new Inspector?” He asked.

“That’s right.”

“Then this is on the house.” He said, handing over the bag.

“Oh, I’m sorry, we’re not allowed to…”

“It’s not a bribe, and it’s not a freebie because you are police.  It’s free because you will need your strength for this place.  I assume you came from a city, like the last man. That man, you know about it?” The old man had an accent, but it didn’t sound Italian, more like Polish.

“I don’t really know anything about the place.” Naomi replied, now intrigued by what could possibly be happening in a small town like Gates Hill.

“The deaths here, they’re not a police matter. Or rather, no police can stop them. This is not the work of things of this world. My advice? Leave whilst you still can, this is no place for a lady.”

“I don’t think my gender has anything to do with it.”

“I mean no disrespect, madam, really. Please, look into what happened with your predecessor. I don’t think you will like what you see.”

Naomi frowned. She didn’t like only getting half of the information and being told to find out somewhere else. If the man knew what was going on, why not just come out and say it? To her, it all sounded like rumours and gossip, but what did she know? She was new to the place.

“I can’t accept a free meal though, so please let me pay.” She told the man once more.

“Fine.” He sighed, nodding, then saying something in Polish to the young man, who walked over with a card terminal.

When the old man was out of earshot, Naomi asked if folklore was big around there, to which the young man replied that there was always folklore. “But when you have seen the bodies, then you know where the fiction ends.” He said gravely.

With the piping hot food in her hands, Naomi walked back to her car, although she did so with an imposing sense of dread. The dark streets, lit only by the orange hue of the streetlights, coupled with the stone houses of the old town, should have felt quaint, but right then, she felt like she had just entered the twilight zone.

The moment she arrived at her car, she looked up and down the empty road. A laughing couple stepped out from a pub, no sense of dread coming from them, just standard post-work drinks merriment.

Naomi knew that the majority of murders happened within family circles, or were from people known to the victim. What she was hearing though, sounded like a serial killer, a rare but not unheard-of occurrence. If there truly was a serial killer lose though, she would need to inform the National Crime Agency, or the Serious Crime Squad, which meant handing over jurisdiction, something likely her predecessor would have been hesitant to do.

When Naomi arrived home, she found her husband still hard at work. Part of her wanted to share what she had been told about the place, but then she reasoned that he had been through enough. The last thing she wanted to do was stress him further.

Instead, they talked about the restaurants in town, what she had seen of the place, and so forth. Michael informed her that he had setup the bedroom television first, given that they didn’t yet have a sofa for the living room, he reasoned the bedroom would be a better place to watch.

As Michael spoke, Naomi’s heart warmed. For so long, his words had become laced with poison, bitter at the uncompromising position she had placed him in. But now, his voice was soft, a hint of excitement at what the future held, and she felt a sense of relief in her soul.

Of course, during the tough times, much as she felt for Michael, towards the end of the crisis, she began to feel resentment towards him, a feeling that he simply didn’t understand the stress that she was under. What was she supposed to do? She couldn’t abandon her job, nor would she let criminals get away with it. Michael hadn’t seen the brutal conditions the trafficked girls had been under, so how could he possibly understand the nightmares that she had seen.

Those days were gone, in their place a fresh start, but the hurt hadn’t left her, not really. She simply swallowed it and pretended that everything was okay. Maybe in time, it would be.

In bed that night, Naomi sat watching the television, whilst Michael lay fast asleep next to her. He passed out almost immediately, and given his hard day, she couldn’t blame him. Sleep didn’t come easily to Naomi, so instead, she would watch trash TV until her eyes burned, and hopefully, sleep would eventually come, though she knew she would not dream anything wholesome.

Around one in the morning, Naomi pressed play on another episode of Real Housewives, when she heard footsteps approach the neighbour’s house. She shuffled out of bed and carefully made her way across the floor to the window, where she saw Kali unlocking her door, still in her black outfit, albeit visibly covered in sweat, dampness shimmering in the moonlight. Naomi reasoned that Kali had to have been running for hours. Who ran that long? Unless she ran to a friend and then ran back? Yeah, probably that.

With lights switching on around the house, Naomi knew better than to peep, but she couldn’t help herself. She found herself fascinated by this strange, yet strikingly beautiful woman. Drawn to her for reasons unknown.

A light appeared in the upstairs room opposite Naomi’s bedroom. Kali walked past the window quickly, a brief streak of naked flesh. She’d removed the sweaty clothes. But there was something else, a hint of dark red. Blood, probably on her arm. Had Kali fallen?  It certainly looked like it. Poor thing, Naomi thought.

For a few minutes, Naomi lost sight of Kali. She assumed she was in the shower or the bath. With a sigh, Naomi began to head back to bed, only to stop when she saw movement again. Kali was scurrying across the room, trying to find some form of covering, eventually slipping on a red silk robe, before sitting at a desk opposite the window to remove her make-up.

It was unclear for Naomi why she felt the need to watch her neighbour. She had never been attracted to another woman, so why stare?  But there was simply something about Kali that made Naomi feel warm inside. She hadn’t felt that way about anyone, not even Michael. Sure, she fell in love with Michael, but she never felt any sort of emotional tingle inside her; heck, she didn’t know that existed.

Kali’s movements slowed as she wiped her face with a cotton ball, as if thinking about something.  Then she stood suddenly and strode over to the window. Naomi moved back in horror at the belief that she had been caught spying from the dark room, but instead, Kali seemed to bend over to pick something up. Her mobile phone.

For a moment, Naomi was relieved as she watched Kali scroll through her phone. However, suddenly, Kali’s hand slid down between the robe, exposing a smooth slit; a perfect vagina the shape of which seemed so unnaturally perfect, it made Naomi gasp. A long finger gently teased the fold, finding her hole and allowing it to dip inside momentarily, before pulling back and gently circling her clitoris. Kali’s movements were slow, considered, as if making a show of it.

Seemingly on its own, Naomi’s hand trailed down her own body, slipping under the short black satin nightgown she had on, and pressing on her own clit. Her hand seemed to match the movements of her sexy neighbour just metres away. Naomi’s breath trembled as she stifled a moan of excitement, not wanted to alert her husband, nor Kali.

Leaning back on the seat, Naomi spread her legs more, her excitement taking over, damning the risk. Kali, still holding the phone, made a slight twist to the right, exposing herself further, seemingly absentmindedly. Where Naomi was restrained in her vocality, Kali offered no such restraint, growing ever louder as her climax approached. The erotic picture and sound coming from next door just fuelled Naomi’s desire further, and in a bizarre twist of fate, as Kali’s orgasm hit, so did Naomi’s.

Her passion sated, Kali placed her phone back down on the desk, then headed back towards the bathroom. Naomi sat there, panting, confused as to what had just happened. Am I gay? She asked herself, before chastising herself for even thinking such things. Instead, she returned to her bed, laying back down next to her husband, but staring at the window next door, just to see the light go out.

Naomi allowed herself a small smile, absorbing the self-pleasure she had given herself, before passing out into a very enjoyable erotic dream.


Two

Naomi awoke feeling rested for the first time in years. Part of her wondered if it was to do with the climax she had experienced the night before, or the fact that her dreams that night were erotic and exciting, rather than dark and evil. Either way, she woke up feeling horny, and in another first in as many years, she slid under the covers and woke her husband with a blow job.

Michael’s moans signalled that he was awake, and soon enough, his hand was cupping her scalp as she took his five and a half inches of stiffness down her throat. In that moment, she wondered why she didn’t do that more often, after all, it wasn’t a bad feeling to have a soft cock grow in her mouth. And yet, she didn’t want him to climax in her mouth. No, she had another use for him, now that he was awake.

Sitting up, Naomi slid off the black nightie, revealing her perky C-cup breasts. She took his hands and placed them on her boobs, as she navigated her pussy over his erection, sliding down on it with ease thanks to her moist excitement. With a hand planted firmly on his chest, she rode him, initially staring down at his happily confused face, before closing her eyes and remembering what she saw the night previously.

Instantly, Kali’s face and body flooded her mind. Those curvy perfectly formed B-cup boobs; the smooth slit between her legs.  She wondered what she tasted like, down there. What the hell? Naomi had never wondered that before, but here she was, fascinated by this sexy woman.

Naomi began picturing herself, kissing the woman, moving down her body, her fingers pulling the folds of her…

“Oh my god!” Naomi screamed, louder than she had ever climaxed before. “Oh fuck!”

The feeling of Naomi’s pussy clamping down on Michael’s cock was too much, and he let out a long deep groan as his seed flooded her womb. It just seemed to go and go, the mixture of surprise and pleasure at such a unique way of waking up for him, drew out months of pent up excitement.

“Fuck, that was amazing.” Michael gasped, as Naomi collapsed onto the bed next to him, laying there panting.

“It really was.” She replied, but more to herself than her husband.

“I guess moving here was a good idea after all.” He chuckled.

“I guess so…” She whispered, still staring at the ceiling and feeling guilty for thinking about another woman, rather than her husband during sex.  That said, she told herself, it least it wasn’t another man.

Finally coming down from her climactic high, Naomi rolled to the side and sat up on the bed, ready to make a run for it to the bathroom before all the cum spilled out of her.  However, as she sat up, she looked over at the open window and saw Kali sitting there, watching with a smile. The gorgeous blonde gave a little wave with her fingers, but Naomi was too shocked to respond. Instead, she stood and ran to the bathroom.

Later that morning, as she kissed her husband goodbye and left him to continue unpacking, Naomi felt a little embarrassed to leave the house, wondering if she might run into Kali and have to have a difficult conversation. Thankfully, Kali was nowhere to be seen, so Naomi left her car for Michael, and began the walk through the woods towards the town centre, where she knew a service car would be waiting for her.

The forest itself was quite dense, but visibly well-walked paths set out where others had been. However, even in the daytime, she felt an overwhelming sense of unease. She had been part of crime scene investigations in forests before, turning up bodies, in this case from gang related activities. This forest, for its darkness and density, would be an ideal hiding spot for murdered bodies. It was unkempt, deep, with a thick bed of leaves covering the ground; there was no way a body would be easily found.

Ten minutes later, Naomi was through the thinner part of the forest and heading into the town centre. Using Google Maps on her phone, she was able to find the small police station, where she made herself known at the front desk.

The station looked like one which had been built well over a hundred years ago. A mixture of stone and red brick, the building seemed small and somewhat gloomy.  Stone stairs led inside the dark green walled entrance hall, where an old wooden, glass covered reception desk greeted her.

“Ah, you the new chief?” Asked a bespectacled uniformed sergeant on the front desk.

“Err…no, I’m the new DI.”

“Yeah, CID chief.  CID DCI is about fifty miles up the road in Heath End.” The man in his fifties stated. “You’ll be in charge here.”

“What about the uniform commander? Any super here, nothing?” Naomi asked, a little shocked.

“Nope. The chief inspector and the inspector for patrol quit about a month ago. Those job openings are expected to be filled at some point, but they’re also talking about shutting this place down and consolidating up at Heath End. You joining, well, that’s come as a bit of a surprise to us.”

Naomi sighed. She’d been promised by command that this posting was a good one, after all, she was viewed in high regard, so they wouldn’t have put her in a dead-end job. But unfortunately, it seemed that she was wrong.

“I’ll have DS Parker come collect you.” The sergeant told her, noting the disappointment on his new colleague’s face.

Two minutes later, tall, well-dressed black woman was walking down the old stone stairs. “DI Foster?” The woman asked.

“Yes, that’s right.” Naomi replied, shaking the woman’s hand.

“Welcome ma’am. I hope you had a pleasant trip over.”

“Yes thanks, and please, Naomi is fine. I don’t think there is a need for formalities in a small station like this.”

DS Parker smiled appreciatively. “Anna. That’s Geoff.” She said, then rolled her eyes in a dismissive manner. “Come on. Let’s get you a cup of tea and get you settled.”

“Thanks. I believe I should be getting a service vehicle.” Naomi asked as they walked.

“That’s right. Heath End is sending a Defender over. Should arrive later.”

That was interesting. Naomi had been expecting just an old Astra or something like that, but not a four-by-four. Anna could tell Naomi was surprised by that but assured her she needn’t be.

“There is an expectation that you should be able to go off-road. You’re in the countryside now.” Anna said, chuckling, before opening a door to a small, old-fashioned kitchen. “Coffee machine is over there. Kettle and tea over there.”

“Is the coffee any good?” Naomi asked.

“What do you think?” Replied Anna with a raised eyebrow.

“Tea it is then.”

As Anna prepared the tea for her new boss, Naomi used the opportunity to ask about her predecessor. Anna wasn’t facing Naomi, but Naomi could tell that Anna’s movements stuttered for a moment.

“Max.” Anna said softly. “DI Kirkland. Yes. Erm, horrible situation.”

“What happened?” Naomi asked, seeing the torment on Anna’s face.

“Suicide. He jumped from Oblivion Peak. The high point of the old quarry.”

“Jesus. Why?” Asked the horrified Naomi.

With a shrug, Anna looked down at the mugs. “Torment, I guess. Obsession.”

“With?”

“The thing you will need to deal with immediately. Over one hundred years of missing or dead people, gruesome murders, all unsolved. The MO has not changed in all that time, and it happens at least once a month.”

So the rumours were true. There was a serial killer loose in the area, probably a family, passed down through generations. Either that or the world’s oldest murderer was on the loose. But if this had been going on for so long, then why was CID not taking this more seriously?

“And DI Kirkland was investigating this before he, erm, died?” Naomi asked.

“Yes ma’am, I mean, Naomi.”

“No chance of foul play?”

“With Max? No, no sign of it at all. The medical examiner did a thorough autopsy. He jumped.”

With the tea made, Anna led Naomi into the CID office, where she was introduced to DC Jane Kasabian. “Like the band.” The young redhead smiled.

“Three women CID officers.  What are the chances?” Naomi asked.

“It truly is a wonderful new world.” Jane laughed.

Naomi scoffed. “Urgh, I wouldn’t go that far! Now, bring me up to speed on things. First things first, protocols.”

“Yeah, well, we’re meant to report to DCI Quentin Caine up at Heath End, but honestly, he usually just sends an OK and is done with us. We’re left to our own devices, so long as we submit our paperwork, make court visits when needed, then local HQ doesn’t bother us.” Anna explained.

“And if we need something?” Naomi asked. “Order something, equipment, assistance?”

“We have a weapons room and I’m firearms certified. In terms of equipment,” she held up a thin sheet of pink paper. “We submit these, and we wait for an answer.”

“Still use pink slips huh?” Naomi chuckled. “I’ll get us access to the purchase system.”

“For that, we’ll need newer computers.” Jane laughed.

“Okay. Cases.” Naomi wanted to get to work already, find out more about these murders, but first, she knew she needed to make sure there was a clean desk.

Anna seemed to know what she was talking about. “Increase in break-ins in the villages off the motorway. Looks like a gang who travels the route regularly, but our area isn’t the only one hit, so we’re really just meant to respond, document and submit. There’s a central taskforce taking care of that one.” She picked up a folder and flipped through the pages. “Of course, we have on-going cases around livestock, theft of agricultural equipment, and the occasional domestic disturbance which becomes severe.”

The file was heavy as Anna passed it across. At first, Naomi believed these to be mix of open and closed cases, but was surprised to find that these were all the headline files on open cases for the area.

“Why so thick?” Naomi asked, flicking through the file.

The two junior detectives shared a pained look, then looked back at Naomi. “We have nearly one thousand unsolved missing persons cases and over two hundred unsolved murders.” Anna explained.

“Why has SCS or the NCA not gotten involved?”

Sighing, Anna shrugged in disappointment. “They have been, on and off. Last time about ten years ago, but they don’t believe a human did the murders.”

“What?” Naomi asked incredulously. “Then who did it?  A ghost?”

“Nope. An animal. They are of the belief that a family of lynx are responsible for the deaths.”

“And can that be true?”

Another shrug. “Sure! If the lynx are ghosts. We can’t find them anywhere in the forest.”

“Then how did SCS reach that conclusion?” Naomi asked.

“ME’s report.” Anna reached behind to grab a heavy cardboard box. “This is one of the many case files over the years. The examiner’s report is at the top of this one.” She slid it across the desk and Naomi opened it up, taking out the thick file. 

There was a lot detail about the condition of the bodies; ripped apart, mauled, eaten. The teeth were like razors, not human, probably cat or dog. Looking at the photos of the body, Naomi wondered what type of cat or dog had literally razors for teeth; the bites were like actual cuts, like a box cutter of some sort, but there so many of them, like being mauled. The ME closed the case as wild animal attack.

“Animal Control spent the next weeks searching for signs of wild animals.” Anna explained.

Naomi read the Animal Control report. “I thought it wasn’t proven to be lynx.” She mused.

“It wasn’t.” Anna noted.

“Says here that droppings were found in the forest.”

“Yes, but no other sign. No movement, nothing.”

Scanning on through the document, Naomi sighed before nodding. “Okay, Max’s documents?”

“On the PC. You’ll be able to read through his notes.” Jane said. “At least something on computer.”

“Okay. Clear. Let me read up.”

For the next three hours, Naomi analysed Detective Inspector Max Kirkland’s notes on the case, of which there were over a hundred pages. He had been in the position for almost a year before his death, and from the looks of his notes, the obsession around the case became more fractured the longer he was in the job. Separate comments, bizarre notes, photos of drawings placed into documents.  He was all over the place, believing he had the answer one day, and then believing he had nothing the next.

At lunchtime, Anna took Naomi out to get a sandwich. As they ate, Naomi told her that she wanted to see the place Max jumped.

“Sure.”

When they returned from lunch, they arrived to find a brand new Land Rover Defender in army green stood there. For some reason, when Naomi heard Defender, she had pictured the old thing seen on the road for decades, but this was a luxury vehicle, far above her self-perceived status.

“I think you should drive.” Anna chuckled, admiring the brown leather interior.

“I think I should. You tell me where I need to go.”

Twenty minutes later, they were parking on a barriered off gravel trail. Anna explained that the quarry had been closed for decades, and there were plans to turn it into a lake, but that fell through.

“How come?” Naomi asked.

“The quarry was for the mining of tin and copper in the 1800s.” Anna explained. “Then they found a small amount of lignite, so there was an assumption that there was easy access black coal there too.”

“Dug sideways from the base.” Naomi noted, remembering a story from Germany about the same. “I assume there was an accident.”

“Yes and no.” Anna said as they continued their walk up to the edge of the quarry, “Everyone in that quarry went missing. They went into the mine and never came home.”

“When was this?”

“1902.” She said.

“And the murders began…”

Anna stopped and turned to look at Naomi and nodded, knowing where this was going. “1902. I know. Max knew.”

They continued to walk. “Some coincidence.”

Finally they arrived at the edge of the huge quarry. A deep crater in the middle of the same dense forest which extended over to Naomi’s own house. If she was superstitious, then she would believe some sort of malevolent magical force was at play, but she knew full well what evil looked like, she had seen it all too often.

Still, she was a detective after all, and she knew when something didn’t feel right. Standing there looking into the deep pit, something definitely felt off. It was like an itch on the middle of the back and she knew it wouldn’t be satisfied until she had solved the case.

“He jumped.” Naomi said, staring.

“I know.” Anna replied, wondering where her new boss was going with this.

“No, I mean, I understand it. I mean, I don’t understand why someone would do it, but I understand what he was feeling.” Explained Naomi. “His notes, the reaction of his superiors. He had run out of answers and also was viewed as an outcast because of his theories. That’s why Heath End refuses to put a Chief here. They’re going to downsize us.”

“Why put you here then?” Asked Anna, visibly frustrated.

Naomi had worked out the answer already, but chose not to share it with Anna. “I don’t know.” She lied. The truth was that Naomi would probably be allowed to settle in, not cause a fuss, and then be responsible for winding down the station. Quentin Caine was in his late fifties, and she had heard about the fact that he’d never left Heath End because of plenty of potential sexual harassment suits. That meant he’d be quietly given early retirement, and all things going well, Naomi would be the youngest female DCI in the history of the force.

Don’t cause a fuss, Naomi thought. I hard task for her, especially if she genuinely found that there was a serial killer on the loose. 

“I want to see the entry to the mine.” Naomi said.

“Faster to drive down there.” Anna mused, as both stared at the old dirt tracks.

“Fine.” Naomi turned and began the walk back down the dirt track to the car. “Grab the gate and I’ll drive up.”

Five minutes later, they were pulling off the narrow track at the bottom of the quarry, and Anna was breathing a sigh of relief. Naomi gave a chuckle at the young sergeant’s nervousness.

“Why weren’t you nervous?” Anna asked.

“Old ambulance tracks. My assumption was that when Max jumped, an ambulance was called and the driver chose to drive it down. It wasn’t that long ago, and I made that decision.”

“Jeez, you really are a good detective, huh?”

“I like to think so.”

The car pulled up at a boarded-up entrance to the mine. Right in front of the entrance was a slightly bloodied patch of stone. Naomi looked up and spotted the tip of the peak from which Max jumped. “Huh.” Naomi mused. It seemed Max’s last action was not giving up.

“We need to open up that mine.” Naomi told her colleague.

“That’s been boarded up for decades. Nobody’s been in or out of that.”

“I don’t care. Answers are in there and we need to get in.”

“That might be difficult. This quarry and the mine is actually not owned by the town. It’s a private company, and they won’t let anyone in or out.”

“Then we get a court order.”

“Max couldn’t get one.” Anna explained. “Why do you think we need to go in?”

“Because it was Max’s dying wish.” Naomi told her. “He was sending me a message in his dying leap. Go where he couldn’t.”

The two women stared at the wood and metal across the mine entrance. Carvings in the wood, strange symbols which carried some form of deep meaning. The owner of the mine refused to let anyone in, sure; but Naomi felt sure that their reason was not for safety or anything else. Something was down there. The truth to who started the murders.


Three

The gravel driveway crunched as the car pulled up in front of the house. As Naomi stepped out and slammed the door shut, she heard the sensuous voice of Kali call over to her. Instantly, a warmth flooded her body before she turned to face her new neighbour, feeling a shiver of delight.

“Hi!” Naomi replied.

Kali was wearing a tight red leatherette mini-skirt, a black extravagant bra, under a tight black see-through crop-top. “Nice car. New?” She asked, looking the SUV over.

“Yes, erm, company car.” Naomi told her, a little hesitant to reveal she was a cop.

“Oh, wow, what is it you do?”

For a moment, Naomi tried to come up with a lie but then realised that the truth would come out eventually. She sighed and smiled apologetically. “I’m the new Detective Inspector.”

“Police huh?” Kali smiled. “Be nice to know you’re so close;” she grinned, “you know, in case of break-ins.”

“Sure. Well, I’m just a doorstep away.” Naomi smiled back.

Once more, Kali grinned seductively. “Or a window.” She said, pointedly. She breathed in, “maybe you should come for a drink one day, you…” She lowered her voice and traced her eyes down Naomi’s body, taking in the bulge of her bosom, then sighed, “and your husband.” She added, as an annoyed afterthought.

Warmth flooded Naomi’s pussy. Her sexual desire took over in response, “Sure. Just tell me when and where?”

“Tonight? After you get settled?”

“Let me talk to Michael and see.”

“Just knock.” And Kali turned away and walked before stopping. She then turned to give Naomi one last smile, then continued.

Indoors, Naomi was shocked to find that not only had Michael unpacked, but he had put together the furniture, and also been out to purchase the sofa they had agreed upon. He’d driven over a two hundred miles, roundtrip, to get it, and even hired a van to do so, all in one day. It was moments like these that reminded Naomi of why she fell in love with him in the first place.

“I just picked up pizza, if that’s okay?” He said, causing his wife to grab him and pull him in for a long, passionate kiss.

“More than okay.” She smiled, before taking a seat at the table.

“So how was your first day?  Boring I hope?” He chuckled.

For a moment, she considered telling him the truth, but instead, she smiled sweetly and said, “Yeah, farming crime stuff really. Cow-tipping.”

“Ouch. Hard crime.” He winced, before chuckling, a deep sense of relief leaving his body.

“Got a nice car though. Brand new Land Rover.”

“Oh the new Defender?  Really? I fucking love those!”

“Yep. And you’re not allowed to drive it.”

“That sucks.” He sulked, grumpily, before perking up a little bit. “Hey, would you mind if I have an early night tonight?  I’m pretty shattered.”

Reaching over, she rubbed his hand. “Of course honey. The neighbour invited me over for a drink anyway.”

Michael perked up further, having seen both neighbours during the day. “The elderly couple to the right, or the hot blonde to the left?”

“Hot blonde.” Naomi winked.

“Yeah, make friends with her. Although, she spends a lot of time running in the forest.”

“Have you seen her body? Yeah, she spends a lot of time running.” As Naomi bit into a slice of pizza, she thought a little bit about the safety of her husband. “By the way, erm, don’t go running in the forest.”

“Why?”

“Seems a family of lynx live there. Probably best to stay away.”

“Risks of living in the countryside. Wildlife.”

An hour later, Naomi was grabbing a bottle of wine from the small collection she had, and then was about to leave, when she stopped in front of the mirror. For some reason, the sweatpants and t-shirt she put on when she got home simply didn’t feel right. She quickly ran upstairs to change and found her husband already fast asleep. For some reason, that gave her a more confidence. She took a lacy satin mini-dress out of the cupboard, and slipped it over her body, noting that her nipples were clearly visible without a bra.

It took just one ring of the doorbell for Kali to open the door. The blue door flew up to reveal Kali in the same red silk robe she’d been wearing the night before. Her warm smile at seeing her neighbour appeared genuine. “Oh my god, I’m so glad you came.” She gushed.

“Thanks! Erm, Michael had a hard day, so girl’s night, if that’s okay?” Naomi asked.

“Even better.” Grinned Kali. “Come in.”

“Oh, um, here.” Naomi handed over the wine as she stepped into the dark entry way of the house. She wasn’t sure what she had been expecting, but certainly not dark black walls, with tints of red. In fact, when she walked into the living room, she found she loved the extravagance the scarlet red leather studded sofas, and the black wall-papered walls, complete with a rather gothic pattern. In fact, the whole place felt gothic, whereas Kali seemed anything but.

“I’ve always liked this style.” Kali explained, noticing Naomi’s eyes dancing around the room.

“It’s, erm, unique.” Then Naomi chuckled. “I think I like it too, but it’s very…”

“Dominatrixy?” Kali laughed. “Yeah, I’ve been told.”

“But you’re not?”

“As a job?  No, I’m an accountant.” Kali sighed. “Yeah, boring, I know. But you do what you are good at, and I’ve always been good with numbers. Come into the kitchen and I’ll open the wine.”

Naomi had been expecting a gothic kitchen too, but what she found, whilst in fitting with the colour scheme, was a beautiful, modern well-equipped kitchen, which looked almost like it had never been touched.

“Don’t you cook?” Naomi laughed.

“Meh, sometimes, but I’m not much for cooking. I order in, but I don’t need to each much. I pig out once in a while, and then that suits me for some time. After that, just salads and fruit. But, enough about me, tell me about you, Detective Inspector. Bit young to make DI, no?”

“DI? Someone’s been watching The Bill.”

“More of an Inspector Morse fan, myself.” Kali laughed, sliding the glass of red wine across the breakfast bar at which Naomi now sat. As she did so, the red robe slid open a little, revealing that perfectly shaped breast, sloping down to the hard nipple. She made no effort to cover up.

It took a moment for Naomi to find her voice, so to avoid the embarrassment, she took a long gulp of the wine. “Erm, yeah, well, I joined the force young, skipped university at first, then did an Open University course whilst working. I was fast tracked through the Detective program because they needed numbers for women.”

“Why the police?” Kali asked, sipping on her wine.

“I’m an orphan. My parents were killed when I was a baby. My adoptive parents never hid that from me, even going so far as to tell me what happened to my parents. Basically, it was a home invasion gone wrong; they were shot, this was back when guns were still pretty rife. The police never caught the culprit, seemed too focused on other things back then.”

Kali gave her a knowing nod. “You joined because you wanted to change things.”

That was a common belief, but Naomi’s reason for joining was far different, one she hadn’t even told her husband. Strangely, she felt the need to tell Kali. “No, actually I wanted to solve my parent’s death. Silly really because I ended up in a completely different precinct with no access to any of the old records.”

One thing Kali seemed good at was showing her emotions, and in this case, it was clear that she felt for her new friend.

There were times when Naomi felt bitter at her step-parents for telling her the truth, at least telling her so soon. Naomi had always been a strong girl, pretty, and intelligent; but at school, she was an outcast, buried in books, studying all she could to become a cop. Her mind had been made up long ago, and for her, justice was critical. At school, teachers were the cops, meaning she would tell them the moment she saw anything, leading to kids bullying her for being a blabber-mouth, something she failed to understand.

“I didn’t get how kids could suggest that not reporting a crime, even in the context of school, could be a good thing.” Naomi explained.

“Yes, in school it should be black and white, but in today’s world, it rarely is.” Kali told her.

“I disagree. The police are there to help. If you are witness to a crime, the safest thing to do is report it.”

“I agree, to an extent. I know all too well about cases where police have not been on the side of the victim and the witness. I would like to believe everyone in the police force is as honourable as you, but unfortunately, that is not the case.”

Naomi frowned, mainly because she knew the girl was correct, but she didn’t like to hear it. “Sounds like you are speaking from experience.”

“Sort of. It’s a long story, but what about you? I assume school life was not easy for you?”

Nothing about Naomi’s life was easy, especially not school.  “Bullying was one thing, but not having any friends was another. And, well, unfortunately that kind of continued.  Just when I started to make friends, with Michael when I began dating him, then the problems at work began.” Naomi relayed what she went through with the gang war. Kali mentioned watching it on the news, but didn’t realise Naomi had played such a pivotal role. “Yeah, so when we went underground, and our friends had to be put under protection, well, they never forgave me. I don’t really have friends anymore.”

Lifting the wine bottle, Kali poured out another glass for Naomi and then refilled her own. She raised her glass and clinked it on the side of Naomi’s. “You do now.” She smiled.

“Thanks.” Naomi smiled back, then took a sip. “What about you? Boyfriend? Or…”

“Girlfriend?” Kali grinned naughtily. “Neither for a while. Position’s open…if you know of anyone?” She added softly.

“Friendless.” Said Naomi, cocking her head apologetically.

The two stared at each other silently for a moment. Naomi once again felt her heart tighten as she imagined offering her services to her new friend.

“How long have you lived in Gates Hill?” Naomi asked.

“All my life. Born here, raised here.  I don’t think I could live in the city, too much visual stimulation for my liking.  The quiet is good for me, and I can work from home, so no issues for me.”

“What about the murders and disappearances?”

Kali actually grinned at Naomi, but it was like she enjoyed such talk. “Every small town has their superstitions. But we are right next to a huge forest, with plenty of wildlife. People go out foraging, pick the wrong thing, eat it, poison themselves and then fall victim to wildcats and such. That’s the truth of it, in my opinion. I run in that forest every single day, and nothing has ever happened to me.”

“Ever seen a lynx?” Naomi asked, and whilst Kali continued to smile, her eyes locked on Naomi’s, trying to read her.

For a second, Kali said nothing, but then replied, “No.”

An open and shut answer, but Naomi felt like Kali was hiding something. It didn’t take a great deal of detective work to put what Kali had said together with what she wasn’t saying now and come up with four. “You know you can tell me if you ever saw anything, right?”

Again, Kali’s head cocked. Her legs opened slightly, and Naomi found her focus shifted to that perfect slit down below. “I know.” She smiled. “I can tell you anything, right?”

“Right.” Naomi replied softly.

Suddenly, Kali shut her legs tight and straightened her robe, finally covering her breast. Her face became serious as she looked towards the nearly empty bottle of wine. “There was one thing.” She said.

Naomi leaned forward. “Go on.”

“About ten years ago, I was running in the forest when a local farmer grabbed me. Horrible old man, started forcing himself on me.”

“What happened?” Naomi asked, intrigued.

“I kneed him in the balls and ran. Reported him to the police, they said they would talk to him, but without proof, it was my word against his.”

“Who was this man?”

“A guy called Jack Harrison. Farmer from the other side of the town. He was on contract as gamekeeper for the council at the time, hence why he was in the forest.”

Naomi frowned. “And hence why you have an issue with reporting crime to the police.”

“The guy who I logged it with, old chap, he laughed in my face. What should we do without evidence, sweetheart? Fucking old coot.”

“The force is a different place.” Naomi tried to say in justification.

“No, it’s not. Those old coots have been promoted and now run things.”

Something clicked with Naomi, and she took a big gulp of wine before asking, “What was the detective’s name?”

“Caine. Quentin Caine.”

“Hmmm. Fuck.”

“Your boss?”

“Yep.”

Kali blinked and shrugged. “Told you.”

The two talked about this and that for another hour, talking about life, television programs and dumb TV, which they both loved. Naomi could have listened to Kali talk for hours, so smooth was her voice. She didn’t talk much about her childhood, other than to say she had tough parents but they were never restrictive in what she could do. Her love-life was non-existent, preferring to enjoy company only when she needed it.

“There have been moments.” Kali said, wistfully, “moments when I truly believed I could love. Once with a man, once with a woman. But I tend to scare people away.”

“How so?” Naomi asked, confused as to why anyone would say no to this goddess.

“Strong, dominant women, people with a lot of confidence, they scare people. I know I’m pretty. I’m not arrogant when I say that, it’s just true. I’m intelligent. Both of which I have worked hard to be. I would need someone who is attracted to that, and surprisingly, that’s not a lot of people.”

“Then they’re idiots.” Muttered Naomi.

“Excuse me?” Smiled Kali.

Swallowing her fear, Naomi spoke up. “I said they’re idiots. Anyone who would say no to you is an idiot.”

Again, Kali tilted her head seductively, grinned, and then leaned forward, allowing her breasts to come into view. “You think I’m pretty?” She asked her new friend softly.

“Very.” Breathed Naomi.

“I think you’re stunning. Exactly my type.”

Naomi gulped, leaning forward instinctively, closing the gap to Kali’s luscious lips. Kali was inching forward towards Naomi. Their lips were millimetres apart, threatening to touch. Naomi could feel Kali’s breath on her lips. She even closed her eyes, readying for her touch, but then, a coolness signalled Kali was no longer there.

Opening her eyes, she found Kali sitting back and smiling at Naomi. “But you’re married. I wouldn’t want to do anything untoward, but I’m glad to have you as my friend. I’m glad you’re my neighbour.”

Confusion washed over Naomi’s face, and suddenly she felt stupid and embarrassed. “Yes, erm, it’s getting late, so I should probably go.”

“As you wish.” Kali said, standing, and reaching out a hand.  “Thanks again for coming by. I hope we can make this a regular thing.”

“I…I hope so too.” Naomi responded, still wondering how she had reached where she had and was walking away deeply sexually frustrated.

At the door, Kali leaned in, placing a hand on Naomi’s hip, the tips of her finger gently caressing a buttock. She leaned in and placed a light kiss on Naomi’s cheek and whispered, “I hope to see you again very soon.”

Naomi arrived back at her house feeling more confused than ever about her sexuality, and events of the evening. Part of her had hoped that spending time with Kali would help her get over this childish obsession she was having for the woman, but if anything, it just reenforced the want in her loins.

Upstairs, Naomi quickly cleaned her teeth and prepared for bed. Instead of her usual nightgown, Naomi too slipped on a short satin robe, thin black trimmed with thick lace. It was not a robe she normally wore, designed to be worn with sexy lingerie intended to turn on her husband, but at that moment, she wasn’t looking to turn on any male.

Kali’s lights were not on full this time. In fact, she’d lit a couple of candles in the room, allowing her body to be lit, but her face was shadowed by darkness, so much so that Naomi couldn’t tell where Kali was looking, at least, not at first. But as Kali’s hand traced down between her robe, a glint of light flashed over Kali’s eyes. She was staring right at Naomi.

Mirroring Kali’s movements, albeit with a tremble of fear in her heart, Naomi moved her fingers down to her pussy. And then they began. Eyes never leaving one-another, they slowly moved their fingers in and out, tasting themselves a moment and imagining they were tasting the other. Then the pleasure, gentle circles around the clitoris to stimulate the senses.

“I want you.” Naomi breathed involuntarily, and as if reading her lips, Kali responded, her moving lips seeming to want the same thing.

Their longing for each other only seemed to increase their movements, wanton lust taking over as fingers frantically drew them closer to their climaxes.  It was insanity, something Naomi never imagined doing, but she regretted nothing. For the first time in her life, she felt something, a sense of humanity inside her.  God, how she wanted this woman.

They came. Kali didn’t hold back, her own moans loud enough for Naomi to hear well enough, and she was glad she could. Naomi so wanted to return the favour, but unfortunately, with her husband fast asleep behind her, she couldn’t risk it.

Both complete, Kali grinned in that dark, seductive way that she did, like she had won some sort of battle, then blew a kiss and waved good night. Naomi placed a hand on the glass and held it there, her way of saying she wanted more but could not.

As Kali turned away, Naomi had a feeling that Kali’s eyes flashed red briefly, but it had to have been the candles. Either way, Naomi was once again lying in bed with a warm feeling in her heart, and rather than fall straight asleep, she found her hand once more reaching for her pussy, but she knew that wouldn’t be enough.

With a nudge, Naomi woke up her husband.

“Huh?” He asked, groggily.

“I wanna fuck.”

“Huh?” He asked again.

“Cock. Yours preferably, in me.”

“Oh.” He blinked a few times, then turned to look at Naomi in the sexy robe and said, “Okay.”

Naomi made sure to be as noisy as possible as she rode her husband, occasionally checking the window to see if her new friend was looking. She was. Their eyes met as Kali gave her a knowing grin, telling her she knew that at that moment, Michael was a tool, a route to satisfaction but her imagination firmly on Kali.

Looking down, she saw Michael’s eyes closed, enjoying the feeling of his wife’s sudden sexual awakening. Naomi used the opportunity to hold contact with Kali, to watch her twist her nipples and then go back down for a second round of masturbation. This was dangerous ground, Naomi knew that, but there was no turning back now. She would need to set rules, expectations with Kali, but that was tomorrow’s problem. Tonight was theirs.


Four

The annoying habit of chewing Bic ballpoint pens was one that her teachers had a problem with way back when she was a child, but even now in her adult years, it was her go-to tic whenever she concentrated. It usually ended up with her cracking the plastic or damaging the plastic cap.

Sitting there on the PC, she studied the history of Gates Hill, trying to learn anything she could about what happened in the mine. According to what she found, the day before, the miners complained of a foul stench, something like sulphur.  They worried that it might be some form of toxic gas, but unfortunately, the mine’s owner didn’t allow a break. Worker’s rights back then didn’t really exist, and given many needed the money, they didn’t dare argue.

The next day, fifty-eight miners entered the shaft, only to never return. Rescue workers were sent to look and all they found was a sealed tunnel about a mile and a half in. The walls were charred, as if a huge fire had come from somewhere, but unfortunately they couldn’t find where the fire had come from.

Allegedly, the miners had drawn symbols on the walls for some reason. The company put them down to mindless doodles, but for some reason, Naomi wasn’t so sure. She had to get in that mine.

The problem was, she couldn’t get in there legally. The mine was owned by Asher Marcus Mining, the same company which had owned it all these years.  In fact, for some reason, this was the last mine that Asher Marcus owned, and effectively, the company was all but defunct. But all attempts to get access to the mine were met by serious opposition from the company.

Max’s attempt to get a court order was not only a huge failure, but also a huge embarrassment. He had no evidence connecting the mines to the deaths; in fact, given the deaths were all ruled wildlife related, he didn’t even have a murder case. Naomi wasn’t going to reopen that kettle of fish.

Further reading into the town’s history began to reveal the usual batshit crazy stuff. Witch trials, satanist cults, stone circles, all the standard folklore crap.

It was as she was reading, that Jane burst into the office. “Got another body in the forest. Dog walker found it. M.E. is on the way.”

“You come with me.” Naomi stated, jumping up and grabbing her jacket.

It was the first time that Naomi was able to put the lights and siren on her unmarked car, and she wished that the first time would not be for a murder. Still, she enjoyed the thrill of driving at high speed.

As they approached the forest, Jane instructed her as to where to go, taking the tractor path into the deeper part.  A uniformed officer was present to hold the metal gate open, using it as an opportunity to keep out any unwanted visitors.  They followed the track, using the Defender’s superior off-road capability to handle the mud-ruts.

“Over there.” Jane pointed.

They parked the car and walked over to the men and women milling around the crime scene. DS Parker was already on the scene and was walking towards them.

“Ma’am,” Anna said as a greeting, knowing it was important to be formal in such situations. “Iris West was walking her dog at ten this morning when the dog sniffed something out. After some digging in the undergrowth, the dog found a severely disfigured body. Apparently, Miss West walks this route three times per week, the last time on Tuesday and there was nothing here then.”

“Which means the body has not been here longer than forty-eight hours.” Naomi noted.

“Correct. Medical Examiner on the way, he’ll be here in about a half hour. Until then, uniforms are securing the perimeter.”

With a nod, the three female detectives stepped through the forest. Naomi was clever enough to be wearing wellington boots, but the most junior detective was in Nike trainers, and she was not at all happy about the mud.

“It’s not a pretty sight.” Anna warned them.

As they approached the body, Naomi found it still partially covered by mud and leaves. The top part was visible, disturbed by the dog which had dug it up.

The victim was male, aged mid-forties. Bone of the upper arm was visible, around it were strands of minced flesh, fat and gristle, as if a meat grinder had been used, but that was impossible. No meat grinder existed that could do that.

Behind her, Jane looked over her shoulder, before retreating into the forest at pace to vomit. Naomi understood her but was no longer sensitive to such things. The gangs in the city used to use brutal tactics to scare off police, including leaving mutilated bodies, sometimes of family members, including kids.

“Does that look like a cat bite?” Naomi asked, already knowing the answer. The bone was scratched apart, but this looked like metal, moving metal, circulating across the bone. Again, it looked shredded, a meat grinder for sure, but how?

“No. That’s no animal bite.” Anna replied. “No fucking way.”

Naomi opened a packet of nitrile gloves and slipped them on. Then, she carefully grabbed a slab of moss, pulling it back to reveal the sternum of the victim; same injuries. After that, she stood, and sighed, looking around at the uniforms chatting to one another.

With a low voice, she said, “In a few minutes the M.E. will arrive. I’m guessing it’s Alan Cartwright, MD.”

Nodding, Anna told her it would be.

“He’s old, right?”

“Yeah.” Anna confirmed.

“So in a moment, he’ll arrive, and I’m willing to put good money on the fact that he’ll rule it an animal attack, definitively.”

“Well, yes, I think he will too, based on his previous assessments. But I have a feeling you think something different to me.”

Naomi was looking elsewhere, into space, trying to work something out. “I want my own M.E. to come down to check him out.”

“Max tried that once.” Jane told her. “Got him into trouble.”

“It’ll get me into trouble too.”

Eventually, a fat old man trundled through the woodland. He was wearing an old beige hat, and a matching beige jacket. “I’m here, I’m here.” The man stated, breathing heavily.

“Doctor Cartwright?” Naomi asked.

“That’s right. You the new DI?”

“I am sir.”

“Jolly good.” The man walked right past her and straight to the body. If this was anywhere else, a crime scene coordinator would be ensuring everyone was in white overalls, but this was an old-fashioned examiner, for an old-fashioned town. “Ah, yes. Male, I know him, Orin Grey. Runs the pig farm over by the B6919. He’s about forty-five years old, heavy drinker though. Dead about thirty to thirty-five hours. Cause of death, multiple bites, sharp teeth. Seen this before, many times.”

“Lynx?” Naomi asked, causing the man to turn around to check if she was being facetious.

“Yes, Lynx, pumas, panthers. We have them all here.”

“I thought lynx were extinct in the UK?”

“Well, the experts suggest they are, but whatever these things are, it’s some form of wildcat, that’s for sure.”

“Thanks doctor.”

A shared look with the other detectives later, and Naomi knew she was wasting her time. This wasn’t incompetence, it was a coordinated effort to cover up the truth; that they had some form of cult which was murdering people in the most brutal way possible.  The question was why?

“Make sure to gather any and all evidence.” Naomi told Anna. “Comb the area. Fibres, footsteps, fingerprints, anything. If there is animal dung on the ground, bag it.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Never had Naomi imagined that she would be walking away from the stresses of the city, into a conspiracy, but that was what it clearly was. When she selected this role from the many, the Chief Constable told her it was not the right place for her, but she was insistent. It seemed right, quiet, peaceful, idyllic, and not too far from the city. Her reasoning for the Chief’s opinion was based on her idea that he wanted her around, that he felt she should remain in the city.

But what if it wasn’t that at all?  What if he was trying to protect her from something bigger?

Chief Constable Barry Evans owed Naomi everything. He was promoted thanks to her. He had trusted her judgment all the way through the investigation into the gangs, and they had actually become close friends, despite the difference in rank. She’d even considered an affair with him at one point, they were that close, but she didn’t allow it to happen, or rather, he hadn’t.

She knew she couldn’t call him, he was far too busy to pick up, but she could text. ‘Need to speak. Think you know why. Meet? N.’

The text came back surprisingly quick, suspiciously so. ‘Yes, probably best. Heath End?’

Did she really want to go into the belly of the beast? She’d need to go there at some point anyway, to actually meet her boss.  That Barry was willing to drive so far to meet, meant this was serious.

‘Heath End works. The sooner the better.’

Again, his text came back quickly. ‘Too soon this week. Monday morning please.’

‘Sure.’

She would need to bite her tongue for the weekend. For the time being, she needed to check the quarry, and maybe, even break into the mine. Leaving Jane there, she set off in her car, alone.

As she drove towards the quarry, rain began to patter on the windshield. She cramped her hands against the wheel, anger coursing through her body. She hated corruption in all its forms, especially if it resulted in people dying. If this was some form cult, some rich-boy torture club, she was going to make sure to expose every last one of them; and damn her career.

By the time she arrived at the base of the quarry, the rain was coming down harder and the drive down had been a little treacherous. In fact, she wondered if she might end up stuck. Still, it did not deter her from the task, which was to have a look at a way into the mine.

The wood was one part, but behind that was a sheet metal door which was welded shut. Even if she could get that wood off, breaking through the weld was not something easily done.

She understood the need for safety, to protect against kids playing in old mineshafts, but this seemed excessive. In fact, it seemed so excessive that she began to wonder if there was not more in the way of security. Looking around the quarry itself, it didn’t seem like she was missing anything, but she knew it wouldn’t be so obvious.

Driving back up with the correct mode on the car was a doddle. She needn’t have worried. Then parked up, she decided to walk around the quarry, making sure to stay away from the edge. Upon careful inspection of the trees, she saw what she was looking for. Jet black security cameras had been placed on trees, bolted onto brackets.  These were professional grade cameras, the stuff used by the UK government.  She had her answer to the first question, now to find the answer to the second one.

Anna and Jane were back at the station writing reports when Naomi arrived. She burst into the office with purpose, still dripping wet from the downpour at the quarry. After throwing her coat on the rack, she stomped over to her desk and flopped down at her computer.  “I want the case files on Max’s death.” She told the women.

“They’re recent, so you’ll find those on the system. I’ll get you the case number.” Anna replied, before handing over a Post-it note. “What are you looking for?”

“Confirmation.” Naomi replied, typing into the system.

“Of?”

“Who did the autopsy on Max.”

Anna let out a half-scoff, half-laugh. “That one’s easy.” She said, making Naomi look up. “Cartwright.” Naomi sat back and folded her arms, and then the penny dropped for Anna. “Shit. You know this is dangerous territory, right?”

The sergeant wasn’t wrong, but Naomi wanted to believe the Chief Constable had her back if needed. For now, given that she didn’t really know her new colleagues all that well, she would keep that conversation close to her chest.

Unfortunately, now Naomi had a bigger problem. When she first discovered the human trafficking right and the link to the mafia, she found there was not a huge amount of enthusiasm amongst the mid-tier leaders in the department to deal with the problem. On the one hand, people were scared, which was understandable, but on the other, corruption was rife.  Before using politics to get the result she desired, she stressed about the circle of crime and deception she was in.

The first person to recognise that stress was Michael. He’d been a rock for her, at the beginning, but like all rocks, chip away at them long enough and they start to crack. She promised herself she would never let herself feel that way again, and certainly not allow it to impose on her husband; but here she was, back at square one, and Michael was sure to notice.

Instead of stressing in advance, Naomi came up with another plan. She picked up her phone and called Kali, who answered instantly.

“Hey babe.” Kali gushed.

“Hi!” Naomi replied, feeling the heat of attraction and embarrassment rise through her cheeks. “I was thinking. Are you free to go out for a drink tonight?”

“Sure, I can be free. Where?”

“Erm, I don’t really know where is good to just drink.”

“There’s a wine bar in Beckett’s Fury, a short walk from here.”

“That’s the next village, right?”

“Yeah, twenty-minute walk through the forest.”

“Not sure that’s safe right now…” Naomi mused.

“Pfft. Perfectly safe. Been doing it for years.”

“Fine.” Naomi agreed.  “Your house at six?”

“Works great. See ya then honey.”

Honey, babe, sure she was probably being cutesy, but part of Naomi knew she was really being flirty, the same way Naomi knew she had just invited a girl she had shared a sexual experience with, to drinks. Urgh! What’s wrong with me?

At five, Naomi was out the door of the police station and on the way home to change. She hoped that her quick need to dress up would be enough cover for her stress, and Michael wouldn’t question it.  She also hoped that Michael wouldn’t be pissed that she was going out without him.

Naomi was not the only one who suffered the loss of friends due to the crisis in the city, Michael too lost most of his friends; he also lost his job. Since then, he dabbled in consulting here and there, and also did some paid legal advice online, but on the whole, she knew he was suffering. Or, at least she thought he was.

“I’ve got an interview!” Michael cried out when Naomi walked through the door. “DWG has a branch office in Heath End.”

“The venture capital company?  Wow! That would be awesome for you.”

“Yes, they reached out to me! Well, actually, our neighbour set it up.”

“The old couple?” Naomi laughed, knowing full well he meant Kali.

“No, the…”

“Cute blonde.” Naomi said in a warning tone.

“Er…”

Naomi chuckled and slapped his arm. “Silly. Funny, I going drinking with her in an hour.”

“Oh great!  You can thank her for me.”

“I promise, I’ll thank her in the best way I can.”

“Get her drunk.”

“Yep.”

Michael chuckled. “Yes, I seem to remember me thanking you for not arresting me.”

“By getting me drunk and taking advantage of me?” Naomi laughed. “Yeah, I’m not sure I’m going to be taking advantage of her. She might take advantage of me though.” Naomi warned seductively.  “She swings both ways.”

With wide eyes, Michael opened his mouth but no sound came out.  Once more, he made an attempt to speak, but then stopped and walked out of the bedroom.  Moments later, he was back in. “Can I watch?”

“Nope.”

“Bugger!”

Whilst Naomi showered and prepared her make-up, Michael asked her about her day. Knowing the death would be in the local news, Naomi told him about the dead body, explaining that the examiner found it wildlife related. For some reason, that seemed to relax Michael, as if getting mauled to death was an okay explanation.

“Help me pick out what to wear.” Naomi said, knowing Michael’s tastes always went to the slutty end of her wardrobe.  In fact, it bothered her that she would need to walk through the forest because she wanted to wear heals, not trainers. 

Thankfully, it was as she was thinking that, that Kali wrote a text. ‘Raining. Let’s take a cab.’

On the bed, Michael had laid out black lace-top stockings, a red suspender belt, and a red bra. Then he’d selected a thin silk red halter-neck mini-dress. Normally, Naomi would laugh her husband off, telling him she wouldn’t be wearing a suspender belt out, or that she definitely needed panties, but in this case, she surprised herself even.

“That dress looks better without a bra.” She told him.

“Oh.  Right. I just thought…”

“Nope. You can put the bra away, thanks.” Naomi smiled naughtily.

“Oh god!” Mumbled Michael, clearly adjusting his cock in his pants.

The doorbell rang just before six, and Naomi was still not dressed, so Michael went to open the door. He was expecting to tell Kali to wait, but he was too busy being speechless at her tiny black lacy satin dress, so she pushed past and walked directly upstairs to their bedroom.

“Not ready yet?” Kali asked Naomi, kissing her on the cheek.

“Almost.  Just need to get dressed.”

“Cool.” Kali smiled, sitting on the bed next to the lingerie.  “Stockings?” She asked, just as Michael walked in the room. “Me too!” She pulled the hem of her dress up to reveal the top of her lacy stockings and the straps of her suspender belt, causing Michael to let out a groan.

Kali turned to Michael and grinned darkly.  “You don’t mind me stealing your wife, do you?”

“Huh.” He chuckled shyly. “Just so long as you bring her back.”

“Can’t promise that, Michael. She’s just too beautiful.” Kali purred, causing Michael to groan again.  “Did DWG call you?” Kali asked, changing the subject quickly. Naomi gave her a glace via the mirror, wondering if that was her way of telling him to behave otherwise he won’t be getting any job.

“Yes! Thanks! I have an interview with them on Monday.” He told her, gratefully.

“Good. Let me know how it goes.”

Done with her make-up, Naomi stood and opened her robe, shocking Michael that she would be so brazen in front of their new neighbour. But the surprises didn’t end there for Michael. Before Naomi could pick up a stocking, Kali took one and rolled it up, tapping her thigh.  With a grin, Naomi placed her left foot up, allowing Kali to roll the stocking up her leg.

Michael’s cock swelled as he watched Kali gently move her hands up his wife’s legs, smoothing the material, even letting her knuckles brush against his wife’s naked pussy.  He stared, as Kali stood, slipping the belt around her hips and then clipping the straps in place. Finally, Naomi slipped the dress on by herself, whilst Kali closed the clasp at the back.

With both women facing each other, Kali placed a hand on Naomi’s hip and pulled Naomi close. The cheeky smirk on Kali’s face made both Naomi and Michael pant in anticipation. Their lips were so close that Naomi could feel the warmth. Kali tilted her head and in that moment, Naomi closed her eyes, awaiting the kiss.

“You look amazing.” Kali breathed, intensifying the already highly sexually charged atmosphere. But Naomi expectations of a kiss weren’t fruitful. Instead, Kali pulled back, a naughty grin plastered on her face, leaving Naomi breathless.

“That should give you something to do for the evening.” Kali grinned at Michael.  “Just remember to use lubricant. Chafing is serious.”

Naomi couldn’t help it, she burst out laughing whilst simultaneously feeling sorry for her emasculated husband.

“I can’t believe you said that.” Naomi told her friend as they climbed into the taxi.

“Please. It was obvious wasn’t it?” Kali grinned.

“What’s this place we’re going to?”

“The Witching Hour.” Kali said, looking out the window. “It’s been open for ages. Nice wine bar, great selection, and a club in the cellars which can get a little lively. Basically anyone who is everyone from the nine gates goes there.”

For a moment, Naomi thought about what Kali had just said. Nine gates. She’s heard that term before, a movie she’d seen once. Or was that the Nineth Gate? She thought. She tried to remember what that film was about. Books were the first thing she remembered about the movie, but why was that special?  She needed to read up on it.

“Why nine gates?” Naomi asked.

“Oh, there are nine villages all clustered together, with the forest in the centre of it.” Explained Kali.

Something didn’t sit right for Naomi though. The detective in her got that tingle she always got when she felt like she was onto something but couldn’t quite grasp it. She’d need to watch the movie again, see if anything it would jog her memory or get her thinking.

The taxi arrived in the gravel parking lot outside a large stone building, lit up by two huge flaming torches bolted to the wall. The Witching Hour wine-bar was an impressive place, with outdoor seating by the edge of the forest, warmed by heaters, and a bustling atmosphere even at such an early hour. As the stepping inside, Kali was greeted warmly by a bearded man with a short ponytail. It seemed that they knew each other well-enough for him to hug her tightly, and for her to kiss him on the cheek. Naomi felt a pang of jealousy.

“This is Carl. I’ve known him forever.” Kali laughed.  Then turning back to Carl. “You’ll find a table for my friend and I, right?”

“For you, Miss Kali, of course.” He bowed with a smile. “Follow me.”

As Carl walked past the front desk, he grabbed two folded menus, and strode through the busy wine-bar. Naomi used the opportunity to take in the décor. The bar was large with low wooden ceilings, but pretty, with exposed grey-stone walls lit up by orange mood lighting, which provided a nice ambience, whilst keeping the room dark enough to create an intimate atmosphere. Light jazz played at a low-level, allowing the light clinking of glass and cutlery to be heard over the murmur of voices.

“Here okay?” Carl asked, pointing to a round table for two by the rear wall.

“Perfect.” Kali told him.

The girls sat down and immediately opened up the menu, discussing whether to go for individual glasses of wine, or a bottle. They settled on a South African Pinotage, before moving on to food. Given that it was a wine-bar with a small food offering, they decided to go for a selection of small items, more like a tapas-style food order, which suited both fine.

“So tell me,” Kali began, leaning forward. “What got you all hot and bothered today?”

Naomi briefly thought Kali was talking about herself in the bedroom, but realised she meant work. “Sounded that bad on the phone, huh?” Naomi smirked.

“Uh-huh.”

Wine was needed before she delved into the horror that was her day. Normally, in situations like these, she would be guarded in what she said, after-all, in a murder investigation, information was controlled, measured, rather than blurted out to friends. However, given that this was not a murder investigation, at least, not yet, then Naomi felt she could tell her new friend.

“Let me get one glass down before I tell you about my day.” Naomi sighed. “Why don’t you tell me about how you ended up getting Michael an interview at DWG?”

“Okay.” Kali agreed, leaning forward on her elbows. “Not really much to tell. I contract for them, handling some of the more senior financials for the leadership. Boring stuff. Anyway, I heard they were hiring, and I ran into Michael outside and he said he was looking. Two and two really. The question is, is he any good?”

“As a corporate lawyer?” Naomi asked, immediately regretting the question.

“No, in bed.” Grinned Kali sarcastically.

“Yeah, sorry, dumb question. Yes, I think so. I mean, his previous employer tried to convince him to leave me rather than leave the company.”

“High praise.” Kali admitted, she was already aware of the background to Naomi and Michael’s problems. “If that’s the case, then it shouldn’t be a problem. I put in a good word, so I hope he’s good for it.”

“Thanks, and he is.”

The wine was opened and served. Kali did the honours of tasting, and Naomi took a long gulp of hers, even though the waiter suggested getting air into it. Naomi was not a big wine connoisseur; she just wanted the alcohol.

“Okay, so my day.” Naomi began. She sighed, wondering where to begin.  “Look, I’m sure you are aware about the deaths in the forest?”

“Wildcats.” Nodded Kali.

“Allegedly.” Replied Naomi with a guarded tone. A tilt of Kali’s head basically questioned Naomi’s version of events, but instead, Naomi stuck to her day. “So, we found a body in the forest today. Dead about two days, mauled.” If Kali was shocked by this news, she did not show it, simply listening along intently, but not showing any fear or shock that a dead body would be found mere metres from her house. “But the thing is, the examiner thinks it is a lynx. There haven’t been any lynx sightings here for years, and by all accounts, they are extinct.”

“Hmm. But there are other types, right?” Kali noted.

Again, Naomi was guarded in her response. On the one hand, she didn’t want to upset anyone or suggest there was a maniac running loose killing and eating people, but at the same time, she needed to vent her concerns to an ear that might be receptive. She just hoped that Kali wouldn’t think her mad and refuse to speak to her again.

“I don’t think so.  I mean, yes, there are other types of wildcats, but the body didn’t look like it was attacked by a panther or anything like that.” Naomi explained, knowing that she couldn’t go into too much detail about how the body was found because it might put her friend off her food.

However, Kali seemed like she wanted to hear more. She was leaning close, making it easy for Naomi to speak in a low voice so as not to be heard by other tables. “You said that it was mauled though, right?”

“Yes.” Naomi admitted.

“You’re thinking a human?” Kali was clearly connecting the dots, but again, none of the bite marks, if that was what they were, looking human either. They didn’t look like anything like bites at all, in fact.

Realising that it was difficult to explain without going into detail about what she saw on the body, she decided to simply go for it and tell her friend. As Naomi explained her about the meat-grinder appearance, Kali tilted her head slightly, as if thinking about what she was hearing. She even suggested that perhaps someone had some sort of cordless drill with an attachment, which sort of made sense, except that would send flesh flying away, whereas this was clearly absorbed or eaten. There was simply no mess around the body.

“Could it have been moved?” Kali asked.

“The doc didn’t say, but I’ve seen bodies which have been moved. This didn’t look like it.”

Nodding, Kali again appeared to give it some thought. “Getting flesh which is still attached to the body into a meat-grinder is almost impossible. There’s a long way to go down the tube, and it would still leave a mess. There would need to be some sort of suction, right?” Kali mused.

“Yes!” Naomi said, louder than she would have liked. She looked around apologetically. “Yes.” She said again, this time quieter. “But the medical examiner doesn’t see it that way.”

“And by association, you believe that he is not an idiot, but is hiding something?”

Once more, Naomi was amazed by how intelligent Kali was, and how they were on such a similar wavelength. Naomi wasn’t one for having friends, and certainly not opening up with them, but everything just felt so easy with Kali. Whenever Kali responded with something clever, Naomi felt a tingle run through her body.

But there was more to Kali than her intelligence. There was something about her that made Naomi simply want to know more, like she carried a huge secret that made Naomi desperate to find out, not that she suspected Kali of hiding something from her, more that she fascinated Naomi.

“I think there is a deeper conspiracy here.” Naomi admitted.

Kali nodded along, her eyes never leaving Naomi’s. Then she took a deep breath and smiled gently. “Why would someone do it? After all, this has been going on for a century or more, right?”

Therein lay the problem. If this was some form of serial killer, Naomi had to believe it was a cult which preyed on the innocent. She explained to Kali that there have been cults responsible for brutal acts all around the world, and just because no-one had been caught, didn’t mean one did not exist in this case. Unfortunately, that did not explain the cover-up.

“Unless it was for incompetence.” Said Kali.

It was too late for incompetence to be the reason. Years had passed, as well as changes in leadership within the police department. Blame could easily have been placed on bad policework by a predecessor. This clearly ran deeper, and that bothered Kali more, because she had a feeling that her meeting with the Chief Constable on Monday, would be a short one to tell her to back off and behave. Naomi relayed this information to Kali with a resolute sigh.

Sensing her friend needed comfort, Kali reached out a hand and gently rested it on Naomi’s. Without considering the implications, Naomi moved it back to allow her fingers to interlace with Kali’s.

“You said that the killer is targeting innocent people.” Kali stated, looking away from Naomi’s eyes for a moment to look at their held hands. She allowed her thumb to trace gently on the back of Naomi’s hand. “What if they’re not?”

The idea that these victims were not innocent of anything had not entered Naomi’s head. In fact, it clearly hadn’t entered into anyone’s head, because nothing was in the investigation files suggesting otherwise, and why would there be? They were just animal attacks after all. If Kali was correct, and each had some sort of reason to have been killed, then that would be enough to put in front of the Chief Constable, and he would have to deal with it.

“God, you’re brilliant.” Naomi gasped.

Kali sneered a little. “God had nothing to do with it, trust me. But thanks.”

“Atheist?” Naomi chuckled.

Shaking her head, Kali said, “Not at all. I just don’t like him. I think he gets a lot of praise for things he never did, and not enough hate for the things he does do or allows to happen. I don’t believe we have a loving god at all.”

That was again, something Naomi had never considered. In fact, after everything she had seen, Naomi felt like a god couldn’t possibly exist, but she never considered that perhaps god was not good at all.

It seemed that Kali had some sort of unique insight on life, one which many would feel intimidated by. Naomi suddenly understood why Kali was single, because it had to be hard to spend one’s life with someone who simply didn’t get you.

One bottle of wine was already down, as was much of the food. A second bottle was ordered whilst they were chatting and that too was getting low. Their conversation had gone on far longer than Naomi had perceived, feeling like they had only just arrived.

“The club opens in an hour.” Kali told her. “Dance with me?”

“I’m not really a clubbing person.” Naomi replied, embarrassed at the thought of dancing.

“It’s dark. I want to dance with you.” Kali told her softly.

The couple hadn’t unlocked their hands for some time, and Naomi found herself looking down at the hands. She didn’t want to let that soft hand go, and if that meant dancing with Kali, then she would overcome her embarrassment and join her in the club.

“Sure.” Naomi smiled. “But I’m going to need more wine.”


Five

It was Saturday morning and Naomi really had no real reason to be at her desk at the police station, especially not with the hangover she had, but the conversation with Kali had got her thinking, and she really wanted to get a head-start on finding out if the victims were somehow related, whether or not they were guilty of something or other.

Of course, Naomi had another reason for being at the office, guilt. She couldn’t face Michael after what had transpired on the dancefloor that night.

“What sort of music do they play down there?” Naomi had asked Kali.

“They have a DJ. He plays electronic music.”

“Techno?” Naomi asked, using that word as an umbrella term, rather than the specific genre it was. Kali thought she was talking about the genre.

“More like trance. Old, acid trance.  It’s good.”

“It doesn’t seem fitting to a place like this.” Naomi stated, looking around the posh wine-bar.

Kali grinned knowingly. “Um, I think the club looks very much different to this.  It’s dark, as I said, but not just in terms of lighting.  You’ll see.”

When they were finally ready to move downstairs, Kali once again took Naomi’s hand, this time leading her towards a huge metal door not far from where they sat.  Spikes adorned the black door and in front stood a huge heavy-set bearded man in a tuxedo. He nodded at Kali without raising a smile, then reached for the handle of the door, pulling it hard to get it open.

“Enjoy your night ladies.” The man stated.

A winding stone staircase led them deeper underground than Naomi had anticipated, arriving at a large room with a huge bar in the centre. Kali ordered two cocktails which Naomi had never heard of and then minutes later they were holding small red drinks. People milled around, but there was no music to be heard.

“Are we early?” Naomi asked as she sipped on the bitter cocktail.

“This isn’t the dancefloor. This is the rear bar. People will already be queuing at the front entrance to the club.” Kali told her. Then she leaned forward to Naomi’s ear and said, “Look, I know you are a police officer, but would you arrest me if I had drugs?”

For the first time that evening, Naomi was lost for words. As a firm believer in the letter of the law, she hated the idea of drugs. Yes, she believed grass should be legalised, mainly because it was a burden on the system, but other drugs usually came from the same organised gangs she’d sent to prison. In any other circumstance, with any other person, she would have walked away, sacrificed the friendship, as she had done in the past. But not this time.

“No, I won’t.” Naomi said softly.

“Do they test you? For drugs?” Kali asked, pulling out a small baggie of powder from her handbag. Naomi looked at it with fear, yet a little intrigue.

“No, they don’t.” Naomi replied quickly. “Is that coke?”

“No. Molly.” Kali told her. “Why? Do you want some coke?” Kali asked, as if it was no big deal to get her some.

Naomi’s eyes widened. “No! No erm, thank you.”

Kali grinned, looking at her friend with interest as Naomi watched her pour out a small pile of the powder onto the bar. Nobody even batted an eye at what the blonde was doing and Naomi wondered if this was usual in all such clubs.

Using a black credit card, Kali divided up the powder into two lines, before taking a glass tube from her bag. Putting the tube to her left nostril, she snorted half of the first line, then the rest with the right, leaving one line on the bar.

“Here.” She said softly, holding out the tube for Naomi.

“I can’t.  I’ve never…” But for some reason, Naomi wanted to do it, for Kali, to feel like Kali felt, to be part of Kali.

“It’s okay.” Kali stated, running her hand on Naomi’s cheek with a softness that cause Naomi to melt. “You’ll be okay. Do it.”

The tube trembled in Naomi’s fingers as she took it, unsure of what she was about to feel or experience. The cop instinct in her had subsided, left her body for the first time since joining the force, replaced by this rebellion inside her. The powder burned her sinuses as it entered for the first time, but she was determined to do it all, using her other nostril to take the rest.

“Good girl.” Kali told her with a smile, making Naomi buzz inside with erotic intent.

“What will I feel?”

“Euphoria.” Said Kali, leaning close as she pushed a strand of brown hair behind Naomi’s ear, then kissing her cheek.

Hand-in-hand, Kali led Naomi towards a set of metal double-doors. Already, Naomi was feeling a heat in her face, a nervousness was threatening to overcome her but was held at bay by Kali’s gentle touch. The doors swung open and immediately they were hit by a wall of sound. Thumping, hypnotic rhythms filled their ears. A huge dark hall, packed full with people dancing awaited them, the only occasional light coming from stroboscopes which created a silhouette of hands in the air.

“This is unbelievable.” Naomi gasped.

“Come.” Purred Kali, taking both of Naomi’s hands now and walking her backwards into the crowd.

Immediately, Kali began to move to the music, eyes closed as she absorbed it, before opening them and staring at Naomi with a cheeky smile. Her face spoke volumes and yet hid so much. Naomi knew that Kali wanted more with her, but she held back, why? Was this just some sort of bizarre friendship, or did Kali want more? What do I want? Naomi thought. And why do I feel shivery? It’s a billion degrees in here, and I’m cold.

Kali knew what was going on with Naomi. No words would satisfy Naomi at that moment, she was coming up, and she was clearly scared. Instead, Kali did the one thing that she knew Naomi needed, the one thing she needed too.

With eyes locked upon one-another, with her hips swaying to the music, Kali stepped closer, holding Naomi’s hands tight, and then she leaned forward and placed her lips on Naomi’s. Instinctively, Naomi allowed her eyes to close and her head to tilt. Kali’s mouth opened with a small pop and Naomi’s followed suit. They let go of each other’s hands, only to move closer and wrap their arms around each other, breasts squeezing against each other.

Any worries about the drugs disappeared as Naomi melted into the best kiss she’d ever experienced. This wasn’t just playing, friends messing around, she felt an electricity from Kali, a slight additional push from the woman which showed Naomi that Kali had given up any tentativeness about this relationship.

Kali’s right hand drifted down Naomi’s body as they swayed together to the music. The hand cupped Naomi’s firm backside, which seemed to embolden Naomi. The couple made out and danced for most of the night, but they didn’t take it further than that, much as Naomi would have liked to.  At around two in the morning, they left the club grabbing a cab outside the club.

The two sat in silence in the cab, Naomi looking at the woman she was falling for, but Kali was distant, looking out of the window and seemingly lost in thought. It was the first time that Naomi felt she saw the woman vulnerable, and she wondered why that was.

When they arrived home, they stood in the garden holding hands. Naomi was waiting for an invitation into her house which never came. So she invited herself.

“Your husband is waiting for you.” Kali replied with a firmness which spoke volumes.

“He’s asleep.” Said Naomi, wondering why Kali was no longer interested in her.

“He’s still your husband. And I’m just…I’m just a friend who had fun tonight.” She replied, though she was clearly sad. “Good night. And thank you.”

With that, Kali turned and left, leaving Naomi stood there, confused and deflated.

And so that morning, as Naomi sat reviewing casefiles, she did so wondering what she could have done differently to change Kali’s mind. How could she have convinced her to sleep with her? At the same time, Naomi wondered what on Earth had come over her to be so ensnared by this woman. She was a heterosexual married woman who never once thought of sleeping with a woman, but now all she could think about was how good that kiss was, and the feeling of Kali’s breasts in her hands, and… and… wondering what she tasted like.

Instead, Naomi decided to down another very bad coffee and focus on what she had set out to do in the first place.

Orin Grey wasn’t anyone special. Arrested when he was younger for standard stuff back then, hooliganism at the football, drink-driving, nothing out of the ordinary. He ran a pig farm which had some amount of success, especially over the past two years where his farm had seen significant profit. Not unusual for a farm, especially if he managed to find a good sausage producer who was willing to pay top dollar for locally produced food.

Nothing seemed to out of the ordinary at first sight, but on closer inspection of the farm’s accounts, things seemed a little off. Nothing about the input costs made sense when placed against the output sales. He seemed to be breeding and feeding pigs from nothing. Naomi realised that she didn’t know enough about pig farming to pass judgement, so she read up as much as possible on the internet, but even that seemed too little.

It was as Naomi was chewing on her pen, staring at the numbers and trying to make sense of it, that she heard a small knock on her door. “Come in.” She called, not bothering to turn.

“Hey.” Said a soft voice.

Naomi spun to saw Kali stood there in tight black crop tank-top and leatherette trousers, her firm, muscular belly on display. “Kali.” Naomi gasped. “What are you doing here?”

“Was bored at home and wondered if you needed a hand. Michael told me you were here.” She inhaled deeply. “And to be honest, I felt bad about this morning. Look, I didn’t want to lead you on. I really like you, but I’ve been hurt before, and you’re a married woman.”

Naomi held out a hand. There was no-one in her office but she still didn’t want her personal life broadcast over the building. “It’s fine Kali. You’re right. I…I don’t know what’s come over me. I have feelings for you,” she whispered, “but I don’t know what to do with it.”

They stared at each other, neither knowing what to say, so instead, Kali asked if she needed help with the investigation.

“No.” Said Naomi firmly, then, “yes. Actually I do. You’re an accountant. Do you know anything about pig farming?”

“Sure. Some pig farmers have investment accounts at DWG, so we help them with their finances. What do you need?” Kali said, pulling Jane’s chair over.

For the next ten minutes, Naomi explained what she had found and her thoughts behind it. She believed that if Orin was cooking his books, then he was not over-inflating his profit, but rather laundering money. The question was, why?

“Hmm.” Kali said, looking over the finances. “It certainly looks like it. The question is, why? Or rather, to whom was he selling the pigs?”

Naomi opened another file, an Excel sheet recovered from Orin’s computer. It was an order sheet, showing how many pigs went where. Nothing special about it, plenty of company names, a slaughtered pig here, meat there.

She scrolled down the sheet, until stopping on one company name that stood out. “Prifti Meat Products Limited.” Naomi said.

“What’s special about that?” Kali asked her.

“Prifti. It’s a common Albanian surname.” After battling the Albanian mafia for so long, she’s picked up some of their language, and knew the most common surnames. “The last sale to them was about four months ago, which was just before we made the huge bust and took down most of the Albanian mob. After that, the sales stopped. In fact…” She paused and reviewed the accounts for the past four months. “Huh, well, will you look at that.”

Leaning closer, Kali took a look. “Quite a sudden drop in sales after that.”

“Indeed. I think we have our smoking gun. The question is, why a pig farmer?”

Kali sat quietly for a moment, waiting to see of Naomi came up with the answer. When Naomi did not, she spoke up. “Have you seen the movie Snatch?”

Naomi’s eyes widened as she turned to face her friend. She grabbed Kali by the cheeks and pulled her close, kissing her lips. Kali didn’t fight it, wrapping her arms around her and pushing her tongue into her mouth.

Then, without another word, Naomi pulled back and picked up the phone, dialling Anna. “Hey, Anna, I know it’s your weekend off, but I need you to come in. I may have a lead and we don’t need a judge to clear us here.” Anna told her she would be right in.

Turning back to Kali, and filled with adrenaline from the hunt, Naomi said, “Thank you for your help. To what you said earlier, no, no it’s not fine. I want you. Don’t know why, I’ve never wanted a woman before, but I do. I’m married, yes, but I don’t have kids, I’m still young, and if there was ever a time to discover my happiness, it is now. I want to be with you so much it hurts.”

Kali had a cute habit of cocking her head and smiling when she found something sexy. She was doing it right at that moment. “Come here you.” She said, leaning in to kiss her again. “I’m not saying we won’t be together. I just need time to come to terms with certain things. You may not like me, once you get to know me properly.”

“Crazy talk!” Naomi laughed. “I can’t see a single reason for not liking you.”

“Last night you saw me take MDMA and coke. I convinced you to do MDMA with me, and you accepted the coke without question.”

“And I liked it.”

“But you’re a cop, Naomi, and I’m…I’m…well, not a nice person.”

“I think you are. I think you are punishing yourself.”

“Maybe, I don’t know. I just know, I want to be with you, but I need time.”

“And you can have it.”

Before the conversation could continue further, the door burst open and Anna ran in.

“That was quick.” Naomi laughed.

“I was only round the corner.” Anna said, panting. “Oh, hello Miss Ibliss. What are you doing here?”

“Kali’s my neighbour. She’s an accountant, so she helped me out with a few things. In fact, why we’re here is because of her.”

“Oh cool. Um, mind if we talk in private?  Police stuff.”

“Sure.” Kali said, leaving the room.

Anna’s eyes were focused on Naomi. Once she heard the door shut, she spoke quietly. “You realise Max had her on his suspect list, right?”

“No.” Naomi said. “Why?”

“She was seen entering the forest around the time of a lot of the murders.”

“Let me guess. Running?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know how many runners I see entering the forest every single day?"

For a long moment, Anna stared at her superior, trying to read her. She inhaled, about to say something, then exhaled and stopped, before nodding. She then turned and invited Kali back inside.

Naomi then explained what they had found and her thoughts. She was of the belief that multiple bodies had been consumed by the pigs on the farm. Her view was that there would be evidence of that in some way on the farm, be it teeth, or bone.

“In order to search land and buildings like that, we need a forensic team to come out.” Anna explained. “That really needs to be approved by the DCI, which he won’t.”

“Maybe he won’t need to. Let me make a phone call, see if I can get the old team from the city over here.”

The old team was one of the main forensics groups linked with the task force for organised crime. Obviously, just asking them to come and start work was not going to work as they needed to link it to a case ID and have sign-off on it being linked to organised crime. So Naomi framed the whole thing in a different way. She stated that she was clearing up a case of accidental death when she began to notice something suspicious about the accounts of the deceased. She noticed a link with Albanian mafia and believed it could be used to increase the evidence against those arrested. She also typed the same into the case report and then logged it for viewing by the DCI, knowing that he would likely not look at it until Monday, and even if he did, there was not enough in there to make him believe that she was investigating the death itself.

The forensics team spoke to their division commander, who was essentially Naomi’s old subordinate from the task force, DC Jimmy Wells, or rather DS Jimmy Wells, as he was promoted along with Naomi. Jimmy had a lot to be grateful for, and he had been a close friend in the case. He signed off immediately, even travelled down with the team to watch them work.

As the group watched the team in their white overalls do their thing, the young DS, Jimmy, in jeans and a Gant sweater, as well as Hunter boots, stood close to Naomi and asked her what was really going on.

“Whatever do you mean?” Smiled Naomi.

“I know you Fozzie.” He said, using the nickname he’d given her years ago. “The guy’s dead, no living relatives, staff likely unemployed now, and according to the case logs, the guy was mauled to death by a big cat. Something tells me you smell bullshit.”

“Indeed you do know me. Orin Grey is just one of hundreds of deaths and missing persons in this forest in over a hundred years. The last DI on this fell to his death, apparent suicide, though I now believe it is anything but. Did you see the photos?”

“I did.” He nodded, looking across the field of barns. “Doesn’t look like a cat bite to me.”

“Me neither. But Heath End is going through enormous lengths to keep it seen as that.”

Jimmy looked at Naomi for the first time. “You spoken to the Chief?”

“Monday. Driving down to Heath End to see him.”

It looked like Jimmy was about to say something else but was interrupted by a technician who raised her hand and called out. “Over here. Found something. Looks like teeth, part digested.”

The group walked over, with Anna joining them. They looked at what the technician was bagging up, and confirmed they were human teeth.

“Looks like you’ve got a case.” Jimmy noted. “And given the connection to my case, it looks like we’re working together again.”

Whilst Jimmy’s enthusiasm for working with Naomi was admirable, Naomi felt like this might not do wonders for his career. She warned him that this might be a messy case, to which he said she knew he was never one to back down from a battle. “Remember Sokol?” He asked.

Vladimir “Sokol” Kracinski, a right-wing Polish fascist who worked as a heavy hitter for the Albanians. Sokol, or the Falcon, in English, was as dangerous as they came. The Albanians sent him after Jimmy one night, but Jimmy was ready for him. After long fight which saw Jimmy end up with a broken nose, four lost teeth, and a cracked jaw, Jimmy came out on top, leaving Kracinski in traction before being sent to prison for a very, very long time.

“This is different.” Naomi warned. “This is internal, which might end up being far worse.”

“I can handle myself.”

“Don’t blame me if this fucks up your career.”

Jimmy raised his hands slightly. “Hey, I’m just investigating organised crime, remember. I can’t help it if I stumble into some big conspiracy that somehow makes it into the press.”

“Those are dangerous words.” She warned him.

“Fuck with me, I fuck with you. I don’t give a shit. If my career is fucked then I move to the private sector and make triple. I will protect and serve so long as the force protects and serves. The moment I see that they are as bad as the criminals, I walk.”

Wise words which Naomi had already once considered over the past couple of days. There was no way she would defend a force which was happy to cover up a serial killer, regardless of the reasons.

“Fine.” She sighed. “Let me speak to Barry on Monday and I’ll call you after. In the meantime, Anna could use some help reviewing case files, see if we can come up with similar connections with previous murders.”

“Makes sense. Let me clear it with Paula, see if I can’t book myself into a hotel or something.” Paula Chen, the current Detective Chief Inspector for the task force. She was a good boss and as clean as a new-born baby. She’d clear him to investigate further, and wouldn’t question the reasons.

Unfortunately, DCI Quentin Caine was not as friendly, it seemed. Naomi’s hopes that he would pick up on the case note edits on Monday were quashed the moment she saw his name pop up on her mobile phone. She looked down at the screen just as Jimmy did, causing her to roll her eyes before pressing the green button.

“Chief Inspector.” She said by way of greeting.

“I was rather looking forward to speaking to you for the first time in person on Monday, so imagine my disappointment to see you’ve ordered half the fucking city’s forensics team to a fucking farm in the middle of nowhere!” The man screamed. “Orin fucking Grey is a nobody. What cause did you fucking have?”

“Sir, if you read my case notes, you will have seen that he has been laundering money for the mafia.” She tried to explain.

“You based that on a hunch, linked to the fact that you found an Albanian name linked to a legitimate company, which you decided might be linked to the Albanian mafia. Bit of stretch to get fifty fucking specialists onto a bus, isn’t it?”

Naomi took a breath, then said, “And yet, sir,” she began, tersely, “that team has already found human remains on the farm, digested by the pigs.”

The phone was silent for a moment. Her hunch had paid off, and he could be pissed off all he liked, but you don’t argue with results. “Fuck.” He sighed. “Orin Grey, huh? Fuck me. I’ve used to drink with that cunt.”

“Yes sir.”

“Fine. Your hunch paid off. Next time, call me first. I give my subordinates a lot of slack, but don’t think that means you can make me out to be a fucking idiot.”

“No sir, absolutely.”

Then his tone dropped to sound even darker. “And if I find out you are using this as pretext to turn a death by dangerous animal into anything but, then I’ll have your badge faster than you can say cat. Is that understood?”

“Yes sir. I promise you; this was just a coincidence.” She lied.

“Then good work, I suppose. See you Monday.”

The called ended and she sighed in relief. Jimmy gave her a consoling smirk which she waved away. Nothing she couldn’t handle.

When Jane arrived to watch over Jimmy and relieve her and Anna, Naomi and Anna walked back to the car to drive back to the town. They discussed the case a little, and then she explained what she needed from Anna regarding the previous cases from the woods, to which Anna agreed. But there was something off about Anna. She wasn’t her usual self.

“Out with it.” Naomi said, knowing that Anna wanted to say something, but couldn’t bring herself to.

“Um, it’s not my place ma’am.”

“No, none of this ma’am business, Anna. What’s the problem?”

“Look, I’m divorced. My husband cheated on me, we couldn’t work it out, we broke up. He left me with a little girl, and we’re happy like that. Kali has a bit of a reputation for being a good-time girl. Seen out in bars a lot, fucked a couple of guys I know, came onto Jane once. I just want to make sure you know what you’re getting into.”

It took a moment for Naomi to process what Anna was saying. Initially, she wanted to snap at Anna, tell her what she did in her personal life was her business, but she knew Anna was just looking out for her as a friend, so she calmed herself before replying.

“Thanks.” Naomi said. “I…I don’t know. She’s my neighbour and I know she’s a party girl. I kind of grasped that already. At the same time, I can’t help but feel attracted to her. My husband is, well, let’s just say, I love him but things got badly damaged during the problems in the city and whilst this move has afforded us time to breathe, we both seem happier when we are not around each other. We don’t have kids, and maybe that’s the problem, but…” Naomi sighed again. “I’ve never done anything like this before. Is Kali the one I want to be with? No, I guess not. But she is the person I need in my life right now.”

Finally, Anna smiled. “When you put it like that, it makes a lot of sense.”

After dropping Anna off at her car, Naomi drove home where she found her husband watching the television. He smiled when he saw her, telling her there was food in the oven if she was hungry. Instead though, she flopped down onto the sofa next to him and lay her head on his shoulder. She said nothing about her day, and he knew better than to ask.

“We need to talk about something.” Naomi said cautiously.

She felt him tense up. “Go on.” He said, expecting the worst.

“I kissed Kali.” She said.

For a long moment, Michael was silent. Then she felt him relax and begin to chuckle, and then that chuckle turned into a laugh. Naomi pulled away to look at him in confusion.

“Honestly, after everything we have been through,” Michael said, still laughing, “I was worried you were about to tell me someone is trying to kill us again. That you kissed another woman, fuck, good for you.”

“Really? You’re not angry?”

“No honey, definitely not. Look, we’ve, no, you’ve been through a lot. Do you have feelings for her?”

Naomi shrugged. “I think so.”

“Are you going to leave me?”

“No. I mean, I don’t want to.”

“So? If you want to be polyamorous, I’m a modern guy, be who you need to be.”

For the first time, Naomi sighed, but not in sadness, but in actual relaxation. She felt relieved, and she desperately wanted to tell Kali the news. Instead though, she spent the evening with her husband.

That night, they made love. He wanted to talk about the kiss, asked her how it felt. When she said that she squeezed Kali’s boobs, he blew his load instantly. Then, after many years of being barely about to get an erection for one round of sex, he found himself ready to go again within five minutes. In fact, they made love five times that night, for the first time ever.

Naomi fell fast asleep after that marathon love-making session, only to be awoken at around two in the morning by the arrival of Kali next door. Thinking she might get the chance for a mutual masturbation session, Naomi climbed out of bed and walked to the window. She could make out Kali in the darkness, in her running gear, but this time, Kali didn’t turn on the light, frustrating Naomi. In fact, something seemed a little off with Kali, like she was hurrying to shower. Maybe she was sweaty and more concerned with how Naomi would see her. That must have been it.

But rather than turn on the light when she came out of the shower, she went straight to bed, not even acknowledging Naomi’s presence in the window.

Naomi felt deflated. She began to question if Kali cared for her the way she cared about Kali. She was being stupid. It was two in the morning, but still, something felt wrong.

Instead of continuing the watch in the vain hope that Kali might get up, Naomi went back to bed. Tomorrow was Sunday. She was sure that things would be better then.

Two bodies in one week was so unusual that evening DCI Caine travelled down to see. It was definitely not the way Naomi had wanted to meet her boss in person, and certainly not on a Sunday, but circumstances warranted it.

She had received the phone call at eight in the morning, the body found by a runner in the forest. Same modus operandi as the previous one. The M.E. was down again, but this time he had brought DCI Caine with him, and this time, he looked far more concerned than he did previously, continuously looking at Caine for support as he once again ruled the death as by dangerous animal. The detectives all stared at him, Jimmy Wells included, but it was only Wells who had the courage to say what was on all their minds.

“Bollocks.” He snarled.

“Detective, I think you are here as our guest, so I’d appreciate less of the attitude.” Stated DCI Caine.

“With all due respect sir, you can kiss my arse.” Said Wells. “That is no way a death by dangerous animal. You have a fucking serial killer. My question is, why are you fucking covering it up, sir?”

The DCI should have responded. He should have kicked Wells out of his crime scene, but instead, he kept himself silent, not wanting to get into an exchange of words which might exacerbate the situation.

“Not helpful.” Whispered Naomi to Jimmy.

“Yes it is. I’ve taken the heat off you.”

“You’re here because of me. You’re an extension of me.”

“Well, it’s still bollocks. Any fucker can see that is a murder.”

“Time of death about one, one thirty this morning.” Said the M.E.

The body was found on a popular running spot, no more than a kilometre from her house. It was a route which she was sure Kali took, which made her wonder if Kali had seen anything.

“Wallet on the victim.” Said Doctor Cartwright. “Name, Oskar Bakalov.”

Naomi and Jimmy shared a look. “Bakalov.” Sighed Naomi.

Oskar Bakalov, a high-roller in the Bulgarian mafia, and one that managed to get away. He went into hiding when all the members of the syndicate got taken down. Nobody knew where he went and many assumed he was dead.

“Do you know what’s a coincidence?” Jimmy asked.

“What?”

“I was just talking about him yesterday evening, in the bar.”

With wide eyes, Naomi’s heart began to race. She wasn’t sure why, but she felt sure he would say it was with Kali.  “With whom?”

“Some bloke. Old man was asking what the fuss was at Orin’s farm.”

For some reason, Naomi felt disappointment rather than relief, which was odd because the last thing she wanted with for Kali to be a killer. Still, that one person who should not have been in that forest should be there was surely the trigger needed to turn this into a murder investigation.

“Who else was in the pub?” Naomi asked.

“Tonnes of people. Don’t know anyone here except you, obviously.”

Naomi turned to Anna. “Does the pub have CCTV?”

“Doubt it. We can ask, but Ron isn’t really a technology guy. He owns the pub freehouse, so nothing from the brewery forcing him to do anything.”

“Damn.”

DCI Caine spoke up. “What are you hoping to find anyway? It’s not a murder. It’s just a coincidence.”

“Pretty big coincidence sir. We’ve been after Bakalov for some time. The guy’s a snake. That he suddenly turns up dead…”

“Okay,” began Caine, “let’s say someone overheard Wells talking about Bakalov last night, then what are the fucking chances that this person just happens to know where he is, go out, find him, get him to come right here to this spot, just to get killed?”

The point would’ve been a good one, but the facts were still obvious. Bakalov was lying dead at their feet. There was one more option. Naomi turned to Cartwright. “No bullshit now. Are there any signs of a struggle? Any signs that he was carried here? Signs her was drugged or tied up?”

Cartwright’s eyes immediately flicked up to Caine, a look of concern on his face. He was clearly being called on his lies and now he was worried that there was overwhelming evidence to show he had been lying this whole time. Caine looked away, frowning.

Sighing, Cartwright nodded. “He was tied up. There are marks on his ankles and wrists. Given that he was not covered, like the others, then it looks more like he was placed here.”

Immediately, Caine saw his way out of this mess. “Clearly it’s someone who has been reading the news and saw this as a way to get away with murder. This one is different from the others.”

“Are you saying I can investigate this as a murder, sir?” Naomi asked with a wry smile.

Again, Caine frowned. “This one.”

“Very good sir.”

Without adding anything further, Caine clicked his fingers at Cartwright and both left, Caine stomping angrily through the forest floor. All the detectives present smiled at each other.

“I take it your forensics team went home after working on the farm yesterday?” Anna asked Jimmy.

“Are you kidding?” He practically squeaked. “They’ve found evidence of a dozen dead individuals so far, and still haven’t covered the whole farm.  They’ll be there all week.”

“Good. Think you can spare a couple to come here?”

Clicking his fingers and pointing at her, he pulled out his phone. “On it.”

Once that was taken care of, Naomi told Jimmy she wanted him to go with her back to the pub, as maybe the landlord knew who he was talking to, and who was nearby.

It was early on a Sunday, so the pub was closed, but that didn’t stop Naomi banging on the door. “Mr Price, it’s DI Naomi Foster, Gates Hill Police.” She called through the door when she heard movement.

“Hold on, hold on. I’m an old man. Me legs don’t work like they used to.” Ron Price called out from behind the glass door. After unclicking some locks, he swung the door open with a creak and invited the officers inside. “Come in, come in. Don’t let the heat out.” Once they were inside, he bolted the door shut again. “What’s this about?”

“Mr Price, this is DS James Wells. He was in your pub last night.” Naomi explained.

“I remember. Brown ale man.”

“That’s right.” Jimmy smiled.

“Must be a decent bloke. Geordies drink brown ale, and they’re salt of the Earth people.” The old man explained, as he hobbled back to a chair.

“Mr Price, I was talking to a gentleman yesterday, elderly chap, long grey beard.” Said Jimmy, and the barman nodded.

“John O’Malley. Mad Irishman. He’ll be in again come opening time. What about him?”

“Well, I was talking to him about a case…”

Again, the barman nodded. “Yeah, you were, and the whole bar heard. Honestly, I didn’t think your conversation was for the benefit of Mad John.”

“Really?” Jimmy asked.

“Yeah. I thought you were trying to impress the birds. One bird in particular, in fact.”

Suddenly, Naomi became interested. “Who?” She asked, leaning forward.

“Easy. Kali Ibliss.”


Six

Naomi’s head was spinning, so much so that she had Jimmy drive. There had been something off about Kali when she got home at around two in the morning, and now Naomi understood why. But still, part of her refused to believe that Kali could be a killer, after all, why would she be?

When they arrived at Kali’s door, Naomi asked Jimmy to let her do the talking, after all, they were neighbours.

The door was opened by Kali moments after the doorbell went, and she greeted Naomi with her usual naughty smile. “You brought a friend?” Kali asked, smiling at Jimmy.

“Kali, this is DS James West. He has been brought in because of the connection with the Albanian mafia that you helped solve.” Naomi explained.

“Oh, that was you?” Jimmy asked, smiling at the gorgeous girl in front of him.

“Yes it was, and that was you in the bar last night, making eyes at me.” Laughed Kali. “Come in, both of you. Would you like a drink? Coffee? Tea? Something stronger?” She turned to Naomi, and grinned. “Coke?”

Naomi’s eyes widened at the double-entendre. “A cola would be nice.” She practically hissed.

“Sure. James? Or can I call you Jimmy?”

West’s demeanour was changing rapidly. Gone was the flirtatious smarm he had when she first saw him, now he was viewing her a little differently, hostile even. “DS West or Sergeant West is fine. And I’m fine for a drink, thank you.”

Tutting, Kali rolled her eyes in faux shock. “My, did I do something to upset you, Sergeant? I’m just trying to be polite.”

Jimmy became visibly uncomfortable. He was getting a bad vibe from Kali, something Naomi was seemingly missing. “Can we just get to why we’re here?” DS West practically snapped. “You overheard a conversation I was having last night about Oskar Bakalov.”

“Who?” Kali asked, then seemed to remember. “Oh, you mean one of the many suspects you were talking about very loudly last night? My, my, you boys from the city know how to drink, huh?”

The sergeant’s face began to glow red, primarily from embarrassment at being so unprofessional the night before, but also in anger at the fact that this young woman was clearly leading the conversation into an area that gave her a massive alibi.

Sensing Jimmy’s anger level rising, and knowing that he could explode if he let it get the better of him, Naomi stepped in. “Kali, we’re just trying to ascertain whether or not you knew Bakalov, or if you knew anybody who did.”

Kali lay back in her seat and smiled. In an ashtray next to her chair was a part smoked joint. She picked it up along with a lighter and lit it, taking a long deep drag.

“You realise cannabis is still an illegal drug here, don’t you Miss Imbliss?” Jimmy pointed out.

“What are you going to do, arrest me for smoking a joint?” She laughed. “It’s not as if I’m snorting coke or molly, am I Naomi?”

Naomi felt heat rise to her face as she began to blush in embarrassment. Jimmy looked between the two women, then asked, “Is there something I need to know about?”

“No.” Naomi said immediately, practically scowling at Kali. “Kali, did you know Bakalov?”

“I knew of him. He tried to hire me to handle his accounts, and I said no.”

“When was this?” Jimmy asked.

“About two years ago.” She took a long drag of the joint, then sat forward and offered it to Naomi, who shook her head. Kali shrugged and sat back. “I don’t deal with scum like that. I told him he was scum.”

“When was the last time you saw him?” Naomi asked.

“Six months ago. I was at a friend’s house for a party, Bakalov showed up, along with some other unsavoury types.”

Jimmy scoffed. “Some friends you have.”

“Friend, colleague, people in the same industry.” Kali shrugged. “It was a party full of accountants. Hardly the height of entertainment. But it seemed someone else took Bakalov on when I didn’t.”

“Do you remember the friend’s name?” Naomi asked her.

“Yes actually. Sam Federeva. She lives not far from here, in Gehenna.”

“Was she at the bar yesterday?” Asked Jimmy, causing Kali to look at him with a wry smile.

“No.” Said Kali. “But Sam’s assistant was. Tara Green. You will have seen her. Overweight woman laughing way too loud near the jukebox.”

Suddenly, Jimmy’s eyes closed softly as he realised something. He sighed, “Who was stood near me ordering when I was talking about Bakalov. Shit.”

Finally, Naomi smiled at her friend, and Kali winked at her in return. “You’ve been really helpful Kali, thanks.” Naomi told her.

“You know me. Any time.”

With that, Naomi stood, forcing Jimmy to stand too, even if he did so reluctantly, as it also meant he needed to apologise for being a dick to Kali. However, rather than apologise, he simply said, “You know, you didn’t ask why we were asking about Bakalov.”

“Hmm.” Kali mused. “You’re right, I didn’t. Good luck with your investigation officers.”

Once they were out of earshot of Kali, Naomi said, “You know, I forgot what a dick you could be in interviews.”

“Good cop, bad cop. She gave us the information we needed.”

“She did, yes, willingly. She’s a good woman, and a good friend. There was no need to…”

Jimmy stopped and turned to Naomi, putting out his hand. “No, Naomi, you need to stop whatever this is.”

“What is?”

“That! It’s clear that you and her have something going on. Coke? Really? You’re doing drugs now?”

Sighing, Naomi looked away. She couldn’t bear to admit it to her old colleague, but she forgot just how good of a detective Jimmy was, and how much of an open book she was.

“Get it together Naomi. Fuck around for all I care, but don’t fucking let it cloud your judgement. She may not have had anything to do with this case, but she is far from squeaky clean, and you need to see that. An accountant, living in a house like that, with luxury like that? Did you see what she was wearing? Did you see her shoe collection? Fuck me, she had a Birkin handbag in there. What kind of accountant can afford that?”

“You don’t know her. She could’ve inherited the money.”

“Did she? Really?”

Naomi looked away again. She knew nothing about Kali, not really. She’d told her a lot, but received little information in return.

“I’m going back to my hotel. I suggest you have a chat with your friend.” Jimmy said as he walked away.

“Don’t you want a lift?”

“No. I could do with a walk.”

“What do we do about Bakalov?”

“I’ll go question the accountant tomorrow whilst you’re at Heath End. Don’t have enough evidence yet anyway.”

Sighing, Naomi stood there and watched him walk away. She knew the right thing to do would be to go talk to Kali about what had just happened, but she was in no mood for a tough negotiation with her. Instead, she walked over to her own house to have dinner with her husband.

After a hot bath several hours later, she decided to walk over to Kali’s house to talk. She stood there in her robe and rang the doorbell, but the house was dark so she had to assume she was out running. It was probably for the best, tomorrow would be a hard day.

At home, she made love to Michael, whilst all the while thinking about Kali. Then both fell fast asleep, and Naomi slept through until morning.

She was up at six in the morning for the drive up to Heath End, wanting to get there with plenty of time to spare. The roads were not wide motorways, but standard A and B roads, so no high-speed driving.

The Heath End station was built in the sixties, and looked the standard concrete affair of the time, a nod to urban brutalism to match the shitty town centre. Whilst smaller than the city station at which she had started her career, it was far larger than the little Gates Hill station.

When she parked up, she saw the BMW 7 Saloon of the Chief Constable, so knew he had a head start, even though she too was early.

After announcing herself at reception, she sat down in the waiting area and checked her phone for emails and messages. Still no word from Jimmy, but it was early and he was probably driving up to see the accountant.

‘Let me know how it goes with Federeva.’ She texted.

Next she checked her email and found the file she had been waiting for from Anna.

“Naomi!” Said a happy voice.

Standing immediately, Naomi held out her hand and Barry Evans shook it. “Sir, good to see you again.”

“You too Naomi, you too. Come on through, I have a meeting room booked. Quentin is waiting for us.”

“I thought this would just be us to begin with sir.”

“Trust me Naomi, I’ve got your back on this, but there are certain limits, and well, they are on Quentin as much as they are on you and me.”

The receptionist behind the glass buzzed them into the office, and then they walked through the old corridors, horrible old sixties style office-space in desperate need of an upgrade. After climbing some stairs, the walked into a small conference room where two laptops were out on the desk. The fat old man that was Quentin Caine sat at one of the laptops, his balding head matted with a few greased down strands of brown hair, and his shirt, reminiscent of the same time period as the office itself, stretched around his obese belly. Needless to say the man did not stand, as that would’ve been hard work.

“Foster.” DCI Caine nodded, before returning to his PC.

“Sir.” Naomi frowned. What a scumbag.

For his part, Barry also frowned. He wasn’t Quentin Caine’s fan in any way shape of form, and the sooner he could get rid of the man, the better. Unfortunately, things in this neck of the woods weren’t that easy.

“I’m going to get right to the point.” Said the Chief. “That quarry you’ve seen, the mine in it, is owned by a mining company which in itself is owned by the Home Office.”

“Excuse me?” Naomi gasped.

“The Home Office owns the mine. In the sixties, it was used as a nuclear waste storage facility. To the best of our knowledge, the place is still packed full with the stuff.”

Naomi blinked a few times, trying to process the information she was hearing. “Sorry sir, but what does this have to do with the cases?”

The Chief breathed in. “Yes, quite. Well, not far from the quarry is another facility, a government research facility in fact, used for biological weapons testing, or rather, finding the cure for biological weapons.”

“Like Porten Down?”

“Correct, but far older. It was actually the first facility of its time working on these sort of things, opened in 1891, in fact.”

“Quite an achievement for the time.” Quentin noted.

“Indeed.” Barry nodded. “But unfortunately, they created something from a lynx back then, and well, it seems that lynx gave birth.”

Naomi actually laughed. She laughed at the incredulousness of what she was hearing. “So we’re back to the big cat, are we?”

“Not a normal big cat, Naomi. It’s quite the embarrassment, so you see why the government wants to keep this under wraps?”

“No sir, I don’t. Have you seen these bodies?”

Suddenly, Quentin became visibly uncomfortable. Chief Barry Evans leaned forward. “Well, no, but the Home Office reassures me…”

“Sir, take a look at the bodies.” Naomi said, interrupting him.

“Inspector, your tone.” Caine warned.

She turned to him, taking a leaf out of Wells’ book. “My tone, sir? What about my tone?  We’re talking about murder here, one way or another. We’re talking about a conspiracy, one way or another. Now I’m finding out that the people killed were involved in undiscovered criminal activities.”

Again, Caine stepped in. “I told you that was a unique copycat case which was not the same as the others.”

“Oh, I’m not just talking about that case, sir.” She added the sir rather facetiously. “I’m talking about every single case going back the last ten years. And that is only because we haven’t had time to go further. I have a list from my sergeant. Now are you honestly telling me that this so-called wildcat is so intelligent that it knows to go after criminals?”

The two men gave each other a look. “What’s this about Chief Inspector?” Barry asked.

“Nothing that changes anything.” Caine stated. “We still have our orders from the Home Office.”

“Yes, but I’d rather know the truth.” Barry snapped. “And I want to know what is going on. We still are servants of the people, not the government.”

If Quentin Caine was worried about what his superior would do to him, he didn’t show it. He simply twizzled a pen on the desk as he lay back in his chair.

Ignoring him, Barry turned to Naomi. “I want you to open up that mine. Check to see if there is nuclear waste in there. I’ll get you suits to wear.”

Caine bolted forward. “You can’t without a court order, and no judge in the country will give you one because the high court already said no.”

“We have cause.”

“You do not have cause. The government medical examiner ruled no cause.”

“I should have you fired.” Evans scowled.

Smirking Caine waved him off. “Good luck with that. You know you’re stuck with me, and you fucking know why.” With that, Caine stood and walked out of the room without a goodbye.

Anger visible in the man’s cheeks, Barry leaned towards Naomi. “I’m with you. Get me cause and I’ll okay entry into the mine.”

Still, Naomi was concerned for Barry’s safety. “Sir, my predecessor was killed over this. It was not a suicide in any way shape or form. If you go against the government…”

“You just focus on what you are doing. I’ll look after me. The Albanians couldn’t fuck with us, our own government certainly can’t.”

“Yes sir.” She smiled, albeit weakly.

When she was in the car on the way back to Gates Hill, she tried calling Jimmy, only to be sent straight to voicemail. Instead, she called Anna to ask for an update.

“Nothing new yet. I’m going though case files and honestly, I’m finding circumstantial evidence of criminal activity in all of them. We’re definitely on to something. How did things go at Heath End?”

“Not good, but I’ll explain when I see you. Any word from Sargeant Wells?”

“Not seen him today.”

“He’s probably still in Gehenna.”

“What’s he doing there?”

“Interviewing a potential connection to Bakalov. Just call me if you hear from him. I’ll be there in less than an hour.”

She checked the clock on the display. Just gone ten. Seemed strange to say the least, given that Jimmy was usually first on the scene for anything. Once more, she called Wells’ number, and once more she went straight to voicemail. In fact, she tried repeatedly along the route, until she came across a sign for Gehenna. Contemplating her next move quickly, she made a sudden turn right, earning a screaming blast of the horn from a car coming opposite.

Naomi dialled Anna again. “Anna, get me the address for Sam Federeva in Gehenna please. Then send a couple of uniforms down there too. I’m going looking for Jimmy. Something’s up.”

“Still nothing?”

“Nothing.”

“Roger that. I’ll drive down too. There in ten.”

“Thanks.”

Gehenna was a tiny hamlet of old houses and some farms which backed up onto the forest. She drove around looking for Jimmy’s service BMW 3, but not seeing a thing.

Her phone pinged. Number two, Valhalla Way.

She turned onto the small lane which backed towards the forest, and three houses in, found the large stone house marked number two. Immediately, she knew something was up. She reached into the glove compartment and pulled out her radio.

“This is DI Foster, at suspect house in Gehenna. Note that the gate and front door are open, no sign of movement, possible crime scene.” She said.

“Understood DI Foster. Uniforms are less than seven minutes out from your location.”

Clipping the radio to her belt, Naomi moved with caution towards the house, moving up the garden path whilst simultaneously trying to see anything she could that would signify someone was waiting for her with malicious intent. In the city, she’d have a service pistol, a requirement for a member of the organised crime taskforce, and something she knew DS Wells would have in his car. She was afforded no such luxury in the country and would need to sign out any weapons from the armoury at the station.

Reaching a front window, she peered inside. No sign of life, nothing to suggest anything at all. She checked her watch, four minutes. In fact, she could hear the sirens in the distance. She desperately wanted to go inside the house, but common sense suggested waiting for uniforms to arrive.

“Fuck it.” Grabbing her radio, she said, “DI Foster, potential victims in danger, making entry.”

A distinct smell of gunpowder greeted her upon entry. It was faint but she knew it well, which meant that gunfire was recent, so recent that the perpetrator was probably still inside the building. She moved through the house, her movements cautious, well aware that she had nothing to protect herself other than her training. The front room was clear, as was the kitchen. 

Outside, the sirens arrived and turned off, tyres grinding on the gravel and doors slamming, as uniformed officers ran to the house.

“DI Foster?” A male voice called out.

“Rear of the house.” She called back. “Kitchen.”

They were soon with her. “Anything ma’am?”

“Not yet, but there is a smell of gunfire. Recent. Have your wits about you and search the place. I’ll take the upstairs, two of you with me.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

As two officers searched downstairs, another two joined Naomi. They returned to the front of the house to go up the stairs. Just as they did so, Anna walked in with Jane. “Help them downstairs, check for anything.” Naomi ordered.

Upstairs, the old house was neat but certainly not tasteful. The furnishings were over-the-top and garish. With a name like Federeva, Naomi had to assume she was Russian, which accounted for the furniture and wallpaper. A tart’s palace to say the least. The bedrooms appeared clear, but one of the rooms was used as an office, and it was in there that Naomi found the bodies of Sam Federeva and her overweight assistant of Tara Green, both expertly executed, one to the head, one to the chest. This was a professional hit, most likely retribution from Bakalov’s contacts. The question was how?

After an all-clear from the rest of the house, the rest of the officers joined the detectives upstairs, where they secured the crime scene. Instead of calling the DCI, Naomi called the Chief Constable directly and informed him of the situation, and the fact that Wells was now a missing person.

“If the hit was recent, you think they took DS Wells hostage?” He asked her down the phone.

“Yes sir, I think it looks that way.”

“Shit. Okay, I’ll inform DCI Chen. Listen, you have enough on your plate and this looks like an organised crime connection. I’m giving jurisdiction on this to Chen.”

This still didn’t explain Bakalov’s death. “Sir, with all due respect, this doesn’t explain Bakalov. Yes, maybe they were blamed for his death, but I don’t think they were responsible for his death.”

“Regardless, this part of the case is likely connected to the organised crime taskforce. You need to give them room to work. You wanted off SCS, and for good reason. Let them carry this burden.”

“Yes sir.” She sighed. She turned to the others. “Secure the room, wait for the arrival of the Serious Crime Squad. This is now their jurisdiction.”

“And Detective Wells?” Anna asked.

“Missing feared a hostage or dead. Likely Bulgarian mafia.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah. Call me when SCS get here. It’ll take them a while.”

The thought that Jimmy was in danger, or worse, dead, weighed on Naomi’s conscience as she drove back to Gates Hill. It was because of her that he was there, and it was because of her that he went there without her support. All those years of fighting organised crime in the city, all those attempts on their lives and they’d survived, then one trip to the country…

Instead of driving back into town though, Naomi continued on, driving into the forest to the quarry. There, she parked up and walked onto the grounds, looking around. She found one of the CCTV cameras and flipped it the bird. “Come fucking arrest me.” She told the camera.

Still, she didn’t really know what she was doing there. She just walked, following the cameras as far as they went into the forest, until they stopped but the forest didn’t. For a moment, she thought she was lost, but she’d essentially just walked straight.

There was nothing, just forest, dense forest.

She continued, walking in a what she deemed to be a circle around the quarry, all the way back to the road which led up to the gate where her car was parked, and nothing. She looked at her phone, no signal.

“Huh.” She said to herself. No sign of any building, government or otherwise.

Back in the car, she drove until she could find a signal, and then she pulled over and open Google Maps on her phone and selected satellite view. The area around her came into view, but the moment she moved over the quarry area, everything became fuzzy and blurred. It sort of made sense, governments tended to blur protected areas, but why blur the quarry itself?

Realising she wouldn’t find the government building, even if it did exist, she gave up and drove back to the station, grabbing a bite to eat along the way.

Around three that afternoon, she received word from Anna that Chen and her SCS team had arrived and were taking over the scene. Then a half-hour later, Paula Chen called her directly asking where Wells had been staying. Naomi told her and then agreed to meet her there.

When Naomi arrived, Paula was already inside the room going through Jimmy’s things. “Nothing of note here.” She said by way of greeting.

“Yeah, I didn’t think there would be.” Naomi said.

The pretty Asian woman pushed a part of her long black fringe out of her eyes. She gave Naomi a strained smile, one that said she wished she was seeing her again under better circumstances.

“How have you been?” Chen asked.

“Been better, been worse.” Naomi admitted.

“How were things with Jimmy?”

“Good. It was great to be working with him again. I would’ve gone with him today, had I not had to go to Heath End.”

She nodded. Clearly Chen had asked about Naomi’s whereabouts, after all, everyone was a suspect, until they weren’t.

“What’s the plan?” Naomi asked, knowing that Chen had to have had something in action already.

“I’ve got Connelly and Rookes working the case in the city, checking out the usual places. Bulgarians are playing innocent, don’t know anything, thought Bakalov was dead a while, that sort of shit. Ballistics are already working the bullets, but that gun is likely somewhere in the Channel by now.”

“In other words, we’ve got nothing.”

Chen nodded solemnly. They would need to work the informants and streets until someone cracked, and that could take a while, by that time, Jimmy would be dead.

“Jimmy mentioned you had something weird going on here. Some conspiracy.” Chen asked.

The bed looked soft, and right at that moment, Naomi just wanted to lie in it, but she settled for sitting on the edge next to Chen. She explained everything she had learned to date, and told her about the meeting with Caine and the Chief. Chen listened intently and didn’t interrupt, then sighed and shook her head.

“And I’ve been brought in to deal with what is brutally obvious as an organised crime operation, and one nobody knows anything about, the day after Jimmy tears Caine a new one at a crime scene.” Once more, Chen shook her head. “We’re wasting our time here.”

“Who?” Naomi asked, confused.

“SCS. This isn’t the mafia. This is retribution. Jimmy pissed someone off enough to get himself killed, and Federeva fit the bill to be a cover up perfectly.”

“So you think this is an inside job?”

“I guarantee it.” She sighed, standing.

“What are we going to do?”

“Our jobs. I’m going to have a team keep up appearances and go after the Bulgarians, and in the meantime, I’m going to help you solve this case, under the radar of course.”

“Thanks.” Naomi told her. “I really appreciate it.”

Chen shook her head. “This isn’t about you. It’s about Jimmy.”

She looked down and away, and Naomi caught a tear in Chen’s eye. It clicked, Paula Chen was divorced, Jimmy was single, they hung out a lot, so it made sense that they were probably dating. In fact, from the looks of things, Chen looked like she was in love. 

“I’m sorry.” Naomi said, softly.

“It is what it is. Goes with the territory.”

“Not when it’s one of your own, it doesn't.”

“True.”

When Naomi arrived at her house, she sat in the car and stared. She knew the right thing to do was to go to her husband, but the light on in Kali’s living room drew her to that house instead. Shutting off the engine, she got out of her car and strode determinately over the Kali’s house, and rather than ring the bell, knocked on the door urgently. 

The door swung open and Kali stared at Naomi without a word. Naomi stepped forward and placed her lips on Kali’s, pushing the door closed behind her.


Seven

In Naomi’s mind, whenever she had seen any sort of lesbian act in porn or in a movie, she’d always thought that it must be a very unfulfilling act, after all, without physical penetration, sex just isn’t sex, right? She knew that it would likely be pleasurable, sure, but just like masturbation, it just wouldn’t be perfect. Of course, she made that assumption on the basis that sexual penetration was always great and fulfilling, which it…well…wasn’t. In fact, the hypocrisy of her own thoughts never really mattered, until they did.

The level of intimacy, the touch, the time to insert a finger, the right number of fingers in the right place, the clever use of the tongue and where to use it, right down to the right pressure on the nipples at the right time, sent Naomi into an absolutely abyss of sheer perfect pleasure. Every single movement by Kali was timed so perfectly that Naomi did not have a moment where she felt bored or otherwise spent. It was like playing a finally tuned piano, except Naomi was the piano, and Kali was fucking Mozart!

Six hours. Six fucking hours, Naomi was taken, used, and played. Six hours, in which she tried to return the favour, only to be told that she’d get the chance another day, that that night was all about her. Six hours of non-stop pleasure of being taken to the edge, just to be taken a little bit back so that she could keep going. No breaks, no stops for the bathroom. Six hours.

Never in her wildest dreams had Naomi imagined that such pleasure existed. There was no going back from this. When she saw Kali’s muscular yet slender body completely naked up-close and personal, she realised that it was the body she wanted to kiss all over. The breasts were so perfect, not too big, not too small, like two ski jumps sliding down her chest, only to peak at the fat nipples, nipples that required sucking.

Six hours…

“It’s not like that every time, right?” Naomi asked, refusing to believe that she had been missing out on this sort of pleasure.

“Well,” Kali laughed, “It’s not usually six hours long, but when you have built up the dream in your head, you sometimes have to treat the experience as a banquet. I’ve dreamt about you a lot. But what about Michael?”

Naomi turned on her side and ran a hand down Kali’s smooth skin. “Michael knows. He’s okay with it.”

“And if one day you decide to be with me instead of him?”

“Then we will deal with it then. Better now than later.”

“I won’t ask you to leave him.” Kali stated, staring into Naomi’s eyes. Kali’s eyes were suddenly filled with sadness. “I still don’t believe you will want to be with me.”

“Why?” Naomi asked her, stroking her cheek.

“I just don’t. People don’t stay with me.”

Just when Naomi was going to answer Kali, her mobile phone rang. It was Michael, probably wondering if she was okay. Kali gave her a look and turned around.

“Hey, I’m over at Kali’s.” She said immediately into the phone.

“Okay. Will you be coming home soon?” Michael asked.

“No, I’m spending the night. I’ll be home tomorrow to get ready for work. I hope you understand?”

“Yeah, no, sure. It’s fine. Um, enjoy.”

“Thanks.”

She ended the call to see that Kali had turned back around and once again, she was smiling.  “Spending the night?” Kali asked.

“If you’ll have me?” Smiled Naomi.

Kali climbed on top of her new lover. “Sure, but I doubt we’ll sleep much. Anyway, training time. Ready to eat pussy for the first time?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” Naomi giggled, looking forward to new tastes and pleasures.

The two women kissed passionately, before Kali rolled onto her back and Naomi slid down her body. For the first time in her adult life, Naomi took another woman’s nipple into her mouth and gently bit down before sucking. She alternated between breasts for a while, her hands massaging at the same time, before kissing and licking her way down the smooth firm skin of Kali’s belly, to her smooth hairless crotch, and then without hesitation, plunged her tongue into Kali’s flowing cunt.

A hand grabbed Naomi’s head and Kali moaned with delight as Naomi explored the depths of Kali’s pussy with her tongue. For Naomi, the taste was smooth, not bad at all, better than men’s cum. She was waiting for Kali to direct her, tell her what to do next, but whilst she waited, she concentrated on what she liked from Kali, and it seemed to be working. Her tongue skilfully worked between her pussy and clit, not overpowering Kali, but keeping her in a heighten sense of pleasure. Vindication of her actions came through Kali’s moans.

“You’re a natural.” Kali gasped.

For the first time, Naomi looked up at Kali’s face, seeing Kali’s closed eyes and open mouth, head moving with each wave of pleasure. Even Naomi was getting off on her own actions and found herself moaning into Kali’s cunt.

“Fuck me, Naomi, fuck!”

Kali grabbed Naomi’s head tighter as Naomi began twisting Kali’s nipples. It was like Kali was pulling Naomi deeper, harder against her pussy. Naomi couldn’t help but grin as she stared up at Kali, until finally Kali screamed out in orgasm and her eyes bolted open, and suddenly, Naomi saw something she knew she would never forget. Kali’s eyes glowed red.

“What the fuck?” Naomi gasped.

Kali, who was still coming down from her climax, dropped her head to the pillow and sighed. “I knew it.” She moaned.

“What the hell happened with your eyes?”

“It’s genetic mutation. When I climax, a small amount of blood plasma floods my irises.”

Naomi gave an unbelieving look. “Your blood plasma glows, does it?”

“No, but when mixed with the colour of my iris, it gives the illusion of glowing. It’s a capillary problem, can’t be fixed, but it won’t kill me, thanks for asking.” Kali snapped, sitting upright.

Suddenly, Naomi felt horrible. She moved next to Kali and put her arm around her. “Sorry, I was just surprised. Really, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, not the first time.” Sulked Kali. “If I disgust you, then just leave.”

“No! Definitely not! If anything, thinking back, it’s cute. You actually glow when you cum.” Naomi chuckled, trying to make light of the situation. Kali sighed then chuckled too. “I’m really sorry Kali. Please forgive me, I should know better. It was just the moment, you know?”

“I know.” Kali replied, allowing her head to fall onto Naomi’s shoulder.

“Come back to bed.”

The two made love most of the night, and Naomi had multiple opportunities to see Kali’s glowing red eyes again. There was no reason not to believe Kali’s story, but it was definitely unusual, and whilst Naomi didn’t believe in the supernatural, something about Kali’s situation didn’t sit right with her.

Still, after just a couple of hours of sleep, Naomi awoke early to find Kali still fast asleep; her long flowing blonde hair spread out on the cushion behind her, as she slept contently on her side. Naomi stared at this beautiful creation and smiled, leaning over to kiss her cheek before quickly dressing and running out of the front door to change at home.

Michael was snoring when she got in. Rather than wake him, she jumped into the downstairs shower and washed there, still glowing from the amazing experience of the night before. It seemed that all her concerns and worries of the past days seemed irrelevant now, that her life finally had meaning, and it was all thanks to Kali.

Of course, it took just ten minutes of being in the office to check her emails for all of that worry-free feeling to just disappear.

The email was from Barry Evans to say that he had been placed on administrative leave. It seemed that Caine had more connections than him, and as such, Barry was placed on administrative leave pending an investigation into his behaviour. Naomi knew what it meant, and knew that she was next.

DCI Chen arrived there shortly after, and Naomi filled her in. Chen shook her head. “What a bastard!” She spat, wanting to drive down to Heath End and confront Caine herself.

“Caine isn’t the issue. He’s an arsehole, yes, but he’s covering his backside.” Naomi sighed. “The problem is higher-up.”

They sat there silently trying to come up with a plan but coming up blank, so Naomi changed the subject. “Have you ever heard of someone having a blood plasma leak into their iris when they orgasm that could cause eyes to glow red?”

Paula Chen looked up at Naomi with her mouth agape, then she burst out laughing. “You what?” She laughed, her body almost convulsing. “No.” She continued to laugh, eyes tearing up. “No I have not, and no, I don’t think anything like that exists. Why?”

“Because…” Naomi suddenly stopped, realising that she was about to admit she was having a lesbian affair to a superior officer.  “Never mind, just some stupid programme I was watching.”

But Chen wasn’t buying it. Her laughter was slowly subsiding as she realised Naomi was hiding something. “No, go on, tell me.”

Gulping, Naomi was kicking herself for bringing it up in the first place, but she also knew that Chen would know when she was lying. She leaned forward. “Okay, but don’t judge me.”

“Okay.”

“I have started having an affair.”

Chen shrugged. She knew lots of people having affairs. It happened. “Okay. And?”

“With my neighbour.”

“Cliché, but okay, and?”

“My female neighbour.”

“Oh, okay. Didn’t know you were that way inclined. Might have had a go myself a few years ago.” She chuckled, then got serious. “Sorry, bad joke. Go on.”

Taking a deep breath, Naomi relayed her night in far more detail than she would have liked. Chen squirmed a little in her seat, blushing, getting visibly turned on by the sexy details, but listening intently all the while. Naomi explained about the red eyes and then told her what Kali had said.

For a good minute, Chen didn’t say a word. Instead, she leaned back in the old office chair and looked up at the ceiling.

“Let’s take a beat a second.” She said. “What if the mine is not holding nuclear materials? What if it is the entrance to this so-called lab, and they have been doing some weird experiments on the locals? What if these experiments did something, I don’t know, say to the local water supply?”

“So you don’t think I’m mad?” Naomi asked.

“Oh, not mad. Horny? Yes. Bored housewife? Probably. Mad? No.”

Finally, Naomi sighed in relief. “So you think Kali has been infected by something?”

“I honestly don’t know what to think, other than that we really need to get inside that mineshaft.”

“There’s CCTV all over the place.”

Again, the two of them were quiet, but then Chen asked, “Can I talk to Kali?”

For a moment, Naomi was slightly taken aback by the question, and no, she didn’t want her superior questioning her new girlfriend. Why would she want to?

“She clearly knows everyone here, and was born and raised here.” Chen explained. “It would be nice to have a friendly person give us some insights.”

Actually, that made a lot of sense and Naomi wondered why she hadn’t thought about it herself, but she also knew that Kali could rub people the wrong way, namely Jimmy. Still, she wasn’t about to tell DCI Chen that she wasn’t allowed to speak to her.

“Let me call her and ask.” Naomi smiled.

“Give her some time to wake up.” Chen smirked. “After the night you just described, I’m guessing she’s shagged out.”

“Ha, ha.”

“Speaking of.” Chen said, standing and walking towards the kitchen area. “I’ve only had one coffee so far.”

“Oh, I’ll join you.”

Once more, Chen smirked, her Chinese heritage showing through her eyes which sparkled when she smiled. “Not surprising.”

It was gone ten by the time Naomi called Kali and explained exactly what she and Chen wanted. Of course, Kali was all too happy to come help her new lover.

As Paula Chen waited in the office with Naomi, Jane and Anna, she mused about Kali’s name, noting that she’d heard the name Kali used before, when she travelled as a student. Paula had taken a gap year, discovering her heritage in China, before making her way down through South East Asia, and into Sri Lanka and later India.

“Kali was often used as the name of a Hindi demon goddess. Depending on where you went, she was either seen as a demon who helped people, or a dark demon who devoured the flesh of the dead who had committed horrific acts of evil.” Chen pointed out.

Naomi snorted. “Are you saying my girlfriend is the devil?”

“Excuse me?” Squeaked Jane and Anna simultaneously.

Both Naomi and Chen seemed confused Iby Jane and Anna’s sudden surprised outburst. “What?”

“Girlfriend?” They said together.

“Oh, yeah. Erm…” Naomi looked at Chen nervously. “Never mind.”

Trying to change the subject as rapidly as possible, Chen said, “No, nothing of the sort. Just saying that was the name I heard. What’s her surname?”

“Ibliss.” Anna said, now suddenly interested in the conversation.

Chen’s face paled and she no longer wanted to continue the conversation. Naomi tried to press her to say what she wanted to say, but Chen simply shook her head and said she had nothing more to add.

They didn’t bother taking an interrogation room to sit Kali in because that might have made her feel defensive, so she joined them in their small detective’s office, with a cup of tea in her hands.

“You’re new.” Kali smiled at Paula Chen.

“Kali, this is DCI Paula Chen. Detective Sergeant Wells’ boss.”

Kali’s eyes widened in delight, “Oh Jimmy’s boss?” Then Kali’s expression changed to one of forced sadness, but almost as if she was implying more to what she said next, “So sorry to hear about what happened to him!”

In a rather strange turn of events, Chen turned away from Kali and shifted in her seat rather nervously. “Thank you.” She mumbled as Kali continued to stare at her.

But Kali continued. “It’s really bizarre that Jimmy was taken when how many people knew he was going there?  Ladies, did you know?” Both Anna and Jane shook their heads. “You knew Naomi. And I knew. What about you Paula, did you know?”

Again, Chen shift nervously. “Yes, of course. He reported to me the night before.”

“Hmm. How bizarre, right?”

It didn’t take much for Naomi to put the connection together, so she stepped in. “Kali, Chief Inspector Chen and Sergeant Wells are in a relationship.” She explained. “Much like we are now.” She stated, highlighting that they all had secrets.

Kali let out a loud laugh, then shook her head. “Yeah, that must be it, right Paula?” Kali said, her eyes piercing Paula’s.

“Yes, must be.” Paula practically whispered, forcing Naomi to wonder what was going on with the usually assertive and strong detective. In fact, ever since discussing Kali in the first place, things had been a little strange.

Rather than allow things to turn for the worse, Naomi decided to move on and explain to Kali why she was there. She explained that they simply did not have enough in-depth knowledge of the history of the town, and that given she was born there, maybe she could offer insight into its history.

For several moments, Kali was silent, looking between the women, but then she smiled and nodded. “You want to know the truth about this town, sure.” She began. “For centuries, this whole region was a meeting ground for pagan religious enthusiasts to meet. On the site of the quarry, before it became a quarry, was a huge ancient stone circle which people used to use for prayer and so forth.”

Kali paused for a moment to see who was paying attention, they all were. “The nine towns and villages were founded by members of the pagan cult from which they worshipped. The great-grandson of the main founder of Gates Hill, was a man named Asher Marcus, who started a mining company. He was the one who dug out the quarry, with the permission of the leaders of the other eight towns.”

At the moment, Chen sunk her face into her hands. She had clearly put something together that the others hadn’t, but she said nothing.

Once more, Kali continued. “Once the quarry was dug, they found a metal gate. The gate was opened and the mining team went inside and were lost forever.”

“And then the search party went in.” Anna nodded, having heard this part of the story before.

“No.” Kali stated, shaking her head. “That was a lie to satisfy the concern of the families. No search party went in. No emergency services were called.”

“Why?” Naomi asked.

This time, Kali paused, considering her answer. “I don’t know,” she lied. It was clear that she was lying.

“The government owns it now.” Said Naomi.

“I know.” Smiled Kali.

“Have you ever heard about a government research facility here, in the forest somewhere?”

Breathing in. “Yes, I have heard that story,” said Kali, “but I can promise you there isn’t one.”

“How so?” Anna asked.

“Because I have been in every single part of that forest, and have never seen it.” Kali replied authoritatively. “What I can say is this, and this is exactly what I told Max when he was here; there is a group that meets in the forest once a month, an offspring of the original cult I think. They have sexualised whatever the cult was after in the first place. Essentially, they go to an opening in the forest and have a great big outdoor orgy dressed in weird toga outfits.”

The women all shared a look, rolling their eyes.

After nobody said anything further for several minutes, Naomi spoke up and said she wanted to find a way to go inside that metal door that was claimed to be a mine.

“That would be a terrible idea.” Kali said firmly.

“Why?”

A baffled look appeared on Kali’s face. “I mean, people disappearing, weird things going on, boarded up. Why?  Why go in?”

“What can possibly happen? Whatever took or killed those people, a bear or whatever, has to be dead by now. If it’s some sort of gas or poison, there’s protective gear that didn’t exist back then.”

Kali leaned forward, a stern look on her face, but also one of disappointment. “So what’s stopping you?”

A chilling sensation ran down Naomi’s spine, leaving her feeling exceptionally vulnerable for some reason. She sat back, fear wrapped around her body.

“You can’t get in anyway without the government CCTV cameras being turned off. And then you need to find a way to unseal the door.” Anna explained.

Again, they were silent for a long time. Without looking at her, Chen asked Kali about her name. Shrugging, Kali explained that it was Hindi.

“No, not your first name, your surname. Unusual, isn’t it?” Chen asked, finally looking up at Kali, who smirked in response.

“Oh Paula, I think you and I know my surname is not all that unusual.”

“When I was travelling through India,” Chen stated, “there was a village I stopped off at. In the Hindu temple, there was a picture of a magnificent woman with dark evil eyes. I stared at this picture for a long time and spoke to a priest there about it. He had a book of paintings and he showed me the various forms of this woman. I asked if it was a goddess, and he said it wasn’t. It wasn’t even a Hindu picture, but an ancient form of Islamic demon.”

Kali was still smiling at Chen. “Really, how interesting? What was special about this demon?”

“Apparently, the demon, whilst Islamic in the stories, had connections to a demon in Hindu mythology. Souls of the most evil people on Earth were sent down to hell. This demon survived and became powerful by eating the flesh of evil.”

“Interesting.” Smirked Kali.

“But when the beautiful demon ate, she didn’t have normal teeth. Her whole mouth became hundreds of churning razorblades which when she sucked, churned the flesh off the bone.”

“Urgh! Disgusting!” Spat Jane, but now Chen’s story was beginning to interest Anna and Naomi, who were both leaning forward. Everyone in the room except Kali, was expecting Chen to continue, but she simply stopped there, done with what she needed to say. So Kali spoke up for her.

“What’s interesting about that story,” Kali stated, “Is that if that wasn’t mythology, one might even say that the demon was not a bad being at all, but rather a force of good, permanently removing the stain of evil from the universe. If one were to believe in the idea of a soul, then one might even suggest that simply keeping souls locked away might lead to their eventual escape into a new vessel, whereas a truly dark soul which has been completely destroyed, well, that’s a good service, right?”

Chen didn’t reply, but Jane did, agreeing with Kali’s assessment.

“Imagine if, for example, a corrupt politician, or someone in power, has been playing everybody’s friend for so long, but really has been working with some truly evil characters in return for money and power, and then that person is about to be found out by their closest friend, so ends up arranging that friend’s murder. Surely, you could say that that person is truly evil, right? That they deserve what’s coming to them?”

“I would argue that the point of the courts is to serve justice.” Chen said back to her.

“Oh, but the courts can be manipulated. Evidence can be lost.” Kali said. “No, I believe that in this case, that demon, in hell, will deal with that soul perfectly.”

“Thankfully, that demon is a myth, and would be in hell anyway.” Chen stated, staring into Kali’s eyes.

Once more, Kali smiled. “Yes. Thankfully.” She held Chen’s stare for a moment, before turning to the others and slapping her thighs. “I’m hungry. Anyone else hungry? Shall we all grab a bite to eat?”

Only Naomi said she would, leaving the others to sit there contemplating everything they had just heard. Once they were outside the station and walking towards the sandwich shop, Naomi finally spoke, making her concerns clear.

“If you know something I don’t, then you need to tell me.” Naomi stated.

“I don’t know what you mean.” Smiled Kali innocently.

Checking they were completely alone, Naomi stopped and took Kali’s hands. “Kali, listen. I wouldn’t be risking my marriage or career if I thought I didn’t feel something for you, or if I thought you didn’t feel something for me. I love Michael, yes, but feeling what I feel for you now, I’m not sure if it was ever the love a wife should feel for her husband. I,” she sighed, “I love you Kali, and that I took drugs with you, I would never have done that, even not for Michael. So if you have something you need to tell me, no matter what, you need to tell me.”

Kali’s smirk was gone and in its place was a pained, searching expression, trying to see if Naomi was telling her the truth. “Naomi, yes, I have feelings for you, and yes, I think I feel the same way you do. I’m not built for love, or at least, I never thought I was. I never knew love. If this is love, then I like this feeling, but I’m also scared of it. Give me time, please, to trust you. If I lose you right now, I don’t know what I’ll do. All I can say is, I’m on your side. As for Paula Chen, just be very careful of her. She’s not telling you the truth. I can spot a liar a mile away, and she is definitely hiding something from you.”

Naomi shook her head. “No, I’ve known Paula for years. She is a really nice person…”

“She’s not, Naomi. She really isn’t.” Kali said and began to continue to walk. Naomi grabbed her.

“How do you know?” Snapped Naomi.

“I just do, okay?” Kali sighed. “Look, I have a natural ability to sense things about people. You’ll think I’m weird or crazy, but it’s true. Just like I know you are a genuinely good, kind-hearted person who’d never hurt a fly. Paula Chen is hiding something from you. Something about Jimmy.”

They walked on, but Naomi’s brain was going at five thousand miles per hour. Jimmy reported back to Paula, as he always did. He told her about Bakalov, the accountant, as he should have done. Assuming Paula is a good cop, it would end there, she’d tell him to report back the following day. But assuming Paula was a corrupt cop, then she would have informed someone that Jimmy was onto them.

All of a sudden, little things which never made sense began to come together. Times when Naomi was about to make an arrest, only to find the person had disappeared, or evidence getting misplaced, mistakes on incident reports getting cases dismissed. It was never really considered that someone high level was corrupt, a corrupt junior office was always found, problem solved.

“Holy shit.” Naomi gasped, stopping in her tracks. “Paula’s corrupt.”

“Yes. But I doubt you’ll be able to prove it.”

That Kali knew it and clearly made Chen know that she knew, meant that Kali had put herself in danger. “She’ll kill you.”

“She won’t.”

“No, she won’t, but someone will.”

“No, they won’t, because that would put her firmly in the spotlight. That’s not what is going to happen.”

“What’s going to happen?”

“She’s going to plant evidence and blame me for Jimmy’s death. His body will suddenly show up, and I will get the blame.”

“Yeah, but you have an alibi.”

“No, I don’t.” Kali explained.

“Shit! You don’t. You were out running. But I can say…”

“No, you can’t, and you won’t. You are a good person, so don’t perjure yourself for me. I’ll be fine.”

Naomi couldn’t understand how Kali could be so calm about all this, nor how she was so intelligent at all this and not a cop herself; she’d make a great one. Still, she couldn’t lose her, not now, no matter what.

“I can’t lose you.” Naomi began sobbing.

Kali grabbed her and pulled her in for a long kiss, then let go. “I’ll sort it, don’t worry. Everything will be fine, but you need to trust me.”

“But…”

“Trust me. I love you, but trust me. And one more thing, please don’t ever open the gate.”

“What gate?”

“The metal door in the quarry. Don’t. I’ll explain why one day, not now. Please, just don’t.”

After lunch, Kali said she had work to do, leaving Naomi to head back to the station. Wanting to prepare her team for the worst, she found time to pull Jane and Anne aside and talk to them about Chen. At first, neither woman wanted to believe that DCI Chen was corrupt, but the more they thought about it, the more they realised there was something off about her.

“When she turned up at the crime scene, she knew exactly where to go and what to look for.” Anne explained. “I just thought she was very well briefed and had a good eye for evidence.”

“If something happens to Kali…” Naomi seethed.

“Let me start looking into things back at the city.” Anna told her. “See what I can find out.”

The next person to speak to for Naomi was Barry Evans, currently on administrative leave, but he needed to know what was going on. At first, Barry was hesitant to imagine Paula was anything but a top officer, but just like Naomi, a few minutes to think about some of the things that had happened on the organised crime case made him realise that her attitude and clean demeanour made her the perfect mole in the organisation.

“Jesus Christ.” He sighed, clearly frustrated that this had been happening under his watch. “Proving this will need a whole new taskforce, one I can’t setup right now. But I can speak to the Police Inspectorate and see what I can get going.”

“Just don’t let anyone inform her, otherwise she’ll bring us all down.”

“I understand.”

Like it or not, she couldn’t hide any of this from Michael anymore. When she arrived home, she pulled Michael to the sofa and sat him down, starting from beginning, about the murders in the forest, the conspiracies, and Paula Chen. He listened intently but the more she went on, the more he moved his hands, jitters she remembered from the past.

“I knew about the high number of deaths in the forest.” Michael admitted. “Can’t exactly keep that a secret. You’re a cop, so I knew you’d work on murders, and I know your work means occasionally facing danger, but I genuinely thought we were done with the mafia, free from these shackles. When you told me that you had a thing for Kali, well, I genuinely thought that you were finally free, but you never will be, will you?”

She stared at his sad eyes. “No, this job is my life.”

“No it isn’t. But I’m not, and I never will be.” Michael stood, kissed Naomi on the forehead, and then went to pack. “If you need me, I’ll be at mother’s house.”

Naomi wanted to sob, she wanted to feel remorse for her marriage falling apart, but she didn’t, she simply watched him pack up and leave. She felt nothing but relief. In fact, she wanted to run to tell Kali that she was hers now. Unfortunately, when she got there, the house was empty. She had to be on a run.

For the next hours, Naomi waited by the window, watching for her girlfriend, ready to share the news. Then finally she saw Kali approach her house from the darkness, and rather than be excited to run to see her, Naomi was horrified to see Kali’s eyes glowing red, and her body covered in blood.


Eight

For several minutes, Naomi sat there panting. She hadn’t had a panic attack for over a decade, not even during the worst part of her life, but now she felt like everything was falling about, and the one pillar in her life she genuinely looked forward to, was Kali, but seeing her covered in blood, clearly not her own blood, and certainly not in any sort of panicked state, made Naomi question if Kali had been telling the truth about anything.

Kali was out running the first night Naomi had seen her in her bedroom. She’d come home and had blood on her arm; she was covered in sweat. But it hadn’t been sweat, had it? It was too dark to tell if it was sweat, but thinking back, yes, just like today, it looked like blood. How could it not have?

Then there was the time the second body was found; Kali had been out then too. Then the night Jimmy went missing, out then too. Kali did a great job of convincing her that Chen was guilty, a master manipulator, but who was the murderer here?

Suddenly, Naomi realised that there was a body somewhere in that forest, a body likely belonging to Chen.

Grabbing her phone, Naomi ran downstairs and into a storage closet. There were her personal boxes, things she had packed away and told Michael not to touch. In there, she opened one of them and pulled out a small safe-box. Using the key on her keychain, she opened it and pulled out the small service pistol she still had, one of the few who was allowed to keep one at home due to the risk to life posed during her time in SCS. She knew she was not meant to take it out of the house, but there was no way she was going to do what she planned to do without a weapon.

Next, she slipped on her Nike running shoes and headed out with a torch into the forest, following the freshest foot prints she could see. She must have run two kilometres before the seeing a slight clearance in the distance.

Stepping through the foliage, she carefully moved forward towards the clearing, until she found what she was looking for. There lay DCI Paula Chen’s body, mangled and mostly eaten, just the face remaining.

“I told you; you’d end up hating me.” Kali’s voice said from behind her.

Naomi spun around; pistol drawn. “Stay back!”

Tears ran down Kali’s face. “I’m not going to hurt you, Naomi. I couldn’t, even if I wanted to.”

“What the fuck is wrong with you? How have you been doing this?”

Kali looked down at the ground and shook her head. “You’re such a clever detective, so good, but sometimes you don’t see what’s in front of your face, do you? Paula told you who I was, yesterday. She knew. She worked it out.”

This time, Naomi shook her head, but she did so out of confusion. “What are you on about?”

“My name, Naomi. What’s my name?”

“Kali, it’s Kali. Why?”

“Kali what?”

“Kali Imbliss.” Said Naomi, confused once again.

Again, Kali shook her head and looked away, biting her lip to hold back tears. “No Naomi. You know, Jimmy said my name wrong too. By the way, no matter what you think, I didn’t kill Jimmy. Chen is one hundred percent responsible for that.”

“You’re lying!” Naomi screamed, just as fat blobs of rain began to fall around them, causing the blood to roll down Kali’s face and body. “You’ve been manipulating me this whole time.”

“No, never once.” Kali cried. “I love you.”

“I thought I loved you! But how can I believe a word you’ve said?” Screamed Naomi. “You’re under arrest.”

“You can’t arrest me, Naomi. No cell would keep me.” Kali pleaded. “Listen to me, please! My surname!”

“What about it?” Naomi screamed, tears running down her cheeks now, as the rain fell hard, soaking both of them.

“Say it! Say it properly! Think!”

Naomi thought back to where she heard the name first. Anna. Kali Imbliss…Kali Im…no, that wasn’t it. Not Imbliss. Ibliss. Kali Ibliss. She thought. Living in the city, Naomi dealt with a multitude of cultures. She spent time in churches talking to priests, synagogues talking to rabbis, and mosques talking to Imams. Many times she had heard each refer to criminals as devils on the street. In Arabic, the word was iblis.

“No.” Naomi muttered. But then the memory of what Chen had said came back to her. An ancient form of Islamic demon. Her whole mouth became hundreds of churning razorblades which when she sucked, churned the flesh off the bone. “No!” Naomi sobbed, lowering the gun slightly as she processed this all. This demon survived and became powerful by eating the flesh of evil. Of evil. Finally, everything made sense. Only those who had at some point in their life caused heinous crimes were killed.

Naomi lowered her gun and collapsed next to the body of Chen and cried loudly. She’d lost everything in her life, she was surrounded by evil and corruption, and she could do nothing about it. If this woman was the devil, she couldn’t arrest her. What would she tell the judge? She had failed as a police officer, and there was no-one to help her.

“Why me?” Naomi asked as Kali stepped forward and sat down on the ground in front of her.

“Just the way things worked out, Naomi.” Kali shrugged. “You bought a house next to me. I was attracted to you the moment we met. Your innocence. Your purity. I don’t know why you are attracted to me.” Kali wiped away a tear. “Why would you ever love a monster like me?”

There was a moment where Naomi really didn’t want to look up at her, didn’t want to acknowledge the self-pity, but she wasn’t strong enough, and regardless of what she had just found out, she couldn’t deny that she had fallen deeply in love with the demon.

“Show me.” Naomi said firmly.

“Naomi…” Whispered Kali.

“No. I want proof. I want to know. Show me!” Screamed Naomi.

“You’ll hate me.”

“Maybe I’ll hate you regardless. Show me!”

She thought it over for a minute, looking away, before nodding, her eyes now expressionless, resolute in the knowledge that her one hope of a relationship was over.

Kali’s tongue moved in her cheeks, as though stretching the skin. Then gulping, she opened her mouth wide and as she did so, all over her mouth, the gums and skin opened up as razor thin teeth pushed out and began moving in cylindrical motions around the jaws and cheeks. It resembled some sort of horrific, bizarre meat grinder. Naomi stared intently from a distance, but then moved forward, putting her face close, looking inside.

As Naomi moved, Kali’s eyes looked down at her, surprised that she was not afraid, but rather curious.

“How?” Naomi asked, still looking inside. Like a kid wondering if boiling water is hot and wanting to check with their fingers, Naomi almost tried to do the same. Thankfully, Kali was quick enough to retract the teeth and close her mouth.

“That would’ve been really silly.” Kali told her.

“Er, yeah. Where are they? How does that happen?”

“I’m a demon, Naomi. I am a member of hell. My role is to rid the universe of the worst evil, not to punish them, there are others who punish based on lesser crimes. I must feed on evil, otherwise I die. The day there is no evil in this world, is the day I die.”

“Which means you live forever.” Sighed Naomi.

“Looks that way.” Agreed Kali. “I cannot harm good people. If I do, it will alert hell, and I will be taken, and no, not returned to hell, but burned and destroyed.”

Naomi shook her head. “But why are you here? Why on Earth?”

“The idiots in the cult opened an ancient portal to hell. I was by the exit when they opened it, and rather than let any souls back onto Earth, I ran out and closed it. Unfortunately, I did it with the miners inside, but I had no choice. One second longer, and real evil could’ve been released. Our job in hell is to punish those who must be punished, reform souls who can be saved, before returning them. Those who cannot be saved are either tortured, or, true evil, murderers, rapists, and so on, are sent to me, and I eat them, swallow their heart, and their soul. Without me, hell will become overcrowded with evil, and all will be lost to them.”

Sighing, Naomi nodded. “You closed the gate, and now you can’t open it again.”

“Right. If I did, things would get worse. So I do my work here on Earth.”

“But…there are more of you, right? In hell.”

“There are five of us. One is lazy. One hates god so much that she refuses to work.”

“How can you manage? Are you killing, or taking murders from here?”

“No. I travel. I just live here, but in my hundred years here, I have taken many. Some I cannot get to, because the police get there first. They will be dealt with in hell. But I do what I can with those who cannot be arrested.”

Finally, Naomi looked down at Paula and sighed. “She killed Jimmy.” She finally acknowledged.

“In a way. She informed the Bulgarian mafia that he was on his way to interview Federeva. She would have given up everything, so they came down and took care of everything. They needed Jimmy to stay missing, no body, because a murdered cop rings bigger alarm bells. His body is in the Channel. But don’t think Paula’s hands were clean either. She has killed in the past. Paula Chen isn’t even her real name. It’s Svetlana Yantarova. She’s not Chinese, but Kalmyk. Russian.”

“Fuck!”

“Yeah.”

They sat quietly for a moment, neither looking at each other. Naomi was confused and lost in her thoughts, but for some reason, realising that Kali was telling her the truth, and that she was a force far more powerful and important than any police officer, somehow made her feel okay with what Kali was doing. Was it gruesome? Sure, but who was she to judge? Kali was made that way. It was who she was. She wasn’t killing innocent people, she was going after some really nasty ones.

Then Naomi thought about if Kali should have told her the truth to begin with, but that was a ridiculous idea too. If Kali really felt something for her, of course she wouldn’t say something which would potentially scare her away. Now things were out in the open, Naomi asked herself how she felt about Kali, and all she came back to was, I love her. So she reached out a hand and placed it on Kali’s rain-soaked leg, causing it to flinch until Kali realised that it was a loving touch.

Kali bawled. She sobbed louder and harder than she ever thought possible. “You still want me?” She asked in disbelief. “After seeing what a beast I am, you still want me? Why?”

“You’re no beast, Kali. You’re who you are, and no human can change that. But you are not evil. You were right yesterday. The demon was not a bad being at all, but rather a force of good. You are good. And hell, I love you, Kali. Nothing is going to change that, and no matter what, I’ll protect you. I’ll help you fulfil your duty. But most of all, I’ll be by your side forever.”

With a hiccup and a sniff, Kali forced a smile through the tears. “And what about Michael?”

Also crying, Naomi sniffed too and then laughed, “He left me. He left me and I’m so happy he did.”

“Oh Naomi!”

“Kali!” The two grabbed each other, kissing in the rain next to the chewed up remains of the former corrupt officer Chen, or whatever her name was.

After breaking off, Naomi looked down and said, “I guess we should do something about the body.”

“I can no longer touch it.” Kali said. “The soul is gone, so the vessel is diseased. That is why I don’t eat the whole body, because I can only eat as far as the soul. Once I find the soul, I finish eating, which is a shame.”

“Why?” Naomi chuckled.

“Ach, because you humans taste so good!”

Naomi scrunched up her face. “Yeah, no something I ever expected my girlfriend to say, but sure, why not? Then let’s go home.” She said, taking Kali’s hand and walking away from the body. “Have you ever tried ostrich?”

“Erm, no…” Kali smirked.

“Low cholesterol red meat. Very tasty. Better than beef, and surely better than human meat.”

“Nah. Human meat is the best, and without it, I literally die.”

“Okay then. Human meat it is. Wonderful.” Naomi laughed, pulling Kali tight. Jesus, if Michael could see her now, dating a demon.

The moment they were through the door to Kali’s house, the two women were kissing. Kali noted she was still covered in blood, but Naomi didn’t care. For some reason, knowing who Kali was now, it turned her on even more.

Naomi stripped off her wet clothes, pulling Kali to her into another embrace. The blood spread between their bodies. “Why am I getting off on this?” Naomi asked causing Kali to chuckle.

“I really don’t know.”

They fell to the bed, knowing the bedding would be ruined and would need to be burned, in fact, so would their clothes, but right now, Naomi wanted nothing more than to dive between those legs and lick. She slid down Kali’s body, the blood acting as a lubricant between them, until Naomi found her goal. Thankfully Kali’s pussy was clean, free from blood, which meant Naomi could set to work, and she did so with gusto.

The trill of the phone awoke them both. Looking down at herself first, Naomi noted that Chen’s blood was still all over her. She reached for the phone and saw Anna’s name on the screen.

“Yeah?” She asked groggily.

“Boss, we’ve got another. And, erm, I think you’re going to want to see this one.” Anna told her.

“Okay. I’ll be right there. Forest, right?”

“Right.”

The two women in bed shared a look. Kali looked at her lover with nervous eyes, but Naomi simply kissed her and told her it would be okay. Naomi then nipped into the shower to wash, but sensing she might need genuine help getting all the blood off, Kali ran in with her, running her soaped hands all over Naomi’s body, and then Naomi returned the favour. Of course, that meant another session of fingering each other to climax under the showerhead.

“I need to go home. Can I borrow a t-shirt?” Naomi asked.

“Sure.” Said Kali, opening a wardrobe to pull out a long yellow t-shirt.

“Thanks honey.” Giggled Naomi, slipping it on, kissing her again, and running home.

Fifteen minutes later, Naomi was walking up to Anna, who cocked her head at her boss.

“You’re getting settled then?” Anna noted.

“How do you mean?”

“You found us pretty easily. You must be getting used to this forest now.”

Naomi pulled out her iPhone and unlocked it, revealing the Find My GPS location, and then smirked at Anna, who rolled her eyes in a way that implied Naomi was cheating.

“So where is she?” Naomi asked.

“She?” Replied Anna.

“The vic. I always say she. I’m a woman.”

“Right. Well I’m afraid you’re right this time. This way.”

They walked in the direction of Paula Chen’s body, the location Naomi had been just hours previously, in the rain. It occurred to her that in the rain she probably left footprints behind, but thankfully, the growth covered any muddy parts.

“It’s DCI Chen, ma’am.” Anna noted as they approached the body, but unlike previous times they had visited a murder site, this time Anna watched for Naomi’s reaction.

“Jesus Christ.” Sighed Naomi.

“Yeah. Same MO as the previous vics. Cartwright is on his way, so we can guess what he’s going to say.”

“Yes we can. And this time, I’m going to agree with him.” Naomi noted.

“Ma’am?” Anna looked confused.

Turning to Anna, Naomi put on a frustrated expression. “The Chief Constable tried to speak up, and now he’s on administrative leave, pending dismissal. Jimmy tried to speak up, now he’s missing, presumed dead. DI Kirkland tried to speak up, and now he’s dead. When I believed I was investigating the murders of innocent people, this was a priority for me, but so far, your own investigation has proven that the victims were far from innocent. In fact, they were down-right evil.”

“But ma’am, vigilante justice is not what we are about.” Anna complained, the pitch of her voice rising with her frustration. “If these people were guilty then they should have been brought to justice!”

“Some would argue they were, sergeant.”

“No, this isn’t justice. This is just replacing evil with more evil.”

“Paula Chen would never have met justice. She had the mafia, judges, and the government on her side.”

“We have no proof of that. We had ideas, we had thoughts, your thoughts, in fact, but no physical proof!” Anna screamed. “For all we know, she was an honest cop and Wells is still out there somewhere awaiting rescue, and now we’re left with what? Another dead fucking body!”

Naomi’s face turned into a scowl. “Detective Sergeant, if you have a problem with the way I conduct my investigations, you can keep it to yourself. Last I checked, I was the superior officer here.” She snapped, causing Anna to look away nervously. In that moment, Naomi realised she was being too conspicuous, so she calmed herself and tried a different spin. “Look, Anna, I’m sorry. This…after everything I’ve been through; I thought I was done with this shit. My husband left me last night, because of all this.”

Anna visibly calmed. “I’m sorry ma’am.”

“No, it’s my fault. I invest everything into this job and nothing into myself. Apart from you, nobody is on my side, and I just can’t play that game anymore. This is a losing battle. If I thought leadership would support me, I’d do more, but they won’t. We have to pick our battles, and I’m sorry, but we won’t win this one.”

The disappointment was written across Anna’s face, not disappointment that they were giving up, but rather disappointment that this woman who she had respected these past days, was as weak as the rest of the leaders before her.

“Yes ma’am.” Anna said, turning to walk to Cartwright who was just stumbling up to the clearing.

For a moment, Naomi breathed a sigh of relief, but she did so with a heavy heart. She hated disappointing this young sergeant, wanting to be an example for women in positions of power; but she had meant what she had said, she had to choose her battles. In the past, she had chosen them over Michael, because Michael clearly just wasn’t that important to her, but Kali was. Kali was important to the world, but she was critical to Naomi. For the first time in her life, Naomi was in love; really in love.


Nine

Anna walked away from the crime scene feeling hurt and angry. Under Max Kirkland, she had watched him fall apart over the case, and sure, she didn’t want that for Naomi, but at least Kirkland hadn’t given up. Maybe it was the female connection, the fact that she wanted Naomi to be a role model, and now, she was just like the rest of them.

Well Anna wasn’t giving up.

Paula Chen was clearly corrupt, she believed that, so step one for her was to prove it. If she could prove Chen was a dirty cop, then maybe she would win support to investigate her death further, and in turn, that would open up the possibility to crack this thing finally.

The other thing Naomi had been right about, she felt, was that the metal mine door needed opening and investigating. That would be the most difficult part of all of this.

One of the advantages of having Naomi step in was that her first duty was to speed up the internet connection, modernise at least the detective’s computers, and get them access to the central police systems. This meant that Anna believed she would have access to Chen’s cases. Unfortunately, Anna was about to find out that it was never going to be that simple.

Paula Chen was a high-ranking officer in the Organised Crime Unit of the Serious Crime Squad. Because SCS investigated dangerous criminals and corruption politicians, access to their data was heavily restricted and required approval from someone higher in the chain of command, or a court order.

As a junior in the police force, in a small station, Anna didn’t really have any connections she could turn to who could directly authorise things, but she did know one person who had.

What Naomi was not aware of was that Anna’s ex-husband was actually a member of Special Branch, a police unit who liaised with the Security Services on matters of national security. If there was one thing for certain, Special Branch was higher up, but Anna’s ex-husband, was not. He was as junior as she in the police, but he was very likeable…to other men. He was a jock-idiot type, which meant he didn’t really understand women, hence why they were divorced.

They had parted ways on okay terms, not great, not terrible. They kept it cordial for the sake of their daughter, which meant Anna hoped he would do her this one favour.

“No, absolutely not.” Darren told her. “Do you know how much of a stink this would raise for me?”

“It’s an active investigation.” She tried to explain.

“Says here that it’s already closed as death by dangerous wild animal.” She forgot that he was a computer whizz, which meant he could type faster than she could speak.

“Please Darren. I can’t explain, but if I can find out who she was working with, maybe we can find a missing cop.”

Darren sighed down the phone line. “I’ll ask around, see if I can call in a favour, but you owe me.”

“Anything.”

“I want Tracy for Christmas.”

Anna could feel the heat rising to her cheeks, and she desperately wanted to tell him to go to hell. Instead, she squeezed out, “Fine. This year, you can have her for Christmas.”

“Let me call you back once I know more. But I can’t promise.”

“It’s all I ask. Thanks.”

Leaning back in her chair, Anna tried to work out what changed in twenty-four hours which would see such a rapid shift in Naomi’s desire to solve the case. That her husband had left her was bad, and in anyone else, she would agree that this was the cause, but Naomi had been through worse, and even said that if Michael left during the organised crime case, she would have continued with the case as that was too important.

She realised that whilst she would have liked to believe that she’d found out all about her new colleague in that short amount of time, she knew that there was far more to Naomi. To her knowledge, there was one person who knew her better than her husband, and that was Barry Evans, the Chief Constable.

Now, calling the regional Chief Constable was a big no-no. Naomi did it because they were friends, but Anna did not know the guy. However, Barry was on enforced leave, and he had just lost a member of his squad. It would be quite reasonable to speak to him about this.

Finding his personal number was easy enough. The Police Transparency Movement, setup by Barry, meant that he liked to post his contact information on internal boards.

She dialled the number and waited, and then it was answered. “Barry Evans speaking.” Said the polite, posh voice.

“Chief Constable, sorry for bothering you. This is Detective Sergeant Anna Parker of Gates Hill. Do you have a moment to talk?”

“Oh, of course DS Parker. What can I do for you?” He said, seemingly happy to be talking police business.

“Sir, I’m not sure if you have been informed yet, but this morning we found DCI Paula Chen’s body in the forest. It is another case of wildcat, but I think we are all clear on what that really means.”

“Indeed. And that is terrible news.”

“Sir, being candid, the most terrible part of the news is that Paula Chen did not get the chance to stand trial.” Said Anna, wondering if she had gone too far, but Barry chuckled.

“Some may say, Sergeant, that she would never have stood trial anyway. She had herself pretty well covered. But I’m sure this is all something I will be discussing with DI Foster.” He said, implying that he wanted to know why it was her calling him and not DI Foster.

“Sir, I realise Naomi is a friend, and I have the utmost respect for her. I want to see her as a role model, which is why I find it hard to have this conversation with you.” She took a deep breath. “This morning, when we found Detective Chen’s body, Naomi, DI Foster, said she had given up trying to chase the killer and even went so far as to say that the killer was doing good work. It seemed completely different to the Naomi I spoke to yesterday, the one who wanted to deal with Chen and bring her to justice.”

The phone was quiet for a moment. “That doesn’t sound like Naomi. She would never give up. What else don’t I know?”

“Her husband has left her.” She told him.

“About time. That’s been in the works since before they were married, so I doubt that put her off.”

“She’s having an affair.”

Again, Barry was silent, and then he even sounded a little sad, as he said, “Oh.”

“Is that the Naomi you know?”

“No.” He said softly. “No, regardless of how she felt about Michael, she was always too honest to cheat on him. Do you know who?”

“Yes. Her neighbour, Kali Ibliss. A woman.”

Barry scoffed into the phone, and for a moment, Anna thought it was because he was surprised to hear it was a woman, but then Barry said something which woke Anna up inside. “Her name is Kali Ibliss. Kali, as the Hindu demon Kali, and Ibliss, the Islamic devil? Her parents must have hated her! Who on Earth would name their child that? Insanity.”

But Anna was no longer listening. She was remembering the previous day’s conversation with Chen and Kali.

“Still there?” Barry asked.

“Sorry sir, just thinking. Sir, I’ve asked a connection in Special Branch to get me access to DCI Chen’s files. I want the chance to go through them to see if I can spot anything.”

“Good idea. Will be good to get a fresh eye on it.”

“I would appreciate it if you kept this between you and me for now. I’m not suggesting anything untoward regarding Naomi, more that I think she is a bit under pressure by all this and maybe isn’t making the right decisions.”

“Hmm, normally I wouldn’t appreciate going over chains of command, but given everything that has been on lately, I’d say we’re in a bit of pickle internally. You have my word that I will keep things to myself, for now, but should I deem it necessary to bring Naomi into the fold, I’ll need to do it. At least for now, I’m under zero obligation to do anything. I’m suspended.” He chuckled.

“Yes sir. Sorry sir.”

“No worries. Save my number and I’ll save yours. I expect regular updates please. Directly.”

“Understand, and I appreciate your trust.”

“Good luck Sergeant.”

As Anna ended the call, she opened her internet browser and searched for the demon Kali. Like so many mythological figures, you could read a hundred different stories, good and bad. But what stepped out in the list was from Pritathi, a small very religious village, where the demon Kali was named one of the five devourers of evil.

“The idea of reincarnation is enshrined in the Hindu belief system, that once your life ends, your soul, of sorts, is placed into the next vessel. The vessel is decided based the type of life you have lived, how deserving you are. In the Pritathi ancient belief system though, the idea of reincarnation is taken away from those who are deemed too evil. Murderers are just some of those who have to have their lives ended completely, and to do that there are five demons who feed on the souls of evil.”

She read on. “Kali was most noted for being a just, prominent demon, who wanted to rid the world of all true evil. In essence, if she was ever successful, she herself would cease to exist.”

“The way souls are devoured is rather gruesome. When the soul arrives in hell, Kali passes judgement over the soul. She is able to see the truth, see lies, and knows when she is in the presence of true good and true evil. The beautiful demon then grows razor sharp teeth across the top and bottom of her mouth, her cheeks and hooks on her tongue. The teeth circulate around her mouth and cheeks, as she sucks the flesh off the bones of the victim whilst they are conscious, until the soul is found. The soul travels around the body, rather than forms a whole or a specific area in the body, which is why each mutilated body is different. Once the soul is found, that is the point when the flesh is deemed dead, and not fit for consumption or handling.”

“Urgh!” Anna said to herself, closing the screen and moving to a clean tab. Basically, what she had just read described the murders to a T, but she knew better than to believe mythology. Someone had come up with a way to mimic the behaviour of the demon, and given Kali’s name, she immediately reached the conclusion that Kali was the murderer.

But Kali was young, too young to do over a century’s worth of murders. Her parents had named her Kali, probably for a reason. Maybe her grandparents had started it all, made some sort of strange tool to perform the murders?

And yet Anna knew that she had nothing at all. No proof, no evidence, just a guess based on a strange name.

“Ibliss – demon.” She typed into Google.

“Showing results for Iblis – demon.” Google wrote back. And there it was. “The leader of the devils (shayāṭīn) in Islam.”

Now Anna was certain. Kali was the killer, and on top of that, she was manipulating Naomi. But how? Why? And why was the government so insistent on hiding the fact that there was a serial killer?

In some way, Anna realised Naomi was right, without speaking to the Home Office, without asking why and not getting fired or worse, there was no way to find out or solve the truth. But what if the problem in the government was not down to the Home Office, but rather local politicians?

As far as Anna was aware, the local minister of parliament had been around for a while. She searched for Jerry Dayton and found his details. Perhaps it was time to visit Mr Dayton.



Naomi tapped her teeth with the pen and stared at her subordinate. She knew that Anna was up to something and she knew it wasn’t anything good. Or rather, it wasn’t anything good for Kali. It hurt her to lie to such a young, impressionable officer, but she really didn’t know how to explain all of this to her.

Thankfully for Naomi, being the one to authorise and put in the new computers meant that she could set it up how she wanted, and in this case, she demanded to have oversight over her subordinate’s use of the devices. So once Anna left the office, Naomi began to look at what Anna had been searching, finding details around Kali in her search history. Anna was clearly a skilled officer, and worked fast.

What Naomi hadn’t been expecting was the name Jerry Dayton, MP. She hadn’t heard the name of the local politician, who lived nearby, but she knew it meant something. Anna had left to go somewhere, Naomi had to assume it was to see Dayton.

Dialling Kali’s number, she waited for her demon girlfriend to pick up. When Kali finally answered, she did so with a purr of desire.

“Honey,” Naomi began, “I’d love to flirt with you all day, but I need to ask you something. Jerry Dayton.” And Naomi heard a sharp intake of breath. “Oh god… Tell me.” Naomi said.

Kali paused, then said, “When I walked into the quarry and shut the gate, I wasn’t alone. The man who sent the miners in was there.”

“What man?” Naomi asked.

“The owner. Asher Marcus.”

“Asher Marcus.” Sighed Naomi. “You made a deal with him, and as such, he made a deal with the government.”

“Um, sort of. Asher Marcus is an evil, selfish man. I control him, make him work for me, and in return, he will not be eaten. Yes, he controls the government, or rather, keeps them away from the quarry.”

Naomi paused. She was talking about Marcus in the present. “Wait. Marcus is still alive?”

“Yes. I keep him alive.” Kali explained. “He is Jerry Dayton.”

With wide eyes, Naomi realised that Anna was on her way to question a very dangerous man. “Kali, Anna is on the way to talk to him.”

“Naomi, you need to stop her!” Kali screeched. “Please!”

Without hesitating for a moment, Naomi ended the call and dialled Anna. She had no other choice, she needed to tell Anna the truth. Unfortunately, Anna wasn’t picking up. So Naomi tried Find My, only to find Anna had disabled location sharing. She no longer trusted Naomi.

Grabbing her coat, Naomi dashed out the door, running down to dispatch. “Get me DS Parker on the radio.” Naomi stated to the man at the desk. Unfortunately, there was no response over the radio either.

That was it. Naomi had no other choice. “Kali,” She said into the phone moments later. “I can’t reach her. I have Dayton’s location, I’m on the way there now. Join me there.”

“I’m already heading there.” Kali told her.

“Good. We need to tell Anna the truth.”

Kali sighed down the line. “You realise this maybe the end of our relationship?”

“Maybe. Or maybe she’ll understand.”

“She won’t.” Sighed Kali. “She definitely won’t.”

The drive to Abaddon was short. All the Nine Gates villages were close, and in this case, it was just a ten-minute drive, mainly because Naomi flew there at high-speed with the blues flashing and the siren loud. When she arrived at Dayton’s large manor house, she found Anna’s car already there, but still no sign of Kali.

Rather than look for a doorbell, Naomi hammered on the door, demanding that Dayton open. When the door opened, Naomi half-expected a maid to open it, but instead, saw the gaunt, grey figure of a weak old man.

“What the blazes are you doing, woman?” The old man whined. “Are you trying to knock down the bloody house?”

“Mr Dayton, where is my partner? DS Parker?” Naomi demanded.

Anna stepped out from around a corner. “DI Foster, what’s the matter? How did you find me?”

“Anna.” Naomi sighed, calming her heart. “You’re okay.”

“What?” Asked Anna. “Why wouldn’t I be okay?”

Behind them, Kali car came crunching on the gravel driveway at high speed. Dayton’s face visibly sank. “Oh bugger.” He frowned, as Kali got out of the car.

“What’s she doing here?” Said Anna with a scowl.

“I suppose you’d better all come inside.” The old man stated, walking away from the door. “I think, Sargeant, you are about to hear the answer to your question.”

“What question?” Naomi asked, walking into the large foyer, looking at the expansive hallway and huge double staircase.

Turning to face her, Dayton watched as Kali shut the door. “The question as to why I’m blocking the investigation of all these murders.”

All three women shared a look as Dayton hobbled towards another room, although Anna’s look was rather accusatory, whereas Naomi’s was apologetic. The followed the old man into a very pretty, oldy-worldly sitting room, complete with old-fashioned, but visibly expensive antique furniture, high-ceilings, and crystal chandeliers.

“Can I interest any of you in a fine Scotch?” The man asked, heading towards a decanter. “It’s over fifty years old and worth more than you’ll make in a century.”

“No, thank you.” Naomi stated.

“I have my own, as you already know, Asher.” Kali replied.

“Asher?” Anna asked, snapping to look at Kali.

Before saying anything further, Kali relaxed into an old armchair. “Oh yes, Anna.” Kali said with that purr of self-satisfaction that she used as a defence measure. “Jerry Dayton is just one of the names Asher here has used over the years. Obviously though, his name is one which you should know by now. Anna Parker, meet Asher Marcus, once owner of Asher Marcus Mining.”

DS Parker scoffed, shaking her head in disbelief. “Right. That would make him the oldest man in the world.”

“Right now, that he is, I assure you.” Kali explained. “You see. Mr Marcus, or Mr Dayton, however you want to call him, is a former cultist, cum slave to hell. The idiot thought it would be a good idea to open a gateway to hell. He knew it was a gateway to hell, of course, but thankfully, I was nearby to stop anyone else from getting out. I found Asher stood waiting to hear back from the poor souls he sent in, in his place. Obviously, I couldn’t kill him. I needed him to make sure nobody else went in that gate, and to cover for me so I could continue to do my job.”

Sighing, Parker looked at Naomi with a mixture of anger and disappointment. “Uh-huh. So you admit to murdering the people in the forest?” She asked.

“No, I don’t admit to murdering the people in the forest.” Kali stated. “I admit to killing the souls responsible for the deaths of many, many people. But you think I’m human. Tell you what. Cuff me.”

“Pardon me?” Anna asked. Even Naomi moved forward, wondering what on Earth Kali was up to.

“Cuff me.” Said Kali, holding out her wrists. In fact, she stood, wrists together, and moved towards Anna. “Go on. You think I’m a murderer, cuff me.”

“Fine.” Anna snapped. “Kali Ibliss, you are under arrest for the murder of over two hundred people, and the disappearance of…”

“Stop with the fucking bullshit and put the damned cuffs on me!” Snapped Kali.

“Right!” And Anna pulled out the cuffs, placing the metal around Kali’s wrists, only to watch the metal turned to red dust and fall to the floor. Instantly, Anna jumped backwards in horror. “What the fuck?”

Then Kali began wiggling her tongue in her mouth. Naomi stepped forward and placed a hand on Anna’s arm and told her that Kali was going to show her something, and that she shouldn’t freak, that she cannot harm anyone innocent.

Anna watched in horror as Kali opened her mouth and showed her the meat-grinder she had in there. The poor girl was left speechless and found herself falling to the floor, though her eyes couldn’t leave Kali. “But… but…”

“Sorry Anna.” Naomi told her. “I only found out last night.”

When Kali’s mouth returned to normal, Anna told the old man that she would have that whiskey after all. Finally sat down, tears ran down Anna’s face. Her whole body shook at the enormity of what she had just found out.

“Nothing I have done until now has been worth anything. Max’s death was for nothing.” Sobbed Anna.

“It’s simply not true.” Said Kali. “You make a difference to us all here. The people I took, they were beyond evil.”

“But we have a justice system for a reason.”

“Yes, and it works, sometimes.”

Explaining it this way wasn’t the way to calm the girl. Instead, Naomi explained it the way she understood it. “At the end of the day, Kali shouldn’t be here.” Naomi said softly. “She’s here because of him.” She pointed at the old man, who shrugged. “But she can’t go back anymore, and if she doesn’t do her job, then she dies.”

Anna looked up at Naomi. “She has to eat us, or she dies?”

“Evil. She has to eat evil souls.”

“In hell.”

“No, here.”

“No.” Anna squeaked, frustration pushing through her voice. “No. Her place is in hell, with the others. This is our world, not hers. I’m sorry that she needs to do such a shitty job, but when she got out, she should have let herself die.” Anna turned to Kali. “I appreciate you deal with evil in hell, but in this world, in our world, we have to make our own mistakes. This is our humanity, our justice system. You are killing evil people, yes, but before their time is up. Who knows what these people are meant to do next?”

“But this is genuine evil. Hitler-level evil.” Naomi tried to explain.

“Yes, but what if? What if they do one really good thing, once, that saves humanity. It is not our place to kill someone before their time is up. It is our job to arrest them, with evidence.”

“What you are saying is hypocritical.” Naomi snapped. “Kali can see the evidence.”

“You don’t know that!”

“I do! I trust her!”

“Then you’re a fucking idiot!”

“Anna!” Naomi snapped.

Anna sighed, shaking her head. “Sorry, Ma’am.” She said, remembering the chain of command, then sighed again. “It doesn’t matter what I think.”

“Why?” Asked Naomi.

“Because I can’t be arrested.” Said Kali, almost apologetically, which made Anna nod as she looked at the hardwood floor. “I’m sorry Anna. Really, I am. I wish I could tell you that my work wasn’t important. I wish I could tell you for sure that others would do it, but I can’t. I’ve been told I have to continue, no matter what.”

“By whom?” Anna asked, looking at Kali with disdain.

“Does it matter?” Asked Kali in return.

“God?”

Kali scoffed. “No, god doesn’t care if you live or die. Your mess is as you make it. But if you destroy the meaning of hell, then it ceases to exist. Demons cease to exist, and the archangel will be forced to return home, where he will be sentenced to death.”

“Lucifer.” Naomi noted, making Kali look at her for a moment.

“The spoiled child of god, who actually wanted some form of policing here. Something to show people the difference between good and evil. A person who said no evil should be allowed to persecute the good. Funny how someone who protects you, is perceived as bad.”

The conversation had gone in a direction Anna really didn’t like. She wore a cross around her neck, something Naomi had noted before, and she wanted to believe everything she was taught about god was the truth, but like many of those who had lost faith, Naomi knew all too well that Anna struggled to believe.

“That’s it then.” Anna stated. “Case closed. She’s going to go on killing. You’re gonna keep on,” she struggled for the word, “shagging her. And what? What next? I’m going to continue to investigate cow tippers and agricultural fraud. If I find a murderer, what then? Justice system or your girlfriend’s fucking food chain?” Anna screamed, tears pouring from her eyes.

“Anna.” Naomi said in a consolatory tone.

“Fuck you!” Cried Anna. “Fuck you all!” And with that, she stormed out.

As Kali and Naomi looked at each other, both felt like shit. Neither wanted Anna to feel this way, and yet neither had any other way out. At the same time, Naomi knew that she couldn’t be with Kali at that moment, she needed some time to come to terms with the fact that the world as she knew it was about to change.

“Well,” the old man stated jovially, “that was different.”

“Shut the fuck up, Asher.” Kali seethed.

“Yes Madam.” The old man replied instantly.


Ten

After discovering the truth, Anna drove for as long as she could before pulling over and sobbing once again. She wasn’t ultra-religious, but she was raised in a religious household, and had some elements of religion at the root of her core. It was that she had an incorrect interpretation of religion that bothered her from what she had heard, that and the fact that she felt completely powerless to solve any of this, and as such, she suddenly felt broken.

Pulling herself together a bit, she looked at where she had stopped. She found she was on the edge of the dirt-track leading to the quarry. With the crunch of tyres, she drove on at high-speed, her sadness replaced by anger. The car sped down the narrow track on the side of the quarry, dangerously skirting the edge but somehow keeping the car on the road. It came to a crunching halt right near the gate to hell.

Without wasting time, she threw open the car door, ignoring the beeps telling her the key was still in the ignition, the engine was on, and everything else wrong, and she stomped purposefully over to the metal door, pulling on the old wood, ripping it off, then picking up a heavy rock and beating it against the metal, tears pouring from her eyes as she screamed for them to open.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” Said a smooth male voice from behind her.

Anna spun around to find a tall black man in a charcoal suit and black shirt and tie, stood there smiling at her. His smooth scalp and piercing green eyes were joined by a self-satisfied smirk. “Who the hell are you?” She snapped. “Another fucking government stooge?”

“I assure you, I am no government stooge.” He chuckled, maintaining his distance. “But believe it or not, when you bang on that door like that, they can hear it on the other side. It riles them up, makes them think there is a way out. I’d prefer that we keep them inside, if you don’t mind?”

This time, fearing nothing anymore, Anna stepped forward, walking towards the huge man. “Are you a demon?” She asked.

“Ha, no. I’m an angel. Although, according to your bible, I’m somehow damaged goods.” He chuckled, his deep voice booming around the stone quarry. “Why are you here, Anna?” The man asked.

“I know about Kali. I know about everything.”

“You don’t know about everything.” The man told her softly. “You know about something, and now you feel hurt and defenceless. Things are not as bad as they seem though. You have a wonderful daughter, a good life, all things considered, and good prospects.”

“Is that a threat?” Snapped Anna, her face contorted into anger.

The man let out a loud laugh, head back. “No, Anna, definitely not. I’m pointing out what you have. I have no need to threaten you, we’re on the same side.”

“We are?”

“Yes.”

“I don’t even know who you are.” She said, taking another step forward.

His smile was disarming. As he put leather gloved hands together, holding them in front of himself, he took a deep breath and said, “When god set the process in play for evolution, he then moved on to the next planet, the next civilization. Earth was the first test of humanity, and I argued that surely, giving humans complete free-will, whilst admirable and right in a lot of ways, was risky. My argument was that there would be a battle for power people would become easily manipulated. His argument back to me was that this is your planet, and if you end up destroying it, it is your stupidity.

“You have not been on this planet a long time, not in the bigger scheme of things. Some souls are newly created, some are recycled. Anyway, knowing the god had moved on to other things and had all but forgotten about Earth, I decided to my own policing. I created hell, a place to reform and educate lost souls, try to correct them. Of course, there are those who cannot be helped, and for that, we have workers like Kali.”

It suddenly occurred to Anna to whom she was speaking. Instantly, she took a step back in fear. “You’re Satan!” She gasped.

He gave her a wry smile. “I’d prefer Sam, at a push, Lucifer, though the TV show kind of ruined that for me.”

“TV sho…what?”

“Lucifer. Camp British actor played me. Though I’ll give it to the showrunners, it was kind of good to finally be one of the good guys, rather than portrayed as evil. It’s not my job to make you people bad. I don’t want that at all. It would be like you, a police officer, convincing a normal everyday person to go out and commit a crime, just so you can arrest them.”

“But the war in heaven…” She said, feeling a little speechless.

“What war?” Sam laughed. “There was no war. That’s just fan fiction written by someone for the old Roman Emperor. You realise, he was just a guy who wanted to control people, right?”

“So the bible is?”

“Made up? Yeah, pretty much.”

“Shit.”

“Sorry.”

There was so much information that Anna’s head felt like it would explode. Her eyes darted all over the dirty ground, trying to find answers to questions she didn’t even know she had. She was stood in the presence of a person she had been taught to hate, but really, he was just a policeman; a really fucking powerful policeman.

“Would you like to get a coffee?” Sam asked. “I know a great place?”

Her eyes bolted up and stared at him in confusion. “Coffee?” She mumbled.

“Sure. Come on. Give me your hand.”

Hesitating a moment, she slowly stepped closer, raising her hand. As soon as he touched her, the whole quarry spun around, and suddenly, she was stood in very busy narrow street, outside a café called Els Quatre Gats.

“Where are we?” She gasped, looking at the throng of tourists bustling about their day.

“Barcelona.” Smiled Sam. “Best café in the world. Come on.”

They walked inside the busy place, and straight to an empty table with a reserved card on it. Sam told her that he had a standing reservation, which she found somewhat odd. The waitress came over almost instantly, spouting off line after line of Spanish, smiling and pouring over Satan. He smiled back and responded, and she nodded and walked away.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I ordered for you.” He told Anna. She just nodded, speechless. “Anyway. Look, I wanted to talk to you about Kali. Obviously, she could go back to hell if she wanted, but she doesn’t. She wants to try being human, and that’s fine. She’s emotional, wants to fall in love, and it seems that she has. But! I need her to do her job. She was my best performer and without her, I’m up shit creek without a paddle. I only have a finite number of demons at my disposal; your mate up there didn’t give me any more than that. So, we all need to pull our weight.”

Listening to what he was saying, Anna managed to find her voice. “But surely, our fate is influenced by when all this happens?”

“I get it.” He nodded. “The butterfly effect. One bad person dying at the wrong time could change things. And yet, one bad person allowed to live could see millions of people gassed and murdered.” He pointed out, reminding Anna that Hitler managed to get away with a lot.

“And yet Kali was on Earth back then.”

Sam clapped his hands excitedly. “You’re right! She was! And had there been a way to get her in his presence, she would have dealt with it. Right now we have Putin, and do you think Kali has not been to Russia? But try to get close to him.”

“You can’t just whisk her there? I mean, you can take me to a café in Barcelona at the drop of a hat, but you can’t take Kali to a bunker in Moscow?”

“I have been to this café, which is why I can visit it. I have not been to said bunker.” He paused. “Which is definitely not in Moscow.”

“Hmm. Convenient.” She sighed, as cups and glasses were placed in front of them, along with some form of small dessert.

“I assure you, that it is most definitely not convenient.” He frowned. “Look Anna, hate me all you like for what you have been taught, but I am not evil.”

She took a sip of the coffee and for a moment, all felt forgiven. “Fuck me, that’s good.”

“Right? Try the torrijas.” He said, pointing at the cake.

As Anna indulged in the sweet dessert, she sat back, admitting that whilst utterly bizarre, it was not a bad experience at all. She looked up at the painting of two men on a tandem bike on the wall, then took in the gorgeous architecture of the café. She could get used to this, and regardless of the company, she wished Tracy was with her.

“Are there others?” Anna asked, leaning forward to take another bite of dessert.

“Other gates?” Asked Sam.

“Well, that too, but rather like Kali, on Earth.”

Sam paused, looking away for a moment, then looking back. “I don’t know. I want to say no, but we don’t have great records. Like Kali, probably not, but whether a soul escaped, or whether a rejected demon escaped, I…maybe.” He sighed.

“How can you not know? Do you not sense it? How did you find Kali?” Anna snapped.

“I found Kali because she called for me. The moment all of this happened, she called for me and I came. But if a demon escaped and doesn’t want to be found, then I can’t know. The demons I use, the ones I need, they are still hard at work. But some rejected my work. Some rejected god, so I rejected them. They were meant to return to do grunt work in heaven, but I can’t keep track of them all.”

Anna sighed, shaking her head. Her whole life had been turned upside down and she felt powerless to do anything about it. “Can they be killed?”

“By humans?” Sam asked. “Yes, of course. A gun won’t do it, but there are tools. Not thinking of killing Kali, are you?” He grinned.

“No.” She said softly. “No. She’s just doing her job, gruesome as it is. I just don’t understand how the government has managed to keep this a secret for so long.”

“You met Marcus. He has been influencing the home office for some time. Whenever there is an election, we run Marcus against Marcus. We create multiple personas for him. Then I have my ways of influencing people. A corrupt person will always be corrupt; so I try to put it to some good use.”

Nodding, Anna sighed and finished her coffee. “I suppose we’d better be getting back.”

“Really?” Asked Sam. “I was hoping to show you around Barcelona. You’ve never been, right?”

Cocking her head, Anna studied the handsome man before her. She had been single for a while now, and regardless of her preconceived notions about the devil, it was nice to be around a handsome, polite and thoughtful man.

“I’ll need to let Naomi know.” Anna told him.

“Be my guest. I think you have mobile service here?”

Anna grinned at him, stood and walked out of the café with phone in hand. Moments later she was connected to Naomi, who immediately asked her where she was and if she was okay. “I’m okay. Actually, I…I’m sorry for my outburst. It’s a lot, you know?”

“I know.” Naomi said softly.

“Anyway, erm, funny story. I’m actually in Barcelona right now.”

“Wait…what?”

“Yeah, so I went to the quarry and kind of hit the door with a rock, and, well, Satan showed up and took me for coffee in Barcelona.”

The phone was silent for a long moment, but then she heard a heavy sigh and Naomi said, “You know, any other time, I’d worry. But I actually believe you. How fucked up is that?”

“I know, right?” Anna actually laughed. “But he’s made me understand things a little better, and well, tell Kali I’m sorry.”

“I will. Enjoy Barcelona. Take the day, and see you at work tomorrow.”

“Thanks.”

The rest of the day Anna spent walking around with Sam, taking in the amazing sights of Barcelona. At first, they simply walked around, but at some point, they ended up walking hand in hand. By the time school was over for Tracy, Anna had arranged for her mother to pick Tracy up, meaning Anna had the whole evening free. And then by the time they left an opera at the Gran Teatre del Liceu, they were kissing. Anna thought she might feel dirty or wrong doing it, but the whole day, Sam had been a perfect gentleman, she wished more men treated a woman like he did.

“I’ll take you back to your car.” He told her softly.

“If it’s still there.” She chuckled.

“It is. Don’t worry.”

“Will it be there in the morning?” She asked, looking up into his eyes.

“What about your daughter?”

Anna inhaled softly, then allowed her eyes to close, frustrated that the man was right. “Okay. Take me back.” She whined. And just like that, they were back in the quarry.

Without a word, Sam climbed into the passenger seat. She smiled, hoping that meant that he was coming home with her, and without wanting to jinx anything, she climbed in and drove, without saying a single word.

When they arrived at her cottage, he told her that he really should be going, and moved to kiss her good night, but she held her hand firmly on his chest. “Give me a minute to get rid of my mum.” She told him.

“I really shouldn’t. I don’t want you to think…”

“I don’t think you are taking advantage of me. You’ve been lovely all day, and I’m single…and, well, horny.”

Five minutes later, the couple were creeping upstairs, and into her bedroom, where she instantly wrapped her arms around Sam and forced him to the bed, kissing along the way. Without even bothering to undress, Sam undid his belt and trousers with one hand, and pulled out a huge erect shaft, fat like a beer can. “I can change the size if that bothers you?”

She looked down at his dick and whilst her eyes widened, so did her grin. Instantly, she pushed her trousers down, breaking the zip, but she didn’t care. Gone too were her knickers. “Fuck me.” She growled.

“With pleasure.”

The sex with Sam was beyond good. This was a supernatural being who could control when he came, could adjust the size of his dick on the fly, and even change its shape. It took mere minutes for Anna to grab a pillow to scream into, because she found herself having one orgasm after another for close to two hours, before she declared enough and told him to cum. Even that was different with him. His sperm was hot, not warm, but hot, and there was so much of it that it literally poured out of her pussy and still more came.

“It’s been a while.” He said with a sheepish smile, rolling onto his back.

She turned on her side, running a hand along his smooth muscular chest. “You telling me that you have all these powers and looks and you don’t sleep with a different woman every night?”

“Correct.” He said. “I’m not that sort of guy. I’m an angel, remember. To seduce a woman like that would be heresy. I can only seduce a woman I’m attracted to spiritually.”

Suddenly, Anna’s smirk was gone, replaced by surprise. “You’re attracted to me?” She asked softly.

“Yes. Very much so.” He admitted, and when he did, he seemed so vulnerable.

“I never…” She shook her head. “I never imagined you really felt anything… I… But…” She paused to gather herself. “Does that mean we can still see each other?”

“I would like that, but I cannot be here all the time, you understand that?”

“Yes, of course, but when you can be.”

“I would like to see you again, yes.” He smiled at her once more.

“I’d like that too.” She told him, before kissing him on the lips.

They lay there in silence for a moment, considering what had just happened and how they felt, and then she said, “I don’t mean this to sound odd or racist, but I’m surprised you’re black.”

“Erm, it kind of does though.” He chuckled.

“I don’t mean it that way.” She tutted. “I just meant, well, was Jesus black?”

“He was. But he didn’t have powers or anything. He was just vastly more intelligent than others for the time, and kind-hearted. That goes a long way when there’s no education system, and rulers who treat people like slaves.”

“And god…”

“Hold on. So, I chose this look in the same way Kali chose her look. We look different in hell, or heaven. I chose this look because when I first came to Earth, most people were black. Becoming white was an evolutionary process, it wasn’t immediate. If I turned up white, it would have raised a hell of a lot of questions. When Kali first arrived on Earth, she arrived in the UK, here, so chose a look she assumed fit with the environment and time.”

“Well, I think you look hot.”

“Thanks.” He said, and then took off the rest of his clothes, and watched as she too finally got naked. “Ready to go again?”

“I thought you’d never ask.” Anna grinned.


Eleven

Naomi was second in the office after Jane, who was her usual chirpy self. Whilst Naomi was glad the phone call with Anna had gone well the previous day, she still had reservations as to how Anna would handle things going forward. However, when Anna did arrive, she did so dressed to kill in a long black skirt, and white blouse, and with a spring in her step. If Naomi didn’t know better, it looked like Anna had gotten herself properly laid. Then Naomi remembered where Anna had been the previous day and her eyes widened.

“You didn’t?” Naomi hissed.

“I did!” Sang Anna. “Five times. And fuck me, I am glad I did.”

“Holy shit, Anna!”

Curiosity piqued, Jane’s eyes darted from one woman to the other, trying to work out what they were talking about. Naomi seemed angry or concerned, but then she burst out laughing and Jane relaxed.

“You need to tell me everything.” Naomi told Anna, who simply said that she would, over coffee, later.

“Let’s just say that I’m satisfied that our discussion from yesterday is resolved.” Anna smiled.

Unfortunately, just saying things were resolved was not enough, that much was clear once Anna opened her email. Her idiot ex-husband had actually come through for her. She’d completely forgotten that she had set things in motion, and that included the currently suspended Chief Constable.

“Er, Naomi?” Anna said warily.

“Yes?” Asked Naomi with a raised eyebrow.

“Erm, so I kind of did some detective work yesterday, pulled a few strings, and I have all of Chen’s files, including photostats from her flat in the city of everything collected.” She looked over at her boss. “I thought it might be helpful in confirming that Chen was really a corrupt detective.”

Rather than be upset that Anna had done such a thing, Naomi was actually impressed. She slid her chair over to Anna’s side of the desk to take a look. “That’s great police work. Well done.”

The two read through documents and case files, trying to find anything connected to Chen’s corruption.  Nothing seemed too out of the ordinary, until they reach a file about Bakalov, the first time his home was searched.

“Hold on.” Naomi said. “I was at that raid. One of the task force team claimed to have recovered a gun, even tagged it. But when we got back to the station, it was nowhere to be found. Another officer claimed that he’d put the gun back because it was a toy, not a real gun, which the first office denied. According to the report here, it was Chen who told the second officer the gun was fake, even physically taking it out of the evidence bag and holding it with both hands to prove it.”

The guy wasn’t fake, but it probably wasn’t used by Bakalov either. It was probably a gun used by Chen in the past, and she’d grabbed it to give her plausible deniability if they did take the gun for printing. But the second officer believed her and left it there.

“It’s a stretch.” Anna admitted. “Nothing that would hold up in court.”

“We don’t need it to hold up in court. We need it to prove that we were right. Find enough circumstantial evidence, and we can be satisfied.”

The proof came in the photostated evidence from her flat. She’d held casefiles there, something they were no supposed to do, but most officers did from time to time to catch up on reading. These seemed like normal casefiles, but on closer inspection, they found that they contained the thoughts and ideas of investigating officers, things which when put together, could be used to prepare perpetrators prior to a raid or more thorough investigation.

Next, Naomi and Anna looked over the video footage of the entry to Chen’s apartment after her death. They watched the different recordings from the search teams and realised that nobody had done a thorough job of investigating her, rather just collecting; and why would they? They didn’t believe or know that she was a dirty cop.

“We need to get access to that apartment.” Naomi stated.

“How?” Asked Anna. The Chief can’t help, and the current taskforce chief won’t let us in on circumstantial evidence.

Frowning, Naomi thought for a while, and then she realised that the person who might be able to help, might just be the person she thought was her enemy. “We get Caine to help us.”

“Caine?” Anna squeaked.

“I need to find out how much he knows about Kali, then we leverage him.”

The two women drove over to Kali’s house. Naomi knew that she was home. Anna promised she would treat the woman completely differently now, and Naomi had zero reason not to believe her, but she was surprised that Anna actually hugged the woman to apologise.

“I heard you and Sam hit it off.” Kali laughed. “I’ve never seen him so smitten.”

“He spoke about me?” Anna asked with the excitement of a schoolgirl in love for the first time.

“You’ve convinced the devil to hang around here for a while, so yeah, he spoke about you. And really, you two are perfect for each other.”

Much as Naomi would’ve loved to continue to discuss Anna’s love-life, she had more pressing matters at hand. “Tell me about Quentin Caine.”

“Ha!” Kali laughed. “Oh boy. Where to start? Quentin is a low-life corrupt cop. Not so much the bribe-taking type, although he knew when to take the occasional pay-out to turn a blind-eye, it was not for anything serious. No, Quentin was the type to beat a confession out of a witness. But that wasn’t the worst thing about Quentin. The orgies in the forest. At one point, girls, some not of legal age, were drugged and raped in those forests. Whilst Quentin was not one of the rapists, he made sure they were never convicted. As far as Quentin is concerned, boys will be boys, and girls have gone soft.

“Anyway, when I was attacked in that forest, I thought I’d try to report it. Sure, I fought the guy off, and could’ve killed him, but I wasn’t exactly alone. Caine dismissed me, as you know. So I went out and killed the rapist, in my usual way, but I did it in front of Caine, whilst he was over there laughing and joking with the cunt. I then made sure to show Caine who I really was. Not just my teeth, everything. I told him that I owned him, and that he worked for me. I introduced him to Marcus and made sure Marcus and his cronies kept Caine in check.”

In other words, if Naomi asked Kali to tell Caine to jump, he should immediately ask how high. This meant that Caine would be able to get the right people to do what she needed.

There was another point in that story though, something Naomi hadn’t really thought about until then. This look that Kali had adopted wasn’t the real her.

“I want to see.” Naomi stated. “I’m in love with you, so I should be able to see the real you.”

“You won’t like it.”

“Try me.”

Kali looked over at Anna, silently hoping Anna would leave, but the woman simply smiled and folded her arms, sitting back.

“Fine.” Kali sighed, and began stripping.

“Wait.” Naomi said. “Why are you getting undressed?”

“Because I don’t want to damage my clothes.”

Once completely naked, and with Anna giving a look to show how impressed she was with Kali’s body, Kali closed her eyes and focused. The first thing to happen was her hair turned jet black, and her eyes from behind her lids began to glow. Then her ears changed shape, elongating into a sharp tip, like elven ears. Her skin changed, turning a very dark red, as short curved horns came from beneath the edge of her scalp in her forehead. Two more horns then appeared just behind them, longer this time. Her breasts grew very slightly, and above her clit, something began to appear, and it turned out to be a huge red penis. She still had her pussy, but she also had a penis too, but no balls. Finally, from her back spread two huge black wings, thick with feathers.

Her eyes opened, and whilst Naomi could see Kali’s face, she somehow looked even more attractive than she did. Her cheekbones seemed more defined, her lips slightly fuller, her eyes bigger.

“So?” Kali asked.

Naomi was about to respond, but Anna did it for her. “Fuck me, you’re hot!”

Kali’s eyes darted to Anna in surprise, and suddenly, Kali’s features softened just a little, before she burst out laughing. “Seriously?” She laughed.

“Yes!” Naomi said quickly. “She’s right! You’re fucking hot!” Naomi stood and came towards her but Kali put out her hands.

“Wait!” She cried out. “Don’t!  Don’t touch me!”

“What? Why?”

“Just…just trust me. Give me a moment.” Kali said. She closed her red eyes again and as she did, her skin shimmered briefly, then she reopened her eyes again. “Now you can touch me. For you, I would’ve been too hot to touch, you would’ve fried your hands instantly. I’ve lowered my core, so I should be warm.”

Naomi tentatively reached out, running her hands on the red skin. It was still hot to the touch, but not scalding. She stepped closer and then wrapped her arms around Kali and kissed her, feeling the unnaturally long, forked tongue enter her mouth.

“Holy shit!” Naomi screeched, a grin stretched across her face. “Why am I seeing this just now?”

For a moment, Kali was taken-aback by Naomi’s outburst, but then she understood what she was saying and smiled. “Oh, yeah. Um, tonight?”

“Urgh! TMI.” Anna whined, walking towards the door.

Seeing that as her cue to leave, Naomi stepped back. “Please call Caine and tell him we’re on our way.”

“Sure.”

“And, erm, tonight, erm, you think you can keep the…” Naomi pointed down to the huge cock.

“Sure. If you don’t mind fucking a demon?”

“Yeah, I think, let’s keep the whole thing. You’re so goddamned hot!” Naomi gushed.

Kali cocked her head, as if struggling to believe it. “Really? I thought you’d be freaked.”

“I’m fucking wet!”

“Urgh!” Anna complained again.

The two cops walked out to the Defender, neither saying a word to each other. It wasn’t until they were on the road that Anna finally admitted that if she was into women, she’d be very interested in Kali, especially as a demon. For some reason, that made Naomi feel pretty good about herself.

“You’ve never been with a woman?” Naomi asked her.

“Nope. Never really thought about it.”

“Me neither. Not once, not until Kali.”

Anna was silent for a moment, then finally she admitted, “I thought about Kali when I met her. I wondered. I mean, she’s hot, right?”

“Right.” Naomi grinned. “And Sam?”

“Oh, he’s hot. He’s so fucking hot.”

They drove on towards Heath End, but as Naomi drove, she wondered if sex with other women was as good as it was with Kali, or if Kali was just so good because she wasn’t human. She looked over at Anna, at her shoulder-length black hair, her dark brown eyes, her olive skin, and found herself getting moist. Focusing on the road, Naomi tried to put it out of her mind, after all, Anna was a colleague but then as they made a left turn, Naomi caught a glimpse of Anna’s round breast wrapped in sexy white lace through the side of her blouse, and felt her own nipples becoming erect.

“Are you okay?” Anna asked, “You look a little flustered.”

“Yeah, just a bit hot in here, right?”

“I’m okay.” Shrugged Anna.

Blinking and trying to focus on something else didn’t seem to help, but instead, she just began to see images of Anna naked in her head, begging her to eat her pussy. Anna had never felt so horny in her life and it was growing inside her to such an extent that her nipples hurt. Again, a picture of Anna, tied up as Naomi and Kali licked her body all over, and suddenly, Naomi couldn’t handle it anymore.

“I need to pull…ungh…over!” She complained, sliding the car into a small layby, putting it in park.

Anna stared in confused horror as her boss began convulsing in the seat. The sounds she was making sounded like she was close to a climax. Naomi’s hands were rubbing her own legs, like she wanted to do more but was fighting to stop herself doing something lewd.

“Ungh… Siri, call Kali… Oh my god!” Naomi moaned.

“Hello?” Kali asked.

“Kali, something’s wrong with me. Ohhhh…I feel like I’m gonna cum all the time.”

“Oh shit! I forgot, I’m sorry!” Kali said. “Erm, when someone touches me in my demon persona, it massively heightens senses, and increases your libido dramatically. It’ll pass if you orgasm, or rather, it will reduce. I’m really sorry. But you need to do it, otherwise it’ll just increase and well, you won’t be able to stop yourself.”

Naomi slammed her thumb on the red end-call button, then moved her fingers to her nipples, pinching both hard as her body writhed. She kept moaning, her eyes closed. Every time she moved a hand away from her nipples to her pussy, she looked pained and had to return to her nipples. “Nnnnnoooo…” She moaned.  “God, no….”

“Fuck this.” Said Anna, undoing her seatbelt, she reached across and opened Anna’s pants, forcing them down. Naomi’s apologetic eyes focused on her colleague, but Anna ignored her, shoving two finger into Naomi’s sopping cunt. Cum was literally pouring from her.

“Nnnn…” Naomi moaned as Anna rubbed her, fingered her.

“Cum for me, Naomi. It’s okay. It’s okay. Just cum.” Anna said, herself getting pretty hot from this bizarre situation. She’d never touched another woman like this before, but being honest with herself, she didn’t mind it.

“Nnnn…Lick. Please kiss me there.” Hissed Naomi.

Could Anna do that? She looked at the smooth shaved pussy and licked her lips, considering it. They were literally in the middle of nowhere, nobody would see, and this was an emergency. Realising she wanted to do it too, she leaned over and put her mouth over Naomi’s pussy and licked, tasting the hot fluids coming from the woman’s opening. Anna’s tongue danced on the clit, sending Naomi wild, and soon, Naomi was having her first climax.

“Don’t stop! More Anna, more!” Naomi begged, her hand rubbing Anna’s hair.

“Mmmm.” Anna moaned, her own hand slipping down under her own knickers and to her own clit. 

“Oh god, I’m gonna cum again!” Screamed Naomi.

Finally, Naomi felt relief and suddenly realised what she had done. She felt horrible as the reality of the situation hit her. Pulling on Anna’s shoulder, Anna let up and sat back in her seat, but that was when Naomi saw Anna’s hand under her trousers, furiously rubbing. Anna’s eyes hit Naomi’s, holding them with a stare, then she pulled her hand out and pushed her trousers and panties down.

“Your turn! I helped you, you help me!” Anna told her.

“Really?” Whispered Naomi.

“Naomi! Please! You made me horny, it’s your fault!”

“Fine, fine!” The woman said, leaning over and pressing the button to make the seat go back and down. Then Naomi climbed into the footwell to get more comfortable and began licking at her subordinate’s cunt. Anna didn’t need long, but when she did cum, it shook the whole car, her feat pursed against the window, hand on the ceiling, and another around Naomi’s head.

As Naomi got up to move away, Anna grabbed her quickly, pulling her to her mouth, forcing her tongue into Naomi’s mouth. The two kissed for several moments, hands exploring each other’s bodies, before pulling themselves together.

Naomi returned to her seat and straightened her clothes, as Anna did the same. They drove on in awkward silence for several miles, before Anna said, “So maybe the next time we go on a drive together, you hug Kali as a demon again?”

The silence continued after that, before Naomi burst out laughing, and Anna followed suit. “Thank you, Anna. That’s going above and beyond.”

“I’m not going to lie, it was weird, but, erm, I’d do it again…with you.”

Rather than answer Anna, Naomi drove on, but the smirk on her face spoke volumes. That was an intense experience, highly sexually charged, but rather than feel embarrassed about doing it with Anna, she felt a strange feeling of closeness to the woman. As they drove on towards Heath End, Naomi wondered how to convey her feelings without words, so gently lowered her hand from the steering wheel and rested it on Anna’s leg, giving it a quick squeeze. Smiling, Anna reached down and placed her hand over Anna’s, holding it there.


Twelve

“You didn’t need to fucking drive down here to have this fucking conversation.” Caine seethed. “We could have covered it on the fucking phone. Your fucking woman called me, so I know what I need to do.”

The moment the women arrived at the station, they found Caine outside, smoking and pacing. He didn’t look in the slightest bit happy to see them, nor was he happy that they knew everything about the quarry. In fact, based on the pile of cigarette butts on the ground around him, Naomi had to assume he had been out there pacing for some time.

“That fucking quarry is going to be the death of me!” He snapped, pointing a cigarette at Naomi. “I just want to fucking retire and be done with it, but that bitch won’t let that happen! Fuck this! So you want access to Chen’s apartment, fine. I’ll get approval. Drive on to the fucking city and do what you need to do.”

“Now?” Anna asked.

“No time like the fucking present. I thought you wanted this done before they clean the place up. Maybe get a move on.”

“I need budget approval for accommodation.” Naomi said. “I’m not driving there and back in one day.”

“Like a fucking hotel bill is going to cause me aggro.” Scoffed Caine. “Just expense it as usual.”

They left the man stood there lighting another cigarette with the end of the last, just as spots of rain began to appear. That Caine wanted to retire was news to Naomi, and actually she felt a little empowered. With the leverage Kali had, perhaps she could further her own agenda, get the promotion sooner, maybe even convince leadership to keep the station open and have her sit there rather than Heath End. But then Naomi began to feel a little guilty, because she never intended to join the police just to become some office-bound big-wig.

“I need to call my mom.” Anna said. “She’ll need to pick up Tracy and stay over.”

“That’s fine.” Naomi said, driving out of the station car-park and following the A road towards the motorway. Rather than listen to Anna’s discussion with her mother, she zoned out and wondered if she had somehow lost her way. She never investigated her parent’s death, which was her motivation for joining. Yes, she’d helped a good many people, but later on, it all just became about winning. Winning over the gangs, winning over the corrupt, becoming the boss.

When the call ended, Naomi dialled Kali to let her know she would be staying in the city with Anna. Kali was grateful for the call, but then asked if she had solved her other problem, referring to her acute horn.

“Erm, yeah, solved, thanks.” Naomi said softly, then added, “Anna helped.”

A chuckled resonated down the line. “Good work Anna.”

“I hope you don’t mind.” Anna laughed.

“We’re all friends here. I don’t mind.” Laughed Kali. “Have fun in the city, you girls.” She purred, implying much more.

The call ended and they continued their drive in silence for a moment, only the sound of the radio playing at a low-level. Then Anna broke the silence with a question which had been on Naomi’s mind too. “So, only one room at the hotel, right?” Anna asked.

“I was wondering the same thing.” Naomi replied softly, looking over at Anna who was biting her lower lip hopefully. “Yes,” Naomi smiled. “One room.”

“Excellent.” Anna sighed, placing her hand on Naomi’s leg and letting it slide into the warmth by the woman’s crotch.

“You realise how fucked up this all is, right?” Naomi noted. “I left my husband to be with a bisexual demon; you’re dating, well, Satan, and at the same time, now we’re fucking. If we had a bingo card for this year, I think none of this would be on it.”

“And yet,” Anna replied, “I think us humans overthink things. From what I understand from Sam, the expectation for us to come back to this Earth, is not to be evil. The interpretation of what is evil isn’t so long. Essentially, don’t be a dick.”

“No need to go to church and pray to god every weekend then?”

“Nope. He’s not even listening. He’s off doing other things. It is Sam’s team who decide who is mildly bad, really bad, and generally good. Being good essentially means going out and enjoying life, without making it worse for someone else.”

“Which, when you think about it, makes complete sense.”

“Right. So if us fucking for fun isn’t going to make life worse for anyone else, then it isn’t a problem. Kali seems like she’s open to play, so…”

Naomi turned to look at Anna again, and grinned. “Jeez, someone got horny all of a sudden.”

“Somebody finally got laid last night.” Laughed Anna. “Which means I’ve realised what I’ve been missing out on.”

The drive to the city took far longer than they both would’ve liked, given traffic, but thankfully they had each other for conversation. When they did finally arrive at Police HQ, the walked into the lobby where Naomi was greeted like a superstar. Anna couldn’t help but feel like she was in the presence of royalty to these people. For Naomi though, she wondered where this camaraderie was when she was actually there. During the tough times, most of these people viewed her with contempt. How the tables had turned.

“Devon Priestley, acting DCI.” Said a young dirty blonde-haired man with a Geordie accent. “A pleasure to meet the famous Naomi Foster. I’ve heard only good things, and I’m sorry to hear about your Chen and Wells. I knew Wells from the cross-counties policing event the other year. Nice guy.”

“Thanks Devon. Yes, it’s been hard.” Naomi didn’t want to waste any time with chit-chat so got right down to it. “I understand you’ve been briefed on the situation?”

“Actually, not exactly. I got a phone call around noon to say I was to give you full access to Chen’s flat. Came right from top brass, and with the CC out of commission, I was a little surprised to be honest. What’s this all about?”

“We have reason to believe that DCI Chen was not as clean as she appeared to be. Circumstantial evidence right now, but we think that with a fresh set of eyes on the apartment, maybe we will find something.”

Priestley frowned, not happy to hear another officer was dirty. That said, he was clearly not from the city, so all of this would be fresh. “I’m new here, obviously. I was told the place was searched.”

“Yes, we saw the video of that, but it’s quite clear that it was more centred around Chen as the vic rather than the perp. Things were, well, missed.”

“Then it makes sense to check it again.” He agreed. “Look, to make sure this is all handled with care, should things need to go to court, I’m assigning a SOCO to you.”

“That would be helpful, thanks.”

“She’ll have clean-suits for you. Please wear them. I’d come along too, but I simply have too much going on. I just can’t get a moment.”

“That’s fine, and we appreciate your cooperation on this.”

“Of course,” the young man nodded. “We’re one force.”

The Scene of Crime Officer, or SOCO, was already on scene when they got there, sat in a white van outside the red brick apartment building. She was already wearing the white Tyvek disposable overalls, and handed some to the others too, who put them on over their work clothes, along with nitrile gloves.

The inside of Chen’s apartment was a mess, things tossed aside by the previous crew who cared less about in what condition they left a dead single-woman’s flat. As Naomi and Anna had seen the videos, they knew exactly where they wanted to check, beginning with the backs of drawers, then moving on to partitions in walls, any cubbyhole, and the insides and bases of wardrobes. Of course, it was the inside of a sealed up old fireplace that they found what they wanted.

The fireplace was an old Victorian affair, long closed up by plasterboard. However, running knife around the edge of the fireplace frame, allowed Naomi to find a notch. It was via that notch that she was able to pull the board away to reveal all the evidence they needed.

“Fuck me.” Anna gasped, seeing gold bars, wads of cash in different currencies, multiple passports from different countries, and a firearm.

“Asha?” Naomi said, turning to the technician. “Please call in another crew and let’s do this search more fully. I suspect this is just one hiding place. I assume she had a go-bag somewhere.”

“Good idea.” The technician said, already turning to her radio.

“My guess is ballistics is going to turn up a match on a number of high-profile killings over the years, and I have a feeling that Chen was all over them.” Naomi told Anna.

“So not just corrupt?”

“No. She was a killer. Kali wouldn’t have done what she did if Chen was just corrupt. She knew she was a murderer.”

“Fuck.”

A half-hour later, a full SOCO team arrived, together with acting DCI Priestley, who looked horrified by the discovery. He kept repeating that it would be the end of the force if it got out, but Naomi knew that it wouldn’t. However, it would put some very bad people back on the streets. Anyone arrested by Detective Chen would be able to contest their arrest, and likely win, and Naomi knew that most of the arrests were legitimate.

It was gone eight in the evening by the time they left the flat, and by that time, they had found three other hiding places, one containing files which had been conveniently removed from circulation, pertaining to one or two nefarious organisations, both Russian, or of people which were wanted by police as witnesses, but turned up dead or missing. There was more than enough evidence to prove that Chen was dirty, and to link others too, especially within the criminal underworld.

But, that wasn’t the only thing they discovered.

It seemed that a lot of the criminals had been using an investment management company for their more legitimate accounts. Any good accountant would know these people were criminals, but the way the accounts were handled before they reached the accountants meant that the work the investment firm did look and most likely was, legal.

“There are a lot of criminals on this list, who have turned up dead in our forest.” Anna noted quietly, hinting at what this all meant.

Naomi frowned. The list was already tagged as evidence. It had been photographed and logged, but they all led back to one company – DWG. It was the place Michael now worked, but it was also the place Kali worked externally. Police would use the list to get to DWG, and they would in turn get to Kali. Someone would put two and two together; Naomi just had to hope that she knew about it first.

“You need to warn Kali.” Anna told Naomi as they headed to the hotel.

“I will. Tomorrow, when I get there. There’s too much there for them to do anything so quickly.”

They pulled into the budget hotel, knowing that anything more expensive was reserved for more formal outings. Still, it was a roof over their heads, and a bed. The other positive, was that they could check-in via a touchscreen, rather than a human, which given how they were checking into a shared double-bed room, covered any potential question-marks by staff; not that their would be, but the two ladies were still new to the joys of a lesbian adventure.

“What a day.” Anna said, collapsing back first onto the bed. “What shall we do about food?”

Naomi stared at the brunette, lying there, her heaving bosom stretching the buttons on the blouse. Without a word, she walked over and climbed on to the bed, an arm on either side of Anna’s face. The two stared wordlessly into each other’s eyes, then Naomi lowered her lips to Anna’s.

“Fuck first, eat later.” Naomi whispered.

“Okay.”

And then urgency set in. A mad scrambled to get completely naked as fast as possible, then kissing with legs crossing one another, breasts mashing against each other. Hands roamed, touching, feeling, pinching.

“Oh Naomi.” Anna moaned, as Naomi’s thigh grazed across Anna’s hot, moist sex.

“I wanna taste you again.”

“Me too! Give me yours.”

Wasting no time, Naomi flung her body around, lowering her sopping pussy onto Anna’s mouth. Instantly, she felt the tongue lapping at her, digging into her hole and trying push deeper. Naomi growled with desire, but she too wanted a taste, lowering her own mouth as she moaned, screaming into the crotch in front of her.

The two women held each other’s thighs, madness ensuing as both screamed, writhed and moaned, tongues and fingers in full use. Gone was any hope that they would come to their senses and realise a sexual relationship between colleagues usually didn’t end well, they just cared about one thing, pleasure.

“Please tell me we can do this all night.” Anna begged, as Naomi pushed in a third finger.

“All night, sweetie, all night.” Naomi purred. “Now keep eating me, bitch, I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes Ma’am!” Giggled Anna.

Naomi sat up, allowing Anna more chance to get deeper. She kept fingering the younger woman, but with her other hand, Naomi played with her own nipples.

“That’s it.” Naomi purred. “Mmm, deeper. You like licking your boss’ pussy, don’t you?”

“Mmmhmm!”

“You gonna be my bitch? My sexy little whore who I can use whenever I’m horny?”

“Yes! Yes! I’m your bitch!”

“Good. Maybe I’ll bring you over to see Kali, we can both use you, huh?”

“Oh god, yes!” She moaned. “Yes!”

“Give Sam something to watch.”

“Oh, he’d love it!” Screamed Anna. “Promise me, you’ll keep using me! Promise we can keep fucking!”

“I promise, sweetie. You’re my bitch now, and I’ll use you whenever. Maybe in the toilets in our office. You’ll have to promise to be quiet there though, otherwise the whole office will know that you’re just a slut, won’t they?”

“Yes, I promise, I promise! I’m your slut, your bitch!”

Naomi couldn’t take much more of Anna’s ministrations, and let out a guttural moan. She instantly dropped her lips to Anna’s pussy and as she continued to finger her, she went to town on her clit. Moments later, Anna too was lost in climax. Finally, they fell to each other’s side, and kissed, coming down from their sexual high.

“Now I’m hungry.” Anna said.

“Me too. I think I saw a pub around the corner.” Naomi told her, running her hand over Anna’s smooth skin, planting small kisses on her.

“A beer would be good.” Anna smiled. “I meant what I said, by the way. I want us to keep doing this. I want to be your little slut.”

The smile Naomi gave her told Anna everything, she wanted that too. “But we need to be careful. One, I love Kali, and whilst I know she will be open, I don’t want to hurt her. Two, nobody, and I mean nobody, at the station or in the force, can find out. It stays just between us.”

“So, that means we can continue to fuck?” The younger woman asked.

Naomi rolled her eyes with a wry smile. “Yes you silly little slut, we can continue to fuck.”

Dinner and a couple of beers was followed by a short walk around the local neighbourhood, which included a stop at a small sex shop where the giggling girls had a little look around. They ended up walking out with a selection of kinky lingerie, a strap-on Feeldoe-replica dildo, some leather cuffs (not really wanting to use their uncomfortable cop-cuffs), a crop, and nipple clamps. As they shopped, they felt like naughty kids, doing something they shouldn’t be doing.

Of course, the moment they arrived back in their room, they pounced on each other, kissing and practically scrambling to get their clothes off. It was as they were putting on their new lingerie, that Anna’s phone rang.

“Leave it.” Naomi begged, but Anna had a child, she had to check.

“It’s the Chief Constable.” Anna whispered…loudly.

Barry? Barry was calling Anna directly? “You mean Barry?” Naomi asked, confused.

“Yes.” Hissed Anna.

“Well, pick it up.”

Hesitantly, Anna swiped the screen. “Chief Constable. Good evening.”

Naomi reached over and took the phone, tapping the display and putting him on speakerphone. “Barry, it’s Naomi. You’re on speakerphone.”

“Oh! Jolly good.” The man said. “I understand you have both confirmed that Chen was dirty. I’d like to say that puts this whole mess to rest, but I believe it is just the beginning. Wanted to say great work.”

“Thank you, Sir.” The women both said.

“Fantastic. Naomi, how are you feeling? I understand things are a little tough at home?”

Naomi cast Anna a knowing glance. “Yes, well, you know how things were with Michael.”

“Quite. So you’re quite alright then?”

“Yes, Sir.” Naomi paused, once again looking at Anna, then continuing. “Let’s just say there is someone else in the picture, from my side, Sir.”

Barry allowed himself a chuckle. “Well, so long as you are happy.”

“Very much so, Sir.” Naomi said, reaching for the crop and swishing it through the air with menace. She then tapped Anna with it and pointed at the floor, her expression serious.

Anna gulped.

“How’s your case?” Barry continued. “Any movement?”

“Bit frozen, Sir. With you on administrative leave, and Caine pushing on the pins, we don’t want to rock the boat.”

“Unlike you, Fozzie.”

“Yes Sir, but you’re a friend, and well, you getting sidelined like this, it put the wind up me.”

“Well, about that.” Barry began. “I’ve a meeting tomorrow with Juliette Morrison, Head of National Intelligence. Anna, your husband has been doing some digging for me too.”

“Ex…” Anna called out, waiting on the dull carpet on her hands and knees. Naomi tapped her backside with the crop.

“Hmm, yes, quite,” Barry said. “Anyway. We found a Class Seven fund appropriated from the National Intelligence budget, assigned to something called the National Transcendent Security Department. Whatever that means. But it seems that quarry falls under their remit. The problem is, nobody I speak to in National Intelligence, or the Security Services, has the foggiest what it is. Prewar and war time, it was MI-13. Ask anyone though, they tell you there was no MI-13.”

This was bad news. Naomi had been hoping that Barry would let this all drop, but clearly he was inspired to fight on, perhaps hoping to unravel some sort of huge conspiracy. She needed to get him to drop it; perhaps the way to do that would be via Marcus.

“That’s interesting Sir, but please don’t get yourself into worse trouble.” Naomi said, trying to reason with him.

“What are they going to do? Fire me more?” He laughed. “Anyway, I know Juliette, and she wouldn’t want to talk if she didn’t have something to say. Either she tells me it’s something legit and that I need to back off, or she tells me it’s a financial blackhole and wants to dig further.”

“Yes Sir. Please, do keep me informed.” Naomi requested.

“Of course. Good night both of you.”

“You too Sir.” They both said, and then Naomi ended the call.

For a few moments, Naomi simply stared at the kneeling girl, not speaking. In her mind, she was trying to decide if she should be angry with Anna, disappointed, or understand that this girl was genuinely worried about her. Naomi decided on the latter, realising that it was good Anna cared so much about her and the case, that she went to Barry. But that didn’t mean she wouldn’t punish the girl.

Standing, Naomi swished the crop again. “So…you went over my head?” She asked menacingly.

“Yes, but…”

“No, no. I didn’t give you permission to speak, did I, slut?”

“N-no, Mistress.”

Thwack! The first hit of the crop landed square on Anna’s left buttock, and she let out a squeal of pain. “Silence!” Naomi snapped, landing another hit. “I’m very angry with you, slut. You need real punishment!”

“Yes Mistress.”

Thwack, thwack, thwack! Three more hits, each getting harder, leaving red welts across her backside. It was odd, but there was something so desperately sexy about seeing her backside turn red and purple. Wanting to see if Anna was enjoying as much as she was, Naomi reached down and pressed her fingers into her pussy. She was soaking! The simplest of touches sent Anna into overload, letting out a long moan as her whole body shook.

Thwack, thwack, thwack! Thwack, thwack, thwack! Thwack, thwack, thwack! Naomi didn’t let up, she wanted that bottom to turn purple, and soon it was.

“Stay there, slut!” Naomi ordered, walking to the bag and pulling out the strap-on. She fiddled with the straps, before pushing her end inside her. Then she picked up the crop again and beat Anna several more times, making tears pour down the sexy woman’s face. “Had enough?”

“No Mistress.” Anna whispered. “More please.”

“Really?”

“Yes! Please Mistress!”

Naomi hit her as hard as she could with the crop, but then threw the thing down and crouched behind Anna, readying the cock and pushing it inside her in one go.

“Ohhhh God!!!” Anna moaned, “Yes!”

“Take my dick!” Naomi growled, slamming in and out of the girl.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!”

The slap, slap, slap of skin on skin filled the room, mixed with the moans of both women. Anna was getting carpet burns but she really didn’t care. She just wanted Naomi, her dildo, her mouth, her fingers.

“God Naomi, you’re so perfect.”

“You are Anna.” Naomi smiled. She began to feel sorry for Anna, so she pulled out and told her to lie on the bed. As soon as Anna was up there, Naomi jumped back onto her, fucking her missionary position and kissing her at the same time. The two women slobbered over each other.

As they kissed, Naomi reached into the bag and grabbed the clamps, placing them on the Anna’s nipples and tightening them. The woman screeched and her back arched, then suddenly Anna’s eyes glazed over as she let out a huge orgasm.

“You like it?” Naomi grinned.

“Yes! Yes!” Anna said, bouncing on the cock.

The cock was fun but tasting Anna was better. Naomi pulled out then moved down Anna’s body, latching onto her pussy and licking, before pulling back and saying, “We’ll fuck again tomorrow, right?”

“Are you insane?” Anna screeched. “I’m going to need to divide my time between you, Sam, work and my life, but I’m gonna do it! I want you! There’s no going back from this.”

“Good. Because your pussy tastes good!”

Anna grinned. “Then lick, Mistress, lick!”

“Good slut!” Naomi said with a cheeky smile.


Thirteen

When Naomi and Anna informed Kali about what they found connected to DWG, she didn’t seem concerned. Instead, she simply shrugged and said that there was no way that any evidence would be circumstantial at best, and that was if they found Kali’s name connected to those accounts, which she assured them that they wouldn’t.

The three women spent an hour going through the list, with Kali explaining how each one was evil, the crimes they committed and who suffered. The more Kali explained, the more Anna felt that she was right to come around to the idea that Kali stopped them when she did.

“Now you two.” Kali began, sitting back in her armchair. “Tell me about your night.”

The two police officers shared a look, and then smiled. “Perhaps it would be better to show you.” Said Naomi, standing and walking over to Anna. Standing too, Anna met her halfway, and the two immediately began kissing and stripping each other. By the time Anna was on her knees and sucking on Naomi’s clitoris, Kali could watch no more, walking over and kissing her girlfriend.

“Naughty bitches.” Kali purred.

“That’s nothing.” Naomi giggled. “Slut! Who is your Mistress?”

“You are, Mistress.” Anna grinned from the floor.

“And when can Kali and I fuck you?”

“Whenever you want, Mistresses.”

Naomi looked over at Kali. “Are you happy with me?” She asked.

“Very happy, sweetie. Another plaything.”

The three women enjoyed each other’s bodies for the next hour, using only their mouths and fingers, they each made each other cum multiple times. Had anyone entered that living room, they would have found three sexy women, completely naked, wrapped up together in a sapphic orgy.

Later, as the two cops left for the office, Anna reflected on the past twenty-four hours with her boss. She had never been particularly sexual, a complaint her husband had about her, but just two nights before, she’d had a sexual awakening, a night of raw passion with the last person she ever would dream of being with, and yet, whenever she remembered that night, she found her loins burn for a repeat. She yearned for more with Sam, but at the same time, now that she had experienced lesbian passion, she wanted more from that too. Could she have a long-term relationship with the devil? No, she knew that was impossible, for him too; but she could have a long-term relationship with Naomi and Kali, if they were open to a polyamorous relationship.

“Erm, how would you feel about me being a part of your life?” Anna asked, a softness to her voice which hinted her vulnerability.

Naomi smiled from behind the wheel of the car. “I was just thinking the same thing. It’s early, and I don’t even know if things will work with Kali; I haven’t lived with her, I don’t know how we will fit together. Sex can’t be the only reason to be together. It’s the same with you. I like working with you. I enjoy being around you, and sexually, you excite me. But you have Tracy, and you have another life. What if we don’t work as a couple or throuple?”

“What would you suggest?” Asked Anna.

“A date, first and foremost. Just like any other couple.”

“Dinner, dancing, and a movie?” Chuckled Anna.

“Something like that.”

“Sounds nice. Romantic.”

“I hope so.” Naomi sighed. She hadn’t really experienced romance since the start of her relationship with Michael, her husband, the husband who she hadn’t heard from in days.  Their house had sat empty since he left, only touched for Naomi to grab clothes and leave. But there were moments when she felt guilty, guilty for not giving back to him. She loved him, of course she did, but it was more like a good friend rather than anything else.

Unfortunately, the two arrived at the station, so they needed to be professional. Both shared a look, and touched hands. “Last night was a date, to an extent.” Said Naomi. “It was one of the best nights I’d ever had with a person. I loved our conversation, I loved the walk, the fun, and the sex. I want to spend some time with Kali tonight, and I think you are seeing Sam?”

“I am.”

“So let me speak to Kali, and let’s setup a night out this weekend. A date.”

“I’d like that.”

“Me too.”

Any hope for a quiet day was gone the moment they entered the office. Jane immediately informed them that another body was found, and the two senior detectives shared a look, wondering why they hadn’t heard about it from Kali.

“Where?” Asked Naomi.

“The North York Moors.” Said Jane.

Anna gave her a look of confusion. “But, that’s not here. That’s hundreds of miles away.”

“I know.” Said Jane. “But it’s identical in every single way.”

Once more, the two detectives shared a knowing look. Neither of them were home the day before, Kali said she was working, but if this was really Kali’s work, did she mean for it to be discovered?

“Are we sure it’s our guy?” Asked Anna, immediately Naomi noticed how Anna was focusing on making it sound like a man was responsible.

“Same MO. No DNA on the body.” Jane explained. “Called in to us by Detective Constable Tim Stolz from their area. Because of the computer link-up, he was able to find the connection.”

Something didn’t make sense to Naomi. Was this a recent murder, or had she inadvertently opened up their entire backlog of cases to the whole world by linking the systems. “When did this murder take place?” Naomi asked.

“Erm…” Jane looked at the report she’d received by email. “Oh, two years ago.”

“Jesus Christ Jane.” Anna moaned. “Lead with that.”

“Sorry.”

“Have any other such requests come in?” Asked Anna.

“No, just this one.”

“Good.” Anna replied, but Naomi gave her a look which said there would be more.

It had been a huge mistake to link the systems. The station had been operating silently for so long that it had been forgotten, but now they were an open book. Regardless, Naomi was sure that it was only a matter of time anyway. Kali couldn’t continue killing like it was the early 1900s. Access to information was far easier now.

“Jane, you continue to liaise with North Yorkshire constabulary, but remember, as far as you are aware, officially that is, these have been closed as wildlife related incidents.” Naomi told her.

Immediately though, Naomi texted her lover to let her know what was happening. Again, Kali didn’t seem concerned, writing that there would be more but it would be impossible to trace back to her without catching her red-handed. There were no prints, no DNA, and no way to place her at the scene of the crimes, except for here. That gave Naomi some relief.

Unfortunately, that relief was short-lived. The noon phone-call from Barry following his meeting with the Director of National Intelligence was not the closure Naomi needed. Her fears that the DNI would want to investigate the financial blackhole were founded, and further, Juliette had confirmed that it was connected to a specific Home Office department, run by Minister of Parliament, Jerry Dayton. Juliette feared government corruption, and immediately put a taskforce together.

It would take just hours for things to fall apart further. It would take the downfall of one man, to kickstart the potential downfall of Earth.

It was three in the morning. Naomi was lying fast asleep next to Kali’s warm body. They’d been fucking for most of the night, with Kali in her demon persona with her demon cock. It had been a truly bizarre experience for Naomi, because Kali, as a demon, was able to lick or fuck in ways not known to humans. In essence, Kali was able to cause an almost instant orgasm for Naomi, which continued for nearly two hours straight. It was an experience that whilst intense and like the best drug in the world, was not one Naomi wanted to experience again for a while. She likened it to being tickled; it triggered endorphins and made you feel good, but after some time, you just wanted closure, relief.

At the same time as Naomi was sleeping next to Kali, Anna was still wide awake and being fucking for the twelfth time that evening. Sam’s stamina and ability to just keep going without breaking a sweat meant that he was all give and no take. She had asked to see his full angel persona, just like Kali had shown her, but he refused, stating that it wasn’t that simple for humans to see angels.

Little did Naomi, Anna, Kali, or Sam know, but Barry Evans had inadvertently kicked off a storm. Juliette Morrison’s taskforce was only as clean as the people on it, and unfortunately, one of the people was a spy for Asher Marcus’ organisation. He informed someone on that team and steps were put in place to put a stop to it. Before Juliette could call it a day and go home, she was called in front of a house review committee. Files emerged of illegal rendition, torture, and unsanctioned black ops missions under her purview, all things she said were permitted at the time for MI6. The government disagreed and she was immediately dismissed from her role.

But that wasn’t all. That wasn’t the worst.

Barry Evans wasn’t home for most of the day. After his meeting with Morrison, he had lunch with an old colleague, then went to play a few rounds of golf before grabbing some drinks at the private members club. He arrived home a little after ten, concerned after hearing a flurry of messages from Juliette about how she had suddenly lost her job. What Barry arrived home to was nothing short of horrifying.

The police were already at the man’s house when he arrived, immediately trying to determine his whereabouts throughout the day. Once they realised he had an alibi, they informed him of the murder of his wife and two daughters. According to the officers on scene, it looked like retaliation by the Bulgarians or the Albanians, but certainly gang related.

Of course, Evans knew better. He wasn’t stupid. He was supposed to have been at home, but he wasn’t, so he survived. He’d lost everything; his job, his family, his life, and all because of that fucking quarry.

Broken and still a little buzzed from the alcohol, Barry jumped into his Jaguar XF and drove. Heading out of the city. He dialled Naomi, desperate to talk to the one person who would understand, but her phone went straight to voicemail. He left a message, letting her know what had happened. Next he tried Anna, but that just rang and rang with no answer.

“Fuck it!”

He drove at high speed, driving for three hours to arrive at the gate to the quarry, but he ignored it, ramming it off its moorings and driving on. He continued down the narrow road leading to the quarry, at one point losing the right rear wheel, only to save it at the last second and avoid a catastrophic tumble down to the ground, tens of metres below, until finally, he arrived at the metal door.

The LED headlights of the car lit up the whole door and the surrounding rock, the powerful V8 engine a constant reminder that he had five-hundred and fifty brake-horsepower at his disposal. He stared at the gate, welded tight. He didn’t have an acetylene torch or anything to cut the metal, but what he did have was distance, power, speed, weight, and no will to live.

Barry had lost everything. In his one final act, he hoped that he would leave something for Naomi; the truth.

Two-fifty-seven in the morning, that was when Barry left one last message for Naomi. “Get down to the quarry. The door will be open.” And once that call ended, her put the car in reverse, backed up as far as he could go, then slammed the accelerator down, send dust, mud and stones into the air from the rear. As the car raced forward at high-speed, he unclipped his seatbelt, ensuring that he wouldn’t survive the impact.

The door wasn’t thrown open by the crash, far from it. The car hit the door and bounced backwards, Barry was thrown forward and out the wind-screen. But the door did crack, the metal welds fell away, and all it would take, is for a small push to open it. The door was open, one way or another; the gate to hell had been opened.


Thirteen

The engine revved as the Land Rover navigated the dirt track. To her right, Kali held on to the door, hoping she wouldn’t need to intervene if the car fell into the quarry. She had been calling Anna’s phone since gone six in the morning, but to no avail.

It wasn’t the sounds of the phone that had alerted Naomi to the missed calls, it was simply looking at the screen to check the time. She listened to each message one by one, getting increasingly scared of what was happening, until finally she heard the last thing she wanted to hear. She was going to lose her boss and friend, and at the same time, he was going to do the worst thing anybody could do to humanity.

As the car swerved to navigate the corner down the quarry, the phone rang. Naomi accepted the call from Anna immediately, hearing a groggy voice. “You called?”

“Barry killed himself, and he did so trying to open the gate.” Naomi called out.

“Wait, what?”

“He called me last night. I think he went to kill himself. His family has been murdered.”

“Fuck! And the gate?”

The car ground to a halt inside the quarry; the wreck of the Jaguar in front of them, and Barry’s destroyed body lying near the smashed and open gate. “It’s open. He crashed into it.” Naomi sighed, as Kali jumped out of the car and ran.

Naomi ended the call and got out slowly, staring at Kali as she pushed on the metal door, bending it with her hands back to shape, trying to get it to fit the squashed frame. To Naomi’s side, she saw a brief flash, and Anna suddenly appeared, holding the hand of an tall, attractive black man, who Naomi knew to be the devil.

The man ran to Kali, running his hands on the frame and watching it metal back into its original shape. Finally, they were able to close the door. Kali changed into her demon persona and then ran her finger around the edge of the door, melting it to the frame like butter. Then Sam ran his finger along the front of the door, reforming a symbol on the outside, which when finished, glowed for about a minute.

“It’s sealed again,” said Sam, “And protected against damage from the other side. I can’t protect it here though.”

“It should be filled with water.” Said Naomi.

“No.” Kali shook her head. “The water can damage the seal. It wouldn’t hold. Concrete would secure it for a time, but we worried something would go wrong and we wouldn’t be able to tell.”

But Anna had more pressing concerns. She looked at them with seriousness. “How do we know who escaped?”

“We don’t.” Said Sam.

“Not completely true. The cameras.” Naomi said. “Who has access to them?”

“Asher.” Kali nodded. “His team. I’ll speak to him. I need to talk to him about this mess anyway. This is all his fault.”

“It’s time for him to go, Kali.” Sam warned. “He should have left Earth long ago, but now, I think he has overstayed his welcome. You solve this problem, and I’ll head back down to hell to find out who has escaped. Let’s hope it is nobody dangerous.”

Then Sam turned kissed Anna on the lips with intense passion, before clicking his fingers and disappearing.

The trio turned to look at the mangled body of the former Chief Constable. They knew that they needed to call it in, but it would open up a multitude of questions, not namely as to why he had tried to open a metal door by crashing into it. As they considered all the implications of what had happened, they all realised at the same time that there was no way they could call this into the police.

Without a word to the others, Kali pulled out her phone and made the phone call she needed to make. She told Asher Marcus that she needed the CCTV footage from atop the quarry, and she needed him to arrange a clean-up team to take care of Barry Evans’ body and the car. When the call ended, she turned to the others.

“You should both go.” She said. “They’re already on their way. I’ll have the CCTV footage in the next ten minutes, so I’ll go through it.”

“We can help.” Anna said, but Naomi knew that they couldn’t. She placed her hand on Anna’s arm and shook her head.

“If you catch those who escaped, can you get them back?” Naomi asked.

“Sam can. If it is a soul, then I should be able to do it. If it’s a demon, like me, then Sam will open an inbound portal.” Kali explained, but there was a sadness to her expression, a sadness that made Naomi wonder if there was something more worrying Kali.

“Go. Before it’s too late.”

If things seemed like they couldn’t get any worse, then clearly neither Naomi nor Anna weren’t concentrating. The next phone call they received was from Michael as they were driving back to the station. He seemed panicked and urgent.

“The fucking city police is raiding our offices!” He hissed, clearly hiding the fact he was talking on the phone. “What the fuck is going on? Some of your ex-colleagues are here.”

“Shit.” Naomi hissed. “DWG?”

“Where else?”

“Fuck! Listen, this is nothing to do with you, but it seems someone in the company was handling the accounts of some pretty bad people. Those people all ended up dead.”

“Okay. If they were bad…” He mused. “Wait. Where did they end up dead?” He asked, already knowing the answer.

“Our forest.”

“Shit.” He sighed. “That would implicate…” And finally, he put two and two together. “Wait, are you suggesting your girlfriend…”

“Michael, come home.” Naomi said, interrupting him. Having this conversation over the phone wouldn’t solve anything, she needed to talk face to face, to talk about the problem.

“What?”

“Come home.” She said firmly. “Let’s talk together and I can explain things.”

Naomi could hear the gulp through the phone connection. He knew full well that everything came back to Kali, and by implication, even Naomi. But at the same time, he also knew Naomi, her need for justice, the fact that there was no flexibility with her, the law was the law. And there was another reason to come home to talk to her; he still loved her terribly. He had looked into divorces, lawyers, but he just couldn’t go through with it.

“Okay. Once I can leave, I’ll come over.” He said softly.

It was another stress for Naomi, another in a new long list of things to worry about. Like it or not, things were beginning to unravel, and really, it was all her fault. She felt guilty, wondering why Kali didn’t hate her for what she had done.

When Naomi arrived back at Kali’s that evening, she hoped to find her girlfriend home, but there was nothing. She hadn’t heard from Kali since the morning, and hoped that she was okay. Not long after arriving home, though, Naomi heard the crunch of tyres outside and she ran out, expecting to find the Porsche, but instead found a maroon Insignia. It was Michael.

She walked over, and the moment Michael stepped out, Naomi actually found herself wanting to hug him. She’d missed the skinny geek, not that she had noticed, but now that he was back, she realised it just wasn’t the same without him around.

“Can we go in our house?” Michael asked, feeling strange about going into Kali’s.

“Sure.” She smiled, but gave him a sad expression.

They went inside and she offered him a tea or coffee, but he begged off and sat down. “How have you been?” He asked.

Naomi shrugged. “It’s been tough. Chen’s dead. She was corrupt. Barry died this morning.”

“Seriously?” His eyes went wide. “Barry?”

“Yeah. Suicide.”

“Shit!” Immediately his demeanour changed. Suddenly it clicked that whilst he had been jealous of the amount of time she invested into her work, it was difficult work, and if the Chief Constable could commit suicide… “Oh my god, Naomi, I feel horrible. After everything, running away like that.”

“No, Michael, it’s all my fault. Look, I love you, a lot, but I think all of what we went through made us best friends, but not lovers. I miss you, of course, I do, but…”

“But you don’t love me that way anymore.” He nodded.

“Actually, that’s not true.” Naomi said, sighing. “I love you more than a friend. I love you like my husband. I’m sexually attracted to Kali. I wish you were here. I wish you were in my life. I just wish…” She sighed looking away and shaking her head. “I don’t know, I’m selfish.”

“Tell me.”

“No. It’s gonna sound horrible.”

He leaned forward. “No, tell me.”

Naomi was still looking away, contemplating whether or not to say how she felt and what she actually wanted, but she realised if she didn’t say it, she wouldn’t have it. Building up courage, she looked him straight in the eyes. “I wish you would do as you were told.” She said firmly. “I wish that you wouldn’t ever question me. I wish that you didn’t work, but rather stayed home and were the perfect little…” She sighed again, lowering her voice. “Housewife.” She said, looking away in embarrassment.

Michael stared at her for a long minute. She wondered if she could ever make someone hate her so much with a single sentence, but she assumed that she had. “Okay.” He said.

“What?”

“Okay.” He nodded. “If that is what you want. If that is what we need to do to save this marriage.”

“But Michael. It’s not about saving this marriage. I’ll still love Kali and…Anna.”

“Anna?”

“Urgh…long story. Listen, I’ll not be faithful. I’ll probably not have sex with you. Heck, I’m not even sure I’ll sleep with you.”

“But I will serve you. I will worship you. And you will punish me if I don’t behave?”

Once more, she looked at him, but now she had a feeling in her loins, in her crotch. Could it be that her husband was really a closet submissive? Had he been hiding his true desires from her? She had to find out. She had to know if she could really have her cake and eat it.

“Yes. I have a whip now. And a strap-on. We could have sex, but it would be me pegging you. Are you okay with that?”

He gulped and then nodded quickly. “Yes.” He barely said.

“You’ll cook and clean, maybe even dress the part. I’m not sure we want a man in our house. I think you’ll need to wear a pinny, maybe a dress.”

“Yes…” He breathed.

“Like a good little sissy?”

“Oh god yes!” He practically screamed, dropping to his knees and kissing her feet.

“Oh Michael, why didn’t you ever tell me?” Naomi gushed, pulling him up and to her. “We could have done so much together.”

“I was embarrassed.”

“Oh Michael, you silly little boy.” She said, hugging him. “All this time wasted. Of course I’ll be your Mistress, if you’ll have me?”

“Yes Mistress! Please!” He begged.

“Of course.” Then Kali leaned back. “And Kali, and Anna?”

“Your lovers are my rulers as you so desire.”

Naomi grinned and pushed him back down to the floor. “Good sissy. Spend the night here with me. I’m not sure Kali will be home anyway, then tomorrow go get your things, quit that shitty company, and come work for me, as my slave.”

“Yes Mistress.” He smiled, kissing her feet.

However, a sudden look up at her brought them both down to reality. She knew what he was about to ask and she knew she needed to provide an answer, not that he would believe it, who would? Still, she decided to tell him everything, from start to finish, revealing everything about Kali. He sat listening intently, not once laughing at her, or calling her crazy. At the end of her story, he looked down at the floor in thought.

“I believe you.” He said softly.

“Pardon?”

“I believe you.” He said again, looking up. “I have no reason not to believe you. I love you, trust you, and don’t think you’ve gone insane. The only logical explanation after that is that you are telling the truth, and in that case, we need to make sure nothing ever happens to Kali. The world needs her. Is what she does gruesome? Sure, but we need her, more than ever right now.”

The problem was, they didn’t know where she was.

At around eight that night, Anna called to ask if Naomi had heard anything. Unfortunately, Anna hadn’t heard anything from Sam either, which meant they were both out of the loop. As the two women spoke over the phone, Michael was down on his knees massaging her feet. The two detectives eventually reached the end of their discussion, but Naomi had an idea.

“Anna, what are you up to right now?” Naomi asked.

“Nothing. Watching telly with Tracy, why?” Asked Anna.

“Wanna come over?” Grinned Naomi, making Michael cock his head.

“Erm, I mean sure, but I’ll need to bring Tracy. Unless you wanna come here?”

“Well, Tracy can come. There’s tonnes of room, and if you want we can play later?”

Naomi could hear the sexual tension over the phone. “I’d like that.”

“But…Michael’s here.”

The tension disappeared, replaced by the sound of disappointment. “Then why’d you ask me over to play?”

“Erm, well, how do you feel about female domination?”

The line was quiet for a long moment and Naomi had to check the screen to see if the girl hadn’t hung up. Then, “Give me a half hour to get changed into something more appropriate.”

“What? You can’t whip a guy when you’re in sweatpants?” Laughed Naomi.

“Oh, I’ll be in sweatpants. I’m bringing Tracy after all. No, I’m talking about what will be under the sweatpants. You just make sure you’ve got the,” she went quiet, “stuff we bought in the city handy. I wanna play with those too.”

“Got it.”

The call ended and Naomi looked down at the confused geek in glasses at her feet. She grinned at him and said, “If you need to get used to multiple Mistresses, then it might as well be now.” And instantly, she saw the bulge form in his crotch. Yes, tonight was going to be a good night. She was going to take her mind off all her problems, and all thanks to her husband.


Fourteen

The sound of the front door unlocking, opening and closing woke Anna up first. She looked over at Naomi who was fast asleep in Anna’s arms and shook her awake. They listened to what sounded like movement downstairs and in a heartbeat, Naomi was up and running to her safe to retrieve her gun. Disturbed by the movement in the bed, Michael sat up, rubbing his eyes and reaching for his glasses.

“What’s going on?” He asked groggily.

“Nothing sweetie.” Naomi said. “Stay here.”

“I’ll go check on Tracy.” Anna whispered, as Naomi got the gun out.

Before anyone could react though, the bedroom door opened and Kali called out. “It’s me.”

The girls sighed in relief and Naomi instantly put the gun away. “Jesus Kali.” Naomi breathed.

When Kali finally entered the room, she looked over at Anna and Michael, seeing Michael wearing a pink satin nightie and a collar that Anna had brought over, she giggled a little, albeit with a pained expression of exhaustion.

“Kali, are you okay?” Naomi asked, rushing to her girlfriend.

“Yeah…no.  We found out who escaped.” She sighed.

“Who?”

Kali looked over cautiously at the sissy, who waved at her in a I already know fashion. “Six souls escaped, and one banished demon.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah. Sam and I already caught the souls. They weren’t exactly clever, so no problem there. The banished demon is Abyzou. She’s a worker demon who was meant to help create worlds, but ended up becoming jealous of women on Earth. She’s evil and is not afraid to use her powers to kill.”

“How come someone like that was not locked up?” Michael asked.

“Evidently she was. According to one of the souls, the crash caused a rip into our realm, which entered Abyzou’s cell. She hasn’t been free for millennia.”

“Did she adopt a human form?” Asked Naomi.

“Yes. We caught her on camera. Tall, slender, dark skin, long black hair.”

“We can put a BOLO out on her, see who spots her.” Anna noted, jumping to her feet to retrieve her phone.

“I don’t think we need to worry about it. We will just need to follow the trail of dead women.”

Wasting no time, Naomi ran to dress. She told Anna that it would be better to go to the station and call every uniform in. This woman was twenty-four hours in front of them, but she was on foot, and the forest was big.

“Where did you catch the souls?” Naomi asked.

“Most in the surrounding villages. One stole a car, but he already knew about them. The rest didn’t.”

“Okay. Then Abyzou won’t either.”

Anna then turned to Michael and asked him to take care of Tracy. Given that Michael always wanted kids, he was only too happy to play babysitter to Tracy, especially they had gotten on so well the night before. Tracy was only seven years old, but was clearly a clever, grounded girl who loved to meet new people.

“We’ll need a photo.” Naomi said to Kali. Touching a blank sheet of A4 that Kali found on a sideboard, a picture appeared of an attractive woman.

“She was naked in the pictures, so I assume she will have taken the clothes of her victims.” Kali stated.

Fifteen minutes later, they were in the station raiding the weapons lockers. Naomi was explaining who they were after, leaving out that she was a demon, but rather someone who had a history of violence. They framed her as a foreign assassin gone rogue, likely insane. To cover their backs, Naomi had Kali draw up a fake Special Branch request for look out, and that she had been spotted nearby.

Each unit was divided assigned to an area to cover, with the fact that they were to not only canvas the neighbouring villages but also knock on doors. There would be complaints from owners about the late hour but the safety and wellbeing of everyone was the highest priority.

“Keep you eyes out for anything suspicious.” Anna explained. “Any sort of nervousness, investigate. If someone looks like they are under duress, call it in.”

“This person is shoot on sight. She is fast and she is extremely dangerous, with or without a weapon.” Said Naomi.

The officers seemed nervous to be out with weaponry, but they had all been trained, and given that the local armed police section was so far away, they constabulary had special dispensation to use firearms when absolutely required. But, to be certain they understood, Kali had arranged for DCI Caine to speak on speakerphone and highlight the importance of apprehending this dangerous individual.

They all set out to their assigned locations, with Kali joining Anna and Naomi in Naomi’s car. They had scanned the video multiple times, and based on what they saw, they had an approximate direction for Abyzou, that was if she hadn’t changed course.

“Caine is trying to get the city to dispatch a helicopter. See what we can see from up top.” Kali told them.

“That would be a huge help.” Naomi admitted. “But it’s going to take time to get here. Time we don’t have.”

“Letum Way.” Anna told the women, finally plotting the route in her map. “If she continued in that direction, then she would reach Letum Way village. About eighty people live there.”

“Walking through the forest, how long would that take her?” Naomi asked.

Kali spoke up. “Six, seven hours. It gets pretty dense, harder to walk, but for her the lack of paths will be an advantage.”

“Let’s say seven hours. She escaped at around five in the morning, which means she reached the village at noon.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah. She’ll be long gone, but still, we need to check it out. It’s a hamlet, we don’t know what’s gone on there.”

The flashing lights and siren of her car and the uniform backup car behind them reverberated across the open fields to their left, but Anna stared out to the right, looking at the dense forest, hoping to see someone, but coming up empty.

When they arrived at the village, sirens and lights still blazing, even though it was the middle of the night, nobody stirred. They’d expect a light to turn on, someone twitching a curtain, anything, but there was nothing, no movement whatsoever.

“This isn’t good.” Kali stated.

Pulling up outside an old cottage on the main street, the officers ran to the front door and made to bang on it, only to find that it was already open. What they found inside was a gruesome mess, a man and a woman both with their hearts removed directly from their chests, their faces contorted in horror.

“Fuck!” Naomi screamed.

The uniformed officers looked on in shock, not believing anyone could physically push their hands into a human body and make a hole in someone’s chest. Naomi reminded them of their duties. “Secure the area, call other units who clear their areas and lock this place down. Everyone here is dead. Every single person.”

Next came the near-impossible task of finding out where she went next.

“It will have taken her a few hours, going door to door.” Kali explained. “Each house as oblivious as the next.”

“There are no dead on the streets.” Noted Anna. “Maybe it was just this house?”

Kali shook her head. “She’s a manipulator. She will have taken clothes from this house to fit in. Then anyone she met along the way, she will have convinced them to take her back to their place. They probably didn’t even know they were doing it.”

The reality of the situation dawned on Anna, tears formed in her eyes. She knew people in that village, not well, but she’d dealt with some on police business over the years, made connections. That the whole village had been wiped out was incomprehensible.

Kali closed her eyes and focused. Moments later, in a flash, Sam appeared by her side. Her spun around looking at the scene, then frowned angrily, eyes blazing red.

An all-clear came over the radio from surrounding villages, meaning the demon had carried on North, cutting across the fields. There was one more remote house in the distance, then the next location after that was nearly fifteen miles.

“That’s another six hours or so over these fields.” Anna noted.

“She arrived here at twelve, give or take. Kali, Sam, how long do you think she spent here?”

Sam spoke up. “She’ll have enjoyed herself. Her first time out for a long time. I’d say she will have spent about ten hours here, looking at the size of the place.”

“Left at nine or ten-ish.” Naomi said, looking at the floor, trying to work out where she could’ve gone. “What’s in that direction?”

“Marem,” Said Anna. “Different county, not our jurisdiction, and doesn’t fall under Heath End either.”

“It’s a town, right?”

“Yes. A small one, but not a village.”

“Which means, best case, we have an hour.” Naomi stated, pulling out her mobile phone. Instantly, she called Caine, explaining the situation and the need for the helicopter. He promised to call them and get them onto her radio channel. Literally three minutes later, the helicopter was on the radio, telling them that they were five minutes from their location.

The team used the time to check other houses, hoping to find survivors, but all they found was more evidence of torture and gruesome murders. It began to dawn on everyone that if the demon reached Marem, then thousands were at risk.

For a moment, Naomi wondered if she shouldn’t warn the police department in Marem, have them assist with canvasing the area, but she reasoned that that might open up a whole new can of worms. Better to keep it to her department until absolutely necessary.

The sound of the chopper grew close. “Sam and Kali, you’re with me. Anna, get the car and cut through the fields. Use every gate, public access route you can and try to find her along the way. Do not engage her!”

“Right.” Anna said, accepting the keys from her superior and lover.

The helicopter began its descent, but before it landed, Sam explained how they would catch the demon. He would need to open a temporary one-way portal to hell, but whilst he was doing that, he needed Kali to get her inside it. “I will open it close to her, you push her in, okay?” Sam asked.

“Got it.” Kali replied.

Once in the air, below them they saw the LED lights of the Defender on full-beam. Anna wasn’t wasting time, literally bouncing the car at high-speed across the land. The car wasn’t as fast as the helicopter, but it did afford a decent view through denser growth.

The helicopter followed a line from the last house towards the town, assuming that the demon had gone that way, but there were no guarantees that Abyzou had. The closer they got to the town, the more despondent the team became, and then once they finally reached the edge, they realised that only one of two possibilities existed; she was there already and killing, or they’d gone the wrong way.

“Anna, stop where you are.” Naomi said into the radio as the helicopter landed in a field. “I need you to go back to the last house and check any possible public byways. Any walking routes or any sign we might have missed.”

“On it.”

The officer then ran to the house closest to the field, ran the doorbell, then began banging on the door. “Police, anyone home?”

Lights turned on in the darkened home and Naomi heard complaining from someone inside. Eventually the door opened, revealing a skinny younger man in a robe, the moonlight glistening off his bald head. “Do you know what fucking time it is?”

She held up her ID. “DI Foster. Sir, we are looking for a dangerous individual.” She held up a picture of Abyzou. “Have you seen this woman?”

“She’s dangerous is she?” The man asked. “Phwoar! She’s a bit of alright though, yeah?”

“She’ll rip your heart out with one hand.”

“Right. Well, no, ain’t seen her love. Now mind if I go back to bed? I had a bleedin’ twelve hour shift at the plant.”

“Yes Sir. Thank you for your coop…” The door slammed shut in her face.

She ran back to the field, hurdling over a wooden gate, and over to the helicopter. Abyzou didn’t go in that direction. She could be anywhere, and now there was no stopping her.

As the helicopter ascended once again, Naomi began to feel despondent, after all, she had kicked off all of this. Prior to her arrival, things just worked for over a century. Sensing Naomi’s sadness, Kali placed a hand on Naomi’s leg and gave it a small squeeze, letting her know that she shouldn’t bring herself down.

“DS Parker to DI Foster, come in.” The radio said.  

“Go ahead.” Naomi said.

“There’s a small country footpath marked by an old walking sign. It’s not one marked on our maps, but it’s clearly been around awhile.”

“Where does it lead?”

“Back to Gates Hill.”

Naomi’s eyes widened. Abyzou was heading to her town. It was a long way around, which played in their favour, but they were now on a knife’s edge in terms of timing.

“Get to Gates Hill now. We’ll scan from above.” Naomi told Anna. Then to the others. “She’s circling back to Gates Hill from the North.”

The helicopter turned violently to the left, making a beeline towards Gates Hill. The three in the rear looked down, searching for any sign of life along the way. Once they reached the edge of town, they saw a single house that Naomi knew belonged to a farmer named Ernie Jackson. An older gentleman, he called the station regularly to complain about stolen equipment. He lived there with his elderly wife, and whilst Naomi knew farmers rose early, they didn’t rise that early. All his lights were on.

“There!” Naomi pointed, then into the radio. “Jackson’s farm on Meadow Lane.”

“On it.” Anna replied.

“We’ll need to get her outside.” Sam stated. “I won’t be able to do this inside the house. If I open up the portal inside the house, then you all go in, house included.”

“Got it.”

The chopper landed and everyone sprang out. In the distance, they heard the sound of approaching sirens but they knew that the police officers wouldn’t be able to help. Without waiting, Sam smashed the front door apart, running inside and up the stairs, where the group found Abyzou, naked and riding the cock of a very scared and confused old man. Suspended in the air in the corner of the room, watching down with sheer horror on her face, was an elderly lady. Both were still alive.

“Abyzou!” Samael called out. “Stop this immediately!”

Abyzou’s beautiful face contorted into a red demon face for a moment and bit in Sam’s direction. “I’ll never go back. One of these souls can give me what is rightfully mine!”

“No mortal can give you a baby!” He cried out. “You know that!”

“You lie!” She screamed, her voice an evil gravelly sound.

“No Abyzou! You have always known it!”

“Then the mortals have no purpose.”

“They are not your slaves!”

Abyzou extended an arm towards the doorway where everyone stood watching, sending out a blast of purple lightning. “Stay back or I will kill everyone here, including your precious friends.”

Sam backed up and turned to the team. “Kali, there is a window right there. I’m going outside. I’ll open the portal beneath the window. Give me a minute, then run in and push her through. Only you can do it.”

“Okay.” Kali breathed, nodding.

“Remember, you’re stronger than her. Grab her, throw her through.”

As Sam ran down the stairs, Kali and Naomi shared a look. Naomi was proud, proud to be dating someone as amazing as Kali. Kali grabbed Naomi and kissed her with an intensity that Naomi hadn’t felt before. A longing, a need, a finality. As the Kali let go, the two women stared into each other’s eyes, tears running down from Kali’s face.

“I love you.” She told Naomi.

“Wait, wait, wait. What?” Naomi gasped. “You’re just going to push her, aren’t you?”

“No. That won’t work. I’ll need to grab her and jump. I’ll be returning with her.”

“So? You’ll just come back? Sam comes and goes.” Naomi’s voice became increasingly panicked.

“I can’t. I can only go through the gates, and they’re all closed now. It was opening them that started all this. I can’t come back.”

Suddenly, it all dawned on Naomi. This was the end of her relationship with Kali. She would never see her again. Grabbing on, she held Kali. “But I love you so much.”

“I know. I’ve never known love like this, but I’m glad I finally got to experience it. I’m jealous of you humans, jealous that you get to experience this, but glad I got to feel it too. Thank you, Naomi, thank you my love.”

But then Kali pushed Naomi backwards, creating distance, and enough time to change into her demon persona. Naomi stepped forward again but Kali held her hand out and shook her head. Naomi would burn to death if they touched.

With one last shared look, Kali burst into the room at full speed and ran at the other demon. Time seemed to slow down as Abyzou screamed out, and then Kali grabbed her and pulled towards the window, smashing the brick wall below and falling towards the swirling red and black pit of light below them. Both women screamed, but once they had fallen through, Sam lowered his hands and closed the portal.

To Naomi’s right, the elderly lady fell to the floor. Instantly, the old man ran to his wife’s side, both sobbing. Behind Naomi, footsteps ran up the stairs, Anna had arrived.

“What happened?” Asked Anna, as uniformed officers ran to the aid of the elderly couple.

“She’s gone.” And Naomi began to cry, harder than she had ever cried before. “Kali’s gone forever.”


Epilogue

The moving van’s rear door rolled up to reveal the large boxes, each one marked with their contents. Naomi smiled as Michael began dishing out instructions to the movers, himself grabbing a box, but checking himself to make sure he didn’t reveal the pretty red and black lacy thong he had on under those jeans. Regardless of if Michael was her sissy slave or not, Naomi still felt guilty for not helping, so strolled out onto the sunny street grab a box.

Outside, Naomi looked across at the forest, thinking how beautiful it was, even though it remained a constant reminder of what she once had. Then she turned back to look at the house, the huge white-washed mansion, fresh, new, different. One large house where two once stood.

It had been a year since the events of that night. A year since Kali had returned to hell. When Naomi returned home the next day, Michael said a letter had arrived for Naomi. When she opened it, she found the last will and testament or Kali Ibliss, and in it, she’d left everything to Naomi, her house, her car, and her life savings, which were in their millions. None of that mattered to Naomi though, because without Kali, it seemed meaningless.

But in the aftermath of that horrific night, Anna and Naomi grew closer, from just playfriends to lovers. They went on that date they promised to go on, and realised that they really did work well together. Yes, Naomi would always love Kali, but she loved Anna too.

Eventually, they decided to knock down both the houses and build one big one, a place for Naomi, for Michael, for Anna and for Tracy, and finally, now that the house was built, they could all move out of Anna’s cramped cottage, into their new home.

That night would remain etched in their memories though. Of course, a full investigation was launched into what happened, after all, nearly a hundred people died, an entire hamlet wiped out. Caine, Naomi, Anna, and pretty much everyone from the Gates Hill police department, were suspended pending the outcome of the investigation.

It looked like things were over for Naomi, that there was no explanation for her behaviour, for the deaths, nor for that fact that everything pointed back to Kali Ibliss, her lover. And yet, just as City Central Police were close to concluding their investigation and make arrests, the investigation suddenly stopped, and suddenly, every single person in that little village, every single name and national insurance number, ended up on a plane which had apparently crashed en-route to France. In Google Maps, the hamlet ceased to exist; road signs were changed, and the entire little sleepy hamlet was flattened, turned and hidden as fields.

As far as the world was concerned, Letum Way never existed.

During that time, black vans and trucks turned up at the quarry. A huge building was constructed inside the quarry, and the whole area was cordoned off by official government fencing. Signs were put up designating it Ministry of Defence land, and it was then patrolled by armed forces.

Of course, Naomi wanted to know what they were doing with the gate, only to be told that they didn’t know what she was talking about, and that it was a government research facility.

In the year that had passed, neither Anna, nor Naomi, had seen Sam. Anna had hoped that she would see him sometimes, after all, the time they had spent together would be forever precious to her, even though she loved Naomi now.

Then finally, on the day they moved into the new house, Sam showed up, bearing gifts for everyone, including toys for Tracy.

“Where have you been?” Asked Anna, clearly annoyed that it had taken so long for Sam to visit.

Frowning apologetically, Sam hugged the girl and kissed her on the forehead. “Well, I had to clean up a bit. It wasn’t just about Abyzou, but keeping Kali here, allowing her to do what she did, that required quite a bit of investment into people, the government and so forth. I needed to fix all that. Asher Marcus is gone, finally, to hell, where he will not be punished as harshly as others, but he will not have the opportunity to return. That whole group has been disbanded. I, erm, well, I had to reveal myself to the Prime Minister, just like I have done in many other countries, to ensure the gate stays closed and protected.”

Nodding, Naomi leaned forward. “I saw the new building at the quarry.”

“Yes.” Sam said. “Now it’s a proper security system. Lasers, lead, and much more. Nobody is opening that thing, and nothing will ever get out.”

“Nothing?” Naomi asked sadly.

Once again, Sam frowned apologetically. “Kali misses you.” He admitted. “She’s kind of mopey. Cries a lot.”

“Tell her I miss her too.”

“I will. But, there’s some good news.”

“Yes?” Asked Naomi, hopeful.

“Yeah, well, you’re human. Eventually, you’ll die, which means you’ll see each other again in the afterlife.”

It wasn’t even a consideration for Naomi to end up in hell. She wasn’t ever religious, before meeting Kali, but she did once say to herself that she would go to heaven, if there was one. She smiled at Sam, allowing herself a little chuckle. “Yeah, no offense, but I wasn’t planning to go to hell.”

The laugh that erupted from Sam’s mouth almost made the house shake, then as he calmed he shook his head. “Your interpretation of heaven and hell is wrong. Where Kali and I work, in hell, is a prison, yes, but outside of the prison, it is beautiful. Imagine the most amazing aspects of Earth, the waterfalls, nature, the beauty of it all, that is all in the Ethereum, where Heaven and Hell sit.  Do you think Kali lives in the prison?”

“So if I go to heaven…” Naomi began.

“You’ll have to travel a long way to see Kali. Better would be to ask to be sent to Hell…the place, not the prison.”

“We can ask?” Michael asked.

“You can. If you have not committed crimes here on Earth, then you are free to go wherever you want. Stay as long as you like in the Ethereum, and then when you are ready for your next life, you choose where you want to go, and it all starts again.”

The humans in the room shared a look of surprise. Naomi took Anna’s hands and held them. She felt guilty for still having such feelings for Kali, but Kali was her first woman, and well, she loved her deeply. Naomi was about to say her apologies, when Sam interrupted once more.

“Kali says she is looking forward to all of you, to sharing her space in the Ethereum with you and Anna.” Sam explained, and both women smiled, but Michael looked away, the third wheel once again. “And to you, Michael, she says she always wanted a servant that she could play with, and hopes that you will be more than willing to continue to be a sissy slave for her too.”

Michael’s face lit up and beamed as he nodded.

Eventually, Sam stood to leave. “Of course, for you on Earth, it will be a long time before you see Kali again. You will each lead long lives. This will be the last time we will see each other, in this life. Enjoy it, make the best of it, and remember, life doesn’t end with the death of the body. Love you all.”

And then Sam disappeared, and once he did, Michael said, “He seemed like a nice bloke. Who was he exactly?”

“Satan.” The girls replied, much to Michael’s surprise.

Naomi and Anna shared a look. “Tracy’s going to a friend’s house in an hour.”

“So we’ll have the new house to ourselves.” Naomi nodded, and then turned to Michael. “Go change into your whore clothes and do your make-up. If you’re to play with us girls today, then want you to be one.”

“Yes Mistress!” Michael said, enthusiastically scrambling to his feet.

“Come here you.” Naomi told Anna, pulling the younger woman over for a long, passionate kiss. “I love you, Anna.”

“I love you too, Naomi.”

THE END

Please review if you can.
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