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Chapter
One

The white
Mercedes sprinter van sped along the back streets at a speed close
to its maximum. The driver was sweating like a leech on a vampire’s
leg; his eyes were wide and his knuckles as white as bleached bone.
He didn’t like driving at this speed even though he knew the road
well but tonight he had no choice. His van was the middle vehicle
between two black SUV's and they dictated the pace. The men in the
SUV’s were scary; all dressed in black and all armed. Not one of
the men spoke Thai but managed to convey their instructions clearly
enough using signs and the muzzles of their weapons. At least he
hoped he’d understood them. The multi lingual signs of pointing at
him, pointing at them, moving two fingers like a walking hand, no,
a running hand and followed by a shrug and a finger drawn across
the throat gave him the impression that he was to follow them
quickly or donate blood. All of his blood.



He’d driven for Vantapharm many times, usually during the day
between the large laboratory and one of the smaller supply stores.
Occasionally he’d been told to drive to various street locations at
night to pick up a large box or a heavy sack that looked as if it
contained a dead pig and deliver it to the lab. That was odd in its
self as he had strict instructions on these runs to stay in the cab
at all times but the money was good so he did as he was told. A
nagging little voice in the back of his mind that sounded shrill
like his mother in law, was telling him that maybe tonight he
should have stayed at home doing his chores instead. He was used to
these shrill voices telling him what to do. They usually belonged
to his wife and his mother in law. Those two shrill voices that
sounded like angry chain saws always told him the same thing at the
same time though at slightly different octaves. The message was
simply to do whatever he was told to do faster and better. It was
the music of married life.



Tonight the voice in his head was telling him to stop the van, make
his way home and accept his punishment like a man. He wanted to
listen to it. He wanted to do as he was told. What kept him
speeding along at break neck speed was the thought of the dark
angry men with guns and the thought of the pay. He was going to get
more than two weeks wages for just one nights work. He imagined the
look on his wife’s face when he handed over his pay packet. He
could almost feel the warmth of the heartfelt sneer. His mother in
law would still look like she’d fallen face first into fresh water
buffalo poo and forgotten to close her mouth but that was just her.
She was alright really. In small doses or was that small
pieces?



The convoy sped into the Limp Dong district home of the many Lady
Boy clubs and darkened bars where tourists could sample authentic
Thai cuisine straight from the Tesco packets and at only five times
its original cost. Washed down with authentic Thai liquors that
stripped your throat as effectively as it stripped your
wallet.



For no discernable reason the SUV in front lit up like a Christmas
tree as its three brake lights glared red. Sadyu jumped on the
brake and grabbed the steering wheel as if it was his mother in
laws throat. This was an unscheduled stop and he panicked that he’d
done something wrong. The red lights in front snapped off as
quickly as they’d snapped on and the SUV shot forward like a
rocket. Sadyu changed to a lower gear and stamped both feet onto
the accelerator desperate to catch up with it again. He glanced out
of the side window and saw Whitney Houston, Kylie Minogue and
Christina Aguilera climbing into the back of a tut tut taxi. Was
that what had made the men brake? They wouldn’t be the first to
think they were seeing the real thing, lots of people did. If that
was the case why had they changed their mind? Sadyu glanced to the
queue waiting for the next tut tut. Two Kylies, another Whitney and
a Britney were next in line. Maybe that was it.

As they sped past the performers outside the clubs a lone Britney
looking a little short and even a bit bandy stood at the corner
talking on her phone. Sadyu noticed her due to the space between
her knees .He idly wondered if that was a considered part of the
performer’s interpretation. He didn’t dwell on it, there was no
time. They were approaching the outskirts of the Bangkok port
facility with its labyrinth of loading areas, storage bays, lorry
parks and offices. He didn’t have to concentrate on where he was
going but he did have to follow those tail lights and follow them
good. The bright red lights danced in front of him as they wove
this way and that like fairies on Red Bull.



He could make out the silhouettes of the container ships at the
quayside and the lights of the huge cranes that stacked them until
they were frighteningly top heavy. They didn’t head that way. Sadyu
wrinkled his nose as he tried to work out just where they were
going.



The SUV in front of him turned sharply onto a dusty area bordered
by trees and bushes on one side. The dense thicket of vegetation
marked the boundary of the port area and shielded it from the view
of big waterfront buildings further down the coast. This barren
area served as a loading and unloading space for Lorries whose
containers were not due for immediate craning onto ships. It was a
huge dusty open space where the odd steel container sat hulking
against the night sky. They approached one container turning to
pass its side when the car in front stopped abruptly in a cloud of
dust. Before the brake lights finished their fiery illumination two
dark figures leapt from it and hurried back towards him pointing
their guns straight at the windscreen. Sadyu interpreted this as
the instruction to stop. He stared wide eyed at the two gunmen in
front and wondered why this cargo needed such aggressive security.
He was still wondering this when the barrel of a gun tapped
insistently at his side window and caused him to consider other
subjects. A quick review of his life insurance cover, whether they
could hear his scream outside and the durability and capacity of
his underwear being the top three topics. He wound down the window
faster than a Greek politician writing an I.O.U.



“Back up vehicle.” Said the man at the window in heavily accented
English. The left hand side of Sadyu’s brain, the side concerned
with logic and analysis tried to determine the man’s nationality
based on his accent and facial features. The right side of his
brain screamed at the left side to shut up and shouted at his motor
reflexes to reverse the van whilst he still had a brain. He
reversed cautiously down the length of the container until someone
banged on the side of the van loudly. In his side mirror he saw the
heavy door of the container swing towards the van blocking his view
of what was going on behind him. He felt a wave of relief. He
didn’t want to know what was going on behind him. “Stay there.”
Barked the man at his side window. “No get out.” Sadyu had reached
that understanding already and even taken it one step further. He
chose a spot on the dashboard and stared at it intently. He didn’t
want to consider that there was more to life right now than that
spot. His spot. His world.



Thirty yards away from the container, hidden in the undergrowth of
hibiscus, jasmine and tropical vines two amber eyes watched the two
men in dark clothing open the container doors and the doors to the
Vantapharm van. The eyes didn’t blink as they watched the men slip
the straps of their guns over their shoulders and reach into the
van. The eyes belonged to Apinya, a petite Asian woman with
straight dark hair tied into a ponytail with a plain rubber band.
She sat on her haunches deep within the overgrown foliage. Apinya
had moved into this spot when she received the call from Britney or
Dong Go. Both names related to the same person depending on what
time of day it was or where she/he was at the time.



It was more than a hunch that this would be the container. Apinya
had been watching Vantapharms obscure nighttimes rendezvoused for a
while and her sense of smell; hugely superior to the average person
had identified this container straight away. It wasn’t the smell of
the cold steel or even its last cargo. Two thousand DVD players and
six pallets of top quality designer luggage branded as genuine
Louise Vuitton. As a witch, a white witch, Apinya could smell what
the next cargo would be and she didn’t like the smell of this one
bit. If pressed for an answer as to what the smell was or what it
meant, Apinya would have been as enigmatic as only a Thai witch
could be. She wasn’t completely sure what it was herself but she
knew it was wrong.



The two men hefted cylindrical drums about four foot tall and
eighteen inches in diameter from the van and wheeled them into the
cargo container. The drums appeared quite heavy and looked to be
constructed of thick cardboard with no identifying marks or labels
that she could see. The smell was nothing that a human nose could
detect but to Apinya it was thick and cloying. Every instinct told
her that this container must not leave here. Two burly armed men
were unlikely to listen to the pleas of a petite Thai woman
especially one who couldn’t tell them how she knew and somehow, she
guessed that the machine guns slung around their necks were not
designed to augment hearing.



The leaves rustled gently despite there being not a breath of wind
tonight. The air around the bushes shimmered like a heat haze as
Apinya’s form morphed into that of an adult female Komodo dragon.
Her long tail twitched irritably in the undergrowth and her forked
tongue flicked quickly tasting the air. Four powerful legs flexed
ready for action and razor claws dug into the dry earth.



Every white witch has the ability to transform themself into a
powerful predatory creature. It’s a bit like Clarke Kent
transforming into Superman but without the couture faux pas. The
whole wearing underwear on the outside of your clothes thing.



Apinya sized up the situation. She would cover the distance to the
container in seconds. Her weight advantage of 180 pounds together
with slashing talons and jaws powerful enough to open child proof
bottles would be all the argument she needed. Now it was all down
to timing. Slowly she crept out of the foliage and into the open.
It’s difficult to hide something a little over ten foot long and as
tall as a Labrador but they weren’t looking her way. As a woman she
had all the skills of a natural apex predator, being currently
wrapped into a giant lizard added the advantage of size, weight and
sharper teeth. She moved to get a better look into the Vantapharm
ban. There were two drums left right at the back of the van. She’d
pounce when the men took these last two drums into the container.
The two men would be dispatched in no time at all and then she
would have to make a decision. Stop for lunch and have a little
chew on one or change back to human form, grab her shoulder bag
from the bushes and use the incendiary devices to incinerate the
cargo. She was annoyed at having to make that decision when she
wanted both options. The irritation of not getting what she wanted
fuelled her anger as it would any woman. Parcelled up inside a
naturally aggressive fighting lizard she was a formidable
beast.



The two men manoeuvred the last of the drums in past the heavy
steel doors and one of them shouted what she assumed was some macho
bullshit at completing their task. That was another thing that
wound her up, macho crap. Taught muscles coiled like springs in
powerful back legs released to thrust her forward to maximum
acceleration. The only sound was the scrape of talons against the
hard earth. Amber eyes blazed into the night focused solely on the
men’s backs as the distance closed from thirty yards to twenty, to
ten yards. Her mouth opened to plunge strong teeth into tasty man
flesh. The sound was one she recognised from evenings at home with
her father. Rapid staccato pops that she knew would stink. The
noise was familiar but the intense heat that raked her fore legs
and torso was totally unexpected and rather painful too.



The 7.2mm rounds that spat from two suppressed machine guns
shattered her front legs and they collapsed beneath her, ploughing
her head into the hard earth. Her eyes were still locked onto the
backs of the men just inside the doors to the container and her
mind couldn’t compute what was happening. As her face hit the
ground pushing a two inch long tooth through her top lip her main
thought was that it would spoil her looks. She hoped it wouldn’t
scar.



She saw the two men drop their loads and grab for their guns as
they turned to face her. Another round of staccato popping on her
left caused her massive frame to spasm and twitch like a drunken
Morris dancer as hot punches tore through her body. She felt her
heart, her liver and her belly being torn to mincemeat. That was
annoying. As a witch she wasn’t immortal but she was hard to kill.
As fast as the bullets tore her apart, the wounds healed. You could
kill a witch but you had to inflict overwhelming trauma to most of
their bodies and brains at the same time. It was one of the reasons
why witches didn’t like line dancing.



The staccato popping stopped as magazines were replaced. Apinya’s
shattered front legs reformed into solid bone and her heart pumped
blood and adrenalin through her body giving her all the power she
needed. The sore hole in her top lip that she knew, she just knew,
was going to scar provided her with all the aggression she
required. She lifted her mighty head from the dirt and turned her
face to the left. Two more men with two more machine guns. These
were obviously the two that had shot her and caused her to bite her
own lip. Through bright amber eyes shaped like arrow slits, she saw
red.



The popping noises started again this time from the men at the
container door and her mind; in fact her whole head was filled with
hot lead. She was vaguely aware through her one functioning ear
that the men to her left had now reloaded and were pouring bullets
into her body with all the passion of a cocktail waiter at a hen
do. Apinya’s shredded body gave up as the onslaught of rounds
severed her head from her body. At 01:27 Bangkok time Apinya
died.






































































































Chapter
Two

It was
certainly different. Strange, disconcerting and contra intuitive
but oddly pleasing. It reminded Tess of the time when she had
bypassed her local Waitrose and gone to the new Lidl store instead.
It hadn’t been as awful as she’d feared and in fact the German
branded chocolate biscuits she’d found had turned out to be
absolutely yummy. It was her and her sister’s guilty pleasure. This
somehow felt the same. Naughty but nice. Wrong due to its complete
novelty yet immensely satisfying.



She had always been brand loyal when it came to her car. It was
expensive granted, but it was a quality marque and she could afford
it so why not? Luxury, performance and all the power she needed, it
was her sort of vehicle and it made her feel good about herself.
Then she’d received the phone call from Sebastian. Fine chap,
thoroughly reliable and attentive. He called to say that it was
time to change her car, update it, get the best from the latest
models, stay current. That sort of thing. It was always slightly
emotional when trading in a dear friend, a solid reliable companion
but at the same time the excitement of new toys as her sister
called it, was pretty enticing. And here she was test driving a new
car. If Sebastian had been totally honest and transparent she would
have rejected the idea immediately. Naughty Sebastian had tricked
her into just taking it for a spin. See what you think. She was
grinning. She knew she was, it was like those chocolate biscuits
all over again. She shouldn’t like this car, it wasn’t her usual
make in fact it was a million miles away from her comfort zone but
hmm.



Sebastian wittered on about this gadget and that function. She
wasn’t even listening. Tess was totally absorbed in the sheer
pleasure of the impressive power and unrestrained luxury as they
flew down the road without a sound. The car didn’t even have an
engine, not a real one. There was no satisfying throaty roar as she
pressed down on the accelerator. Instead there was silence and
amazing speed. It made her feel naughty somehow but she loved it.
Electric cars who’d have thought.



Tess brought the big SUV back onto the showroom forecourt and
turned off the motor. At least she thought she had, it sounded just
the same. For a minute she sat in silence, soaking up the feeling
of pleasure whilst in her head the good cop, bad cop battle fought
it out. It’s very expensive. Well, yes but the running costs will
make it pay for itself. You’ll have to remember to charge it. Just
as I have to remember to put petrol in. You don’t need all those
gadgets; you’ll never use half of them. So I won’t use them then.
You don’t need to go that fast. I won’t go that fast but, if I need
to...



It was a losing battle for the conservative voice. Fizz appeared at
the side window and Tess touched the button to open it. She grinned
as the window slid down without a sound. “Edward’s sorting out the
paperwork. The magma colour I take it” Fizz already knew the
answer.

“I haven’t decided whether to buy it yet.” Tess grinned like a
rabbit on a promise.

“Yes you have.” Fizz replied flatly and turned to go back to the
paperwork. Tess hadn’t thought that she’d made that commitment yet
but Fizz knew. She always did.



Tess listened to Sebastian pointing out all the functions and
gadgets. She listened intently though half of her just wanted him
to go and leave her to play. “There are 20 external cameras.” He
said conversationally. “Some are for the cars automatic functioning
such as altering the suspension dependant on the road surface.”
“Really? It does that itself” Tess was smitten. The more she heard
the more she felt like all her Christmases had come at once. “Oh
yes the level of automation really is cutting edge you know.”
Sebastian was being very matter of fact about it almost as if it
was boring. “So where are all these cameras then” Tess was
intrigued. Sebastian touched the button to open the door.



“I’ll show you.” He said getting out. Reflexively Tess snatched the
key from the ignition as she got out. “How do I lock it” There was
no button on the stylish key fob or the key itself. Sebastian
brushed the question aside. “It’s already locked.” Tess hadn’t done
anything so she didn’t believe him and touched the small spot on
the door. It opened with just the faintest whine of a motor.
Sebastian shook his head. “You’ve got the key.”



Tess heard what he was saying but couldn’t grasp the logic. “Close
the door again.” He said quietly and walked around to her side of
the car. As the door clicked shut he told Tess. “It’s locked.” To
demonstrate he touched the point on the door. Nothing happened. A
wide grin started to form on Tess’s face. Sebastian held out his
hand for the key. “Now you try it.” He took a few steps back. With
no key Tess touched the door panel. Nothing happened. She tried
touching it in a variety of ways all with the same non result.
Sebastian tossed the key back to her and she touched the door
again. A faint click and the door opened. It’s the little things in
life that bring all the enjoyment. Sebastian took Tess around the
car pointing out the almost invisible cameras. It was all too much.
“How soon can I have it?”

“A couple of
weeks I should think. Maybe three.” Sebastian said confidently and
he looked to Tess for her reaction. “Or if you prefer not to wait,
you can take this demonstrator. Naturally we would give it a
thorough inspection and valet and I’m sure we can offer a good
discount on the deal. You could have this in what, a couple of
days.” Tess’s expression looked like that of a constipation
sufferer wondering whether to have a third piece of that funny
chocolate or give it another five minutes.



Almost six thousand miles away where the time was already early the
following morning, seven hours in advance, Apinya’s life ended. At
that precise moment her death was felt simultaneously by every
witch in the world. The bellowing roar was so savage, so primal, so
powerful that Sebastian dropped to the floor instinctively. He was
not a short man at six foot one inch but the massive grizzly bear
that loomed over the car at least three foot above him. Its mouth
wide and angled upwards as if howling at the moon made him feel
tiny and very, very scared. The roar shook the ground like a
powerful sub woofer at a rock concert. All around him the sounds
were those of a war zone. Glass shattering, tyres bursting like
hand grenades and metal crushing under cataclysmic force. Granules
of glass rained down as if from the heavens and the big car in
front of him dropped down as if it too sought shelter from
preternatural forces.



The silence that followed was in its way just as frightening.
Slowly Sebastion stood as tiny pieces of glass fell from his suit
cascading to the floor like rice at a wedding. Tess stood across
the car from him where the bear had been. Her eyes were wide, her
jaw was slack and she was ghostly pale. Hardly surprising really it
was pretty much how he felt. Her hands rested on the top of the
door where the window should have started. There was no top to the
car. In the chaos it had turned into a convertable except that it
still had a roof. A roof that looked like rolling hills that dipped
deep into what had been the car’s interior. Sebastion took a step
back and saw tyres ripped apart from the explosive force and now
splayed out across the floor like road kill. Odd pieces of metal
stuck out from under the vehicle and he didn’t think they were
supposed to do that.



He looked back at Tess. Her mouth had closed and colour was
beginning to paint her cheeks again. “I’ll wait the two weeks.” She
croaked. “I don’t want this one.” She turned and headed towards the
showroom.



At that precise time 18:27, Fizz had been seated in the stylishly
modern green leather and chrome chair, pen in hand as Edward handed
her papers to sign for the new car. Edward was relaxed and cheerful
as they completed the admin. Outside he could see Sebastian and
Tess inspecting the car and then he couldn’t. All he saw was the
beautiful pale spotted pelt of a Snow Leopard standing on the desk
and howling like a banshee with a hot poker up its bum. The noise,
a mixture of deep feral roar and piercing screech was not
dissimilar to a cat fight only hundreds of times louder. He was
transfixed by the look of ferocity burning from its eyes and the
sheer mouthful of dangerous looking enamel that stuck out from lips
pulled so far back that it looked painful.

In an instant it was gone. The desk top was bare with not even one
piece of paper on its furrowed surface. Edward leaned forward
slightly and peered nervously into the nearest gouge on the desk.
It didn’t go all the way through the wood. Nearly but not quite.
Felicity, Fizz to her nearest and dearest, sat opposite him and
looked as shocked as he felt. Obviously she must have seen it too.
His ears were still wringing after the Snow Leopards outburst. The
only other noise was the sound of dripping water splashing onto the
sodden carpet at his feet. Fizz heard it too and the animal
instincts within her wanted to scratch at the carpet to cover it
up.



She shook her head slowly as if trying to clear it and said softly.
“I think I’ll leave you to sort out the paperwork, you seem to be
busy.” She smiled sweetly and patted him on the forearm. We’ll pop
back in the morning to finish it. She wrinkled her nose slightly as
if in distaste and Edward was pretty sure he knew why. He didn’t
stand to see her out, not today.



Another two hundred miles further west Ffion reclined on the
treatment couch and smiled as she inspected her fingernails. It had
been a gruelling week overseeing the massive natural energy
projects that were taking shape across Wales. She hadn’t had a
minute to herself in all that time but progress was good. It had
been worth all the hours and energy that she’d put into it. The
rest could wait until she got back. She had decided to treat
herself today. Draw a line between work and pleasure. It was
expensive, all this pampering but she could afford it. She earned
good money and had no free time to spend it so her finances were
embarrassingly healthy.



So far today she’d had a sauna, a rejuvenating mud bath, a full
body massage and a pedicure and manicure. She’d also had her hair
restyled and a facial followed by having her makeup done
professionally. The pictures that the manicurist had painted on her
toe nails and fingernails were the prettiest thing she had seen for
ages and she couldn’t stop admiring them. Just this last treatment
to go and she was a new woman ready to dazzle. She glanced at the
clock on the wall. It was 18:26. She would be out of here in less
than twenty minutes and with a fast drive to the city. She always
drove fast it was just her way. With a fast drive to the city she’d
be sitting down to eat by nine O’clock and then two days with her
boyfriend. Totally lush. She could hardly wait.



She hadn’t seen her boyfriend Malcolm for nearly two weeks. She’d
been so busy and he rarely got time off from the restaurant. She
didn’t know what she was looking forward to the most tonight. The
fantastic meal or the time with Malcolm. Right now as her tummy
growled it was the dinner. It usually was the dinner if she was
honest, she loved her food. Just over a year ago now Malcolm had
quit his job as a crane operator for the family business and
followed his vocational heart. He had been a passionate cook but
now was a professional chef at The White Russian. It was the most
talked about restaurant in the city and deserved to be.



The restaurant was owned by Ffion’s niece Harriet. Not her real
niece as such but almost. She was the niece of Ffion’s best friends
who were sort of sisters so Harriet was as close to a real blood
relative as she could be. Ffion and her best friends, Tess and Fizz
were white witches and therefore sisters from different mothers.
The chef at the White Russian Ivan was a top flight chef from
Russia and as much of a magician with food as there ever had been.
Malcolm was his Sous chef and it was virtually impossible to tell
their food apart these days. It wasn’t the only reason why Malcolm
was her boy friend but it certainly helped.



“Can you umm.” Ffion looked down the length of her body to the
pretty woman between her legs. Ffion laughed awkwardly and spread
her legs a bit more. “Lovely, thanks.” The woman smiled. It wasn’t
comfortable for either of them with the young lady so intimate with
her privates. Just a silly little pair of paper knickers to spare
her modesty. Ffion didn’t know why she’d even bothered with them to
be honest. They both had the same bits after all and it can’t make
personal waxing easy with that stupid piece of paper in the
way.

Sian, The pretty woman who was doing the honours was a blond with
masses of thick hair that had more volume than seemed possible.
Ffion didn’t think she was a real blonde but she had to admit that
Sian’s hair was amazing. Even with a staff discount it must have
cost a fortune to look like that. “Aw Sian my lovely. I can’t get
over your hair.” It wasn’t easy to hold a conversation staring at
the top of someone’s head between your legs but Sian’s hair really
was a crowning glory. Sian gave an embarrassed giggle but didn’t
look up. Ffion could feel the gentle pressure as Sian applied the
wax strips to her bikini line. The clock moved to 18:27.



Even Dante couldn’t have imagined the scene that was unfolding at
the Princess for a Day spa and beauty rooms. The noise was like two
jet engines trying to mate whilst gargling molten lava. As scary
things go it was pretty scary on its own but the noise wasn’t
alone. Its plus one tonight was an eruption of flame that almost
masked the head of the huge dragon’s mouth that it spouted from.
The flame streamed out like the exhaust of a rocket obliterating
everything in its path as it slammed into the far wall of the
treatment room reducing it to ash instantly.



To say that it didn’t do a lot for Sian’s hairdo would have been an
insult to the flame. As the mighty dragon roared like it was 1999
or something the flame seared the top of Sian’s head and
incinerated the clothes from her back. Beyond what had until a
second ago been the wall of the treatment room but was now a window
to the spa cafe, diners stared open mouthed straight into the
furnace. Dainty sticks of carrot and finely cut ribbons of lettuce
hung from open mouths like mandarin emperors moustaches. Sian
didn’t notice the audience as she ran screaming from the room. Her
scalp now a barren wasteland of blisters and the remains of her
clothes falling to the floor with every step. The ceiling in the
Spa cafe followed the pattern of the ceiling in the treatment room
and caught light, the flames licking across the ceiling like an
eager tongue. Diners leapt to their feet without even grabbing
their cucumber and lemon grass infused mouth rinses and ran for
their lives.



Ffion’s form morphed back from its Dragon persona leaving Ffion
alone, which considering her current position was fortunate. She
had a strong hunch that Sian would not be coming back to remove the
wax strips that defined the border of her intimate region like
white lines at the edge of the road. The place was burning well now
and the sound of fire alarms was pretty deafening. Ffion realised
that the days pampering was over now and unless she wanted to stay
and discuss what had just happened it might be best to get dressed
and leave.



She swung her legs off of the couch and felt the pull of the two
dangling wax strips. “Aw bloody hell.” She cried as she tugged at
the first strip. It didn’t want to come off and it hurt like hell.
She stood there bent over as she tried gently tugging at each strip
in turn. Watery eyes convinced her that this was not going to work.
Ffion pulled her dress down. She stuffed her feet into her shoes
and headed for the car park. She had no idea how she was going to
sort out the scratchy strips that made her wince with every step
but she’d worry about that later. To the accompaniment of the fire
alarm in the building and the sirens of the approaching emergency
vehicles speeding this way, Ffion did her best to stride ladylike
to her car. With her shoes undone, a torn pair of paper knickers
flapping around one ankle like the flag of a defeated fort and
looking like she’d spent the afternoon riding a very large horse it
wasn’t totally convincing but, her hair did look nice.



























Chapter
Three

Tess tossed the
car keys onto the kitchen worktop and turned the coffee machine on.
Fizz walked into the adjoining dining room and pulled out a chair
to sit facing the TV on the wall. She dropped her bag onto the
table and sighed heavily. She was still reeling from the impact of
Apinya’s death. The coffee machine started to pop and gurgle as it
heated and Tess looked at it as if it was something alien. She
swiped the switch off and lifted two wine glasses from the cupboard
instead.



Fizz opened her address book. She wasn’t exactly sure who she was
looking for as her fingers flicked through the pages. She stopped
at the S’s and looked down to see a name and location that she knew
instinctively was right. Within a few seconds the round face framed
by long dark brown hair, almost the colour of lacquered teak
appeared on the screen. “Hello Fizz.” The woman’s voice was soft
and sounded weary. “Suki. You look tired, where are you?” Fizz
responded calmly. “Yah, yah it’s been a long night.” Suki sighed
under half closed deep brown eyes. “I’m here; I got here a few
hours ago.” Fizz didn’t need to ask where here was anymore than
Suki had to explain. Suki lived on the island of Sumatra and would
be one of the nearest members of the sisterhood to Bangkok. Fizz
cocked her head to one side as she eyed the small woman
sympathetically. Behind Suki the picture was of the outside of
Bangkok airport in the shade of a palm tree. Fizz didn’t say
anything but wondered why Suki was still at the airport if she’d
arrived a few hours ago.



Suki glanced to the terminal building before answering Fizz’s
unspoken question. “Kellie is just coming through arrivals. I came
back to meet her”

Kellie?” Fizz recognised the name but wondered how Kellie could
have got there so quickly. She heard a shrill whistle somewhere off
in the distance and saw Suki turn around towards the building
again. “Here she is. She’s coming now.” Suki advised and her
shoulders seemed to sag as if a weight had been taken off
them.



Suki’s tired face smiled back at the screen. In the distance Fizz
could make out a sound like chattering teeth growing louder and a
voice like an excited fishwife shouting. “SUKI, SUKI MATE. OOh
,OOh” The sound of the chattering teeth grew louder and more
distinct, sounding more like many wet fish being thrown onto the
FLOOR. Fizz saw Suki half turn and wave. The rapidly approaching
noise was now distinguishable as open sandals slapping the floor as
their owner ran. “Aw Suki mate, how ya doing love?” The question
was being shouted across the airport building as Kellie
approached.



Suki’s tired smile lit up warmly as Kellie drew closer. Fizz
cringed for her, not unkindly, Kellie would be a great help but she
had the decorum of a building site crew. The picture from Suki’s
phone became a blur of colours and light as Suki obviously wrapped
her arms around Kellie in greeting. All Fizz could see was a pale
blue colour together with the sound of Suki mumbling into Kellie’s
clothing and an out of breath Kellie asking between gulps of air.
“How ya doing love? It’s great to see you.” The two women were
wrapped in each other’s arms but Kellie still sounded as if she was
shouting from half the building away. “How have ya been? I got here
as soon as I could mate. Thought I was going to miss the ruddy
flight sorting that lot out but it’s alright. I’m here now. Can we
get a coffee or something? I’m gasping. And something to eat? Me
stomach thinks me throats been cut.” There was the shortest of
pauses just long enough to allow Kellie to work out what she’d just
said. “Oh Shit mate Well, you know what I mean. I haven’t eaten for
hours.”

“Hey Fizz How
ya doing love?” Kellie shouted before Suki brought the camera up to
face them.

“There’s a coffee shop just inside.” Suki’s voice sounded like it
was a quarter of the volume after Kellie.



“Aw yeh, come on.” Fizz heard the squeak of little rubber tyres as
Kellie turned her suitcase around and headed back into the
terminal. On screen Suki’s head bobbed up and down showing that
they were moving quickly. At the coffee shop the women ordered
their coffees and Kellie ordered a hot dog adding “Large one yeh?”
Loud enough for the whole of Bangkok to hear what she was having to
eat.



The pair seated and Fizz got her first look at Kellie. She had a
pretty face, long with strong features which made her look
athletic. Her blonde hair sat shoulder length showing a cut that
suggested it was home styled. Two pencil straps held up the pretty
blue cotton top with the two thicker white straps of her bra
running parallel about an inch away. Kellie’s smile was a radiant
beam that made you smile back no matter how you felt.



“Y’alright Fizz?” Kellie left no room for a response as she hurried
on telling where she’d been and how she’d gotten to here. Suki had
already heard most of it but didn’t try to stop her friend. It
would have been as effective as stopping a speeding locomotive with
an outstretched hand. “Jeez Fizz it’s been nonstop since, well you
know. We was in Kuta, me and the family that is and I had to sort
out their flights home, make sure they were packed an all before I
could sort myself out. No way could I leave it to Mattie, the
drongo.” Kellie looked up as their coffees were delivered and Fizz
took the opportunity quickly. “Hi Kellie. You were on holiday I
take it?” Kellie’s head bobbed energetically behind her coffee cup.
“Yeah, in Bali. That’s how I got here so quick.

“Did your family get off alright?” Kellie blew out her breath as
she shrugged.

“spose. Ahh they’ll be alright. Lottie’s a good girl, she’ll sort
em out. She wanted to come too.” Kellie shook her head. “I told
her, you’re too young. That went down well. She can be so
argumentative, I dunno where she gets it from.” “How old is she
now?”



“Yeah, eighteen in a couple of weeks right?” Pauli’s going on
thirteen; Markies ten and little Jadie’s just turned eight.” Tess
was standing in the doorway with her glass of wine and fortunately
out of sight or earshot. “Give me strength, what’s the matter with
that woman? Why does everybody’s name have to end in ie? She
hissed. Fizz ignored her but lifted a hand to ask for her glass of
wine.



Kellie was eating her hot dog as if she was trying to get half of
it in her mouth in one go, which was exactly what she was
attempting to do. “Have you found out anything yet Suki?” Fizz
asked quietly.



“No.” Came the little voice sounding both tired and disconsolate.
“I don’t really know where to start.” A louder noise sounded. Fizz
wasn’t one hundred percent sure what it was, it sounded like
someone trying to block a vacuum cleaner by forcing a wild boar
with a hare lip into the nozzle. Fizz guessed it was Kellie trying
to offer words of comfort or encouragement through a mouthful of
hotdog. She hoped that was the case. She didn’t like the thought of
a Boar needing corrective surgery but getting spring cleaned
instead. Suki went on “I don’t even know where to find her.” Her
voice caught.



“Don’t worry love, Kellie’s here.” From the doorway to the kitchen
Tess pulled a face.



Kellie finished her food and reached out to take Suki’s hand.
“Don’t worry Suki I’m pretty good at things like this. We’ll sort
it.”



“Do you want us to come over?” Fizz asked automatically. Tess
snorted into her wine glass knowing very well that Fizz didn’t like
flying and Thailand was a long way away by any other means of
transport. “Struth no.” Kellie half shouted. “No, thanks lovely
we’ll find somewhere to stash our kit and we’ll be on it. We’ll
call you as soon as we know anything.”

“Thanks Kellie.
Look I’ll let you two sort your selves out and we’ll speak
soon.”

“Yeah mate umm
do you mind if we call in the middle of the night only there’s a
big time difference and all?” Fizz shook her head. “No, call us
whenever, we want to know.” Fizz hoped that they wouldn’t get a
call in the middle of the night but she’d rather know than worry. A
familiar furry head bumped at her leg and she reached down without
looking to stroke Vincent as they said their goodbyes.

Vincent was obviously troubled by the events as his tail was
plumped up to almost the width of his body and he was fussing
around Fizz and Tess in agitation. “Poor Suki.” Tess said. “As if
she hasn’t got enough! Fizz shot her sister an icy glare.



“Don’t be so mean. I’m really glad Kellies there, she’ll be a great
help.” Tess’s face showed that she agreed with the glad Kellies
there part but wasn’t so sure that it was a good thing for Suki.
“Would you rather we had to go there? Tess turned away to refill
her glass. She didn’t want this to become an argument. She said no
more and tried to keep her thoughts to herself. “She’s actually
extremely smart you know.” Fizzes voice sounded right behind
her.

“She’s so ruddy loud and nonstop.” Tess returned.

“Yes she is rather loud and fortunately, has an abundance of
energy. They’ll need that.” Fizz was speaking in her righteous
pearl necklace twisting voice and Tess knew that her sister was
right to be indignant. Tess couldn’t help it, she disliked the
woman and no, that probably wasn’t fair. “There’s no probably about
it.” Fizz scoffed. Tess winced. She hadn’t said anything out loud
but Fizzes senses which were always stronger than a Bloodhound on
the trail of a sausage were currently set to max power. “Can you
fill mine too?” Fizz said placing her wine glass on the table with
just a little bit more than necessary force. Tess recognised it as
an order rather than a question and didn’t answer.



Fizz fussed Vincent in an effort to calm him. His tail remained
defiantly bushy and quivering like a smoker with an empty lighter
but the stroking did have a relaxing effect on Fizz. She picked up
her wine and returned to the TV screen. “I’m just going to check on
Ffion. She was spending the day at a treatment place and she’s
eating at the White Russian tonight.”

“Very nice
too.” Tess agreed welcome for the change of topic.

“mmm.” Fizz turned back to the screen as she thought of Ffion.
Witches didn’t need phones or apps on laptops to communicate. As
long as there was a piece of glass such as a screen, a window, an
oven door or anything glass, they could communicate easily. So
easily in fact that it took a conscious effort not too when dealing
with non witches.



“Hi Fizz.” It sounded very muffled and to Fizz’s acute hearing, a
bit pained. She couldn’t see Ffion’s face on the screen and the
image she could see confused her for an instant until she
recognised it as Ffion’s flame red hair. What Fizz could see looked
lovely. It was cut and styled with a section of hair separated from
the rest at the crown and braided to lay on top. “Wow Ffion, your
hair looks lovely.” “Aw thanks hun.” Ffion responded clearer this
time as she lifted her face to smile into the windscreen. With
Ffion sitting upright now Fizz was able to see the full picture and
as she realised just what she was seeing she wished she hadn’t. “Oh
my word” She gasped. “What on earth are you doing?” Her voice was
as loud as Kellie and her eyes as wide as coffee cups. Ffion
realise what she’d done by answering Fizz and thrust her dress down
a little too late. Fizz was too stunned to talk. Tess on hearing
her sisters raised voice had rushed into the dining room and stood
behind Fizz looking into the screen.

“Hi Ffion. Your hair looks nice.” Tess was still trying to work out
what had provoked the exclamation from Fizz. It all looked
perfectly normal to her apart from the fact that Ffion was
obviously in a lay by next to a busy road. “Is everything alright?
You haven’t broken down?” Ffion looked apologetically into the
screen. “Hello Tess. No the cars fine.” Somehow it didn’t seem
enough of an explanation. “I just stopped for a break.”

“So I see.”
Fizz had gotten her voice back but seemed to be having trouble
speaking unless she separated each word. Ffion’s eyes looked watery
as if she was about to cry. Fizz softened. She wasn’t aware what
was going on and she really didn’t want to know. The picture that
was still in her mind was not going away and she was pretty sure
that it would come back to her when she tried to sleep tonight. She
made a mental note not to eat any cheese tonight and to get as
drunk as a skunk. She drained her wine glass and lifted it to Tess;
there was no time to waste.



“What’s up Fi?” She said in her most calm and sympathetic voice.
One lone fat tear spilled over the edge of Ffion’s left eye and her
lip trembled. “Aw bloody hell Fizz it’s all gone south.” Fizz could
only agree after what she’d seen but she managed to keep that to
herself. “What has love?” Ffion was struggling to keep it together.
Fizz tried a slightly different approach. “Aren’t you seeing
Malcolm tonight?” She said in a light voice. She wouldn’t have said
that or anything like that if she’d known but it was too late
now.



“I can’t now can I?” Ffion half screamed and half blabbed. Tears
poured down her face like a water slide. What Ffion said next only
she knew? It filled the dining room like the sound of a dozen
wolves being castrated simultaneously during a full moon. Tess went
into the kitchen for the wine bottle. This was turning out to be a
night for a large drink.



Ffion’s face that looked as pretty as a picture five minutes ago
now looked like something that only Stephen king could have
imagined. Her eyes were red; all around her eyes was smudged black
with multiple black tracks running down her face. She had obviously
tried to wipe her nose with the back of her hand as it was
plastered all across her cheek and her movie star lipstick was now
mostly half an inch left of where it had started. “hey, hey hey Fi,
come on. What’s the matter? What is it? I’m sure it’s not as bad as
you think eh?”

“No its worse.”
Ffion wailed. “It’s a bloody mess. I can’t go looking like that can
I?” It was unusual for Ffion to be this upset, she was usually very
stoic. “Come on darling I’m sure it’s not that bad.” Fizz started
and made matters infinitely worse. “What do you mean it’s not that
bad?” Ffion blurted. “You’ve seen it. It’s a mess.” She wailed.
With that Ffion lifted her dress and Fizz saw it, in all its glory,
again.



Fizz didn’t want to see it. She hadn’t wanted to see it the first
time. Struggling to help her friend and wanting to help. She really
did. Fizz couldn’t help wondering just how far you could stretch a
friendship. She swallowed and forced herself to look. “Why.” She
croaked and started again. “Umm, what happened to your
underwear?”

“Oh bollocks to
the ruddy underwear What am I going to do?” Fizz didn’t know the
answer to that one. What do you say to your best friend who’s
thighs are scratched and bleeding and who seems to have two thick
lines of tape either side of bits that you knew she had but really
didn’t want it proved and was sporting some slasher movie inspired
personal topiary, with no knickers. “Where are you Fi?” Fizz said
quietly. Ffion looked up and out of the side window of the car.
“Outside Boots the chemist.” She sniffed and held up a little pair
of nail scissors with price tag attached to tell their own
story.

“Ok.” Fizz took a calming breath. “Which Boots the chemist love?
Ffion looked around for landmarks.

“The one near you.” She replied softly. Fizz pictured the shop and
gasped.” Fi, put your dress down, you’re in the high street for
petes sake. Fizz felt herself flushing even if her friend wasn’t.
“Oh my word Fi. Umm, look why don’t you come to us? We’re only
about ten minutes from you. Come here eh?” It was a strong desire
to get her friend somewhere where she could be comforted and an
equally strong desire to get Ffion and her exhibitionist display
well away from the high street where Fizz and Tess did their
shopping. Ffion said nothing for a long while. Eventually she
nodded slowly. “Would you like me to call Malcolm?” Ffion
stiffened. “And tell him that you can’t make it? I’ll tell him that
you’re not well. Woman’s problems, he’ll understand won’t he?” She
wouldn’t be lying to Malcolm, it certainly was woman’s problems and
hopefully that little phrase would stop him asking questions that
he wouldn’t want the answers to. Ffion sniffed and nodded.

“Thanks Hun.” Said Ffion in the quietest voice that Fizz had ever
heard her speak. “I can’t believe it. It started out so lovely. Aw
Fizz what a horrible day don’t you.” She sobbed. Fizz held her hand
to her throat as if to fiddle with that nonexistent pearl necklace
again. Yes it certainly had turned into a horrible day. She didn’t
yet know how Apinya had died but it had to be traumatic. Fizz
wondered why and how and what it meant. She remembered the site of
the flattened car that had looked so shiny and smart. She
remembered the office table, furrowed like a ploughed field and the
smell coming from the salesman, quite at odds with his smart
appearance. She could remember the intensity of emotion straining
through her every fibre as her feline form arched its back on the
desk top and her feral howling. Apart from anything else it felt
deeply embarrassing, like she’d been caught out peeing in the
street. And Apinya, poor poor Apinya. She took a deep breath and
focused on the present.

“Ok then”. Said Fizz. She felt back in control, at least for now.
I’ll call Malcolm and let him know and you get yourself here as
soon as you can eh? I’ll pour you a drink. A large one.” Ffion
nodded and Fizz closed the call. Somehow in Fizz’s mind she could
see that image as a screen saver.



Fizz leant back in her chair and shouted to Tess. “How much wine
have we got?”

“I don’t know.
About six bottles I think. We’ve.” Fizz cut her off.

“It’s not enough. Can you go and get some more please.
Now.”

“But six is
plenty.”

“More Tess. Now
please.” Tess was about to check on exactly how much they had.
“Ffion’s on her way and she’s a bit upset.” Fizz called from the
dining room. Tess snatched up the car keys and ran out.











































































































Chapter
Four

One of the men,
the only one still wearing his jacket, turned over a card as he
played patience. Across the table from him a second man dressed in
a black T shirt that looked at least one size too small across his
chest was lazily whittling a piece of wood with a huge hunting
knife. Two other T shirted men sat talking and occasionally filling
their small tumblers from the clear spirit bottle. Smoke drifted
lazily from the cigarette that hung from the corner of one of the
men’s mouths. The gently spiralling blue smoke rose to meet the
smoky grey haze near the ceiling and a section of ash fell away
onto the table top without being noticed. The large metal ashtray
in the centre of the melamine table top looked like it had gone for
a career change and opted for a new life as some sort of phoenix
butt soufflé rising from the ashes to pour over the sides.

The whittling man put down his knife and scratched enthusiastically
at his crotch. The pair of brown eyes looking through one of the
high narrow windows looked across to the pair of green eyes next to
them. Outside the security office, Kellie stepped down from the
wooden pallet base that lay against the wall and reached out to
help Suki down from the top of the oil drum. “I don’t think they’re
going anywhere soon mate, I reckon.” Hissed Kellie. Suki nodded.
“Come on.” And with that Kellie strode away towards the larger
group of buildings that all seemed to be connected to each other.
Each of the buildings had signs on them in Thai and some had
English translations but Kellie didn’t need to read them. It was
largely obvious to see what each building was for. They made their
way between the structures towards a large building that looked
cleaner and more sophisticated than most and the two single storey
buildings that stood next to it. After cutting their way through
the security chain link fence about twenty feet away they had
identified these buildings as laboratory and admin areas. They
hoped that these would be a good place to start their search.

Suki was looking even more tired than before and even more so
compared to Kellie. She wondered where Kellie got all her vitality
and stamina from and how she might get some for herself. It was
hard work keeping up with Kellie sometimes. They had achieved a
huge amount today, much more than Suki would ever have thought
possible. It was all due to Kellie’s unstoppable reserves, and her
daughter Lottie’s detective work. Lottie took after her mum for
sure. Same determination, same stamina, same quick thinking and
even added some technological knowhow that demonstrated her
generation. Between the two of them they had left Suki feeling very
old. She was in fact younger than Kellie, not by much but younger
all the same yet she couldn’t compete with the two Aussies.

They hadn’t even left the airport this morning when Kellie got a
call from Lottie saying that she had found someone who had been
working with Apinya and had sent their telephone number to Kellie’s
phone. Suki had been impressed not only with the speed of Lottie’s
detective work but also with how she had managed to find this out
at all. Suki didn’t have a clue where to start and had already
convinced herself that they would not be able to find anything at
all as to what Apinya had been doing without maybe searching
Apinya’s room in the hope that Apinya had left something written
down. Some notes maybe, internet search history or even a diary. It
had all looked like an uphill journey that would take days even if
there was something to find. Lottie on the other hand had grown up
in different times and gone straight to Youbook to check out
Apinya’s contacts and posts. It wouldn’t have occurred to Suki.
Even with her head start Lottie had demonstrated her intelligence
by sifting through all the posts, the tagged photos and the cryptic
messages that looked innocent but all together showed that one
person had been working with Apinya right up to the end.

Lottie had sent detailed info by email with a name and address and
even a photo of two different people, one of which looked like
Britany Spears. Suki had chosen to ignore that one. She couldn’t
see the relevance. Kellie had frog marched Suki to the rental desk
and proceeded to hire a large flat bed pickup truck. Suki had been
thinking of something a little more car shape and put the choice
down to Kellie’s usual form of transport and therefore the most
familiar to her. It didn’t really matter. As Kellie drove, Suki
sought out some accommodation and they dropped off their bags
before Kellie insisted on getting some brekkie. Whilst they ate,
Kellie called the number that Lottie had supplied and arranged to
meet with Dong Go, they’re contact.

Dong Go was a young man with an effeminate manner and a face that
defied gender. He had very smooth skin and eyebrows that had been
shaped to feminine lines. Physically he was slender without an inch
of fat and shapely smooth legs that made Suki check on her own for
comparison. He was noticeably bandy which Suki suspected was the
result of poor nutrition as a child. He had barely mentioned
Apinya’s stakeout at Bangkok port than Kellie had lifted him
straight out of his chair and all but thrown him into the pick up’s
cab. Dong Go sat between them giving directions as Kellie sped
through the busy streets. Suki didn’t know if they had speed limits
in Australia but reached the conclusion that if they did, and she
thought they would, that it would take someone very determined to
point this out to Kellie. Dong Go told them of his last call to
Apinya as the convoy with the Vantapharm van had driven past him
last night and that Apinya’s plan had been to lie in wait in the
bushes.

Apinya hadn’t said where exactly within the sprawl of the ports
vast area that would be but he could only think of one area where
there would be any such vegetation. As they entered the dusty cargo
area with its border to one side of dense bines and hibiscus they
knew it was the right place. Kellie spotted the dark shape in the
dirt not far from the bushes and gripped the wheel with white
knuckles. Suki could just make out the shape at this distance but
knew that it was Apinya’s non human body. Kellie was heading
towards it at flat out speed, her face set as hard as marble. Suki
held onto the seat belt where it fastened to the door pillar and
leant to catch Kellie’s attention. She was just about to shout that
Dong Go wouldn’t know Apinya’s alternative form so they would need
to be discrete when, Dong Go’s hands flew to his face and he
screamed like a teenage girl. Suki and Kellie looked at him as he
pointed a long slim finger to the shape on the floor ahead. “They
killed her. They killed her when she was Komodo
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