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About this book
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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
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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.
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Two
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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
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