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Chapter 1

My senses were buzzing with electricity.  I knew she was here; she woman I was looking for.  I could feel her presence but hadn’t ever seen her face.  Walking into the building felt surreal.  I had never been to this area of the world, this place before, but I felt like I had.  Déjà vu spread through me, rippling down my arms as I shivered with anticipation.

I tried to calm my breathing, tried to keep calm as I walked to the reception. 

‘Hello, how can I help you?’ a young woman asked, beaming up at me with a smile.

‘I’m here to see Detective Inspector Jacobs,’ I told her. 

‘Yes.  Name?’

‘Tait. Detective Tallie Tait,’ I replied.

‘Ah yes.  Second floor, first office on your left.  I’ll call on up.  He’s expecting you,’ she told me.

I knew he was.  The transfer had been completed over the phone days ago and yet it had taken a while to get myself here.  I’d been struggling with my feelings over transferring here because of the changes it would mean in my life.  I’d been having dreams though.  Haunting, horrifying dreams.  It was the dreams which had led me here.  The dreams which had forced me here.  Electrifying blue eyes featured heavily.  I was sure they belonged to someone I was about to meet.

I made my way up the elevator to the second floor and knocked on the office door to meet Detective Inspector Jacobs.

‘Come in!’ a gruff voice called.

I took a deep breath, reached for the handle and let myself in.  ‘Hello sir.  I’m Detective Tait,’ I said, walking in and steeling myself for the rush when I shook his hand.  It always happened, the steady rush of sensation, feeling and emotion when I touched another person.  Sometimes it was avoidable, sometimes I found I could prevent it.  Today, I couldn’t.  I had to shake his hand.  The man was my new boss.  It was the polite thing to do.

‘Nice to meet you, Tait.  Heard good things about you from Stevenson,’ he said, brusquely, as I tried to remain focused on his eyes while my head began to spin with information.

‘Uh, yeah.  I was there several years,’ I nodded, pulling my hand back as soon as I could.

‘Yes, well, we need another Detective around here-especially with the murders we’ve had recently.  Detective Hanson will get you up to speed, shortly, I’m sure.  I’ve heard you have an uncanny ability to get cases solved…we need that right now.  I’ve got the powers that be breathing down my neck over this nightmare so let’s get you working.’

‘Yes sir,’ I nodded, as keen as he was to get started. 

I fell into step with him as he led me from the office and down to an open area where people were working at various desks.  It seemed to be a communal workspace where everyone had their individual stations.  To one side were meeting rooms, offices and conference rooms.  I scanned it all, taking it in.  Detective Inspector Jacobs began introducing me to various members of the staff, and I found myself waiting with anticipation for the one meeting that was unavoidable.  The blue-eyed woman from my dreams.  I hoped it was someone I wasn’t working closely with.  Her presence in my dreams was overwhelming. I wasn’t sure how I’d react when I actually met her in person.

‘And if you come down here, I’ll introduce you to Detective Hanson,’ he told me.

‘Yes sir,’ I said, following him to the end booth where a woman sat, working on her computer, with her back to us.

‘Detective Hanson!’ Detective Inspector Jacobs boomed.

‘Yes sir,’ she said, turning around and standing.

I felt my knees almost give way at the sight of the woman before me.  Electric, blue eyes, iridescent from this angle, stared at me and widened as they scanned my face briefly with interest.

‘Hanson, this is Detective Tait.  Look after her, sort her out and then get her up to speed on the case.  You two are partners now…make the most of having more hands-on deck.  Meeting at ten,’ he said brusquely and then turned and left.

I was left trembling before her. I could feel how she affected me, and she hadn’t even offered her hand to me yet.

‘Nice to meet you, Detective,’ she said, holding out her hand.

I couldn’t avoid it.  There was no way I could not shake her hand-it would immediately make her suspicious when that was what I needed to avoid at all costs. ‘And you,’ I said, holding out my hand and enclosing hers with mine.

The rush of emotion was immediate, intense and heady.  I lost all composure and felt my knees buckle beneath me. 

‘Whoa here! You okay,’ she asked, reaching to steady me and preventing me from falling.

‘Sit…down…’ I mumbled, drowsily, my mind sifting through the information it’d just been exposed to.

She guided me to a nearby chair and sat me down, her hands on my arms. ‘Are you okay? Do you need some water? Coffee?’ she asked.

‘Coffee…’ I murmured, dropping my head into my hands.

Thankfully, she took her arms away to get up and grab me a coffee.  When she returned, she sat down opposite me and passed me the drink.

‘Thanks,’ I said, gratefully, sipping the coffee.  I used the moment to let my head come back to normality and feign a look of indifference as I lifted my gaze to meet hers.  When I finally looked up, bright blue eyes met mine and stared at me with a look of concern.

‘Are you okay?’

‘I…yeah,’ I said, clearing my throat.  ‘Sorry about that…I’ve driven way too far this morning I think…went a bit dizzy here,’ I lied.

‘Well, take a moment…do you need something to eat? What can I do for you?’ she asked, her eyes wide with concern.

‘I’ll be fine,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘Are you sure? You’re not diabetic or anything?’

‘No, no…I’m fine…just, uh…give me a bit of space,’ I requested.

‘Sure,’ she said, backing off and sitting back in the chair. 

I lifted a shaky hand to my mouth and sipped the coffee slowly.  I glanced up at her from under my lashes and found her watching me closely, a mixture of emotions running through her mind as she considered me.  I noted them, internally, finding one of them a surprise.  Concern, interest and curiosity were expected, attraction was not.

Downing the rest of the coffee; I cleared my throat.  ‘Sorry about that.  Not the best of starts.’

‘No worries.  Rough morning?’

‘I’ve been driving since 5am.  I think I underestimated how much it would take it out of me,’ I told her.

She nodded.  ‘So…you’re Detective Tait?’

‘Yeah.’

‘You got a first name, Tait?’ she asked, scanning my eyes in an almost seductive manner.  They laughed at me; twinkled with merriment.  I found it very disarming.

‘Tallie,’ I said, without thinking.  ‘Uh, Natalie.’

‘Tallie it is then,’ she said, smiling.  ‘I’m Quinn,’ she told me.

I nodded, swallowing against the lump in my throat.

‘I’ve actually heard a lot about you.  Youngest detective in the force…the one with the most closed cases as well, including cold cases.  What’s your secret?’ she asked, leaning forwards.

I crossed my arms over my chest, defensively.  ‘I don’t have a secret,’ I shrugged.  ‘I’m just good at my job.’

‘Oh yeah? Well, I’m hoping you can help with this case.  It’s a nasty one, for sure,’ she sighed.

‘I’ve been reading up on it,’ I nodded, trying to avoid her incredible eyes.

‘Oh good…that’ll save us a bit of time,’ she said.  ‘So, uh, here’s no free desk at the moment-Parsons leaves next week so that’ll free us up but until then, you okay to share this one with me? I can move up and I’m sure we can put a laptop in that space,’ she said, indicating a small space on one side of her computer. It would put us in very close proximity.  That would prove to be a problem, I was sure.

‘I’m sure we can work it out,’ I nodded, agreeing to nothing.

‘Good,’ she said, as if I’d accepted the offer. ‘So, are you well enough to get started?’ she asked.

‘Yeah! Of course.  I’m absolutely fine,’ I said, dismissing the earlier drama as if it were nothing.

‘You sure?’

‘Yes!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Get me updated.  The DI said he wants me on this and helping straight away.’

‘Yeah…there’s a lot of…’

Quinn was interrupted by a commotion as another officer hurtled towards her. 

‘Quinn! There’s been another one! Come on…let’s go!’

I stood quickly, tagging along as the information was given to Quinn in a fast, brief fashion.

‘He was found at the edge of the Wayvern River.  Same MO as the other two-hands, feet and genitals removed.  Strangulation suspected cause of death.  We’re meeting the coroner there.’

‘Okay, thanks Jack.  I’ll take my car with Tallie here,’ she told him.  ‘Detective Tallie Tait-this is Officer Jack Hargreaves.’

‘Nice to meet you,’ I murmured briefly, before we rushed outside and split to get into our respective cars.  Quinn led us to an unmarked car, a huge Tesla which was luxurious inside and yet well-used.  Discarded items littered the floor-a sign that Quinn used this as a constant part of her job.

‘Sorry about the mess,’ she apologised, glancing at me.

‘No worries,’ I said, moving some of it aside with my feet. 

As she closed the door, I felt trapped inside the enclosed space.  The scent of Quinn surrounded me, and it made me dizzy with response towards her and it felt completely unfamiliar and unsettling.

As she put the car into gear and started driving swiftly towards the murder scene, I let her presence invade mine and my mind wander. I found myself considering what it was about her that had me so messed up but was interrupted by Quinn’s voice.

‘You always this quiet?’ she asked.

‘What?’

‘You’re very quiet,’ she said again.

‘Oh…yeah, I guess,’ I replied.  ‘I was just thinking.’

‘About what?’ she asked, nosily.

I glanced at her, meeting her eyes briefly as she looked over quickly as she drove.  ‘Nothing.’

She sighed.  ‘Tallie, we’re going to be partners…’

‘Hardly anyone calls me that,’ I muttered.

‘You introduced yourself to me as Tallie?’ she reminded me.

‘Yeah, it just slipped out.  I go by Natalie these days, mostly.’

‘Who calls you Tallie?’ she questioned.

I paused before answering and then she spoke before I could. ‘Your Mum?’ she guessed.

‘Well, yeah…she used to,’ I said, slowly, looking out the window.

‘She doesn’t anymore?’ she asked.

‘No,’ I said, flatly.

‘How come?’

‘She’s dead,’ I said, bluntly.

She looked across at me, sharply.  ‘Oh! Sorry, Tallie…I didn’t realise.  How long ago?’ she continued.

‘Ages,’ I replied, evasively.  ‘Don’t worry…it was a really long time ago.’

‘Well, I am…sorry.  Should I call you Natalie?’

‘You can call me Tallie,’ I murmured, liking the way it sounded on her tongue.

She glanced at me one more time, making me flush with colour, and then went silent.  The rest of the trip was driven without either of us uttering a word.

When we arrived at the remote section of river where the body had been found, we parked with the array of cars-some official, some not and walked down the embankment in the direction the police officers were indicating. 

Police were already sealing off the scene with tape. A bustle of activity was going on all around us and we made our way down to the body which was lying on the shore.

I grimaced as we approached, the dead man, lying flat on his face, his body abused and broken.  He was clearly missing his hands, feet and genitals-all of which were lying visible nearby.

I listened as Quinn was given a brief run down by the officer who was standing by the body.

‘And obviously he’s missing his hands, feet and genitals too,’ the man was saying.

‘And tongue,’ I murmured, without thinking.

‘What?’ Quinn said, whirling towards me.

My eyes flew to hers and I realised what I’d said.  I quickly made excuses.  ‘His tongue…it’s over there.  We walked past it, remember?’

‘I have no record of a tongue being found,’ the officer said, frowning in confusion.

‘Oh, well never mind…it’s over there,’ I said, turning and praying I could find it as quickly as I needed to.  I walked slowly in the direction I sensed it lay and thankfully saw what I was looking for lying in the undergrowth.  ‘Here,’ I said, pointing.  ‘Saw it as we walked down,’ I shrugged.  ‘Pretty sick fuck to do that, huh?’ I murmured, wondering whether I’d gotten away with my slip.

The officer began rambling about being a ‘sick fuck’ but Quinn was eyeing me suspiciously.  I couldn’t look at her, nor did I want to.  It just made me feel weird.

‘Detective?’ a voice called.

Quinn and I both turned.  It was the coroner. 

‘Hey Dee,’ Quinn smiled, giving her a brief hug.

I watched them, sensed the familiarity and the friendship.  I wondered what it would feel like to hug Quinn.

‘Dee French-this is Detective Natalie Tait.  She’s just joined us,’ Quinn told her.

I really didn’t want to shake her hand, but knew I had to out of politeness. 

‘Nice to meet you, Natalie,’ Dee said, extending her hand.

I gulped as I reached for hers.  As a coroner, I knew what I’d see, knew what I’d get from her.  Death…and lots of it.  I shook her hand, feeling blackness seep through me swiftly and I kept it brief, put my walls up as her flesh interacted with mine.  Sickness swirled through my system, and I had to inhale deeply to calm the nausea which followed.  ‘And you,’ I managed, thickly.

Pulling away, she beckoned us down towards the body.  It didn’t escape my notice that Quinn was eyeing me with another confused, baffled look as we walked.

‘So, it’s the same MO,’ she told us.  ‘The mutilations occurred before death,’ she told us. 

‘What about the tongue?’ Quinn asked.

‘The tongue?’ she questioned.

‘The last two had their tongues intact, didn’t they?’ she asked.

‘That’s correct.  Has the tongue been found too?’ she wondered.  ‘I haven’t turned her over yet.’

‘Yes, Tallie found it as we walked down,’ she said, glancing at me.

‘Oh…I’ll go and check it out…whereabouts?’

‘Over where Joely is,’ she told her.

‘Back in a minute,’ she promised.

I stared at her retreating form, feeling sick.

‘I wonder why someone would cut their victims tongue out…’ Quinn mused, almost talking to herself.

‘That should stop you running your mouth off,’ I muttered, angrily.

‘What did you say?’ Quinn said, gaping at me.

‘What?’ I questioned, looking up at her.

‘Why did you just say that?’ she questioned, frowning.

‘I didn’t say anything!’

‘Yes, you did,’ she replied, frowning.  ‘You told me to stop running my mouth off!’

‘No, I didn’t.  You must have misheard me,’ I murmured, turning away from her.

‘Tallie!’

‘I didn’t say anything,’ I said, whirling back towards her and looking at her furiously.  I was about to rant further but thankfully Dee arrived back and started talking to Quinn which distracted her.  I started wandering around and found myself walking deeper into the forest area, looking around and taking it all in.  Pausing by a grand, old, oak tree, I leant against it and let the hive of activity around me disappear.  The only thing left in my mind was Jamie-the man lying dead by the river.  I let myself connect with him and my mind opened to the information he gave me. Closing my eyes briefly, I let him go and came back to the present, as my senses filtered back one by one.  Sight, sound and then the feeling of the rough bark against my back behind me. 

‘Tallie!’

I startled, looking up.

‘Tallie…you ready to go?’ Quinn asked.

I looked up.  I had been completely unaware that she was there.  ‘Oh…yeah…’

We fell into step as we walked back towards the car.

‘Where did you go?’ Quinn asked as we reached the doors.

‘Huh?’

‘You looked far away when you were stood by that tree,’ she commented.

‘Oh…no, just…processing, you know…taking it all in.’

She frowned at me.  Shaking her head in confusion, she unlocked the door and we both climbed in.  Once again, I felt overwhelmed by her scent.  The whole car smelled of her, and it was intoxicating.

‘I need to head back to the station now,’ she was saying.  ‘And check over the files.  Then we better get ourselves to the autopsy…’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, distracted.

She started the car and then I looked over at her as she asked me a question.

‘It’s in the glove box,’ I told her.

‘What?’ she gasped.

‘It’s in the glove box,’ I said, reaching forwards and opening it up and handing over her phone.

She gaped at me.

‘What?’

‘How did you know I was looking for my phone?’ she questioned.

My eyes darted to hers.  ‘You just asked me where it was!’ I exclaimed.

‘No, I didn’t.’

‘Yes, you did!’ I was sure she had.  I’d literally heard her ask where her phone was…hadn’t I?  Fuck.  Had I slipped? Again? I was usually far better at controlling this.

‘I’m not arguing with you about it, Tallie, but I didn’t say anything…out of the blue you just told me where it was! What is it with you?’

‘What do you mean?’ I frowned, feeling my heart pick up pace.

‘You’re really…different,’ she said, looking at me suspiciously.

‘Well, that’s fucking rude,’ I told her.  ‘You’ve literally just met me,’ I said, giving her a withering look.  ‘And you did ask me where your phone was.  Maybe instead of wondering why I’m different to the usual chubby, sausage roll eating guy you usually work with, just focus on the case,’ I advised her, angrily, hoping she wouldn’t pursue this any further.  ‘Maybe that’ll help you solve it a little quicker.’

She stared at me.

I huffed at her.  ‘What?’

‘Why did you say that?’

‘What?’ I questioned, exasperated.

‘The sausage roll comment…’

‘I was just joking…it’s just the stereotype-like police with doughnuts.’

‘But it was very specific…what detectives do you know sit around eating sausage rolls specifically?’ she asked, ‘because I do know one…’

My eyes scanned the floor, desperately.  ‘That’s why I said that…the packet,’ I said, relief filling me.  In amongst the littered floor was a sausage roll wrapper and could easily explain my comment away.

‘Oh,’ she said, looking down.  Her eyes lifted to mine and a frown formed across her forehead. 

‘Are we going or are you just going to sit there staring at me?’ I questioned, as butterflies skipped through my stomach merrily.

I felt her mind shift to somewhere else entirely-somewhere highly more inappropriate than the case we were supposed to be working on and I had to look away.  The images that had flashed through her head were incredibly sexual and I heard snippets of what she liked about me-my blonde hair, the golden brown of my eyes, my petite frame and the way my gorgeous mouth would look freshly kissed and…

‘Fuck!’ I exclaimed, shifting in my seat as my body responded.  ‘Come on.  Let’s just go.’

‘Yeah…it’s just…I like to know the people I work with, Tallie.  I don’t know you and it’s slightly disconcerting to be suddenly forced into working with someone I know nothing about.  Can we put that right?’

‘Want a heart to heart?’ I scoffed, rolling my eyes.

‘I don’t know you, Tallie.  If I’m going to work with you, I need to be able to trust you.’

‘You can trust me,’ I murmured, looking away.

‘I don’t know you,’ she said for the third time.

I almost said something else I’d regret-but I refrained from making things worse than they already were and looked back at her as she still stared at me.  It was her eyes which got to me the most.  Their vivid blue was just so intense, I felt captivated by them and if I stared too much, I felt like I was drowning in them.  Her face was also incredibly attractive. With jet black short hair which hung in dark tendrils down over her forehead, her skin was tanned and freckled lightly.  Her lips were full and plump and scattered across them were a smattering of freckles as well, which I’d never seen before.  It made me want to taste them, and I dismissed the thought immediately as I shook myself out of my reverie.  ‘Can we leave?’

She sighed.  Heavily.  ‘Yeah…let’s go.’

I watched as she shifted, putting her foot on the clutch as her strong thigh muscles tensed under her tight jeans.  Her strong hand then gripped the gearstick and shifted into first.  I watched her hands work, imagining how they’d feel touching…Stop! I looked away, staring out the window.  I had to stop this.  My wayward thoughts were heady and intense.  Why was I so taken with this woman? What was it about her? I met women constantly who were interested in me, attractive in far more obvious ways than Quinn was.  The difference was that I’d never been interested in them.

Quinn drove swiftly back to the station.  Yet again, we didn’t talk on the way.  When we reached the car park, I hopped out as soon as the car was stationary. 

Walking towards the building, I knew Quinn was behind me, as fleeting sexual thoughts flittered through my mind once again. She was checking me out and liked what she saw.  I turned around and moved to her side, not seeing any obvious outward signs of her thought process.  She kept it all very well-hidden.

‘Come on.  Let’s go and check missing persons.  See if there’s anyone likely for our victim,’ Quinn said, walking into the building beside me. 

‘Okay,’ I murmured, wandering how I could speed the process along without alerting Quinn to my very unique and special abilities. I had a name.  Maybe I could push things a little by taking the reins with the ID.

We walked inside and headed to the elevator.  As the doors closed behind us, I felt eyes on me and sure enough, when I looked over, she was staring at me once more.  When I met her eyes, she glanced away but the curiosity was there.  She was intrigued by me, and I didn’t know how to deal with that.  It wasn’t just the sexual interest either.  She seemed to be in interested in getting to know all about me too-that much was clear by the path of her thoughts as it streamed through my consciousness.

The tension inside the lift was obvious.  Currents of electricity sparked all around us as we avoided each other’s eyes.  The small space felt tiny with her larger frame dominating the space.  I counted to ten while the elevator rose to the second floor.

The ping as the doors opened was a welcome relief and I stepped out eagerly, walking down towards the desk where I had to share space with Quinn.

She sat down at her desk and logged onto the system. I sat down and watched from the chair beside her as she loaded up the missing persons database which I was familiar with.

‘Do you want me to do that while you get on with the missing persons files while you update the Detective Inspector on the victim?’ I offered. ‘I’m familiar with the programme,’ I reassured her.

She glanced over at me.  ‘Oh…yeah, sure.  That’d be very helpful, actually,’ she nodded, standing.

I watched her go towards the captain’s office while I moved into her chair.  I felt odd, like I was invading her space, but I quickly distracted myself by doing a search to find our missing man.  I knew his name, but I couldn’t input that without it being too obvious that I already had an identification of him without any help.

Luckily enough, when I searched through the male, twenties, last forty-eight hours section of the site, I found Jamie immediately.  He was the only obvious candidate and when it listed that he had an identifying mark-a birthmark-on his back, I knew I could let Quinn know we had him.

With that done, printed out and placed on the desk, I began searching for information about Jamie Reynolds.  I knew a little from talking to him from the river’s edge, but it was limited and nothing to help towards who had killed him and why.  The motives for these three murders were a mystery-even to me.  I’d had glimpses of the killer and thing’s he’d said when he’d been with the victims in their final moments, but he was somewhat a closed book to me.  Some people were.

‘Oh my God!’

I looked up and saw Quinn looking at the printout.  ‘Found him,’ I said, looking up at her.

‘That was…ridiculously quick! How?’

‘Literally only male in his twenties listed in the past forty-eight hours.  That and the identifying birth mark on his back sold it to me,’ I told her.

‘Oh yeah! I noticed a birthmark! Wow, Tallie.  Amazing.’

I smiled, holding her eyes.

Her breath caught.  It was audible.  Her expression was almost stunned as she took in the difference that it made to my face when I smiled. Her appraisal of me was blatant, the interest clear.  Even as I felt the flush hit my cheeks; I couldn’t look away.  Her eyes were too captivating.

‘So, uh…the autopsy…’ I said, breaking the moment in a very deliberate and sobering way.

‘Yes…yeah…uh, basement of this building.  Dee was headed back here to start immediately.  The Detective Inspector wants this solved.  We should head down there,’ she said, running a hand through her hair.

I watched as her shirt lifted and tightened against her arms, how it stretched against her flat, toned stomach and tightened over her perfect breasts.  Desire filled me and I quickly stood.  What was going on with me? I avoided relationships at all costs.  It wasn’t worth it in the long run.  With my life as it was, being with someone was just impossible.  I’d resigned myself to a single life, with the occasional dabble with someone who interested me.  It had worked until now.  Something told me that Quinn could threaten my resolve on that one.

‘How are you with autopsies?’ Quinn asked, as she led me to the back set of stairs which would lead us down to the morgue.

‘Oh, you know…’ I murmured, evasively.

‘Tallie!’ Quinn exclaimed, stopping on the stairs and glaring at me.  ‘Why can’t you talk to me?’

I flushed, hot.  ‘I do talk to you.’

‘Not really…one-word answers and avoiding questions isn’t going to help me get to know you,’ she ranted.

‘Maybe I don’t want you to get to know me,’ I admitted.

Her eyebrows rose.  ‘You…don’t want me to know you?’ she asked, looking confused.  ‘Why?’

‘I’m not here to make friends,’ I said, bluntly.

‘Is that right?’ Quinn murmured, quietly.

‘I’m here to work.’

‘So, getting along with colleagues is not important to you.’

‘It’s irrelevant to the job,’ I told her, shrugging. 

She cocked her head and stared down at me.  ‘You know, you probably think people will leave you be and take no notice if you pretend not to care about making friends, getting to know people…it actually only makes us more interested, more intrigued.  I’ll figure you out, Tallie,’ she promised, her words almost sounding threatening.  ‘And the more you evade my questions, the more I’ll want to find out about you.  I didn’t make detective this young for nothing,’ she said, turning to head down the stairs.

I followed her down, feeling my heart beating fast.  ‘Quinn?’ I said, when we reached the bottom of the stairs.

‘What?’ she said, snappily.

‘I hate autopsies, alright?’

Her brows lifted.  ‘Okay.  Good.  Me too,’ she nodded, smiling slightly.  ‘It’s the smell that’s the worst…right?’

‘Yeah,’ I murmured.  ‘And the saw,’ I said, cringing.

‘Urgh, yeah, agreed.  Come on,’ she said, lightening her tone. ‘We can suffer through it together.’

I followed Quinn down to the autopsy and said hello to Dee French once more, who was already robed up in scrubs and preparing for the postmortem.  I hung back at one side of the room, watching from afar. I really didn’t like autopsies-but mainly because of the emotions I’d feel whilst there…it had nothing to do with the smell, the gore, the blood or the body parts. That I was used to, sadly. 

As the medical staff got on with it all and Quinn talked to Dee frequently, I stood back, watching from afar.  Jamie suddenly appeared beside me and started talking.

‘Hey,’ he said, sadly.

‘Hi.  I’m sorry,’ I told him, glancing at her with downcast eyes. 

He sighed.  ‘I wasn’t done,’ he told me, glancing over at the scene.

‘I know.  It was too soon.  Can you tell me anything that might help?’ I asked him.

‘It all happened so quickly,’ he told me.  ‘I was walking home after a night out. I’d been drinking so everything was a bit hazy.  I got up to near where the bridge is and there was a car parked up, a man leaning over the side, smoking.  I walked past and then he attacked me from behind.  I was so drunk I could barely defend myself.  I never saw him either.’

‘Okay.  Don’t worry…we’ll find him.  He’ll pay in the end.’

‘I don’t know where I am now…I feel lost,’ he told me, sadly.

‘Just look into the light and let go,’ I told him, feeling loss deep inside me.

‘I don’t know how to do that,’ he said, quietly.

‘You just need to accept that you’re not here anymore,’ I told him, my heart breaking for the young guy.  He had been way too young to die. I made an internal promise to myself to solve his murder.

‘I don’t accept that,’ he said, sadly.

‘You will…it might take a little time…’

‘Yeah,’ he sighed, turning away.

I blinked, and he was gone.

I came too, and looked over to see bright, blue eyes staring over at me.  She had a look of slight confusion.  I knew I hadn’t been talking out loud to Jamie, but I also realised that I may have looked slightly strange, staring into thin air and concentrating on nothing. 

She wandered over and stood beside me. 

‘You doing okay?’ she asked, quietly.

‘It’s just a bit…’

‘I know,’ she said, not needing me to finish she sentence it seemed.  ‘You want to step out of the room? I can stay here,’ she told me.

‘Uh, yeah…I’ll be outside,’ I said, turning to leave straight away.

Outside, I breathed cleaner air, dragging it into my air desperately.  Slumping down onto the floor with my back to the wall, I let my head drop onto my knees and closed my eyes.  Breathing slow, deep breaths, I calmed myself, using techniques I’d perfected in the years since experiencing these strange occurrences.  I didn’t realise Quinn had joined me for a while until she sat down beside me, reaching out to touch my shoulder.

I startled and scrambled away, gasping.

‘Sorry!’

‘Please don’t touch me,’ I said, lifting my head and staring at her. 

She frowned.  ‘What?’

‘I…I mean…you startled me,’ I said, clearing my throat with embarrassment.

Her intense, intelligent eyes scanned mine.  ‘What happens when I touch you?’ she asked, scrutinising me.

‘Nothing!’ I denied, hotly. ‘I just meant…you startled me,’ I repeated.

‘No, you didn’t…but you clearly don’t want to tell me, so I’ll leave it…for now.  You’re a strange one, Tallie Tait,’ she said, frowning at me.

‘Am I?’ I questioned, looking up at her from under my dark eyelashes. 

‘You are…and I’m determined to figure you out-just as much as I’m determined to figure out who did this.’

‘Focus on the case, not me.  I’m not the one who needs figuring out,’ I told her, getting to my feet.

‘Oh yeah?’ she said, standing and towering over me.  ‘I disagree,’ she said, moving slightly closer, and invading my personal space.  ‘I’d say you are a mystery waiting to be discovered,’ she said, huskily.

I held her eyes, felt the connection between us and very deliberately stepped back.  ‘I don’t think so,’ I muttered, tearing my eyes from hers.  Turning, I made my way back along the corridor to head back upstairs. I knew she was following, but I didn’t look back once.

Upstairs, I sat down at the desk and looked around. Most of the staff were sat at their desks working, eating lunch.  I got up and headed to the nearest person who was eating.

‘Excuse me…where’s the canteen?’ I asked him.

‘Down the hall and to the left,’ he told me.

I thanked him and walked down the corridor to find somewhere to buy food.  At the canteen, I chose a sandwich, crisps and a coke before standing at the counter staring at the wraps.  Impulsively, I picked up a chicken and salad wrap, some salted peanuts and a bottle of sparkling water.  Without consciously thinking about buying Quinn lunch, I paid at the desk and then headed back to where Quinn now sat at her computer.  She glanced at me briefly as I sat down beside her. I pulled my lunch out of the brown paper bag and then slid the bag down towards her. 

‘What’s this?’ she asked, turning towards me.

‘Lunch…’

‘You bought me lunch?’ she asked, clearly surprised.

‘You eat, don’t you?’ I chuckled, biting into my sandwich hungrily.

‘Well, yeah, of course…but you, uh…didn’t have to…’

‘Shut up…it’s just a sandwich,’ I murmured, turning away as I ate.

Quinn opened up the bag and yet again, her gasp was audible.  ‘Tallie!’

‘What?’

‘What made you buy this for my lunch?’ she asked.

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean…how did you know?’ she questioned.

‘Know what? I just picked up some lunch, alright?  Let’s just eat so we can get on with this case this afternoon.’

‘Tallie-this is what I buy every time I go to the canteen.’

I frowned to myself.  Fuck.  ‘Lucky guess?’

‘Try again,’ she countered.

‘Okay-I used my initiative.  I asked someone, alright?’

‘You went to the trouble of asking someone what I eat for lunch? Tallie, that’s very thoughtful,’ she told me, seemingly pleased.   ‘Who did you ask?’ she asked, frowning again.

‘Uh…that guy,’ I said, pointing over to the guy that I’d asked where the canteen was.  Surely Quinn wouldn’t check with him.

‘Oh, Mike! Nice.  Well, thanks Tallie.  That was very considerate of you.’

She finally shut up and started eating which was a relief. I ate my own food hungrily, watching her out of the corner of my eye as she wolfed down the wrap with obvious hunger.  Her mouth wrapped round the food ravenously and I found my own thoughts wandering to places they shouldn’t go.  Sexual thoughts flooded my brain briefly and I had to look away as she continued to eat, moaning with contentment as she finished it.  The moan about finished me off, and I stood, done. 

‘Where’s the bathroom?’ I asked her.

‘Down the hall and to the right,’ she told me.

I thanked her and walked away quickly.  There was only so much food porn I could cope with in one sitting.

Chapter 2

The rest of the day’s shift was spent meeting with the other officers, discussing what we knew so far and researching into the lives of the three victims we had so far.  When six in the evening arrived, out shift change happened and we stood talking to the two Detectives who worked the alternate hours to us daily.

‘Detective Natalie Tait, meet Detective James Newsome and Detective Bill Mahers.  They run the night shifts over here,’ she told me, smiling, ‘so we can get some rest.’

‘Nice to meet you,’ Newsome said, reaching to shake my hand.  ‘Good to have another Detective on the staff-poor Quinn here has been handling this one solo.  About time she had a new partner!’

‘I think they were just waiting for the right one,’ Quinn commented, glancing at me briefly.

‘You’re pretty young to have made Detective,’ Mahers said, giving me the once over.

I knew his type. Older, embittered and suspicious of the new, young staff who arrived and threatened their jobs.  ‘I’m older than I look,’ I muttered, not bothered about making friends in this instance.  He didn’t strike me as someone I’d gel well with.  Looking at the three of them together, I thanked my lucky stars it was Quinn who I’d been paired with.  The other two didn’t strike me as men I’d enjoy working with.

‘How old?’ he pushed.

I narrowed my eyes at him.

‘So, we’ll leave you to it,’ Quinn said, excusing us both.  ‘It’s been a long day, as you can imagine.  I didn’t sleep last night either, so I need to get home.’

‘Okay, well see you tomorrow,’ Newsome nodded.

‘Later,’ I murmured, walking away.

Quinn fell in step with me as I walked towards the doors.

‘So,’ she began, hopefully.

‘What?’ I murmured, glancing at her.

‘Where’s home?’ she asked, conversationally.

‘I’m going to be staying at the Wayvern Motel at first…I’ve got a room booked there,’ I told her, as we stepped onto the elevator.

As the doors closed, I felt once again, the sense of her proximity-her sheer closeness had me on edge. ‘Ah okay.  Need a lift?’

‘No, I have my car here, thanks,’ I said, glancing up at her.

‘What about dinner?’

‘What about it?’ I frowned.

‘Well, where will you eat tonight?’

‘I was assuming the motel would have some kind of food available,’ I said to her, scanning her eyes.

‘Nope…they stop serving at six.  There’s a little diner nearby though.  I’ll show you,’ she said, as the doors popped open.

‘No, that’s fine…’ I began to say.

‘My treat,’ she told me.  ‘Come on, Tallie.  Let me buy you dinner-an hour of your time, tops.  We can eat, fill our bellies and maybe chat and get to know each other.  It’s important if we’re going to be working together, right?’

‘I think I’ll just go and rest up, actually,’ I said, eager to get out of it.  ‘I’m pretty tired.’

‘You have to eat-and I’m buying…they do the best steaks in town.  Or burgers? Massive, delicious burgers, Tallie…’

I felt my stomach rumble.  I was starving.  ‘Well…maybe just a quick meal…’

‘Tere you go!’ she said, triumphantly.  ‘Come on.  I’ll drive,’ she said.  ‘I can drop you back at your car afterwards.’

‘Fine,’ I muttered, figuring that maybe I should try and make a little effort with her.  I would be working alongside her 24/7 so getting on would help, I supposed.

We headed back to Quinn’s car, and I climbed in, immediately becoming swarmed by her scent once more.  She drove us to the diner, which turned out to be just a short five-minute drive away.  It looked like a traditional, old American diner, and my stomach rumbled again with anticipation of filling my stomach.  If she was offering to pay, I would eat well tonight!

Inside, we headed for a booth down at the far end of the restaurant and sat down opposite each other. Quinn handed me a menu, smiling at me happily, seemingly pleased she’d got me this far.  I took it from her gingerly, being careful not to touch her.

‘Thanks.’

‘Order what you like,’ she told me.  ‘It’s on me,’ she smiled.

‘Thanks.  I am actually starving!’

‘Yeah? We’ve had a long day,’ she commented, scanning the menu.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, looking at the list.  I decided quickly and when the waitress came over, I ordered the steak, chips and peas along with a coke, which Quinn then said she’d have also. 

When she was gone, she smiled over at me.

‘So!’

‘So…’ I murmured, glancing up at her from under my eyelashes.

‘Tallie Tait…the mysterious detective who’s swanned in from God-knows where who we know anything about…’

I rolled my eyes dramatically and sat back in the booth, crossing my arms over my chest.  ‘Just ask what you want to know, Quinn,’ I told her, giving her a long-suffering look.

‘You don’t like getting to know people, Tallie?’

I shrugged.

‘I know very limited things about you, okay.  I’d like to know more,’ she told me, eyeing me intently and making me squirm a little.

‘Why?’ I questioned, a little grumpily.

‘Because we’re going to be working closely together, Tallie. I like to know the people I work alongside.’

I gave her a look.  ‘What do you think you know about me already?’ I asked.  ‘You said you know limited things?’

‘Well, just from observation and the two-word answers you’re predisposed to give,’ she chuckled. 

‘Like what?’ I asked.

‘I know you’re intelligent and quick-you made detective young so you must be.  You also found our missing person incredibly quickly.  You’re observant.  You watch when you’re in crowds.  I can see why you do well in those situations as I can see you taking it all in.  You’re naturally wary of people-I can see that too.  You’re uncomfortable touching people- but I have no idea why on that front.  I know you said you lost your mother, and that seemed like something hard for you.  Aside from that, the only other thing I can mention is how intuitive you are…like to the point of…what on earth? How the hell does she know that?’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, glancing down.

‘So, what gives, Tallie?’

‘Huh?’ I asked, cocking my head at her.

‘Who is Tallie Tait?’ she questioned.

I stared at her and sighed.  ‘Fine…what do you want to know?’

She smiled, looking pleased with herself. ‘Everything…but let’s start with the basics. Where are you from?’ she asked, leaning forwards on the table, leaning on her hands.

‘I’m from Greenhaven,’ I said, quietly.  ‘Born and raised there.’

‘When did you move?’

‘At twelve.’

‘Ah okay…and since then?’

‘I moved around a lot,’ I murmured, tilting my head and thinking once again just how attractive the damn woman was.

‘How come?’

‘Well,’ I sighed.  ‘My family were…killed…we were all in a car crash.  My parents and sister didn’t make it.  I was in a coma for months.’

‘Oh my God, Tallie…I’m so sorry, that’s awful.’

I shrugged, looking away from her horrified gaze.  I hated seeing people sympathise for what my life had been.  ‘It just meant things changed for me.  I moved from foster home to foster home and didn’t really settle anywhere.  I fell into the same pattern in my working life.  I get itchy feet constantly.’

‘Wow…but, understandable,’ she murmured, her frank appraisal unnerving me.  ‘And what about extended family? Friends? Relationships?’ she asked then.

‘No, no and no,’ I told her, bluntly.

Her eyebrows lifted in surprise.  ‘No?’

‘I come from a small family-the only ones vaguely related to me live in another country.  I don’t make friends easily-never have.  I don’t do relationships either,’ I told her, hoping to get a clear point across.

‘You don’t? How come?’

I frowned at her.  ‘You ask a lot of questions.  You going to let me ask you all this personal shit too?’ I asked.

‘Of course! I’m an open book to you, Tallie.  So, going back to the question, why no relationships?’ she asked.

‘I find it too hard.  Being with someone is not easy-especially with this job as well.  Since losing my family as well, I’ve been pretty averse to the idea of loving anyone as well.  Just seems too risky.’

‘You don’t want to get hurt,’ she summarised.

‘I guess…something like that,’ I nodded, as our food arrived.

A few minutes passed as we dealt with our plates, cutlery and drinks.  After thanking the waitress, we dug into the food.

‘What about you? Where did you grow up?’ I asked her. 

‘Here-in Wayvern,’ she told me.

‘Oh…so, you’ve literally always lived here?’

‘Yes.  My parents still live in the house I grew up in,’ she told me, smiling.

‘Who do you have in your family?’ I asked then.

‘Mum and Dad.  We’re close.  I also have a brother-Neil.  He’s married now with two kids.  They’re eight and six and lovely kids.  A boy and a girl.’

‘So, you’re Aunty Quinn?’

‘I am,’ she smiled. 

‘Any kids of your own?’ I asked.

‘Nope,’ she said, shaking her head.

‘What about relationships? You married or anything?’ I asked, already knowing the answer.

‘No.  My last long-term relationship ended over a year ago. I’d like to settle, but it’s like you say-not many people are willing to put up with someone in this job-the hours, the discomfort, the quiet, dark times…’

‘Quiet, dark times?’ I murmured, as I ate, questioningly.

‘Yeah, you know…when it’s bad…and you can’t…you just go somewhere else…somewhere quiet and dark.  It doesn’t make for great company and partnerships when one of you is dark and introspective a lot of the time.’

‘Tell me about it,’ I scoffed.

‘But I’m looking.  I’d like to settle down one day.’

‘You would?’ I murmured, glancing up at her.

‘Oh yeah, for sure…marriage, kids…the whole deal…one day…if it’s right.’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, thinking.  ‘Maybe you just haven’t met her yet,’ I said, without considering my choice of words.

Quinn visibly startled.  ‘Why would you say that?’

‘What?’

‘Her,’ she murmured, quietly. 

‘Oh…well, I just assumed,’ I told her, shrugging.

‘Why?’ she questioned.  ‘I mean…I don’t think it’s obvious…is it?’

‘No, not at all. Chill out…it’s cool, I mean, it’s probably just gaydar.’

‘Gaydar?’ she questioned. ‘You’re gay, Tallie?’

‘Well, yeah.  I mean, I don’t really define myself, I just date when I want to.  If you had to pin me down on men or women though, as I’ve gotten older, it’s been women.’

‘Oh!’ she exclaimed, her interest clear to me.  ‘Wow! Well, you’ve floored me there.’

‘Yeah? Well, it’s no big deal.  Like I told you, I don’t have relationships, so it’s not that interesting really.’

‘It is to me.  I’m surrounded by straight women all the time.  It’s refreshing to have you here, Tallie,’ she told me.

‘So, how come you’re closeted around them?’ I asked.

She shrugged.  ‘Homophobia is rife in the department,’ she said, quietly.  ‘I opted for an easier life,’ she murmured, guiltily.  ‘I don’t like it, but it’s just a choice I made when I joined this station.’

‘Oh-I thought you might have always worked at Wayvern Station?’

‘No, no,’ she said, shaking her head.  ‘I went and started elsewhere.  I was out and dating this woman while I worked at one place, and there was some shitty treatment once some of the guys found out.  I just…haven’t mentioned it since working at Wayvern.’

‘I mean, I get it…it’s your choice,’ I shrugged, putting down my knife and fork and sitting back, rubbing my stomach.

‘So, you must get lonely, Tallie?’

‘What? Why?’ I frowned.

‘You’ve said yourself-no family, friends or partner.  Doesn’t it get lonely?’ she questioned.

I frowned at her.  ‘Not really.’

‘How come?’

‘I just…I guess I’m not wired that way.’

‘No?’ she murmured, cocking her head at me with interest.

‘Nope.  We don’t all want to settle down like you do,’ I told her.

‘But that must get very lonely…and isolating.’

‘I’m not a complete hermit!’ I exclaimed. ‘I see people as and when I want to.’

‘Let me guess-on your terms only.’

‘Oh, absolutely. I don’t let anyone get that close,’ I murmured, quietly.

‘I noticed…so on that note; what’s with the no touching thing? Why don’t you like people touching you, Tallie?’

I shrugged nonchalantly. ‘I’m germ phobic.’

‘Try again,’ she said, smirking. ‘No way is that the reason.’

‘Why? I could be germ phobic!’

‘But you’re not, are you…you just devoured most of that with your hands! And on top of that, you’ve got a tell.’

‘I’ve got a what?’ I chuckled, nervously.

‘A tell…a giveaway.  There’s something that you do which tells me you’re lying to me right now,’ she said, scanning my eyes.

‘Oh really? What is it?’ I asked, frowning.

‘If I tell you, you’ll be conscious of it, and I won’t be able to tell when you’re lying or not.’

I glared at her.

‘So why are you lying to me, Tallie? What are you hiding?’ she asked, her eyes suddenly intense and fixed on me.

‘I just don’t like being touched.’

‘Why?’ she asked, again.

‘It invades my personal space.’

‘And you don’t like that?’ she questioned.  ‘You had a really weird reaction when we first met…when you shook my hand…’

‘I just wasn’t feeling well…I’d driven a long way…’

‘I don’t think that’s it,’ she said, shaking her head.  ‘I’ve watched you today, Tallie, and a number of things haven’t added up.’

‘Like?’ I asked, biting my lip.

‘Like knowing where the tongue was in the undergrowth, knowing where my phone was, like knowing that my old partner would sit and eat sausage rolls in my car, dropping his litter in the well and when you got me the exact lunch that I eat-even though you didn’t actually ask any other officers in the room.  Yeah, I checked, Tallie…because it doesn’t add up.  None of it makes sense…so tell me…what is it about you?’

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘I think you know exactly what I’m talking about, Tallie.’

‘I don’t need to listen to this.’

‘You know things, Tallie.  You say things you can’t possibly know.  I think it’s the reason you made detective at such a young age…why you solved more cases than any one of us in last year alone.  I have to ask…I have to know…’

‘Don’t say it…’ I warned.

‘The only thing that makes sense is…’

‘Quinn…’

‘Is if you’re…’ she began.

A sudden rush of adrenaline hit me hard, and I grabbed for her across the table, hurling her out of the booth with me as I tugged her with me, hurtling to the floor as the jeep crashed through the front of the restaurant, taking out the entire building.  As everything exploded around us, we landed heavily on the floor, the wind being knocked out of me in the process.

As sirens rang in my ears and the car’s alarm blared noisily, commotion came from every direction as screams and cries of the people around us sounded.  I crawled to Quinn, who lay face down nearby. 

‘Quinn,’ I groaned, reaching for her, and turning her over onto her back with difficulty.  She was far bigger than me and weighed a lot more.  I hefted her over and leant towards her.  ‘Quinn! Quinn!’ I cried, desperately.

She opened her eyes and stared at me, stunned. 

I slumped with relief, my head falling to her shoulder as her heartbeat thundered under my ear.  After a moment, I lifted my head and stared at her.  Her bright blue eyes met mine.

‘You saved me,’ she murmured, low and deep.

‘Come on…get up,’ I encouraged.   ‘We need to call the police.’

‘We are the police, Tallie,’ she said, groaning as she struggled to sit up. 

‘Yeah, well, we need more police,’ I told her, getting to my feet.

‘Wait-you’re bleeding,’ she said, reaching for my arm.

I stepped back.  ‘Don’t…’

‘Oh…yeah…no touching, right.’

‘I’m fine.  Let’s go and see who this douche bag was and why he wanted to railroad us down,’ I muttered, angrily.

It was over two hours later when Quinn and I finally managed to leave the scene.  The driver was dead, stank of alcohol and presumed to have crashed through intoxicated driving, and although I knew better, I couldn’t say so without revealing myself.  Quinn and I both were checked out by the ambulance crew and aside from some scratches, bruises and cuts from the falling glass, we were both fine.

‘You done?’ Quinn asked, as I was finally released from the ambulance crew.

‘Yeah…all good,’ I said.  ‘Can we go?’

‘Yeah, everything’s being sorted by the others now.  Let’s get out of here.’

We walked to her car, and she started driving out of the diner and took a left.  I frowned as I tried to get my bearings.  ‘Hang on…this is the wrong way, isn’t it?’

‘No, I’m taking you back to mine,’ she told me.  ‘We need to talk-and we’re not doing it in a public motel…’

‘What the fuck do we need to talk about?’ I asked, angrily.  Why the hell was she driving me to her home? I didn’t want to go to her home!

‘You saved my life tonight, Tallie,’ she said, staring blankly ahead.  ‘I heard what you told those policemen.  You happened to look outside and saw it coming then pulled me out of the way.  You lied.  You didn’t see it coming at all.  You were looking at me the whole time.’

‘Maybe my peripheral vision is just really, really good,’ I quipped.

‘You can joke all you like, but we’re going to talk and you’re going to stop fucking with me and tell me the goddamn truth!’ she ranted.

I slumped back against the seat.  ‘No need to get fucking angry,’ I muttered to myself, looking out the window.  ‘Shouldn’t have bothered…’

‘Tallie…’ she said, in a warning tone.

‘Fuck off,’ I replied, frustrated beyond belief.

She sighed.  Driving the rest of the way in silence, I wondered how this conversation was going to go.

When she pulled off down a country lane, I knew this was her place.  It felt right somehow and when the tree-lined avenue opened up to a gorgeous, log-style cabin home in the middle of nowhere, I fell in love with it.  The house was stunning-beautifully constructed with a large veranda which stretched across the whole front of the house.  As she led me inside, everything screamed ‘Quinn’ to me, and I took in each detail feeling enraptured by it all.

‘What do you think?’ she asked, breaking the silence.

My eyes flew to hers.  ‘It’s beautiful,’ I said, without thinking.

‘Beautiful? A house?’

‘I mean…uh, it’s nice…very you, I guess.  How long have you been here?’ I asked, curiously.

‘About a year,’ she told me, quietly.  ‘I’ve been renovating since day one.  I’m almost there with most of it,’ she told me.

‘You did all of this?’ I questioned.

She nodded.  ‘Rebuilt it from scratch.  It’s certainly kept me busy in my free time.’

‘What free time?’ I joked.

She smiled and took a step towards me.

I frowned and took a step back.

‘Tallie…’

‘Quinn, no,’ I said, lifting my hands in warning.

‘We’re talking about this whether you like it or not…I need to know.  I was about to ask you definitively when the damn jeep crashed and nearly killed us.  Tallie, you don’t make sense to me…you know things you can’t know…you see things before they happen…are you…are you psy…’

‘I’m not psychic,’ I said, flatly, slumping to one of her sofas.

She came over and sat beside me.  ‘What are you then? Because you’re definitely not a regular Joe like me or any of the others at Wayvern Station.’

I sighed.  ‘Look, Quinn…I don’t do this okay…I don’t talk about my…abilities…’ I said, quietly.

‘Why not?’ she asked. 

‘Because I don’t.  Because I’ve spent too many years having the word ‘psychic’ used about me and then being humiliated when everyone around me thinks I’m a fraud.  I see the way you look at me when you use the word.  I know the associations people make when someone claims to be psychic.’

‘But you seem to be a little…gifted?’ she suggested, eyebrows rising as she said the word.

I sighed.  ‘You really want to hear this?’ I questioned.

‘I really do,’ she nodded, eagerly.

I sighed again.  ‘So…I explained that I lost my family…when I was twelve…’

She nodded, listening intently.

‘Well, what I didn’t mention was what happened to me,’ I added.

‘What happened to you, Tallie?’ she questioned.

My eyes slipped downwards.  ‘I was pretty banged up,’ I told her, slowly.  ‘My head was crushed against the back of the seat when we crashed, and I was in a coma for a long, long time.  When I woke, everything was different.’

‘How so?’ she frowned.

‘I started…hearing things…sensing things.  I’d listen to the doctors and nurses thought processes and knew they weren’t talking as their lips wouldn’t move.  When I left the hospital, I noticed that I knew things about people…I sometimes sensed things about them, I sometimes knew if bad things were going to happen in advance.  Most of all, I noticed the change in me when someone touched me.’

‘And what happened when someone touched you, Tallie?’ she questioned, clearly captivated by me in that moment.

‘Well, I call it ‘tapping in,’ I explained.

‘Tapping in?’

‘Yeah.  Touching someone else allows me to tap into their thoughts, feelings, emotions and memories.  I get a lot of information from people when I touch them, and it can be overwhelming.  Some people evoke a strong reaction in me for one reason or another, other people are more closed off to it and I don’t see much at all.’

‘So, it is like being psychic?’ she asked, considering everything I’d said.

‘I don’t like to label myself as that,’ I repeated.

‘So, the tongue today…’

‘I just knew.  I saw it in my head and then could picture where it was lying.  I got lucky being able to walk over and find it straight away,’ I told her.

‘The weird thing you said while we stood over the body?’ she questioned.

‘Something the killer said to Jamie.  Oh, I met him too…’ I said, figuring if I was opening up to her, I might as well tell her everything.

‘Who?’

‘Jamie,’ I said, bluntly.

‘You met Jamie? You met the dead victim?’ Quinn asked, sounding completely baffled.

I sighed.  ‘When people die, their soul often lingers until they’re ready to move on.  He was there in the forest today, feeling sad that his life had been cut short.  I asked him about what happened…the killer…he knew nothing useful.  He didn’t see anything.’

‘You speak to the dead?’ she said, stunned.

‘Now and then,’ I nodded.  ‘When it’s needed.’

‘So, I’m guessing that’s why you found her so easily on the missing person database?’

‘Yeah…I knew his name,’ I told her.

Quinn shook her head. ‘This is all just unbelievable…’

I grimaced and then stood.  ‘Well, I’ll be going then…’

‘Tallie, no! I didn’t mean that as it sounded!’ she exclaimed.  ‘It’s not actually unbelievable, I mean it’s just wow! Incredible! Interesting…I wasn’t insulting you.’

‘I’m really tired and haven’t even checked in yet.  I want to leave,’ I told her, in no uncertain terms.

She stepped towards me.  ‘Why did you react that way when you met me, Tallie? Why did you almost collapse?’ she questioned, scanning my face for clues.

‘Some people get to me…it seems you’re one of them,’ I said, evasively.  ‘And because I’ve been dreaming of you,’ I added, like an afterthought.

Quinn’s eyes widened to huge, bright orbs.  ‘You’ve been dreaming about me?’

‘Yeah…for months actually…’

Her mouth parted into a wide O shape. 

‘I knew it was you because in the dreams I can see your eyes really clearly…they’re staring into mine and it’s so intense and then…’

‘Then what?’ she gaped.

‘I don’t know,’ I replied, shrugging.  ‘That’s it so far…I don’t know what happens next…’

‘How do you find out?’

‘I don’t know…none of this is a science, Quinn!’ I exclaimed.

‘Did you come here to meet me?’ she asked then, looking at me curiously.

‘No, I didn’t.  I didn’t recognise that you’d be here…the woman in my dreams.  I came here because I felt called here…it’s unexplainable but there was this tug to relocate-and this turned up as a posting which felt pre-destined.’

‘Wow…’ she murmured.  ‘This is all just so amazing.’

‘Not really.  It’s a curse,’ I said bitterly.

‘How can you say that? The people you help…the cases you solve…’

‘The death I have to witness…the voices inside my head…the constant fight against it.  You asked me earlier if I was ever lonely-I don’t ever get the fucking chance! They’re always there, my mind never stops, the voices keep going, the needs, the wants, the constant, constant demands on my…on my…everything,’ I finally said, running out of steam.

I slumped to the sofa once more.  Quinn came and sat beside me.  Her voice, when she spoke, was low and husky.  ‘I’m sorry, Tallie.  It sounds like quite the burden to bear…’

‘I hate it,’ I whispered, fiercely.

‘Is that why you don’t tell people?’

‘I don’t tell people because they think I’m more of a freak than they already do! I know I’m different, but this just makes me even more alienated because people don’t understand it, they don’t believe it.  I make people angry, Quinn, because I invade their privacy.  None of it’s intentional, but it’s there.  You see now why I don’t have girlfriends? Imagine me as your girlfriend,’ I told her.

Her eyebrows quirked in interest.

‘You get to have no secrets; I know your every thought and fantasy and I know what’s coming next.  Fucking nightmare,’ I stated.  ‘Absolute, fucking nightmare.’

‘Hey,’ she said, consolingly.  ‘Any woman would be lucky to have you as their girlfriend.  Don’t put yourself down like that.’

‘It’s true, though.  I’m not an easy person to be around,’ I told her.  ‘You just wait.  I’m quiet and moody because my head’s so full all the time.  I’m snappy and grumpy because I don’t sleep well.  I lost my entire family at way too young an age, so it’s effected the way I’m able to be with people who are interested in me.  I’m no barrel of laughs, Quinn.  You should remember that,’ I said, pointedly.

She cocked her head, considering my words.

‘Will you do it to me?’ she asked, carefully.  ‘Tap into me…tell me what you see?’

‘I really don’t think that’s a good idea,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘Besides, I already know plenty about you,’ I said, smirking.  ‘You’re one of those people…’ I chuckled.

‘What kind of people?’

‘Wears their heart on their sleeve…complete open book.  I find you very easy to read with your constant, changing emotions.’

‘Oh really? So, tell me what I’ve given away already,’ she requested.

I sighed.  ‘You know it would be far easier if we don’t do this…I mean, we’re going to have to work together.’

‘I know.  I’d rather just know everything.  It’s part of why I’m a detective.  I like figuring things out.  When I can’t, it frustrates me.  I’d like to know you and know why you reacted the way you did when you met me.  I’m guessing it means something?’

‘It does, but I don’t know either,’ I told her.  ‘Sometimes these things are unclear.’

‘I get that…so will you do it…will you tap into me?’

I sighed.  ‘You know, I should go back to the motel…it’s getting late,’ I said, avoiding the idea.

‘You could just crash here tonight…I mean, we have to be back at the station at 8am.  It’s hardly worth the time it would take to drive you back to your car, go to the motel, then settle in.  Why don’t you just crash here for tonight and check into the motel tomorrow.’

I sighed, biting my lip. 

‘You don’t want to?’

‘No, I don’t want to,’ I murmured, ‘but I will,’ I said, glancing at her.

Her eyes widened.  ‘You will?’

‘Yeah…but not for the reasons you just listed.  I’d go back to the motel no problem, but I think it’s advisable I stay with you…keep an eye on…everything…’

‘What are you talking about? What do you need to keep an eye on?’ she wondered, frowning.

‘So, I couldn’t say anything back at the diner but that wasn’t a drunk driver losing control tonight, Quinn,’ I told her, clearly.

Her eyebrows lifted, in that way which was unique to her.  ‘What are you talking about?’ she asked, frowning.

I sighed.  ‘We need to find evidence of what I know already to prove it, but the driver was paid to crash into the diner.  His target was you, Quinn.  He tried to kill you tonight,’ I murmured.

Quinn gaped at me. 

‘I don’t know why and don’t know what’s going on but for some reason, there’s a guy out there who wants you dead.  It’s connected to the murders-I don’t know how and I don’t know if it’s the same guy but the man who drove into the diner tonight was paid off to ram road the building.  He’s not involved in any of it-aside from the payoff obviously-but I feel like you’re a target and I’ll stay here tonight to make sure nothing else happens.’

She stared at me.  ‘So, you want to protect me?’ she asked, clearly touched.

‘Shut up,’ I said, chuckling softly.  ‘Idiot…’

Her eyes dropped briefly to my mouth. ‘So, if you’re staying, you can do your thing, right…tapping in?’ she questioned.  ‘Is that how you described it?’

I nodded.  ‘Mmm hmm.’

‘Will you do it?’ she asked.

‘I guess.’

‘You want a drink first? Anything to eat?’ she questioned, shifting a little in her chair.

‘Uh, yeah, sure…and can I meet the girls?’ I smiled, chuckling at the ridiculous image in my head.

‘The girls?’ she said, innocently.

‘Brenda and Marjorie for definite,’ I smiled.  ‘You shouldn’t have favourites, you know.’

She sat stock still, staring at me shocked. ‘You really know all that?’

‘You’ve been itching to feed them since you got home…come on…let’s see these chickens you love so much,’ I laughed, standing up.

She smiled, her whole face brightening with joy.  ‘Okay…come on then,’ she smiled, pausing after taking two steps.

‘What?’ I said, looking up and meeting her eyes, stopping myself dead before crashing into her. 

‘You’re amazing, you know that,’ she said, shaking her head in awe of me.

Her words and sentiment were true, and I felt moved by her gentle appraisal of me.  She genuinely thought I was incredible, and I wasn’t used to people feeling that way about me.

‘Come on…’ she encouraged.

Quinn led me through the house, and I marvelled at everything I saw on the way.  She’d completely gutted the kitchen and now it was a beautiful space with a large island in the middle complete with a gorgeous smooth countertop.  I paused, staring at the counter, feeling a blush fill my cheeks.

‘You okay?’

I smirked to myself.  ‘Uh, yeah…’ I followed her to the back door.

Quinn walked out the back and I noted the patio with comfortable table and chairs where she dined sometimes.  There was an outdoor hot tub, which was currently all covered up for winter and yet again, I felt heat fill my face as I looked at it.  The images were shockingly clear and incredibly sexual.  I turned away from it, trying to calm my body’s reaction to what I’d seen.

‘They’re up here…excuse the garden.  It’s the part I’m still working on…’ she told me.

I followed her, glancing at the huge, old oak tree and staring up into the wide, open branches.  I paused yet again, staring upwards and seeing a construction happen before my very eyes, heard the voices coming from the treehouse up above and I felt my knees weaken as I realised what I was seeing. 

‘You okay?’ a voice said, beside me.

I couldn’t speak, I just kept staring.

‘Tallie…you okay?’ she said again, a gentle hand touching my arm.

Her touch startled me, and I pulled away, stepping back instantly.

‘Sorry…I didn’t mean to…touch you…you just seemed out of it.  What were you seeing? Where did you go?’

I swallowed…hard.  ‘I…I don’t know…just some…oh I don’t know,’ I said, avoiding her gaze.

Quinn was frowning at me.  ‘You want to see the chickens?’

‘Yes,’ I said, nodding, incredibly glad she was dropping it. I really didn’t need to try and explain what I’d just seen.  ‘Let’s go.’

Quinn walked to the end of the garden where a chicken coop had been constructed to make a huge, beautiful home for her chickens.  They came running as she clicked her tongue at them, and I laughed as they rushed towards us.

‘Nutters,’ I chuckled.

‘That’s one of my names for them,’ she smiled.  ‘Want to help me collect the eggs?’

‘Sure,’ I grinned.

Quinn and I collected eggs, and she fed them before we walked back down to the house, shucking off our shoes as we closed the kitchen door behind us.  I watched as she put the eggs in the fridge and then offered me a lite beer.  I accepted it gratefully and we went back to the lounge. 

With me at one end, and her at the other, I knew it was time to do as she’d requested and tap into the woman I wanted to know more about but was scared at the same time to do just that.

‘So, how do you do this?’ she asked, her voice coming out deep and husky.

I sighed.  ‘Can’t we just go to bed?’ I murmured.

Her laugh was low and dirty.  ‘Well, that’s another option…’

‘Idiot,’ I muttered, but chuckled.  ‘I meant to sleep…you know, rest before another long, hard day?’

‘No, we’ve come this far, and you’ve let me in.  You’ve told me all about it, so I just want to see it in person…see what you do.  Maybe it’ll give you information too?’ she suggested.  ‘Maybe you’ll understand why you reacted to me the way you did?’

‘It will do all of that,’ I assured her, ‘but that’s what I’m afraid of.  I’m not always drawn to places because of positive reasons, Quinn.  Often, it’s the complete opposite.  Also, someone tried to kill you tonight.  That’s not indicative of me getting a good reading from you, is it?’

‘I still want to know.  I don’t do well with not knowing stuff…that’s what makes me good at my job. I’m like a dog with a bone…keep working until it’s figured out.’

‘I get that.  I’m like that but in my head.  It drives me crazy until I know what the visions or images mean.’

‘Is it not always clear then?’ she asked.

‘Sometimes it is, sometimes it’s not. I get glimpses…flashes of scenes and then I get ideas, words, phrases to put together. Sometimes it’s like a little movie playing out in my mind.  Sometimes it’s like meeting a person in my mind and talking to them like you would in real life.’

‘Okay…so what do you do…to tap in?’

‘I just need to, uh, make contact with you,’ I said, looking up under my eyelashes to meet her gaze.

‘Touch me?’

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.

‘So, usually you avoid it, but to do this you need to?’

I nodded again.  ‘Yeah.  So, hands usually do it…sometimes the face if I’m struggling for connection.  I think it’ll be fine with you,’ I murmured, knowing our connection was already strong.

‘So, can we do this?’

‘Fine…don’t get upset if I see things you don’t appreciate.  I can’t control this.  You can’t either.  Do you accept that?’ I questioned.

‘Go for it,’ she said, offering me her hands.

I sighed, shuffled closer, and reached for her hands in mine.  Electricity crackled through me as our flesh touched and I felt my eyes close spontaneously.  I sank into a black place where I felt scared and frightened.  Gripping her hands tightly, I shuddered.  ‘Not the basement! Mummy!’ I spoke.  ‘Don’t like it,’ I said, unsure of where I was.  The visions changed and I opened my eyes.  In front of me sat Quinn, but she looked different…younger.  I turned and saw another man.  They argued as I watched, I felt and saw the hurt which Quinn had experienced due to the actions of this man.  He made me angry.  ‘Fuck off and leave me alone. You hurt me, Brady! More than you’ll ever realise.  You say I never had time for you, but I didn’t cheat like you did! That’s unforgivable!’ I ranted, slipping out of that place to somewhere else.  It was dark, and hands were sliding down my heated skin, touching me intimately. My heart was beating fast, and I felt my breathing hitch as her mouth found mine.

‘Please Quinn,’ I cried, my voice coming out low and husky.  ‘Don’t stop…yes…oh God…yeah, here,’ I moaned, loving every minute of her touch.  ‘Please, Quinn,’ I moaned, as her fingers worked inside me.  I gasped.  ‘Please!’ I cried, giving into her completely.

The vision slipped away, and I went somewhere else…it was cold…a heavily wooded area…I was so cold.  ‘Help me…’ I groaned, feeling like I was slipping away.  Placing a hand to my chest, it came away bloody.  I was bleeding so much…it was gushing from my chest.  ‘Tallie…where…are…you…’ I groaned, losing the fight.  My eyes closed as the life drained out of me.

I opened my eyes and was back in the present.  I blinked twice, staring at Quinn as she stared back at me, open-mouthed.

Grimacing, I spoke.  ‘You’re in danger,’ I said, bluntly.  ‘What I saw at the end was you being hurt badly, Quinn.  It’s why I’m here,’ I told her.  ‘I’m sure of it now.  Before, I didn’t know what had tugged at me with you, but now I realise why.  I’m here to save you,’ I told her. 

‘You already did! This evening!’ she exclaimed.

‘I know, but this one is clear…someone’s going to shoot you if we don’t change the fact.’

She frowned at me. ‘That’s something you can do?’

‘I’ll make sure of it,’ I said, determined that this incredible woman in front of me was not going to die before her time.

‘Tallie…I…I have to say this…I’m floored by what I just witnessed…’

‘Yeah?’ I murmured, flushing.

‘It was incredible to watch you do what you do,’ she told me, quietly.  ‘You went somewhere else…it was bizarre.  The words you spoke-they were literally words from my past…things which have happened in my life.’

‘I know,’ I said, simply.  ‘That’s the point,’ I said with a soft smile.

‘What about the…’ she broke off, a slow smile spreading across her face.

‘Look,’ I said, flushing.  ‘I told you before-I can’t control what I see…that was just…’ I shifted, feeling the arousal still coursing through my system, ‘I don’t know…clear in my head…it came to the forefront of my mind very quickly, but it doesn’t have to be what happens.’

‘But you’ve seen it…so it’s meant to, right?’ she asked, scanning my face, her interest clear to me.

I dropped my gaze.

‘Because if you were…you know…I mean, I know you said you’ve seen it in the future, but if it’s something that you’d be on board with…well…we could…’ she murmured, her darkened, blue eyes seductive in the fading light.

‘Nice try,’ I smiled, unable to stop myself from considering it, from briefly looking at her mouth and wondering what it would taste like to kiss her. ‘But for your information…I’m never that easy,’ I said with a small smile. Reaching for my beer, I stood up and walked to the window. 

Quinn gave me a few minutes, before standing and then wandering over to stand by me. 

‘I feel like I should apologise,’ she said from behind me.

I turned around and looked at her.

‘I’m sorry, Tallie…I shouldn’t have pushed it…’

‘Nah, it’s fine…I mean, I guess I must have got you thinking when I was in the middle of my vision,’ I murmured.

‘Fuck!’ she exclaimed, her arms flying wide.  ‘It was incredible! You were in the throughs of it all, Tallie! I’m sorry if you don’t want to hear it, but it was such a turn on,’ she said, with a slightly embarrassed laugh.

‘It was?’ I grinned.

‘Tallie, you were writhing, moaning and begging with me to do things to you! Who wouldn’t be aroused by that?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah, well…maybe I’m not your type,’ I mused, realising I was flirting with her a little.

‘Tallie, you’re everyone’s type! You’re absolutely gorgeous.  You’ve got an angelic kind of beauty which I’ve never seen before in real life.  You’re like a movie star who’s stepped off the set and walked right into a normal, regular job.  You’re stunning…absolutely, jaw-droppingly gorgeous.’

I smiled at her.  ‘Well, you’re good for my ego,’ I grinned.

‘I’m not joking,’ she told me.

I flushed.  ‘Shut up…I don’t get told that kind of shit, so I have no idea how to respond.  Most people are too busy telling me to fuck off out of their lives and stop interfering with their situations.’

‘Well, I’m not one of them,’ she said, eyes scanning my face.

‘No…’

‘So…no?’ she questioned.  ‘Even though we both now know that’s on the cards at some point?’

I smiled at her.  ‘It’s a no,’ I said, even though I was very tempted.  The way she was looking at me was so attentive and she looked like a Greek Goddess as the angles of her gorgeous face were illuminated by the moonlight. 

‘How about sitting up and drinking with me tonight?’ she suggested.

‘How about showing me somewhere I can rest my head for the night?’ I countered.

She cocked her head at me.  ‘Tired?’

‘Very,’ I admitted. ‘Tapping in takes it out of me…leaves me even more exhausted.  It takes a lot of energy from me.’

‘I can imagine,’ she said.  ‘Well come on…I’ll show you the upstairs,’ she said, beckoning me to follow her.  ‘There’s five bedrooms, so you’ve got a choice of where you sleep.’

‘Just put me in the one next to yours,’ I said, straightaway.

Her eyebrows lifted in question.  ‘Really?’

‘Yeah…but not for those reasons,’ I told her, giving her a look.  ‘Honestly, Quinn! Talk about a dirty mind!’ I said, rolling my eyes.

‘Sorry…I forgot you were listening.  So, why the room next door?’ she asked.

‘Just think of me as your own, personal bodyguard.  I don’t sleep well anyway, but I’d wake and know if someone else’s presence entered this house.’

‘I have good security anyway, Tallie,’ she told me.

‘I know,’ I said, registering what her mind informed me, ‘but you can’t be too careful.’

‘I guess not,’ she sighed.  ‘Okay…so you’re looking out for me?’

‘I am,’ I nodded.

‘How come you don’t sleep?’ she said, continuing up the stairs.

‘Too many nightmares,’ I murmured, following her to a beautifully furnished room.  ‘Too many dead people wanting my attention…and too many goddamn killers out there doing no good.’

‘Oh Tallie…do you get any rest?’

I shrugged.  ‘Some.’

‘I don’t know how you cope,’ she murmured, pausing by the bed.  ‘I can deal with little sleep-I mean, with what we do, it’s expected, but I’d hate having voices in my head and feeling bothered even when resting.’

‘If I could stop it, I would.  I haven’t found any method yet that works though,’ I said, ruefully.

‘No…well, is this okay?’ she asked, indicating the room.

‘Yeah, it’s amazing…really nice,’ I said, gratefully.  It was luxuriously furnished, there was a TV for entertainment and an en-suite bathroom as well.  I was sure it was far nicer than the motel room would have been.  ‘How do I get to you?’ I asked then.

Her eyebrow quirked, and her thoughts turned sexual again. 

‘Quinn!’

‘Sorry…’ she chuckled.  ‘God, I’m going to have to watch myself with you,’ she laughed, ‘aren’t I?’

‘Yeah, you are, fuckwit.  Honestly, you must be gagging for it.  Every opportunity and your mind goes there!’

‘Yeah, well, I’ve been single for a long time and you’re absolutely gorgeous so you can’t blame me,’ she smiled.

‘I guess not…’

‘Shall I leave you to it? Do you want to rest now?’ she asked.

I considered this for a moment.  I did want a shower and to relax before going to bed.  ‘I guess so, yeah.  Where will you be?’ I questioned, warily.

‘I’ll be next door.  I’ll just watch a bit of TV and then go to bed I reckon.’

‘Same,’ I nodded.

‘Okay, well if you need anything, there’s an adjoining door.  You’re welcome to come through if you need to,’ she told me, keen to make me feel at home.

I was already feeling that sensation, so I smiled at her.  ‘Thanks.’

‘There’s towels in the bathroom…I can get you clothes to sleep in if you like?’

‘No, it’s okay…I have enough in my bag to make it through the night fine.’

‘Okay, well, I’ll get out of here then,’ she said, somewhat reluctantly.  ‘Find me if you need anything.’

‘I will,’ I nodded, gratefully.

I watched her go with a strange sensation of loss filling me. Was I doing the right thing in separating with her right now? I felt such a connection with this woman who’d suddenly become part of my life that it was unreal.  I’d never felt so intensely interested in any other woman before, if I was honest with myself.  It felt like a strange destiny was fulfilling itself when we were together which both scared and excited me.

With the door shut, I headed for the bathroom.  I took a long, hot shower with a powerful jet spray which cleared the leftover headache from the day.  When I was done, I wrapped myself in a towel and went to sit on the bed. 

Thoughts invaded my head quickly from next door and the overwhelming sense of loneliness made me ache.  She moved me.  Her emotions affected me.  Dragging comfortable pyjama bottoms and a new t-shirt out of my overnight bag, I pulled them on and then brushed my hair back off my forehead. 

I lay down on the bed and switched the TV on.  Seeing what Quinn was watching, I flicked my screen onto the same program and tried to relax.  Try as I might, after half an hour of aching, I’d had enough.  Her feelings were just too intense. Getting up, I went over to the door and knocked on it.

‘Come in, Tallie!’ she called.

I opened the door and walked through, noting her laid out on her bed, sprawled against the pillows.  Her hair was wet, telling me she’d showered too, and she wore a pair of shorts and tank top and nothing else.  The sight made my mouth water, and I had to force my eyes to remain on her eyes and not dip lower.  ‘Hey,’ I said, smiling a little at her.

‘Hey.  You okay?’ she questioned, sitting up a bit.

Her stomach muscles tightened, and I couldn’t help but notice how her gorgeous body moved as she shifted on the bed.  ‘Yeah, I’m fine,’ I said, tightly. ‘I just figured we could watch some TV before sleeping,’ I murmured.

‘I…sure…yeah…come on in,’ she encouraged.

There was a chair by the bed, so I headed for that and sat down on it, looking at her cautiously.  ‘What are you watching?’

‘Some comedy show…I don’t really know…I wasn’t very focused on it,’ she told me.

‘I know,’ I said, rolling my eyes slightly.

She eyed me closely.  ‘Why are you really here, Tallie?’ she asked.  ‘Change your mind?’ she asked, lifting her eyebrows at me suggestively.

I laughed.  ‘No…actually, it’s not carnal lust driving me to your bedroom door, idiot,’ I chuckled.

‘What then?’ she asked.  ‘You okay?’

‘Not really,’ I told her.  ‘You’re driving me crazy.’

‘I am? How?’ she questioned, frowning.  ‘I’ve just been lying here, minding my own business.’

‘Your mind, Quinn…I can’t deal with the sad, depressed and lonely thoughts you’re giving out constantly, so I figured I’d come and give you some company.’

She gave me a long, considering look. ‘You really don’t have to do that.’

I held her gaze.  ‘No, I don’t.  Maybe I wanted to,’ I murmured.

She smiled.  ‘Really?’

I shrugged.  ‘I just would have laid on the bed next door watching TV.  I might as well do it with you,’ I told her, trying to sound calm about it.  This wasn’t the usual me.  The usual me would have run a mile from anyone even suggesting we spend time together when being on my own was an option.  What was it about this woman?

‘I’m surprised but pleased,’ she told me.  ‘I’d welcome your company,’ she smiled.

I sat back against the chair and propped my feet up on the side of her bed. ‘Well, make the most of it…I don’t do this often.’

‘No?’ she asked, her gaze drifting.

I sighed.  ‘Stop it,’ I told her, shaking my head.

‘What did I do?’

‘You and your constant sexual thought processes.  Just shelve it.  You’re so horny!’

‘I’m not usually like this,’ she apologised.  ‘You seem to bring it out in me…’

‘Well chill out if you want the company, okay?’

‘Okay,’ she smiled.  ‘What do you want to watch?’

‘I don’t care,’ I shrugged. ‘Anything…’

‘Light relief? This looks alright…a new comedy?’ she suggested, scrolling through Netflix.

‘Suits me,’ I said, not caring.  I wouldn’t be watching the TV much, I knew already.  I’d be sat pretending to relax whilst being aware of every little thing about this interesting woman and listening intently to her thoughts. 

It was quite refreshing to hear how she thought, actually.  She was different to other women who were interested in me.  What I had told her about myself hadn’t scared her off.  She’d just been more intrigued by me.  Although many of her current thoughts were incredibly sexual, I knew that wasn’t all she liked about me.  Attraction was part of it, but she liked me too.  She liked my intelligence, the way I talked, how I smiled easily around her and how comfortable I was to work alongside. 

I settled into the show, trying to focus on it, when in reality I was just pulsing with awareness sitting this close to her and being surrounded by everything Quinn.  Her clothes lay on the other chair, her toiletries scattered over the dresser and her books laid on the bedside table.  The scent in the room smelt the same as her car-uniquely Quinn.

I let myself stare at the TV, mindlessly listening but taking none of it in.  After a while of us sitting quietly, her voice sounded in my head, clearly.

‘Can you hear me?’ she asked, in her mind.

I turned to stare at her before chucking the nearest pillow at her head.  ‘Idiot,’ I laughed.

‘I had to do it…’ she chuckled.  ‘Curiosity, Tallie…sorry.’

‘You’re an idiot,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘Yes, I can hear you, dill wad.  Were you doubting it?’

‘I don’t know…just curious about how it works.  I’ll stop it.’

‘Yeah, quit it.  I thought we were watching the TV.’

‘I think I’d rather watch you,’ she said, very quietly.

My eyes held with hers and it felt like electricity was coursing between us, charging the air with heat. ‘Quinn…’

She smiled sadly.  ‘I know, I know…’

‘Just…give it some time, alright?’

‘You’re not that easy, right?’ she said, remembering my words.

‘No, I’m not…and you need to wait and see what you make of me too.  Try being around me a little longer.  I’m not an easy person to lo…’ I broke off, stopping before saying what I’d been about to say.  ‘Be around,’ I corrected, instead of mentioning love. 

‘Let me be the judge of that, okay?’ she said, softly. 

I gave her a small smile.  ‘I’m going to go to bed now,’ I told her, getting up slowly.

‘Okay, Tallie…’ she murmured.

I walked to the door and paused, looking back.  ‘Can I, uh…leave the door?’ I meant leave it open.  I wanted to know she was safe.

‘You can do whatever you want.’

I nodded, leaving it half open.  ‘Okay…night Quinn.’

‘Night Tallie,’ she said, softly.

I turned and went into the other room.

I lay in bed a long time before I slept.  Sleep had been a challenge for me from the day I woke up from the coma which had claimed my normal life at age twelve.  When I’d woken, everything had been different, and I hadn’t slept a full night since.

She bed was blessedly comfortable, and even though the sheets were soft Egyptian cotton and the pillows incredibly smooth, my sleep was troubled from the second I closed my eyes. 

My first nightmare was in an unknown forest.  I was running…running so fast.  I couldn’t keep going and stumbled, falling face down onto the wet undergrowth beneath.  As rain pelted down above me, a blow from behind sent me into the abyss.

Waking shaking, I pulled the covers around me and worked on my breathing.  When the nightmares were bad, I had to control my breathing, find a focus point and still my mind.  It sometimes worked, sometimes I lost myself into the panic and just suffered through it until it passed.

I fell asleep again and this time I went back to a time long before.  The blows were coming thick and fast, and I was screaming at him to stop, calling out until I was hoarse and crying…crying so much. 

‘Don’t hurt me…please…please,’ I begged, unable to stop crying.

Lost in my dreams, I couldn’t haul myself to the surface.

‘Tallie!’

‘Don’t hurt me…’

‘Tallie!’ she said again, her voice penetrating my consciousness this time.

‘Please…no!’ I cried, shaking my head, pushing her away.

‘Tallie, it’s Quinn,’ she said, loudly, clearly.  ‘Wake up.  Tallie, wake up,’ she ordered.

I came back a little, opening my eyes, shaking violently as I woke with her strong hands gripping my arms.  Thinking she was someone else, my voice came out shakily.  ‘Please don’t…’

‘I’m not going to hurt you,’ she promised, trying to pull me towards her.

‘No, don’t,’ I warned, shaking my head and fighting her off.

‘Tallie, it’s me…Quinn.  I’m not trying to hurt you.  Tallie…Tallie!’

I blinked, reality back.  ‘Quinn?’

‘You were having a nightmare,’ she said, quietly, her face leaning in as she spoke to me.

I was still shaking so badly.  I had been deep.  Deep in a past I didn’t want to remember.  ‘Stop…’

‘Tallie, it’s okay,’ she told me.

‘Don’t…don’t…touch me…’ I said, pushing at the hands on my arms.

We struggled with each other for a moment, me pushing at her arms, shoving her away and her pulling me towards her, trying to get me into her arms.  Feeling exhausted, I finally relented and let her haul me against her very strong body.

‘No…please,’ I murmured, incoherently.

‘Tallie, let me help you,’ she said, holding me close.

‘I don’t…can’t…’

‘Tallie, it’s okay…it’s okay…’ she repeated.

I literally slumped in her arms then, giving in.  Curling into the comfort she offered, I nestled my head against her warm shoulder as her arms wrapped around me and drew me closer. We lay on the bed, me cradled into her arms as she stroked my back.

I registered numbers, slowly climbing in her mind.  ‘1…2…3…4…’ and it went on…and on.

I felt myself calming, my body settling as she held me close.  Her body was warm and cosy to cuddle against and I felt myself slowly descend into unconsciousness. The last thing my head registered was the quiet…the absolute, beautiful silence.

When I woke, light streamed through the windows brightly.  I felt heat surrounding me and I was so well-rested that I didn’t even feel like myself for a moment.  My head was quiet, my mind rested and my body calm.   Blinking my eyes open, I found myself encased in Quinn’s strong embrace, my whole body cocooned by hers.

We lay on our sides, facing each other.  My arm lay across her waist while hers rested on my lower back heavily.  Our legs were interlaced together thickly, and her sex was pressed against my thigh.  My own aroused sex was snugly nestled up against her thigh, aching with desire and throbbing for release.  One amazing night’s sleep along with the feeling of her body pressed against mine had me actually feeling something for once. 

So much of what I did was always about other people.  I was always an afterthought in my own life.  Always thinking about how I could help, what I could do and how I could offer support, I didn’t pause to wonder about dealing with myself a lot of the time.

Quinn moved then, stretching a little, her strong muscles bunching under my hand where it rested.  I watched as her long eyelashes lifted and her captivating blue-eyes stared into mine.

We both froze, unsure of what to do in this moment.  I heard the internal panic which immediately hit her and the uncertainty of what to do or say after what she’d witnessed last night with my visions and how they affected me.

Shifting herself back slightly, in an obvious attempt to move herself away from the intimate linking of our bodies, she gave me a rueful smile.  ‘Hey.’

‘Hey,’ I answered quietly.

‘You okay?’ she asked, gently.

‘I’m fine.  We should get up.  It’s 7am.’

‘Is it? Fuck.  Yeah, okay,’ she nodded.  ‘I’m going to take a quick shower and then I’ll make some coffee quickly.’

‘Me too…uh, a shower,’ I murmured.

‘Okay,’ she said, rolling over and rising up, aware of the aroused state of her body, which was throbbing with the need for release.

‘I won’t be long,’ she murmured, leaving the room.

I lay there listening, waiting as she went back through her room and into the bathroom.  Lying in the bed, I reached down with one hand as my mind heard the click of the shower starting up.  Rubbing myself slowly, I closed my eyes and watched with stunned shock as I saw what Quinn was doing in the shower.  Thinking of me, and how I’d felt in her arms, she was rubbing herself rapidly.  I couldn’t help myself.  Switching my movements to a determined circling rather than tease, I started rubbing myself off fast and hard as I watched her in the shower in my head.

She drew close quickly and came, crying my name softly into the empty bathroom.  I moaned under my breath and came immediately, moving my fingers in slower motion until the aftershocks had calmed. 

The orgasm woke me from my crazed libido’s demands.  I got up and rushed for the shower.  Inside, I cleaned up quickly before drying myself and heading back to the bedroom to get dressed.  I pulled on clean clothes, got ready in front of the mirror and headed downstairs.

When I reached the kitchen, Quinn had already made two thermoses of coffee and was grabbing her things to go.

‘You all set?’ she asked, looking up as I came in.  She walked over and handed me one of the coffees to take with me.

‘Fuck, I’m married,’ I said, deadpan.

Quinn went stock still for a second and then threw her head back and laughed.  She carried on chuckling to herself all the way to the car.

I’d hoped the short drive in might prove to be another one of our silent road trips.  I was wrong.

‘So…’

I looked over at her opening line.  ‘What?’

‘Last night…’ she began.

I groaned.  ‘Oh, don’t start…seriously, can we just forget the whole thing ever happened?’ I questioned.

‘No can do,’ she told me, happily, ‘because I found it all very interesting.’

‘I bet you did,’ I murmured, turning to stare out the window and sipping my coffee-which turned out to be fucking amazing!

‘So, you going to tell me about the dreams last night? What it all meant?’

‘Nope,’ I said, flatly.

‘You going to talk about this morning…about the fact you actually slept?’ she asked, curiously.

‘No,’ I repeated, acting like a brat.  I felt painfully exposed, like I’d made a mistake in opening up to her.  Everything had changed now, and work was going to be a nightmare.

‘What’s wrong with you, Tallie? Why don’t you want to talk to me?’

‘Because I regret it!’ I exploded, turning to her with wild eyes.  ‘Alright?’ I exclaimed, angrily.  ‘I regret telling you anything.’

‘Why?’

‘Because I feel…I feel…’

‘Exposed to me?’ she asked.

‘Something like that, yeah…I just wish you’d left it be…let me get on with everything.  Now, I’ve got to face the fact that everyone’s going to know at work, everyone’s going to judge me and talk behind my back and I’m walking in today with fucking hers and hers matching twatting thermos mugs! For fuck’s sake…it couldn’t get much worse.’

‘Okay, firstly, forget about the sodding thermos.  I just wanted you to have a coffee before we start work.  You can leave the damn thing in the car, alright? Secondly, I wasn’t actually planning on spreading your personal business around the whole police department.  Why on earth would I do that?’ she asked, frowning over at me.

‘How can you not? If you say nothing, you’ll end up lying for me.  I cover my tracks constantly because half of what I do is not through conventional methods. If you don’t tell anyone about me, you’re part of that too…being dishonest.’

‘I disagree.  I think it’s important we protect you, Tallie.  I’ll shield you from the scrutiny of the rest of the department while you’re my partner.  I don’t think of it as lying…I think of it as preservation.’

‘So, you’re not going to say anything?’ I asked, slowly.

‘No.’

‘And I don’t have to take the ‘twatting thermos’ inside?’ I questioned, smiling a tiny smile as she parked up.

‘No…you don’t.  And just for the record…’ she said, as her hand reached for the handle to get out.  ‘Last night meant a lot to me in many ways, and I’m glad you trusted me enough to tell me everything you did.  I’ll be a good partner to you-if you’ll let me.’

With that, she got out of the car and headed for the station.  I got out and followed, feeling baffled.  What did she mean? In work-or personally? Why had last night meant a lot to her? I was so completely confused by her.

I downed the rest of the coffee and then put it in the cup holder before grabbing my bag and hurrying after Quinn.  As I reached her, she turned back towards the car and clicked the fob to lock the car.

‘Calmed down now?’ she asked as we walked in the building.

I didn’t say anything until we got inside the elevator and the doors closed. Only then did I look up at and her meet her eyes.  ‘Sorry,’ I said, cringing inside.

‘It’s okay, Tallie,’ she sighed. ‘I know this is a lot…I mean, I can only imagine what it’s like to be you.  The thing is, I’m not the enemy.  I’m on your side, okay?’

I swallowed hard.  She was a good woman.  Why was I giving her such a hard time? ‘Yeah…I’ll try to be less of an idiot to you,’ I promised.

‘It’s only day two, remember, as well.  Early days.  This will get easier when we get to know each other a little better,’ she said.

I smirked.  ‘Unless I turn out to be another sausage-roll eater,’ I laughed.

‘Well, if that’s the case, it’s all over,’ she grinned.  ‘That was not the best partnership of all time!’

‘No, I can see that,’ I chuckled. ‘Really grated on each other, didn’t you?’

‘We sure did,’ she nodded, as the lift opened.

Walking side by side down to the desks, we were met by the detectives from the day before ready to hand over at the end of shift.

‘Hey guys,’ Quinn greeted them, ready for handover.

‘Hey,’ Detective Newsome greeted us.

‘Morning,’ Mahers added, intently staring at a map they had in front of them on the computer.

‘We’ve just had an anonymous lead about a possible place where he’s picking up the victims,’ Newsome told us.

‘Oh yeah?’ Quinn said, dropping his things and placing the thermos on the desk.  ‘What have you found?’

‘So, we were checking out a call which mentioned a club an hour from here-it’s called ‘Heaven’ and is in Redwood Heights.  It’s a LGBTQ+ bar and restaurant which has live music nightly and is apparently popular from what we’ve found out.’

‘I’ve just found out exactly where it is,’ Mahers told us.  ‘Here…look,’ he said, pointing it out on the map.

‘Excellent,’ Quinn said, glancing at me briefly.

I looked at her momentarily but then away. I didn’t like that she was embarrassed about who she was and felt like she couldn’t be openly herself in this workplace.  It didn’t seem right.  ‘Anything else?’ I questioned.  ‘Anything else from the post-mortem listed from yesterday with Jamie Reynolds?’

‘No, it came through with exactly the same as the other two.  Nothing different.’

‘Except the tongue,’ I said, thinking.

‘Which must be significant,’ Newsome murmured.

‘It is,’ I said, and then corrected myself.  ‘It must be.  Cutting out a tongue is like saying don’t talk.  Maybe the victim pissed him off…said something he didn’t like…’

‘Well, you would if the guy was killing you, right?’ Newsome laughed.

I didn’t laugh back.  It wasn’t funny.  Jamie had spoken his mind and the killer had punished him for it.  I found nothing funny in that whatsoever.

‘Well, thanks guys,’ Quinn said, seeing my flat expression.  ‘We’ll take over now…go get some sleep.’

‘Okay, man, thanks,’ Newsome said, grabbing his things. ‘Later,’ he said, and left.

Mahers took a little longer, gathering up his belongings and struggling to get to his feet.

‘You alright?’ I asked the older man.

‘Yeah, fine…just a little…tired…’ he said.

I nodded.  ‘Well, take it easy,’ I said, watching him as he said his goodbyes and shuffled off towards the exit.  Frowning deeply, Quinn interrupted my thought process.

‘You okay?’ she asked.

‘Huh?’ I mumbled, blinking rapidly.

‘Tallie?’

I looked up at her and came back.  ‘What did you say?’

‘You okay?’ she asked again.

‘Oh…yeah…’

‘What was that?’

‘Mahers,’ I said, sighing.  ‘He’s not a well guy.’

‘Mahers? He’s older now, a little slower but he’s good at his job.  A bit old school, but he works hard.’

‘Maybe he shouldn’t,’ I commented, thinking about what was coming for him.  It made me sad to think the man wouldn’t even reach his retirement.

‘Why is that?’ Quinn asked.

‘Nothing,’ I said, shaking my head.

Quinn huffed.  ‘Don’t do that!’ she said, exasperated, her arms flying wide.

‘What? Do what?’ I asked, alarmed at her reaction.

‘Tallie, we’re a partnership now. I said I’d back you, keep quiet when I need to.  It should go two ways though! When you see something or know something, I’d like to know about it too.’

‘Fine,’ I said, turning to face her and meet her eyes.  ‘I was just seeing his heart attack, his slow death on a hospital stretcher before they can even get him into a proper bed.  I was feeling sad that he won’t ever see his retirement out.’  I sat down heavily. ‘It’s sad…’

‘That’s very sad,’ Quinn murmured, watching me closely.

I sighed and turned to look at the map Mahers had left on the screen. ‘We should go here…check it out today…’

‘Yeah, we will,’ Quinn replied, just as Detective Inspector Jacobs came over and stood by our desks.

‘Hanson? Tait?’ she barked.

‘Yes sir,’ Quinn said, turning.

‘Newsome and Mahers have updated you on the tip?’ he questioned.

‘Yes, they have.  We’ll make our way over to the club and get it checked out today,’ Quinn told her.

‘Good, good.  We’re considering this might be a hate crime murder, seeing as we know all of the victims were fags,’ he said without thinking. 

My stomach dropped in shock at his words. ‘Excuse me, sir?’ I said, never being able to hold my tongue when an injustice was occurring.

‘What, Tait?’ he said, gruffly.

‘You can’t use that term anymore, sir. It’s offensive,’ I told him, in no uncertain terms, the frown fixed on my face.

I heard Quinn’s internal warning-don’t go there-but I ignored it.

‘Yeah, it’s 2016 now, Captain.  Calling a gay man a fag is offensive, derogatory and shows a distinct lack of respect.  These men died at the hands of a murderer.  Should we be discussing them in offensive terms after their deaths? I think not,’ I said, bluntly, listening to his anger and how he wanted to rage at me. 

‘Who the hell do you think you are, Tait?’ he demanded.

I stood, feeling like I wasn’t going to be fucked around with today.  ‘I’m a good detective with a proven track record.  I just object to offensive language being used in modern day police stations.  I know homophobia used to be rife in the police, but I’d like to think that times have changed, haven’t they? Isn’t it part of our training? Learning about treating the individual and their rights respectfully? I’m pretty sure that doesn’t include calling a murdered man a ‘fag,’ I told him.

‘What word would you like me to use, Tait?’ he asked, tightly, his anger simmering just below the surface.

‘I think using the word ‘gay’ would be far better in all honesty, sir.  Let’s face it, if we’re going out of town and collaborating with other police stations in the near future to check out this ‘Heaven’ place, we need to get this right.’

His face turned into a slight snarl. ‘Get yourselves out there,’ he ordered, ‘and for future reference, Tait, I don’t appreciate being told what to do from people like you,’ he said.  Turning, he stalked off angrily.

I scoffed at his retreating form and then turned back to look at Quinn.  She was literally gaping at me.

‘What?’ I demanded.

‘Why did you do that?’ she exclaimed.

‘Oh, fuck off…he was out of line, homophobic bastard.  You should have heard the things he was thinking…it was sick, Quinn. He’s a homophobic asshole who needs putting in his place.’

‘He’s just old school,’ Quinn sighed, looking away.

‘That’s not an excuse, Quinn! He can’t continue in a position of authority with such out of date, offensive views.’

‘But you’ve made him angry now.  You’ve marked your cards with him by doing that.  I’ve known him for years, Tallie.  He holds grudges…’

‘Let him hold a fucking grudge.  He won’t be here much longer, anyway,’ I told her, sitting back and feeling my own anger simmering from his words.

‘He won’t?’

I glanced at Quinn.  ‘No…less than a year we’re going to have a new boss…younger, more progressive.  Likes grey suits,’ I chuckled.  ‘Nice guy…think you know him.  Daniel?’

Her eyes widened. ‘Daniel Cutliffe?’

‘I don’t know…picture him,’ I requested.

Quinn stared at me, imagining the man in her head.

‘Yeah, that’s the guy…I see her taking over in about a year’s time so Detective Inspector Jacobs over there can go and fuck himself quite frankly.’

Quinn’s face turned from horrified to a small smile spreading across it.  ‘Tallie…’ she said, shaking her head.

I lifted my eyebrows in question.

‘You’re going to get me in so much trouble,’ she murmured.

‘And you’ll love every minute of it,’ I said, smiling a little, but stopping myself when I realised I was flirting. ‘Besides, you agree with me…about him.’

‘Of course, I do.  I just kept those thoughts in my head.’

‘I’m not good at that,’ I told her, with a small smile.  ‘I have a tendency to say what’s on my mind…at least when I feel that it’s warranted.’

She nodded.  ‘It’s admirable…but it won’t make your life here easy.’

I shrugged.  ‘Haven’t you realised yet? My life isn’t easy, Quinn…I deal with a daily nightmare, I’m not worried about him. I’d rather focus on finding out who did this to those men and put him away.’

Quinn nodded.  ‘I agree.  Shall we catch up and then head out?’ she questioned. 

‘Sounds like a plan.’

Chapter 3

It turned out that ‘Heaven’ didn’t open until twelve noon, so we bided our time and worked at the station, checking out leads and following up on unanswered questions until lunchtime.  We headed out at 11.30 and went to Quinn’s car once again.

The drive would take us an hour out of town, and this time, Quinn was keen to chat.

‘This place takes about an hour to drive to,’ Quinn told me, programming the satnav to take us there.

‘Yeah?’

‘So, can we talk now a bit?’ she asked, glancing over at me.

‘Urgh,’ I groaned.  ‘You’re like a dog with a bone.’

‘I absolutely am,’ she smiled.  ‘It’s one of my things…I just have to know everything.’

I sighed.  ‘Fine…what do you want to know?’ I questioned.

‘Really? You’ll talk?’

‘Well, may as well…I mean, you’re clearly not letting up and I’m not going anywhere so I suppose the whole ‘get to know you’ thing is important.’

‘It really is, Tallie,’ she nodded, watching the road.  ‘So, last night?’

‘What about it?’ I grumbled.

‘I thought you said you didn’t sleep?’ she asked.

‘I don’t,’ I murmured.  ‘Actually, that was a bit of a revelation to me,’ I admitted. 

‘It was?’

‘I haven’t slept a full eight hours sleep since…well, since before the coma.  Before I changed.’

‘You did with me,’ she commented.

‘I know…that’s why it was a revelation.  I haven’t slept like that in years.’

‘Why do you think it was? Did I make you feel safe? You were really frightened when I woke you from your nightmares, Tallie.’

I sighed.  I felt embarrassed that she’d seen me like that.  ‘I’m mortified you saw that…’

‘Tallie, no,’ she said, slowing and then pulling over into a layby.  When she’d stopped, she turned to me.  ‘Please don’t be embarrassed about that-is that why you haven’t wanted to speak to me about it?’

‘Of course,’ I nodded.  ‘I feel like you’ve seen part of me that I try desperately to hide.  I really hate the nightmares…they’re horrific for me to endure but the fact that you saw me reduced to that-it’s humiliating.’

‘The only emotion I’m experiencing is concern for your wellbeing Tallie.  If I could take it away from you, I would,’ she said, her eyes bright with honesty.

I stared at her realising that she was being completely truthful with me.  She would help me if she could.  She’d stop it for me if she was able to. ‘Quinn…’ I said, shaking my head.

‘What? Is it not right that I’m concerned for you? I mean, what was that? What were you seeing?’ she asked.

I sighed, leaning my head back against the headrest and closing my eyes. I opened them again when her thoughts alerted me to the fact that she was appreciating the long line of my neck, the line of my jaw, my kissable lips and the way my long eyelashes rested on my cheeks as I closed my eyes.  Staring over at her, I blushed at her blatant scrutinization of my looks.  ‘Can you focus just for one minute?’ I asked her, huskily.

‘Appears I can’t,’ she said smiling.  

‘Well try…I thought you wanted to know about the nightmares.’

‘I do…I really do…you seemed to jump from one to another…they seemed varied.’

‘Because they are,’ I told her, swallowing hard. ‘I get snippets, and the dreams jerk me from one place to another-hence the lack of rest.’

‘So, where were you last night?’ she asked, softly.

I sighed.  ‘When I was a kid, if I was naughty, I used to be put in the basement for a timeout.  I’d hate it, Quinn.  It was dark and there were spiders and creepy crawlies everywhere.  I used to cry and scream but that was the punishment.  I saw things in the dark too…I don’t know whether I had some of these abilities even then, but I thought I saw things in the darkness…I heard voices down there too…’

‘Probably did,’ she mused.

‘I don’t know…but that one was basically just me as a kid being scared shitless.’

She gave me a sympathetic look, wondering why my parents would have punished me in such a way.

‘What were the others?’ she asked.

‘Uh, one I’m not sure about…I was running through a forest, someone was chasing me and they finally caught up with me and took me down.  I have no idea what that was about.  I wasn’t me in that one.  It was someone else’s experience.’

‘One of our victims?’ she suggested.

‘Very possibly…I don’t know.’

‘The one before I woke you…you were begging someone not to hurt you…you were in pain…what was that? Was that you? Someone else?’ she asked.

I dropped my eyes.  This was the one I didn’t want to talk about.  ‘I…don’t know.’

‘I don’t believe you, Tallie.’

‘Why?’ I asked, frowning over at her.

‘Your tell,’ she said, with a slight smile.

I scanned her head.  ‘I bite my lip?’ I questioned.  ‘I’ll have to stop doing that,’ I murmured.

‘So? What was it?’

I sighed. ‘It was just…a bad experience…’ I murmured.

‘About you?’

I swallowed hard.  ‘Yeah…’

‘Who was hurting you, Tallie? Why?’

‘I…it doesn’t matter…you don’t need to know this…it isn’t relevant to the case.  It isn’t important for you to know and doesn’t affect us being friends or whatever we are.’

‘I’d still like to know. It was horrible seeing you like that…it made me want to protect you, Tallie.’

‘I’m fine…it was a long time ago,’ I said, softly.

‘What was?’ she asked, pushing.

I sighed.  ‘Look, I don’t speak ill of the dead…but I was…I was kind of difficult…as a kid…my Dad…he…he and I…well, we didn’t get on always.  I was the opposite of him.  He was huge, strong and built.  I was tiny, petite and weak in his eyes.  He bullied me when I didn’t act like he wanted me too.  What you saw was a snapshot of one night back when I was…about eleven, I guess. It was a short while before they died.  Anyway, I’d been ‘defiant’ in his eyes. He liked to use that word a lot.  He liked to punish me when I was young.  The basement was one of his favourites-mainly because he knew I hated it.  He also beat me every now and then…especially when he drank.  When he drank, it was always way worse.  He made me feel weak.  He made me feel little.  He reduced me to what you saw-begging for him to stop and not hurt me anymore.’

Quinn’s eyes were close to tears with my words.

‘Don’t pity me, Quinn,’ I warned.  ‘It was a long time ago.  It just comes back sometimes. The memories come back and bother me-especially at night.’

She nodded, looking down for a moment.  When she looked up and spoke, she surprised me.  ‘Can I hold you for a moment?’ she asked.

I frowned, shocked.  ‘Why?’

‘Because I…I don’t know…I need to…even if you don’t.’

I swallowed against the sudden lump in my throat. ‘I’m okay, Quinn.’

‘I’m not,’ she said, bluntly.

I bit my lip before releasing it and flushing.  Looking up at her, I nodded.  Finally, I spoke.  ‘Fine…’

Quinn moved quickly, unclipped herself and me in one swift move before moving across and tugging me against her.

I went into her arms willingly, accepting the comfort she offered and reaching around her to give back what she seemed to need.  Listening to her internal thought process, I felt touched by how moved she’d been by my story.  She hated the fact that my father had been abusive to me whilst young.  She couldn’t bear the thought of someone hurting me and laying their hands on me.  It bothered her immensely and her need to comfort me was instinctive.

As we held each other, her thoughts shifted direction.  She went from thinking worrying, sad thoughts to awareness seconds later.  The feel of my hair against her chin, my lithe body under her hands and the scent of my skin so close to hers had her thoughts heading back south instantly.  As her hand stroked my hair gently, cradling me against her, I pulled back and looked up at her.

‘Thanks for caring,’ I said, gently, instinctively leaning up and gently pressing a kiss to her cheek.  When I pulled back, she stared at me, dumbfounded.

‘You kissed me!’

I smiled at her, loving her shocked expression. ‘Yeah, well…I appreciate the fact you care.’

Her bright, blue eyes gazed into mine.  ‘I do, Tallie…I didn’t like seeing you like that.  I was glad I seemed to be able to calm you.’

I sighed.  ‘I slept so well because I felt completely and utterly protected and cared for in those moments.  And you started counting or something…so I couldn’t get distracted with the thoughts that usually bother me.’

‘I figured if I fixed my mind of something basic like counting, it might help you sleep-like counting sheep.’

‘Well, it worked.  I’m very thankful for it,’ I told her, gratefully.

‘I want to help you, Tallie,’ she said, softly.

‘I’m okay,’ I insisted.

‘I’d like to say something before we get back into work, Tallie…before I’m distracted by the case once more.’

‘Okay…’ I said, hesitantly.

‘I helped you last night…it helped you, being with me, right?’

‘Yeah.  What about it?’ I questioned.

‘I just want to offer…well if you wanted to come and…stay with me…at my house.  If it helps to sleep with me around, the offer is here.’

‘I have a motel room booked,’ I said, feeling stunned and little thrown by her offer, which I hadn’t predicted coming.

‘I know you do…but I feel like I want to make the offer to you.’

I nodded, biting my lip.

‘Don’t give me a no straight away, okay.  At least think about it while we’re busy today.  You don’t need to make a decision until this evening,’ she told me.

‘I…appreciate the offer, Quinn.  And I’ll think about it,’ I replied.

She beamed at me.  It wasn’t a no.  Turning back to start the car, she pulled out into the traffic and started driving again.  We drove for a while without speaking and during that time, I considered her offer.  I’d loved being at Quinn’s house and the comfort she offered me while I was there.  I also needed to think about the fact that I didn’t believe Quinn was completely safe, and I knew if I was there, it meant an added layer of protection. With that in mind, I already knew what my answer would be, come shift change.  It would be a yes.  I knew Quinn would be surprised, but I hoped it would be a good one.

For the rest of the drive, Quinn put the radio on and we listened to that rather than feeling pressured to talk.  I appreciated it, as my mind was flipping from one thing to another.  Jamie was still present at times, and I kept advising him to let go and walk to the light, but he was resistant. 

‘Fucking hell,’ I muttered, breaking the silence between us.

‘You okay?’

‘Yeah, sorry…didn’t realise that was out loud.’

‘What’s going on?’ she asked.

‘Jamie bothering me again,’ I murmured, rubbing my aching forehead.

‘Jamie as in Reynolds? The victim?’

‘Uh huh,’ I replied, glancing her way.

‘How is the victim bothering you?’ she questioned, frowning.

‘He’s struggling with the change…can’t cross over yet.  He was there at the post-mortem and he’s been hanging around my conscious ever since. I keep telling him to go into the light but he’s resisting,’ I grumbled.

‘Go into the light? Seriously?’

I laughed.  ‘Sounds ridiculous, right? Like heading to heaven or something?’

‘Is there a heaven, Tallie?’ she asked, looking over at me curiously.

‘How would I know?’ I exclaimed.

‘You seem to know everything else!’ she said, turning to look at me as she drove.

‘Well, I’m not privy to whether there’s life after death or what happens.  I just know as they die there’s an intense brightness, which they’re drawn towards usually.  They go to it and disappear…sometimes.  Sometimes they fucking linger and annoy the crap out of me.’

She chuckled. ‘What’s that like?’

‘It’s like someone hanging around when you’d rather they weren’t there.’

‘Can you see him?’

‘Yeah, of course,’ I nodded.

‘So, it’s not like a voice in your head?’

‘Well, it’s a combination of both.’

‘What does he look like? Is he like when we found him?’ she questioned.

‘No. He appears to me like when he was alive,’ I informed her.

‘Does he want something?’

‘He’s just…he feels like he’s not ready.  He keeps talking about being too young to die.  When they say that, they often have unfinished business.  I’m usually left with a task to complete…something to do for them that they can’t.  I’m still waiting on what as far as Jamie’s concerned.’

‘Wow…’ she murmured.

‘It’s not a barrel of laughs, I told you,’ I said, slumping back against the seat, heavily.  ‘You’re not going to like having me around after a while.  I’m hard work.’

‘Why does that sound like someone else has said that to you, Tallie?’ she questioned.

‘Because they have,’ I murmured, softly.  ‘Not just one person, either,’ I added.

‘I think that’s really sad,’ she murmured.

‘Mmm…well, I haven’t made it easy for people either.  I often don’t shut my mouth when I should.  There’s plenty I could avoid telling people that I don’t.  I don’t make things easy on myself in all honesty.’

‘But why should you be forced to filter yourself? I’m guessing most of what you tell people is intended to help not hurt?’

‘I never want to hurt people with the things I tell them.  It’s always with the best intentions, but I end up hurting people because it’s often life and death things.  Health related issues.  Heartache and pain.  That’s what people get from me.’

‘Well, I don’t get that from you, Tallie…’

‘You don’t?’

‘No.  I’m just in a constant state of arousal around you,’ she laughed, ‘so just relax in the knowledge that you affect people in different ways,’ she smirked.

‘Idiot,’ I chuckled.

‘Oh here, look…there is the exit,’ she said, turning off.

‘Take it slow,’ I said, as she pulled into the car park of the club that we were headed to.  It looked like a sprawling bar out of a time gone by.  It was in need of a renovation for sure and advertised food, drinks and live music out the front. 

‘Why?’ she asked, pulling into a space.  The car park was almost empty.

‘Because I just want to check it out before we go in…think about this a bit…’

‘What are you thinking about?’ she questioned.

‘Just shut up a minute, will you? You’re distracting me!’

She chuckled, as if that amused her.  ‘Sorry, Tallie…I’ll shut up.’

I closed my eyes and leant my head back against the seat to think.  I focused in on the bar and the guy working behind it.  He was the current manager and after tapping into him for a minute or two, I knew a lot more than I had before we’d arrived.

‘Okay,’ I said, opening my eyes. 

‘What did you get?’

‘So, we need to play this right,’ I told her, looking over.  ‘They’ve had lots of problems here with the police and the general homophobia issue with some policemen.  If we go in as police asking questions, Rob, our friendly bartender is going to close up completely to us.’

‘What do you suggest then?’ Quinn asked, looking at me curiously.

I smiled at her.  Widely.

‘What?’

‘You’re going to like this bit,’ I said, grinning with amusement.

‘Oh yeah? What?’ she asked.

‘Well, how about a little role play.  Fancy being my girlfriend for this visit?’ I asked.

Her eyes widened and she scanned my face.  ‘Seriously?’

‘Yeah.  I think it’d be far better if we found things out in other ways.  We’ll shoot ourselves in the foot if we go in there, all guns blazing.’

‘Okay then,’ she nodded.  ‘Do I get to touch you?’ she smirked.

‘You can,’ I nodded.

Her eyes widened again.  ‘Really?’

‘Yeah, well, it’s pretty unavoidable if we’re playing this role?’ I laughed.  ‘Yeah, just play up to me, pretend we’re together and just headed out for a lunch date.’

‘Sounds pretty, damn perfect!’ she smiled.

‘It does sound nice…but while you’re enjoying yourself, I’m going to check the place out, listen in to people and see what I can find out, okay?’

‘Sounds like a plan,’ she nodded.  ‘Shall we make a start then?’

‘Let’s go,’ I agreed, getting out of the car.

Quinn walked around to my side of the car and as I fell into step beside her, she draped an arm around my shoulders.  One glance up at her told me that she was going to seriously enjoy this. We walked up the steps to the veranda and then headed in together. 

The bar was completely deserted and not even the manager was in sight.  There were booths to our right where a few people were sat eating lunch.  To the right there was a little stage and dance area where I knew it got busy at night when they had live music playing.  I could see the dancing, flirting and drinking in my mind’s eye and saw how it was when it was packed.

‘Hey there, how can I help?’ a voice asked, startling me from my reverie.

‘Oh hey,’ Quinn said, leading me over.  ‘Are you serving lunch?’ she asked.

‘We sure are,’ he told us.  ‘Just take a seat and order at the bar when you’re ready,’ he told us.

‘Thanks,’ she said, nodding.  Pulling me with her, we headed down for a booth at the far end.  Quinn slid into one side and even though she was clearly expecting me to sit opposite, I moved to sit beside her, sliding in snugly up against her.

‘Seriously?’ she said, under her breath.

‘Cosy, right?’ I grinned, smiling up at her in what I hoped to the bartender looked like an adoring smile.

‘Uh, it’s certainly that, Tallie,’ she murmured, scanning my face, her gaze lingering on my mouth.

‘What do you want to eat, honey?’ I questioned, smirking at her, and nudging her playfully.

She smiled before reaching for the menu.  ‘I thought I was the one supposed to be enjoying this-not you?’

‘Yeah well, might as well have fun with it, right?’ I smiled, looking at the menu.

‘That’s true.’

‘What do you want to eat?’ she questioned.

‘Uh, burger and fries and a coke, I think.  You?’ I asked.  ‘I’ll go and order…I want to check out Rob,’ I said, quietly.

‘Why don’t we both go? Joined at the hip type couple?’ she suggested.

‘Sure, that’s fine,’ I said, sliding out.

We both headed for the bar and stood waiting while the guy tended to another man who had come in and was waiting for a beer.  When he was done, he walked over with his notepad and pen.

‘What can I get for you two?’ he asked.

‘Burger and fries and a coke, please,’ I said, smiling winningly at him.  He was an easy read-which would also help.

‘Okay, no problem,’ he said, with a smile. ‘And for you?’ he asked, looking at Quinn.

‘I’ll have the fish and chips with peas on the side please.  Coke for me too-a pint,’ she added.

‘Okay, no problem,’ he said, writing it down and then tapping it into the till.  ‘That’ll be £25.80,’ he told us.

‘I’ll pay,’ I said, reaching for my wallet.

‘No, baby, let me,’ Quinn said, objecting immediately.  ‘You got the last one!  It’s on me,’ she said, pulling her wallet out.


‘Fine, but if we do drinks later, you’ve got to let me contribute,’ I told her, playing the role to perfection.

‘Fine,’ Quinn nodded.  ‘Cash okay?’ she asked, pulling out notes.

‘Sure, no problem.’

‘I see you have live music here from the sign,’ I said, smiling winningly at the guy.

‘Yeah, we do.  It’s quiet during the day here but at night, this is the place to be,’ he told us.  ‘We’ve got a different band playing most nights if you like that kind of thing.’

‘Oh, I love it.  I heard about this place from my friend who’s been bugging me to check it out for ages,’ I told Rob, watching him closely as I spoke.  ‘It’s really sad actually,’ I murmured, changing my facial expression to one of intense sadness, ‘he died recently…’

‘Oh really? What’s his name? I might know him?’

‘Jamie Reynolds,’ I told him.  ‘He came here a lot from what he said.’

‘Jamie!’ he exclaimed, shocked.  ‘Jamie’s dead?’

I nodded.  ‘You clearly haven’t been watching the news,’ I told her.  ‘It happened a few days ago…he was murdered,’ I said, with a completely distraught face.

‘Oh my God! He was only here a few days ago! I served him! He was dancing and flirting, having a right laugh! I can’t believe he’s dead.’

‘Yeah, I know. It’s a complete tragedy,’ I murmured.  ‘I knew him from way back when…he was a good guy…didn’t deserve to die so young.’

‘No…no…fuck! I can’t believe it! I literally saw him dancing two nights ago here.  Wait a second, when did you say he died?

‘Two days ago…he was murdered that night.  Maybe it happened after being here if you saw him?’

‘Fuck!’ Rob exclaimed.  ‘I’m surprised the police haven’t been by to find out about his last movements.’

‘Maybe they don’t know,’ I countered.

‘Yeah, maybe…I might get in touch with them then…tell them what I saw.’

‘What did you see? He wasn’t seeing anyone from what he told me.  He’d been looking though,’ I smiled.  ‘Before I met Quinn here, I used to go out meeting people at other gay bars with him!’ I exclaimed.

‘He did pretty well here,’ Rob mused.  ‘He was always dancing with some man or another.  The other night he danced with quite a few of them.’

‘I just can’t believe he’s gone,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘I’m sorry to have to pass on something so sad like that…I hope I haven’t upset you too much?’

‘No, thanks for the heads up on it.  I mean, it’s absolutely heart-breaking.  He was so young! Fuck, I must read the news,’ he said, shaking his head.

I gave him a rueful expression.  ‘Well, when I heard, I decided to come out here to at least see what he’d been going on about.  He loved his nights out here so I figured it would help me come to terms with what happened to him.’

‘Yeah, well, we serve good food and nights are a blast.  If you like music and dancing, this is the place to be…whether you’re trying to meet someone or are lucky enough to already have a girlfriend,’ she said, indicating Quinn with a nod of his head.

‘Oh, I’m not looking…we’re pretty new, but I’m more than happy with my girl here,’ I said, wrapping my arm around her waist and then pushing my hand into her back pocket.  ‘Apart from her lack of desire to take me out at night…she prefers to keep me at home,’ I smirked, laughing.

‘You are too much, Tallie,’ Quinn chuckled, leaning to kiss my forehead.

‘God…young love…fucking hell,’ the bartender exclaimed.  ‘Take a seat.  I’ll bring it all over soon,’ he promised.

‘Thanks,’ I said, smiling at him.  As the bartender left to leave for the back kitchen, I was left at an abandoned bar.  The only other customers were far off and engrossed in conversation.  ‘Shall we go and sit down then?’ I said and turned to head back to the booth, but Quinn pulled at me to turn me back towards her. Her tug was strong enough to bring me up against her chest, flush, and I found myself looking up into her bright, blue eyes and feeling captivated by them.

I felt her intention before she moved and knew she was going to kiss me.  I had a brief moment where I could have stopped her but found I didn’t want to.  As her head bent towards me, I was leaning in too. 

She moment her lips met mine, I was lost.  Forgetting all time and space around me, everything stopped and all I could focus on was Quinn.  Full, soft lips touched mine gently.  She did little at first but press them against mine softly.  I sighed against her mouth and couldn’t help but move my lips, opening them under her.  Her reaction was a soft moan and to deepen the kiss so that our mouths were moving simultaneously, coaxing each other to kiss back and tempting one another with gentle flicks of tongue. 

Drawing back, I stared at her, feeling the heat flush my face as she stared back, looking as shocked by the current passing between us as I was.

I opened my mouth to tell her this wasn’t a good idea, but her eyes dropped once more and before I could utter a word, she swooped her head, angling down and took my mouth in a devastatingly passionate kiss.  Her mouth opened over mine and her tongue plundered my mouth. My hands came up to grip her shoulders for support as she kissed me senseless, my mind consumed by her and only her.  My tongue danced with her in an erotic struggle for control and our bodies pressed tightly together.  I felt myself grow aroused under the pleasure of her heady kiss.  Her mouth was so talented as it worked against mine and her body felt so good, as if we joined together, we made one.

Easing away slowly, she stared down at me for a long moment.  I struggled to pull myself together but then grabbed her hand and pulled, headed for the booth.  No-one around had witnessed our kisses, but I was shaken nonetheless and looked around rapidly, worrying about other people’s reactions.

At the booth, Quinn went to move in beside me, but I stopped her.

‘No, you better go over here,’ I instructed, shoving at her.  ‘Fucking hell, Quinn!’ I exclaimed, staring at her from under my eyelashes. My cheeks felt flushed, and my heart was hammering in my chest. 

‘I guess I should apologise?’ she chuckled, ‘even though I’m not sorry in the slightest?’

‘Yeah, you should,’ I muttered.  ‘In here of all places…fuck!’ I exclaimed, reaching my hands to my cheeks.  They were hot and red, I was sure.  ‘Why’d you do that?’

‘I figured I might as well take the opportunity.  I don’t know when it will arise again,’ she murmured, eyes scanning mine.

‘It’ll come…’ I told her, exasperated.  ‘You just need to be patient.’

‘I’m not very patient,’ she told me, smirking.

‘I’ve noticed.  You want to know everything immediately.  You want to get to know me right off the bat.  Now you want to get physical straight away.’

‘What can I say? You’re gorgeous.’

‘Well, don’t do it again,’ I told her.

‘No?’ she questioned. ‘I could have sworn you liked it as much as I did, Tallie.’

‘I did,’ I murmured, feeling the heat increasing in my cheeks as she stared intently at me.  ‘It’s just…not the right time…’ I told her.

‘What-you sense that?’ she asked, quietly.

‘No! I mean it’s not the right time! We’re in a club, on the job and you’re mauling me!’ I exclaimed, hotly.

‘You were kind of mauling me too, gorgeous.’

‘Don’t call me that,’ I ranted, shaking my head.  ‘Time and a place, alright?’

‘Point taken,’ she murmured, ‘and to be honest, it was probably a mistake.’

It was my turn to frown.  ‘It was? Why’s that?’ I questioned, keen to know why she figured that kissing me had been a wrong move.

She sighed.  ‘Because now I know what you taste like, I want more…’ she said, seductively.

I couldn’t drag my eyes away from hers, even though I knew I probably should.  ‘Quinn…’ I moaned.

‘See, even the movement of your lips now has me captivated.  Fuck, Tallie…how can you be this alluring to me?’ she questioned.

‘Just…shelve it…’ I told her, swallowing hard against the emotion.  ‘It’s just…all in good time, okay? There’s no rush…’

‘But also there’s no reason to wait?’ she suggested, coyly.

‘Stop it…I’m meant to be working and since you kissed me, the only thing I can think about is you.  The voices stopped, the thoughts, the hecticness in my head…I need to focus.  We’re here for a reason.’

‘Can we come back to this later? Discuss it when it’s a good time?’

‘Yes!’ I exclaimed.  ‘But way, way later,’ I told her.  ‘When I’m ready to deal with how you make me…’

‘How I make you what, Tallie?’

‘How you make me feel,’ I admitted.

Her eyes widened as she stared at me.

‘I don’t do this…with anyone.  Give me a little headspace, okay? Let me get there in my own time.’

‘I can do that,’ she nodded, just as our drinks arrived. 

Our conversation stopped as Rob brought our cokes.  After thanking him, he said he’d be back shortly with our food. 

Sipping my coke, I eyed Quinn over the top of my drink.  ‘It’s busy here at night.’

‘Yeah-he said.’

‘I mean, heaving…it’s a crowd when the music is playing…’

‘What point are you making, Tallie?’ she asked, leaning her chin on her hands to look at me closely.

‘Easy to hide in a crowd,’ I commented.  ‘Lots of lurkers, hanging around.’

‘You think this is where he finds them?’ Quinn asked.

‘I know it is,’ I nodded, looking towards the dance floor. ‘I can’t see his face, but I can feel him if that makes sense…’

‘How does it feel? When you feel him?’ she questioned.

‘It feels…dark…I feel hollow and empty.  I sense evil,’ I told her.

She scanned my eyes, intensely.  ‘You can’t see him? Know what he looks like?’

‘No…but I think if we came here at night, I’d be able to find him if he turned up,’ I told her.

‘Okay…well, that’s a possibility then, right?’

I nodded, shutting up as the food arrived.  We thanked Rob and dug in hungrily. 

I ate with focus on the food.  I was starving hungry having woken too late with Quinn to have any breakfast.  When I did look up, it was because Quinn’s thoughts had turned sexual once again.  She was watching me eat, finding it a turn on and was thinking about kissing me again, what else I could do with my mouth and what it would be like to get me into bed properly.

I glared at her.  ‘Stop it,’ I murmured, after swallowing.

‘Sorry,’ she murmured, not even bothering to ask what I was telling her to stop.

‘You’re ridiculous,’ I told her, shoving more fries in my mouth.

‘What can I say? You have a strange effect on me?’

‘Well, forget about it till later? I’m happy to discuss it with you and find a way to calm your crazy libido when we’re back at yours later.’

‘What?’ she exclaimed.

‘You thought I’d say no, clearly,’ I chuckled.

‘You’re coming back to mine after work? You’ve already decided?’ she asked, stunned.

‘Yes, I am,’ I told her, quietly, ‘but not because of the reasons you’d want me to be there particularly.  I feel like I need to protect you in case anything happened…’

‘Oh…so that’s the only reason?’ she questioned.

‘No, that’s not the only reason…but I’m not quite ready to investigate the other reasons I want to be with you tonight.  I told you, it’ll take some time, Quinn.’

‘I know, and I’m sorry, Tallie.  I don’t know why I’m being like this with you.  I know it’s ridiculous.  I’ve literally just met you and yet it feels like I’ve known you much longer.’

I held her gaze for a long moment.  ‘The reason you feel like that is because we were destined to meet and collide with each other’s lives.  Now that we have, everything feels right so it’s also quick and rapid.  That being said, I’ve got a lot going on.  I came here to solve a case, not to fall in lo…’ I stopped myself again.

Her stunned face was a picture.

‘Not to find a relationship, I meant.  Come on, finish your lunch and let’s head back to the station.  We need to do some research on this place, and we can’t do it from here.’

‘I…yeah…Tallie?’

‘Yes?’

‘Will you stay with me again?’ she questioned, wanting to be sure.

‘I’ve already said it.  Yes, Quinn.  I’ll stay with you…’

‘For the night or indefinitely?’ she questioned.

I sighed.  She was damn pushy this woman.  ‘Indefinitely,’ I told her.

Her satisfied smile was wide and content.

We finished up at ‘Heaven’ and left after thanking the bartender.  Heading back to the station, we listened to the radio while Quinn drove.  I spoke on the phone to another officer back at the station, requesting background checks on the staff members listed at Heaven.  With that task being started, we would have more to look at by the time we returned.

Back at the station, Quinn and I worked side by side on the computers, searching for information about the location we’d visited.  It was a well-known and popular place for the LGBTQ community and buzzing with life during live music nights.  While I checked the men who worked behind the bar, in the kitchen and the cleaning staff, Quinn checked through the latest missing person reports to see if there were any more men who had been taken before their time.

At shift change, we knew little more to help us with our case, so we passed over the limited information we had and headed home.  Quinn drove us directly back to her place, not stopping to question whether I had changed my mind.  She clearly wanted me there, and I couldn’t imagine being anywhere else.

‘Home sweet home,’ she murmured, as we pulled up outside the house.

I glanced at her, sharply and was gifted with a sudden intense vision of the future with her.  Driving up to the house in a different car, with a car seat in the back, Quinn’s voice rang out in my head once again. ‘Home sweet home!’ she announced to me and the baby in the back.

‘Thank goodness for that,’ I smiled at her, loving the way she looked at us with adoration.

I snapped back to the present with a gasp.

‘Oh my God, Tallie! What was that?’ she questioned, gaping at me.

I rubbed my stomach and grimaced.  ‘Vision…’ I muttered.

‘Really? Your eyes literally rolled back in your head!’ she exclaimed.  ‘What were you seeing?’ she questioned.

‘You really don’t want to know,’ I chuckled.

‘No, I really do!’ she objected.

‘Oh yeah? I think this one is a step too far…it’s a bit much to tell you at this stage so let’s leave it for now, they?’

‘I don’t want to leave it for now.  Please tell me? What was it? Was this one about the future?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.  ‘It was.’

‘About us?’ she pushed.

‘You could say that…’

‘Then why not tell me? You’ve already admitted I’m part of your future so tell me?’

I debated answering her for a moment and then reached for she door handle.  ‘Maybe inside,’ I said, picking up my bag once more.

Chapter 4

We walked inside and I dumped my bag in the lounge before heading to the kitchen with her.  While Quinn went to the fridge to look what and see what she had left, I wandered to the double doors which led out to the garden and smiled as I looked up at the old oak tree.  Lifting my hand in a wave, I answered the cute, little voice who called to me.

‘Hi Mama!’ she said, waving.

‘Hiya!’ I smiled, waving back. 

The image of the beautiful little boy faded away and I realised I had spoken aloud as I’d seen him.

‘Who were you talking to?’ Quinn asked, appearing at my side. 

I looked up at her, my heart in my throat. 

‘First in the car, now here…what are you looking at? The tree?’ she frowned, baffled.

‘A treehouse actually,’ I told her, slowly.

‘Treehouse? Why would I have a treehouse?’ she asked, looking even more confused.

‘Is this something you really want to hear?’ I questioned.

‘Yes! I told you before! Please, Tallie…I want to know everything, even if it’s tricky to hear,’ she told me.

‘Fine…sit down,’ I instructed.

Her eyebrows rose.  ‘Sit down? It’s that earth shattering?’

‘Well, I don’t know,’ I replied.  ‘I have no idea how you’ll react to what I’m about to tell you.’

Quinn walked to the table and sat down.  ‘I’m sat.’

I went to sit beside her.  ‘So, one day you’re going to build a treehouse,’ I told her, slowly.  ‘I was waving to the person who you build it for…our son,’ I finally said, waiting for the shock.

Her face was a picture.

‘In the car, I saw us arriving home from the hospital…me and him in the back, you looking back at us and calling home sweet home.  Yesterday when you showed me the chickens, I saw the treehouse…saw him up here…so, that’s it…that’s what I’ve been seeing,’ I told her, scanning her eyes.

‘You…we…a son?’ she exclaimed, stuttering over her words.

‘Mmm hmm.’

She slumped back, dumbfounded.

‘Told you that you wouldn’t want to know,’ I said, with a small smile.  ‘Freaking out?’

‘Can I hold you?’ she asked, almost desperate, sounding.

‘What?’ I exclaimed.  It was the opposite reaction to what I had expected.

‘Tallie, come here…’ she instructed, standing and hauling me to my feet, tugging me into her arms for a fierce, overwhelming hug.

I couldn’t not respond.  My arms wrapped around her, and I felt touched that her reaction was this adorable.  Her mind was whirling with the new knowledge, but her response was so positive, so happy about this news that I couldn’t help but sink into her embrace.

She held me for a long time before even thinking about letting go.  When she finally did, she stared down at me with a look of wonder on her face.

‘I think you better sit down again,’ I smiled.

She did as I suggested and I joined her, sitting opposite her.  ‘So…freaking out?’

‘No…I’m feeling like I really need to calm down.  If it’s like that, I really have nothing to worry about, do I?’

‘What were you worrying about?’ I asked her.

She sighed, lowering her eyes.  ‘That I’d never meet the right person, that I’d never settle down and have children…that I needed to push this straight away with you.  I really don’t, do I?’

I smiled at her.  ‘You really don’t,’ I confirmed.

‘So, a baby? A child? We have a son?’

I nodded, scanning her eyes. ‘I mean, I see things and they can change over time, but yeah…essentially what I saw was us with a kid…a little boy.’

She shook her head in astonishment.

‘I mean, this is years from now…a way off…’

‘How do you know?’ she questioned.

‘Because your hair is greying in the vision,’ I laughed. ‘You look a bit older, a bit more lined.’

‘Oh thanks!’ she exclaimed.

‘No, this is good…it shows me it’s in the future.’

‘And this is something you’re okay with? I mean, from everything you told me, you avoid relationships like the plague and don’t let yourself fall in love,’ she murmured, eyes intent on mine.

‘Yeah, well…I guess there must be a point where you wear me down and I can’t say no anymore,’ I chuckled.  ‘I feel like you’re going to change me.’

‘Change you?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah…for the better.  I don’t know why I say that, but I feel like it’s true.’

She smiled at me, sitting back heavily against the chair.  ‘Well…I don’t even know what to say.’

I scanned her eyes once more.  ‘Look, Quinn, I see all these things, but they’re way ahead in the distant future.  We just have to live in the present, kind of ignore what’s coming at some point.  I can know some of this in advance, but it doesn’t mean we need to alter the way we live today.  Do you understand what I mean?’

‘I think I do,’ she nodded.  ‘I appreciate you opening up to me though, Tallie.  I feel like I can relax around you more now.’

‘You do? Why?’

‘Because knowing the end is already written means I don’t need to worry anymore.’

I thought about this for a long moment as my stomach rumbled. 

‘Hungry, baby?’

I smiled, flushed with colour.

‘Bit soon for that?’ she questioned.

I nodded.  ‘A bit…’

‘Okay.  Tallie, what can I make for you? I have some mince.  Spaghetti Bolognese or Lasagne?’ she asked.

‘You can make those things?’ I asked, surprised. 

‘Yeah, of course.  My Mum’s a great cook…she taught me to make all the basics.  You’re going to be fed well with nice, home cooked food while you’re here with me.’

‘Really? When can I move in?’ I joked.

She smiled, and her mind immediately told me anytime.

I didn’t respond to that bit but just focused on the food. ‘Uh, Lasagne sounds good?’

‘Great.  I’ll get started,’ she said, standing and heading to the kitchen.

I was content to sit and watch her work.  I didn’t offer to help, as I had always been completely awful when trying to cook.  I could keep myself alive by being able to make a few basics, but I definitely couldn’t put home cooked meals together like Quinn was doing right now.

She moved with grace around the kitchen, busily making the Bolognese sauce for the lasagne.  I watched her, unembarrassed by my frank appraisal of her.  After a while, she looked over at me. 

‘You know, you can make yourself at home if you like…you don’t have to stay here while I cook.  You can do whatever you like…literally treat this place like home.’

‘I like watching you cook,’ I said, smiling over at her.

She smiled back.

‘But I do like the idea of nosing around your house too,’ I grinned.

‘Well, up to you Tallie.  I really don’t mind.’

‘I’ll be back soon,’ I said, getting to my feet.  Heading out of the room, I wandered to her lounge-a place I hadn’t spent much time in yet.

Scanning the array of books on the bookshelves, I saw that she liked reading. I picked up a few books and looked at the blurbs, flicked through the pages before putting them back.  On the sideboard were photos, so I wandered over and picked up one of her family.  It showed her with her parents and brother at an awards ceremony she had gone to for a medal for heroism on the job.  I saw the occasion in my head and how proud her family had been of her.  As I got strong impressions of each member of her family, and I saw good people who loved their daughter and wanted the best for her. I saw parents who thought their daughter worked too hard and hoped that she would one day settle down with someone who made her happy.  I smiled to myself when I saw that they’d like me, welcome me into the family with open arms and love me like they loved Quinn.

I put the photo back and then left the room, wandering around the rest of the house slowly, taking it all in and getting to know Quinn in my own, personal way.  My last stop was the garden, where I wandered, saying hello to her chickens before heading over to a section at the back of the space which caught my attention.  I sat down on the grass and laid my hand on one part which felt significant.  When I closed my eyes, I realised why.

‘Here you are…’ Quinn said as she approached.

I startled, opening my eyes.  ‘Hey.’

‘What are you doing?’ she asked.

I shrugged.  ‘Getting to know you…paying my respects…’

Her eyebrows lifted.

‘You chose a good spot for her,’ I told her, squinting into the evening sun.

‘Yeah,’ she sighed.  ‘She was a good dog.’

‘You loved her,’ I said, simply.

‘I did.  She was with me for years…’

‘Why have you never gotten another one?’ I asked her.

She sighed.  ‘I work long hours…it wouldn’t be fair right now,’ she said. 

‘I get that.  Maybe one day,’ I murmured, knowing that the time would come when at least one of us would be home enough for a dog to be a member of the family once again.

‘Is that another vision you’ve seen or just saying?’ she asked.

I shrugged.  ‘I don’t know…’

‘You hungry, Tallie?’ she asked.

‘Really hungry,’ I nodded.

She offered me her hand to get up.  I took it and she pulled me up, bringing me close to her body.  ‘Come on then,’ she murmured, her voice low and husky.

We walked back down to the house, and she didn’t drop my hand the entire time.

When we walked back through the back kitchen doors, Quinn went to the counter to start dishing up the meal.  I stared at the counter seeing a vision which was so incredibly erotic that I groaned with desire as I watched.

‘What is it?’ she asked.

I snapped out of the reverie and blushed, looking at her with embarrassment.  ‘Nothing…’

‘Tallie, don’t do that! Please tell me when you see things! I haven’t freaked out yet, right? I think you can trust me with these things.’

‘I’d just…rather not,’ I chuckled, flushing with heat.

‘Why? You groaned…were you in pain?’

‘Not exactly,’ I laughed, avoiding her eyes.

‘Oh!’ she exclaimed.  ‘The opposite?’

I flushed hotter, lifted my eyes to her.

‘Are you having sex thoughts right now, Tallie? The flush on your cheeks and your eyes tell me you are?’

I chuckled, low and deep.  ‘So, uh…I just had a flash of us…’

‘Doing what?’

‘Uh, you had me…on the, uh…counter,’ I finally told her.

Quinn’s mouth dropped and I felt her instant arousal hit her right in the gut.  ‘Seriously?’

‘Yeah,’ I chuckled.  ‘It was hot.’

‘Was it good?’ she asked, her voice dropping to low, dulcet tones.

‘You have no idea,’ I murmured, swallowing hard.

‘Well,’ she said, walking over with the plates loaded with food, ‘I can’t wait until we get to that stage,’ she told me softly.

‘Thanks,’ I murmured, picking up my fork.  ‘Wow, this looks incredible,’ I told her.

‘I can cook…it’s one of my attributes.’

‘It sure is!’ I said, digging in hungrily.  I forked a huge bite into my mouth and moaned with satisfaction.  ‘Fucking hell, you can really cook! This is amazing.’

She beamed at me.  ‘Thanks, Tallie.’

We ate the rest hungrily, enjoying every last morsel.

When we were done, it was getting late.  Heading upstairs, I went to take a shower as Quinn did the same in her room.  When I was done, I pulled on sleep shorts and a t-shirt before deliberating by the adjoining door. 

Lifting a nervous hand, I eventually knocked and waited for her ‘come in’ call.

Opening the door, I headed in and found her hanging up her towels, dressed only in a pair of shorts and tank top once more.

‘Hey,’ I murmured, walking in.

‘Hey,’ I replied, blushing.  ‘I was wondering…’ I began, feeling like an idiot.

Her eyebrows rose expectantly. 

‘Well, maybe we, uh…I don’t know…watch TV again?’

‘You want to watch TV with me, Tallie?’ she asked.

‘I…is that okay?’ I questioned, feeling unsure of myself.

‘Okay? It’s a great idea.  Make yourself comfortable,’ she offered, sitting on the bed and settling back against the pillows.  As she turned on the TV with the remote, I debated between the chair by the bed or the open space of bed with the soft pillows beside her.  Thinking ‘fuck it’ I headed for the bed, climbing on beside her and surprising the hell out of her.

‘Oh!’ she exclaimed, a note of shock flooding through her.

‘I need a bit of contact,’ I told her, shuffling up until our bodies touched.

‘Yeah,’ she murmured, lifting an arm to reach around me.

‘Don’t get too excited, I just thought we could carry on watching that series together seeing as it made me so comfortable last night?’

‘Of course,’ she said, smiling down at me. 

I met her eyes and felt her pleasure at me initiating this contact with her.  We smiled at each other for a moment, enjoying the closeness and then settled back to watch the programme.

I let myself relax for a little while, letting the day fade away and focusing on just Quinn rather than the array of voices who threatened to push their way in.  As they got louder, I wanted distraction.  I just couldn’t face dealing with it tonight.  It felt too much.

Turning to Quinn, I spoke.  ‘Quinn?’

‘Yeah?’ she murmured, turning to me, her arousal for me constant.  Her awareness of me, intense.

‘Do you want to make out for a bit?’

She stared at me, intensely.  ‘Really?’

‘Uh huh,’ I murmured, staring at her mouth and wanting to taste her again. 

‘Why?’ she asked.

‘Because I want to…and because it helps distract me from the voices.’

‘Okay,’ she nodded, one hand coming to slide across my flat stomach.  ‘Just making out?’

I nodded.  ‘Yeah…slow, okay? We take this slowly?’

‘I can do slow,’ she agreed, softly, her eyes intent on my mouth. 

She wanted me so intensely.  I could feel her desire for me, sense her need and yearning.  ‘Kiss me,’ I murmured.

‘Baby, you have no idea how much I want to kiss you again.  Your mouth is perfect.  When we kissed earlier, I’ve never felt that before…the connection…the need for you,’ she admitted.

I lifted my hand to the back of her neck to encourage her to make her move.  The voices were closing in and I just needed to be able to focus on Quinn rather than everything else.

As her mouth neared my lips, I felt my heartbeat accelerate rapidly.  Her breath near my lips made me quiver and my body reacted before we even touched.

At the touch of her lips on mine, I groaned and let go.  Opening up for her immediately, there was no slow burn or build up, it was intense heat straightaway.  As her mouth worked over mine, I let my tongue play with hers languidly.  Her hands roamed, sliding down the sides of my body and pulling me closer to her so our bodies were pressed together.

Quinn was satisfyingly almost-naked, wearing only a pair of sleep shorts and skin tight tank top.  Pressed up against her, I could feel the warmth of her body and her solid, athletic frame felt good as it pressed into my body.

Easing over me slightly, she pinned me to the bed, kissing me with increasing need.  I groaned into her mouth, loving the passionate side of her and knowing instinctively how good it would be if I let her take this further.

For now, I satisfied myself with kissing her, learning her mouth intimately.  She left my mouth eventually, to trail kisses down to my neck, licking and suckling there while I stretched out beneath her. 

Quinn gradually moved so that she was completely on top of me.  The weight of her pinning me down had me throbbing and aching as she shifted across my legs.  Undulating against her, her mouth found my mouth once more and started kissing me passionately, her tongue darting into my mouth in deliberate movements intended to arouse and satisfy in equal measure. 

I felt my clitoris pulsing and as she rubbed against me with slow, circular movements of her hips and as it continued, went on and kept providing delicious friction, I arched, frozen in bliss and then felt my release as she kept moving against me.

Lifting her head, Quinn stared down at me in shock.  ‘Tallie! Did you…?’

I groaned, turning my head into her shoulder in embarrassment.  I had just climaxed-completely untouched.  It showed just how strong my connection with her was-how strong the attraction was for her.

‘God Tallie; don’t be embarrassed,’ she told me.  ‘That was so hot…can I?’ she questioned, circling her hips against me intently.

I looked up, saw her need for release as she stared down at me.  Nodding briefly, she groaned and swooped down to kiss me desperately, her open mouth and tongue invading mine with such need that I could do nothing but moan.

Her hips moved in constant motion, rubbing herself off against my thigh.  My skin was already sensitive from the orgasm, so it felt incredibly intense for her to be moving like that against me.  I kissed her eagerly and when she groaned, stiffened and released herself against me, I held her close, waiting as she shuddered her pleasure in my arms.  Moments later, she slumped heavily on top of me, pinning me down.  With her face buried in my shoulder, she took long, deep breaths, calming herself from the intensity of the orgasms we had shared.

I closed my eyes and thought only of Quinn.  When she finally lifted her head, she smiled down at me. 

‘You okay?’

‘Mmm hmm,’ I nodded.

‘Want to shower before bed?’ she asked.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

‘Come on then,’ she said, clambering off me.

We headed to her shower together and stripped off our t shirts and shorts. She threw both of them in the washing basket before turning on the shower to warm up.  I was well aware of her eyes taking in every inch of my naked form as we stood before each other naked for the first time.

‘You’re gorgeous,’ she murmured, stepping towards me.

‘So are you,’ I replied, eyeing her with interest.

‘Come on…’

‘Want to wash me?’ I asked, cheekily.

‘Do I ever,’ she chuckled, the lightness breaking the intensity of the moment.

We stepped into the power shower and under the spray.  It hit us from all angles and suddenly she crowded me, her hands running all down me, washing me all over, her hands dipping to every intimate area, every crevice and place she could reach.  By the time she was through, I was turned on again and she stood, stepping close again to kiss me slowly, gently.  The slow, rise to arousal was so pleasurable, but she eventually lifted her head, stepping back. 

‘Come on…let’s go to bed,’ she murmured, gently pushing my hair back off my face with care.

I couldn’t speak, I was so moved.  Nodding briefly, I let her lead me out of the shower and place a towel around my shoulders, rubbing me dry.  Again, I was subjected to her intense attention as she gently dried me, moving to make sure every little bit of me was dry.  Only when she was satisfied did she give herself a quick, cursory rub down and then hang up the towels.

Naked, we walked side by side to she bedroom and she didn’t even stop to ask if we were sleeping together.  It was obvious that was what I wanted.  We crawled into bed together, eased close into each other’s bodies, and closed our eyes.  Sudden exhaustion took me, and I slipped into unconsciousness quickly, untroubled by any of the usual visions.

I woke to heat surrounding me once again.  Quinn’s body was hot and pressed tightly against mine.  We’d interlaced our bodies during sleep so that our arms lay over each other’s waists and one of my legs was linked through hers and I could feel her pressed against me intimately.  I groaned, turned on, and undulated my hips.

Quinn moved, waking then, and instinctively we moved together.  Bending to kiss me, I opened my mouth for her, letting her tongue slide in against mine.  The intimate touch made me moan with desire and as her tongue played with mine, her hand slid downwards and eased between our bodies to slide in between my legs. 

Nothing made me want to stop her, even though it was probably way too soon. She slid her fingers inside my slick folds and start rubbing slowly. The dual pleasure of her mouth and hand had me arching in delicious pleasure as she touched me.

Lifting her mouth from mine, she met my eyes, and I saw her were hazy with desire.  I slid my hand down her flat stomach and slid it down between her legs.  She groaned, clearly loving the touch of my hand. 

As our eyes held, we pleasured each other with our hands, watching one another as we lost it quickly.  The touch was just so good…so intense.  When I climaxed, I arched and strained against her, my hips undulating against her hand.  It was incredibly satisfying to watch as she followed then, letting go and crying out my name as she came.

With ragged breathing, we lay beside each other for long moments, completely spent.  It was only when Quinn’s alarm sounded that we jerked out of the moment of bliss and she turned it off, breaking the blissful pleasure of being together.

‘Tallie…’ she moaned, twisting round next to me.

As she moved across me to kiss me slowly, her body pressed down into mine, our slick mounds sliding against one another. 

‘God Tallie, what you do to me…’ she moaned, her mouth moving from mine to my neck and kissing here, licking and sucking at the sensitive skin.

‘Quinn,’ I groaned, gasping at the working of her tongue.

‘I don’t want to get up,’ she complained.

I chuckled at that.  ‘Me neither.’

‘Any regrets?’ she questioned.

‘Not yet,’ I smiled.  ‘Give me time…I’m a thinker.  I’ll probably panic about this later,’ I told her.

‘Really?’ she asked.

‘Well, it’s just it’s so soon,’ I told her.  ‘I barely know you and we should be focused on solving this case.  We’re getting off track,’ I sighed.

‘Not really,’ she replied.  ‘But if you’re worried about that, we can make a concerted effort to focus on the case a little more and spend time getting to know each other before the physical side of things.’

I smiled.  ‘You’re a good woman.’

She looked surprised. 

‘Let’s get up,’ I said, stretching.  ‘I need breakfast before work today.’

‘You’re always hungry,’ she commented, laughing.

‘Literally always!’ I laughed.  ‘Come on, you.’

We got up, still chuckling.

Quinn made us breakfast and coffee-in the thermoses as we needed to go-and we headed out to the car.  Sipping the coffee, I sat back as she drove, literally feeling like I was part of a well-established couple.

Chuckling to myself, I kept drinking.

‘What are you laughing about?’ Quinn asked, curiously.

‘This…you and me…’ I told her, glancing over.  I realised as I looked at her that since the night before, I now felt even more comfortable around her, like the ice had been broken.

‘What about you and me?’

‘Sitting here drinking from our thermoses…it’s so weird,’ I grinned.

‘Nice though,’ she murmured.

‘It…’ I broke off, as sudden sickness filled the pit of my stomach, and I doubled over in pain. 

‘Tallie?’ Quinn exclaimed, alarmed.

‘Oh my God…’ I groaned, clutching my stomach.

‘Tallie, are you sick? Tallie! What’s wrong?’ she exclaimed, pulling over into a layby and stopping the car.  She grabbed the coffee from me and put it in the holder before reaching for me.

Her voice faded into oblivion as I entered the vision and felt sickness rise as I was confronted with the disgusting images.

I was running…running so fast.  He was just behind me when he took me down, and I was powerless under the sheer strength of the man.  I wished I hadn’t drunk so much, wished I could focus on his face as I was pinned beneath him.

‘Please don’t…’ I slurred, unable to contain my fear.  ‘I’ll do what you want…fuck me…hurt me…just don’t…don’t…’

The man laughed, and backhanded me across the face hard.  I felt the blow dizzy my brain and slumped for a minute.  The blows continued and I was so out of it when I felt the knife press against my wrist that I could barely move.  As it sliced through flesh, I screamed.  He didn’t stop, even as blood pumped and squirted as it slipped through flesh and then cut through bone.  I screamed until my voice gave out.  Passing out, nothing more of me was left.

‘Tallie!’

I came back with a start, the sound of screaming filling the car.

‘Tallie!’ she commanded, loudly.

I straightened, the sickness leaving me.  ‘Quinn?’

‘Oh my God, Tallie,’ she said, hauling me against her strong, protective chest.  ‘Oh God Tallie…’ she moaned, distraught at seeing me suffering, hating what I went through with this.  ‘What was it?’ she questioned.  ‘It was bad, right?’

I nodded, lifting a trembling hand to my forehead.  ‘I…God…’ I sighed, trying to calm my breathing.

‘It’s okay, baby…just breathe…breathe…slow down…that’s it…’ she said, softly.

‘Gonna…be sick,’ I said, turning desperately and grabbing for the door. 

I managed to scramble out of the car before I was sick onto the grass verge.  After my stomach was empty, I heaved and heaved, nothing coming up but my stomach objecting consistently to the disgusting images I’d been subjected to.

Quinn was by my side the whole time, holding me with one arm around me while her other pushed my hair back.  When it was clear I was through, she went to the car and retrieved a bottle of water.

‘Here…drink and spit,’ she told me, handing me the bottle.

I did as she said, clearing my mouth as much as possible from the acrid taste from the sick. ‘Urgh,’ I moaned, slumping forwards. 

‘Tallie…come on…let’s get you up…’ she said, gently lifting me to my feet.

She helped me back to the car and eased me inside to sit in the passenger seat. 

‘Can you talk about it yet?’ she asked.

‘Nuh uh,’ I said, shaking my head.  I needed a few minutes…to process…to quell the sick feeling.

‘It’s okay…take your time.  I’ll get us to work,’ she told me, softly.

Despite the water, I could still taste sick and was touched and appreciative when Quinn pulled into a corner shop before we reached the station and bought a toothbrush, paste and gum for me to help get rid of the taste.

When we reached the police station, we didn’t head up to the elevator straight away.  Instead, Quinn led me towards the nearest toilet and encouraged me inside.  Thankfully it was empty, and I could brush my teeth and tongue, clearing the taste before stowing the toothbrush and paste in my bag. 

‘Thanks,’ I murmured, looking up at her when I was finished.

‘Bad, huh?’ she asked, finally addressing my vision.

‘Mmm hmm,’ I nodded. 

‘Let’s get upstairs and we can talk privately in one of the meeting rooms…’

‘Okay,’ I agreed, knowing the discussion was needed…as soon as possible.

We went up the elevator and as we went down towards Detectives Newsome and Mahers, saw that there was more activity than usual for first thing in the morning at eight.

‘Hanson! We’ve got more missing men,’ Newsome said in greeting.

‘Yeah?’ she answered, glancing from one of them to the other.

‘Three reports in from last night.  We’ve been to two families for the information and one we’re still trying to contact.  Ready for handover?’ she asked.

‘Go for it,’ Quinn nodded.

‘So, we’ve had three men reported missing during the night.  The first one is Noah Jackson.  He’s 22, lives in Marlberry and didn’t come home last night.  He’d been headed out with friends-destination was Heaven-the gay bar.’

Quinn looked at me, sharply.

‘The second missing man is Joshua Davies-also 22.  Best friend of Noah Jackson.  They headed to Heaven together for a night out…not known to be a couple…just friends. The third man is unrelated to the other two.  His name is Warren Thackerby-24.  Works in Wayvern as a waiter at a local restaurant.  Left work at 10pm and hasn’t returned home overnight.  No word on any of the three men since,’ Newsome told us.

‘You said you’ve visited two of the families?’

‘Yes-the best friends-Joshua and Noah.  Both still live with their parents.  We spoke with both families and they’re worried sick.’

‘Okay,’ Quinn nodded, glancing at me.

I met her eyes but couldn’t tell her anything I knew yet.

‘The third one we’re trying to get in contact with his roommates, but we haven’t been successful yet,’ Newsome explained.

‘Okay, so we’ll get onto that first.  We can go to his place,’ Quinn told them.

‘We’ve also been in contact with the club-Heaven,’ Mahers explained.  ‘They claim to know nothing. I reckon a trip out there is needed…’

‘Well, we’ve been out there once now already.  They were very forthcoming when we spoke to them,’ Quinn said.

‘They were the opposite with us,’ Newsome complained. 

‘Because they know that you’re police,’ Quinn commented.  ‘We didn’t let on…did our questioning undercover.’

‘Yeah? What as? Gay women?’ Newsome exclaimed, looking shocked.

‘Yeah…seemed like a good way of getting information,’ Quinn told her.

‘Fucking hell, that’s above and beyond the call of duty!’ he scoffed.  ‘Anyway, call if you need anything.  We’ve updated the log with everything we’ve got so far but it’s going to be a hectic one.’

‘Thanks, Newsome,’ Quinn nodded, clearly wanting them to go.

‘You okay, newbie?’ Newsome asked me then, frowning down at me in confusion.

‘Yeah…fine,’ I murmured, still feeling desperately sick.

‘You don’t look so good.  You sure you should be here?’ Newsome pushed.

‘She’s just feeling a bit sick,’ Quinn told her.  ‘I’ll send her home if she doesn’t get much better soon.’

‘Alright.  Well, I’m headed home.  It’s been a crazy night,’ he complained.

As Mahers and Newsome left, I sat down on a nearby seat.  Resting my head on one of my hands, I slowed my breathing and tried to regain control.  I felt very nauseous and knew I would until I completed the task I needed to complete.

‘Tallie?’

I looked up at Quinn.

‘Come into the meeting room,’ she encouraged.

I got up and followed her slowly to the room she indicated. She shut the door behind us and sat me down on one of the sofas, sitting opposite me.

‘Are you okay? Seriously, Tallie-you’re worrying the crap out of me right now…’

‘I’m okay, just really sick,’ I told her, looking up.

‘Why are you feeling sick? Didn’t throwing up help?’

‘No,’ I said, bluntly.  ‘When I get a vision…that bad…death and…violence…I often get really sick.’

‘How does it end?’ she asked, frowning.

‘I need to find the body…bring closure to the victim. Until I do that, I’ll feel like this,’ I said, grimacing.

‘Really? How the hell do we do that though?’ she questioned.

‘Oh, I know where he is.  I can see him clearly,’ I told Quinn.  ‘You know where the last victim was found-by the river? Follow the drag marks from there into the forest and he’s lying there…same MO. Hands and feet cut off, genitals too.’

‘Oh my God, Tallie.’

‘The problem is finding him without alerting anyone to my abilities.  There’ll be questions which I don’t want to answer.’

‘I understand that,’ she murmured, frowning.  ‘Anonymous tip?’ she then suggested.

‘I considered that, yes.  Can be tracked back though.  It’d be better to make an excuse to go back down to the original scene, I think…do it that way…’

‘Okay.  That makes sense,’ she nodded.  ‘But hang on-what about the handover? We’re supposed to be tracking down these three missing men.’

‘So, I have information for you on that too.  The first two-don’t worry about them.  They are a couple and are newly dating.  They’ve been out together last night-their first sexual encounter was spent in a hotel they impulsively stayed in while drunk last night.  They’ll turn up shortly and we’ll get a phone call.  The third man-Warren.  He’s our victim.’

‘Okay…fuck, Tallie.  I didn’t realise it affected you physically so badly.  I hate that you have to go through this.’

‘Don’t even think about it, Quinn.  We need to focus on getting to Warren.  I feel like there might be something here which helps us too…I have no idea what, but he keeps pointing to the floor, like there’s something there which he wants me to see.’

‘Okay…come on, Tallie,’ she encouraged.  ‘Are you okay to move?’

‘Yeah,’ I murmured, getting up.

Sure enough, when we got back to the desk, there was a message waiting for us to remove the first two men from our missing list as they’d turned up, sheepishly admitting they’d spent the night together in a hotel.

With that problem shelved, Quinn went to speak to the Detective Inspector and came back looking pleased with himself.

‘We’re all good,’ she told me, reaching the desk.  ‘I told Jacobs that we’re headed out to Heaven again and will also told her we were going back to the latest crime scene to check access routes and consider which way he might have come from.  He didn’t even question it, so we’re good.’

‘Okay, let’s go…I feel as sick as a dog.’

‘Okay,’ Quinn said, grabbing her things.

We drove out to the crime scene where Jamie Reynolds had been found and parked by the bridge over the river.  I got out of the car and paused, seeing the place in darkness rather than the current light and trying to make out the car which had stopped here.  It was so blurred.  Drunken eyes were staring at the number plate, but they couldn’t make it out whatsoever. 

‘Blurry,’ I murmured to myself.

‘What is?’ she asked.

‘The number plate?’

‘He brings them here by car?’ Quinn asked, surprised.

‘Yeah,’ I said, looking around, taking in details.  ‘Always by car.’

‘If we’d staked out this bridge, we’d have had him by now…’

‘Hindsight is a wonderful thing,’ I murmured.  ‘Come on,’ I encouraged.

We walked down to the water’s edge where Jamie had been found.  Nothing was left to indicate he’d ever been here.  What I could see though, were the indents of where Warren had been dropped heavily on the ground, and then clear drag marks leading up into the nearby trees which lined the forest behind.

‘See here,’ I said, pointing.

‘I can see it,’ she nodded. 

‘He carried the body down to the river and dumped him on the mud here,’ I said, pointing.

‘Was he already dead?’

‘No, sadly.  He was unconscious until the killer decided it was play time.  He dragged him up into the trees where he couldn’t be seen and then waited for him to come around.  Then he chased him down, cut off his hands and feet and strangled him while he bled out.  The body parts are scattered up here,’ I said, pointing.

‘Fuck…shall we check this out then?’ she asked.

I nodded, grimacing.  ‘So sick,’ I said, stumbling.

‘Come on…this will be over soon,’ she promised.

Chapter 5

We found Warren quickly.  His body had been abandoned not far from the river where Jamie had been found.  While I got sick in the nearby undergrowth, Quinn called it in, telling our colleagues that we’d seen fresh drag marks in the mud and had decided to check it out.  When we’d come across his body, we knew it was likely to be our missing person.’

Police flooded the scene, and I stayed back for a while, struggling with my emotions while everyone else worked around me.  The area was cordoned off as the coroner arrived and started work on securing the area.  I waited until I couldn’t bear Warren bugging me anymore and headed over towards where he was being worked on. He kept pointing to the ground near where he lay, and I stood scanning the undergrowth.  When I saw it, I knew why it was important.

‘Quinn?’ I called.

She turned.  She was only a short distance away.  ‘Yeah?’

‘Look at this,’ I told her.

She walked over and I pointed at the ground.  ‘Cigarette butt…’

‘Oh wow…can we get this bagged up?’ she called to one of the nearby officers.

A man came over and collected it for us.  I watched him carefully, knowing it was likely we would get some good DNA off it.

‘Well done, Tallie…good find,’ Quinn said loud enough for everyone else to hear.

I gave her a small smile, pleased at her praise. My stomach ache was easing now that Warren had been found and people were taking care of him at last.  Now I had found the cigarette, Warren was content and departing.

‘Tallie?’ Quinn said, by my side.

‘Yeah?’

‘I think we need to go and speak to the staff of Heaven again,’ she said, frowning down at the body.

‘Yeah, I agree…’

‘If we’re sticking with undercover though, we should do it at night-when there’s more likelihood that we’re seeing the crowd who are at risk.’

‘He might even be there,’ I mused.  ‘He’s clearly escalating…and making mistakes if he’s leaving evidence at the scene.’

‘Do you think we’ll get anything from it?’ Quinn asked, referring to the cigarette butt.

‘Yeah, you will…but he won’t be on record, so it won’t help just yet.’

Quinn frowned.  ‘You know so much about the victims.  It’s a shame you can’t see more about our killer.’

I nodded.  ‘I know.  If I get anything which helps, I’ll obviously tell you straight away.’

‘Yeah.  So, what’s the plan?’ she asked.  ‘Is it worth going to Heaven right now or would it be better to go back to the station and find out what we can on Warren? We could always put in some overtime and head over to the club this evening.’

‘Sounds like a good idea,’ I nodded. ‘I’d be happy to do that.’

‘Okay good.  Come on, Tallie.  There’s nothing left we can do here.  Let’s go back to the station.’

I followed her back to the car.

As we drove back to the station, Quinn got a phone call.  I listened in with interest.

‘Hey Mum,’ she said into the phone.

I listened as her Mum reminded her about dinner that evening.

‘Oh, Mum…I don’t know if I’m going to be able…’ she broke off.  ‘Oh really? Not this weekend? Well, I can probably pop by…yeah…just for a bit, though,’ she said, glancing at me.

I smiled at her, gently, indicating with my hand that I would come with her if she wanted me to.

‘Uh Mum…is it okay…if I bring someone?’ she asked then, her eyes holding mine as she slowed the car to a halt.

I smiled at her, knowingly.  She wanted me to meet her family, even if it was early days.

‘Uh, yeah it’s a woman,’ she said, turning away from me and chuckling lightly.  She was embarrassed and it was adorable.  She was such a strong, confident woman and yet the idea of introducing me to her parents had her cringing inwardly. ‘She’s my new partner…’ she was telling her.  ‘Yeah…no, Mum, don’t you dare!’ she grinned.  ‘Okay…okay…well, we’ll be here for 6.30pm but we have to do a bit of overtime tonight, so we’ll literally stay for dinner and head out.  We need to be somewhere for 9pm.’

I listened as she said her goodbyes and clicked end on the call.  She turned to me and gave me a sheepish smile.  ‘Do you mind? I’ve promised for two weeks but have been so busy I’ve kept turning her down…’

‘I don’t mind at all,’ I said, smiling at her.  ‘She seems lovely.’

Her eyes widened. 

‘I get a good impression of her.’

‘She is lovely,’ she confirmed, ‘but she might be a bit cringey with you,’ she warned.

‘Oh yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ she sighed.  ‘She wants me settled down, so bringing someone to dinner…she’ll be buzzing.’

I smiled to myself.

We drove back to the station and headed up to the second floor.  At our desk, we got to work finding out what we could about Warren Thackerby.  We did this in different ways. While Quinn worked on the computer, I rested my head in my hands and tried to connect with the man. 

‘I’ve got limited information,’ she told me after a while.  ‘Warren Thackerby.  He was 22.  He worked as a waiter in Wayvern during his spare time while studying for a Fine Arts degree at the local University.  Originally from Gateshead where his family live still.  Mother, father and one sister,’ she told me.  ‘Unknown whether he was openly gay…’

‘He was,’ I informed her.  ‘He came out to his family to a mixed response.  The Mum was supportive, the Dad not so much.  His sister is close to him, and they spoke all the time.’

‘We’ll talk to them after we confirm identity at autopsy.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, thinking to myself.  I could see and picture Warren at Heaven but the man he had been dancing with was blurry to me, and I couldn’t figure out why. Maybe it was because Warren had been pretty out of it-drunk by the time he was attacked. 

‘What is it?’ Quinn asked.

‘Nothing, it’s just frustrating,’ I told her.  ‘I can see that Warren was with someone last night, but his face is blurry.  General impressions are there but it’s like staring at someone when you’re completely drunk-you just can’t make them out.’

‘Is that because he was drunk?’

‘I think so,’ I nodded, ‘but I don’t know…’

‘What about drugged? Could he have drugged her?’

I frowned, thinking.  The image of a pill being dropped into a drink popped into my head and I looked at Quinn sharply.  ‘I think you’re right! I think that’s how he overpowers them.  Come on…let’s get down to the post-mortem and request drug results-and see if anything came up in the other victims results as well.’

‘Good plan,’ Quinn said standing.

Down in the morgue, Dee French was wrist deep in the autopsy, removing and analysing body parts at an alarming rate.  When I told her what we wanted, she explained that the general drug test wouldn’t cover date rape drugs but that now we’d mentioned it, she would do a full tox screen and also go back and test the blood taken from the previous victims. 

We stayed to watch a little longer and then left as we were nearing the end of shift.  While Quinn cleared the undercover evening spent at Heaven with the DI, I sat at the desk and listened to the continuing homophobia of the Detective Inspector as he exclaimed in startled manner about Quinn and I pretending to be gay to get information.  Quinn, to her credit, explained to him in a very calm way that we were more likely to get information from regulars there if we fit in with the crowd.  The DI’s parting shot was fierce and angry.  ‘Just get the damn case solved…I don’t care how you do it, just get it solved!’

Quinn returned to me and sat down beside me.  I looked over at her, sensing her lingering frustration with how she’d just been spoken to.

‘Ignore him,’ I said, quietly.  ‘He’s an out of touch, homophobic asshole who needs to retire.’

Quinn sighed, heavily.  ‘Shall we get going?’

‘It’s only five?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah, but we’re putting in overtime.  We can leave earlier,’ she told me.  ‘I’ve called Newsome and let him know all the updates and that we’re going to be at Heaven later.  They’re going to pop in as well to ask some questions too.’

‘Okay,’ I nodded, ‘well yeah…let’s go.’

Quinn drove me in the opposite direction from her house to take me to her parents’ home.  They still lived in the house she had grown up in which I knew would provide me with a whole wealth of information about the woman I was now spending my time with.

She pulled up and I looked up at the home. I stared at the drive, seeing a little boy playing and wheeling around on a little tricycle.  He lifted his hand and waved at me, shouting ‘Mama, watch me, watch me!’

I waved back and smiled to myself.  Seemed like this vision was well and truly entrenched in my psyche.

‘Who are you waving at?’ Quinn asked.

‘A kid on a tricycle,’ I told her, looking over and offering her a small smile.

‘Is it me? When I was little?’

I shook my head.  ‘No…’

‘No? I grew up here you know, Tallie,’ she told me.

‘I know you did.  I also know that your Dad kept your first little tricycle in the loft.  When, uh…when a…certain someone comes along…let’s just say he’ll find it again.’

‘Wow,’ Quinn breathed, sitting back in the chair looking stunned.  ‘Does this little guy have a name?’ she asked.  ‘Do you know, Tallie?’

‘I do,’ I said, speaking slowly, ‘but I still feel like it’s too soon,’ I told her.  ‘Let’s just drop it, okay?’

She smiled at me.  ‘You brought it up, Tallie.

I smiled back.  ‘I can’t help what I see, you know.’

‘Come on…it’s meet the parents time,’ she said, cringing inwardly.

I walked side by side up the drive with Quinn and then followed her as she walked directly inside without knocking, a clear indication of how close she was still with her family.  An open door policy clearly existed in this household and that was proved to me when I heard her Mum squeal with excitement when she saw her as we walked into the kitchen.

‘Quinn!’ she exclaimed, rushing over and giving her a bear hug.  ‘I’ve missed you, sweetheart!’ she told her, gripping her tightly.

‘Sorry, Mum. It’s been too long,’ she murmured into her shoulder.

‘It’s so good to see you,’ she said, pulling back and smiling up at her.  Her gaze quickly shifted to me, and her eyes widened as she took me in.  ‘And you must be Tallie!’ she said, happily.

‘Hi Mrs Hanson,’ I said, as she approached me.

‘Oh, call me Leila, please,’ she smiled. 

‘Leila,’ I repeated, nodding and squirming slightly under her intense appraisal of me.

She offered me her hand and I hesitated, a quick panicked glance at Quinn before I accepted her hand and took it in mine.  Everything descended in a swarm of memories, emotions and thought while she spoke to me, her mouth moving but remaining unheard by me as everything she had in her head unleashed into mine.

‘Tallie?’ Quinn prompted.

‘Huh?

‘Mum asked if you like roast dinners?’ she told me, pointedly.

‘Oh! Yeah! I…I love them…thanks,’ I said, completely distracted by her hand in mine.  Looking down, I reached for her other hand and held it looking down at her two hands.  They were lined and wrinkled with age, and something was missing.

‘Where’s your ring?’ I asked, out of the blue.

‘My…ring?’ she questioned, frowning down at her hands.  ‘I lost my wedding band years ago…’

I looked at our connected hands and spoke.  ‘Oh, Bill don’t be mad,’ I said, staring at her hands. ‘I didn’t mean to lose it…I can’t think where on earth I left it.  Shall we get another?’ I asked, looking up at her.

She stared at me, open-mouthed.  ‘What did you say?’ she questioned, completely thrown.

I snapped out of it and dropped her hands.  ‘Sorry…’ I apologised, looking to Quinn for help.  She looked as baffled as she did, so I made a decision there and then.  She was Quinn’s mother, and I knew she’d ultimately understand.  ‘I know where your ring is,’ I told her, bluntly, deciding directness would be best right now. 

‘Tallie?’

‘Is the greenhouse still here?’ I asked them.

‘Yes,’ she nodded.

‘Show me?’ I requested.

She glanced at Quinn and then as she shrugged, we went outside together, up the garden to where she spent many hours potting up vegetables and plants and I headed inside before them.

‘You were planting sunflowers,’ I told her, smiling at her in the small, enclosed space.  ‘You took it off to ensure it didn’t get covered in soil and put it in a ‘safe place’ which was under a small pot over here,’ I said, going to the back end.  Unfortunately, when you moved things around, it slipped off the back and down into the earth.  I bent down and scraped through the earth where I could feel it’s presence.  ‘Have you got a trowel or something?’ I asked.

Quinn reached for one and handed it over.

I dug through the earth, glancing up at them.  ‘The funniest thing about this is that it’s got trapped on a growing carrot,’ I smiled.  ‘It’s wrapped around it and looks really entertaining,’ I told her happily, digging and finally finding what I was looking for.

I pulled it from the ground, triumphant when I produced an old carrot which had the ring halfway down, encasing it around its width. ‘Your ring,’ I said, standing and passing it to Leila.

Quinn laughed with astonishment and her Mum let out another squeal of excitement.  ‘My ring!’ she exclaimed, grabbing at Quinn and then me, hugging us with happiness.  ‘But how did you…? How on earth…? You must be psychic!’ she exclaimed, her bright blue eyes shining with excitement.  They were so similar to Quinn’s that I found myself drawn to her already.

‘Something like that…’ I chuckled, accepting her hug. 

‘Come on…let’s go back inside,’ Quinn encouraged.

‘I have to show Bill!’ Leila exclaimed, lifting the carrot in the air triumphantly.

As she rushed ahead back down to the house, Quinn draped her arm around my shoulder and tugged me towards her.  We walked side by side down towards the house.  ‘That was really nice of you, Tallie.’

‘Yeah, well…’ I shrugged.

‘You don’t mind her knowing?’ she questioned.

‘I don’t,’ I murmured, looking up at her.  ‘She’s going to be…’ I stared at her, realising what I had been about to say.

Her eyes flickered down to my mouth before returning to my eyes and she smiled.  She didn’t say the word I’d been intending to say, but she thought it.  ‘Come on…’ she encouraged.  ‘My Dad’s going to want to meet you too.’

Inside, Leila was excitedly telling Bill about how I’d found the ring in the greenhouse and displaying her rotted carrot to him proudly. 

‘Come and meet her, Bill!’ she said, excitedly.

I met him halfway as he hobbled towards me, his old, tired knee giving him pain.  ‘It’s nice to meet you, sir,’ I said, standing in front of him.

‘Call me Bill, please,’ he said, reaching to shake my hand.

I accepted his hand and felt the warmth of the old, kind man flood my system.  As I held his eyes and took in the flashes of information he provided, I understood why Quinn was such a good woman.  She came from good, loving parents-people who supported her and her life choices.  They wanted more for her, wanted her happiness, comfort and future to be filled with love but despite that, it was clear that they’d be supportive of her no matter what she chose in life.

‘It’s nice to meet you, Bill,’ I nodded.

‘And my wife tells me you’ve just psychically found a carrot with her wedding band on!’ he exclaimed.  ‘Who the hell have you brought home, Quinn?’ he joked.

We all laughed at that, and Quinn draped her arm back around my shoulders, clearly showing her affection for me despite being in front of her parents.  ‘Tallie here is pretty special…in more ways than one,’ she added.

‘We can see that, love,’ Bill smiled.

‘You’re a psychic? Is that your role at the police department?’ Leila asked.

‘No, no,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘I’m a Detective, like Quinn. I just have some…abilities…’ I added, feeling embarrassed.

‘Well, come and sit down at the table.  You can tell us all about it over dinner,’ she smiled.

Quinn led me to the table, and we sat down as Leila dished up dinner which she’d made sure was prepared for our arrival seeing as we had limited time.

‘This is so lovely,’ she said, sitting down, and encouraging us to help ourselves.  ‘And I can’t believe you’ve actually finally brought a woman home,’ she announced, surprising both Quinn and myself.

I felt myself blush as Quinn chuckled under her breath. ‘Mum…please…Tallie’s a work colleague,’ she told her.

‘Oh really?’ she said, raising her eyebrows.  ‘You’ve still never even brought home a work colleague, Quinn!’

‘She hasn’t?’ I questioned, smiling, realising it was something very significant for Quinn to bring me here today.

‘No! She normally keeps herself to herself, but I see that you two have become good friends very quickly?’ she questioned.

‘You could say that,’ I smiled, forking chicken into my mouth.

‘So, Tallie! I’m so intrigued by how you found my ring! Will you tell us all about it?’ she asked, eagerly.

I nodded, willing to open up to these lovely people.  ‘I, yeah, of course.  The short story is, my family died in a car crash and I was hurt so badly that I was left in a coma.  When I woke, I found myself able to hear people’s thoughts, see parts of the future and know things I shouldn’t know.  I can touch people and ‘tap in’ to their minds.  When you held my hands earlier, I saw a whole load of things-one of which was your missing ring.’

‘Wow,’ she breathed.  ‘So, you’re a psychic?’

‘Tallie doesn’t like to call it that,’ Quinn told them.

‘It just…the term allows for a lot of judgement about what I’m able to do.  I don’t like it, so I avoid labelling what I do.  I also hide it a lot where I can.  It’s easier for me to live a normal life that way.  It was only after meeting Quinn that I realised I couldn’t keep it from her,’ I said in a quiet voice.

‘Oh? And why is that?’ she enquired, clearly beyond intrigued.

I smiled, blushing as I looked at Quinn.  ‘I, uh…’ I looked away for a moment, chuckling.  ‘So, uh…I kind of…see a…well, let’s just say Quinn and I were destined to meet.’

‘You were? For romantic reasons?’ she gasped.

I chuckled, nodding.  ‘Yeah…we…our future…it’s together,’ I said, flushing with heat.

While her mother gasped and clapped her hand over her mouth, Quinn reached for my hand and held it in hers, smiling over at me. ‘Obviously we only met a number of days ago,’ Quinn told them, ‘but there’s a connection between us which is unmistakable, and she sees a day when we’re…well, she sees a future where we’re together.’

She gaped at us. ‘Well…you know that’s all I’ve ever wanted for you, honey,’ she told Quinn.  ‘And I’m so happy you to have met you! This is so fascinating, Tallie,’ she gushed.  ‘Do you see anything else when you meet us?’ she questioned.

‘Mum,’ Quinn groaned.  ‘Let Tallie eat her dinner…it’s not always an easy thing for her…’

‘It’s not?’ she questioned.

‘I can imagine it comes with a lot of responsibility and problems,’ Bill said, speaking up for the first time.  ‘I’m guessing a lot of what you know is hard to inform other people of-considering you chose to be a Detective; I suppose it involves crime and death as well.’

I nodded.  ‘It does,’ I told him, sighing.  ‘I became a Detective because I was constantly being harassed by people seeking solace, revenge, avenged deaths, unsolved deaths…I figured if I was going to be hounded by the dead, I might as well do it in the right way, so I went into the force.  I’ve moved around constantly though because as soon as they know I’ve got psychic…well, abilities, it changes things, and it makes people suspicious.  It’s not enjoyable and like Quinn mentioned, it’s not always easy to know things about people…’

‘Is there anything…we should know?’ Leila asked, watching me closely.

‘Mum!’ Quinn groaned.

I smiled at her.  ‘I don’t see anything bad, if that’s what you’re asking, Leila,’ I smiled.  ‘I do see a few things which I could tell you that might ease your mind about them…if you want to know.’

‘Oh, I do!’ she exclaimed, excitedly.  ‘What do you know?’

‘Well, she first thing I saw is actually about Bill,’ I said, turning to Quinn’s father, who narrowed her eyes in concern at hearing something about himself.  ‘I can see the knee operation that’s being discussed,’ I told her.  ‘You shouldn’t fear it.  It’ll give you a new lease of life.  After you’ve recovered from the surgery, I see lots of trips you couldn’t do before…you’ll finally do Pompeii and Vesuvius together,’ I told them, smiling.  I knew they’d dreamt of it for years, but Bill’s aging knees and trouble walking had prevented it.

‘I’ve been concerned about accepting the surgery,’ he admitted.

‘I know.  It’s fine though.  You shouldn’t be,’ I told him and then looked at Leila, considering who was talking to me. 

‘Who’s the robin?’ I asked her.

‘The robin?’ she asked, frowning.

‘Yes,’ I nodded, thinking and looking to her side as someone spoke to me.  ‘There’s someone here who is laughing about the robin you talk to…I think she means a bird? You’re talking to a bird.  This woman’s laughing and telling me…’ I paused, listening to her more intently, ‘oh…your sister…’ I murmured, looking at the empty space where no-one else could see the young woman who spoke to me.  ‘She likes the daffodils…when you talk to her out loud in the garden…she says she’s always here with you and can hear you…you don’t need to be talking to birds,’ I chuckled and snapped back to focusing on Leila, who’s eyes were filled with tears.  ‘Oh, sorry…I didn’t mean to upset you…’ I told her.

‘No, no…that’s wonderful, Tallie.  Is she really…really here?’

‘Yes, she comes here often…think about you a lot.  She likes what you did with the cushions-from her old dresses.’

‘She does? I really didn’t want to throw them out, but it’s been so, so long…’

‘Well, she’s still here.  She wants you to know she loves you-a great deal…and to go with the teal colour?’ I said, frowning.  I didn’t understand that bit.

Leila gasps.  ‘Really? I’ve been debating over colours to redo the bedroom! She must have seen,’ she exclaimed. 

‘She does…she’s around,’ I smiled.

‘Thank you, Tallie.  Can you tell her I love her too? So, so much…and that I miss her,’ she requested.

I smiled at her, eyes a little wet with emotion.  ‘You just did,’ I said, simply.

As dinner continued, we moved onto other topics.  Quinn talked briefly about the murder case we were working on and then we heard about Quinn’s parents’ latest news which was varied and filled with Leila’s worries about her friends and who was sick, who had been diagnosed with cancer and how sad it was to be getting older with people she knew beginning to get ill.  We listened and chatted with them and when dinner was over, Quinn helped her to clean up while Bill showed me his work shed where he made things out of wood as a hobby.

When we came back inside, Quinn came to my side. ‘Shall we make a move?’ she asked.

‘Can I see your childhood bedroom first?’ I asked, smiling up at her.

‘Uh yeah…why?’

‘I don’t know…I’m nosy?’ I grinned.

‘Come on…just showing Tallie the rest of the house!’ Quinn called to her Mum in the kitchen.

‘Okay!’ she called back.

Quinn led me up the stairs and as she went down the hall and opened she door to her room, I was assaulted by many memories of her life here growing up.  I walked in and stood in the centre of the room, taking it all in.

Quinn closed the door behind us and came up behind me, encircling my waist and bending to kiss my neck.  The move was unexpected, and I leant my head back against her strong shoulder as her mouth teased my neck.

‘I like your room,’ I murmured, softly.

‘I like you,’ she replied, seductively.

I chuckled.  ‘This wasn’t why I asked to see your room,’ I laughed.

‘No? I thought you might want to get me alone,’ she said, clearly smiling by the sound of her voice.

‘I wanted to see where you grew up…get more of a sense of who you are,’ I told her.

‘And what do you see in this room?’ she asked.

‘Loads,’ I smiled, relaxing back against her as her hands played across my stomach. ‘I see you playing on the carpet as a little girl…music you loved.  I see you as a teenager,’ I smirked, ‘learning about your body and worrying about liking girls,’ I smiled, turning to look up at her.

She smiled down at me.

‘I see a lot of sexual discovery in this room…’

‘Sadly alone,’ she laughed, ‘I never once had a girl in here,’ she told me.

‘Until now…’ I added.

‘Yeah, until now,’ she nodded.  ‘But that’s a bit different, and we’re not engaging in sexual activity, Tallie.’

I turned in her arms and moved closer.  ‘Oh yeah?’ I murmured, leaning towards her mouth.

Her brief look of surprise pleased me before we both closed our eyes and kissed.  Her mouth moved against mine, opening up eagerly so I thrust my tongue wantonly inside.  She moaned softly and I pressed up against her, trailing my hand down her arm and then onto her stomach and lower.  When I reached her waistband, I hesitated but then dipped it lower to cup her with my hand.

‘Tallie!’ she exclaimed, lifting her head in surprise.  ‘What are you doing?’

‘So…you have now,’ I smiled.

‘Have what?’

‘Messed about with a girl in your room,’ I told her, grinning stupidly at her.

‘You’re so bad…’ she murmured, eyeing me with interest.  ‘Tallie…you’re making me want to do stuff…’

‘Kind of the point,’ I grinned, lifting my mouth to kiss her once more. 

‘Tallie,’ she groaned against my mouth. 

‘This won’t take long…’ I promised, backing her up against she door which was shut anyway.  ‘And your parents are at the back of the garden…so relax,’ I told her before dropping my eyes.

Her astonished face made me smile as I undid her jeans, pushed my hand inside and slid my fingers between her soft folds.

Her answering groan was deep and heartfelt.  ‘Tallie…’

I kissed her, rubbing her quickly, circling my fingers against her sensitive nub as my tongue played with hers. Her ragged breathing told me that she wasn’t going to last long, and I wanted her to climax quickly, so as not to alert her parents that we were up to no good in her room.

I lifted my mouth from hers and met her eyes.  ‘I want you to come,’ I murmured, my gaze holding hers.

Her hips moved and thrust against my fingers, her soft gasps sounding loudly in the quiet room as she lost it.  Coming hard, she kissed me passionately before throwing her head back upon her release.

Easing back, I smiled at her, grinning with pleasure as I bent into kiss her.  ‘Good?’ I questioned.

‘Tallie…’ she breathed.  ‘Oh God, so good,’ she breathed, her face hot and flushed.

‘Good,’ I grinned.  ‘Now you’ve definitely had some action in this room…’

‘Fucking hell, Tallie…what about you?’ she asked.

‘Later,’ I murmured.  ‘You can sort me out in a bit.  Come on…let’s go.’

‘Tallie!’ she exclaimed.

‘Come on…we need to go,’ I told her, cheekily.

Back downstairs, we headed to the garden and found Quinn’s parents standing under one of the trees discussing planting a new flowering bush.

‘We’ve got to get moving,’ Quinn told them, smiling.

I glanced up at her.  She was still a little flushed and I could tell she was worried they’d know what we’d been up to.  The truth was, they didn’t have a clue and wouldn’t have cared either. 

Quinn and I said our goodbyes and Leila made us promise we’d back soon for a return visit.  She hugged me hard and didn’t let go for long moments as she thanked me for a wonderful evening.  When she released me, I felt a connection to her which was new and special.  Quinn’s dad gave me a warm hug goodbye as well and I left feeling like I was involved in a family once again.

Back in the car, Quinn drove away, taking the road towards Heaven and driving swiftly away.  When she spoke, she made me laugh.

‘You got me off…in my parents’ house!’

‘I did,’ I grinned. ‘Did you like it?’

‘I loved it,’ she laughed.  ‘But I’m stunned you did it! I truly wasn’t expecting that,’ she said, reaching over to run a hand down my thigh.

‘No? Well, the urge took me…’

‘To put your hand in my pants?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah…you’re really hot, you know? And it means you’ll do the same for me soon,’ I said, smiling over at her hopefully.

‘Is that a request?’ she murmured, trailing her hand further up to cup me through my jeans.

I was already turned on, and I spread my legs and groaned at the touch of her larger hand.  ‘Just saying…there’s plenty of quiet spots in the woods out here…’

Her eyebrows rose with interest. ‘Oh really?’

‘If you’re interested…’

‘At touching you again? God, yes!’ she exclaimed, grinning at me.  ‘Where’s good?’

‘Anywhere you’re comfortable with,’ I told her, lifting my hips up as she rubbed me through my jeans.

‘God, Tallie, you make me so hot…I’m turning off,’ she said, abruptly, taking the next turn off up a stony gravel road to a forest-based car park. 

I glanced at her, noting the fierce concentration of her face as she drove up to park in the empty car park.   Her need was growing for me, and it turned me on even more to see her want to touch me so desperately.

She pulled into a spot under a tree and unclipped us both quickly.  Darkness surrounded us as she switched the car off and turned the lights off. 

‘Tallie…’ she groaned, reaching for me.

I moved blindly towards her, opening my mouth for her descending mouth which covered mine quickly and devoured me with such need I was taken away to someplace else. Her hand went to straight to my mound and rubbed me through my trousers, moving her fingers against me languidly.

I groaned with need, so desperate that I was aching with the desire for release.  Lifting her head, she pulled at my button and zipper before pushing her hand inside.  Bending down, she kissed me passionately as her fingers started to move.

Her fingers began moving more eagerly, rubbing me in circular motions and driving me wild with need.

‘Oh my God,’ I groaned, against her mouth.

‘You feel so good, baby,’ she groaned and then took my mouth once more.

I moaned into her mouth as her fingers rubbed me, moved further down and pushed inside me, stimulating me from the inside.  Finding my g-spot, I spread my legs further, crying out and tearing my mouth from hers as she thrust her fingers in and out rhythmically, pushing me higher and higher quickly. I couldn’t hold on and felt my tension building.  I arched and found my peak, my body soaking her fingers as she rubbed up inside me slickly.  Only the sound of my deep moaning and ragged gasps filled the quiet air in the car.

She moved her mouth back to mine to kiss me.  ‘God Tallie,’ she moaned, cupping my jaw as she kissed my neck slowly.  ‘You’re so gorgeous…turn me on so much…’

‘You horny again?’ I asked, low and deep.

‘Mmm hmm,’ she murmured as she kissed me.

I reached over, pushed my hand inside her jeans and sure enough, she was wet and slick, ready for my touch.  I quickly rubbed her off eagerly, while she panted her pleasure into the cold, night air.

‘God Tallie…so good…gonna…’ she didn’t get the chance to finish her sentence as she came, her moans and gasps filling the air instead.

‘Oh Tallie,’ she moaned, tugging me to her.

I held her close as our rapid breathing struggled to calm us. We held each other for what felt like long, slow minutes and when she finally released me, she was smiling.

‘Tallie…’ she groaned.

‘Looks like you have a high sex drive?’ I smiled, running my hand up her neck, seductively.

‘I do with you around,’ she chuckled.  ‘You make me so turned on, Tallie.  I’d kind of forgotten about all of it until you turned up and changed all that.’

‘I want you constantly,’ I told her, hands all over her.

‘Me too, baby,’ she moaned, kissing me softly, ‘But we better go…the band goes on at 9pm.’

‘Kiss me one more time,’ I begged, because I still felt the need for more.

She groaned and leaned in, tugging me towards her and devouring my mouth with hers.  Her tongue stroked mine and encouraged me to respond.  I came alive in her arms, once more and kissed her desperately.  By the time we parted, our breathing was ragged and erratic, and she rested her head against mine.

‘I want you in my bed, Tallie…I was it all…I want you beneath me, writing and moaning while I make love to you all night long.’

‘Yes,’ I moaned, brokenly.

‘Yes?’ she questioned. 

‘I want that too…I don’t care anymore…it’s not too soon, this is right…this thing between us…it’s so intense and I can’t wait…’

‘Soon then?’ she questioned.

I nodded.  ‘Soon.’

We broke apart enough for Quinn to start the car, but her hands still wouldn’t stop touching me.  She touched my thigh, my leg and held my hand all the way to Heaven.  We couldn’t separate, the bond was too strong.

When we reached the club, I turned to Quinn.  ‘They’re already here…Newsome and Mahers. Sticking out like sore thumbs,’ I told her.

‘I’ll message Newsome,’ Quinn said, finally pulling her hand away from me to reach for her phone.

‘Yeah, let them know we’re here and then send them on their way.  It’s not helping the people here relax, having them around.’

‘Maybe that’s a good thing with a killer on the loose-a little caution,’ she mused.

‘He fits in,’ I murmured, thinking.  ‘The background…one of those guys…’

‘They often are…the lurkers in the shadows.  He one’s you don’t notice,’ she said, looking over.

‘Newsome’s on his way out. He’s messaging you now.’

As Quinn’s phone beeped, she looked down and saw the message.  ‘They’re leaving.  Got nothing…as we’re here, they’re headed back.’

‘Okay, good.  It’s like I said, they’re just going to clam up to the police.  No-one wants them here.  We’re doing this the right way-incognito.’

‘So, what’s the plan when we’re inside?’ she questioned, handing me the lead on this one.

‘I just need to take it all in.  One thing though…I struggle in crowds,’ I told her.

‘I can imagine crowds are…hectic for you.’

‘Yeah…walking into one is like having thousands of people screaming at once and the thoughts are just messed up.  It sometimes leaves me disorientated too.’

‘Okay…so what can I do to help?’ she questioned.

‘Keep your arm around me, for physical support.  Dance with me…I’ll show you where or who I want to be near…and just keep your eyes and ears open. If I start going down strong, get me out of there.’

‘Physically go down?’ she asked.

‘Yeah…I mean literally.’

‘Okay…you’re kind of scaring me here, Tallie,’ she murmured.

‘It’s just hard.  You saw how it affects me, anyway…how sick it can make me.  Just…take care of me,’ I requested.

‘Always,’ she murmured, softly.

We headed into the club, hand in hand.

Chapter 6

Inside, the place was booming. People were everywhere and it was literally packed from one end to the other. The band was playing loud, rock music and the dance floor was full of men and women enjoying the music, dancing, flirting and making out. 

I squeezed Quinn’s hand tightly as we were suddenly in the midst of it and felt all the voices invade in a rush of activity in my brain.

Closing my eyes tightly, I turned into Quinn’s side, and Quinn cupped the back of my head, holding me to her body.  I felt protected and safe, as the onslaught begun.  Voices came at me from all directions, alerting me to various things going on in the club at the time.  I tried to distance myself from some of it so I could focus on individuals rather than situations I didn’t need to know about. 

‘Let’s get a drink,’ I said, lifting my mouth to Quinn’s ear.

She nodded and led me to the bar. I kept my hand around her waist to make it clear I was with her, but still got the looks, attention and sexual longing from other women.  It happened when I went out. 

‘You doing okay?’ Quinn asked, as we reached the bar.

‘Yeah.  Hanging in here,’ I murmured, as a woman to my left spoke.

‘Hey gorgeous.  Want a drink?’ she asked.

‘I’m here with my girlfriend,’ I said, pointedly, moving into Quinn’s side.  It felt good to be with her right now.  Usually, I had to fend off the idiots alone.

The woman eyed Quinn up and down.  ‘Well, I’m up for making it a party,’ she said, leering at us both.

‘Fuck off,’ Quinn told her, in no uncertain terms. 

‘Alright, alright! Just being friendly!’ she said, raising her hands.

I turned my back on her, hoping she would indeed fuck off.  When Quinn asked for our drinks, we got two bottles of Smirnoff Ice and then I took her hand and led her around.  I was making my way in and out of all the men, searching for clues, finding out who was here and looking for our killer.  I found nothing of interest, and we ended up standing to one side of the dance floor sipping our drinks.

‘Any luck?’ she said into my ear.

‘Nothing yet,’ I replied, lifting up to speak directly into her own ear.  The music was deafeningly loud and my whole body was pumping with the heady beat. 

‘You doing okay?’ she asked.

‘Getting by,’ I replied, looking up at her.

‘If you need a break, just let me know…’ she said.

‘How are you going to give me a break?’ I questioned.

‘By doing this,’ she said, and dipped down to kiss me.

As her mouth met mine, the rest of the world faded away.  With her mouth teasing mine and coaxing my lips open to play with hers, the club disappeared, and I was left with only Quinn.  I sank into her body, loving the feel of her strong body against mine.  Her mouth was working mine eagerly, her tongue slipping inside to mate with mine. 

I couldn’t help but become aroused and as she kissed me, she moved, dancing with me a little to the beat of the music.  The voices were gone, the need and desire back, and I was loving every second of being in her arms.

When she eventually let me go, it was too soon.  The voices flooded back in, and I had to drop my head to her chest to deal with the influx of information. 

‘Shall we get you out of here?’ she asked, close to my ear.

‘No…I’m coping,’ I told her.  ‘Let’s do a circuit…see what we can find.’

We made our way around the dance floor.  I deliberately got close to people of interest and looked specifically at men who were fading into the background, trying not to be noticed. 

‘Anything?’

‘Plenty-but nothing useful for our case,’ I told her.

‘Okay…well, just enjoy the music? Might as well while we’re here?’ she suggested.

I heard her internal thought process-make me relax and it might help me gain useful information.  She also liked the idea of dancing with me, feeling like we were on a date and getting up close and personal with me whilst we danced.  ‘Okay…let’s dance,’ I smiled.

She grinned happily at me, much more focused on me in that moment than catching a killer.  On the outskirts of the dance floor, we moved closely together and started moving together.  To my delight, she could move well! Drawing me close, her hands at my waist, she undulated against me to the music and eased me upwards and onto her thigh, so that we rubbed each other in erotic fashion as we danced.  Lifting my hands to her shoulders, I pressed closer and lost myself in her eyes which held mine as we moved simultaneously.

The rest of the crowd quickly got forgotten as we became more interested in one another than what was going on in the club.  Quinn’s thigh was hard and solid as she pressed and rubbed up against me and I wondered what she’d be like in bed-whether I’d see the gentle and attentive side of her or the desperate, passionate side which seemed to come out every now and then as we kissed. I felt an ache in the pit of my stomach, and realised it was desire.  I wanted her in every way possible, and despite just having met her, the thought didn’t scare me as it should have.

Quinn and I danced until the band finished their set.  Lingering at the club, there was nothing of interest going on at all so when everyone had left and the band were packing up, we left as well, heading back to the car hand in hand.

In the car, Quinn turned to me in the darkness.  ‘No luck then?’

‘Not in the case…the dancing I did enjoy though,’ I said, leaning my head back against the seat and smiling over at her seductively.

‘I enjoyed it too, Tallie,’ she smiled.

‘You going to take me home?’ I asked, suggestively, hoping she’d take the bait.

Her eyes widened and her eyebrows rose.  ‘Do you want to…tonight?’ she murmured, shocked.

I shrugged.  ‘Maybe…’

‘Tallie,’ she groaned, reaching across the car, and dragging me roughly into her arms. 

Her mouth plundered mine, kissing me hungrily and showing me with her kiss just how much she wanted me.  When she lifted her head, her bright-blue eyes blazed down into mine.  ‘Tallie…I want to make love to you all night long.  I want to push you over the edge again and again.  Baby…’ she groaned, kissing me again.

I reached over, sliding my hand to the top of her thigh. ‘Take me home,’ I begged.  ‘Please…’

She released me and briskly revved the engine.  She drove home faster than she should have, but neither of us were in the mood to wait.

Forty minutes later, we pulled up outside her house.  The silence between us was deafening but it was because of the sexual tension which coursed between us.  Hurrying out of the car and up the drive to the door, Quinn fumbled with the lock, her movements betraying how much I was getting to her. 

The second we were inside, and the door was closed, she grabbed me and pressed me back up against the front door, pressing her body close to mine and bending her head to capture my mouth.  I was already aroused, but her kiss made me moan with desire.  I knew I couldn’t hold back any longer.  The suspense to experience everything with her was just too intense.

Her lips suckled on my lower lip before opening over mine and sliding her tongue inside my mouth.  The slick, wet heat made me ache even more and I tugged at her, needing more, wanting her touching me everywhere.

My hand slid down her arms, over her breasts and downwards to her thighs, pushing between them with my hand.  Quinn groaned and lifted her head.  ‘Not here, baby…bed…’

‘I need you,’ I moaned, kissing her desperately.

‘Come on…in my bed,’ she gasped, as my mouth closed over her neck.

Quinn wrapped a strong arm around my waist and hustled me up the stairs, our hands all over each other the whole time.  She couldn’t leave me alone and I loved how much she needed me, how much she desperately wanted me. I knew that I’d never been this turned on and the way Quinn was with me made me focus only on her, as her attentive focus demanded the same response.

Dragging me into the room, she hauled me back into her arms with a desperation which floored me and made me ache to feel her pushing me towards ecstasy.

‘Please,’ I begged, as her mouth worked over mine. 

‘Baby…you feel…so good,’ she murmured, kissing me.

‘More,’ I told her, needing her to do more, needing to be touched.

She stepped with me backwards until we reached the edge of the bed, her mouth moving over mine as her tongue played in my mouth.  When my knees hit the side, we went down together, falling back onto the bed together.

Her body covered mine and the room was dark, aside from the moonlight.  She gently lifted her hand and brushed my hair back from my temple.  ‘You’re so gorgeous, Tallie,’ she breathed, looking down at me with bright-blue eyes.

I sighed, thinking only of her.

‘You sure about this, baby?’ she asked.

I nodded.  ‘I want this…I’m sure,’ I told her, knowing she needed to know that I was positive about this. 

‘I’ve never felt this…’ she broke off.

‘I know…me neither.  I need you so much,’ I begged, reaching between us and massaging her between her legs, rubbing her languidly.  ‘Please,’ I groaned.

‘Baby,’ she moaned back.

She gave in with a grunt of frustration, bending swiftly to take my mouth once more.  Her touch was urgent and desperate, and she kissed me hungrily, plundering my mouth with her tongue. 

Quinn worked her way downwards, kissing my neck and licking at the sensitive flesh there.  Down further we went, licking, lapping and suckling on my erect, puckered nipples before moving lower down to trail her mouth down my flat stomach.

When she reached the space between my thighs, I was pulsing with energy, my sex glistening in readiness for her touch.  Her head moved between my legs, and she started licking me eagerly, as her hand reached between my legs to circle temptingly at my entrance. She bent lower to lick at my hole, using her tongue to rhythmically stimulate me with constant flicks of her tongue against the most intimate of areas. 

As she sucked, licked and lavished her tongue all over my tender folds, she added another finger, pushing inside me thickly and rubbing against my g-spot.  The dual pleasure of her mouth and hand had me undulating in rhythmic motion, desperate to climax.  It was all too much, and I threw my head back in pleasure, making so much noise as her mouth pushed me higher and higher.  Her hand stilled inside me, and she used her tongue, focusing in on my clitoris, suckling it hard and using the flat of her tongue to push me into the beyond. 

I came against her tongue, crying out in pleasure as my whole body bucked and tensed beneath hers.  I tightened and released, feeling my body react against her fingers which were buried inside me.  As I began basking in the afterglow, she pushed my knee wider up before pushing her fingers deeper inside and crooking them towards my stomach, finding my g-spot.  Before I could recover from the first amazing orgasm, she began moving her hand fast and hard, rubbing it so furiously that I could do nothing but hold on for the ride, gasping and struggling to maintain my composure as she pushed my body to new heights.  I felt a sudden rush of liquid and my body was gushing with another orgasm unlike anything I’d ever experienced. 

‘Tallie,’ she groaned, looking down at her hand buried between my legs.

‘Oh my God,’ I moaned, completely out of it.

She moved it again, seeing if she could stimulate me again and started speeding up from a regular movement to quicker again and then at a rapid pace, so fierce that I could do nothing but hold on for the ride, my breasts tight and hard and my stomach muscles contracting wildly under her ministrations.  The thrusting continued and she worked me faster, harder and then pushed me to the brink again, making my sex squirt against her hand once more, the release so incredibly satisfying that my whole body rolled with wave upon wave of delicious sensation.

Her fingers slowly pulled out and she let me bask in the afterglow for several moments, moving up to lie alongside me while I lay recovering.

When I could move, a few minutes later, I turned my head and met her eyes.  She was smiling at me with complete contentment, but I knew she was so aroused and turned on by what we had shared that I needed to make sure it was her turn.

Moving her to her back, I kissed her at length before making a trail down her body slowly, kissing and suckling the entire way and lavishing attention on her neck, her breasts before settling between her legs.  I bent there, eagerly licking her everywhere and loving the way she squirmed beneath my touch, the pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable at times.  She moved and cried out, moaned and writhed and I used my tongue to push her higher and higher, loving the sounds of pleasure she made and knowing just where to move to in order to stimulate her further.

I lapped at her, going to town with my tongue and moving faster and harder, suckling her more and making her cry out, gasp and her breathing turned ragged fast.

I knew when she was close as her hips started to move and I had to grab them to still them, hold her still to push her to the brink.  Focusing hard on her clitoris, I kept working her over while she cried out and her breathing faltered.  She arched suddenly, bucking against me before bearing down on my mouth.  I kept going as she came, riding her through the pleasure and then over the crashing waves until she was finally spent.  Slumping down on her stomach, I felt the hammering of her heart from above, reverberating through her whole system as she tried to recover from the incredible force of her orgasm.

It was several moments later when I moved, reaching over to the nightstand where I knew she kept her sex toy and lube.  After retrieving it, I sat between her splayed legs and pulled it on to her before strapping it tightly, smiling down at her.  She looked and felt pleased by this development, especially as it would pleasure both us of, me from the inside and her from the vibration attachment against her clitoris. 

After it was in place, I climbed astride her before adding more lube to myself and the toy.  I then positioned myself and slowly sank down until it was buried inside me.  Reaching up to cup my breasts, she held them with her hands as I started to move, up and down, circling and finding the spot inside me where it felt the best.  Reaching down I switched it onto buzz between us and Quinn startled a little at the pleasure of the vibration snugly pressed up against her already-stimulated clitoris.  Moaning with pleasure, she gripped my hips and pulled me towards her to ride back and forth on the toy, pleasuring us both in the process.

I rode her at an ever-increasing place, setting a rhythm and taking my own pleasure from it, knowing that she was finding her own bliss beneath me.   When we both came simultaneously, it was like a little miracle as we arched and bucked, rode and cried out our bliss.  It was absolute heaven and my whole body sang with ecstasy.

As the aftershocks slowly flooded through us, I collapsed heavily on top of her, the toy still buried inside me.  I wrapped my arms around her and held her close.  I never wanted this moment to end.

We must have slipped into sleep for a while because I woke shortly after.

‘Tallie…’ she moaned, sounding sated.

‘Quinn…’ I replied, loving hearing my name on her passionate lips.

‘Felt so good,’ she murmured.

‘Mmm…it did,’ I said, smiling.

Lifting off her, I lay back down beside her, and she turned to roll to my side, kissing me slowly while her hand moved down to the wetness between my legs where I was soaked due to coming so many times, the lube and the toy adding to the slickness.

She moved then, down between my legs and began to lap at me once more.  I didn’t think it was possible, but as she continued to lick me extensively there, I found myself growing aroused once more.   She was so attentive to me, so aware of my needs that a short while later, after lapping at me and suckling me more and more, I felt my need rising and wanted to do it all over again.

‘Please,’ I moaned, after she continued to tease me.

‘Please what, baby?’

‘Inside me…please…need you,’ I gasped, as she trailed her tongue along my slick folds.

She looked up and moved upwards to lie on top of me.  ‘I don’t want to hurt you…’

‘You’re not,’ I promised.  ‘Please…it feels so good…do it again?’

‘Yeah,’ she murmured.

Quinn moved back, positioning herself so she could enter me, and slowly…very slowly, filled me with the toy.

I let my head fall back as I groaned my pleasure.  Collapsing down on top of me, she began kissing me slowly, her tongue playing with mine as she moved very slowly inside me.  The soreness from being stretched had eased and all I felt was fullness and pleasure as she moved deeply within me.

Moving upwards to sit between my thighs, she pinned my legs wide to the bed with her arms and began undulating her hips in a slow, regular movement which had me fisting the bedsheets tightly and gasping in delight.

I wanted her to speed up, to make me loose it fast, but she was moving in slow, drawn-out thrusts which send me spiralling in a sensual build towards orgasm.

‘Quinn,’ I moaned, repeatedly.

She didn’t increase her thrusts, didn’t go harder, just maintained the slow, deep and sexual movements of her hips as her mouth played with mine in erotic sweeps of her tongue.  This time, my orgasm built slowly.  It was drawn out, gradual and by the time she finally pushed me over the edge, I felt like weeping it was so incredible. The moments of bliss were pure ecstasy, and I knew in that moment that I would never forget this night in a million years. 

Drawing out and pulling me into her arms so we lay side by side, my last thought marvelled at the fact I’d fallen in love with her already.  We fell asleep quickly, both completely and utterly shattered.

Morning arrived way too soon and Quinn’s 6am alarm had me groaning and burying my head in the pillow.  I felt her turn to switch it off and then strong, warm arms encircled me from behind and pulled me back against her solid body. 

The night before came flooding back in erotically charged images of our time spent in bed together.  Even with my eyes closed and my body still hazy from sleep, I felt my body throbbing with thoughts of how good it had been between us.

Quinn was clearly of the same opinion as while I wriggled my butt back against her warm body, her hips gently undulated against me in circular, sexual movements, indicative of making love.  Becoming interested in this development quickly, I moaned my pleasure and rubbed myself back against her body.  Quinn moaned and tightened the hand wrapped around my chest.

‘Quinn…’ I groaned.

‘Baby,’ she murmured, sleepily rubbing herself languidly against me.

Figuring she was still half asleep, I reached over and picked up she discarded toy and lube from the night before. Quinn’s moan told me she was into this development.  I attached it to her before sitting astride her and lowering myself slowly onto the lube-covered toy. It filled me up inch by inch, stretching me wide and making me moan with how good it felt. I was so aroused that it was easier than last night, my body accommodating the size well and allowing it inside.  Once I’d sat down fully on top of her, I moved experimentally, circling my hips a little and feeling the pleasure build.  Reaching down to turn the toy on, the insistent buzzing filled the room immediately. 

It was like the vibration woke her properly as Quinn suddenly made a deep sound in her throat, reaching for me and tugged me down to kiss her passionately.  Our mouths met and delved, our tongues searching in desperation for more.  Rolling me over, she took over, increasing the pace and beginning to thrust into me in faster, harder movements.  Her hands gripped my tight breasts and squeezed, and I felt myself ready to climax fast and hard. 

I cried out a litany of curses, moans and erotically charged words which only seemed to push her further and further to the edge as her hands gripped my hips as she thrust inside me fast and hard. 

She tensed and stiffened above me, thrusting deep as she lost it and came, the vibrations against her clitoris proving too much.  I felt her loose it and allowed myself to let go, arching up and crying out as I climaxed hard.

‘God Tallie,’ she groaned, falling forwards to lie on top of me for a moment before shifting over to lie beside me. 

I turned onto my side to face her, moving into her arms blindly, my eyes still closed.  She gathered me close, and our bodies wrapped around one another’s as if they were made for one another.

‘Ten minutes,’ she murmured, sleepily.

‘Umm,’ I managed, already drifting.

Ten minutes turned into half an hour, at which point Quinn woke and started encouraging me to do the same.

‘Tallie…baby…’

‘Urgh,’ I groaned, struggling to pull myself out of the wonderful dreams I’d been having.  Quinn and I had been on a beach…somewhere beautiful.  Sipping cocktails under a palm tree, we’d been kissing in the hammock for what felt like hours.

‘Tallie, wake up, baby.’

I opened my eyes.  She lay beside me, raised up on her elbow slightly as she stared down at me, blue-eyes bright.  ‘Hey.’

‘Hey,’ she smiled, leaning over to kiss me softly.  ‘I hate to do this, but we have to get up…we’re going to be late otherwise.’

‘I don’t even care,’ I smiled, reaching for her with my hand.

She grinned.   ‘Tallie…last night was…’

‘Amazing,’ I suggested.  ‘Life changing? The best sex either of us have ever had?’ I chuckled.

She smiled at me, happily.  ‘I’ll opt for all of the above,’ she said, kissing me slowly again.

‘I wish the whole world could disappear and we could just stay here,’ I murmured, softly.  ‘I was having the best dream…’

‘Oh yeah? What was it?’

I sighed. ‘We were in the Maldives.  We were lying in a hammock under palm trees, sipping cocktails and you were kissing me…there was so much kissing,’ I murmured, lost in thought.

‘Was it a dream? Or something else?’ she asked, watching me closely, her hand gently pushing the hair out of my eyes.

I smiled, cheekily.

‘Really?’

I chuckled.  ‘Well…let’s just see I see plenty of things to look forward to.’

She scanned my eyes.  ‘And you’re the one who told me you don’t do relationships…you don’t fall in love.’

I met her eyes and couldn’t look away.  ‘I guess people can change,’ I said, slowly.  ‘And let’s face it…I think it’s a little bit late for that,’ I murmured, eyeing her cautiously and listening for how she felt about hearing that.

I shouldn’t have worried.  She knew already how she felt, and unlike me, wasn’t afraid of feeling it.  ‘It is?’ she questioned.

I smiled at her.  ‘Let’s just say last night was…something of a revelation for me.’

‘Really?’

‘Yeah,’ I murmured.  ‘And I’m going to try and not be freaked out about this.  I want this as much as you do, Quinn.’

‘Tallie, I’m so lucky to have found you…have you got any idea how much last night meant to me…how different it felt to be with you?’

‘I have an idea…I can feel it in you.’

She sighed.  ‘I wish we didn’t have to go to work…’

‘What time is it?’ I questioned.

‘Don’t even think about it,’ she warned.  ‘It’s 7am already.  We’re meant to be in at 8!’

‘We did do overtime last night,’ I reminded her.

‘I don’t think that affects the fact that we’re meant to be in to work at 8am,’ she chuckled.

‘Urgh,’ I groaned, flopping onto my back tiredly.  ‘I could stay here forever…’

‘Come on, you. Showers…separately…otherwise I know we’ll get up to no good again.’

‘Can we?’ I asked, brightening.

‘No, Tallie!’ she laughed, rolling off the bed.  ‘We’re going to be late as it is.  Have a quick shower and I’ll get us a coffee before we head in.’

‘Let’s hope it’s been a quiet night,’ I murmured, climbing off the bed and trying to ignore how gorgeous Quinn looked completely naked and wondering around the bedroom.

‘You can’t tell what happened last night?’ she questioned.

I sighed.  ‘I literally have no idea, Quinn.  I’m so completely distracted by you right now that I wouldn’t even know if another person had been murdered,’ I told her, meeting her eyes.

‘Really?’

‘Yes, really,’ I murmured.

‘That’s not such a good thing, Tallie…’

‘It is for me.  I’ve had years and years of being stuck with voices spinning around my head and dealing with everyone else’s problems, I can’t tell you how refreshing it is to actually be able to take a step back from it all and actually have a life of my own.’

‘I want that for you too, Tallie.  I really do.  We do have to get to work though,’ she said, regretfully.

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, standing.  ‘I’ll get showered,’ I said, heading out of the room.

‘Nice view,’ she laughed, swatting me on the backside as I headed past her.

I threw her a happy grin over my shoulder and hurried to the shower.

I took a quick shower and dressed rapidly.  Heading down to the kitchen, I saw Quinn putting the caps on our hers and hers thermoses. 

‘Hey gorgeous,’ she smiled at me.

‘Hey,’ I grinned, walking towards her and plastering myself to her chest, lifting my face for a kiss.

She bent and kissed me thoroughly, lifting her head to gaze down at me afterwards.  ‘You’re so beautiful, Tallie.’

‘Yeah? Tell me again later?’ I requested.

‘I’ll tell you for the rest of our lives, baby,’ she said, romantically.

I sighed, staring up at her, knowing that it was something which was headed our way in she years to come.   ‘Well, it’s lucky I’m not going anywhere then, isn’t it?’ I smiled.

‘Come on, you…let’s go to work.’

Heading out to the car, we both knew we would be a little late for work.  It was unavoidable after such a busy night with our overtime and introduction to each other sexually.  We got into the car and Quinn drove swiftly away, heading down the lane towards the town. 

As she drove, she reached over to run her hand along my thigh and then rested it here.  It felt comforting and relaxing.

‘I can’t even connect,’ I said, out of the blue.

‘What?’ she questioned.

‘I can even connect with anyone but you right now,’ I told her, sighing.  ‘The voices haven’t come back yet…since we were together.’

Quinn glanced over.  ‘So, I help you in that way?’ she questioned.

‘It’s amazing. It makes me feel so good to be able to sleep and relax properly.  My head’s so full of you that nothing else is there,’ I said, smiling over at her as she pulled up into the station’s car park.

‘I’m glad,’ she said, leaning over to kiss me briefly. 

Anyone could have seen us now-we were in a public place, but she didn’t seem to care. 

‘I don’t want our time together to end,’ she murmured, ‘but we don’t have a choice…’

‘Don’t worry.  I plan on coming back to yours later,’ I said, softly, ‘so we can spend more time together.’

‘I’d like that,’ she replied, quietly.

‘Come on, gorgeous.  We’re late.’

Quinn and I headed into she police station quickly and made our way to the elevator.  It was nearly 8.30am and as I stepped inside the lift, I heard the voices flood back.

‘Ah fuck,’ I said, dropping my head into my hands.

‘You okay?’ she asked, a hand touching my shoulder.

‘Jacobs is fuming…’ I murmured, opening my eyes. I let the thoughts drift in and could hear him moaning.  ‘Something’s happened…fuck, someone is missing again…oh no…God, it’s my fault, Quinn.  I’ve been so pre-occupied with everything that’s been happening between us that I didn’t see…I could have prevented…’

‘Stop,’ she ordered me, taking me firmly by the shoulders.  ‘Tallie, none of this is your responsibility. The fact you’ve given us extra information is an added bonus, but it is not your fault that any of this happened-do you hear me? You are not to blame yourself.’

I nodded but felt a sense of guilt settling over me as the elevator door sprang open and Quinn dropped her hands from me abruptly. 

Heading out, Detective Inspector Jacobs could be heard ranting from all the way down the hall.

‘And the wanderers return! Fucking hell, what the fuck!’ Jacobs raged.  ‘We’ve got a missing man and two Detectives waiting for shift change and you waltz in here like fucking royalty.  I’ve been calling you,’ she said, accusingly to Quinn, ‘and where the fuck were you? I called the motel you’ve listed as your current address, and they told me no-one of that name is staying here.  What the fuck is going on?’

‘I stayed at Quinn’s last night,’ I told him, calmly, not wanting to incite him anymore.  ‘We were at ‘Heaven’ late undercover and instead of going two places, we ended up just going to hers.’

The detective inspector gave us a disgusted look.  ‘Not that it did you any good!’ he exclaimed. ‘Another man is missing! Do you have any idea what pressure we’re under right now? No! Just having a fucking lie in!’ he exclaimed angrily.

I glanced at Mahers and Newsome, who were cringing as he ranted.  It seemed he had been on one this morning and I knew why, which was understandable in my eyes, but no need to take it out on any of us.

‘Sir?’ I murmured, softly.

‘What, Tait?’

‘How can we help?’ I asked.

‘You can help by fucking being here on time when you’re meant to be and not gallivanting at some club when you’re meant to be working the case!’ he exclaimed.

‘We weren’t gallivanting, sir.  Just because it’s a gay club and I happen to be a gay woman; it doesn’t mean my presence there was anything less than work-based.  We spent long hours scoping the place out, finding out more about it, talking to staff and getting to know regulars.  It was very useful to be there, sir.  We’re late because we put in long hours last night.  You don’t need to be upset with us just because your wife is pissed off with you.  Flowers wouldn’t go amiss, by the way-and a proper apology.  If you phone her now, you might catch her before she goes to her sisters for a very long weekend away,’ I finished, staring at him with intent eyes.

Her eyes widened and she gaped at me. ‘What did you just say?’

‘You heard every word.  I know you’ve found about me too.  I don’t care.  Think of me what you will.  I’m here to work and I do a good job.  Go and phone her quickly.  She’s packing her bags as we speak.  Get flowers, chocolates and say fucking sorry,’ I told him.

He stared for another moment before turning and leaving.  I was left with Quinn, Newsome and Mahers staring at me as if I had three heads.

‘What the fuck was that?’ Newsome asked.

Quinn smiled at me.  ‘I quite enjoyed that,’ she grinned. 

‘How’d you know all that stuff about Jacobs?’ Mahers asked Tallie.

Tallie shrugged.  ‘You’re going to hear about it sometime anyway,’ I told them.  ‘Look, I have some…abilities…I sometimes know stuff about people which is unavoidable,’ I explained. 

‘You’re a psychic?’ Newsome asked, condescendingly. 

‘We don’t use psychics in our investigations,’ Mahers said, his clear disapproval of me coming through strongly.

‘Yeah, well, I’ve never once claimed to be a psychic,’ I told them, feeling what was coming. It always did-the part where I had to prove myself.  The part where no-one ever believed me until I told them some shocking home truths and gave them no choice but to believe that I was something unique and special.

‘What do you claim to be then?’ Newsome demanded.

‘I’m claiming nothing,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘But you want your proof? Okay then, here it is.  Newsome, your cheating is going to come back to haunt you, man.  Your wife is onto you.  She already suspects but if you go ahead with the weekend away, she’ll know for sure.  She’s already put a tracker onto your car-under the driver side wheel hub.’

He gaped at me.

‘Make a decision dude.  It’ll be easier on both of you in the long run,’ I told him, and turned towards Mahers.  ‘As for you, I’m just…you just make me feel sad.’

‘Sad?’ he frowned, cocking his head at me.

‘Yeah…since your wife died, you’ve done incredibly well to continue with work and home as you have but…’ I looked over his shoulder listening to his wife’s message. ‘She doesn’t want you to be alone,’ I told her, looking beyond him.  ‘She likes what you’ve done in the garden with the shed.  She says you should go ahead with the tomatoes.  The cruise you’ve been looking at? Go on it.  She wants you to live, not die.  Oh, and apparently, she left you a letter which she wrote in her final days.  She says you’ve never read it because you’re scared to.  Don’t be scared, she says.  Read it.  It’ll help you.’

‘You can see her?’ he asked, his eyes filled with unshed tears.

‘Yes,’ I nodded, speaking very softly.

‘What does she…how does she…?’

‘She’s smiley, happy and wearing a dress with daisies on.  She keeps pointing at them and telling me how much she likes them,’ I said, smiling at him, warmly.

‘That’s what she…that’s what…’ he broke off, his voice breaking.

‘Go home,’ I said, kindly.  ‘We can take over from here…’

‘But there’s a missing man,’ Newsome spoke up.  ‘We’ve logged it all on the handover but haven’t been to see the family yet. We can stay and help?’

‘No, you two go home…we’ll take over.  It’s fine.  Thanks guys-and apologies for being late.  It wasn’t intentional and won’t happen again.’

‘Hey, no worries-it was only Jacobs who was doing his nut in…but like Tait here says, it was probably because he was pissed off after arguing with his wife.’

‘Exactly,’ I murmured.

‘Okay, well, see you later,’ Quinn told them.

Both men left, their minds filled with the information I had provided them with.  They both headed off to resolve their individual lives while we were left with the latest missing man to find.

‘You okay?’ Quinn asked, as we took our seats at the desk.

‘Yeah, fine,’ I muttered, scanning through the information.

‘Why did you do that?’ she asked, close to my ear.

‘Just drop it for now, Quinn…let’s focus on this guy,’ I said, reading what they knew about him.

‘Tallie, this isn’t your fault.’

I rounded on her, harshly.  ‘It is my fault, Quinn! If I hadn’t been so distracted, I would have at least known something!’ I said, reeling with the information that a man might die because of me.

‘No, Tallie! Not because of you! You’re allowed a life of your own! You’re allowed to finish work and leave it behind while you have a private life.’

I dropped my head in my hands.  ‘Can we just…leave this…till later…I want to connect…’

‘Okay…but I’m adamant about this, Tallie.  This is not your fault!’

I could have cried.  ‘Let’s get to work.’

The missing man was called Callum Trant.  He was 21 years old, a student at a local University and was known to go to ‘Heaven’ on occasion.  He lived in a shared house with two other men and two women. 

‘We need to go there,’ I murmured.

‘Go where?’

‘His house,’ I told Quinn.  ‘I can’t feel anything about him.  If we go to his house where I can touch some of his belongings and feel his essence, I might be able to get something about him…at the moment, I can’t feel anything.  Fuck, Quinn, I hope he’s not dead already.’

‘Come on then.  Let’s go.’

Quinn and I quickly took the information needed and headed out towards the home Callum shared with his roommates.  It was ten minutes away and Quinn and I didn’t speak during the drive as I was so preoccupied.

At the house, one of his roommates welcomed us in and showed us his room.  As Quinn spoke to Immy-her roommate, I looked around, touching items in a subtle way so that I could get a sense of the man who was missing.

‘When did you last see Callum?’ Quinn was asking.

‘Last night at dinner.  We all shared pizza around seven,’ she told her.

‘Anything out of the ordinary happen during dinner?’ Quinn asked.

‘No, everything was normal.  He was happy and excitable because he was going out!’

‘On his own?’ Quinn questioned.

‘No, he was going to a gay club with his friend, Marty.  They’re not together but they’re both gay so they often go to the clubs together.’

‘Can you give me Marty’s contact details?’ Quinn requested.

‘I’m sorry, but I don’t know them.  I’ve met him briefly once or twice but he’s someone Callum goes out with-not someone he brings home.’

‘Does Callum have a boyfriend?’ Quinn wondered.

‘No, he’s single.  That’s why he was headed out. He joked at dinner about going out on the pull.  He wanted to meet someone, and he said ‘Heaven’ was a sure thing…said he always met someone willing there.’

‘Oh really.  That’s interesting.’

‘He used to go there a lot,’ she murmured, ‘but he always comes home-no matter how late.’

‘Could he have met someone? Stayed at theirs?’ Quinn suggested.

‘I guess so…but it’s out of habit for him.  We have this student house, so he always brings his hook-ups here.’

‘Okay,’ Quinn murmured.  ‘Do any of your housemates have the contact details for his friend-Marty?’

‘I don’t think so,’ she replied.  ‘I mean, none of us are friends with him.’

I faded away as I held Callum’s watch in my hand-something which I knew he’d just recently had touching his flesh.  The present slipped away, and I was somewhere dark, cold and terrifying.  With arms and legs bound, I was trapped and no amount of struggling set me free.  My head was hazy and my breathing ragged.  I was being held captive.

Groaning in pain, I slumped forwards over the desk and pictured the place where he was.  Quinn was at my side immediately. 

‘Tallie?’

‘He’s alive…’ I moaned, clutching my sick stomach.  ‘I think I can find him…’

Chapter 7

Quinn and I hurried out to the car, and she quickly headed out of the station and began driving towards a destination unknown.  I was going by feeling alone, and even that I was unsure of.

‘Head out to the bridge over the river,’ I told her. 

‘Okay, Tallie,’ she nodded, face set and her concentration on the road.

She was worried about me and what I had done back at the station revealing myself, but she was also a professional and trying to bring her attention back to the case and what needed to be done. 

I closed my eyes and gripped the watch I’d pocketed from Callum’s room earlier.  I could feel him, and he wasn’t in a good way.  I couldn’t quite figure out why he wasn’t in a good way, but that sense was there.

‘You doing okay over there?’

‘Huh?’ I asked, completely out of it.

‘You were groaning,’ she told me.

‘Oh…yeah.  I can sense him.  I know he’s in trouble and being held captive somewhere but I’m just trying to get details on it all…how he feels…what’s been done to him…’

‘Well, remember they’ve been drugged…could it be that?’ Quinn questioned.

I hadn’t considered that.  ‘You’re right.  Everything is really hazy, and my head feels kind of…woolly inside.’

‘Your head?’

‘Well, his head…it’s like I’m him when I connect,’ I explained.

‘What can you tell me about where he’s being held?’ Quinn questioned, figuring that as I was talking, she might as well get as much information as she could from me.

‘He’s cold and damp…the place is old and dilapidated.  There’s…broken wood…it’s…a shed of some sort?’ I questioned myself.

‘Where is this place?’

‘Walking distance from the river bridge,’ I murmured, closing my eyes and watching the killer carry Callum over his shoulder and down over the muddy ground towards the forest.  I could see the direction he headed in and believed I could find it.

‘Okay…and do we need to call back up? Is this dangerous?’

‘I…don’t think so…I think he’s abandoned him here until later…I don’t think he…I don’t think he is going to go back…till late…till he feels…I don’t know, Quinn.  I feel like he got scared last night…like the police are closing in.  Maybe it’s because they were there last night.  We were there.’

‘Maybe,’ she murmured.

‘I think we can…God, Quinn I hope we can find him,’ I almost whispered. 

‘Tallie, you can’t blame yourself like this!’

‘Well, I do,’ I said, grimly.  ‘If he dies, it’s on my shoulders…’

‘Tallie…’ she groaned but said no more. 

Focusing on the driving, we fell into silence.

When we reached the bridge, I was out of the car before Quinn had even turned off the car.  Hurrying down the embankment, I set off at a run, heading up into the forest beyond.  I could hear Quinn’s footsteps thundering behind me as I sprinted through the undergrowth. Time was of the essence, and I was more than determined to find Callum before he suffered the same fate as the others.

My breath came in harsh gasps as I drew much-needed oxygen into my burning lungs. Looking left and right, I considered where I was.  My head was confused, hazy and heavy.  The drugs, I realised. I stopped, closed my eyes, and clutched the watch belonging to Callum and tried to sense him.  It took several long moments of sheer concentration, the sweat dripping down my forehead but when I found him, it was his breathing which alerted me to his presence.  Running blindly, I hurried off.  We were close.

Quinn followed close behind and suddenly, I saw the place.  It was hard to make out, completely camouflaged by the surrounding trees and overgrowth of forest but the abandoned little hut was as plain as day to me-and I knew Callum was inside. 

Hurrying ahead of Quinn to the door, I pushed my way inside without a second thought about procedure and calling back up and found him lying in a corner, tied to an iron-framed single bed which looked like it had been abandoned many years previously.   Rushing to him, I checked his pulse.  It was thready, but there.  His body parts were intact, but he’d been badly beaten, the side of his head swollen massively with a huge cut which had run down the side of his face and dried in matted blood.

‘Callum?’ I said, cupping his face in my hand.  ‘Callum, you need to wake up!’ I said, urgently.

Sudden sounds from behind me alerted me to the fact that Quinn had arrived.  Briefly realising I had heard him behind me calling for back-up and giving our location, I turned.  ‘Quinn…help me with him.’

‘Ambulance is on the way.  Just keep him secure and let the paramedics do this properly,’ Quinn told me, frowning down at the scene.

‘He’s still bleeding heavily. ETA?’

‘Few minutes…they’re on the way, Tallie,’ she assured me.  ‘I’ll go out the front and show them where we are…’ she told me, heading for the door.  I watched her retreating form, frowning.

A sudden vision had me dropping to my hands and knees and shuddering with sudden terror. Scrambling up, I sprinted back to the door and outside, tackling Quinn to the floor full-force as the gunshots rang out, whizzing past us and thankfully hitting a tree rather than their intended target-Quinn.

‘Stay down!’ I warned her, breathlessly.

The harsh cries of the ambulance nearing, and sirens were a blessed relief, and I panted above her, scared for her life.

‘Don’t you fucking move,’ I ordered her, as she tried shifting.

Suddenly, paramedics were there, and I felt safe enough to release Quinn from my death hold.  ‘We were just shot at,’ I said, hurriedly.  ‘The victim is in there…head wound,’ I instructed them.  ‘Are more police on their way?’

‘Right behind us,’ one of the paramedics assured me.

I slumped down in relief, thanking the powers that be I had been alert enough to see if before it was too late.

‘You just saved me,’ Quinn murmured.  ‘Again!’

I met her eyes, feeling my heart beating almost out of my chest.  ‘It was a close call…’ I muttered.

‘Tallie, I would have been shot…he’s nearby…watching.  We need to scope the perimeter.  Maybe we can catch him!’

‘He’s gone,’ I said, scanning the forest.  ‘As soon as he realised the police were on the way, he ran…we’re not catching him today.’

‘Tallie, you just saved me! You just saved our potential victim! Give yourself some credit for all of this! Fuck, I literally can’t believe this all happened…’ she said, shaking her head.

I got to my feet, unable to accept her version of events where I was the heroine here.  ‘I’m going to find out how he’s doing…’

We remained at the scene until Callum was taken to the hospital and were then refused entry to talk to him by the doctors when we went here afterwards.  When we were finally allowed in, we found that he knew nothing.  The last thing he remembered was going to Heaven for a night out and drinking heavily.  He’d danced with multiple men so had no clue if any of them were bad news.  By the time he came around, he was already tied to the bed in the shed and couldn’t do anything about his situation.

Leaving the hospital, we went back to the station where the Detective Inspector was waiting to speak to us about the update on the case.

‘Detectives!’ he exclaimed. ‘Come and speak to me…’ he said, beckoning us into the room.

We both trudged wearily into his office.

‘You got him!’ he exclaimed; eyes bugged out.

‘Yes.  Tallie found him before it was too late,’ Quinn told him.  ‘He’s fine, just a little beaten up.  Turns out he doesn’t know anything though. We didn’t get any closer to information on our killer.’

‘No…well, at least he’s alive,’ Jacobs murmured.  ‘And you were shot at, Hansen?’

‘Yes.  Leaving the cabin, shots rang out but thankfully I’d hit the deck.  Tallie tackled me down before the shot could connect.  I was lucky to have her here,’ she said, gratefully, making me look away with humiliation.  I felt like such a failure right now.

‘Tait?’

I looked up, emotions in turmoil.  ‘Yes sir.’

‘You did good,’ he told me.

My eyes widened at the compliment. 

‘Saved the boy…saved Hansen here.  Good job,’ he nodded.

I lowered my gaze, nodding back. 

‘Took your advice with the wife too,’ he told me.  ‘It worked.’

I glanced up, giving him a small smile.

‘Anything else I can do to…help things?’

‘Book the cruise she wants to go on in the summer.  Frame the pictures she’s been asking for you to sort for weeks.  Oh, and wear the snoring thing…it drives her crazy,’ I told her.  ‘Can I go? I’m really exhausted now…’

‘I…’ he seemed baffled by all the information I’d just given him.  ‘Yes! You two go home…get some rest.  Mahers and Newsome are here already anyway.  Go and get some quality rest.’

I nodded, turning to leave as Quinn began talking to her.  I kept walking, leaving the office and heading back to the desk to grab my bag.  I collected my bag, murmuring briefly a goodbye to the detectives who were trying to speak to me while I left quickly.

As I was headed to the elevator, Quinn caught up with me.

‘Tallie, wait up!’

‘Just let me go,’ I grumbled, pressing the button.

‘Tallie! What’s going on?’

‘I’m going home…and no, not to yours,’ I added, long-sufferingly.

‘Tallie! Why!’ she said, completely confused by my reaction.

‘I just a little time to…process everything…’ I told her, stepping onto the lift as it arrived.

‘You’re not coming home with me tonight? After everything?’ she questioned.

She followed me onto the lift and jabbed at the button angrily. 

‘No, I’m going back to the motel,’ I told her, clearly.

‘But why! Tallie, you saved him! I know you think you messed up, but you didn’t. Everything’s okay. Alright? Just come home with me and we can talk.  Please, Tallie,’ she begged.

‘I won’t do it.  I need some space,’ I told her, as the doors sprang open.

She followed me out as I made my way to my car, fast and hurriedly. 

‘Tallie, wait!’ she exclaimed, grabbing my arm, and whirling me around as we reached her car.

‘No! Just let me go!’ I responded, angrily.

‘Tallie! Why? Explain to me why you have to go there! Just come home with me,’ she repeated.

‘I’m going back to the motel, Quinn.  I’ve made my decision.  Two people almost died today…because I lost focus.  I need some time to decompress…think about that…please give me some space,’ I requested, trying to stay calm.

‘So, everything you said was a load of crap, was it? Us being together, our future, having a son?’

‘Quinn,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘It wasn’t…it isn’t…I just…that’s a long way off.  We’ve rushed into this, and I feel like…’

‘What?’ she demanded.

‘I jumped the gun,’ I replied, looking up at her from under my eyelashes.  ‘It’s all too soon.  Let me go.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay.’

To my surprise, this time she didn’t try to stop me, and I turned, got in my car and started the engine.  Backing up and driving away, I could see her in my rear-view mirror, standing in the car park and looking completely dejected.

The motel was soulless. As soon as I checked in, I was wandering if I had made a mistake.  The room was cold and bland, the place empty aside from a few people passing through and I was all alone.  Sitting down at the single table in the bare room, I thought of Quinn and felt worse.  Being with her had been all-consuming, but it had given me everything I had been missing in life. She’s been good company, companionship, comfort and fulfilment for me. 

Sighing to myself, I thought through the past few days.  The case had been spiralling, and I’d let myself become distracted from it all.  What had happened today had only proved that fact. It was time to remember why I was here-to solve this case.  I’d manage to stop Quinn from being shot, but barely…it had been almost an afterthought, not present in my mind like it should have been.  I resolved to stay away from her until we’d solved the case and not let my mind and body be so distracted by her that it put everyone in danger.

The trouble was, an hour later I was aching from deep inside with such a deep loneliness that it was hard to bear.  I’d taken a shower, dressed in comfortable clothes, eaten a sandwich and laid on the bed but I was bored, miserable and unsettled.

A sudden sharp rap at the door had me sat up dead straight and frowning.  I hadn’t sensed her coming-something which was strange as well.  Quinn, I mused, heading for the door.  I should have known she wouldn’t be able to leave things be for the night.

Opening the door, a very cross, worked up and tense Quinn stared down at me.

‘What are you doing here?’ I asked, long-sufferingly.

‘How dare you, Tallie?’ she exclaimed, barging her way inside. 

‘Quinn, go home,’ I told her, but found myself stepping aside to allow her entrance.

‘No, I won’t go fucking home.  It’s too quiet and I’m missing having you there.  What the hell is going on, Tallie? I get that you want to focus on the case, but this is ridiculous! We just got together! We just made love for the first time and now you’re turning your back on all of that?’ she demanded. 

‘Lower your voice,’ I murmured.

‘No, I will not lower my damn voice.  I’m annoyed, frustrated and fucking angry if truth be known.  You’re turning your back on me and I’m not happy about it!’

‘You know why,’ I responded, rising to the annoyance in her voice.  ‘I’m becoming so distracted that people are going missing on my watch.  If I was focused and attentive, that needn’t have happened. I barely got to you today before you were shot at! That’s not okay!’ I exclaimed.

‘But you did get to me…you did, Tallie…’

‘Barely,’ I told her, frustrated.  ‘What about next time? There’s a killer out there, Quinn and we’re fucking about barely taking notice! Jacobs was right to question our integrity and professionalism towards the case.  We’ve both been completely unaware of what’s been going on.’

‘Completely unaware is unfair.  We’ve been working every day…we’ve just been focused on each other as well,’ she said.  ‘It’s understandable though.  We’re allowed a private life, Tallie.’

‘I know but not now! Don’t you understand? I was drawn here to solve this case!’ I ranted.

‘You were also drawn here to meet me, Tallie…or was I mistaken about that?’ she questioned.

‘No,’ I sighed, ‘you weren’t…I just…I need some time…’

‘Some time away from me?’

‘Yes,’ I began, but then saw her face fall.  ‘No…I just…’

‘Do you have any idea what it was like to return to my house alone today? You literally brought life to that home, Tallie.  Before I felt alone sometimes, for sure, but now it’s unbearable! I couldn’t do it!’ she exclaimed, stepping closer.  ‘I had to come and see you…do you not realise how I feel? Can you not sense it? I need you, Tallie.  How can you bear being away from me after all we’ve shared over these past few days?’ she questioned, invading my personal space.

‘I…I don’t…’

‘Please don’t shut me out,’ she begged.  ‘I need you,’ she said, grasping me by the waist and tugging me closer.  ‘Tallie, come on…’

I felt myself becoming lost in her incredible gaze.  Her blue eyes were bright, shining with passion as they bore down into mine. I could feel my resolve ebbing away so began to pull away.  ‘Quinn don’t…’ I said, turning away.

As I moved to twist around, she grabbed me by the arm, pushing me up against the door.  Pinning me there with her strong body, her mouth descended and captured mine in a heady, passionate kiss. Immediately lost in her arms, I lifted my hands to slide into the back of her hair and pressed up against her, opening my mouth as her tongue pushed inside to mate with mine.  Slick heat filled me as we kissed desperately, mouths duelling passionately as we fought for control.

As we kissed, her body pressed against mine, undulating against me.  Quinn’s hands moved down and pushed inside my jeans and rubbed me languidly.  I couldn’t help the moan which spilled from my lips, especially as her fingers pushed down further against my hole and circled there. 

Reaching for me, she unzipped my jeans roughly, yanking them down so that she could touch me properly. She rubbed me rhythmically as we kissed and then abruptly pulled back, whirling me around and pushing me over to the bed where she spread me out in front of her. 

Bending between my legs, she licked a stripe from my entrance to my clitoris.  I gasped in pleasure then as she licked and suckled everywhere, going to town on me, her eager mouth working me higher and higher in rapid motions. 

Her fingers toyed with my entrance before lifting her head.  ‘Lube?’

‘Bathroom,’ I groaned.

She grabbed me, pulling me to my feet.  Bending, she pulled my jeans away and grabbed me, hustling me towards the bathroom. 

Inside, pushed me onto a mid-height cabinet, spreading my legs before her.  After finding the lubricant, she doused her fingers with it before easing them to my entrance rubbing it all over my hole and making it slick and ready for her.  Easing one finger inside, I arched, encouraging her deeper. 

As her fingers played, she leaned forwards to bent to kiss me.  I reached for her mouth with my own and we kissed passionately. More of her fingers pushed inside me and crooked to rub up against my tender g-spot. 

Moaning aloud, I spread my legs further and felt her rub up against that incredible spot inside of me which felt so good when she moved her fingers like that.  I held on tight as her passion grew, her hand moving faster and harder, pushing me towards climax rapidly.  Her fingers were a knot inside me, thrusting fast and I arched my back, holding on desperately to her shoulders as her fingers pushed and stretched me in agonisingly erotic swiftness.

My moans began ragged gasps, and I felt the desperate build towards climax.  As she increased the pressure even more, her hand thrusting up inside me, my body gushed wetly with liquid, soaking her hands as my insides squirted out their pleasure.

‘Oh my God,’ I groaned.

‘God, Tallie,’ she murmured, seeing how my body had responded. 

Her fingers slowed for a few moments as I struggled for composure, my breathing still ragged, my gasps still shuddering through me as my stomach clenched and released repeatedly.

Unexpectedly, her slow hand started to move inside of me, and she began rubbing me fiercely hard, making me cry out and throw my head back in rapture.  ‘Quinn! Please! Can’t…’ I groaned and then as she thrust, I came hard again, feeling like her whole hand was inside me, I felt so stretched, my inner walls clenching around her working fingers.

‘Lick me,’ she groaned, pulling her fingers out of me, and quickly discarding her jeans before reversing our positions.  She sat on the bathroom cabinet and spread her legs for me.  Eagerly, I bent and leaned in, licking her hungrily, wanting her to come hard and fast like she’d done for me.  Quinn’s groans were heartfelt, and she moaned and writhed as I went to town on her sex, lavishing my tongue everywhere I could reach before suckling whole heartedly on her tender clitoris to push her over the edge.  She came with a cry of pleasure, arching her back and tensing wildly.  Before I could recover from seeing her look so gorgeous, she had our positions reversed yet again and was bending between my legs to use her tongue on me again.  Pushing my thighs wide, she took me with her tongue and suckled me until completion once more. Only then did she slow her movements and move upwards and away to look down at the picture we made.  Reaching for me, she lifted me bodily into her arms and carried me to the bed, lying me down reverently and wrapping the covers around me to keep me warm. 

‘I’m sorry, Tallie,’ she said, guilt filling her.  ‘I was wound up.  I was too demanding with you,’ she said then.

I gave her a look of confusion.  ‘You weren’t too demanding,’ I said, quietly.  ‘Sex between us is always amazing…’ I murmured.

‘But?’ she questioned.


‘But…I want you to go now,’ I told her, sadly.

‘Tallie!’ she exclaimed.

‘Please Quinn.  Don’t make this harder…just go…’ I requested.

‘No!’ she exclaimed, reaching to touch me, to stop me pushing her away.  ‘I don’t want to go! I don’t think you really want me to go either! I thought you liked being with me…spending time with me?’

‘I did! I do…’ I corrected, so close to losing it, I was struggling to maintain an unbroken voice which didn’t crack as I talked.

‘Tallie, you didn’t do anything wrong,’ she told me.

To my horror, I felt tears threaten.  ‘How can you say that? Since being here, all I’ve done is become totally distracted by you and I’ve ignored the case.  I need to focus again.  Just go, Quinn.  I need time on my own to concentrate on this, to see if I can find out anything else that I’m not seeing because all I’m thinking about it you.’

‘Tallie, you’re beating yourself up over nothing here.  You’ve helped this case and pushed it on further than it would have done without you being around,’ she told me.  ‘What happened today was unfortunate, but the boy didn’t die.’

‘You were so close,’ I said, tears slipping down my cheeks.

‘No, Tallie…you saved me, baby,’ she said, moving to my side and gathering me close to her. 

I held her tightly, shaking in her arms as she tried to save me.

‘I was so scared,’ I murmured, admitting to how I’d felt in those moments.  ‘I didn’t think I was going to make it to you in time…I’d seen it before…you bleeding out…’ I shuddered.

‘But it didn’t happen. You got to me.  You saved me, baby.’

‘But what about the next time? When I’m distracted again?’ I questioned, tears running down my face.  ‘I don’t want anything to happen to you…’

‘Tallie, don’t cry…I can’t bear to see you this upset.’

‘Then go!’ I exclaimed, pushing at her chest.

She didn’t release me, just held me more firmly, not letting me go.  ‘I’m not going anywhere.’

‘You have to!’ I exclaimed. ‘I can’t…’

‘Tallie, shh…just let me hold you for a minute,’ she said softly, stroking my hair.

I collapsed against her, letting go and releasing all the emotion that I’d been storing up inside of me.  I cried quietly, holding her tightly as the tears flowed rapidly.  I hadn’t actually cried in such a long time that it was like a release of tension which I needed badly.  When I went quiet and still, I felt humiliated, but Quinn didn’t seem to think the same as she kept holding me and stroking my hair, murmuring soft words and encouraging me to let go. 

Sometime later, I finally moved back. 

‘Bit better?’ she asked, gazing down at me.

I nodded, meeting her eyes.

She lifted her hand and gently wiped at my cheeks, drying my tears with her gentle movements.  ‘I think you needed that…’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, uncommittedly.

‘Tallie, I’m not a total idiot, okay.  If you need space, I’ll give it to you, but I don’t think that’s the best thing to do right now.  What happened wasn’t a result of you being distracted by me.  You got there, in enough time to save her.  You tackled me down before the shot was fired.  You haven’t done anything wrong.  You’ve done everything right-saved two men today.  Why are you giving yourself such a hard time about all of this?’

‘Because…because…I am distracted, Quinn.  I know myself more than anyone, okay, and I know that I haven’t been giving this case my all.  I know where we’re headed as well, and that makes me…’

‘Scared?’ she questioned.

‘Yes! I don’t do this!’ I exclaimed, hotly.

‘No…I remember you saying that you don’t do relationships.’

‘Yeah, for a reason,’ I sighed.  ‘I don’t cope well with it, Quinn.  I live a solitary life, and I was happy with that.  I occasionally date but that’s been very rare lately.  You’ve come into my life and completely messed with my head.  I’m completely and utterly in love with you and don’t know how to deal with that fact.  It’s way too soon, I don’t know how to cope with ‘love’ and I’m losing focus on my job,’ I finished, gabbling through the range of emotions I was experiencing, blushing hotly with embarrassment at admitting to how I was feeling so clearly and openly.

‘Tallie,’ she breathed, her mind rushing with possibility.  ‘Listen to me,’ she said, cupping my chin with her hand and lifting it so that I would meet her eyes.  ‘I am completely and utterly in love with you too, Tallie.’

I exhaled, the words making my heart burst with happiness.  ‘You are?’

‘Yes! I never expected this…never planned this…never thought I would tell someone I loved them after knowing them for such a limited time, but something happened the moment I met you, Tallie.  Whatever this is between us, it’s special.’

I swallowed hard.  ‘I agree with everything you’ve said,’ I told her, quietly, ‘but it’s too soon.  If you do love me like you say you do, help me.  Be my partner at work, help me solve this case.  Back off from me personally with the knowledge that all of this will fall into place when this is over…when we put him behind bars.’

‘You want me to take a step back?’ she questioned.

I nodded.  ‘But I don’t want to hurt you…’

‘We can pick up where we left off when this case is closed?’ she asked, her bright-blue eyes burning into mine.

‘Yes,’ I assured her.

‘Do you see it getting closed? Do you see us catching this killer?’

‘Yes, definitely…but I don’t know the details,’ I explained.

‘Okay,’ she sighed.  ‘I can do that, Tallie,’ she told me, sadly, regret filling her.

I listened as she wrestled with doing what I wanted and pushing with what she wanted-to keep this going throughout the case.  ‘Can you give me a bit of space?’

She nodded, moving away a little.  ‘I can do that.’

‘I’m going to stay here from now on,’ I said, softly, not wanting to hurt her.

‘It’s okay…I’m used to being on my own,’ she murmured, not keen on going back to her house where she lived alone.  It felt so empty without me…I could sense that from her.

‘I…I’m sorry, Quinn,’ I apologised.

‘Don’t be sorry.  I understand why you’re doing this; I just need to be grown up and deal with the fact that I need to do without you for a while…’

‘None of this changes how I feel about you,’ I said, quietly.

Her eyes softened and she leant forwards to kiss me gently.  ‘I know…’ she murmured, kissing me again.  ‘I’m just being selfish thinking about how good it feels to be with you when I should be focused on other things too…the case.’

I nodded.  ‘We can get back on track.’

‘The sooner the better,’ she murmured, ‘because as soon as we put this guy away, the sooner we can explore this thing between us.’

‘Exactly,’ I said, with a soft smile.

She sighed, sitting up a little and pulling on her jeans before doing them up.  ‘Reassure me it was okay earlier?’

‘It’s fine,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘I wanted it just as much as you did.’

‘I got carried away though,’ she said, apologetically.

‘Quinn, it was amazing.  I loved it.  You don’t need to worry about it.  You didn’t upset me in the slightest.  I’m only hurting emotionally.  I’m not giving my all to this case and that makes me unhappy because I feel like that’s how mistakes happen.  I’ve seen too much to be able to walk away from it or ignore it.  I need to spend some time figuring it all out and then we can deal with this thing between us afterwards.’

She nodded.  ‘So, you’re staying here tonight?’

‘I am,’ I told her resolutely.

‘And you’re not coming back with me? Even if I offered you a spare room?’

I shook my head.  ‘No…thank you, but no,’ I told her.  ‘Even being around you is a distraction.’

‘But I thought you were sleeping better?’

‘I have been,’ I sighed.  ‘It’s been a revelation to rest properly with you, but the dreams and the nightmares can be important too…it’s part of how I connect…how I find things out.  It might be something of a curse, but I’ve been given it, and I accept that.  I just need a little time…’

She nodded.  ‘I understand that.’

I listened to her.  ‘But you don’t like it?’

‘Of course, I don’t, baby.  I want to be with you all the time. I want you in my bed, sleeping beside me, kissing me and touching me constantly,’ she sighed.  ‘But…’ she added, slowly, ‘I know why you need the space.  This has been the fastest relationship in the history of time,’ she smiled.  ‘So, a step back is understandable.’

‘Let’s just get this damn case solved,’ I told her. 

‘I’d be up for that.  Then we can get back to us?’ she questioned, standing.

‘Absolutely,’ I said, grabbing clothes and pulling them on to see her out.

‘Okay,’ she sighed, heading for she door.  ‘I’ll leave you to it then…’ she said, regretfully.

‘Yeah.  See you in the morning, okay? At work?’

‘You want me to pick you up in the morning?’

‘No,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘Don’t do that.’

‘No?’

‘I can drive myself…and your car smells so good,’ I sighed.

Her eyebrows lifted and she smiled, widely.  ‘It does?’

‘Yeah, just like you…so no, I don’t want a lift.  I’ll meet you at work, like normal colleagues, okay?’

‘I guess,’ she said, stepping closer.  ‘Can I kiss you goodbye?’

I sighed.  ‘Yeah,’ I nodded, closing the gap between us.

She bent down as I lifted my chin, and her lips touched mine gently.  I relaxed into her touch and opened my mouth to hers. Her mouth coaxed mine into responding and as our lips slid over each other’s slickly, I pressed closer to her, not knowing when the next time would be that I got this close to her. 

When she lifted her head, it felt like too soon. 

‘I better go,’ she murmured.

I nodded, sadly, taking on her feelings as she struggled to leave.  ‘Yeah.’

‘I’ll see you in the morning…call me…anytime…for anything…okay?’

I nodded.  ‘Thanks.’

‘Okay…’ she sighed.  ‘Why is this so hard?’ she complained, going to reach for me again.

‘Just go,’ I told her, taking a step back and hardening my heart to her.  ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’

She nodded, steeling herself for this to be temporarily over.  ‘Yeah…okay.  I hope you sleep okay,’ she told me.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah…alright, well, see you tomorrow.’

‘Bye Tallie.’

‘Bye Quinn.’

With that, she was gone.

When I closed the door behind her, I felt a sense of loss filling me.  Despite that, I knew I wasn’t going to go back on my decision, and I locked the door behind her, heading to the bed to lie down. 

In bed, I tossed and turned for hours, completely unable to sleep.  The voices were back with a vengeance, talking and worrying, discussing and asking questions constantly while I tried to sleep.  Visions came in fits and starts as I slipped into brief moments of unconsciousness.  I saw strange, weird scenes, all which seemed completely unconnected to the case at hand.

By 4am, I was beyond done.  I got up, feeling frustrated and took a long, hot shower to try and relax myself.  My headache was intense and as I dressed, the pounding only seemed to get worse.

I left the motel at 4.45am and headed for the station, not caring I was more than three hours early for my shift.

Walking into the station, it was sleepy and quiet at this time.  A skeleton crew of staff were working, and they were going about their business in quiet and slow motion.

Seeing Newsome sat at a desk over one side of the room, I headed over and sat down.

‘Tait!’ he exclaimed, seeing me arrive.  ‘What are you doing here?’ he said, surprised.

‘Couldn’t sleep,’ I said, flatly.

He scanned me, with interest. ‘I bet you get that, right?’

‘All the time,’ I complained.

He nodded, regarding me closely.  ‘Quite the day yesterday,’ he mused.

I glanced at him, saying nothing.

‘Amazing work you did-saving that kid,’ he commented.  ‘And then Quinn! I can’t believe she got shot at! For fuck’s sake!’

I didn’t want to talk about it.  It was driving me crazy.  ‘Yeah,’ I murmured, hoping he’d move on.

‘No developments during the night. It’s been really quiet,’ he told me. 

‘Where’s Mahers?’ I questioned.

‘Sleeping in the office over there…poor guy’s knackered. I think he’s emotionally beat since reading that letter from his wife…’

‘Oh yeah?’ I murmured, glancing over.  ‘Give him time…he’ll be okay.’

‘Yeah,’ he said, thinking about what I’d told him.  ‘So, uh…I wanted to ask you…about what you said to me…’

I raised an eyebrow, waiting for it. I could hear it all coming, so none of it was a surprise.

‘I, uh…you were right…about the tracking device.  I found it and took it off.  She’s had it there for a while.’

‘I know,’ I said, staring at him.

‘We talked…she’s told me to make a decision.  Her or Kasey.  I don’t know what to do,’ he told me.

‘Yes, you do,’ I said, simply, eyeing him.

‘I do? Why do I not feel like I know then?’

‘Because you don’t want to hurt anyone. You don’t want to feel like you’ve failed in your marriage.  Just ask yourself who makes you happy.’

‘Well, Kasey,’ he said, slowly.

‘Exactly,’ I nodded.

‘So, I should go with her?’

‘Do you think you’d be happier with her, Newsome?’ I asked.

He sighed.  ‘Everything’s just easier with her.  We get on well, we don’t argue…she talks about a future…but I met my wife first.  Surely, I owe it to her…I mean, I took vows.’

I nodded, understanding.  ‘Do you want me to tell you what I see?’

‘Yes please,’ she nodded.

I sighed.  ‘I see you being happier off without her…happier in the long run with Kasey.  I see a family for yourself and Kasey down the line and I also see your wife remarrying and being more content than she is with you.’

‘Oh…wow!’ he exclaimed.

‘I’m not saying it won’t be difficult-the end of any relationship is messy and hard.  Long run though…you’ll both be happier,’ I informed him.

‘Wow…thanks Tallie,’ he said, a smile finally lightening his face.

‘No worries,’ I replied, quietly.

His grin widened.  ‘So, what’s the deal with you and Quinn?’ he questioned.

‘What?’ I questioned, feeling a blush hit my cheeks.

‘See…I can tell by your reaction!’ he laughed.

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about,’ I denied.

‘Oh please,’ he said, shaking his head.  ‘It’s obvious.’

‘What is?’ I said, completely wanting to deny all of it.

‘Well, it’s pretty obvious from the way she looked at you…’ Newsome murmured.

‘Yeah? How’s that?’

‘She just doesn’t stop!’ Newsome exclaimed.  ‘Ever since you arrived, she’s been focused on you all the time.  We’ve all noticed it.  She’s not usually like that.’

‘No? Well, we…just work well together,’ I said, evasively.

‘You know, I don’t have any kind of problem with people being gay or lesbian, Tait,’ he told me then.  ‘My brother’s gay actually.’

‘I know,’ I said, absently.

‘Yeah? You knew that already?’

I flickered my gaze back at him.  ‘I knew once your mind went there,’ I informed him.  ‘You’ve been worried about him.’

‘I have.  He and his husband have had two failed rounds of IVA with their potential surrogate.  It’s cost them thousands and my brother’s been so dejected lately.’

‘Encourage him to go for it one more time,’ I told him.

His eyes widened, big and round.  ‘Seriously?’

‘Yeah,’ I smiled.  ‘Twins as well, so it completes the family they always dreamed of,’ I said, softly.

‘Oh, this is so amazing. Thank you so much, Tallie.’

‘It’s fine.  I like to help.  That’s why this is driving me so crazy,’ I revealed.

‘Yeah? But you’ve been invaluable on the case so far! What are you worried about?’

‘That I haven’t done everything I can,’ I said, rubbing my temples.

‘Would you think that?’

I sighed.  ‘Because you’re right about Quinn.  We, uh…kind of have…gotten to know each other a little,’ I admitted.  ‘It’s distracted me from the case and I’m feeling really guilty about that.’

‘That’s insane! God, you’ve done more than all of us! Don’t beat yourself up about what you haven’t done!’

‘Well, I’m here now and I’m going to step up a bit more…see what I can learn so that we can put this evil fucking killer away for good.’

‘Sounds like a plan,’ he nodded, watching as I stood.  ‘Where are you going?’

‘The morgue.  If anyone needs me, that’s where I’ll be…’

‘Okay.  Have fun!’

I rolled my eyes at him and headed to the stairs.

Heading down to the morgue took longer than a normal trip.  On the stairs I met Gus, an old guy who’d worked at the station many years before his death.  He wanted to talk so I sat on the steps and chatted for a while.

When he disappeared, I headed down to the morgue where Dee French was working at her computer alongside a couple of assistants she worked with.

‘Hello,’ she greeted me.  ‘Tallie, right? Quinn’s partner?’

‘That’s right,’ I nodded.  ‘Is it okay if I’m in here for a bit?’ I asked her.

‘Sure…what can I do for you?’

‘Oh nothing…I just wanted to sit in here for a bit.’

She gave me a confused look.  ‘Strange request…’

‘I’m a strange person.’

‘You are? Why is that?’ she questioned.

‘I have some…quirks.  I’m a little…sensitive…I know things sometimes.  As you’ve had the victims in and out of this morgue, I just wanted to spend some time in here and see what I could find out.’

‘Sensitive? As in…psychic? A medium?’

I sighed.  ‘I just…know things,’ I told her, quietly.  ‘I don’t like to label it; I don’t like the judgement that brings.’

‘Hey, no judgement here,’ she said, lifting her hands in defence.  ‘I’m open to abilities of unknown natures.  I come across all sorts of things that cannot be explained, so yes Tallie, you’re welcome to sit in here if that’s what you want to do.’

‘Thank you,’ I nodded, walking into the main morgue room. 

I stood in the centre, looking around and seeing the array of autopsies which had been performed in this room.  I saw a chair and sat down on it.  Resting my head on my hands, I let the invading thoughts in.

‘Yeah, go on then…tell me,’ I said, babbling to myself.  I listened as the woman talked to me about what she had been through, how she’d been too young to die and how she’d left her children behind.  Soon after, she disappeared, and another vision hit me.  This time I could see Quinn.  She looked to be about nine or ten in the scene, and she was slumped on the concrete, crying because another kid had thrown all her toys down a rain drain.  She was desperately trying to retrieve things, as a group of boys stood laughing at her, the ringleader taunting with horrific words, abuse and shouts of disgusting comments.

I shook my head, wanting it to be gone.  I hated seeing Quinn so upset.  Next came one of the victims. It was Jamie.  I cocked my head at him, wondering what he wanted or why he was here.  He was showing me symbols for ‘connections’ and telling me to look closer to home for answers.  Confusion filled me and I vented at him, asking for more information but all he showed me were symbols for connection.  I asked him to talk to me, explain more but was getting nothing.  Eventually, I lay down on the floor by the huge fridge where the bodies were kept, crossing my arms over my chest as I saw him lying and tried to reconnect with him-to no avail.

That was how Quinn found me-lying on the floor of a morgue, eyes closed with my hands crossed over my chest.

‘Tallie!’

I opened my eyes and squinted into the light at her.  ‘Quinn?’

‘I’ve been calling your name for the last few minutes.  You okay?’

I sat up, crossing my legs beneath me.  ‘Yeah fine…you?’

She didn’t answer my question.  ‘Tallie; you’re lying on the floor of a morgue looking like one of the dead.  Is everything…alright?’ she questioned, cautiously.

‘I’m just…working,’ I finally said.

‘Should I leave you to it? Join you? I mean…this is a bit odd, even for you.’

‘You know,’ Dee said, walking in.  ‘The way you laid down on the floor is exactly how he is positioned in his body bag,’ she commented.

‘I know,’ I nodded, getting up.

‘Did you get anything useful, at least?’ she asked.

‘No, actually,’ I sighed.  ‘Just…I don’t know…it’s all about connections…joining the dots,’ I told them.

‘Isn’t it always?’ Quinn murmured.

‘Well, yeah…but there’s a connection here that’s important and I don’t know what it is yet.  That’s what I’m trying to figure out.’

‘Come on.  Let’s go back upstairs,’ Quinn encouraged.  ‘Unless you have more to do here?’ she asked, worrying about me.

‘No, it’s good.  I wouldn’t want the coffee to get cold,’ I told her.

She lifted her eyebrows and then looked at Dee.  ‘It must be so weird…’ she murmured, shaking her head.

‘So weird,’ Dee confirmed. 

We turned to leave but I turned back as almost an afterthought.  ‘Oh…by the way…’ I said to Dee.

‘Yes?’ she asked, almost eagerly.

‘Jackson loves the Lego tree,’ I told her, softly.

Her quiet gasp was audible.  ‘What did you say?’

‘I said Jackson likes the Lego tree,’ I repeated.

‘How would you…how could you…’ she murmured.

‘Don’t overthink it,’ Quinn advised her.  ‘She’s incredible…the things she knows…’ she said, smiling fondly at me.

I met her eyes, tried not to look at the tears and just focused on the little boy standing beside her.  ‘He doesn’t want you to never have a son again.  He loves it when you go in his room and sit at the Lego table building things.  When you broke up the volcano, he was really annoyed.  He said that daddy might have cried but he’d have understood.  Build the volcano.  Make the tree.  Try again for another boy.  He’ll be just like Jackson and carry a part of Jackson you think you’ve lost.  He says don’t go in my room and cry,’ I told her, my eyes welling with tears at seeing the little boy upset. ‘Go in there and be happy, Mummy,’ I said, not realising I’d changed my voice to sound like him.  ‘Play with the Lego.  Next, I want a zoo! Please don’t be sad, Mummy.  I’m not sad…just sad when I see you crying.’

‘Jackson!’ she exclaimed, reaching forwards to hug me.

I snapped out of my reverie and hugged her briefly before stepping back.  ‘No…not me, Dee,’ I said, and pointed beside her.  ‘He’s here…he taps you…on the hand when he wants you to know he’s visiting.’

‘He does?’

‘Yes…mainly when you’re in his room.  He doesn’t usually come here-don’t worry.  He doesn’t like the yucky things Mummy does.’

She smiled.  ‘That’s how we used to describe what I did to him,’ she told us.

‘Yeah…well…play in his room.  Have another baby.  He wants the room to be used again.’

Her eyes were filled with tears.  ‘I don’t know what to say…can I…can I…talk to you again? Sometime?’ she almost begged.

‘Of course.  I can’t guarantee I can always see him, but I can try,’ I told her, kindly.

‘Tallie?’

‘Yes?’

‘Can I just ask…when he…when we…lost him…he was…’ she couldn’t say it.

‘He’s all here…like before it all happened,’ I reassured her.  He’s standing beside you on two legs, both arms, wearing what looks like a pirate outfit complete with hat and eyepatch…his blonde, curly hair is sticking out everywhere, his teeth are gappy and his smile is huge,’ I told her, describing him to a tee.

‘Oh, Jackson…’ she murmured, tears slipping down her cheeks.

‘He’s okay, Dee,’ I told her, warmly.  ‘He’s okay…they forget…they don’t remember the pain…the anguish…the horrible end? It’s gone from his mind.  All he sees is you…your husband…the Lego…and then his new life where he’s happy.’

‘Heaven?’ she questioned, hopefully.

‘I don’t know what happens when we die but what I do know is that when they come back to visit, they’re happy and content.  I think that gives an indication of what it’s like in the beyond.’

She reached for my hand.  ‘Thank you, Tallie.  You have no idea what you’ve given me today,’ she gushed.

I smiled at her warmly. ‘You already had it, Dee,’ I reminded her.

She nodded, eyes brimming with tears.

I turned and left with Quinn.

Chapter 8

Heading up the stairs with Quinn, she reached for my hand.  ‘That was kind of you, Tallie…’

‘I just tell them what I see,’ I told her, squeezing her hand briefly but then removing it from hers.  I didn’t need to feel how sad she was, know how badly she’d slept or realise how much I affected her when I wasn’t around. 

‘So, you were here early, Newsome said?’

‘Yeah.  Couldn’t sleep,’ I told her, as we made our way up the stairs.

‘Oh, Tallie…’

‘Don’t ‘oh Tallie’ me,’ I replied.  ‘It’s fine.  I wasn’t expecting to.  It’s how I get information and that’s important right now.’

‘So, did you get anything good connected with the case?’ she asked.

‘No, not really.  I did have a weird vision about you though. You were about seven or eight.  You were crying outside because some dick had thrown all your toys down a storm drain.  You were desperately trying to retrieve them while they all stood laughing at you.  Assholes.’

‘Yeah,’ she sighed, as we reached our desk.  ‘I remember that one well.  My first introduction to homophobia…’

‘Homophobia! You were eight!’ I exclaimed.

‘Yeah, I was, but some dickheads start early, right?’

‘I can hear them laughing but not what they said.  How were they homophobic?’

‘They called me names,’ she replied. ‘I can’t even remember exactly what now, but they were awful and I remember my Mum explaining to me later that evening that they had meant bad things about gay people.  I remember being shocked and also confused over why they’d call me those things.  I was too young to be aware of my sexuality back then but as I got older and that group continued to hassle me, I understood more.’

‘Who were they?’ I asked.

‘So, the one that did it was Owen-my cousin. The rest were his friends. We all lived in the same neighbourhood so saw each other often.’

I thought about this for a moment.  While I was quiet, Quinn handed me a coffee in one of the thermos flasks.

‘Thanks,’ I said, sipping it automatically.

‘You eaten this morning?’ she asked.

‘Huh?’ I said, distracted at the words forming in my head.

‘I said have you eaten anything today, Tallie?’ she repeated.

‘I…I’m not hungry,’ I said, distracted.

‘Tallie, you have to eat,’ she told me.

I stood up, turning around and looking down the corridor.  ‘Interesting,’ I said, thinking.

‘What is?’

‘Jacobs has got the handcuffs,’ I said, just as Detective Inspector Jacobs turned up.

‘Good morning, Detectives,’ he said, reaching the desk.

‘Morning sir,’ Quinn said.

‘Morning,’ I nodded, looking at the evidence bag he held. 

‘I had an idea,’ he said, looking at me eagerly and feeling like he was onto something.

‘Yeah, it’s a good one,’ I told him.

‘I haven’t told you yet!’ he said, his face falling a little.

‘Oh, sorry! Please…go ahead…the handcuffs?’

He frowned at me.  ‘I was going to say-I had a great idea! I was told that you can connect to people through touching them or items. If you touched the handcuffs which he used on Callum to hold him captive, maybe you’d get a better impression of him.’

‘I can try it,’ I said, accepting the evidence bag.

‘Worth a try, right?’ he said.  ‘I mean, you’ve been accurate about everything else you’ve told people here,’ he commented.

I noted the initial doubt he’d had when he’d learnt about me but realised that now he was supportive and could see the potential it had in his department to actually help cases along.  ‘I’ll give it a shot.’

Looking into the evidence bag, I lifted them out gingerly and held them in my hands.  Everyone was looking at me expectantly, but the cold metal initially gave me nothing.

‘Dirty dyke,’ I announced, out of the blue.

‘What did you say?’ Jacobs exclaimed.

‘Hansen’s a dirty dyke,’ I sung in a sing-song voice.

‘Tallie?’ I questioned.

I looked at her, seeing her on the floor crying once more.  ‘Dirty dyke, dirty dyke…’

‘Tallie, stop.’

‘You’re a carpet muncher, Quinn,’ I told her, nastily.

‘Tallie…’ she repeated.

I blinked twice and came back to the present.  ‘Quinn?’

‘You back with us?’ Quinn asked, her face filled with discontent.

‘I…yeah.  I was seeing those kids again.  They were horrible to you.  Those names!’ I exclaimed.

‘Yeah, well, kids are cruel, right?’ she said, quietly. 

I realised she was embarrassed and didn’t want to be outed by me in front of the Detective Inspector and her colleagues.

‘Well, sorry.  I see random things sometimes.  Let me get back to this,’ I said, fiddling with the handcuffs.  Frowning down at them, I cupped my crotch, without awareness of it at first.

‘Tallie, what are you doing?’ Quinn exclaimed, shocked.

I looked at her and then down.  Taking my hand away from my crotch, I looked at them.  ‘He can’t get a hard on,’ I told them.

They all stared at me, saying nothing.

‘The men he takes…he’s attracted to them but doesn’t want to be.  He wants to…I think he wants to…rape them…but he…’ I thought about Callum, ‘he was tying him up…Callum…he was pressed up against him, against his ass, but he couldn’t get hard.  It leaves him frustrated.’

‘I can imagine,’ Jacobs commented.  ‘So, the crimes are sexually motivated?’

‘Yes,’ I nodded.  ‘I can feel his…frustration.  He’s…confused…torn over his feelings for men.  He doesn’t want to want sex with men and that’s why he kills them.  I see you, too, Quinn,’ I said, turning towards her.

‘What do you mean?’ she asked.

‘I think…yeah, no, I know…he knows you.  Somehow, you know him.’

Quinn frowned.  ‘I don’t know what to make of that,’ she said, quietly.

‘Neither do I yet, but maybe that’s where the ‘connection’ comes in.  There’s a link between the men but I don’t know how Quinn fits into it,’ I admitted. ‘I just feel like somehow he knows Quinn…and hates her, I guess I should add.’

‘Why would he hate Quinn?’ Newsome questioned.

‘I don’t know…because she’s police, maybe?’ I suggested.  ‘Have you got any enemies, Quinn?’

‘All of us do.  I’ve spent all of my adult life putting criminals away.  I’ve had plenty of threats.  Plenty of guys wanting me dead.’

‘Any serious ones? With real intent?’ I asked.

‘No, I don’t think so.  Angry threats mostly.  There’s been nothing over the years which has seriously worried me, no.’

‘The guy shot at you,’ I reminded her.  ‘He wants you dead, Quinn.  I think that’s something we all need to be seriously worried about.’

‘She has a point,’ Jacobs nodded.

‘You need to be careful,’ I told her, seriously. 

‘I will be.  I mean, I have you to keep an eye on everything, anyway.  You’re not going to stand by while some psycho tries to kill me, are you?’ she said, eyeing me closely.

I frowned.  ‘I feel like you’re involved in this, Quinn…I don’t know if you’re hearing me or taking this seriously enough.’

‘Of course, I am, but the thing is, I’ve been on the news and talking to the press since day one in this case.  Every murder has been covered and I’ve been shown as the lead Detective working the case.  Our killer is bound to have seen the coverage on it all.  He knows me because of it, I’m sure.’

‘I don’t know…I need more time to think about it all,’ I told them all.

‘Anything else from the handcuffs?’ Jacobs asked.

‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘They’re starting to make me feel sick…’ I murmured, quietly.

‘Oh no,’ Quinn commented, frowning.

‘What does that mean?’ Jacobs asked, confused.

‘Tallie feels sick when there’s something awful going on…before we found the third victim, she was throwing up badly.’

‘Is that right?’ Jacobs murmured.  ‘Tait?’

My head was down, and I was clenching the handcuffs tight as I began to see a myriad of visions coming at me at one.  It was overwhelming and I lurched forwards, slumping to my hands and knees as sickness rose up inside me.  ‘Gonna be sick…’ I groaned.

Quinn was there beside me with a wastepaper basket, which was thankfully lined with a plastic bin bag as I threw up into it.  Quinn’s arms held me by the shoulders as I heaved.  I hadn’t eaten, so there was little to actually through up, but the heaving continued on and on while concern for me was voiced by the people standing around.

When I was through, I sat back, and Quinn handed me tissues to wipe my face.  I knew she wanted to do it herself, but with people around, she was reluctant to. 

‘Tallie...’

I was still pretty out of it, seeing the tainted landscape of the forest where I was.

‘Tallie?’

There were at least four I could make out clearly…maybe more…

‘Tallie?’ Quinn tried again.

I looked around, searching for more, seeing under the heavy undergrowth, looking for more. 

‘Tallie?’

I blinked twice and looked up.  An array of faces were staring at me with matching shocked expressions.  The pain in my head was intense and immediate.  What I had seen was just too much.  Bending and clutching my head in my hands I let out a terrifying scream, roaring out into the quiet room.  It was the release I needed, the anger of seeing what I’d witnessed in my head coming out.

‘Get her into the meeting room,’ I heard Jacobs saying urgently.  ‘Quinn…help her…’

Strong arms lifted me and carried me into the room.   I heard the shuffling of feet, the motion of others around me but all I felt was Quinn, as I buried my face in her shoulder. She tried to lie me down on the sofa, but I clutched at her, holding onto her when she tried to release me. 

‘Tallie, can you talk to me?’

I was shivering, shaking in her arms so much that she had to rub my back to ease my fears. 

‘Tallie, it’s okay.  Keep breathing.’

‘Sick,’ I groaned, seeing another in the forest.

‘Quick…grab the bin,’ she ordered someone else.

The bin arrived in front of me just before I threw up.  There was nothing in my stomach to throw up, so I just retched continuously until it passed.  This time, the visions began to leave, and my sight came back, awareness returned, and I saw I was in a room with Quinn, Jacobs, Newsome and Mahers.

I looked from one of them to the other and shook myself further out of it.

‘Tallie? You back?’ Quinn questioned.

‘The forest,’ I told them urgently. ‘It’s his graveyard,’ I said, clearly. ‘I can see…’ I shook my head, feeling myself tremble.  There’s so many more…so many we don’t know about…older ones…skeletonised.  We…we…he’s been…doing this for years…years…so long…just…escalated lately…don’t know why…’ I managed, brokenly.

‘Okay, Tallie.  You did good.  Tell us what we need.  What kind of numbers are we looking at?’ Quinn requested, looking at me seriously.

‘It’s a graveyard…I can see four clearly but there’s more…way more, I think.  I’ll know when we get out there,’ I told her. 

‘How far back? Are we talking about skeletons or bodies?’

‘Skeletons, I think…fifteen years maybe? We need teams…we need the forensics team, the medical examiner…and divers…I see bones in the river too.’

‘Fuck,’ Jacobs exclaimed.  ‘Get out there, all of you.  Tait, mark the scene out for us and I’ll get as many people out there as possible.’

‘Mock me again, fucker and I’ll cut out your motherfucking tongue!’ I said.

Everyone stopped and stared at me. 

‘Sorry…it slipped out,’ I apologised.  ‘The killer…there’s something…I think it was Warren? Mocked him…made fun of him…’ I thought for a moment, picturing what Warren was trying to show me.  ‘He’s got a limp! The guy’s got a limp! I think it was…I see a fight, a struggle…the other guy almost took him down but…yeah, he was killed.  The guy maimed him in the process.  He’s limped ever since.  Warren mocked him, humiliated him, made fun of his lack of sexual attractiveness.  That was the reason he cut out his tongue.’

‘Christ,’ Jacob muttered, running his hand across his forehead.  ‘This is all so much bigger than any of us realised.  Tait, do you think you can find where they’re buried?’

‘Yes,’ I nodded, sure of it.

‘Okay-Hansen, you and Tait head out to the scene and start marking it.  Newsome and Mahers follow behind and cover security.  We don’t want any more shots being fired at random-at any of you!’

‘Okay, let’s go,’ Quinn nodded.  ‘We’ll take separate cars?’

‘Yes, we’ll drive separately,’ Newsome told her.

As everyone left, Quinn stayed by my side.  When everyone had gone, she spoke. 

‘Are you okay?’

‘Just…sick,’ I told her, grimacing.  ‘It makes me feel…well, I haven’t hidden it well today…it makes me sick and in pain…sometimes I feel what they did…this guy, Quinn.  The things he’s done…we’ve got to catch him and put him away.’

‘I know, baby. I know.’

I gasped, meeting her eyes.  ‘Don’t.’

‘There’s no-one here,’ she said, softly.  ‘Do you have any idea how it feels to see you go through this? To watch you in pain because of it?’ she questioned.

I held her eyes, tapped into her mind and saw how she was feeling. ‘I’m okay,’ I reassured her.

‘You don’t have to do that, Tallie.  You don’t have to always claim to be okay when I know you’re absolutely not…’

‘Okay, fine, I’m not.  How the hell could I be? Let’s just do this, okay?’ I said, meeting her eyes once again.  ‘I want this over.’

‘You and me both,’ she grumbled.

I scanned her beautiful blue eyes.  ‘When all this is over,’ I told her, in a low quiet voice, ‘I want to spend every single day with you.  I want to fall in love with you slowly, taking each moment to get to know you properly…not rushed and hurried, like before.’

Her gaze softened and I felt her heart melt inside.  ‘God Tallie…’ she breathed.

I gave her a small smile. ‘Be strong for me and help me get through this.’

‘I’ll be anything you need me to be.’

‘Okay, well right now I need that coffee you bought me before I throw up nothing again.  Then we need to go.  The sooner I understand the whole picture here, the sooner we find this evil fuck.’

‘Agreed,’ she nodded.  ‘Can I convince you to eat something as well?’ she asked as we stood.

‘No point,’ I told her.  ‘I see a lot more throwing up coming in the near future,’ I said, grimacing. ‘It’s bad out there,’ I warned her.  ‘Like, really bad, okay?’

She nodded, understanding my warning.  ‘Shall we go?’

‘Yeah, let’s go.’

Quinn and I made our way to her car.  On the way, I gratefully sipped the strong coffee she’d made me, just as I liked it.  I thanked my lucky stars that I had her looking after me throughout this and that she was here by my side.  It was hard enough to do any of this this but doing it alone would have been far harder.

Quinn drove out towards the bridge over the river, asking questions during the drive.

‘So, you seem to be getting a bit more information on our killer now?’ she mentioned, turning out onto the main road.

‘I’m getting a few impressions.  I know he’s been doing this for years-hence the graveyard and skeletonised remains which have never been found.  I also think that he’s distinguishable through his limp.  I see some kind of bad injury to his left knee during one of his killings which left him in agonising pain and having to seek medical support.  Ever since, he’s had a limp.’

‘Okay, this is good, Tallie.  Really good,’ she told me.

‘I also see a connection with you, Quinn-which I hate to say, but it’s true.  He either knows you or knows of you.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean, I feel like I’m seeing that scene from your childhood for a reason.  I want to check it out at some point.’

‘You mean Owen taunting me as a kid?’ she frowned. ‘Why would that…? Tallie, if you’re suspecting Owen, there’s little point-he’s a successful lawyer now with wife and kids. He doesn’t have a limp and lives over 50 miles away from here.  I really don’t think he’s secretly a serial killer.’

‘Well, it might not be linked, but the killer knows you and hates you.  I get that much from my thoughts.’

‘Probably because I’ve spoken about him to the media and the press. I’ve taunted him in those interviews too and called him a coward, weak and less of a man-all to provoke a response.  I’m not surprised the man hates me.  I wanted him to.  I told him in interviews I was going to take him down.  Of course, he’d harbour resentment towards me.

‘Yeah…I get that…I just feel…’ I broke off.

‘What, Tallie?’

‘I don’t know…it could be more than that?’ I mused.

‘Really?’

‘Yeah.  Anyone specific you know who would hate you? He’s a man who is…I don’t know, the only way I could describe it is being ‘grey’ because he just kind of blends into the background. He’d never be the one anyone notices and is just kind of…there.  He can’t deal with his repressed feelings towards sexuality and although he recognises his desires are to be gay, he can’t let himself do it.  That’s why he kills…he hates men who are openly okay with their sexuality and the anger takes over.’

‘There’s no apparent sexual motive in the crime from the scenes though,’ Quinn mused.  ‘I mean, he doesn’t rape them.  Why’s that?’

‘He can’t,’ I told her, clearly.  ‘Can’t get it up,’ I added.

Quinn glanced over, eyes widening.  ‘Really?’

‘Yeah-because he can’t accept his sexuality.  Frustrates him and that anger explodes into uncontrollable rage.’

‘Do you think he’s single? Lives alone?’

‘No,’ I said, thinking.  ‘I don’t know this-I mean, I haven’t seen this, but I feel like he’s more likely the type to have a more conservative and ‘normal’ home life as he likes to hide.  I wouldn’t be surprised if he has a wife at home or even kids as well.  No-one would ever guess this about this guy.  He hides in plain sight, and it works well for him.’

‘But makes it harder for us to find him,’ Quinn summarised.

‘Exactly,’ I nodded.

‘How has he done this for fifteen years without getting caught?’ Quinn asked.

I sighed. ‘I feel like he’s lived in the shadows.  I feel like the first time was an uncontrolled release of all the pent-up emotions inside him.  I think it was very rare in his life at first.  He could go a long time without letting it all out again.  He’s escalated recently, for sure.  I’m positive there’s a reason for it.’

‘Like what?’ Quinn questioned.

‘Like, changes in personal circumstances.  Changes in his desire to actually follow through in his needs in regards to sex.  I don’t know.  I’m sure it’ll become clear.’

‘Do you think he goes to ‘Heaven?’ Quinn asked then.

‘Oh yeah, for sure…regularly,’ I nodded.

‘But he goes to kill? Not for sex?’

‘I mean, I think he goes because he desires men…wants them…his body doesn’t play ball though. His repression about being gay stop him from being able to achieve an erection with another man and this makes him feel like even less of a man.  I think he started going with the intent to explore his feelings about men but ended up feeling angrier and started lashing out at anyone who sparked his interest.’

‘So, he does sexually desire them?’

‘Yes, I believe he does…but the messed-up emotions take over and he gets angry and kills.’

‘Has it always been drugging them and then taking them to the woods?’ Quinn questioned.

‘I…that became his way of doing it after a while.  I think the drugging aspect is new.  Maybe since his knee…I think that made this harder for him.  Before he could overpower them quite easily, but since his injury, he’s found it more difficult.’

‘So, he’s a big guy? Strong?’ she questioned.

‘No, actually.  Regular guy, but strong.  Very strong, but not in an obvious way at all.  When we find him, we’re not going to be looking at a huge, muscular man.  He’ll be average height, wiry and strong-but without it being obvious.’

‘Interesting…but they’re always the ones that remain under the radar for the longest, right? In the history of serial killers, it’s those ‘grey’ ones who remain undetected for the longest amount of time.’

‘Exactly.’

‘We’re here,’ she said, pulling up. 

‘Okay,’ I said, taking a deep breath and steeling myself for what was coming.

‘How can I help you through this, Tallie? Tell me what I can do to support you?’

‘Just be here…near me throughout.  I’ll be fine, Quinn.  This is what I do, okay?’

‘It’s not right.  I see the toll it takes on you,’ she said, softly.  ‘You know if I could, I’d take this all away for you…make it so you didn’t have to suffer through all this?’

‘I know,’ I murmured, thankfully.

‘You know, when all this is over, let me take you away…someplace hot and exotic.  We can relax, sleep together, shut off from all of this.  Would you like that?’ she questioned.

‘I’d love that,’ I smiled, reaching over, and squeezing her hand in a subtle way.  ‘And I…’

She smiled.  ‘Me too, baby.’

I cocked my head at her and grinned. ‘You psychic now too?’ I questioned, smiling happily.

‘Nope, because you’re not psychic, remember,’ she smiled.  ‘No…I’ll just never forget the way you looked at me the first time you told me how you feel, Tallie.  It’s the same expression you’re wearing right now,’ she said, softly.

‘If I could, I’d kiss you right now,’ I murmured.

She smiled and squeezed my hand.  The sound of a car behind us made us break the contact. 

‘Looks like it’s time…’

‘Okay,’ she nodded.  ‘Stay strong.’

‘I will,’ I said, setting my face into a determined expression.

‘Let’s go.’

Out of the car, we met with Detectives Newsome and Mahers before heading down the embankment. Thankfully, it was a dry day and as I set the pace into the forest, I could hear more colleagues joining the team and talking behind me.  I shut them out and headed deeper into the area where our killer spent his time burying the men he hated for being like he was.  Reaching the hut where he’d held Callum, I paused and stared at it for a moment before looking back at Quinn.

‘You okay?’ she asked.

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.  ‘We need to go further in…’

‘We’re all following you, Tallie,’ she told me.

I nodded, and turned to try and follow through on everything I’d promised them I would find.

After five more minutes of walking, I sensed we were getting near the place…the main site he used to bury the early victims of his fifteen-year long spree of killing.

I stopped and surveyed the area, considering what I could see.  It was everywhere.  Death filled the air as I saw it everywhere around us. 

‘Tallie?’

‘We’re here,’ I said, simply. 

‘This is the place?’ she questioned.

‘Don’t you see it?’ I asked, whirling around to face her, and seeing not just Quinn but a whole team of people standing behind me waiting. 

‘What, Tallie?’ she asked.

‘His graveyard,’ I said, simply, walking beyond her to the woman who was holding the equipment bag.  ‘Have you got the markers in there?’ I asked her.

‘Yes…here,’ she said, pulling them out.

‘Anymore?’ I asked, knowing that five was not enough.

‘I…yeah…’ she said, pulling open the bag and producing more.

‘Thanks,’ I said, taking them from her.  Shoving them all in a bag, I set off into the forest and headed for the most obvious one I could see.  It was obvious because the guy had appeared to me from the beyond and was stood where his body lay, literally pointing the way.  I walked over and placed the marker before standing and nodding at the guy.  As he disappeared, I turned to focus on the others.

While I worked, the sickness filled me constantly.  It helped me as well.  Locating the bodies was a long and sickening process.  As the forensic team started digging at the first location I’d marked, I went about finding more.  Some were obvious to me, and I could place the marker and move on, others were more difficult-I’d have to lie down in the dirt, sit and think or literally wait for the connections to assert themselves to me.

Two hours later, I’d marked nine more locations and was still going strong.  Excitement had peaked when the first forensic team had reached bone and started to uncover the skeleton of an unknown man.  When the second forensic team had uncovered the second victim of the day, the group of people working the scene were buzzing with the knowledge that I was genuine, and what I did was real-something that a few of them had suspected was a complete hoax on my part.

‘Tallie, take a break,’ Quinn said, coming to my side and handing me a coffee.

I accepted it gratefully, my headache awful and hunger gnawing at me-as it was for her.  ‘It’s okay. I’d rather just get it done.’

‘Here’s more to find?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.  ‘Just…these ones are harder…older…it’s taking a while for the connections to come through now.’

‘Just take your time.  There’s no rush.  Look, everyone’s busy as it is anyway.  We’re going to be here for days and days if all your markers represent another body to find.’

‘They do,’ I murmured, sighing.   ‘How many are we up to so far?’ I asked.

‘Nine,’ she told me.  ‘You think there’s many more?’

‘Yes,’ I said, leaning against the tree behind me heavily.  ‘I think I need to widen out a bit too…I think he went out a little for space,’ I told her.

‘Okay, well if there’s anything I can do for you, just let me know, okay?’

‘I’m really hungry,’ I told her.  ‘Can I get a sandwich at some point?’

‘Of course, you can,’ she said, smiling down at me. ‘I’ll get someone to do a food run for those in need.’

‘Thanks,’ I replied.  ‘I’m going to keep going.’

Chapter 9

Making my way out of the immediate area where we were searching, I wandered around in an aimless fashion for a while before sitting down on a fallen log.  Quinn watched me from a short way off, worrying about me constantly and wondering how many more we were going to find that day.  I sat and then eventually moved lower onto the forest floor.  Lying down, I could see she sun shining through the trees above me, and I smiled up at the beauty of nature.

Taking a moment for myself, I eventually sat up and slowly added another marker to the place where I’d lain.  It was the last thing he’d seen, this victim-the sun streaming through the trees as he died.  I didn’t realise I was crying until Quinn sat beside me and put her arm around me.

‘You okay?’

‘Uh huh,’ I said, blinking out of my reverie.

‘You’re crying, baby,’ she said, very quietly, for my ears only.

I looked at her, surprised.  ‘What?’

‘Why are you crying?’ she questioned.

‘I just…the evil here…it’s just…the way he died…this man was different…’

‘How?’ Quinn asked, frowning down at me.

‘He put him in the ground incapacitated but alive.  He couldn’t do anything, couldn’t help himself.  He died lying up at the sun and blessing God for his wonderful life.’

‘We’ll lay him to rest properly, Tallie,’ Quinn promised.

‘He shouldn’t have died like this, Quinn,’ I told her, quietly.  ‘I want to find the fucker who did this and tear him apart with my own two hands.’

‘I’ll help you,’ she assured me.

‘I know the name of this guy…he’s talking to me,’ I told Quinn, out of the blue. 

‘Oh really? Tell me…we can get information quickly that way.  Let his family know he’s been discovered.’

‘Yeah.  They’ll want to know.  He was loved,’ I told her, sighing.  ‘His name was Johnny.  John Watkins.  He was twenty-five…had his whole life ahead of him.  He was happy.  He didn’t deserve to die.  His family’s been mourning him and hoping he’s missing and not dead for five years now.’

‘I’ll get someone on this one.  More teams are being brought in because of the sheer number of dead we’re dealing with.’

‘I’m not done yet,’ I warned her.

‘I know…I know…’

Sighing, I got up and started looking for more.

The whole area swarmed with police and teams to help with the excavation of the bodies.  We all knew it was going to take days…weeks…maybe months.  Every time I thought we were done; I would find another…and so it went on.  At twenty-one bodies, I was slowing down. 

‘Tallie?’

I turned to see Quinn approaching.  ‘Yeah?’

‘The press are here.  I’m going to give an interview.  Any tips? Keep goading him as before or is a better tactic an idea?’ she asked.

‘You’ve been playing it right,’ I nodded.  ‘Keep goading him.  Insult his masculinity…threaten to expose him, talk about some of the victims being gay men and tell him we’re coming after him…in no uncertain terms.  Just like before. The way you conducted the previous interviews were perfect.  Just make it direct.  Speak to the camera as if it’s him.  He’ll watch and replay your threat over and over again.  It’ll get to him, make him angry…’

‘And if he loses control, he might make a mistake?’

‘Exactly,’ I nodded.

‘Okay.  Thanks, Tallie.’

‘You’re welcome.’

‘How are you getting on? Any closer to all of them being found?’

‘I think so.  I’m headed for the river now.  I see lots of bones there too…’

‘Okay.  Well don’t go far on your own,’ she warned.  ‘I’ll just be up by the road giving the interview.  Sure you don’t want to come with me?’ she asked, worried about my safety.

‘I’m fine.  There’s nothing to worry about in the area.  He’s staying well clear with all this police presence.  In fact, the very fact that we’ve disturbed his graveyard is going to completely mess with him and his sense of contentment about what’s he done here.  It’s wrecked it.  Destroyed it for him.  He’s going to be simmering with resentment once he sees this on the news.’

‘We’ll make sure we get some good shots of all the forensic tents then,’ Quinn said, knowing that multiple sites were now being excavated and it would show how extensive our search was.

‘Good idea.  I’ll see you shortly,’ I told her.

She smiled before heading back up the hill to the bridge.

After watching her go, I walked slowly down to the water’s edge where the gentle river flowed.  I could see that there were remains deep down in the sand beneath the water and as the diver team approached me for instructions, I told them where to go first.  I could see a skull wedged between two rocks to the other side of the river and multiple bones scattered across the river floor. Watching as they headed in, it wasn’t long before the first one came up with a skull.  Soon after they were all producing bones of varying shapes and sizes and adding them to the collection for the examiner to consider.

I walked away, not wanting to see anymore.  Visiting the tents set up of the exposed graves, I saw that the first one had been excavated down to the body of a man whose skeletonised remains looked pretty intact.  An early victim, I mused.  With hands and feet still attached to the body.  Maybe his current MO had developed over time, I mused.

‘You doing okay?’ Dee French asked me, looking up from working on the victim.

‘Been a rough day,’ I told her. 

‘You’ve done amazingly well, Tallie,’ she told me.  ‘How many have you found now?’

‘Twenty-one so far…with various bones being collected from the river as we speak.’

‘Twenty-one?’ she gaped, her mind running with various thoughts.  Horror at the number he’d killed and a feeling of being overwhelmed at all the work they’d have to wade through.

‘Yeah.  I think that’s almost it though…I’m just…still wandering around,’ I said, quietly.

‘Is Quinn with you? Looking out for you?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.  ‘She’s just gone to do an interview for the press and then she’ll be coming back.’

‘Okay, good. I don’t want you having to go through all this alone,’ she said, kindly.

‘I’m used to that,’ I murmured.

‘Still…this is…a lot,’ she finally said.

I nodded, sombrely. ‘He’s an older case, I think.’

‘Yes…definitely been here a while,’ she told me. 

‘He wanted to be a doctor,’ I said, out of the blue.

‘He did?’

‘Yeah.  Planned on medical school and everything.  He was a bright young man…probably would have made it if this hadn’t happened to him.’

‘Do you have a name for us?’ she asked me, softly, her voice encouraging.

‘I…Billy.  Everyone called him Billy.’

‘Billy,’ she repeated.  ‘Short for William.  It’s a nice name.’

‘He was a nice man,’ I said, getting up.  ‘I’m going to go now…’

‘You need anything, just call if Quinn’s not around.  I can be here for you as well, okay?’

‘Thanks Dee.  I’m going to check if there’s anymore…’

‘Okay.  Come and find me if you need anything.’

I thanked her, as I knew she was tired as well.  Her task was now astronomical.

I left the tent and walked some way off to the edge of where all the activity was happening.  I found a tree which was comfortable to sit down against and watched everything going on.  I didn’t want to watch as the bodies were brought from the ground.  It was too heart-breaking.  I had seen too much, felt too much and my body was beginning to react to that.  The headache was intense, the empty feeling inside was overwhelming, and I just wanted to curl up and close my eyes.  Giving into that need, I did just that.  Oblivious to the world around me, the array of people working in the forest around where I lay, I collapsed onto the ground and wrapped my arms around my body to try and stop the shivering that took over.

I disappeared to somewhere else.  It was dark and terrifying where I was, and I felt a sense of hopelessness which consumed me completely.  I lay there on my own, lost in the darkness and struggling to breathe with each passing moment.  My breaths came in short, sharp breaths as I tried to gain composure and couldn’t.  A sense of impending doom filled me, and I cried out, but nothing came from my throat.  It had stopped working through fear and the screaming I had done before.  I resigned myself to death and spent the final moments thinking of those I’d loved who I would never see again as I slipped into unconsciousness.

‘Tallie!’

I heard her voice, but it seemed so distant, so far away.

‘Tallie…can you hear me?’

It was so far off.  I struggled to pull myself out of the darkness and moved in my glass coffin, startled by the name being called.  Tallie? My name wasn’t Tallie?

‘Tallie! Wake up!’

I was still alive.  I was breathing and could hear voices. 

‘Tallie, come back.  It’s Quinn…Tallie, wake up!’

I came back to myself and opened my eyes, blinking rapidly.  Gasping at Quinn, who had me by the shoulders from above and was looking at me with desperate concern.

‘He’s almost gone…still alive…there’s a tube…who would do this?’ I cried, brokenly, as I searched the undergrowth with my hands, scrabbling desperately to find it. 

‘Tallie! Stop a minute!’ Quinn exclaimed.  ‘What are we looking for?’ she demanded, grabbing me and holding me still.

‘He buried a man alive…there’s a breathing tube here somewhere…a glass coffin…he’s alive! Help me!’ I cried, my voice breaking with terror at not getting him out alive.  I dug at the undergrowth as Quinn shouted for immediate help. 

‘Tell us where and what to do!’ Quinn said, loudly, deliberately trying to get through to me in my confusion.

‘Dig here as quickly as possible.  He’s about four feet down,’ I told the men who gathered.  ‘Please help me-but be careful-it’s a glass coffin.  Shatter it and you could injure him further.’

Spades and shovels appeared from all corners as men and women gathered to dig him out.  I worked at the top end with my hands, desperately scooping at the dirt with my hands to get further down.  I knew he was close to the end, but I was hoping against hope that we might just be able to save him.

‘Tallie! Not with your hands,’ Quinn said from my side.  ‘You’re going to hurt yourself!’ she said.

‘Please! Just help me,’ I said, blindly digging through the undergrowth as tears filled my eyes.  ‘He’s dying!’

Quinn didn’t argue with me and simply dove in beside me, digging fast and helping me to clear the earth.  With multiple people working hard and fast, we uncovered the glass coffin within a few minutes, all of us desperately diving into the hole to remove all the surrounding dirt and debris to expose the top so we could get him out. 

As everything became clearer, and we could make out the glass, we cleared the top and someone found the handle and pulled it open.  Putrid smells emitted from the coffin where the poor man had been encased and held as his body had emptied itself leaving him lying in his own waste for days. The odours were foul as the air was released and then the horror of the man wasting away was apparent to us all.  With no food or water and struggling for oxygen through his breathing tube which had been covered with forest floor debris, he was in a bad state.  As Quinn screamed for the paramedic crew which was on standby, more people came running to help, a stretcher ready for the man.

‘Stand back,’ the paramedic ordered. ‘We’ll take it from here.’

People began to move backwards, but Quinn and I stayed where we were for another few seconds.

‘His name is Bentley,’ I told the female paramedic. ‘And he’s struggling to breathe…feels like he can’t get air in his lungs.’

‘Thank you,’ she said, starting by putting an oxygen mask on him. 

As I watched the scene in horror, strong but gentle hands grasped my shoulders and pulled me back from the site to create space for the paramedics to work.  I let her move me bodily and then as soon as we were far enough back, slumped to the floor by a nearby tree and sat down.  Quinn joined me, sitting beside me heavily.

Everyone watched on as the paramedics got the poor man on the waiting stretcher and quickly set him up ready to transport him to hospital.  They worked quickly and efficiently and were headed out before we knew it, walking up the embankment with the stretcher before loading him onto the ambulance.

The group of us who had dug her out of his hole stood and sat around in stunned horror at what we had just witnessed.  The empty glass coffin lay before us, soiled and used by Bentley’s time spent inside it.  No-one said a word for long moments.  It was like everyone was too shocked by what we’d just been through together.

‘Well done, Tallie,’ Quinn said, breaking the silence.  ‘You saved him.’

All eyes turned to me and suddenly voices came from all corners, congratulating me, telling me how amazing it was that I’d known where he was and singing my praises.  I couldn’t even speak, let alone respond to their comments.

Quinn ended up taking me further away from it all, off into the forest further where we could sit down alone.

‘You doing okay?’ she asked me.

‘Uh huh,’ I said, eyes cast downwards before I laid my head in my hands.

‘Tallie, you did good…you got him out in time,’ Quinn told me.

‘Why did I have to see her last though?’ I questioned, glancing up.  ‘Why not find the one guy that’s alive first rather than all the dead skeletons?’

‘Tallie!’ she exclaimed.  ‘You said yourself! This is not in your control! It’s just something that happens, and you can’t determine it.  Give yourself a fucking break! You saved one man today and found twenty-odd more! You’ve broken open the biggest serial killer case in history.  Don’t you dare put yourself down.’

‘I just…’ I hung my head.

‘Tallie?’

‘It’s overwhelming…all of this…my head hurts so bad,’ I said, gasping in a breath as my emotions wreaked havoc with me.  ‘I can’t…’

‘It’s okay, Tallie,’ she said, reaching an arm around me, not caring who saw. 

I turned into her shoulder and wept openly, unashamedly crying now that she offered me comfort.  I cried for the victims, I cried for Bentley and everything he had gone through, and I cried for all the remnants of the people who had been alive before this evil killer had taken their lives so callously.

‘She okay?’ a voice asked from above me.

‘It’s all taken its toll,’ Quinn told Jacobs.

‘She’s done an amazing job here today,’ Jacobs was saying. ‘Take her home, Hansen.  If she’s done and that’s all, give her a break.  We’re all going to be back and forth while we excavate all these sites.  Give her a break from it all.  She’s done enough already.’

‘Okay,’ Quinn nodded.  ‘I will because I think she needs the headspace.  We’ll come back once she’s slept.  Have you got enough people here?’

‘Don’t worry,’ the Detective Inspector reassured her.  ‘Other departments are joining us from Kingsleigh and Highsmith.  We’re teaming up for manpower so we’re going to be inundated with more help.  Get her home.  Maybe keep an eye on her?’

‘Don’t worry, I will,’ Quinn reassured her.

The voices stopped and warm hands wrapped around me and lifted me up.  I was placed on my feet, but I leaned against her heavily, completely out of it now.  I was slipping into oblivion, and there seemed to be nothing I could do about it.

‘You hanging in here, Tallie?’ she asked, holding me up.

‘Sleep…’ I murmured, near her ear.

‘You need to sleep?’ she questioned.

‘Uh huh,’ I managed before my knees gave out.

Quinn grabbed onto me, hefting me up a little until she could manoeuvre me into her arms and walk me out of there.  I couldn’t even lift my head from her shoulder, let alone muster up the words to object to being carried from the scene where I’d gone from hero to zero as my energy was gone.  Instead, I began to drift as I was carried in strong arms.  Eased onto soft leather, I was laid down in the back of a car and then something soft covered my body.  I didn’t open my eyes once in the whole experience.  I simply let myself drift as my head pounded with intense pain.

When the car stopped, I stirred slightly. I wasn’t fully awake, but I was aware of being lifted into strong arms and the familiar smell of Quinn’s scent surrounding me. 

She next thing I knew, I was warm and cosy, wrapped in something soft.  I drifted off again until my name was called once more.

‘Tallie?’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, sleepily.

‘Tallie, wake up, baby,’ Quinn’s voice said.

I struggled to rouse myself.  I felt so tired…so bone tired. 

‘Come on, Tallie…wake up,’ she encouraged.

‘Sleepin’ I mumbled, nestling deeper into the sofa she’d placed me on.

‘Soon, baby…after you eat something.  Come on…wake up for me…’

I moaned, my head still pounding, and tried to open my eyes.

‘Tallie?’

‘Mmm,’ I groaned.

‘Wake up, Tallie.’

I moaned again, struggling.

‘Open your eyes, Tallie.  Time to wake up now!’

‘Sleepin,’ I mumbled, feeling so far gone it was impossible to rouse myself now.

‘Tallie!’

I blinked twice and was awake.  ‘Quinn?’ I gasped.

‘Oh, thank God,’ she said, her shoulder slumping with relief. 

‘Where am…we’re at your house?’

‘You have no idea how long I’ve been trying to wake you? I thought you were gone for good!’ she exclaimed, looking worried.

‘No, don’t be alarmed if that happens,’ I told her.  ‘Sometimes it takes me a while to get back from being so knee-deep in visions.’  I slumped back against the couch and lifted a hand to my head.  ‘I feel awful…’

‘I know,’ she commiserated.  ‘You’ve been out of it.  When you finished, I saw you literally turn in on yourself.  Your body and mind couldn’t take it anymore.  Here, I’m going to give you something simple to eat and then you’re going to sleep.’

‘Not hungry,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘And we should be there…helping…’

‘No, Tallie,’ she said, face set and determined.  ‘We were sent home by the boss.  He told us to go and rest.  Besides, you’ve done your part and now there’s three departments working together to cover the scene.’

‘We should still be there,’ I murmured.

‘We will be…once you’ve recovered.  Tallie, what you did out here today was incredible, but it hurts me to see what a huge toll it takes on you to do what you do.  Let yourself heal and recover, otherwise you’ll be of no use to anyone.’

I sighed. 

‘Okay, now no arguments.  I’m feeding you this soup and sandwich whether you like it or not.’

‘Feed me? I’m not a child.  Give me the spoon and I’ll eat the damn stuff.’

‘Hold out your hand,’ she told me.

‘What?’

‘Just do it, Tallie,’ she ordered.

I lifted one hand and held it out before me.  It was shaking violently, making my whole arm tremble. 

‘You’ve been like that for hours…it’s scared the shit out of me.’

‘I’m just…it’s like being traumatised,’ I explained.  ‘And tonight was like being hurt over and over again…repeatedly.  The last one…Bentley…that just finished me off…’

‘I know,’ she nodded, speaking quietly.

‘Will he survive? Do we know yet?’ I asked her.

Quinn looked down.  ‘Apparently, it’s touch and go at the moment. He was close to death at the end.  They’re trying to help him now.’

I looked at my hand once more. It was still shaking like a leaf.  ‘I guess you’re going to have to feed me then.’

‘Yeah,’ she nodded, shifting closer and bringing the plate onto her lap.  ‘Slow and steady, okay? You’ve been sick multiple times today and after not eating for so long, your stomach might object.’

‘What about you? Aren’t you hungry?’ I asked her.

‘I ate while you slept,’ she told me.  ‘I was starving too.’

‘Oh…well, alright…go on then.’

Quinn painstakingly fed me the soup.  She spooned small amounts, bit by bit into my mouth and as the food began to fill my stomach, it helped ease my headache a little bit. The cheese sandwich she’d made was lifted to my lips too, and I ate it gratefully, licking my lips after swallowing and enjoying the delicious taste.

When I was done, she wiped my mouth clean gently and put the plate down on the coffee table.

‘Okay…bed now,’ she told me.

I groaned.  ‘I feel like we should be out there.’

‘The only place you’re going is to bed.  I’ll call the Detective Inspector if you like and check in…check everything’s okay before you sleep. Would that ease your mind?’

‘Mmm hmm,’ I said, lowering my gaze.  ‘Quinn?’

‘Yeah?’

‘Can I shower first?’ I asked her.

‘Yes, of course! Aren’t you too tired?’

‘I am, but I want to.  I know you’ll help me and I just…I feel tainted.  Dirty.  I feel touched by all the death and it’s making me uncomfortable.’

‘We’ll shower…but I’m coming in with you-no collapsing in the shower.’

‘Together?’ I questioned, lifting my eyebrow.

‘Don’t get any ideas, you,’ she warned.  ‘You’re far too vulnerable right now for me to be thinking about anything but cleaning you and getting you to bed.’

‘Can’t blame me for trying,’ I murmured, but my eyelids were drooping, and I was fading fast.  Quinn was right.  This wasn’t the time to be thinking about sex.

Quinn carried me upstairs and straight to the bathroom.  There, she took off her clothes and dumped them in the hamper before stripping me off more carefully, easing my jeans and t-shirt off with care.  When we were both naked, she led me to the shower where she cleaned every inch of me with tender loving care.  Even though we were both naked, we were both exhausted and sex wasn’t mentioned once.

After drying me off, Quinn laid me in her bed and tucked the covers around me.  Then, retrieving her phone, she called Jacobs.  Apparently, they’d timetabled shifts for everyone to work the biggest scene in the history of the area and we would be fine to stay away until morning.  He encouraged us to sleep and get me well and fit again before even considering returning.

‘You hear all that?’ Quinn questioned.

‘I did, yeah,’ I murmured, as she climbed into lie beside me.

‘You can relax now, okay.’

‘I…yeah,’ I said, hoping all the voices would fade if I stayed in Quinn’s arms.

‘You think you can sleep?’ she asked, tentatively.

‘I…there’s just so many of them…’ I said, feeling tearful all of a sudden.

‘Tallie! What do you mean?’

‘The dead…the men from today…they’re all…hanging around…’ I said, choking on my words.

‘Oh baby…I wish I could take it all away for you.’

‘Just…hold me? Last time I was in your arms, the voices went away.’

‘Yes! They did, didn’t they,’ she said, shifting closer. 

Gathering me in her arms, I wrapped myself around her tightly, hanging onto the love and comfort she offered me. 

‘Just think about me…us…’ she murmured against my temple, kissing there gently.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, already growing sleepy.

‘Happy thoughts, baby…’

I sighed.  ‘Mmm…’

Quinn went quiet then and I felt myself beginning to drift.  The voices were drifting away too…far off.  In my mind was only one woman…and that was Quinn.

I woke to heat all around me.  Quinn’s huge body had trapped me and pinioned me in the night, and I lay on my back, her body half covering mine as she slept heavily on top of me.  My head had cleared, and my sleep had been settled so I felt a hundred times better.  I shifted a little, Quinn’s weight turning me on.  As she stirred, I felt myself hoping that she’d touch me.

‘Tallie…’ she murmured, running her hand up my side and down again.

‘Quinn,’ I replied, loving the way her mouth moved as she said my name whilst still half asleep.

‘Tallie,’ she said again, rubbing her hand across my lower stomach, and brushing past my mound which lay there waiting.  ‘You okay, baby?’ she asked, opening her eyes.

‘Mmm hmm,’ I nodded.  ‘Much better,’ I told her, huskily.

‘You slept?’

‘Really well,’ I murmured.

‘Good,’ she said, shifting back a little so that her weight wasn’t pinning me down quite so much.

I grumbled with discontent.

‘I’m heavy…’

‘Felt good,’ I told her, wrapping my arms around her and tugging her closer.

Her arms encircled my waist, and she wrapped me even closer as we lay on our sides face to face.  We fell into a silence again as we dozed in contentment for long minutes.

Quinn stirred first, reaching over me and checking the time on her phone.  When she lay back and snuggled down into the bed, I knew we were okay for time.  She was settling back down, like it was early still.

‘Quinn?’

‘Mmm?’ she questioned.

I eased impossibly closer. 

‘Tallie?’

‘Touch me,’ I encouraged, needing she contact from her.

‘Baby…I can just hold you right now,’ she said, thinking she shouldn’t be doing anything else with me right now.

‘No,’ I said, reaching for her hand and pushing it between my thighs.  ‘I’m so horny…’

‘I know, baby, I am too…but I feel like I’d be taking advantage of you,’ she admitted, her thoughts backing up her words.

‘What if I were to take advantage of you instead?’ I smiled.

‘Tallie…’

‘I’m fine, Quinn,’ I told her.

‘But yesterday you weren’t…you were like, so far from fine yesterday, Tallie.  I don’t want to…mess up.  You said we needed to keep things to partners until this is over…and it’s not over yet,’ she reminded me.

‘Well, call it a blip,’ I said, reaching for her with my hand.

‘Tallie, we shouldn’t.’

‘What time is it?’ I questioned.

‘Only 5.30am.  We’ve woken up really early, but then we did get to bed at ten last night-which is way earlier than I usually manage,’ she told me.

‘So, relax and touch me…I’m asking you to, Quinn.  I think I need you to.’

‘Why?’ she asked.

I sighed.  ‘Because you feel so good…you make me feel so good.  I love being here and the things you do to me.  I want you, Quinn…please don’t say no?’

‘Tallie,’ she groaned.  ‘You know I want to…I just…worry about you.’

‘I’m fine.  I needed to sleep.  Now I have, and I need something else…you touching my clitoris.’

She chuckled at that.  ‘What else do you want, Tallie?’ she questioned, smiling cheekily at me,

‘You could go down on me as well?’ I laughed.

‘Yeah? Anything else?’

‘Use the toy with me?’ I suggested.

Her smiled was wicked and pleased.  ‘Tallie, Tallie…’

‘Well?’

‘How can I say no to all of that?’ she questioned. 

‘Exactly,’ I smiled.

Quinn’s hand lifted to push the tendrils of hair which had fallen across my forehead back.  ‘Look at you,’ she murmured then.

‘What?’ I questioned, softly.

‘You’re just…you have this ethereal beauty…all golden haired and perfect unflawed face.  You’re gorgeous, Tallie.  I don’t know what I’ve done to be so lucky and to have you here with me,’ she told me.

‘I’m the lucky one,’ I told her, lifting a hand to her face to cup her chin. ‘I’ve never had anyone in my life like you…not even close.’

‘Tallie,’ she murmured.

‘Kiss me,’ I requested.

‘You sure about this?’

‘Yes, Quinn, I’m sure.  Now come on…before life comes back with all the harsh realities.  Make me forget for a little bit, okay?’

‘Maybe a little longer than that?’ she smiled.

‘Maybe a lot longer than that,’ I grinned. 

Quinn held my eyes for a long moment and then leaned over to kiss me gently.  As her lips explored mine slowly, it felt brand new, as if we were starting all over again.  My body hummed with contentment as she stretched out over me, moving me to my back so that she could start kissing me more intimately.

Her mouth opened over mine and her tongue dipped to play with mine.  The slow, erotic movement of her slick tongue against mine made me groan with pleasure and I was instantly desperate for more.  Stretching out underneath her, I lifted my hips to rub against her as she settled between my spread legs.  It felt so good, and I ached for her.  She’d hinted at slow and sensual, but now we were this close, I wanted things to speed up.

‘Please, Quinn,’ I groaned, needing more from her.

‘Tallie…’ she moaned, ‘slow down…’

‘I can’t…not now…just please…’

‘Tell me what you need?’

‘More…now…I’m aching so badly…need you,’ I told her, brokenly.

‘Ah God,’ she groaned, and moved off me. 

After grabbing supplies from the bedside table, she settled further down, spreading my legs before her so she had everything I had to offer on display for her.  Leaning forwards, she began licking me with intent, her soft tongue lapped at me, searching to stimulate and open me up for her.  Her hand pushed inside me as her tongue played and I arched and squirmed, loving her touch and how it made me feel. 

‘Quinn!’ I gasped, feeling dangerously close to coming, I cried out, but at that point she released me, moving upwards to straddle my face.  She positioned her clitoris at my mouth, and I suckled on her eagerly, letting her rub herself all over my face and work herself higher. Licking at her clitoris, Quinn groaned above me and then moved back down to pull on the toy and position herself at my entrance.

Taking the lube to slick up the vibrator, she rubbed at my hole, encouraging me to relax and open up to her as she pushed and slowly eased the head inside.

I opened up for her and as she slowly pushed into me inch by inch, I cried out in sheer bliss as I was gradually filled.  She took her time, taking it easy and when she’d filled me completely, she paused and ran her hands up my stomach and breasts, waiting for me to be ready.  The feelings flooding my system were intense and I arched up into her touch, ready for her to move and begin pushing us both up towards orgasm.

‘You ready?’ she asked, huskily, her voice strained.

‘Yes! Please, Quinn…I need it…come on…make me come.’

She didn’t need to be told twice.  After turning on the vibrations, she immediately pulled back and thrust back, filling me so completely and stretching me so wide that I cried out with pleasure. 

‘Yes,’ I groaned, reaching for her.

She bent down and kissed me wetly, her tongue thick in my mouth as it played intimately with mine.  Easing back, she spread my legs wider, allowing her to press even deeper inside and began thrusting rhythmically inside me.

Harder and harder she pushed inside me, pulling out more and pushing deeper with each thrust of her hips.  I knew this wasn’t going to last long.  I was too turned on and the way her face was set and determined; I knew she was close to losing it too. 

Giving into sensation, I lifted my hips even more, circling up against the pleasure and feeling my orgasm rising.  As Quinn lost it above me, crying out as she came, I lost it too climaxing around the toy while she pushed deep, filling me completely, her whole-body tense and tight above mine.

We both visibly slumped at the same time, and she pulled out before slumping down on top of me heavily, pressing her face into my neck and groaning as she kissed me there.

‘Oh my God, Tallie,’ she groaned.

I smiled and chuckled to myself.  ‘That’s better, right?’

‘A lot better,’ she grinned.

‘I think my body needed that kind of release…’

‘I didn’t hurt you?’

‘Not at all,’ I said, reaching for her neck to draw her towards me to kiss her softly.  ‘I loved it.’

She smiled at me, thinking that she loved me, let alone loving sleeping with me.

Gazing at her and feeling like everything was going to be okay in the end, I settled into her arms and cuddled closer.  ‘How long have we got?’ I asked.

‘Completely up to you, baby.  Jacobs said to come back when you’re up to it.’

‘Okay,’ I nodded.  ‘Maybe an hour or so then?’

‘That sounds nice,’ she murmured.  ‘We staying here? I love cuddles after sex,’ she smiled.

‘You do? I love cuddling you,’ I grinned.

‘Good.  Come closer…it makes me feel good when I can feel your whole body pressed up to mine.  I love it…and I plan to spend a lot more time getting to know what you like, what you want and keeping you happy in bed, Tallie.’

‘We’re clearly compatible with each other in that way.’

‘We are?’ she murmured, rubbing closer, her hands running down my back to cup my butt. 

‘Yeah,’ she sighed, contentedly.

I smiled at her, feeling unbelievably happy and so very different to the day before. Sighing, I moved in closer and rested my head against her shoulder. 

‘You okay?’

‘Mmm hmm,’ I nodded.  ‘I just wish this could be forever,’ I murmured, quietly.

‘It will be one day though, right?’

I nodded against her shoulder.  ‘Yeah…one day.’ How long away that was though, I didn’t know.

Chapter 10

Quinn and I dozed for about half an hour before rousing ourselves again.  Turning onto my back, I stretched languidly, feeling far better and ready to start over now I had rested.

Quinn rolled to her side and slid a hand over my flat stomach.  ‘Hungry?’ she asked, rubbing my belly.

‘Always,’ I smiled. 

‘How about I make or buy you breakfast before work?’

I thought for a moment.  ‘Make,’ I said, a mischievous smile on my face.

Her eyebrows lifted and she cocked her head at me.  ‘Are you wearing that smile for a reason I should know about?’ she questioned.

‘Maybe…’ I taunted, happily.

‘Can you let me in on this reason?’

I chuckled.  ‘I foresee more sex before work this morning,’ I told her.

‘Oh yeah? I’ll forget the shower I was about to take then!’

‘Yeah, you should,’ I grinned. ‘Come on…I’m hungry,’ I said, getting out of bed naked and heading for the door.  I could hear immediately from her footfall that Quinn was following me.

Downstairs, I headed for the fridge and perused the contents with interest. Quinn came up behind me, wrapping her very naked body to the back of me, which felt absolutely incredible.

‘See anything you like?’ she asked, running her hands down my chest silkily.

I turned and lifted my arms up around her neck.  ‘I can definitely feel something I like,’ I smiled, emphasising the ‘feel.’ 

She grinned. 

‘But I’m really hungry…so food first!’

‘What would you like?’

‘Have you got any cereal?’

‘Yeah, loads…have a look in here,’ she said, showing me the cupboard.

‘Ooh nice,’ I said, reaching for the coco pops.

‘You’re such a kid,’ she laughed.

‘You bought them!’ I exclaimed.

‘Yeah, for my niece and nephew,’ she chuckled.

‘What can I say? I like junk food…’ I said, pulling the packet out and accepting the bowl and spoon she handed me. 

Heading to the table, I sat down and poured my cereal as she placed a bottle of milk on the table as well.  I watched her as she made herself toast and also started coffee going as well.  She was absolutely gorgeous-even more so as she moved around the kitchen completely naked.

‘I think we should have a rule…’ I mumbled, around a mouthful of coco pops.

‘Oh yeah? What’s that?’ she questioned.

‘No clothes.’

‘Like ever?’ she chuckled.

‘Well, whenever I’m around here,’ I told her, eating hungrily.

‘I’m hoping that will be often, Tallie,’ she said, gazing over at me as she leant on the counter.

‘It will be,’ I smiled.  ‘Until you literally can’t get rid of me, and you have to let me move in.’

‘I’d let you tomorrow,’ she told me, silkily.

‘Romantic,’ I commented, smirking at her.

‘Just being honest.  I love your company here, Tallie.  Why would I want you anywhere else?’

‘I don’t know.  A lot of people find me too much to cope with.’

‘Not me,’ she assured me.

‘It’s early days,’ I reminded her.

‘It is,’ she nodded.  ‘But this feeling of it being right was immediate when I met you, Tallie.  It makes it easier,’ she said, making her toast and coffee.

I watched her prepare everything and then continued to stare at her as she sat down with her breakfast.  ‘It doesn’t scare you?’ I asked, curiously.

‘No,’ she told me, shaking her head.

‘You want this don’t you…companionship…to be settled, right?’

‘I do…I have for a long time. I kind of gave up on it for a while but it’s always been something I wanted. I’m pretty traditional really.  I just want to settle down and feel like I have a family to come home to at the end of a long day.’

‘Well, with me you’ll be bringing work home too.  I’m not the easiest person to live with, Quinn.’

‘I don’t know.  When we’re here on our own, it’s not really been about work.  It’s been about us,’ she pointed out.

‘Well, yeah…I guess so,’ I said, reaching for some of her toast.

‘Oi!’

‘I’m hungry!’ I objected.

She laughed.  ‘You’re always hungry.’

‘That’s true.’

‘So, I’m curious…what’s this encounter you saw happening?’

I smiled at her, sitting back in my chair and grinning happily. ‘I’ve seen this twice now,’ I revealed.

‘Twice?’

‘Yeah-the first time you brought me here and showed me around, when we walked through the kitchen, I saw us together on the counter. It was really hot…and gave me a heads up that it was coming.’

‘You didn’t say anything?’

‘Idiot!’ I laughed.  ‘I’d have freaked you the hell out…oh, nice chickens, by the way, I’ve seen a vision of you going down on me and licking me senseless on the kitchen counter over there.’

Her eyes bugged out and her eyebrows lifted.  ‘Seriously?’

‘I don’t know…mix it up if you like, I’m just telling it as I saw it,’ I laughed.

‘Well, I’m more than up for that idea if it’s an option,’ she said, eyeing me with interest.

I smiled at her as I continued to eat the toast.  Licking the butter off my lips and fingers, I knew I was seducing her and the way her eyes darkened with interest had me turned on in seconds.

‘You know…I’ve never made love in a kitchen before,’ I murmured, eyes on hers.

‘No? Me neither,’ she smiled.

I finished the toast and licked my lips before getting to my feet and then sitting down astride her on her chair.   ‘So…I couldn’t help but notice…’

‘What?’ she asked, her eyes dropping to my mouth.

‘You’re aroused already,’ I commented.

‘So are you, baby.’

‘Yeah, cos you’re thinking about licking me again.  I’m still wet you know…from earlier,’ I told her, kissing her.

‘Yeah?’ she said, reaching down and delving with her fingers to part me and see if I was right and was still wet.

‘God…’ she murmured, when she found the slickness there. 

‘Come on…spread me out on the counter…’

Quinn followed me eagerly to the counter where she lifted me up onto the counter side and spread me before her, wide.  ‘God, look at you…’

‘Please,’ I begged, needing her touch.

‘Ah baby, yes,’ she said, bending to the juncture between my thighs.  She proceeded to lap at me eagerly, suckling my clitoris into her mouth and sucking on it hard.  I cried out in pleasure, absolutely lost in the ecstasy.  It felt so, damn good and I knew I wasn’t going to last long. 

She added her fingers to the mix and started pushing two deep inside me.  I was wet and slick already and her fingers stretched me in the most delicious of ways. 

‘Yes, Quinn,’ I groaned, loving the way it felt inside me.

‘Baby,’ she murmured against my soft folds, before continuing.

She lavished attention on my clitoris, suckling and licking, intent on pushing me to the brink while her fingers stayed buried inside me.  I moaned and cried out, feeling my orgasm threatening.  My body started to tighten and as I started to cry out, she began thrusting at my sex hard and fast, pushing me even higher so when I came, my body tightened and peaked with incredible bliss, my juices soaking her fingers as her mouth stayed suckling my throbbing clitoris. 

The aftershocks rushed through me as her mouth lifted and she reached to kiss me. She kept her hand buried inside me and moments later, while we kissed, she started moving her hand, thrusting it inside me rapidly, pushing me upwards once more.  I was so aroused that I felt my body lift once more, tightening around her thrusting fingers up and inside me, rubbing against my g-spot and making me grow closer by the second.  Hard and fast her hand moved, knowing she could make me climax multiple times made her so turned on and she pushed me to the brink, making me release against her hand wetly once more, my body gushing with liquid.

As I recovered, I heard Quinn move and then she lifted me from the counter and then I was on my knees, while her sex spread out above me, ready for my tongue.  I lifted up eagerly, using my tongue on her and lavishing attention on her clitoris while she moaned above me.  Rubbing her with the flat of my tongue and circling there, she undulated against me circling down on my mouth while I drove her higher and higher with my working tongue.

She came fast, climaxing wetly against my mouth and I kept her going until it was too much before rising up and moving into her arms to kiss her passionately, our tongues meeting and sharing each other’s taste.  It was highly erotic, and we stayed close, kissing slowly, our heated bodies calming now.

We stayed like that for several long minutes. When we parted, it was me who lifted my head first.

‘We should get back to it,’ I told her, looking up to meet her eyes.

‘We should…if you’re ready.’

‘I am,’ I nodded. ‘I’ve slept well, I’ve had amazing sex-twice and I’ve been fed.  Time to face it all again.’

She sighed.  ‘Okay. Shower?’

‘Yeah…separate though, right?’

‘Whatever you like, Tallie,’ she murmured, eyes scanning mine.

‘I’ve been, uh…I’ve focused on you since we left and came here.  It’s time to let it all back in…I might use the shower to start the process.’

‘Okay, well, let’s get moving. It’s past seven now.’

Quinn and I headed up the stairs and went to the different bathrooms.  I turned on the shower to hot and washed my hair and body before lifting my face to the spray and letting go to allow the thoughts and visions back in.  Releasing the shutters on my mind, I let the scene take hold and suddenly, I was somewhere else. 

Crouching down in the corner of the shower, I whispered as stones were thrown at me hard.  ‘Stop!’ I yelled, guarding my head with my hands.  ‘Stop!’ I tried again, but more sticks and stones were chucked at me without care.  Anger filled me and as one connected with my temple, I cried out in pain.

‘Tallie?’

‘Stop!’ I shouted, loudly.

‘Tallie!’

The shower spray stopped.  Strong but gentle arms shook my shoulders.

‘Tallie, come back to the present.  It’s me…Quinn.  Wake up!’

I blinked up at her twice, coming around.  Frowning in confusion, I stared at her. 

‘Tallie? Are you back?’

‘I…yeah…’

‘What was that?’ she questioned, frowning. ‘You were screaming with someone to stop. Was it our killer?’ she questioned.

‘No,’ I said, stumbling to my feet and looking at Quinn in confusion.  ‘It was you.’

Quinn helped me out of the shower and wrapped a towel around me before leading me to the bedroom to sit on the bed.

‘You just had a vision about me?’ she asked.

‘I’m pretty sure it was you…you were young…little right?’

‘Yeah.  What was going on? You seemed distressed.’

‘You don’t remember? You don’t remember yelling at them to stop as they threw stones at you? The things they were shouting…disgusting dyke…carpet muncher…those were their favourite insults, weren’t they?’ I murmured, feeling bad for what she’d experienced as a kid.

‘Yeah, I remember,’ Quinn said, sullenly.  ‘Although I wish I didn’t.’

‘Quinn; the way you were treated…’ I began.

‘Did you see how it ended? That event where they threw the stones at me?’ she asked, quietly.

‘I…no.  You came in while it was still going on.  I was on the ground, covering my head and yelling for them to stop. I didn’t imagine it ended well?’

‘Well, it didn’t,’ she sighed. ‘But I don’t think it’s what you’re expecting-me the victim, taking it, being bullied and not doing anything about it…’

‘You were so young!’ I exclaimed.  ‘What on earth could you do at that age?’

A slow smile spread across her face.  ‘It ended that night, Tallie.’

‘What did?’

‘The bullying…them hassling me…’

‘It did? How come?’ I questioned, confused. 

‘Can’t you see? What I did?’ she asked.

I reached for her hand and looked inside her, tapped in to her mind and saw how it had all ended.

‘Stop!’ I yelled again before one of the stones hit me hard on the temple.  ‘Ow,’ I complained, rubbing at the sore spot where he’d hit.  Anger filled me and rage took over.  ‘I’m going to fucking end you all!’ I roared, getting to my feet and grabbing the nearest large branch I could find.  Running at the three boys, I floored the first one in seconds, punching into his face hard while another landed on my back to try and fight me. 

I wrestled him over and pinned him down before pummelling him with my fists, slamming my knee into his crotch and spitting on him.  The third stared at me in horror before running away scared.  Leaving the two little bastards on the ground whispering, I wiped the blood from my temple and walked away.

‘You see it?’ Quinn asked.

I smiled up at her.  ‘I do now, yeah.’

‘You stood up to them,’ I murmured.  ‘And beat the crap out of two!’

‘The little fuckers had it coming.  They’d harassed me for two years by that point. Something had to give.’

‘Seems like it did! Your anger and rage!’

‘It made me strong that afternoon, and fighting back meant that they didn’t bother me again,’ she told me.

‘Hmm.  I wonder why I keep seeing things like this from your childhood.’

‘Maybe because you want to get to know me?’ she suggested.

I frowned, standing up to get dressed.  ‘I don’t think it’s that, unfortunately.  There seems to be more to it.’

Quinn considered this.  ‘You okay if I get dressed?’ she asked then.

‘Yeah, go for it.  We should get going.’

‘We can talk in the car,’ she suggested.

‘Good idea,’ I nodded, and turned my attention to getting dressed.

In the car, both of our minds went back to the case at hand.

‘So, yesterday was quite something,’ Quinn began.

‘It was,’ I nodded, keeping my eyes on the road.

‘They’re calling it the biggest case in the UK for decades.  The most killings at the hand of one single person to be known about.  The only other serial killer near this number is the one from the US-Gary Ridgeway, The Green River Killer.’

‘Yeah.  Sadly, this escalated in number massively since all the discoveries yesterday.’

‘I was worried about you, Tallie,’ she told me then.  ‘After a while, you seemed completely out of it, someplace else.  I couldn’t seem to get through to you as Tallie for a long, long time.’

‘I know. It happens, so try not to worry.  I have to let my mind take me to other places and sometimes that takes over the part of me that is usually present.  It’s like being asleep and so far gone that you can hear someone calling you in the distance, but you just can’t wake up.’

‘So, if it happens again? Is there anything I can do?’ she questioned.

‘Not really…just ride it through,’ I told her.  ‘Stay with me, keep calling my name and I’ll come back to you when I can.’

‘Right,’ she murmured, not sounding happy about it.  ‘It made you seem ill yesterday too.’

‘It does.  It makes me sick, gives me horrendous headaches and makes me so tired from the energy it takes for me to connect with all the various people.  Added to the victims was the fact that there were so many police and people working the scene that my brain just couldn’t deal with it.’

‘So how do we change that today?’

‘I don’t think today will be so bad,’ I told her.  ‘The problem yesterday was that I had them to find.  Today I think I just need to help in a different way.’

‘And how’s that?’ she questioned.

‘Identifying them.’

‘You can do that?’ she asked, glancing over at me.

‘It’s likely,’ I told her.  ‘Names will speed up the process right.  Once you’ve got names you can compare with dental records and then inform families.  Knowing who all our victims are might mean we can actually find the guy who did this.  There must be commonalities and things which link them.  I’m eager to find out, anyway.’

‘You’re a good woman, Tallie,’ Quinn told me.

I smiled at her.  ‘Thank you.  So are you.’

We drove up the bridge and parked with the multitude of other official cars and vehicles.

‘Wow,’ I breathed, as Quinn parked the car behind another.  The bridge was now cordoned off by officials and the road closed.  Despite this, even up on the bridge, at this early hour, there was a crowd of the public who were onlooking with interest.  Many police were stood in uniform, and there was one officer signing people in and out of the scene.

‘This is huge,’ she murmured, looking around before we got out of the car.

‘Yeah…fucking hell…’

‘Tallie, if it all gets too much, let me know, okay? We can walk away-work this from afar.  You don’t have to be here,’ she told me.

‘I do right now.  We’re not going to be here all day anyway,’ I told her.

‘We’re not?’

‘I don’t think so no.  Come on, let’s go…there’s so many families that will get the news they’ve been waiting to hear from this.’

‘Not good news,’ she murmured.

‘No,’ I said, distracted by the group of people who were standing over watching the scene.  There was one woman who drew my attention.  She’d lost her son-he’d been missing for eleven years.  I knew that he was one of the dead, but that I couldn’t share that with her yet.  The poor woman’s heart was breaking.

‘What is it?’ Quinn asked, as I’d fallen silent for a long few minutes.

‘One of the women over here.  Her son went missing eleven years ago.  He’s in there, Quinn.’

‘Oh,’ she sighed. ‘You can’t…’ she murmured. ‘It would go against all procedure.’

‘I know,’ I murmured, sadly, ‘but there’s twenty families like her…all waiting for the news they never wanted to hear.’

‘At least they’ll know at last,’ Quinn murmured.

‘I don’t know whether it’s a good thing or bad though, Quinn.’

‘It’s closure.  It’s putting them to rest.  I know it’s bad news, but at least they finally know.  I imagine some of the families have been waiting for years…and not getting any younger or healthier.  At least some of the older parents will be able to know what happened before they pass on…be able to come to terms with the fact.’

‘Some say it’s worse when people are missing,’ I murmured, ‘the not knowing.’

‘Exactly,’ she said, reaching over for my hand. 

I took a deep steadying breath.

‘You ready?’

‘I am,’ I nodded.

Quinn and I got out of the car and stepped under the police tape, headed for the police officer with the clipboard.

‘Detectives Hansen and Tait,’ Quinn told her.

‘Yep.  Sign here please.’

‘Can you tell us if Detective Inspector Jacobs is here?’ Quinn questioned.

‘Yes, he is…last time I saw him we were down by site one,’ he said, indicating the very first skeleton I had found.

‘Thanks,’ I nodded.

Quinn and I headed down and sure enough, emerging from the tent was Jacobs; who looked surprised and pleased to see us.

‘Hansen! Tait! Good to have you back!’ he exclaimed, making his way towards us.  ‘How is everything? You look a lot better,’ he said, eyeing me closely.

‘I am, thank you, sir.  I slept and rested so I’m ready to start again.’

‘Start?’ he questioned.

‘Identifying them, sir.  I can tell you who some of them are,’ I told him, noting that his home life had improved and also that he was pleased with me for my work the day before-for opening up the case massively which would make it more likely to get it solved.

‘You can do that?’ she questioned.

I nodded.  ‘I, uh…sometimes I see the dead.  There’s lots of them…hanging around, I guess you could say.  Once I’ve given you names, you can compare with dental records and let families know sooner.’

‘Good plan, Tait.  What can we do to help you?’ he questioned.

‘Nothing,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘This one is all on me,’ I said, with a small smile.  ‘Oh, have you had an update on Bentley? Did he make it through the night?’

‘Yes, he did,’ Jacobs nodded.  ‘He’s doing better, and his family are with him.  They’re very grateful,’ he added.

‘I’m glad he made it…and I’m sorry he wasn’t the first one I found rather than that last,’ I apologised.

‘Tait!’ Jacobs exclaimed.  ‘You did an amazing job yesterday.  No-one even knew there were more victims here.  This has opened this case up.  There’s bound to be evidence found during the excavation of these sites.  He can’t have left absolutely nothing behind…we’re going to get him, Tait, and you’re a major factor in that.’

‘Thank you, sir,’ I nodded.  ‘I’m going to see what I can find out…Quinn? Will you stick with me?’

‘Yes, stay with her,’ Jacobs instructed.  ‘Keep an eye on her.  Make sure she doesn’t get to the same state as yesterday…’

‘Done,’ Quinn nodded. 

‘I’ll let you know what I find out,’ I promised, heading for the first tent.

Inside the white tent were six people working alongside Dee French, our coroner. 

‘Hey,’ I greeted her.

‘Oh, hello Tallie! Good to see you back.  You doing okay?’ she questioned.  ‘A few people said you were…well, a little bit…out of it,’ she said, struggling how to say that she had been worried about me.

‘I’m okay thanks.  It just got a bit much yesterday,’ I said, sheepishly.

‘Of course, it did! I’m overwhelmed and I’m not the one who saw it all!’ she exclaimed.

‘Well, I’m back and ready to figure some things out…I thought I’d try and help identify the ones I can so you can compare my names to dental records.’

Her eyebrows rose.  ‘Well, that would be very helpful, Tallie.  Hard though, on you…take it easy, okay?’

‘I’ve got Quinn looking after me,’ I said, looking over my shoulder and smiling at her for a moment.  Her gentle, reassuring smile touched me and when I turned back to Dee, I knew a flush had filled my cheeks. 

I noted the moment she caught the connection between Quinn and I and she smiled at me knowingly.  ‘I’m sure she will.’

I glanced away.  ‘Anyway, what do you know about this one…’

‘Okay, well, male definitely.  Early twenties I would estimate.  Other than that, we’d be relying on dental records for identification.’

I sighed and shifted closer.  ‘He’s not here so can I…’ I steeled myself.  ‘Touch him?’

‘I…yeah…if that’s what you need.  We’re ready to transport.  We’ve collected all evidence so go for it.’

I reached down into the body bag which held all of the remnants of the person he’d been and touched one of the leg bones.  Immediately, I felt the connection and I got flashes of who he had been and I sat down, thinking as the images slowed down and then disappeared as I lifted my hand away.

‘His name was Thomas Hunt,’ I told them, looking up.  ‘He was way too young to die and didn’t see his death coming.  He was attacked when walking home one night from a bar where he worked.  He said goodnight to his boyfriend-who also worked at the bar and then walked home. He was attacked by the bridge.’

‘Good job, Tallie,’ Quinn said, laying a hand on my shoulder.

I looked up, surprised.  ‘That’s one…’ I murmured.

‘And that’s how we take this…one at a time…’

I nodded, sadly.

Hours later, I’d been to every single site we had and identified most of them by name and approximate age.  We had a list which had been passed onto Detective Inspector Jacobs and I was exhausted and ready to step away for a bit.

‘Tallie?’

I had been leaning against a tree, staring blindly into the sunlight.  ‘Yeah?’ I said, turning.

‘Let’s go…’

‘Where are we going?’ I questioned.

‘Back to the station,’ she told me.  ‘There’s no reason for us to be out here now.  You’ve done your part.  We can work this from there now.’

I nodded and fell into step with her as we walked to the car.  Getting in, I rested my head back and closed my eyes, trying to shut out all of the voices. 

‘You okay?’ she asked, concerned.

‘I’ve got a headache,’ I admitted.

‘I can see…’ she murmured, reaching in the back.  ‘Here, take some paracetamol and ibuprofen.  It should help,’ she told me, handing me a bottle of water along with the pills.

‘Thanks,’ I said, gratefully accepting the offered items.  After downing the painkillers, I was left with the taunting voices which kept coming back again and again.  ‘Quinn?’

‘Yes?’

‘You grew up in the house your Mum and Dad still live in?’ I questioned.

‘You know I did,’ she nodded.

‘Can we go there again?’ I requested.

‘I…what now?’ she asked, surprised.

‘Yeah…please?’

‘I mean, we can…but why? Why now, with all of this going on?’

‘Because there’s a connection,’ I told her, bluntly, ‘and I need to know what it is.  This involves you somehow and I don’t like that.  I don’t like to think that this killer has got you in his sight for some reason.  If I can understand it, know why, then I can protect you from harm.’

Quinn sighed.  ‘You seriously think this involves me somehow?’

‘I don’t know. It could be unrelated, but I keep getting flashes of images from when you were younger. It always means something significant, but I can’t figure it out yet.  I only get snapshots, you see.’

‘I get it…let me just call Mum and check it’s okay if we pop around,’ she said, reaching for her phone.

While Quinn called her Mum, I rested my pounding head and closed my eyes once more.  All I got was a group of boys following Quinn around on their bikes taunting her with ‘disgusting dyke’ and ‘Hansen’s a carpet muncher.’

‘Tallie?’

I turned and looked at her, blinking twice.  ‘Huh?’

‘Tallie?’

‘Yeah?’

‘Mum said it’s fine. She’s going to make us some lunch as well,’ she told me.

‘Okay…great,’ I murmured, thinking.

‘You okay? Where did you go just then?’

‘I was…it was about you again.  As a kid…’

‘Why do you keep seeing that shit? It’s baffling to me, Tallie.  I don’t see how it’s connected, I really don’t.  Maybe it’s just you seeing more about me…getting to know me as you spend time around me.’

‘Do you think about those times still?’ I questioned.

‘No!’ she laughed. ‘Stupid little fuckers…I’ve suffered far worse homophobia than those idiotic kids, Tallie.  I never give it a second thought!’

‘Which is why it’s even more confusing, Quinn,’ I told her. 

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well, because I usually see the stuff that’s at the forefront of people’s mind…the things which bother them and are in their conscience or screaming to get out.  With this, it’s not that.  I’m seeing things from a long time back, but it’s all connected to hurting you.  I need to figure it out.’

‘So, you need to go to back to where I grew up because…’

‘Because we can go to the places where it all happened.  We can visit the woods where you played, the parks where you cycled.  I can sit in the treehouse and think…’

‘You know about the treehouse?’ she questioned.

I smiled at her.  ‘You liked it there.’

‘It was peaceful.’

‘Somewhere to get away from everything…everyone.’

‘Exactly,’ she nodded.

‘Let’s get out of here,’ I murmured.  ‘Too much death everywhere.’

‘I’ll say,’ she agreed.

Quinn drove us the short distance to her parents’ house and when we reached the door, her mother was there with hugs for us both.

‘Aren’t I the lucky one?’ she exclaimed. ‘Seeing you more than once in a blue moon!’

‘Hey Mum,’ Quinn said, giving her a warm hug. 

‘Hi Tallie! I expect this is your doing, right?’ she smiled, hugging me too.

‘Well, yes, but sadly I have ulterior motives.  I need to do some digging.’

‘Let’s hope that’s metaphorical digging!’ she exclaimed, chuckling.  ‘Come on in…are you hungry?’

‘I’m starving,’ I complained.

‘Me too,’ Quinn added.

‘Okay, well I’ve put together a simple lunch for us.  Your dad’s out so it’ll just be the three of us,’ she told us.

We sat down at the table where she had warm bread, cooked meats and various accompanying dishes for us to add to the delicious food.  As we ate, we discussed the case that had just become huge.  She had been watching the developments on the news and seen all the interviews Quinn had done about it all. 

‘And all of this latest news is down to you, Tallie?’ she asked, staring across at me with wide eyes.

‘Well, I wouldn’t quite say that…’ I murmured, embarrassed by her attention.

‘It is,’ Quinn nodded.  ‘She’s been amazing,’ she added, reaching for my hand briefly.

I felt the awareness and lifted my eyes to her, blushing slightly before returning my attention to her mother, who was watching us closely.  It hadn’t gone unnoticed by her that Quinn’s outwards affection to me was growing fast. 

‘So, you found all those other victims?’ she questioned.

‘I…yeah,’ I nodded.

‘It’s just incredible.  I mean, wow! How do you do it?’ she asked, gaping at me.

‘Mum, leave the poor woman to eat her lunch…’

‘No, it’s fine,’ I chuckled, glancing at Quinn.  ‘It’s…well, it’s hard to explain.  With some, I could see them lying here…like you know when you look at the ground in a forest? I could see the ground but also see underneath…see the skeleton lying there.’

‘Oh wow…’ she breathed.

‘With others, they were there…or you know, their soul…ghost…whatever you want to call it.  A couple of them were pointing and showing me where.  Some like to tell me all about it, some show me images and some just are present.’

‘That must be so strange,’ she murmured, astonished.

‘It can be…especially when I mess up and mistake when someone is actually here or if they’re not really.  I’ve been caught out a few times talking to thin air!’ I told her, laughing about it now that I could see the funny side.

‘And you believe this is all the work on one man?’ she asked.

‘It is,’ I told her, clearly.  ‘But that’s the bit I’m struggling with.  I need to figure out who he is, but I can’t see him very well…can’t work it out.’

‘That’s not on your head alone though, surely?’ she commented.  ‘I saw on the news that three local departments are now working together on this?’

‘That’s true,’ I murmured, ‘I just feel responsible.’

‘Well don’t,’ she instructed.  ‘She shouldn’t, should she, Quinn?’

‘No, she absolutely shouldn’t.’

‘Right, well eat your lunch ladies. I’ll stop talking work and just enjoy having you here.  Goodness me, you do look stunning together,’ she said then, as the sunlight flooded through the window and shone towards us.  ‘Sitting here with the sun on your faces.  Beautiful couple.’

I turned to smile at Quinn, didn’t bother denying that she was completely accurate on that one.  Quinn just smiled back and continued eating.  The rest of the lunch was spent with easy, light conversation.

When we were done, Quinn explained that I was in search of some information and she left us to it, telling us she’d be in the garden if we needed her at all.

I watched her go and looked over at Quinn.

‘Okay…so, what do you want to do first?’

‘First, I need to let go of everything from this morning.  It’s still all clogging up my head,’ I told her, frowning.

‘How do we do that?’

‘Can we go to your room?’ I asked her, innocently.

Her eyebrows rose. ‘For…?’

I smiled.  ‘Come on,’ I encouraged.

‘Okay,’ she grinned, following me.

We walked upstairs together and went to her childhood bedroom.  As soon as she closed the door, I whirled on her and reached to tug her head down to mine.

She came willingly, bending her head to kiss me and opened her mouth over mine.  I moaned and pressed against her, loving the way her mouth opened, and her tongue plundered mine, kissing me passionately and deeply for long, distracting moments.

Turning me bodily, she pushed me up against the door and kept kissing me languidly.  Her lower half undulated against me languidly.

‘Distracted yet?’ she murmured, lifting her mouth slightly before kissing a trail of butterfly kisses down my neck, teasing the sensitive flesh here.

‘Mmm hmm…’ I gasped, arching as she licked at the skin.

‘You’re making me really horny,’ she murmured, rubbing up against me.

‘I was only anticipating a bit of making out,’ I chuckled.  ‘Not full-on sex in your parents’ house!’ I laughed.

‘Well…maybe somewhere in between?’ she suggested.

The idea was interesting, for sure.  I wasn’t eager to completely mess about with her mother nearby, but this was welcome distraction. Smiling up at her, I tugged at her neck, pulling her down towards me and kissed her again.  As we kissed, I reached down and cupped her with my hand, rubbing her as she moaned in my mouth.

‘Was this the plan when you asked me upstairs?’ she laughed.

‘No,’ I chuckled, licking her lower lip with my tongue.  ‘I was just wanting a little distraction…a kiss maybe to stop me thinking.  This is just a bonus,’ I told her, considering our options. 

‘Damn right,’ she chuckled.  ‘You’re so bad though…’

‘You bring it out in me,’ I told her, ‘now do you want me to touch you or not?’

Her eyes widened. ‘That would be a definite yes,’ she said, her eyes darkening.

‘Yeah? Gonna touch me back?’ I smiled, rubbing her rhythmically.

‘I love touching you, Tallie,’ she murmured.  ‘For sure…’

‘Okay then,’ I said, kissing her mouth once more. 

Reaching for her button, I undid her and eased my hand inside, starting to rub her as we kissed.  Her body circled against mine, moaning into my mouth as my fingers found her clitoris and circled there with increasing pressure.

Quinn moaned and arched against me, tearing her mouth from mine as she breathed raggedly.  I knew this wouldn’t take long so I rubbed her harder, circled against her more quickly and I could feel her body starting to tense and rise.  As her body tightened, I took her with fast, rhythmic motion and she came, crying out briefly before stopping herself make noises, gasping with pleasure as she came.

As the aftershocks filled her system, I kissed her languidly before she reversed our positions.  She reached down and deftly pushed her hand into my jeans, rubbing me slowly. I moaned into her mouth and rubbed up against her, pressing myself closer as her fingers delved even deeper inside me.  I spread my legs wider as she eased her fingers up inside my slick insides and rubbed against my g-spot. 

‘Quinn,’ I groaned, against her mouth.

‘Feels so good,’ she murmured, kissing me still.

Her fingers moved back to my clitoris and rubbed against me in motion.  I felt myself close to the edge and gripped her shoulders for support as I felt my orgasm threaten.  Gasping against her mouth, I felt myself rise and against her working fingers, I came thickly, stifling my groan with her mouth on mine.  As my body was still tightening and relaxing repeatedly against her fingers, she moved her fingers downwards and upwards into my slick folds. Thrusting hard and fast from the get go, my already stimulated body took a battering as she pushed me higher and higher and I came against her fingers once more, covering them with wetness as I gushed with release. 

‘Oh my God,’ I groaned, aching from such an incredible orgasm.

‘So good, baby,’ she said, bending to kiss me.

‘So are you,’ I smiled, kissing her back.

‘Perfect distraction, you are.’

‘That’s why you love me,’ she joked.

I froze, staring up at her like a deer in headlights.  She’d be light-heartedly joking with me, but the words were true and as I held her eyes, I felt such connection with her and knew that I’d fallen completely and utterly in love with her-there wasn’t a doubt in my mind that it was true.

‘I was just mucking around,’ she said, softly, lifting a gentle hand to my cheek.

‘But it’s true,’ I said, softly.  ‘Not because you distract me when things are bad.  It’s because you’re perfect…you make everything how it should be.  I feel so complete when you’re around.’

She sighed.  ‘And you think you’re not romantic? That’s the most romantic thing anyone has ever said to me, Tallie.’

‘It is?’

‘Yeah…tell me more stuff like that,’ she requested, holding me by the waist and pulling me against her, flush.

I smiled, wickedly.  ‘You’re really hot?’

‘Try again…romantic, not sexual,’ she encouraged, tugging me even closer.

‘I love she way you look at me as if there’s no-one else in the world,’ I murmured, in my most romantic effort.

‘Tallie…’ she breathed.

‘Well, it’s true…and I know it is because the way you think about me as well confirms it. I’ve never been with anyone who likes me quite as much you as you do.  Lots of people before have considered me hard work, been threatened by the fact I know things about how they think and feel too…’

‘Well, you know I don’t think of you in that way, Tallie.  From the moment I met you I’ve felt connected to you-and it’s not just the sex, by the way.  I like everything about you,’ she murmured.

‘That’s what baffles me,’ I told her, surprised.  ‘For most people, it’s just too much.  I mean, don’t you worry about all the things you’re thinking and feeling and how I might react if I know personal things about you?’

‘I don’t actually.  Maybe when I was younger, it might have been harder but now I’m ready to settle down, I don’t care if you see my every emotion because they’re all ones I want you to see.  The way I’m feeling now barely knowing you…well, I just feel like I can’t wait to find out more.’

I smiled at her.  ‘Me too.’

Our eyes held for long moments and eventually, it was me who drew away.  ‘Okay…enough…I’ve got it out of my head.  Time to get back to it…’

‘Yeah? What do you need to do?’ she asked.

I thought for a moment.  ‘Can we go to the treehouse first?’ I requested.

‘Go anywhere you like,’ she told me.  ‘Do you want me with me or is it easier alone?’

‘I…don’t know…maybe just stay nearby but give me some space?’

‘Okay,’ she said, following me from the room.

I headed downstairs and then out to the back of the garden where I waved to Quinn’s Mum at the back of the garden. She waved and then I continued on my way to Quinn’s old treehouse down at the other end of the space.  I was aware Quinn followed slowly behind, but she didn’t speak or interrupt me during the process.

When I reached the tree, I tested the ladder with my foot before climbing it slowly.  At the top, I clambered into the treehouse and sat on the old, wooden floor.  It was in disarray, long-since abandoned but I didn’t care.  Lying back down on the wood, I stared at the ceiling and let my mind drift.  This had been a place of peace and relaxation for Quinn back then. It was where she had come when things were rough.  No-one else used it, so she had found it to be a place where she could kick back and chill when she was younger.

After getting a feel for how she’d felt in the treehouse, I wanted to explore the more negative side of what she’d experienced as a girl.

Getting down, I headed to the trees at the far end of the garden and found the gap which she’d used to use to get out into the forest beyond.  Walking out into the area, I knew Quinn was behind me, but she was blessedly quiet, letting me investigate under my own steam without interrupting me.

I walked for a while, wondering where I was going and then stopping at a place which seemed appropriate. 

‘Disgusting dyke!’ a voice yelled, taking me there.

I looked up from where I sat.  It was Owen and the others.  Frustration filled me. 

‘What are you doing, carpet muncher?’ Owen jeered. 

‘Go away,’ I told her.

‘I’m not going anywhere.  Hey, let’s hammer this dirty dyke…carpet muncher…fanny licker, prancing around like a queer all over school.  We know what you are.’

‘I don’t care what you think!’


Owen threw the first stone.

‘Hey! Don’t do that!’ I yelled.

‘What you going to do about it carpet muncher?’

They all started throwing stones at me and I cowered, some hitting me and stinging as they made contact.  With anger filling me, I got to my feet and sprinted at the three of them, launching myself on Owen and punching the crap out of him.  I next took it out on his friend and took him down while the third boy ran off scared.

Coming back to the present, I blinked twice and came back to the here and now.  Frowning to myself, I thought about Owen.  His presence in my conscience bothered me, so I thought about him, seeing if I could get any deeper. 

Nothing came, so I got up and started walking, pausing a little way off and sitting down by a tree and resting here for long moments.  I got flashes and glimpses of other situations, incidences and scenes but they were mixed up, random and unclear.  I didn’t understand how they linked whatsoever.

‘I don’t get it,’ I said, aloud.

‘You okay?’

I turned to look.  Quinn was sat near me, also on the forest floor.  She was watching me closely and had a look of concern on her face.

‘I think I need to meet this kid…Owen,’ I told her, unhappily.

‘Tallie, why? He’s not a kid anymore and it would also be really weird to call in on him out of the blue.  He’s a lawyer now…a family man…I don’t think he’s going around murdering gay guys.’

‘Do you know that for sure?’ I questioned.

‘Well, no…’

‘So, humour me.  Let’s do a visit…an unexpected one.’

‘And say what?’ she exclaimed.

‘Leave it to me…I’ll come up with something on the way here. You know where he lives?’

‘Of course, I do.  He’s my cousin.  I suffer through extended family gatherings there sometimes.’

‘Okay, cool…a little road trip then,’ I said, getting to my feet.

‘You’re sure this is necessary?’

‘I am, I’m afraid.   I need to know for sure that he’s not involved.  The only way I can do that is by meeting the man.’

‘Okay, fine…but if this backfires, it’s on your head.’

‘Yeah, yeah...it won’t.  I’ve got an idea what I can say…don’t worry.’

‘Oh, I do worry with you around, Tallie! You keep me on my toes, for sure.’

‘Chill…it’ll be fine, don’t worry.’

‘Okay then.  Let’s go and say goodbye to my Mum,’ she suggested.

‘Let’s go.’

Chapter 11

After saying goodbye to Leila, we made our way back to the car and Quinn started driving.  Owen lived nearly an hour away, so it would take a while to get there.

‘When did it all start?’ I questioned.

‘What?’ she asked.

‘The abuse…the homophobia?’

‘Oh! Uh, I guess when we were…about eight?’

‘And how long until you scared them off?’

‘I was…a little older when that happened,’ she revealed.

‘Oh…so you put up with it for quite a few years?’

‘I did, yeah.’

‘And you still had them around through secondary school? As you got older?’

‘Yeah, that’s right.  I didn’t really have much to do with them though.  I ran with different crowds.  I stuck with my own friends and didn’t really take much notice of those kids after all the drama with them ended.’

‘What happened to the rest of them?’ I questioned.

‘What, the other kids?’

‘Yeah,’ I wondered.

‘I don’t know,’ she said, shrugging.  ‘I found friends who suited me better and forgot about all of that.’

‘Oh…’ I murmured, frowning to myself.

‘I’m sorry, Tallie, but I think you’re barking up the wrong tree.  I know it’s in your head but it’s not part of this case…I’m sure of it.  I don’t believe Owen is responsible for what we’re dealing with.’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, looking out of the window.  I didn’t say it, but I knew there was something I was onto…I felt here was something ‘off’ with my thinking too but couldn’t quite figure out what it was.  Despite that face, I was determined to at least meet the guy who had tormented Quinn as a child, at the very least to have a go at the fucker.

We fell into a silence, and I closed my eyes and rested from thoughts of the case while other random images, visions and souls flickered through my conscience.  I looked at some, ignored others and tried to shake off the bad ones.

‘You okay?’

‘Huh?’ I asked, confused.

‘You were groaning,’ Quinn told me.

‘I was? Sorry…’

‘No, it’s okay. Why though?’

‘Why what?’ I frowned.

‘Why were you making that noise? I’m just curious.  I want to know you Tallie and understand what goes on in your head.’

‘A whole load of fucking mental shit,’ I grumbled.

‘Yeah?’

I sighed.  ‘Yeah.  Sometimes…’ I began, speaking slowly.  ‘Sometimes, I just feel so…crammed…so full of the stuff around me.  I guess just now I groaned because I saw something horrible.  I see a lot of death, gore and blood and when people die, sometimes they like to show me what happened to them.  This guy just showed me his death.  It was horrible.’

‘Oh,’ Quinn murmured, reaching over and lying a gentle hand on my knee.  ‘I’m sorry, Tallie.’

‘It’s not your fault!’ I exclaimed.

‘I know,’ she murmured.  ‘But I just wish you didn’t have to deal with this all the time.  I wish there was a shut off button that you could use so you could stop seeing all this.’

‘Me too,’ I murmured, looking across at her and studying her jawline.  Her profile was so gorgeous, I felt myself aching with how much I felt for her.

‘You know I’d take it from you if I could?’ she said, glancing over.

I could feel the sentiment behind her statement and knew she was speaking the truth.  She would literally take this away from me if she was able to.   ‘You’re a keeper, you know that, Quinn?’

She smiled over at me.  ‘So are you.’

‘Well, you know if you take me on, you are going to be dealing with this constantly too.  You can’t really avoid it if you’re with me 24/7.’

‘That’s true.  You say it helps being with me though?’ she questioned.

‘It does!’ I exclaimed.  ‘I’ve never experienced this before-the ability to shut off when I’m with you.  It’s been a revelation.’

‘How does it work?’ she asked.

‘I have no idea…I just know that when I’m in your arms, you’re all-consuming and my head is so full of everything about you, I’m not thinking about anything else.  It’s the same when you hold me as we sleep.  I’m only thinking about you.’

She smiled over at me briefly before turning back to the road.  ‘Well hopefully that makes you want to stick around me then?’

I smiled slowly back at her.  ‘You have no idea…’ I murmured, thinking about the wonderful things I could see coming in our future.  The very thought of everything she was going to become to me was almost too good to be true-but I could see it, so I knew it was real.

‘It must be strange, to know your own future and destiny though.  I mean, does it spoil the build up…the possibility…the not knowing?’ she questioned.

‘No, actually…I mean, not with you.  Remember this doesn’t happen to me either,’ I told her.  ‘I see things constantly about other people and what’s happening in their lives, but I rarely ever see stuff about myself.  I didn’t realise I would have a future-the likes of which I now see with you.’

She slowed at a red light.  ‘Will you tell me what you see?’

‘I don’t know,’ I said, unsure.  ‘I mean…I don’t have a choice.  For you, you get to experience it all with no prior knowledge.  I kind of don’t want to spoil what’s coming.’

‘But this is…I mean…we…’ she stumbled over her words, not knowing how to ask what she was thinking.

‘Forever,’ I murmured.

Her eyebrows rose and her eyes held mine.  ‘Yeah?’

‘Uh huh.  Green light,’ I told her, without looking forward.

‘Oh!’ she said, turning back to focus on the road. 

She continued driving, her thoughts running in happy directions, which made me smile.  It made me feel good that I could make her feel that way, and that our destiny was fixed together.  I sensed so much about her and yet I knew I would enjoy living it out for real, learning everything about her day by day and gradually falling completely and utterly in love with her.

The rest of the journey was spent driving, both of us lost in thought as we focused on each other and nothing else.  When we pulled up outside a grand house in a tucked away cul-de-sac, it felt too soon to pull away from my reverie.  I’d been enjoying thinking about her and not having to focus on anything else.  As we arrived though, Quinn’s thoughts shifted back to the past and I felt my own body tense as I prepared myself to get back to work.

‘Okay…’

‘What are you going to say to him?’ Quinn asked, frowning over at me.

I shrugged.  ‘I’ve got an idea.’

‘Care to share it?’ she questioned.

I smiled at her.  ‘Nope.  Not just yet.’

‘So, this is how it’s going to be now, is it? You wearing the trousers?’ she smirked.

I grinned up at her cheekily.  ‘Well, I let you wear them in bed, so why not let me have a turn when it comes to work?’

She chuckled, low and deep.  ‘I guess that’s true…’

‘Yeah, so stop your moaning,’ I said, swatting her playfully. 

She grabbed my hand and held it in hers.  It made me look over and I smiled to myself as she drove, counting my lucky stars that I had met this wonderful woman.

We arrived soon after, and I looked up at the posh house in the affluent neighbourhood.  It was clear they had money and lived a good standard of life.  I turned to Quinn and spoke.

‘Stop worrying.  Just leave it to me, okay.’

‘I just think it’s weird.  This is the wrong angle and he’s family, ultimately…’

‘Yeah, I get that.  Chill out though.  I know what to say and I just need to meet him-even if it does mean ruling him out of this like you expect.’

Quinn sighed.  ‘Okay…well come on.  Let’s get this over with.

I climbed out and walked up the drive, Quinn following closely behind.  At the door, I knocked, noticing the cameras everywhere which filmed our arrival.

The door was answered after a few minutes, and it was the man himself.

‘Good afternoon,’ I greeted him.  ‘Owen Chambers?’

‘I…yes…Quinn? What are you doing here?’ he asked, looking completely baffled.

‘Hey Owen,’ Quinn murmured, unsure of herself and where I was going with the conversation.

‘We’re actually here on police business,’ I told him, reaching into my inside pocket to show him my identification.  ‘I’m Detective Tallie Tait.  I’m Quinn’s partner.  We’re actually here to speak to you about the recent murders in Wayvern.’

‘Oh? Uh…do you want to come in?’ he asked, confusion filling him face.

‘Yeah, thanks,’ I said, stepping inside.

He led us inside and took us to the lounge.

‘Please take a seat,’ he offered.

Quinn and I sat on one side while he sat in a sofa chair opposite us. 

‘So, what’s this about? I haven’t seen you in a long time, Quinn.  How are you keeping? How’s the family?’ Owen questioned.

I gave her a pointed look…keep on the case.

‘Fine and fine,’ Quinn murmured.  ‘Just busy with work…

‘Yeah, sure-I know all about that,’ he said, ruefully.

‘I’m sorry to interrupt the pleasantries, but we’re here on police business as I said when we arrived,’ I told him, bluntly. 

‘Oh, right…yes?’

‘Owen; you’re on a list Quinn provided me with,’ I told her, eyes fixed on her.  I could see I was making him wary, and I liked the fact he was on edge.

‘A list?’

‘We’re investigating a murder case.  Multiple victims, in the Wayvern area.’

‘Yeah, I know it-it’s been all over the news.  You can’t miss it.  I’ve even seen you on the TV, Quinn speaking about it…’ he said.  ‘What’s this got to do with me? Why do you need to speak to me about this?’

I sighed, long sufferingly.  ‘Okay-the thing is threats have been made against Quinn in this case.  We’re investigating anyone in Quinn’s life who has reason to hate or dislike her and your name is top of the list, Owen.’

He gaped at me.  ‘What?’ he uttered, gobsmacked.

‘You heard me.  Don’t play the innocent-I’m a big, hot shot lawyer these days-you and I both know your history with Quinn-and it’s not a pretty one. We’re here to get in contact with you because you were known to hate Quinn as a child, demonstrate considerable homophobia towards her and commit acts of physical violence.’

‘I was just a dumb kid!’ he exclaimed.  ‘I’m not a murderer!’ he rambled.

‘Maybe not…but we wanted to meet you and discuss it with you.  We’re visiting anyone who might have beef with Quinn, okay?’

‘I have no long-standing problems with Quinn.  I was an idiot kid who was showing off to friends.  It got out of hand and went too far, but mainly because I was just trying to impress my friends.  They egged me on, often enough, and I was a cocky little idiot who thought it was funny to do what they said.  I am not a murderer! Look into my life! You’ll find I spend all my time at work, am barely at home long enough to be a decent husband and father and while I dabble in betting in my spare time, that’s about the only dodgy thing you’ll discover about me.  I’m not homophobic-as I said, I was just a stupid kid.  I know homosexual people.  They don’t bother me.  I have no reason to hate her anymore.’

I stared at her, not liking the man.  ‘SHE has a name,’ I informed him.

‘I know! Just because we haven’t been the closest of family members, doesn’t make me a murderer or involved with some crime. I’m guilty of nothing,’ he ranted.

I narrowed my eyes at him.  I needed to touch him in a subtle way and discover if what he was saying was actually true.  ‘Can I have a coffee, please?’ I asked, out of the blue.

‘I…yeah…sure.  Milk and sugar?’ he questioned, standing up.

‘No, black thanks,’ I told him.

‘Quinn?’

‘No, I’m good thanks.’

‘Okay…I’ll,’ he frowned, warily.  ‘I’ll be back in a minute.’

With him gone, Quinn looked at me, her face unhappy and tense. 

‘It’s fine, Quinn…chill out?’

‘Are we done yet?’ she asked.  ‘There is literally no point in us being here.’

‘Shush,’ I said, standing up and wandering over to a wall of photos.  Most of them were family pictures but one stood out as different and I stared at it for several long minutes.  It was Owen and three friends, standing holding a huge fish on what looked like a camping trip of some sort.  I studied it for a long moment before being distracted as he walked back into the room.

‘Coffee,’ he said, walking towards me.

‘Oh thanks,’ I said, reaching out with two hands for it.  Very deliberately, but being subtle, I made sure our hands touched as he passed me the coffee.  I kept my eyes down as everything hit me at once and I understood more of the man I had been so concerned about. 

‘I really don’t understand all of this,’ he was saying, as my mind worked its way back to the present.

‘We just have to be through and check out everything and everyone that is connected with myself and this case,’ Quinn told her.

‘Exactly, so if you have a diary or computer where you can check some dates with us, please?’ I requested, knowing now that it was pointless but having to follow through on the ruse anyway.

‘Yes, of course.  I’ll have been at work or home-that’s all I do,’ he said, running a weary hand through his hair.  ‘It’s all my life consists of right now.’

‘Okay, well if you can get your diary, we can check and then verify,’ I replied, wanting now to get this over with and out of there.

Twenty minutes later, we left the house and got back in the car.  Quinn started driving away and as soon as we were away from the estate, she turned to me.

‘Anything?’

‘You were right,’ I murmured, quietly.  ‘It’s not her.’

She nodded, knowing she had known that anyway, but not wanting to say that to me.

I sighed.  ‘I know, I know…’ I murmured, as if she had spoken anyway.  ‘It’s just…there’s something, Quinn.  A connection…something I’m missing. It’s there but out of reach,’ I said, frowning to myself.

‘It’s okay. It’ll come to you,’ she assured me, reaching over to lay a hand on my thigh.

I sat back, staring out of the window, her warm hand comforting on my leg.  We drove for a long while being quiet, and I used the time to think, consider and ponder the case and everything I knew about it. 

‘Where are we going?’ I asked, as Quinn took another turn.

‘Back to the river?’

‘Yeah…yeah, okay,’ I nodded, realising it was where we should be.

‘You don’t want to?’ she questioned.  ‘We don’t need to stay if it’s too much for you right now.’

‘No, it’s fine.  Let’s face it, I’m back to square one after meeting Owen so I need to see if there’s anything we can find out.’

‘Okay, good.  The Detective Inspector will get annoyed if we don’t check in regularly and let her know what we’re up to.’

‘Come on then,’ I said, as she pulled up. ‘No time like the present.’

The scene was heaving with activity.  I glanced at the large crowd behind the yellow tape which had formed with onlookers.  I felt the sorrow of some of the mothers there, waiting to hear if their sons were victims in this awful crime but I had to turn away, because Quinn was already signing us in and beckoning for me to follow her down.

I fell into step beside her, and we walked down past the embankment of the river where there was now a white tent on one side, the bones collected from the water being sorted, analysed and bagged up to be sent back to the station.

‘You okay?’

I glanced up, frowning. My head was hurting, and I glanced back to the crowd of mother’s up on the bridge.  ‘I…yeah.’

‘Are you sure? You’ve gone really quiet, Tallie,’ she commented.

I turned back, feeling a little out of it. ‘I…no, it’s fine.  I’m just…it’s a lot.’

‘I get it.  Stay by my side,’ she told me.

‘I will.’

‘Hansen! Tait!’ Detective Inspector Jacobs exclaimed as we approached.  ‘Good to have you back,’ he said.  ‘Do we have anything new?’ he asked, looking specifically at me.

‘I…no.  We’ve ruled some people out, but no closer to a suspect.’

‘Well, we’re finding evidence which we didn’t have before.  He can’t have killed this many times without messing up at least once.  We’ll get him, and we’ll have you to thank for it, Tait.’

‘How are things going, sir?’ Quinn asked.  ‘What’s been going on here?’

‘We have three teams working in shift,’ he told us, ‘But because of the number of bodies discovered, it’s just time consuming.  We’re working fast and have brought more people on board to help but it’s still slow going.  We’re onto the ninth so far, I believe…so quite a few to go.’

As they spoke, I looked off into the distance and saw a man stood by a tree.  I turned, wandering off towards him. 

When I got there, he looked stunned that I was staring at him.  Shocked I could actually see him.

‘Hi,’ I said, softly.

‘You can see me?’ he questioned.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah…I’m a bit weird that way,’ I smiled.

‘I’m Kai,’ he said, softly.

‘Tallie,’ I smiled.

‘I’m dead, aren’t I?’ he asked, sadly.

‘I believe you are.  Yes.’

‘I’m only twenty-two,’ he told me.

‘What happened to you?’ I asked.

‘I met this guy-and he was clearly a mistake,’ he told me ruefully.  ‘I mean, I ended up dead…’

‘You met him? You actually met him?’ I asked, excited by this.

He nodded, sitting by the tree.  I went and sat close beside him, waiting anxiously for more. 

‘We went out one night,’ he said, softly.  ‘He was nice at first…kind and chatty.’

‘He was chatty? He spoke to you? About what?’ I questioned.

‘Oh, life…how he was in a new phase of his life and investigating his sexuality. He found me attractive and being young and horny, I went with him…’

‘Did you have sex?’ I exclaimed, shocked by this development.  I couldn’t picture the guy I’d imagined accepting himself enough to actually try sex with a man.

‘No,’ he said, shaking her head.  ‘I mean, we went back to mine and started trying to…but he couldn’t get hard…at first it was okay because I was, so he touched me…’

‘How?’

‘With his hand.  I could tell it was new and slightly unsettling for him, but he wanted to try.  He kept telling me I was gorgeous and how attracted he was to me…’

I could see how the killer had thought that.  The man before me was beautiful-blonde and tanned with bright blue eyes and white teeth when he smiled.  His body was lightly muscled, and he was any gay guy’s fantasy.  ‘Well, you’re very attractive,’ I told him.

‘So are you,’ he replied, winking at me flirtatiously. 

‘Tell me more,’ I said, not wanting to get distracted from the conversation.  ‘How did the sex go?’

‘He got really frustrated…with himself.  He was bitching about not being able to get hard and that’s when he lost it and got angry.’

‘What did he look like?’ I asked, not wanting to hear about the murder itself.

‘Average guy,’ he shrugged.  ‘Not my usual type at all-I was just horny and thought I could get off.  He was a little older than me…in his thirties, I guess.  Glasses, average looking…you know, just kind of someone you wouldn’t pick out on the street or notice that much.’

Just as I had expected.

‘He limped as well…like he’d hurt his leg.’

My eyes widened, as I took this information in.  ‘What year was it?’

‘2013,’ he told me.

‘Oh…’ I frowned.

‘Why? What year is it now?’

‘It’s 2023.’

‘Wow,’ he murmured.

‘Where did he bury you?’ I asked then, sensing he was fading and beginning to leave here.

‘Where you’re sat,’ he murmured and then disappeared from in front of my eyes.

I looked at the ground where I sat and knew it was unmarked. I felt myself moving downwards and I curled onto the forest floor, getting in the position I saw him lying in now so clearly.  Tears slipped down my cheeks as I drew my legs up and cuddled them to my chest.  Crying quietly, I wept for Kai and the loss of him from this world.

‘Tallie?’

I stayed where I was.  Gentle hands lifted me and pulled me onto her lap.  I let her drag me there and curled into her warmth and cried into her shoulder silently, making her shirt wet.  She held me here for a long time without asking me what was wrong.  It was me who snapped myself out of it first.  Sitting up, conscious of onlookers, I moved, wiping my eyes so we were sat on the floor, but I was off her lap.

‘You okay?’

I looked up at her, my eyes still wet and misted.  ‘No.’

‘Who were you talking to?’ she asked, softly.

I sighed.  ‘Can you get a marker and the DI? Then I only need to say it all once?’

‘Of course,’ she said, getting up.

I waited there on the floor and didn’t get up until Quinn came back with the DI, Mahers and Newsome in tow.

‘Here you go,’ Quinn said, handing me the marker. 

I turned and pushed it slowly into the ground, where his head lay further down. 

‘What have you seen?’ Detective Inspector Jacobs asked.

‘A man called Kai.  He told me he was twenty-two in 2013 when he died.’

All of their eyes bore into my skull as they stared at me. 

‘He was the most beautiful man,’ I said, dreamily.

Quinn frowned slightly, but I caught it.

‘Blonde and gorgeous.  He had tanned skin, a muscled body and a huge white smile.  Any man interested in other men would have found him attractive,’ I told them all.

‘Why is that relevant?’ Quinn asked.

‘Hear me out,’ I continued.  ‘So, Kai told me that he actually met the man who killed her. He met our murderer-went on a date with him before going home with him.’

‘No way!’ Newsome exclaimed.

‘You know who he is now?’ Quinn asked.

‘Can you identify him now?’ Jacobs questioned.

They all spoke in a rush and hurry, and it made my brain ache. ‘Hang on…let me get all this out.  So, they went out, went back to his for sex.  He touched Kai, jerked him off but couldn’t get a hard-on himself.  That’s when he got angry and attacked him.  The information was good though.  He’s described as an average looking guy who wears glasses.  He fits into the background because he’s not particularly good looking or significant in any way.  Kai also described him as walking with a limp,’ I informed them.

‘Good, Tait…this is very good,’ Jacobs was nodding.

‘I feel like we need to look into Kai more,’ I said, holding the DI’s eyes. ‘I mean, he’s significant-our killer literally couldn’t just kill first, he had to go and attempt sex with him.  I feel like that’s huge for him to make that step.  Usually, it’s hate because he can’t bear the fact that they’re gay.  With Kai, he couldn’t control himself.’

‘Why don’t you and Hansen go back to the station and look into this more? I’ll get a team to start on this grave next,’ he told us.

We all headed off in separate directions and Quinn and I went to the car to go back to the station.

Once driving, I chuckled. 

‘You’re an idiot.’

‘What?’ she exclaimed, shocked.

‘You don’t need to be jealous of a dead man,’ I said, bluntly.

She looked over, surprised.

‘I hear you…seriously, Quinn!’

‘It’s just the way you described him, Tallie,’ she sighed, glancing over at me.

‘I know but wait till we look him up and you see the pictures of the guy.  You’ll see what I mean, and it has nothing to do with me being attracted to him. It’s just fact-he was a stunning, gorgeous guy.’

‘Yeah,’ she murmured.

‘Quinn,’ I said, patiently.

‘What?’

‘Pull over,’ I told her, softly.

She did as I asked, pulling into a layby and then turning to look across at me.  ‘What?’

I leaned across and cupped her jaw in my hand.  ‘There are gorgeous men and women in the world, okay-that’s just a fact.  It doesn’t change the fact that in my mind, the most gorgeous woman who has ever walked this earth is you,’ I said, with a soft smile. 

‘I’m in love with you, okay?’

She sighed, visibly softening. ‘I love you too.’

‘So, kiss me, you jealous idiot,’ I chuckled.

She smiled and leant forwards.  I tilted my head for her kiss and opened my mouth to her.  As her mouth covered mine, her tongue dipped and tasted, she was hungry for me, and I could feel it as her hand cupped the back of my head and held me securely for her kiss.  Her tongue played with mine, dancing erotically and I felt my body react with interest, even though this wasn’t the right time for this.

When she pulled back, I was breathless, and I wanted more.  ‘Quinn,’ I groaned.

‘God, Tallie…I want you so much…’

I moaned, brokenly.  ‘We can’t right now.’

‘I know,’ she sighed, resting her head against my forehead and willing her body to calm down.  ‘I’m sorry I got all jealous,’ she murmured.

‘It’s okay,’ I smiled.  ‘It’s because you like me, so I can deal with that emotion,’ I told her, softly.

‘I more than like you, Tallie.  You’re scarily quickly becoming absolutely everything to me,’ she said, romantically.

I smiled up at her.  ‘Come on…we’ve got work to do.  We can save this thought for later when we’re off shift.’

‘Promise?’ she grinned.

‘Absolutely,’ I chuckled.  ‘Now, move it.  We’ve got a case to solve.’

Chapter 12

Back at the station, I searched the database for information about Kai and found him quickly.  He was from out of the area originally which is why he hadn’t come up as one of our missing persons of the area.

‘I’ve found him,’ I said, tapping away at the keyboard and bringing up the photos they had on file for him.

‘Fucking hell!’ Quinn exclaimed, leaning over my shoulder.  ‘Okay, you’re excused,’ she chuckled.  ‘He’s stunning.’

‘Yeah. He was,’ I said, reverting to past tense.

Quinn sighed.  ‘It’s so sad.  All this life lost.’

‘I know.  Look at the information on him…he literally had everything going for him, was studying, had plans for the future.  What a fucking evil bastard for taking all this away from him,’ I said, shaking my head and feeling completely and utterly heartbroken that Kai has lost his life chances due to the evil of one, single man.  It disgusted me, and I was determined to avenge all the men’s lives.

‘I know…absolutely disgusting,’ she replied, her thoughts following the same pattern as my own.

I sat back and considered everything, as Quinn tapped away on her computer which was beside my own. I mulled over what I knew and closed my eyes trying to figure out what it was I was missing.  I couldn’t concentrate on anything with so many people working around me, so I stood.

‘Where are you going?’ Quinn asked, instantly.

‘I need some quiet to think.  I’m just going to go and lie down on one of the sofas in that office if that’s fine with you?’

‘Yeah, go for it,’ she nodded.  ‘I’ll be here, searching for more information, okay?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, leaving quickly.

In the office was an old, leather sofa.  I headed for it, without turning on the light.  I laid down and closed my eyes, hoping for inspiration but feeling lost.  I disappeared back to a different time and realised I was Quinn, but older…maybe in her later teens…fifteen or sixteen, perhaps. 

‘Alright,’ the boy said, stopping by me in the darkness.

‘What do you want?’ Quinn questioned.

‘I’m just hanging.  What are you doing?’ the boy asked.

‘Waiting for my friends to finish practice.  Now fuck off…I’m happy on my own,’ Quinn said, wanting the boy to leave. 

‘You know I hear things about you,’ he carried on, pushing his glasses further up his nose.  ‘They all say you’re a dyke.  Are you?’

‘I’m not a ‘dyke’ as you so badly put it,’ Quinn replied, turning away.

‘I’ve met dykes like you before,’ she said, stepping closer.  ‘You look like a bloke too,’ he sneered, ‘Masculine as anything.’

Quinn lifted her hands up towards the guy as he approached, clearly moving into kiss her.

‘What are you doing?’ Quinn objected, shoving him away.  ‘You’ve said and done homophobic crap to me for years and now you try to…try to…kiss me!’

‘No, I didn’t!’ the boy objected.  ‘I wasn’t doing anything.’

‘Oh, just fuck the hell off,’ Quinn said, turning away and walking towards the school.

‘Dyke,’ the boy yelled at her back, as she left.

Quinn walked to the school and went inside to wait for her friends to feel safer while she waited.

Coming out of the vision, I wandered out of the office and over to Quinn. 

‘You okay?’ she asked when I reached her.

‘Who was the guy who tried to kiss you in school?’ I questioned.

‘What?’ she frowned.  ‘What are you talking about?’

‘You would have been about fifteen or sixteen.  You were waiting after drama for your friends coming out of the hall and there was a guy who tried to kiss you.  He leaned in but you stopped him…you felt threatened.’

‘Oh…’ Quinn murmured, casting her mind back.  ‘Yeah…blimey, I’d forgotten about that,’ she mused.

‘Who was he?’ I asked, with a calmness I didn’t feel inside.  Everything inside me was screaming I’d got it…this was it.  I just needed Quinn to confirm what I was thinking.

‘He was…oh fuck, Tallie, he was one of Owen’s closest friends…his name was Tim, and he was one of the group who abused me when I was younger.’

‘And he was average looking, wore glasses, faded into the background? That type of guy?’ I questioned, my mind reeling.

‘Yes,’ she nodded, sitting forwards in her chair.

‘I saw a photo of Owen and some other men on a fishing trip, they were camping.  One of them looked like him…would they still be in contact? Still friends? I wonder if he lives locally…’ I murmured.

‘Are you saying what I think you’re saying, Tallie?’ she questioned.

‘I am,’ I nodded, eagerly.  ‘The killer is connected to you; I know that much.  He hates you for some reason-I now believe that was because you refused to kiss him when you were way younger, and he didn’t like how confident in your own sexuality you were-when he was the opposite.  He kills because of his repressed sexuality but I believe he’s someone who is such an average Joe that he can hide in the shadows very, very easily.’

‘Oh my God, Tallie…let’s find out where he lives.’

‘What was his surname?’ I questioned, keen to find out quickly.

‘Roberts.  Timothy Roberts.  Everyone just called him Tim.’

‘Short and simple,’ I mused, turning to my keyboard and tapping quickly.  Quinn did the same and very soon we had two addresses.

‘Fuck me, you were right!’ Quinn exclaimed.  ‘He’s married with two children.  Grown…left home now.  His wife…his wife is a teacher.  Works locally.  He works as an electrician and has done for years.  Had some time off for disability when he hurt his….oh my fuck! His fucking knee, Tallie!’

‘It’s all right,’ I murmured, quietly, ‘but this isn’t it…this isn’t the house we need…look.  They own a second home…a cabin out of town in the forest near Wayvern.  This is it, Quinn.  That’s where everything will be-all the evidence we need,’ I told her.

‘You got the address?’ she questioned.

‘Committed to memory,’ I assured her.

‘Come on then! Let’s go!’ she cried, getting to her feet.

The drive out took us past the bridge and a short way beyond to a dirt track road down which was a cabin home which from the road would have been completely unnoticed.

‘Fuck…middle of nowhere,’ Quinn breathed, reaching for her phone.  ‘No wonder he got away with this for so long.  Simply no idea this was out here,’ she murmured to herself. 

I was barely listening as all the hairs on my arm were standing up on end.  As Quinn drew closer, winding down the dirt track, I knew this was it.  Everything felt right and as a few of the victims lined the driveway waiting and watching, I understood this was the place.

Pulling up outside the old looking cabin, I considered it for a moment.  The outside looked uncared for, and yet there was CCTV set up which was visible from the top of the porch, the front door and the side of the cabin itself.

‘So many cameras,’ I murmured to myself.

‘Is he here?’ Quinn questioned.

‘I…don’t know,’ I realised.

‘Let’s go,’ Quinn said, climbing out of the car.

I reached for the door handle as Quinn was already heading up the steps to the porch.  Far too late I realised my mistake.  As I climbed out of the car, my heart leapt in my chest, and I knew I’d fucked up.  As the world exploded around me, I was thrown from the ground as the bomb detonated.  Everything went black, and everything was gone.

‘Tallie!’

Everything was black.  Everything was gone. I was dead.  Quinn was dead and it was all my fault.  My heartbroken, I couldn’t even deal with the pain.

‘Tallie! Wake up! Fucking stop screaming!’ she yelled, shaking me hard.  ‘Tallie! Tallie!’

I opened my eyes and saw her.  Flesh and blood…breathing…in one piece.  ‘Quinn?’

‘Yes...fucking hell, wake up.  You were screaming your head off!’ she exclaimed.

‘Oh my God, you’re dead,’ I cried, losing my mind that I was the cause of her death.  ‘You’re dead…you’re dead…it’s my fault.’

‘Tallie, I’m alive and well! Do I need to slap you?’ she ranted in my face, arms on my shoulders, holding me steadfast.

‘Slap me!’ I begged.  ‘I killed you!’

‘Tallie, stop!’ she exclaimed and then bent down, kissing me passionately.

The kiss broke my panic, and I could feel her heart beating as I clutched at her chest and when she pulled back, something inside of me clicked.

‘You’re not dead?’ I cried, my voice shaking tremulously. 

‘I’m not dead, Tallie.  You came in here to lie down and think things through and the next thing I knew, you’re screaming the place down!’ she exclaimed.  ‘Jacobs is out there reassuring everyone that this is something like normal for you!’

‘Jacobs? Quinn? I need…we need…fuck, okay…I know who our killer is!’ I told her in a rambling mess.  ‘I just saw us figure it out, go to his home and then get blown up.  We died, Quinn,’ I said, tears streaming down my face.  ‘We died because I didn’t know before it happened.  Fuck, Quinn…don’t let me get you killed.’

‘Okay.  Okay, baby…it’s okay,’ she said, stroking my face and easing my fears.  ‘Now calm yourself down.  I’m going to get you a coffee and get Jacobs and the guys.  Then you can tell us everything, okay?’

I nodded, shaking like a leaf.

‘Tallie?’

I looked at her.

‘We’re not going to die, okay? We have the future…you’ve seen it, remember?’

I nodded, holding onto the words, holding onto the hope it gave me.  ‘Yeah…yeah,’ I nodded, clutching my body as I was racked with shivers.

I watched as Quinn went to the door and opened it.  She called for Jacobs, Newsome and Mahers and asked for one of them to bring coffee for me as they came in.

Minutes later, I was sipping strong black coffee and trying to calm my frazzled nerves.

‘Okay, that was a lot of screaming, Tallie.  What’s going on?’ Jacobs asked, a no-nonsense as ever, despite the crazy shrieking I had just been emitting.

‘I know who did this,’ I told him, in no uncertain terms.  ‘I’ve figured it all out-but got myself killed in the process,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘You’re not dead, Tait,’ Jacobs replied, confused.

‘I know I’m not now, but I thought I’d got myself and Quinn killed.’

‘You’re confusing me.  From the beginning please,’ Jacobs requested.

I sighed.  ‘I came in here to think…I lay down and must have slept. I saw a vision from Quinn’s teenage years when a boy tried to kiss her.  The man is called Timothy Roberts-Tim. I realised he was a friend of someone I have suspected-Owen Hargreaves-and everything fell into place. I knew in that moment that he was the connection I was searching for-he’s the guy who fades into the background. He’s not the obvious suspect, he’s the guy standing behind the main one when everything happens.  He’s an average, grey, unnoticeable man who I believe is responsible for all of this.  When I realised that, I woke up and looked him up with Quinn.  He has a wife and two grown children.  Lives an average existence as an electrician-one who took disability when he injured her knee! Quinn and I found that they have a normal, family home and also a second home-a cabin.  We went to his second home-it’s a cabin in the woods.  When we…when we…’ my breathing changed, and I struggled to maintain control.  ‘Approached…he…there were cameras…porch…door…blew up…everything just…bomb,’ I said, dropping my head in my hands, crying.  I lost control then and wept openly, lifting my head.  ‘Quinn blew up…before my…world…went black.’

‘Okay, take a minute, Tait.  Good job.  You’ve done a great job here.  Now, Newsome and Mahers-go and collect everything you can on Timothy Roberts.  Hansen, stay with Tait and calm her down.  Don’t worry.  We won’t do anything rashly now you’ve warned us in advance.’

‘Bomb squad,’ I said, quietly.

She nodded. 

‘Don’t…don’t…’

‘We won’t,’ Quinn assured me.

‘I think he’s…watching…all he…’ I took a deep breath.  ‘All the evidence…if you can get in, before he makes it blow…I think…I think it’ll all be there…’ I told them.

‘Okay, so we need to get to him first,’ Quinn commented.  ‘Detain him so he can’t detonate the place once we go there.’

I hadn’t considered that.  It was the perfect solution.  ‘Yes!’

‘So, how do we find him?’ Jacobs asked.

I shrugged.  ‘Easy…home or work.  He’s an ordinary man.  That is, until you discover he’s completely, fucking not!’

‘Okay.  Let’s go,’ Jacobs said, hustling the other detectives out of the room.

Quinn stayed with me, and once the doors were shut and the blinds were drawn, came and sat beside me.

‘Amazing job, Tallie,’ she commented.

I couldn’t look at her. 

‘They…’

‘You died, Quinn,’ I said, my voice breaking.

‘Tallie, I didn’t die.  I’m right here.’

‘But I saw it…I felt the end.  We both died, Quinn,’ I said, tearing up again.

‘Baby, it’s almost over. You probably needed to see that to be able to discover who this guy is. Now we know, we can finish this.  It can be over.’

I swallowed hard.

‘We wanted this over, right?’

I nodded, tears slipping down my cheeks.

‘Baby, don’t cry…remember that when this is over, it’s you and me, okay?’ she smiled.  ‘You and me with time together to explore this.’

I nodded, reaching for her.  I needed her closeness, needed her warmth and love. Holding her with shaking her arms, she stroked my back gently, rubbing she worries away and making me feel whole again.  In her arms, my head calmed, and my body settled.  She held me until I was ready to move on, didn’t let me go until I made the first move.

‘Okay,’ I said, finally pulling away.

‘Okay?’

‘Let’s go and finish this,’ I told her.

She squeezed my hand and then got up with me to leave the room.

Outside, Newsome and Mahers had the details we needed to find and detain Timothy Roberts.  With everyone assembled shortly after, we headed out to his workplace to see if we could arrest him.

Quinn and I drove out together, following Newsome and Mahers to an address not far from Wayvern where Tim Roberts worked when he wasn’t out on call at someone’s home.  The arrest was so simple it was unnerving to me.  I stood at the back as the detectives asked the receptionist if they could speak to Roberts.  Shortly after, the man himself limped out from a back office.  One look at the five of us standing here told him that his reign of terror was over.  Rather than go down fighting, he surrendered with almost acceptance of the fact that this was done.

‘Take his phone,’ I said, as I assisted with cuffing the man.

Quinn did as I asked, removing it from the back pocket and bagging it.  I knew from touching him that the detonator was on his phone.  One push of a button would set the bomb off and it needed to be dealt with by the bomb squad carefully.

‘Can I just call my wife?’ he asked me, meeting my eyes as I held his arm.

‘No, Tim, you can’t.  You’re not going to be killing anyone else today-and I know about the bomb, so don’t even think about it.  As we speak, the bomb squad are heading to your little house of horrors.  Thought you could rid us of the evidence, did you?’ I questioned.  ‘Well, think again, fucker…you’re done.’

‘Who are you?’ he questioned, frowning at me.

‘I’m your worst, fucking nightmare,’ I muttered, and turned my back on him to walk away.

Quinn found me back in the car ten minutes later.  She’d been helping loading our suspect into the car and speaking on the phone outside to the bomb squad and arranged for them to collect the phone.

As she climbed into the car, she looked over at me.  ‘You want to go back to the station, or do you want to go home?’ she asked me.

‘He’ll let us be the ones to interview?’ I asked, reading her thoughts.

‘You of all people deserve it, Tallie,’ she told me.  ‘Jacobs is more than willing for you to take the lead on this first interview…if you want it.  If you’d prefer to go home and hole-up away from the world, we can do that too.’

‘I want to end this properly,’ I said, resolved.  ‘Let’s go and do the interview.’

‘I had a feeling that was what you might say.’

‘I want to speak to this fucker face to face as well,’ I added.

‘And we can put an end to this,’ she murmured.  ‘You sure everything at the cabin will back up what you already know?’

‘I’m sure,’ I nodded.

‘Then that’s all we need to know.’

Back at the station, we headed down to the interview rooms where Timothy Roberts was being held.  I walked in, ready to hear all about the why.  I was angry about the lives he’d affected, the men who he’d killed and also the families connected to the victims.

‘I’m Detective Tait,’ I told him. ‘You know Detective Hanson,’ I added, ‘because you’re a homophobic prick who used to assault her in school,’ I said, bitterly.

Tim smirked at me; her arms crossed over her chest.  He’d decided to go with not talking, I saw.

‘Why’d you do it, Tim?’ I questioned.  ‘Why not just accept you’re gay and have a man instead of a woman?’ I asked him, leaning forwards.  ‘Getting fucked by a massive, hard cock? Giving it to someone else and really, fucking going at it,’ I taunted him.

His face scowled and he couldn’t hold it in.  ‘You disgust me,’ he said, spitting out his words.

‘Yeah? You gonna kill me then, Tim?’ I said, and then laughed in his face.

‘Fucking dyke,’ he growled.

‘Does it make you angry, Tim? When people call you a fag? You used to call Quinn a dirty disgusting dyke back in school-before you tried to lay your hands on her, right?’ I chuckled.  ‘Funny how things can change, right? Must have been a bit annoying though, right? Her pushing you away.  You finally decide to give it a shot with a girl, and you get pushed away.  That must have sucked…I mean, you were angry right.’

‘You know nothing about me,’ he muttered, angrily.

‘Oh no?’ I laughed again, wanting to piss him off.  ‘You’d be surprised about what I know about you, Timmy.’

‘Don’t call me that?’ she sneered.

‘Don’t call you Timmy?’ Quinn interjected.  ‘When you spent most of your childhood calling me any name under the sun.  You were a little shit even back then! And you used Owen as your fucking beard, pushing him forwards to do your dirty work.’

‘I didn’t do that!’ he objected.

‘Yeah, you did…I saw you in the background during every time,’ Quinn told her.  ‘You loved every minute of it, didn’t you?’

‘I don’t have to talk to you,’ he said, shaking his head.

‘You do, actually,’ I laughed.  ‘You don’t know it yet, but you’re beyond fucked, Timmy.  You’re going to be behind bars for the rest of your life, literally getting fucked in every possible way by the tough guys who want to rape the evil bastard put away for murdering gays.’

He gaped at me.  ‘You can’t say that to me,’ he said, utterly horrified.

‘I just did, asshole,’ I laughed.  ‘So, you have any words of wisdom for me, Timmy?’ I asked.  ‘Any reasons you want to share about why you’re a cold-hearted bastard who kills young men for kicks?’

‘I’m telling you nothing.  I don’t have to speak to you,’ he said, bitterly.

‘You’re not speaking because there’s nothing to say, right? You’re just an evil fuck, aren’t you?’ I said, scanning him with hatred.  ‘Well, get used to a life behind bars, because your life outside is over.’

‘We’ll see about that,’ he said, a smug smile on his face.

I frowned at him.  What the hell was that about? This was over!

‘Come on, let’s go,’ Quinn said, standing.

I stood as well, scowling down at him.

‘When do I get to call my family? It’s my right to speak to my wife and son,’ he said, angrily.

‘Afraid not, dickwad,’ I told him.

‘I need to inform my family where I am. They’ll be worried about me…I want this to come from me before they…’ he trailed off.

‘Before they discover that you’re an evil bastard of a man who has been killing men for longer than they’ve been around.  That’s sure to change their opinion of you a little, isn’t it, fuckwit?’ I replied.

‘It’s my right to let someone know I’m here,’ he repeated.

‘Yeah, well, we’re busy dealing with the shit storm you’ve created Timmy, so we’ll be seeing you later,’ I told him, heading for the door.

As he began ranting angrily about his rights to phone his family, Quinn and I left quickly, slamming the door behind us and heading back up the corridor to the stairs.

‘What do you make of him?’ Quinn asked as we walked.

‘Evil bastard.  End of.  There’s no more reason than the ones I’ve explained.  Repressed sexuality combined with evil dick.  He had some childhood issues like all of us do, but nothing so serious it could excuse what he’s done, Quinn.’

Quinn nodded, curtly.  ‘I want to go over to the cabin…see what was going on there.’

‘It’s not pretty,’ I warned her.

‘What do you know?’ she asked.

‘I just think…I think sometimes that’s where he took them.  He killed there for sure.  There will be evidence found here definitely.  He has it all hidden from view, there’s secret rooms and a locked basement.  If we go over, I can help show the team where to look specifically.’

‘Good idea.  Let’s find out about what the bomb squad’s plans are first though.  We need to be so careful after what you saw, Tallie.’

‘Agreed,’ I nodded, following her upstairs.

A hive of activity and excitement greeted up upstairs.  Everyone was buzzing due to the arrest and many people congratulated me as we walked in, pleased that this was finally coming to an end and that this case could be put to bed.

After speaking to the captain, we arranged to head out to the cabin separately, after being told that the bomb squad were already on the way to ensure the place was safe before we went inside to investigate.

After a pat on the shoulder and a well done earnestly spoken from the DI, Quinn and I headed for the car to go out to the cabin to meet the bomb squad.

‘You’re quiet,’ Quinn commented, as we drove out of the car park.

‘Yeah,’ I murmured.

‘You doing okay?’ she questioned.

‘I just…I feel kind of deflated, I guess.’

‘You do? Why, Tallie? You just single-handedly solved this case,’ she exclaimed.

‘I don’t know.  I mean, I’m glad he’s in custody, I’m just sad that it changes nothing.’

‘It changes everything.  The man isn’t ever going to kill again, Tallie.  You’ve put a stop to that,’ she murmured.

‘I know, but I mean that it doesn’t change what’s already passed. So many lives lost, Quinn…so many families effected for evermore.  It’s just…it’s just so sad,’ I sighed.

‘I know, baby,’ she said, reaching over to lay a hand on my thigh.

I put my hand over hers and was grateful for her show of support.  I was so glad that she was here for me and that we could now work on us rather than the case.  I was more than ready to explore a personal life with Quinn now and I had to tell her.

‘Quinn?’

‘Yeah?’

‘I love you; you know?’ I said, out of the blue.

She slowed the car and then pulled over at the first opportunity.  ‘Tallie!’ she said, turning to me.  ‘You know I love you too?’

I nodded, sighing again.  ‘I just…wanted you to know.  Now that this…now that…all of this awful stuff is over, I just…I want us…can we explore this? Really get to know each other properly?’ I questioned.

‘Of course, we can,’ she said, reaching to cup my cheek with her hand.  ‘I’m so pleased that this is over because now we’re free to be together, Tallie-properly.  We can spend every last minute with each other, learning all about each other, living together, eating together and sleeping together.  I can’t wait to start building a life with you, Tallie.’

‘I can’t wait for that either,’ I smiled.

She leant over and kissed me gently, the soft touch an indication of how much I meant to her. I could feel the wave of emotion she experienced as she lifted her head and stared down into my eyes.

‘I love you,’ I murmured again.

‘I love you too,’ she replied, kissing me once more.

Both knowing we had to finish this before we could be together, Quinn shifted back, put the car into gear and we were off.

When we arrived at the end of the dirt road where the cabin lay beyond, there were multiple vehicles and the bomb squad present.  Men and women were stood around talking and discussing next steps and we joined them, listening in as they planned to disarm the bomb from where it had been set up ready to detonate.

Told to stay back, the bomb squad talked through their plans with us and even gave us body armour to wear across our chests in case of any problems that could be encountered.  As they made their way down the dirt track, we followed behind and were told to stay at the outskirts of the property while the bomb was disabled.

We walked down slowly, and it was if my mind slowed too.  Slow motion filled my head as I spoke. 

‘It’s time for the plan,’ I said.

‘What?’ Quinn questioned, from my side, looking baffled.

‘It’s time for the plan,’ I told her again, looking up at her in slow motion.  I saw her face disappear and another one surface in my head.  The phone he held at his ear told me that he was speaking to his son, and I listened again as he told his eighteen-year-old son that it was time…time to enact on the plan he had put into place in case the worst ever happened-and it had.

‘Stop!’ I yelled, as the world started spinning in real time again.  ‘Get back! Get back! Get back!’ I screamed, getting hoarse with every moment that I yelled.

With everyone too stunned to react, I knew I had to take action.  Running at full pelt towards the cabin, sprinting with every ounce of power I had, I reached the porch and grabbed the box and jumped over the end of the railing, off and out into the forest beyond.  When I had run a little further, I knew it was close, so I threw it with all my might, as far away from me as I could manage and then turned and started running back. 

Sprinting back to the cabin, I was expecting it to blow at any time.  I reached the cabin, stopped, turned and panted as I stared into the distance where I’d thrown it.  A million eyes stared from the surrounding forest, looking at me as if I’d gone crazy when nothing seemed to happen.

‘Tallie!’ Quinn called, from far off it seemed.

I opened my mouth to tell her to stay back but before I could speak, the world exploded around me, a deafening roar as the bomb finally did blow.  Something flew from the forest, debris of some sort, hitting me hard in the skull.  I went down like a lead balloon, cracking my head once more as I hit a rock on the forest floor.  Before the world went black, I registered two things in my head-pain and Quinn.

Chapter 13

Voices sounded from the distance as my head pounded painfully.

‘I don’t know…they have no idea…’

‘Okay, okay…don’t get yourself worked up.  I’m sure it’ll be fine.  She took two harsh blows to the head.  It’s bound to take time.’

‘Yeah…’ the other person murmured and then I heard a sniffing sound.  ‘Did you arrest him?’

‘The son? Yeah.  Been part of it for several years now…groomed to follow his father.  Disgusting,’ the gruff toned man commented.  ‘At least thanks to Tallie, the evidence is still all intact.  We got enough at the cabin to put him away for the rest of his life.’

‘Yeah.  Tallie knew it was all there.  That’s why she risked her life for it.’

‘Fool,’ the gruff voice said.  ‘But I’m grateful.’

A long sigh sounded from the softer toned person. 

Deciding it was time to let whoever it was know I was awake, I let out a groan.  Everything hurt, and I needed someone to do something about it.

‘Tallie?’ a voice said, urgently.  The woman with the soft toned voice.  Her hands now gently touching my shoulders as she spoke to me, leaned in close.  I knew she was close because I could smell her scent, sense her nearness and feel her worry.

‘Urgh,’ I groaned, hurting.

‘Tallie, can you open your eyes?’ she man asked.

I tried and managed a brief fluttering.

‘DI Jacobs, can you call for the doctor? I think she’s waking up at last,’ the voice said.

‘Of course,’ the gruff man replied.

‘Tallie, wake up…come on, open your eyes…time to wake up.’

I blinked, trying to keep my eyes open against the harsh white light that filtered through.  Slowly but surely, I kept trying and opened my eyes at last.  A woman was leant down close to me, right up in my personal space, her bright blue eyes filled with worry, concern and…something else I couldn’t place.

‘Ugh,’ I managed.

‘I know…it’s okay.  Tallie, you’ve got some serious head wounds, okay.  Don’t move.  You’re in the hospital and they’re taking care of you.  Just relax…everything’s going to be okay.’

I frowned at her, baffled.  ‘Who…are…you?’ I managed, my voice coming out croaky as I stared at iridescent blue eyes.

‘Tallie?’ she murmured, hurt filling her gaze.  ‘Do you know who I am?’

‘No?’ I said, frowning and still staring at her.  Something about her felt familiar but I hadn’t met her before, I was sure of that much.

The doctor and an older man walked in then, disrupting our conversation. 

‘Ah good! You’re awake!’ the doctor said, coming to my side.

‘She doesn’t remember me,’ the woman by my next side exclaimed, blurting it out.  ‘Doctor, she doesn’t know me.’

‘Head traumas can be significant, and Tallie received two serious blows to her skull,’ the doctor told us.  ‘There could be some memory loss-which is likely temporary as well as confusion, anger and altered emotions.  Stay calm, she needs support during this time.’

I watched as the tall, blue-eyed woman stepped back wearily and slumped onto a chair.  The older man moved to her side and patted her shoulder awkwardly, as if he wanted to give her comfort, but wasn’t sure how to do that.

‘Okay, Tallie, can you look at me?’ the doctor requested.

I turned my attention to the doctor and followed through the array of tests he did with me.  When he was done, he then asked me questions.

‘And can you tell me your full name?’

‘Uh…’ I frowned.  It felt like it was on the tip of my tongue.  ‘Tallie? You keep calling me that?’

‘Okay.  How old are you?’

I didn’t know.  ‘I…don’t know.’

‘Where are we right now?’

‘The hospital?’ I questioned.

‘In what town?’

I literally had no idea.  I could not think of the town name where I lived.  ‘I…can’t remember.  Why can’t I remember?’

‘Tallie, relax,’ the doctor told me, patting my shoulder kindly.  ‘You’ve had two head wounds, and they seem to be affecting your memory.  We’ll get you well here at the hospital and then the best way to deal with memory loss is just to place yourself straight back into your ordinary life and what you were doing before.  It quickly comes back,’ he assured me.

Frowning at the hurt, I stopped bothering to try. As she went to talk to the two people by the other side of the room, a woman walked in and stood by my bedside, crying.

‘You okay?’ I asked her, despite being in a rough way myself.

‘Where’s Bill?’ she cried.  ‘I can’t find Bill.’

The woman was elderly and frail.  Her hands shook as she lifted them and anxiously turned them over and over.  ‘Doctor?’ I said, turning.  ‘Can you help this lady?’ I asked her.

He stared at me in confusion.

‘Where’s my Bill?’ she continued crying.  ‘It’s always been Bill and Edie…we’ve been together since we were sixteen.  I’m ninety-four now!’ she told me, her big watery eyes widening.

‘What lady?’ the doctor asked.

I indicated her with my free hand. ‘Edie here,’ I said, looking at her again. 

The doctor looked at the two others with a baffled expression on his face.  The tall, attractive woman came to my bedside. 

‘What does she need, Tallie?’ she asked, gently.

I calmed at her soft manner with me.  ‘She can’t find Bill…her husband.  Her name is Edie.  She’s 94 and can’t find her husband.’

‘Okay.  Where is she?’ she asked me.

I was completely confused.  ‘She’s right here,’ I said, turning my head to the other side of the bed to see no-one here.  ‘Oh…’

‘Is she gone now?’ she asked, lying her hand over mine.

I looked at her hand and then her eyes.   ‘Yeah…she’s gone.  Can you check on her? She’s old and vulnerable.  She’s ninety-four years old and has been with her husband since they were sixteen.  She’s lost without him.’

She nodded, squeezing my hand.  ‘We’ll go and check,’ she said, turning to give what seemed like a pointed look to the doctor.  ‘Back in a minute,’ she assured me.

I watched them go, thinking that I liked her.  She gave me good vibes-warm, kind and absolutely gorgeous.  ‘Okay.’

Outside, I watched the three of them talk through the window.  It confused me because even through they’d closed the door, walked some distance away and were visible, I knew that even though I should be able to see them, I shouldn’t be able to hear them.  That fact baffled me, but I listened to the conversation anyway.

‘Tallie has some…abilities,’ the blue-eyed woman was telling the doctor.

‘The only Edie I know died two hours ago in the room next door. She had a heart attack while her husband was at her side.  She died holding his hand.  She’s very old too…ninety-five. She’s already been taken to the morgue.’

‘Tallie’s been known to see the, uh…the dead,’ blue-eyes informed him.

The doctor stared at her like she had two heads. 

‘But anyway, aside from all that, what about Tallie? How can we help her with this memory loss? I need her back…I need her to remember everything from before the bomb went off.’

Bomb, I thought to myself? What bomb?

‘When we can release her, she just needs to be surrounded by normality.  Home life should be kept the same and the memories will come back as she heals, I’m sure.’

‘How long?’ blue-eyes asked.

‘It’s like how long is a piece of string,’ the doctor replied.  ‘There’s no answer for that.’

Blue eyes sighed.  ‘Is there a chance she may never regain her memory?’

‘There is that possibility,’ the doctor admitted, ‘but you need to remain positive for your friend.  I’m sure that, given time to heal, she will recover her lost memories.’

‘And if she doesn’t?’ blue eyes pushed.

The doctor sighed.  ‘Then you just support her through that eventuality.’

‘Okay…thank you doctor.  When do you think you’ll release her?’

‘We’ll keep her overnight for observation and then if all her tests come back clear, probably tomorrow.’

‘Okay, thank you again,’ blue eyes said.

I watched the doctor leave, and the old man turn to the younger woman. 

‘You need to look after yourself through this, Hansen.  I know you’re concerned about Tait, but you matter too.  Why don’t you go home and get some sleep?’

‘I can’t go anywhere, Jacobs,’ blue eyes told him.

The detective inspector sighed.  ‘I’m too old for all of this…I should have retired a year ago.’

‘Go home, sir.  You’ve been a great help, but I’ll be fine now to stay.’

‘If you’re sure,’ he said, gruffly.

‘I’m sure.  I’ll check in with you when I get Tallie home.’

‘Okay, good.  Stay in touch,’ he said, lifting a finger of warning.

‘I will.  Thanks, sir.’

With the older man gone, blue eyes made her way back towards me and walked back into the room.

‘Hey,’ she said, smiling as she walked in.

I felt my breath taken away at her bright, white smile.  ‘Hey.’

The woman came to my bedside and stared down at me.  ‘What can I do for you, Tallie? Are you comfortable?’

‘I…sort of. Everything hurts…and I’m really thirsty…my lips feel really dry too,’ I complained.

She looked down at my mouth before springing into action.  ‘I’ll get you some water,’ she promised.

I watched her as she went and got water, a straw and a little washcloth as well.  Coming back to me, she held the water to my mouth, and I opened to accept the straw and suck some of the water down gratefully. 

I drank it all, I was that thirsty, and when I was done, she gently lifted the washcloth to my lips and gently wiped the sore lips which felt rough and dry to my tongue.

Her gentle movements felt strangely intimate, and I was relieved when she pulled back.  Pulling a chair up beside my bed, she gave me a sad smile.

‘What’s your name?’ I asked her, quietly.

She looked even sadder at my question.  ‘Quinn.’

I nodded.  It sounded right for some reason.  ‘I’ve lost my memory, haven’t I?’ I asked, hesitantly.

Her eyes dropped before returning to mine. ‘Yeah.’

‘Who am I to you?’ I asked then.

She stared at me, clearly struggling with how to answer.  ‘Uh, we uh…work together, Tallie.’

‘We do?’

‘Both detectives at the Wayvern Station,’ she told me.

My eyes widened.  ‘Detectives?’

‘That’s right,’ she murmured.  ‘We’ve actually just solved our case…well, you did.’

‘How did I get hurt?’ I asked her.

‘By tying up the loose ends of our case,’ she replied.  ‘You did it…you saved the day, but you got hurt.’

‘By a bomb?’ I questioned.

‘How do you know that?’ she frowned.

‘I heard you say it,’ I replied, confused.

‘Oh…of course you did,’ she chuckled, with a rueful look.  ‘Yeah…you got the bomb away from the site and saved us all.  The bad guys are in jail, and we’re done…except for the small problem of you and your memory loss,’ she added.

‘Yeah,’ I frowned, but then winced. ‘Ow…’

‘Yeah, be careful…you’re pretty bashed up, Tallie.’

‘It hurts,’ I groaned.

‘I know…relax back…I’ll see if you’re allowed some more pain relief the next time the doctor comes by.’

‘Thanks,’ I replied, glancing at her tired face.  ‘You know, don’t feel you have to stay.  You seem knackered.’

Her eyes widened a fraction.  ‘I’m not going anywhere, Tallie,’ she told me.

‘You, uh…if you need to go home to your family or something though?’ I offered.

‘I don’t…there’s no-one waiting for me, Tallie.  I’m here for you until you get out, okay.’

I thought that was weird but said nothing.  ‘Okay,’ I agreed, closing my eyes for a second.  ‘I’m tired.’

‘Sleep,’ she encouraged.  ‘I’ll be here when you wake.’

I held her eyes for a moment longer, wondering why I felt so lost when she stared into my eyes like that. ‘Okay.’

My last conscious thought was of how beautiful her eyes were as I closed my own and slipped into unconsciousness.

She next time I woke, I heard beeping from the monitor beside my bed and then the bright white light of the hospital lights above me as I opened my eyes.  Blinking tiredly, I looked over to see the blue-eyed woman asleep in the chair beside my bed.

As she was sleeping, I took the time to study her gorgeous face.  She looked rumpled and tired, the hair on her head messier than usual. Messier than usual? How did I know that I wondered?  She did feel familiar to me in some way, but I didn’t know why.  She’d said we were partners-detectives on a case.  That felt right, but there was something missing which I couldn’t put my finger on.  Something else between us that she wasn’t mentioning.

She woke then, sitting up in surprise as she saw me awake.

‘Tallie!’

‘Who are you?’ I asked, confusing her.

‘What?’ she said, rubbing her head, clearly still drowsy from sleep.

‘You said we work together?’

‘That’s right,’ she nodded.  ‘We’re both detectives at Wayvern Police Station.  We haven’t been working together for long, but it’s been quite a ride-a big murder case to solve.’

‘Oh,’ I murmured, trying to remember.  ‘And why are you still here again?’

She sighed.  ‘Because I care,’ she said, shrugging.

‘You do? What-about me?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, Tallie.’

‘Do I not have a family?’ I asked, thinking and then remembered that part of my life.  ‘Oh….no…they’re dead, right? All of them…’

She nodded, sadly.  ‘Yes, Tallie.  They are.’

‘Car crash, right?’ I asked.

She nodded again.  ‘Yes.  You were the only survivor.’

‘But I was…’ I thought for a minute, going quiet.  ‘Everything changed for me, didn’t it? No-one wanted me anymore.’

Her eyes widened in surprise.  ‘What?’

‘I was weird…changed from it…no-one wanted me…’

‘Tallie,’ she said, reaching for my hand.  I looked down at her hand holding mine and frowned in confusion.

‘Who are you to me, Quinn?’ I asked again.  ‘Were we more than just partners at work?’ I asked, confused by how she was making me feel.

Quinn looked strained, torn as to what to tell me.  ‘We were…planning on being…’ she said, evasively.

I was about to ask for more information, but the doctor came in once more, ready to check on me once again. I resigned myself to more questions from her instead of the ones I wanted to be asking-about Quinn and what she meant to me.

The doctor seemed to be there for such a long time that when she finally left, I was that tired that I fell quickly asleep.  When I woke again, the room was darker, and the beeping sound was the only thing that I registered straight away.  Looking over, I saw that the blue-eyed woman-Quinn-was still sat in the chair, her long frame bent into the chair uncomfortably as she slept.

I watched her, enjoying looking at her, for reasons unknown to me.  I shifted in my bed, feeling uncomfortable and needing to relieve my bladder-something I realised I could not do alone right now.

‘Quinn?’

She stirred, shifted slightly.

‘Quinn?’ I tried again, saying her name louder.

‘Huh?’ she murmured, before waking up and sitting up as she registered that I’d spoken. ‘Tallie? You okay?’

‘I, uh…need the bathroom,’ I said, awkwardly.

‘Oh, yeah!’ she said, getting up.  ‘Of course,’ she said, quickly coming to my side.  ‘You’re all unhooked now from everything they had attached to you so we’re good to get you up carefully,’ she told me.

‘I…I’m feeling like I can’t do this on my own,’ I told her, my voice low and quiet.

‘I can help you?’ she offered.

‘Shouldn’t we get a nurse?’

‘Whatever you’re more comfortable with, Tallie.  I’ve seen it all before,’ she chuckled.

‘Huh?’ I frowned, looking up.

‘Oh, nothing,’ she replied, shaking her head as if she was worried that she’d said something she shouldn’t have.  ‘Come on…slow and steady,’ she said, reaching around me and gently easing me up to a sitting position.

As her hands touched my back and made contact, I felt a wave of electricity passing through me and awareness hit me hard.  If it wasn’t for the pain that I was experiencing, I would have turned to her and looked, asked and enquired as to what was it between us that was alerting me to the fact that there was something more than she was letting on.

Quinn gently eased me off the side of the bed and moved to my side, wrapping a gentle arm around my waist.  I noticed the cast on my left arm and frowned.  ‘What’s this?’

‘You broke your arm as you went down,’ she told me.

‘Oh…I did?’

‘Yeah…two head wounds-one from flying debris, one from hitting your head on a rock on the forest floor and a broken arm. Oh, and lots of cuts, scrapes and bruises,’ she added.

‘Basically fucked,’ I chuckled.

‘Basically,’ she laughed, joining in with my laughter.

‘Come on…slowly stand,’ she encouraged.  ‘I’ve got you-you fall; I’ll catch you.’

‘Sounds like the lyrics to some cheesy pop song,’ I smiled.

‘It does,’ she grinned.  ‘Come on.’

I slowly rose, on shaky legs.  ‘Urgh…’

‘You okay?’

‘No…feel really weak and wobbly…’

‘Okay, I’ve got you…one foot in front of the other.’

We made slow progress to the bathroom and then when we got there, she turned me bodily, easing me onto the toilet carefully.  I wore only a hospital gown, with nothing underneath.  I felt awkward and embarrassed, but I was dying to pee, and knew I had to let someone help me with this.

‘Can I help you with this?’ she asked, clearly unsure.

‘I feel weird but I…can’t do this…without help.  Maybe I should have called the nurse…’ I murmured.

‘Tallie,’ Quinn said, kneeling down before me.  ‘You don’t need to be embarrassed about this.  I will literally help you with anything.’

‘Because you’ve seen it all before?’ I questioned, quietly.

She nodded.

‘We’re…intimate?’

She hesitated, and I knew.

‘Okay…well, fuck it then.  Everything hurts too much.’

‘Of course,’ she said, reaching to help me sit on the toilet seat.

‘I’ll step outside,’ she said, unnecessarily, as I was already going.  ‘Shout me when you’re done.’

I finished and called her name.  She came back inside, helped me up and then flushed the toilet for me. 

‘While we’re here, do you want me to clean up the blood on your face?’ she asked.

‘Blood?’

‘Yeah…come here…you’re pretty banged up,’ she said, showing me in front of the mirror.

I stared at my reflection, barely recognising myself. ‘Oh my God…’

‘I could just get a cloth and wipe it up a little.’

I sagged, exhausted.  ‘Can we do it when I’m lying down again,’ I said, as my knees gave out. Luckily, Quinn caught me as she was right behind me.

‘Easy there…’ she said, grasping me securely.  ‘Come on, baby…back to bed,’ she said, lifting me into her arms and carrying me to the hospital bed. 

There, she lay me down reverently and carefully covered me with the bed sheets.  Then I watched as she went back to the bathroom, got two cloths-one wet and one dry and came back to my side.  Very carefully and gently, she wiped at my bloody face, cleaning me up from my ordeal.

‘I have so many questions,’ I told her as she worked.

‘Yeah?’

‘You just let a lot of things slip,’ I said, smiling at her slightly.

‘I did?’

‘Yeah…mainly, we’re intimate, you’ve seen it all before and you called me ‘baby.’ I’m guessing we’re more than just partners?’ I questioned.

She said nothing, but stopped what she was doing and studied my face for a minute. ‘Sort of…’

‘You don’t want to talk about it?’

‘I was told it would be better to let you remember things on your own,’ she told me, hesitantly.

‘That’s fine…I get that, but it’s true, right? I’m not going mad here?’

She nodded.  ‘It’s true…’

‘Okay,’ I said, settling a little.

Quinn went back to cleaning me up and I closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of her hands touching my skin.  Her touch made me tingle, and I liked it a lot. Opening my eyes and seeing her close, I realised how incredibly attracted I was to her too.  Her blue eyes were piercing in intensity, her lips full and kissable while her profile reminded me of a statue of a Greek goddess.  Stunning, I thought to myself.

‘When can we get out of here?’ I wondered aloud, thinking about being with her and rediscovering what it was I clearly had with her.

‘They said maybe tomorrow-if your tests come back clear.’

‘What tests?’

‘Brain scans…on the first lot they noticed something which they wanted to check more closely.’

I laughed.  ‘My brain’s fucked.  Has been since the car crash,’ I murmured.

Her eyes widened.  ‘You remember all of that?’

‘Some of it, yeah…I remember I was different afterwards.  My head changed.’

‘What do you mean your head changed?’ she questioned.

‘I thought differently…sensed things…was more aware…it’s like it knocked me sideways and I was never the same again.  Life’s been different for me since the car crash…harder.’

‘And not just because you lost your family?’

‘That’s right.’

‘People haven’t understood you, coped with your ability, been able to deal with everything you are,’ she summed up.

‘You say that like you know,’ I commented.

‘We’ve gotten to know each other pretty well, Tallie,’ she smiled.

‘Do you?’ she asked.

‘Do I what?’ I questioned.

‘Accept me for who I am,’ I wondered.

She reached for my hand and gently held it in hers.  ‘I do,’ she told me, softly.  ‘I absolutely do.’

I sighed, wondering what I’d done right in the world to deserve this woman in front of me, deserve how she was looking at me. A realisation stunned me.  ‘You love me!’

She nodded, sadly.  ‘I do.’

‘And do I love you?’ I asked then.

‘You do,’ she confirmed.

I didn’t know what to say or do from that point on.  I went quiet and she quickly finished cleaning up the dried blood on my face.  When she was done, she went to the bathroom, rinsed them and then came back to sit down.  I was still watching her, still staring.

‘Sleep, Tallie.  Rest.  Everything will be okay in time.’

I nodded, butterflies coursing through my stomach.  Our eyes held for a few seconds longer and then I turned and closed my eyes to sleep.  I didn’t know what to make of it all.  Everything just seemed overwhelming.

The next time I woke, Quinn was with the doctor speaking in soft tones. I watched as she signed some forms and was given various painkiller medications for me.  When the doctor left, Quinn looked over and saw that I was awake.

‘Oh hey!’

‘Hey,’ I said, softly.

‘You’re awake,’ she said, unnecessarily.

‘What did the doctor say?’

‘He said you can go home…I’ve just signed everything and been given your medication.’

‘Oh,’ I murmured, frowning.

‘What is it, Tallie?’ she asked.

‘It’s just…where’s home?’ I questioned, uncertainly.  I wasn’t sure I even had one.

‘Well, here’s the issue…when you came here, you booked a motel to stay in while you got settled. The thing is though, you didn’t stay there hardly ever.’

‘Where did I stay?’

‘With me,’ she said, shrugging.

‘Do I have to be cared for by someone? What did the doctor say?’ I questioned.

‘He said you needed to be with someone.’

‘Okay.  Well, I guess I’m coming home with you then?’

‘That’s what I wanted to happen, yes…but I understand if you don’t feel comfortable with it,’ she said, in a very understanding tone.

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake, just take me to your home…maybe then it’ll trigger some damn memories!’ I exclaimed, frustrated with the whole situation. 

‘Are you okay?’ she asked, tentatively.

‘No, I’m angry,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘Why?’

‘Because this is all so frustrating.  I want to remember, Quinn! I want to remember you!’

‘You will,’ she reassured me.  ‘Come on…let’s get you dressed and home.  Maybe it’ll trigger it all to come back.’

I watched her as she went to a bag and pulled out some brand new clothes, pulling the tags off and chucking them in the bin as she prepared them for me to wear.

‘Where did you get the clothes?’ I asked her.

‘I popped down to one of the shops on the ground floor of the hospital.  Found enough stuff to get you dressed and home,’ she smiled.

I stared at her, blown away by her kindness to me.  ‘You’re amazing you know that?’

She stopped and stared at me.  ‘Tallie, you’re the amazing one…if you only knew,’ she said, softly.

I smiled at her, liking the way she was with me. It was no wonder that we were good together, I mused.

‘Okay…need help getting dressed?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah…I still feel really weak,’ I complained.

‘Okay…well, pants first then,’ she said, pulling them onto my legs and slowly working them upwards.  When she got to my thighs, I carefully lifted up so that she could pull them to my hips and then they were done.  After being taken to the bathroom by her, nothing could be any more embarrassing, so I decided to just accept the way things were and let her help me. 

Jogging bottoms followed and then she pulled on socks, shoes and a t-shirt at last.  When we were done, she collected up a few belongings and we were off.

With her arm around my waist for support, we slowly made our way out of the hospital.  The trouble was, as soon as we left the room I’d be staying in, I was confronted with a million thoughts and feelings, all competing with each other at once.

Sudden pain in my head had me crying out and clutching my brain with my hands.

‘Tallie?’

‘Oh God!’ I exclaimed, leaning forwards to try and stop it.

‘Tallie, are you okay?’

‘My head…too much…’

‘We need to get you out of here,’ she said, urgently, but it was too late.

I tried to stand but we were near a waiting room where there were crowds of people, staff and others hanging around.  It was too much.  Their thoughts, feelings, emotions swarmed me, their worries, concerns and problems assaulted my senses.  Dead loved ones were everywhere, garnering my attention by yelling at me and trying to communicate and I slumped down, only to be caught by Quinn.

‘Okay, okay, just put your head into my shoulder,’ she said, scooping me into her arms and not caring what people thought.  ‘Count to twenty and think of only me.’

I tried to do as she said, counting in my head and picturing Quinn as my eyes were squeezed shut.  The voices calmed gradually, the deafening roar being drowned out as she got me further and further away from all the people.  Eventually, we were at the car, and I was exhausted.  Slumping in the passenger seat, I slept the entire way to back to her house.

‘Tallie?’

I stirred, waking slowly.

‘Tallie?’ she tried again, shaking my arm gently.

‘I didn’t mean to hurt you,’ I mumbled.

‘Tallie…it’s me…Quinn.’

‘Joanie, please don’t leave me. I can’t cope on my own without you here.’

‘Tallie,’ Quinn tried again.  ‘Tallie!’ she yelled.

I blinked twice, looked at her and frowned.  ‘Who are…what’s…?’ I was disorientated and confused, looking around and not knowing where I was in the slightest. 

‘Tallie, it’s me, Quinn.  We’ve just come home from the hospital, remember?’ she said, touching my arm.

Her touch calmed me.  ‘Yeah…sorry…I forgot for a minute.  I was dreaming I think.’

‘You were…well, definitely somewhere else for a minute here.’

‘Was I talking crap? So many people have got frustrated being with me because of the rubbish that comes out of my mouth,’ I said, sadly.

‘It isn’t rubbish, Tallie,’ she reminded me, cupping my jaw.  ‘Everything you see, everything you notice…it’s significant. That’s what makes you so special.’

My smile was automatic. ‘You’re the most gorgeous of women you know-in personality as well as looks.’

She looked astonished at my words.  ‘I am?’

‘You’re so gorgeous…and then so nice as well.  It’s one hell of a combination,’ I told her, almost sighing at the beautiful woman sat before me.

‘You want to see the house?’ she asked, quietly.

‘I really do,’ I nodded, eagerly.  ‘Will you help me a bit though? I feel a bit shaky still.’

‘Yeah, stay here.  I’ll come round and help you inside.’

I waited while Quinn came around to the passenger side and opened my door.  She then helped me out very carefully before lifting me up into her arms gently to carry me into the house. 

‘This is romantic,’ I murmured, as she carried me across the threshold.

‘It is, huh?’

‘Yeah,’ I smiled and then looked around at the house she had carried me into.

‘I’ll put you on the sofa for now while we get sorted.  Is that okay?’

‘Do what you like with me,’ I murmured, without thinking.

Her gentle snicker alerted me to what I had said. 

Looking at her, I grinned. ‘You know what I mean…’

‘Well, I’m going to get you warm and toasty and then fill you up with good food first of all.  How does that sound?’ she asked.

‘It sounds perfect.  I love food,’ I commented.

‘I know you do,’ she grinned, settling me on one end of the soft sofa.  ‘Here…let’s get you covered up,’ she said, reaching for a huge, furry blanket and laying it over me warmly. 

I snuggled down in the lovely, soft material which smelt like Quinn. 

‘You okay here while I make us soon food?’ she asked.

‘Yeah, fine,’ I nodded.

‘Okay…I’ll get things cooking and pop back,’ she promised.

I watched her go, taking in her strong, confident stride, her athletic frame and her stunning face.  She was gorgeous, I thought to myself sighing.

‘Hi hi!’ a little voice called.

I looked over and saw a little boy waving at me.

‘Hi hi!’ she said, again.

‘Hi,’ I replied, cocking my head at hi, wondering who he was.

‘Pay?’ she said, a huge smile and his arms lifting eagerly.

‘What?’ I asked him.

‘Pay mama?’ he said loudly.  ‘Pay, pay, pay wi me?’

It dawned on me what he was saying at last.  ‘Play?’

‘Pay! Pay, mama! You da baddie and me da goodie!’ he said, running around and falling down on the floor, giggling hysterically.

‘Silly sausage,’ I told him, chuckling at his antics.

‘Who’s a silly sausage?’ Quinn questioned, smiling as she walked back into the room.

I looked from her to where the boy had been and saw nothing.  Frowning in confusion, I shook my head.  ‘I…I don’t know, actually.’

‘Were you having a vision?’ she questioned.

‘I was talking to a little boy,’ I told her, matter of factly.

‘Oh?’

‘I don’t know who he was.  Little, cute and sweet…couldn’t understand him at all because his speech was so messed up,’ I laughed.

Quinn sat down.  ‘Interesting,’ she said, a weird expression on her face.

‘What?’ I asked, wondering why she looked moved.

‘Nothing…’

‘Fuck that,’ I said, reaching out to touch her hand.  If she didn’t want to tell me, I’d find out through contact.  When I listened in to her thoughts, I was surprised and gasped.  ‘You think…that was…our son?’ I questioned, gaping at her.

She shrugged.  ‘I have no idea,’ she told me.  ‘It’s just that, a while back, we were in the garden, and you were staring up and waving at someone in a tree. You told me you saw a treehouse with our son playing in.  You told me you saw that in our future.’

‘I did?’

‘You did,’ she confirmed.

‘Wow…that’s…freaky,’ I decided.

She smiled at me.  ‘It was actually really adorable.  The look on your face as you told me showed me just how much he meant to you and it was so cute…very similar to the expression you’re wearing right now,’ she added.

‘Yeah?’

She nodded.  ‘Yeah.’

‘And you like the idea of that? It doesn’t make you…I don’t know…scared or something?’

‘It surprised me when you first mentioned it, but I’m someone who has wanted to find a special partner for a long time now and the idea that I might get to have a family as well is just…’ she sighed, ‘well, it’s incredible.’

I smiled at her.  ‘So…how do we do this?’ I questioned.

‘Do what, Tallie?’

‘This…you and me,’ I murmured.

‘One step at a time,’ she told me, patiently.  ‘We just get you settled and well and then we can think about us.  Let’s just get you comfortable, Tallie.  There’s no rush for anything else.’

‘But you must want me to get my memory back?’

She reached for my hand.  ‘Of course, I do-but we need to let your poor head heal properly first.  You don’t need to worry about me wanting anything, Tallie.  Let’s just focus on you, okay.’

I smiled at her, warmly.

‘What?’

‘I think I like you, Quinn.’

She smiled even wider. ‘You do?’

‘You’re such a nice person.  I’m glad it’s you I’m here with right now.’

Her gaze was adoring as she scanned my face.  ‘I can’t even tell you how pleased to have you home, safe and sound at last.’

‘Minus a memory,’ I quipped.

‘We’ll get there,’ she promised.  ‘I’m just going to go and get our dinner, okay?’

‘Okay,’ I nodded, watching her as she walked out of the room.  Shuffling down deeper into the covers, I closed my eyes and rested.

When Quinn came back, I must have been asleep as when I opened my eyes, she was sat on the edge of the sofa, gently shaking my good arm.

‘Tallie? Dinner time,’ she told me, gently touching me to encourage me to wake up again.

‘Tired,’ I murmured.

‘I know you are, baby.  Eat and then we’ll get you to bed.’

‘Okay,’ I replied, shifting myself up carefully, wincing at the pain as I moved.

‘You doing alright? Need more painkillers?’ she asked as she passed me a bowl full of pasta and Bolognese sauce.

‘Yes please,’ I replied, accepting the dinner.

‘Okay.  I’ll get you some.  Juice, water, milk?’

‘Uh, some juice please,’ I told her.

‘Okay, I’ll be back in a minute,’ she said, getting up once more.

I watched her go, running around after me and worrying about me like a mother then. It baffled me and I had to tell her that when she got back to sit with me.

‘You’re good to me,’ I told her after I’d taken the painkillers and started eating the dinner.

‘I care about you…a lot,’ she said, settling back to eat as well.

‘I wish I could remember.  You’re an amazing cook as well! God, I really hit the jackpot with you, didn’t I?’ I said, eyeing her with a happy smile.

Her smiled was wide, and when her gaze dipped to my mouth as I licked the sauce off my lips, her thoughts were entirely sexual in nature.

‘Whoa,’ I chuckled.

‘What’s that?’ she questioned, frowning slightly.

‘Nothing,’ I said, blushing a little as I looked down and focused on my dinner.  She things I’d just seen were brief flashes but were extremely heady and intimate thoughts.  The response my body provided told me that I’d definitely enjoyed our sex life and I looked up under my eyelashes at her as we ate, watching her and wondering when I’d get to experience it for real rather than in my head.

When we’d finished eating, Quinn took our bowls away and when she came back, she reached for me.  ‘Come on…let’s get you upstairs to get some proper rest.’

‘I think I can walk, if you’re by my side.’

‘Okay.  Let’s try it then,’ she said, helping me up.

My legs were a little shaky but strong enough to walk on.  I wrapped my arm around her waist, and she supported me as we slowly made our way up the stairs.

When we got to the top, she walked me to a bedroom and I frowned as we entered, looking around in confusion.

‘What’s this?’

‘Your bedroom,’ she told me, simply.

‘No,’ I said, looking around.

‘What?’ she asked, baffled.

‘This isn’t right,’ she told me.  ‘This room…this isn’t where we…where…’ I broke off, looking up to her for understanding.

‘This isn’t my room, no,’ she told me.  ‘But this was the room you stayed in before we…well, before we were together and found sleeping together more suitable for both of us.’

‘Then let’s go to your room,’ I said.

‘Really?’

‘Yes, really,’ I nodded.  ‘I need to remember, Quinn-so let’s make this as real as possible.’

‘Okay then…adjoining door,’ she indicated.  ‘This way…’ she said, walking me slowly to the door.  When we walked through to her room, it immediately felt right.  ‘This is more like it,’ I commented, looking around at the familiar-feeling room.

‘This is my room,’ she told me, unnecessarily.  ‘You stayed here with me a few times…’

‘I know,’ I told her.

Her head whipped around and she stared at me.  ‘You remember?’

‘No,’ I replied, ‘I just get some vivid flashes in here,’ I smiled.

Her eyebrows rose.  ‘Oh!’

‘Yeah,’ I said, slumping a bit in her arms.  ‘Quinn?’

‘Yes?’

‘Can I have a bath before bed? I feel really disgusting after that hospital stay…I just want to feel clean again.’

‘Of course.  Sit down and take a load off for a minute.  I’ll go and run a bath for you,’ she said, sitting me down on a chair near the wardrobe.

Quinn ran a bath and then came back to me, bending in front of me to gently slip off my shoes and socks.  She then helped me with my t-shirt, avoiding my broken arm and finally my trousers and underwear in one sweep of them downwards.

I didn’t let my nakedness bother me as she had clearly seen it all before.  Lifting me under my arms, she gently guided me to the bathroom and then actually lifted me up before placing me into the water.

‘Nice?’ she asked, as I submerged myself.

‘Bliss,’ I moaned, closing my eyes.

‘Good.  You have a soak while I take a shower and then I’ll wash your hair for you,’ she told me.

‘I’m spoilt,’ I grinned.

‘Totally,’ she agreed, standing and pulling her t-shirt off.  I watched, almost open-mouthed as she continued to strip down to naked and then followed her with my eyes as she headed for the shower.  If I’d considered her like a Greek goddess before, now I was sure she was.  Her body was athletic and toned, her tall and strong physique arousing me as she turned on the water.

Watching her shower was like some kind of titillating show.  I couldn’t tear my eyes off her and when the heat misted the shower door, disappointment filled me that it was over.

Sinking further into the water, I gently cleaned my sore body with the one hand which could go into the water. The broken arm was left on the side, keeping the cast dry.

The shower went off and Quinn stepped out, wrapping herself in a towel. She walked over and knelt beside the bath looking flushed and gorgeous.

‘Can I help with your hair? Cleaning you up?’ she asked.

‘Uh huh,’ I nodded, more than a little aroused by her.

‘Dip your head back then and get it wet…’

I did as she asked and then almost moaned in pleasure as she started massaging shampoo into my hair.  It was sweet torture, and only got me more interested.  Once the shampoo was rinsed, she did the conditioner and then grabbed the shower gel for my body.  Sitting me up, she did my upper half and cleaned off blood, debris and mud which still clung to my body from the time in the forest.  When it was clean and clear, she sat back on her haunches.

‘I think you’re done.’

‘You missed a few spots…’ I said, smiling up at her.

‘You’re so bad…’ she chuckled.  ‘Not until you’re well again,’ she warned, throwing me.

Seriously? She wasn’t planning on touching me until I was better? That was an idea I would have to change!  ‘Time for bed,’ I told her.

‘Tired?’ she questioned.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, uncommittedly.

‘Let’s get you out then.’

Quinn lifted me out and then wrapped me in two towels to keep me warm.  After taking me to the bed, she dried me off reverently, covered me with the duvet and then stepped back.

‘What do you want to sleep in?’ she asked.

‘Nothing,’ I replied.

Her eyebrow quirked in surprise.

‘I don’t…do I?’

‘No, I don’t think you do, usually,’ she replied, going to the chest of drawers and pulling out some sleep clothes.

‘What are you doing?’ I asked, watching her as she pulled them on and discarded the towel.

‘What do you mean?’

‘You sleep naked too, don’t you?’ I questioned.

‘Well, usually, yeah…but it doesn’t feel right too at the moment,’ she said, coming to the other side of the bed and sitting down.

‘Quinn!’

‘What?’ she frowned.

‘You’re meant to be getting me back into my normal life!’

‘I know I am…but still…’

‘Get over here,’ I encouraged her.

‘Tallie! You need to sleep,’ she told me, long-sufferingly.

‘I will do…after some attention from you,’ I smiled, shifting a little closer to her.

‘Tallie, what are you doing?’

‘Trying to get you to cuddle me,’ she said, looking at her hopefully.

‘Cuddle?’ she responded, sounding surprised.  ‘Cuddles I can do!’

I smiled as she reached an arm around me and drew me into her arms to fit into her side warmly.  She felt warm, soft and strong, and my good hand automatically went to her chest to slide along her chest and through the spattering of hair which lay here.

At Quinn’s sigh, I snuggled closer still, moaning low in my throat at how good it felt to be close to her.

‘This feels right,’ I told her, huskily.

‘It is, Tallie…it is.’

I lifted my head to meet her eyes and stared into her beautiful, blue eyes.  ‘I want to remember you.’

‘You will,’ she reassured me.

‘But you could help me,’ I tried.

‘Tallie, no…just close your eyes and sleep, baby.’

‘I don’t want to,’ I told her, softly.

‘What do you want…dare I ask?’

‘Touch me?’ I asked, hopefully and watched as her eyes widened in surprise. 

‘Tallie! No! You’ve just got home from the hospital!’

‘I’m fine…aside from a few bumps and bruises.  I’m turned on,’ I complained, shifting under the cover.

‘Be that as it may, Tallie, it’s too soon…’

I sighed, feeling frustrated.  ‘Kiss me then?’

Her smile was automatic and happy. ‘You want me to kiss you?’

‘Uh huh,’ I nodded, dropping my eyes to her gorgeous lips. They were full, plump and very, very kissable.  I was aching for her and any kind of contact that might encourage her to touch me was a bonus.

‘Okay…but nothing else, okay? Just kissing.’

I shrugged, saying nothing.  Lifting my chin and tilting towards her, I offered my mouth to her, and she leant in duly.

She moment her lips met mine, my eyes fluttered closed, and I felt a shock of electricity run through me.  Sparks flew as our mouths moved simultaneously, our bodies automatically moving closer one another.  Quinn’s lips were perfect, and she kissed in a way which made me melt into her and moan repeatedly because it felt so good. 

Her lips worked against mine and I ran my hands over her body, pressing my naked body close to hers in search of friction, more touch and pleasure that felt so good.

‘Please,’ I groaned, lifting my head briefly from her.  I pushed my hips towards her leg, eager for her to touch me intimately and wanting her more and more with every passing second.

‘Tallie, we shouldn’t…’ she murmured, but I could hear that she was tempted.  Her voice sounded agonised.

‘I’m so horny…’

‘I know, but you should sleep, Tallie.’

I sighed, pulling back a little.  ‘If you don’t want to, I’ll just have to rub myself off.  I can’t go to sleep while I’m this turned on,’ I told her, shifting a little bit away from her and sitting against she headboard before pushing the cover down to expose myself.

Pushing my fingers between my legs, I began rubbing myself languidly, letting my head relax back while I pleasured myself.

‘Can you at least get naked?’ I grinned, rubbing my clitoris in rhythmic motion.  ‘Give me something to fantasise about while I do this?’

‘Oh my God, Tallie,’ she groaned.  ‘What are you trying to do to me?’

‘Nothing,’ I said, innocently. 

‘I’m trying to be good here…’ she complained.

‘Don’t on my account,’ I told her, reaching to circle and massage at the ache between my legs.  ‘God, I need some release…how long has it been?’ I groaned.

‘Only a few days!’ she exclaimed.

‘Have you got naked yet?’ I questioned.

Quinn’s incredulous look quickly turned to desire when I started rubbing myself in earnest, laying my head back and gasping as my body began to undulate.  I heard Quinn’s heartfelt moan before I felt her touch, pushing my own hand away and replacing it with her own. I smiled in satisfaction. Her larger, strong hand felt so much better than my own and it seemed she knew just how to use it, moving me rhythmically.  I closed my eyes and lifted my hips as she continued to touch me and make me desperate to come fast.

‘Quinn,’ I moaned, opening my eyes to look at her.  The sight of her watching me as she touched me almost made me come undone in that very moment.  Her bright, blue eyes were fierce as they held mine.

‘You close baby?’

‘Uh huh,’ I groaned, then gasped as she sped up, working me rapidly with her fingers.

‘Tallie, you’re so gorgeous…come for me, baby,’ she said, increasing the pressure.

Her words tipped me over the edge, and I arched, losing it completely and climaxing. As aftershocks ripped through me, Quinn moved to rub her own clitoris, working herself hard and fast.  At her groan, I opened my eyes in time to see her lose it.  She slumped heavily beside me and leaned over to kiss me languidly.  We stayed like that for long time before Quinn moved to cuddle us down into the bed with me warmly and covering us with thick duvets.  Moving into her side, I closed my eyes realising that I’d never felt more loved and protected.  When she whispered to me in the darkness, I could feel my heart pick up pace.

‘I love you, Tallie,’ she said, huskily.

I sighed contentedly, nuzzling into her shoulder.  ‘Quinn…’ I murmured, falling asleep fast.  I closed my eyes and was gone.

I woke to heat.  Quinn was plastered to my back, curled around my body and I felt like I was throbbing with need for her. 

I shifted, restlessly, seeking friction from her.  I wanted her making love with me, and suddenly I was desperate for that to happen.  Turning in her arms, I kissed her jaw and neck before deciding to wake her in a more obvious way with her clitoris in my mouth.  That would surely show her what I wanted, I decided.

Moving downwards, I pushed the cover aside and spread her legs wide before going down between her legs and using my tongue on her.

She woke, lifting her hips. ‘Tallie! Fuck!’

‘Mmm,’ I commented, mouth busy working her to a frenzy. 

‘Tallie…oh my god…Tallie, come here,’ she said, reaching for me and pulling me upwards to lie on top of her.

I went willingly, bending to kiss her open mouthed and taste herself on my tongue. ‘Quinn,’ I moaned.  ‘Please…’

‘Slow down,’ she said against my mouth.  ‘Too soon.’

‘Not too soon,’ I complained, sucking at her lower lip and trailing my tongue along the seam. ‘Please, Quinn…I need you…and I want to feel close to you again…’

‘We don’t need to have sex to be close, baby,’ she murmured, stroking my face tenderly.

‘I know we don’t,’ I replied, ‘but I’m turned on and so are you.  I’m offering here…’ I chuckled.

‘I know, I’m just…’

‘Thinking too much?’ I laughed. ‘Shut up and just feel, Quinn.  I want this…you want this…come here,’ I said, lowering my mouth.

We kissed for a few moments, and I could feel the moment she succumbed and gave into me.  With a low, guttural groan, she reached for me and rolled me swiftly onto my back, pinning me to the bed spread out beneath her.

I smiled to myself.  I’d got to her.

Taking over, Quinn started kissing me with a hunger which was unrivalled from any other kiss we’d shared to date.  She felt desperate for me, and it made me ache to be filled with her even more.  Moaning against her mouth, my tongue played with hers, my hands reaching for the back of her neck to keep her close, keep her mouth on mine.

When she finally left my mouth, I was panting with need.  She kissed in the most incredible way, and I didn’t think I’d ever been this this willing, this desperate for more.

She worked her way downwards, kissing me everywhere and lavishing more pleasure on me that I’d ever experienced.  When she reached my folds, she parted my legs and settled between them, licking and suckling at me eagerly while her hand toyed with my entrance with soft fingers.  She didn’t enter me with her hand, but she circled there, hinting at it and making me squirm with the need to feel her filling me and inside me.

‘Please, Quinn,’ I groaned.

‘Baby,’ she murmured, her mouth thickly filled with my sex.  ‘So good…’

‘Need you…inside me…’

She didn’t need any more encouragement to get moving on that one. Moving to the bedside table, she got the toy, lube and quickly slicked herself and me up, kissing me as she opening me up with one and then two fingers, making me cry out with how good it felt to be stimulated so beautifully by her.

Moving between my legs, she positioned the toy, pulling her fingers out and replacing them with the toy.  She nudged the vibrator up against my entrance and I relaxed, needing this…wanting this.

Edging inside, Quinn groaned she slid in inch by inch, filling me gradually until the toy was completely, buried deep inside me.  Leaning in to kiss me, I didn’t think I’d ever felt so connected to anyone ever before.  She felt amazing, stretching me wide, further than I’d ever been stretched before.

Easing back, she thrust eagerly, clearly losing the control she’d been hanging onto as she began a relentless rhythm which pushed us both upwards rapidly.  I reached down and rubbed myself hard as she thrust inside me.

‘Oh my God, Quinn…’ I groaned, feeling close. 

Rolling us so I could sit astride her, I lowered myself slowly onto the toy, the buzzing insistent as the vibrator rubbed against her own clitoris. I moaned and undulated on her, rocking slowly on the satisfying toy.

‘Tallie,’ she moaned.

I opened my eyes and looked down at her, meeting her eyes and melting at the sight of her lying there, staring at me with hearts in her eyes. ‘Oh Quinn,’ I groaned, arching my chest as I felt myself growing closer and closer to orgasm.

I rocked on her as she gripped my hip, thrusting up into me as I moved with increasing need.  Our eyes stayed locked, the moment intense and incredibly intimate as we watched each other in the rise to orgasm.

I felt the ecstasy approaching swiftly as Quinn started crying out her pleasure.  As she threw her head back and came, I arched as I exploded, my body climaxing beautifully.

As my body exploded, my mind did too, bursting with memories as something clicked and then slotted back into place in my rapturous bliss.

Opening my eyes, my mouth fell open.  Quinn was splayed out beneath me, completely spent.  I sat astride her; the toy buried deep inside me still.

‘I love you,’ I gasped, reaching my hands to her chest.

She opened her eyes, peering up at me intently.  ‘Tallie?’

‘I love you!’ I cried, leaning down to kiss her, showering her face with kisses and telling her I loved her over and over again.

‘Tallie?’ she questioned.

‘I remember!’ I exclaimed, grabbing her and holding her close to my body.

‘You remember?’ she cried, grasping for me and sitting up, rocking us over and landing above me.

I ended up laughing hysterically, I was so relieved, happy and excited.  ‘I remember!’

‘Oh my God, Tallie! Thank God!’ she said, tugging at my body and holding me so close I couldn’t breathe.

‘Too tight! Can’t breathe!’ I laughed.

‘Tallie! I don’t think I’m ever going to let you go again,’ she said, lifting her head to stare down at me with wide, bright eyes.  ‘Do you really remember everything, Tallie?’

‘I do! It literally came back when…’ I laughed.

‘When what?’

‘When we came,’ I chuckled. ‘I saw stars, something clicked and it just all flooded back!’

She smiled at me, happily.  ‘I can’t tell you how happy I am right now, Tallie.’

My smile was warm and contented.  ‘You’ve looked after me so amazingly since this happened, Quinn…the way you’ve been…even when I couldn’t remember you.  I love you; you know that?’ I questioned.

‘I love you too, baby,’ she said, eyes shining with emotion, ‘and I can’t tell you how glad I am that you’re back…how relieved.’

‘Can we get up?’ I questioned.

‘Why?’ she asked, frowning at my request.

‘I need to know everything.  I want to know what happened, how everything transpired after I went down.’

‘Of course, you do,’ she said, realising that I wanted to know how the case finished after the bomb went off. ‘Come on, baby…let’s get up.’

After getting showered and dressed downstairs, we went to the lounge and Quinn collected her phone. 

‘Hang on, Tallie.  Give me a minute, I’ve got a missed call from DI Jacobs.’

I watched her as she rang through to her voicemail and watched as she walked to the kitchen and heard her end of the conversation. When I tapped into the other end though, I sprang into action and hurried to the kitchen after her.

‘Tell him yes, I’ll do it,’ I informed her.

‘What?’ Quinn said, surprised.

‘Let’s go in…finish this.’

‘Tallie, I…’

‘No, I’m literally fine,’ I assured her.  ‘Please, Quinn.  Let’s finish this.  Get it done and then it can be our time.’

‘She says we’ll come in,’ Quinn sighed, listening as Jacobs thanked her. ‘Yeah…okay.  See you soon.’

I watched her hang up and smiled at her.  ‘Shall we go?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah.  Fine.’

Quinn and I got our essentials and headed out the door. She drove us swiftly to the station and I watched out the window on the way, wondering what had happened since the bomb had gone off.  I wanted to put the case to rest, and it sounded like it wasn’t quite concluded.

When we reached the station, we headed inside and up the lift to the second floor.  Walking into the main body of the room, I wasn’t expecting the sudden round of applause and whooping as my colleagues saw me and Quinn walk in.

Blushing with embarrassment at the praise and admiration from all of the people clapping and calling my name, I walked through the throng of people towards Mahers and Newsome who were standing by our desks with Jacobs.

‘Tallie Tait!’ Newsome grinned. 

‘Welcome back, Tait,’ Jacobs said, smiling at me happily.

‘Thank you, sir,’ I nodded.

‘Hanson says your memory is back?’ he questioned.

‘Yes sir…I’m fine now.  Thanks for asking.  So, what’s going on?’ I asked, embarrassed by the attention on me rather than the case.  ‘He’s going down for it right?’ I questioned, frowning.

‘Yeah, he is…it’s the son we’re having trouble with.  We’re almost up with the time we can hold him for, and we haven’t got a thing out of him.  He’s literally not saying a word.’

‘Well, that’s not a problem for me, is it?’ I said, looking at them all.  ‘Just let me meet him and I’ll know if he was involved or not.  He was willing to blow up the evidence of his father’s crimes so I’m guessing he’s a dodgy fucker.’

‘That’s what we think-but we don’t know for sure,’ Jacobs told me.  ‘I need to know asap…if you can help with that, Tait, we’d be very grateful.’

‘Well, let’s go! All I need to do is make contact with him and I’ll know what’s going on,’ I told them, confidently.

‘Well, come on.  Let’s go down to interview then!’ I exclaimed.

We made our way down and were shown to a room where Ben Roberts had been brought for us to interrogate.

With Jacobs, Mahers and Newsome staying behind the privacy screen, Quinn and I headed in.

‘I’m Detective Tait-this is Detective Hanson,’ I told Roberts, introducing us both quickly. 

He met my eyes but said nothing.  Sitting down across from him, I got the distinct aura of arrogance emanating from the guy. 

‘So, not talking hey? Fucking hell, I wouldn’t want to talk either…father’s a sick fuck who has murdered more men than he can count and now he’s dragged his own son into it, making you go away for conspiring to assist in hiding his crimes.  Pretty heavy shit,’ I consoled.

He cocked his head at me and just stared, keeping his mouth shut and reminding himself over and over to say nothing.

‘Trouble is, Roberts, we need you to talk…so that’s where I come in,’ I told her.  Leaning forwards across the table, I stared him down. ‘I’m a psychic.’

His eyebrows rose and he laughed at me.

‘No seriously,’ I said, completely straight faced.

‘Fuck off,’ he said, chuckling.

I reached over and touched his arm, which he couldn’t move because he was handcuffed to the bar under the table.

‘Get the fuck off me.’

I didn’t answer him because I was too busy learning about him through, the contact, seeing everything he’d been through in his life and understanding how his life had been.  Living with a murderous father clearly hadn’t been easy, but that didn’t excuse his own actions.

‘Well,’ I said, releasing him and sitting back.  ‘Interesting…’

Ben frowned at me.

‘You have a good childhood, Ben?’ I asked.

‘Fuck off,’ he scowled.

‘Because I don’t think you did,’ I continued, disregarding his muttered words. ‘You were scared of him, weren’t you? Like, really, fucking scared. I see you…hiding under the bed, in the basement and in the treehouse.  Anywhere you could go to get away from him.  Liked to hurt you, didn’t he? When you didn’t live up to his perfectionist standards.’

‘Shut up.  There’s no such thing as psychics,’ he insisted.

‘No? Try this then.’ I closed my eyes and thought back to the conversation I’d witnessed in my head when I’d touched him.  Putting on a higher-pitched voice and grasping my crotch area with both hands, I spoke.  ‘Please no, Daddy.  I be a good boy, pwomise! I not be a bad boy no more…no! No! Not hurt Ben…I put the monkey back on the shelf…ow! Ah! Mummy! Mummy please!’ I dropped my voice.  ‘Mummy’s not here, pussy-boy.  Now stay the fuck down and shut your fucking mouth, boy.’

I opened my eyes and stared at her.  Before she could even open her mouth, I spoke.  ‘I can see what you went through with him, Ben.  He was an evil fucker for sure and you’re a victim of that as well.  No father should touch his son in the way he touched you.  I understand that.  What I don’t understand is why you decided to join in with his killings and become basically as awful a man as he is.  You had a choice, and you chose to kill alongside him.  Give you a thrill, did it? Make you feel powerful? Those fag, pussy boys-getting it from him rather than it being you? Did it make you feel better? I can’t believe you were willing to help him, kill with him, destroy evidence for him-after everything he did to you, Ben! After everything, Ben!’ I repeated.

‘He was my father,’ he said, tears running down his face.

‘He was an evil murderer.’

‘Rather them than me,’ he muttered.

‘So, you did it because you were scared.’

His eyes were black when they met mine.  ‘No.  I did it because I fucking wanted to,’ he all-but growled.

‘That a confession, Ben?’ I questioned.

‘It’s a fuck you! Fucking fake psychic! Thinking you know me! Get out of here.’

‘You’re going away, Ben…just like your father.  And you know what? I pity you…’

He gaped at me. ‘You…what?’

‘You could have escaped him.  You could have started over…moved onto a new life…you chose to stay. You chose to kill.’

‘Fuck you,’ he sneered.

‘No thanks,’ I said, standing.  ‘Enjoy prison,’ I retorted before turning to leave.

Quinn and I left the room swiftly.  It was over.

On the way home from the station, I was quiet and subdued.   It had been a victory, and everyone was pleased with me but all I felt was sad.  Silent tears slipped down my cheeks as we drove, but I said nothing.

When we arrived home, Quinn turned to me cheerfully.  ‘Home sweet…Tallie?’ she questioned, noticing my tears.

‘Ignore me…’

‘Tallie, no! What’s wrong? You solved it! You literally closed this entire case singlehandedly.  You don’t need to be crying.  You did it, Tallie.  You did it.’

‘I know,’ I said, letting my head drop.  ‘But it doesn’t change what happened…they’re still all dead, Quinn.’

She nodded, slowly.  ‘I know…I know, baby,’ she said, reaching to comfort me. 

I couldn’t do it yet.  Couldn’t accept the consolation yet from her. 

‘Come on.  Let’s get you inside.  You’ve been through a lot.  We need to make sure you rest more.’

I sighed, getting out of the car.  We wandered inside together slowly and when we got there, I turned to her.  ‘I need a bit of time alone…I’m just going to go to the treehouse for a bit, okay?’

She gave me a strange look and cocked her head at me.  ‘Uh, Tallie…I don’t have a treehouse.’

I frowned in confusion and then remembered.  It hadn’t happened yet.  ‘Oh…well, the garden…do you mind? I just need to…process everything…’

‘It’s fine, baby.  Take all the time you need.  I’ll be making some dinner, okay?’

‘Okay,’ I murmured, and lifted up to kiss her gently on the mouth.  She smiled at me softly and then I turned to head out to the garden.

Outside, I went to the shed automatically and found what I needed before walking to the tree with a huge ladder.  Placing it on the side of the tree, I climbed upwards and then turned to sit on a high rung.  Drifting into a different place, I let escapism fill my heart for a little while.

‘Tallie?’

I blinked twice and stared up at Quinn. 

‘Tallie, are you with me?’

I shook myself out of my reverie, looked around and saw I was back in the kitchen, standing beside Quinn.  ‘Quinn?’

‘Hey baby.  You okay? You were in the garden for quite a while.’

‘I was?’ I questioned.  ‘I was talking to Ethan.’

‘Who is Ethan?’ Quinn questioned.

‘Our son!’ I exclaimed, looking up at her and then seeing the baffled expression on her face.  ‘Oh…sorry…’

‘You were talking to our son?’ she asked, gently ushering me to the table to sit down slowly.

‘Yeah.  He was playing in the treehouse.  He literally loves it so much…spends so much time out there.  Anyway,’ I smiled, ‘we were having a discussion about which superhero is the best.  He reckons Spiderman and I was explaining why Superman is better.’

Quinn’s smile was bright and happy.  ‘Really?’

‘Mmm hmm.  I needed to…get away from everything…go to a happier place so my mind could calm down from everything that’s happened recently.’

‘So, you went to talk with our son?’ she said, softly, her voice husky.

‘I did, yeah…’

‘I love you so much,’ Quinn said, out of the blue.

‘What did I say?’ I asked, confused as to what had touched her enough that she wanted to tell me she loved me.

‘You’re so…wonderful…your face when you speak of him…of…Ethan. He clearly means so much to you-and you’re just…God, Tallie, you don’t understand how you’ve changed my life.  Being with you has been a revelation.  I never realised how lonely I was before I met you and now I have you in my life, I don’t ever want to let you go.  Tallie; marry me,’ she requested, eyes turning bright and hopeful.

I gasped.  ‘I didn’t even hear you think about asking first!’ I exclaimed.

‘That’s because it was spontaneous.  I literally realised a second ago that I don’t want to wait, don’t want to hold back anymore.  Marry me, Tallie.  Let’s move as fast as we can and be everything to one another.  I love you so much so why wait? Some things are just meant to be, right?’

I smiled at her.  ‘You’re an incredible woman, Quinn.’

‘Is that a yes?’ she questioned, hopefully.

‘It’s a yes, Quinn.  Yes, I’ll marry you.  I love you so much.  You’ve changed my life for the better and I don’t want to wait either.  Let’s do this.  Let’s be together forever and start the future this second.’

‘Tallie, I love you so much.’

‘I love you too,’ I smiled, reaching for her.

‘Then what are waiting for?’ she smiled.

‘Nothing…I’m ready.’

‘Come here,’ Quinn murmured.

I moved into her arms and as her mouth tenderly met mine in a loving kiss, flashes of the future resonated through my mind.  Smiling into her kiss, I knew that despite the hardships that we would face in our jobs, we’d always have each other to support each other throughout the cases that were headed our way.  Tapping into Quinn’s mind, I found her happier than she’d ever been before, and it was all down to me.  We were perfect for one another, I knew.  I melted into her kiss and dreamed of everything that was still to come.
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