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“There is only one happiness in life, to love and be loved.”

—GEORGE SAND






Prayer:



May the evil man be good.

May the good man find peace.

May he who finds peace be free.

And may he who is free make others free.









Chapter 1

Genesis 19?




Bereft wound his way through Sodom’s crowded streets. He was enjoying the powerful new body he recently acquired. It belonged to a Kemetan slave trader who strayed too far from the spiritual path of his ancestors. Bereft could only possess and corrupt the wayward, but that was not a problem as he could identify those who were open to him easily enough. He had found this one in a house of the most ill repute. The Kemetan was brutally bending the fallen woman’s body to his will and Bereft decided to continue fornicating with the whore when he entered the slave trader. The Kemetan was holding her one leg behind her neck and was convulsing a torrent of semen into her when Bereft entered him. The pain in her face was intoxicating to Bereft. The woman was a worthwhile prize and Bereft would have taken her instead if not for her missing leg and his need for a male body at this time. The woman noticed the change in her temporal lover instantly when she saw the passion in his eyes replaced by malice. Bereft would have gotten pleasure from choking the life from her at that moment, but decided to save her for another time. Maybe tomorrow he would come back and break her other leg off. He would fuck her with it, he thought, as he jumped off of her laughing. The woman scampered across the dirty floor to the farthest corner in the hut. Bereft laughed at her fear, absorbing the power he drew from this human emotion.

Bereft’s promise to Lot’s daughters was a simple one. He would come back to them in a form other than that of the woman he seduced them with the night before. In return they would allow him to secretly observe their father’s consecration rituals for fellowship with God. Bereft was convinced that if he could understand God’s relationship to men, specifically why God granted them so much mercy and how Lot received his power from God, he would be able to somehow take the power away, harness it for himself, thereby guaranteeing his control over Sodom.

In this city, where every soul was doomed to be lost, any and all spirits could run rampantly without ever being contested, but that freedom was not enough for Bereft. He wanted the absolute authority that came with sovereignty that came with deification. Bereft was recklessly ambitious, he wanted to be more than king of Sodom. He wanted every soul in Sodom subject to his will. He wanted to be a god—adored and worshipped incessantly. Bereft and his four brothers made a grave wager that had driven all but him from this city thus far. It appeared to be an easy bargain. Each brother had one attempt at separating Lot from God. A failed attempt meant banishment from the city forever. His brothers had tried and all had failed. Bereft was the last to try. His attempt at seducing Lot had to be calculated and precise, lest his try at the halo over Lot’s head be as futile as his brothers’ had been. If he failed this one time, the wager would be null and his brothers would be allowed to return and the city. Sodom would never be his to rule alone.

Lot’s daughters, Shelena and Miriam, were waiting for Bereft behind the small shack where the animals were kept. The girls, who were ages twenty and twenty-one respectively, were no match for Bereft’s seductive nature. He winked and smiled at them and they knew him as soon as they met his gaze. His eyes were always the same. They smoldered with malevolence. The icy evil in his eyes had a chilling but hypnotic effect on all who looked into them. Despite Bereft’s transformative powers, he could not change his eyes or their sinister gaze.

Shelena and Miriam were old maids by the standards of their tribe. Most considered it a sin that they lived with their father without husbands or children. They felt it was disgraceful that their father had not already married them off. They were more beautiful than any other women in the city and they looked so much alike that everyone thought they were twins. Both had olive skin that held no blemishes, their eyes were green like emeralds in pools of water. Their mouths were full and red, yet they wore no paint on their faces. Each had hair so black and thick that all women who saw them were instantly jealous.

Their father, Lot, left them and their mother on many occasions while he went into the mountains to commune with God. When he was gone for long periods, the girls secretly watched their mother entertain assorted men in their father’s bed when she thought they were asleep. She allowed men to put the hard fleshy meat they kept between their legs into the soft wet opening between hers. At first, the exhibitions frightened them, the way she would grunt and scream when the men with the biggest flesh under their robes would ram themselves into her. After a time they came to realize that those were the men their mother favored the most. She enjoyed spending time with them and the girls watched and learned the joys of being with men through their spying.

When Bereft left Shelena and Miriam yesterday, they were in a sweated heap on the floor of the stable behind their home. He had introduced them to his body, which at the time was that of a twenty-five-year-old woman whom he had possessed after watching her fornicate with her husband’s best friend. First he plied them with wine, knowing that after their hard work with the animals, it would be enough to erase all of their bewilderment at the responses their bodies would have to the lewd acts to be performed. He teased them both with his fingers, simultaneously entering them with the longest digit of each of his hands as they lay on the hay-strewn floor with their legs opened wide. When he brought them to the edge of ecstasy and they could take it no longer, Bereft bent his head to Shelena’s venus and placed the full mouth that was now his against the lips that hid her birth opening. Miriam recognized the look on her sister’s face immediately. She had seen that look of rapture on her mother’s face quite often. She couldn’t wait to have this woman’s mouth on her birth opening too. When it was her turn, she thrust her hips into the face of the wanton woman boldly. She spilled such copious amounts of fluid into the woman’s mouth that she thought at one point that she might be urinating unwittingly.

Now Bereft came to them as a large, onyx-colored male with the features of the royal family of Egypt plainly upon his visage.

“Do you recognize me, Shelena? Miriam?” he addressed one, then the other.

The two young women spent last night in the corner that they shared in their father’s hovel, quietly giggling at the crazy woman’s claim of having the ability to change her form to that of a man. They discussed, in hushed tones, the experiences they had sharing their bodies with the woman who called herself Bereft and how she succumbed to their beauty, devoutly worshipping their flesh. They fell asleep in a dilemma of guilty pleasure, vacillating between dread for the acts they committed and desire for another encounter with Bereft.

Now Miriam and Shelena stood still as Bereft came toward them. The sisters were frozen in fear. There was no doubt in either of their minds that the entity in front of them and the being who had seduced them yesterday were one and the same.

Bereft held his hand out to Miriam and she could not stop her feet from going to him. Shelena wanted to run, but she found his eyes latched on to her soul and knew that her will was his. When Miriam reached the spot where Bereft stood, he only slightly touched the top of her head and she dropped immediately to her knees in front of him. The front of his robe was frighteningly extended from his waist and she knew the man flesh beneath the robe was more than she or her sister had ever witnessed while watching their mother’s affairs. Bereft grabbed a handful of Miriam’s hair and pressed her face into his groin. She felt the length of him press against her face, from the tip of her jaw past the top of her head. He kept her face pressed against him as he pulled his robe over his head with his other hand. The fabric of the tunic was rough, scraping her lips raw as he drew it up slowly over his head, taking care to ensure Miriam could not move away. As the fabric gave way to flesh, Miriam’s mouth dropped open in astonishment.

“Oh.”

Bereft wasted no time. He saw the chasm of her mouth and thrust forward. Miriam’s mouth snapped closed in time to keep from being filled.

“Mmm, mmm,” she objected through pressed lips. She looked to her younger sister for help, but only saw Shelena licking her lips in anticipation of her turn.

“Open your mouth, beautiful one.” Bereft bent over and whispered to her. “The taste of my flesh will be as delectable to your palate today as it was yesterday. I would much rather you drew the essence of this body willingly, child. I would never force the delights of this body on you or anyone else who wasn’t of a mind to receive it,” he lied through brilliantly white teeth.

Miriam looked to Shelena again and was convinced through the hunger in her sister’s eyes that she should at least try this new experience being offered. Her mouth slowly opened and she closed her eyes, waiting for Bereft to thrust into it.

Moments passed with nothing happening. The girl slowly opened one eye to see why the shaft had not filled her mouth. Bereft was not moving his flesh toward her anymore. Instead, he was now beckoning Shelena to him. Miriam could not fathom how he was doing it, for he had not opened his mouth to speak nor did he extend a hand in invitation, yet she could feel and knew his will as her sister stepped behind Bereft and circled her arms around his waist. Miriam was intrigued to see Shelena behaving so boldly and opened her other eye to witness the hold that she had on Bereft and he had on her.

Shelena grasped the thick ebony shaft of meat that protruded from Bereft’s body in her hands as if she were once again wielding the shepherd’s staff. She pointed the fat mushroom-shaped end at her sister’s mouth. Miriam’s mouth opened slowly. Instead of allowing the head to enter her sister’s mouth, as it was now so very close to doing, she instead jerked it up and away from her, causing Miriam to lunge forward as it moved just out of reach. Bereft and Shelena laughed at Miriam as she sat up, begging like a bitch waiting for a bone from her master’s table. Shelena continued to tease Miriam until both the girls could once again feel Bereft’s will. Shelena held the large protuberance in her hands steady and Miriam allowed her mouth to go slack as her head fell forward, allowing Bereft’s phallus past her lips and into her throat. Miriam wondered at first how she was managing to sheath all of Bereft’s girth without gagging. She knew she must be entranced by his spell. Shelena released Bereft’s penis just as the last of it went into her sister’s mouth. She then fell to her knees behind him, burying her head and tongue into the dark muskiness of his posterior. Shelena had never committed this act before and briefly could not understand how and why she was engaging in such an act of utter repugnance without so much as flinching. But, she, like her sister, knew that it was the spell that Bereft had cast.

Bereft languished in the meal that he made of himself as the two young women recklessly feasted on him. He stood with his hands on his hips, swollen with arrogance at how his plan was coming to fruition.

He would allow them a few more moments to debase themselves and then he would show them such pleasure in a man’s body that they would be enslaved to his will and bring him to their father’s sanctum. Once Bereft knew how Lot communed with God, he would know just how to seduce the devout servant, bring him to his knees, and make him pray to and worship him. Lot would be permanently separated from the mercy of God, and the souls of Sodom would subject themselves to Bereft’s malevolent rule.
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For the first half hour after Bereft had sent Shelena and Miriam back to their father’s house, he allowed himself the luxury of remembering how he had made them orgasm repeatedly, each time begging him for more of what he had promised. He had the foresight to stop before they were totally depleted, sending them back to prepare Lot for his fateful meeting. Bereft was not one to worry, but the girls had now been gone for longer than a while. They were only a stone’s throw away at their home, and should be preparing their father to meet him, but if that were the case he would be able to sense them now, and he could not. The only other answer was that they were in the presence of someone so holy that he could unwittingly block Bereft from sensing them. From what he had heard of Lot, that may well be the case.

A full hour passed before Bereft finally admitted to himself that something was wrong. He let his senses wander throughout the city and was thrown from his feet by the omnipotent surge of power that was thrust back at him. It wasn’t just any power. It was God’s power. For the first time in eons, Bereft was scared.

Bereft ran the fifty yards to Lot’s house faster than was humanly possible, knowing that he would find the answer to his fear in the heart of a mere mortal. He crashed through the door to the small hut ready to render an answer from this man of God quickly and maybe even painfully, but he found the place empty but for some furnishings that were made from untreated wood and were badly hewn by their maker.

Bereft could feel the omnipresent power move closer. In one final, desperate attempt to find Shelena and Miriam, he allowed his senses to wander again, this time to the outermost parts of the city. He found them on the outskirts of the city, and they were running for their lives.

“They ought not to have thought that they could run from me,” he snarled, as he set off after them.

Bereft ran with the swiftness of one whose body had no limits. He was not afraid to use up all of the life force that this body housed to get to Lot’s daughters. Within minutes he was in sight of them. They were only a half league away from him now. He thought to be upon them soon when he realized that those whom he had spied were not Lot’s daughters, who were still a full league away. It was Lot and his whore of a wife.

Why were they running?

Lot was a faithful manservant of God. Surely he was not running away from the omnipotent power that Bereft felt like a searing hot wind just behind him. Bereft was now just twenty yards behind them. He could barely understand the words Lot yelled to his wife over the howling wind.

“Don’t look back! For the love of God, don’t look back at the city!”

This made no sense to Bereft and he looked over his shoulder in fear. What he saw was the city crumbling to dust and angel warriors descending upon it. He had left the city just in time. In a way Lot had saved him. At the sight behind him, Bereft attempted to run yet faster, but the life energy of the body he had stolen was almost depleted. He was only twenty feet away from Lot and his wife when she heard the footsteps behind her and turned to see who followed. She saw Bereft first and then the fallen city before she turned white and instantly hardened into a pillar of salt. Bereft was unable to change direction fast enough and ran right into the pillar of salt that Lot’s wife had become. He was knocked senseless for a moment.

Before he could get to his feet again, angel warriors were upon him. Their wings were the cause of the howling winds, and intense heat emanated from their swords of fire. There were too many, and they overtook Bereft. They could not kill him for he was not so easily vanquished. But they smote the body that he inhabited and exposed the oozing filth that was Bereft’s soul. The essence of Bereft seeped into the soil. The angel warriors entombed the vile essence by shattering the pillar of salt that Lot’s wife had become over the soil that held Bereft’s soul. The city of Sodom was transformed into a cavernous crypt marking a brackish burial site of its wicked citizens. The angel warriors were satisfied. Bereft would be held for a time.








Chapter 2


Trouble in a Distant Land


Chemah hadn’t expected Israel to be as hot as it was. He and Michelle dropped off their luggage at the hotel and went straight to the hospital. They were already an hour late, through no fault of their own. The flight was forced to circle the airport for a full hour due to an earlier bombing by the Hezbollah terrorists that the Israeli government was finding hard to contain.

Chemah’s shirt was sticking to his thickly muscled chest and he used his thumb and forefinger to open the buttons of the collar and pull it away from his skin. The woman standing next to him and Michelle on the taxi line in front of the hotel smiled at him and fanned herself with her open hand to show that she sympathized with him. She stared into his gray-tinged green eyes long enough to make Chemah blush. In an attempt to ward off the woman’s advances, Chemah took Michelle’s hand in his. Michelle, who always thought that Chemah’s holding her hand made her appear helpless, snatched her hand away. The woman’s smile only became broader as she shrugged and dipped her head into the cab in front of her that had just become available. Chemah, whose skin was usually a healthy tanned complexion, now turned red and hot with embarrassment. He felt the sparse, cool air wafting from the hotel door hit the back of his neck and was glad that he tied his nearly waist-length dreadlocks up.

Chemah looked down at Michelle and could see that she was agitated again. It was a silly cliché, but Michelle was most beautiful when she was angry. Recently he noticed that Michelle showed more of her beauty every day. She wore her hair loose and Chemah smiled as he remembered how much angrier she became when anybody mentioned how very long, straight, and beautiful her hair was. Chemah knew that it was naturally like that. He’d met her whole family during a reunion in the Red Hook projects in Brooklyn a year ago. He was glad to meet Michelle’s mother, who looked like he imagined Michelle would look in twenty years. She was still very beautiful. The full hips, large breasts, and freckled face were identical to Michelle’s and Mrs. Thomas was the only one in the family other than Michelle who had the beautiful, long, straight hair. Michelle was a professional comedienne, but her whole family made jokes about one another and the one thing they all teased Michelle about was the “Indian influence” in her hair.

Chemah looked down and noticed the sweat that dripped down Michelle’s cleavage. He was very tempted to move her hair away from her shoulders to afford himself a better view. Michelle sniffed the air, taking in the residual sulfuric taste of a recent firebombing. The smell shocked her senses, causing her to spit a flurry of profanity.

“What the fuck died around here?” she whispered harshly, turning toward Chemah’s chest.

Awakened from his romantic reverie, Chemah took in his surroundings and was immediately on guard.

Chemah would never have brought Michelle to the battle zone that Israel had become if he hadn’t been forced. There was a new experimental medical procedure that might give Michelle a chance at getting her eyesight back. Her doctor in New York, Dr. Johanson, was an associate of Dr. Yasmin, the doctor whom they were here to see. He’d been an ophthalmological specialist in New York up until three years ago, when he was compelled to come to Israel to help the cause of his people. Dr. Yasmin recently developed a new retinal replacement procedure as a result of his work with the victims whose eyesight had been compromised by the country’s insurgent bombings. Finally, there was some hope amidst the devastation that war caused.

After the procedure was performed, Michelle would return to New York for a short healing period and then undergo another operation before they would have an idea, if any, of success.

Chemah was surprised at how efficiently everything was running in the hospital. He always thought of Israel as a backward country as it was portrayed so many times in the news. He and Michelle were treated with the utmost respect once they were able to find someone in the hospital who was able to speak English. They were taken to the largest wing of the hospital, which was built as a research facility, where they found Dr. Yasmin.

“I received all of your medical information over a month ago,” Dr. Yasmin said in perfectly plain English. He spoke to Michelle and looked at Chemah to show him that he was also being regarded in the process.

“If all of the information that Dr. Johanson has briefed me about your medical history is accurate, I’ll need to do one last examination of my own. After a fresh MRI of your head and a PET scan, we will be able to go forward with the operation.”

“I’ve taken a lot of MRIs in the last few years, but what is a PET scan?”

“Positron emission tomography, or PET for short, is a nuclear medicine imaging technique that produces a three-dimensional image or map of functional processes in the body. The PET scan will take an image of your entire body and show us any abnormalities that we may have to deal with once we’re inside.”

“Is there anything in particular that you’re looking for?” Chemah asked.

“Well, sometimes in these cases, we find that an illness may cause stress or malformation in another area that could hinder the healing process,” Dr. Yasmin replied.

Chemah, who had dabbled in Chinese medicine and acupuncture in his earlier studies of the martial arts, was familiar with this idea and nodded his head in understanding. Michelle wasn’t as convinced and it showed on her face when she said, “Dr. Johanson told me that everything was already in place. He didn’t say anything about more tests.”

Chemah reached over to where Michelle’s hands lay in her lap and took her hand in his for support. With his eyes, Chemah implored the doctor to say something that would ease Michelle’s fear. Dr. Yasmin understood her anxiety and tried to allay her fears by softening his voice.

“I’m sure everything is fine. We simply want to be as prepared as we can be before we go forward.”

Michelle took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“Okay, where do we start?”

Both Chemah and Dr. Yasmin also exhaled breaths they had been holding for moments without realizing it.

“My nurse has some paperwork for you to sign and then we’ll get right to it,” Dr. Yasmin said, getting up from his seat.

Chemah helped Michelle up from her seat, smiled at the doctor, and started to lead Michelle toward the door. Michelle abruptly stopped moving, causing Chemah to inadvertently jerk her arm. Michelle gave an annoyed look in Chemah’s general direction, then turned to where the doctor still stood.

“What do you suppose the chances are that I’ll see again, Doc?”

“I would think that your chances are very good, Ms. Thomas.”

Michelle smirked in the doctor’s direction.

“Hmm, I wouldn’t give a small brown bag full of runny assholes for all the times that I’ve heard a doctor say that.”

The doctor had a good sense of humor. He almost let out a hearty guffaw, but instead coughed and cleared his throat in his attempt to stifle his laughter. Chemah was embarrassed and pulled Michelle’s arm toward him. Michelle allowed him to lead her out of the room. She was sure she had gotten at least a smile out of the doctor. All she ever wanted to do was make people laugh and there was no use trying to stop her flow, even way out here in Israel.

Chemah had opted not to eat the airline food served during the last four hours of the flight and was now starving. It would be at least another hour before Michelle would be finished with her tests. Hospital protocol would not allow Chemah to go into the testing area. If he had tried to insist, he knew Michelle would chide him for being overprotective again.

The nurse directed Chemah to the hospital cafeteria and he wound his way slowly through the halls and archways attempting to kill some time before he would have to return to the radiology wing to get Michelle. Chemah ate a knish, which was the only food other than a hamburger that he could identify on the menu. Ironically, in Israel they didn’t serve mustard with knishes, and he ate it dry with a diet Coke. Chemah was swallowing his third mouthful when he saw a tall bearded man wearing a checkered overcoat looking at him from the doorway. The moment Chemah noticed him, the man broke into a smile that showed a worn set of teeth. Chemah immediately deduced that the man had spent a lot of time in a desert area. The only thing that could wear a set of teeth down like that was if one ate inordinate amounts of sand with food over long periods of time. As the man did not look like a Syrian nomad, that could only make him military.

Chemah felt his muscles bunch up under his shirt as the man walked toward him. The bearded man stood in front of Chemah. He could easily see the gun that bulged beneath the overcoat. Chemah attempted to stand but the man’s voice stopped him.

“No, pliz seetit down. I am sorry to deesturbit your meal,” the bearded man apologized in an accent that was not easily identifiable. Chemah detected a bit of German and even some French, but it was definitely not pure Israeli. Since reaching Israel, he’d heard others speak Hebrew and then change to English when they realized he didn’t speak Hebrew. None of them had an accent like this guy’s.

“You are Detectif Rivers of New York City, yes?”

Chemah nodded yes, but was waiting for the man to identify himself before giving out any further information.

“Forgive my intrusion. I am sure you do not remember me. May I seetit down?”

The man gestured toward the seat in front of Chemah. Chemah nodded his consent, but watched the man carefully as he sat heavily in the chair.

“My name is Inspector Yankow, I am with Israeli police,” he said, flipping open a wallet to show his identification. “I recognized you earlier when you walked past our morgue.”

The look on Chemah’s face was easily identified as suspicious and the inspector answered his question before he could answer it.

“Two years ago in New York you come to police academy and give lecture to international police detectives. I was one of three Interpol officers sponsored by the United Nations. We were many men, with many questions, but you answer them all. You were very, how do you say, impressif? Yes, very impressif.”

“Aah!” Chemah said, slapping his forehead in disgust for not being able to recollect the man. He did, however, remember the event. The United Nations sponsored police officials throughout the Middle East to come to New York City and train with the NYPD for two weeks. At that time, he had just single-handedly apprehended the Jingle Bell murderer. The newspapers were touting him as a modern-day Sherlock Holmes, the man who could find clues where there were no clues to be found.

The academy had used Chemah as a lecturer in the past, and given that Chemah’s picture was plastered in the newspapers yet again, the public relations director of the United Nations requested that their guests meet New York’s heralded “top cop.” Chemah turned out to be a great goodwill ambassador for the city’s police force and since then had been redeployed to the academy whenever there were guests from other law enforcement agencies to impress. Chemah didn’t mind the extra duty, but was good-naturedly razzed by other detectives whenever he’d been called back to the academy. They called him “golden boy” of all things, but only among themselves, as they were just as loyal to him as he was to them. They all knew he was constantly offered permanent status at the academy and always turned it down.

“I didn’t know that Interpol was represented at that training op,” Chemah said, sounding interested.

Inspector Yankow shrugged. “It was unofficial whom I was working for at the time. No matter, it was long time ago and we are here now.”

Chemah assumed Inspector Yankow was not a stupid man, but thought he was much too trusting. The inspector was giving away official information that could get him into a lot of trouble if the wrong person found out. Now to what end? Chemah sought an answer in the lines above the inspector’s brow, as he waited for what would have to be an honest pitch. Chemah nodded and held up a hand, acknowledging that no more need be said on the subject, as he was keenly aware of the delicacy of the inspector’s information.

“If you do not mind my asking, what is it that brings you to Israel, Detectif Rivers?”

“I’m here with my fiancée. She’s having an operation only a specialist here in Israel can perform.”

The inspector smiled. “Yes, we are known to perform such operations that will not yet be performed in the United States of America,” he said proudly.

Chemah remained silent at this statement, not knowing whether the man was slighting the USA or was just being a proud national. There was a moment’s silence between them that was not at all awkward, but one that Chemah would not let go of lest the inspector believe that he had all day to talk.

The inspector’s smile slowly dissipated to reveal a grave and concerned look. The veil of friendliness lifted, causing Chemah to think that the man in front of him could win a fortune in Vegas with the type of poker face he had just displayed.

“I haf a situation, a case that I haf bin working that has bin going very bad, very very bad. When I see you walking down the morgue passage I think maybe God has finally answered my prayers and send you to me.”

“An answer to your prayers?”

“I know, it sounds very not prof, prof,,,”

“Professional?”

“Yes, no, professional. To be honest, I never in my life haf a prayer answered.

But you, you are here. I did not ask for you, but you are here, the man that can find clue where there is no clue. So where else can I look to thank?” He looked toward the ceiling for emphasis, and Chemah understood his meaning.

“I’m not sure I understand what you are asking, Inspector.”

“I ask merely you look at a body, maybe the crime scene, and tell me what you see.”

Although slightly intrigued, Chemah shook his head no. “I’m sorry, Inspector, as I told you earlier, I came to Israel for personal reasons.” He knew Michelle would go ballistic if she knew he was getting involved with another murder case and looking at dead bodies halfway around the world.

Chemah got up to leave and was startled by the speed and strength with which the man reached out and grabbed his arm, holding him in place. The man was just as startled when Chemah’s free hand darted out striking him one-half inch below his elbow. His hand instantly opened, releasing Chemah from his grip, and he was now feeling the complete effect of the strike as his fingers started to tingle and the rest of his arm went numb. He looked up at Chemah and rubbed his arm up and down in an attempt to gain some feeling from it.

“So, you are a man of many talents,” the inspector said, smiling. This time Chemah knew the smile as the veil that it was.

“It’ll be okay in ten or fifteen minutes, keep rubbing it,” Chemah said, turning his back.

“Detectif Rivers” The inspector raised his voice so that others close to his seat turned to look. “What if I were to say there are five bodies for you to examine?”

Chemah didn’t turn immediately, but then thought of the implication. He turned around slowly and saw that the inspector’s poker face was no longer in place. The man looked miserable and totally worn down.

“Could you turn your back then?”

Chemah walked back to the table and sat down in front of the inspector.

“All the same killer?”

“We believe so. Or maybe cult killing.”

Chemah grimaced. “Give me your arm.”

The inspector looked suspiciously at Chemah. “Don’t worry, it will be fine,” the inspector offered.

“No, it won’t be fine,” Chemah said, reaching across the table for the arm that was dangling lifelessly at the inspector’s side.

“I lied, it won’t be better in fifteen minutes. There’s no permanent damage to it, but the feeling would probably come around in more like fifteen days.”

“You do not like to be touched, the way I touch you, yes.” The inspector smiled as he allowed Chemah to manipulate his arm.

“No, I don’t like to be touched the way you touched me, no,” Chemah said as he savagely twisted the man’s arm into an awkward position and struck it on the same pressure point one-half inch below the elbow.

The scream that came from the inspector was not unmanly, just that of a man in blinding pain. This time, everyone in the cafeteria turned and looked their way. Some of the people got up and walked out, their instincts for trouble quite acute, having been honed as a result of so many years of living in a country constantly at war.

The inspector tore his arm away from Chemah’s grasp and in doing so realized that he could indeed feel it again. He rubbed it a few more times for good measure, assuring himself that Chemah had not caused further damage. His sand-ground teeth smiled gruesomely and the twinkle in his eyes returned when he realized there was no numbness and no pain.

“Yes, a man of many talents,” he said aloud to no one in particular, all the while flexing and relaxing his arm, unsure of its use.

Chemah looked at his watch. There would be little time to see the bodies in question if he were going to be there when Michelle finished her PET. A second look at his watch changed his mind entirely.

“My fiancée’s surgery is tomorrow. According to her surgeon the procedure should take approximately seven hours. Could you arrange for all the bodies to be available in the morgue tomorrow at about eight o’clock in the morning?”

“Yes, all of the bodies will be there waiting. We had a sixth, but the family strictly insisted that Jewish custom be observed and she was buried the day after she was found.”

“Six bodies and there was no mention of it in the news?”

“You will know why when you see the bodies.”

The inspector’s smile went away again at the mention of the bodies. This time the transformation in his face made goose bumps form on the back of Chemah’s neck and the hair on his arms stand at attention.
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