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    “Vengeance is a monster of appetite, forever bloodthirsty and never filled.” 
 
    – Richelle E. Goodlich 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Nang Tani 
 
      
 
      
 
    Leaning forward over the rickety counter, the hangover hit Shane full force. The air was thick with the smell of too many people, rotten fruit and briny sea air. Palm trees dotted the market street as people bustled around. Like rats. The sensation of being mired in filth made him shudder. He looked at the counter, just a typical market street tattoo parlour. Dime a dozen in the tourist traps. 
 
    An old, toothless monk in bright orange robes jabbed his bamboo tattoo stick into the back of a chunky, sweating Brit. That was judging by her accent as she cursed, moaned and giggled with an equally fat and sweaty friend. 
 
    Shane had planned to get a tattoo, but not in a dump like this. He couldn’t explain to himself why he was here, what had drawn him through the twist and turn of market store alleys. Maybe it was the hangover and the need to get away from the crush of bodies in the main strip. Shane recoiled at the wave of overripe banana, almost gagging. Everything for a reason. 
 
    His head pounded, nausea rolled over him, and then he saw her. Long black hair swung over her shoulder, barely covering a pair of promisingly perky, apple-sized tits. Her fine-featured face tilted upwards, she looked coy; plump lips curled into a suggestion of a smile. With a slender build dressed in traditional garb, her pha nung swung low on her hips, split high and revealing shapely legs. Leaning casually against a banana tree her catlike eyes drew him in and struck him hard with desire. 
 
    A fine piece of A-grade meat. What better way to remember his twenty-first birthday holiday in Thailand? 
 
    “You see something you like Mr Australia? We have many fine tattoos for a young man like you,” the old monk said as he excused himself from the girls and approached Shane. The British girls giggled as they admired Shane’s physique. Shane felt their eyes run over him and took another look at them. Fat pigs, no chance in hell. 
 
    “This one,” he insisted, jabbing his finger at the picture of the girl. 
 
    The elderly monk peered over the counter at his request. His eyes opened wide in surprise and panic stole across his features. He grabbed the picture of the girl, carefully folding it away into his saffron robe. 
 
    “No, no this picture should not be here. We do not make tattoo of Nang Tani, not on men.” 
 
    “That’s bullshit, old man. You said I could choose any picture here and you would ink me. I choose her. A sexy bitch like that is how I want to remember this holiday,” Shane complained. 
 
    The man’s wrinkled face folded in on itself as he shook his head. The British girls stopped giggling, their jaws popping open in surprise. 
 
    “Mr Australia, Nang Tani very bad luck for a man like you. You not choose her, she choose you. That is very bad news for you, Mr Australia, very bad news. We have plenty of nice tattoos here. Many sexy sexy, many Sak Yant, good luck tattoo, yes? Good for fighting men like you, yes. I know you fighting man.” 
 
    Shane stiffened, “How do you know I’m a fighter?” His face burned at the idea that his fight, or more accurately his ass kicking, had made word on the street. The old man looked puzzled before a smile split his lips. 
 
    “I see your gym shirt, Mr Australia. Lots of Australians come to fight here,” he said. 
 
    Shane looked at his T-shirt and cursed his stupidity for wearing his Lucky Tiger Muai Thai Club Fighter top. It was the first thing he’d pulled from his bag. It was like wearing a name tag. Fucking tigers, fucking good luck, fucking bullshit. 
 
    “I will bless them and give them much power. See, we have twin tigers, scary ferocious, yes?” he suggested with forced cheer, eyeing Shane’s bulging biceps and taut muscles. 
 
    With the hangover kicking him in the head and the humiliation of his first round knockout from two nights ago still burning in his gut, Shane’s temper boiled over the top. 
 
    “You’re not hearing me, old man. I want THAT tattoo, right here on my forearm. I’ll pay you extra.” A can clicked and hissed behind him, and Shane turned his head to find his childhood friend Paul walking up the alley. 
 
    “What’s up, bro? This ol’ bugger trying to rip you off or something? Cheeky bloody chinks. Bloody monks too, with all their religious crap, it’s all about the coin.” 
 
    “Oh my God, you fucking racist twat. You guys are so rude,” said the Brit with the new ink. 
 
    Paul rolled his eyes. “Shut up, chunk-butt. Talk to me in minus twenty kilos.” 
 
    Livid, the girls picked up their stuff, paid the uncomprehending monk, and shot Shane and Paul scathing looks as they left. 
 
    Paul snorted with laughter, “Dumb bitches. So what’s going on here? Old Jackie Chan here trying to take you for a ride?” 
 
    “Nothing I can’t handle,” Shane grunted, not wanting to lose face in front of his best mate. “Just some superstitious crap about some ink I want done.” 
 
    He’d had a gut full of public humiliation recently. Two weeks ago, his girlfriend had skipped out on him. He came home with a group of mates to watch Friday night football. All he found was an empty flat with a copy of a restraining order and a hospital bill on the kitchen table. 
 
    A few days later he’d flown out to Thailand for a small Muay Thai competition. His town had him pasted all over the local newspapers and they all pitched in to pay his ticket. Touted as the town’s greatest kickboxer, he was knocked out thirty seconds into the first round. The shame still burned and his temper was firing on all cylinders as he turned back to the counter. 
 
    “Now listen here, ol’ man,” Shane said, deliberately raising his voice higher, trying to gain the attention of the young man he’d seen slide into the back of the shop. “I will pay you twice as much, OK, just for the picture, you don’t even have to ink me. I’ll get someone else to do it.” 
 
    The monk sighed and looked Shane in the eye, shook his head softly and said a firm, “No.”  
 
    “What the hell, Shane, your money isn’t good enough for this man. Fuck ’em, let’s go somewhere else.” 
 
    Paul grabbed Shane's shoulder and Shane's temper peaked. He thumped his fist down on the counter. Nobody ever said no to Shane, and if they did, they never really meant it, especially not some poor old chinky bastard. 
 
    He thought Ella his girlfriend, his ex-girlfriend, he corrected himself, had learnt her lesson about saying no. But she would come back, she always did. Deep down, she loved his lessons. 
 
    “I want that fucking bitch on my arm. One way or another, it’s going to happen. Either you take my money, or someone else will.” 
 
    Shane knew he was being irrational, there was a plethora of awesome tattoos to choose from and he’d never planned on getting a woman inked on him. But something inside his guts roared at him to get the tattoo. 
 
    The old man waved Shane off and turned away. The younger monk stepped forward. After a lengthy and impassioned exchange with the older monk, and eyeing up Shane’s intimidating presence through coal-black eyes, he relieved the old man of the picture and patted him reassuringly on the shoulder before sending him away. An odd smile curled onto the young man's lips as he approached Shane. 
 
    Bloody gooks, bloody boogie man stories. Who cares? This one can smell the money, he’ll deal. 
 
    “Five thousand baht, but you not come back here. This is bad, dangerous…” He paused, searching for the right word. “Bad medicine. Bad luck yes. But, you in danger, not us. Nang Tani chose you. I will not deny her. You warned. You understand,” the young man said, bobbing his head with each word to accentuate his point. 
 
    “Yes mate, I got it. Bad luck, bad juju, whatever. But I’ve got to own that piece of ass.” Shane pushed the cash across the counter. 
 
    The man scooped it up and looked at him with an eyebrow cocked, his full lips twitching into a smile. “You not ever own Nang Tani. She own you. At least for a little while,” he added before shoving the crumpled notes into his pocket. “Come sit down.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Shane sat back in the club chair, admiring his new tattoo. The ink was glossy and fresh, she seemed to dance on his arm, rolling her hips when he rotated his wrist. That young monk was not good; he was great. 
 
    It would have been better if he’d shut it with that stupid bloody song he’d been singing the whole time, but hey it was all part of the Thai experience. The monk had insisted it was important, part of the magic. 
 
    The tattoo was framed in long strings of words; protective charms the Monk had explained, and a background of delicate geometric designs. It was better than he’d ever imagined. She looked so lifelike, like she could drop off his arm and onto his lap, a piece of fruit ripe for plucking. His type of fruit. Fuck Ella. 
 
    Smiling, Shane rolled his head back on the couch. He was floating as the drugs lit fireworks in his brain and melted his bones. The music in the club thumped inanely behind him, lights flickering in a dazzling display. 
 
    For a while they had been out on the dance floor, groping and squeezing all the teasing, naked skin around them. The girls pissed Shane off; cock-teasers the lot of them, scantily clad, their hot sweaty bodies writhing and grinding on the dance floor. Only to send him dirty looks or squeal in disgust every time he grabbed some skin. 
 
    Shane had been dancing with one girl, fucking her mentally, when his arm had begun to burn and throb. Not sure if it was the lights or not but he could have sworn those eyes on his new tattoo flashed red. 
 
    “I need a drink,” he muttered as he stumbled off the dance floor. 
 
    It wasn’t long until a gorgeous looking creature caught his eye. 
 
    “I am a special kind of woman, for a man with particular tastes,” she had whispered in his ear. 
 
    In the smoke and haze, he found himself in a corner booth making out, his cock fit to burst after all the flesh he had seen during the night. Her breasts were firm and perky, oh, and her mouth… 
 
    Smiling coyly, she lowered her head to his lap and drew him between her lips. Rolling his eyes back in bliss, he grinned at Paul as he brought over their drinks. Paul broke into a huge grin and pointed hungrily at the pert little butt as she worked Shane in her mouth. 
 
    Smiling in agreement, Shane thrust a fistful of notes towards the girl’s surprised face as Paul peeled up her skirt. She wriggled and tried to pull her skirt back and get away. Shane grabbed her by her silky black hair. 
 
    “I not a prostitute,” she cried, trying to wriggle out of his grasp. Shane felt his dick getting even harder as his knuckles ground against her skull, and he tightened his grip. 
 
    “I don’t like this. Please, you stop, you hurting me.” 
 
    “Take the money or whatever, honey, but you’re not leaving me and my mate like this. Fucking cock-teaser,” Shane said, slapping her gently on the cheek with his other hand. 
 
    The girl looked around terrified, but she was trapped in the back corner of the club between the two men. Paul undid his fly and rubbed himself as he grabbed her breast, squeezing it cruelly when she tried to move away. 
 
    Shane, ignoring the stabbing pains in his arm, pulled her back into his lap. “Don’t you even think to fucking bite me,” he hissed in her ear before relaxing back in his chair. 
 
    “What the fuck!” Paul shouted a few moments later. Shane snapped his eyes open to watch Paul almost trip over his jeans, which were around his ankles, as he sprung up and away from the girl. 
 
    “It’s a fucking bloke, man. It’s got a fucking dick!” 
 
    At Shane’s feet the young woman’s face twisted in confusion. Panicked, Shane smacked the feminine face so hard she fell into a heap on the floor. A searing flash of pain stabbed at Shane’s arm. 
 
    Disgusted, he stood and put away his now limp cock, humiliation and pain doing nothing for his mood. He glared at Paul, daring him to say another fucking word. 
 
    “Man, you picked up a fucking ladyboy. You had a bloke suck your dick!” Paul spluttered in hysterics. “How could you not tell, look at that face and that fucking Adam’s apple!” He pointed at the girl on the floor as she tried to climb back to her feet. 
 
    Fire blazed across Shane’s face and his stomach fell through the floor. Looking at her now, he could see the masculine lines in the face, hidden under the makeup. 
 
    I’m a special woman for a man with particular tastes. 
 
    Remembering those words was a cold slap. Her Adam’s apple bobbed nervously. It was bloody evident to him now it was a bloke. What the hell was he thinking, he wasn’t no fucking poofter. But damn it had been good. 
 
    “I thought this is what you want. I told you,” the girl whimpered from the floor. Paul’s laughter goaded him into a fury. 
 
    “Bullshit! You tried to trick me, you fucking faggot,” he roared as he lifted his foot back and laid it into her side. Ribs cracked and gave around his foot, satisfaction flooded his body. 
 
    Paul brought his own leg back and got in a few good kicks before a flurry of bodies swamped them. 
 
    The crowd was shouting and pulling at them. Fuelled by anger, someone landed a lucky shot on Shane's jaw before they were thrown out of the club onto the pavement, into the night. Paul looked at Shane and grinned. 
 
    Fire rippled through Shane’s body from his forearm. It swept across his body, as if tearing his skin from his muscle. The stench of bananas almost gagged him before it all faded to black. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The darkness fractured, flashes of red and yellow lights rousing Shane, the murmur of voices; Paul’s voice. 
 
    Waves crashed in the distance, and a cool breeze blew across his face. A warm weight shifted against his body. The reek of stale body odour turned his stomach, yet Shane could not turn away. 
 
    A moan of desire rose in his throat as something wet sucked on his face and crushed his lips. Bile burnt his gullet as a beer and cigarette marinated tongue thrust itself deep into Shane’s mouth and flopped around like a fish on land. 
 
    Bristles scratched his cheeks. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    Panicked, Shane tried to push it away, yet instead he found himself wrapping his arms around solid muscle and pulling himself in closer as another moan of desire escaped from his lips. 
 
    Glimpses of short blond hair and blood-shot, glazed eyes as they gaped at him, twisted his gut with recognition. Paul. 
 
    What the fuck! his brain screamed, the words dying in his mouth. 
 
    Instead of pushing him away and punching him as his mind willed, he saw a delicate finger trace down Paul’s jawbone. The sandpaper of Paul’s unshaven face scoured Shane’s fingertip, yet it was not his finger. It was fine-boned and delicate with long, curved fingernails. 
 
    A scream built in his chest and raced up his throat, but only soft sighs of pleasure sounded. The wall of muscle pushed up hard against him, and his body responded by grinding back. With a quick glance down, ice stabbed down his back; his body, like his finger was not his own. Small, curvy and unresponsive to his will. 
 
    “Come with me to the beach, I know a special place, Paul, a place we can make more special.” The words, unbidden, not his yet from him. 
 
    Shane’s brain melted in confusion and terror when Paul stepped back and pulled him to his feet. Glancing down in shock as cool sand trickled around his feet, he found delicate leather sandals instead of his regular black boots. His arms were slender and lithe, and the evening breeze was cool on his exposed belly; a pha nung billowed in the breeze around his legs. 
 
    His mind was an endless scream yet the words would not purge from his mouth as it dissolved on his lips. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The woman led Paul towards the beach, flirting, smiling and laughing appropriately in response to his bullshit conversation. Shane could sense the boredom and impatience building inside as she humoured him. 
 
    Paul didn’t notice when the woman’s hand reached out to a restaurant table they passed, and slid an abandoned steak knife into the side of her skirt. Panic welled in Shane and he raged with desperate agony to warn Paul. His words fell hollow and choking in his throat. He was trapped in a soundproof booth looking on. 
 
    Hot tears of frustration stung Shane’s eyes, trying to claw their release as the cold press of the knife bit into his leg. 
 
    Surely Paul would be able to hold off this tiny woman? 
 
    Shane looked at Paul through the woman’s eyes; he was tall and muscular with a shit-eating grin on his face, rabbiting on some crap about being a top fighter in Australia. His words were slurred and his eyes glazed. Despite his strength he was off his face on a cocktail of the night’s party supplements. 
 
    Paul’s clammy grip swallowed her hand in his and the foul reek of Paul’s body odour almost made him gag. 
 
    The crashing of waves on the beach distracted Shane for a moment until the cool damp sand pressed between his toes… her toes. It was so fucking confusing and Shane was exhausted. 
 
    Squeezing his eyes shut, he prayed it was a nightmare he would wake up from. It’s just a nightmare. But the tepid water swirling around his toes was too real; the smell of salt thick in the air, too strong. 
 
    They headed towards the rotting bones of an old jetty. A long line of salt-crusted timber pylons disappeared into the darkness of the sea, visible only by white splashes as the in-coming tide crashed into them. 
 
    Grabbing her arm, Paul pulled her roughly into his chest. Shane could feel the bruising strength in his grip and how it tightened as the woman tried to wriggle out of his arms, resisting his advance with demure protestations. 
 
    Despite her act, Shane sensed no emotion from her other than a detached bemusement. And that scared him more than anything else. 
 
    “Listen here, girl, you didn’t think you could walk me all this way and not give me a treat.” 
 
    “No my darling, you deserve a very special time.” She gave him a coy smile as she lowered herself to her knees. 
 
    “Oh, like that is it, girly.” Paul chuckled as he unbuckled his belt with drunken enthusiasm. The movement was so swift and sure, Shane couldn’t even be certain she had moved until Paul collapsed on the sand with an umph as the air was punched out of him. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he garbled, trying to stand, his left leg collapsing underneath him, dropping him back into the sand. 
 
      Dull green light shimmered in the night air, emanating from her skin. Still kneeling in front of him, she grabbed his right leg and pulled him towards her. 
 
    Paul shook his head in disbelief and before he realized what was happening, her arm reached out with the knife and hacked through the ligaments of Paul’s right ankle, slicing the Achilles tendon with a loud pop. 
 
    Paul’s eyes widened in shock before a wail of agony tore free. 
 
    Nang Tani rose to her feet, the bloodied knife clenched in her fist. 
 
    He flailed in the sand as she walked around to his head. Shane could taste her revulsion for Paul as she stared down at him. 
 
    Paul’s eyes bulged in fear as she stepped close to his head. He opened his mouth to shout, but Nang Tani’s foot shot out in a kick. His jaw popped out of its socket with an audible click. 
 
    What might have been a roar of pain was instead a muted moan. Still not comprehending that his legs would not hold him, Paul scrabbled in the wet sand, desperate to get away from her. 
 
    She did not look away from Paul’s feeble attempts to flee, forcing Shane to watch it all in silence. 
 
    He pathetically clawed himself down the beach, leaving a trail of blood in his wake. 
 
    Shane raged and screamed inside; the horror of what he was seeing an electric jolt to the heart. She’s going to kill him. Holy fuck, she’s going to kill him! 
 
    “Yes, I will kill your friend Paul. It will not compare to the pain, anguish and humiliation he has caused my daughters.” Her voice sounded in Shane’s mind, stunning him to silence. 
 
    “Please don’t. Oh God help me, please don’t kill Paul. We’ll do whatever you want. You want money, we’ll find you money. Please, please don’t kill Paul. I will do anything.” Shane sobbed and begged. 
 
    “I am Nang Tani and you have no choice but to do whatever it is I want. You wanted me, now you have me. You begged for me. You will be my hand of justice,” she said, ignoring Shane’s wheedling pleas. 
 
    Methodically, she tore Paul’s shirt from his back and ripped it into several large strips. With superhuman strength she dragged his fighting, twisting, six-foot frame back through the sand and into the water to where the deepest pylon sat. The waves crashed against the slimy, barnacled timber half submerged in the water. 
 
    The salt water lapped at Paul’s wounded ankles and a shattered groan broke from his lips. 
 
    Lifting him with her immense strength, she held him with one hand under his jaw, his eyes rolling as he almost passed out. She tied a strip of cloth around his throat, wrapping it to a rusted nail that held him in a standing position. He whimpered and choked when she let him go. 
 
    She pulled his arms back around the pole and tied them together, then slid his already opened belt from the loops of his jeans as she raised herself on the tip of her toes and softly kissed his cheek. 
 
    “I think you too fat. You need be more skinny, Mr Paul.” 
 
    She wrapped the leather around his body and the pole. Paul shook his head, begging her through his mangled jaw. 
 
    Shane heard the cracking and popping of ribs as she pulled the belt tight around Paul’s midriff. The hard leather cut deep into Paul’s stomach, and his eyes bulged. 
 
    “So many words you have used to cut, hurt and shame my sisters and daughters. Do you have anything to say now, Paul?” 
 
    Paul’s head lolled in pain and fear, tears ran down his cheeks and snot flowed from his nose. 
 
    “Plea, pulea, so shorry, so shorry,” he mumbled through his swelling jaw. 
 
    “So sorry now. Not sorry before,” she said, lifting the knife. 
 
    Ice needles ran down Shane’s back when he saw her reflection in Paul’s eyes. Her eyes were inhuman and glowed a burning red, flecked with purple. A strange green luminescence wrapped around her body, which pulsed and flickered with her movements. 
 
    The soft green glow under the night sky lit up Paul’s face, revealing the torment of shock, confusion, terror and helplessness. 
 
    Her long slender fingers reached out to Paul and tenderly caressed his cheek. She ran her thumb across his lips almost seductively. 
 
    Paul quivered under her touch. 
 
    The sharp reek of urine bit through the salt-soaked breeze, hitting Shane as Paul flopped around on the pylon like a fish on a hook, trying to escape her touch. 
 
    “I will cut these words from your tongue. The pain you caused will be removed and my sisters will no longer carry the scars of your fear.” 
 
    Those slender fingers forced themselves in, past Paul’s battered jaw, and stretched out his tongue. Lifting the steak knife, she pressed its tip deep into the pink muscle and sliced a single cut down its length. Blood spilled from his mouth. 
 
    “Bitch.” Slash. “Slut.” Slash. “Whore.” Slash. “Slag.” Slash. 
 
    Before long, Paul’s tongue was a bleeding mess of flayed tissue glistening in the soft moonlight. 
 
    Bile and vomit burned Shane’s throat. It was swallowed back down his gullet like bitter razorblades. Nothing would pass his lips. 
 
    Paul’s eyes rolled back in his head. With a whispered word, she blew a puff of dust from her fingertips to bring him back to consciousness. 
 
    “I don’t want you to miss anything, Mr Paul,” she said and took his hand. “How many times have these hands humiliated and hurt the flesh of my sisters?” 
 
    Paul shook his head as far as he could. 
 
    “I will carve the fear and pain you have caused my sisters out of your hands,” she said. 
 
    Gasping screams gurgled out of Paul’s throat as the steak knife tore its way through the flesh, tendons and the joint of his left thumb. 
 
    Lifting the amputated digit above her head, she whispered unintelligible words and threw the thumb over her shoulder into the rising tide. She grasped his forefinger and repeated. By the seventh finger, the steak knife was blunt and she lifted the dangling appendage into her mouth like a lover, only for her teeth to tear it loose. 
 
    The bitter metallic taste of blood filled Shane’s mouth. Paul’s blood. 
 
    Blood trickled from mangled stumps into the swirling saltwater below. 
 
    Numbness had taken Shane over, the sheer exhaustion of watching his best friend’s torment had finally subdued the revulsion inside. 
 
    Paul slumped against the post, his face and chest a pool of blood from his tattered tongue. 
 
    Lifting her arm, she aimed the steak knife over his head, only to drive it deep into the timber above. 
 
    Paul’s eyes rolled again and shut only for the moment it took her to blow some more of her magic dust. 
 
    “You can’t sleep yet, Paul,” she said as her long, slender fingernails grew into sharp, spiked knives. “We still have more wrongs to right.” 
 
    “Oh God! No, no, no.” Shane’s cries fell on deaf ears as she worked Paul’s jeans and underpants down to the waterline, exposing his shrivelled manhood. 
 
    Without hesitation, she grasped it, and Shane felt the soft, delicate tissue twitch in his hand. 
 
    “How many times have you stained and broken the soul of my sisters and daughters to feed this greedy creature?” 
 
    Those dagger-shaped fingers caressed the flaccid pink appendage, leaving three deep cuts along its length, blood gushing in their wake. 
 
    It was a small mercy when Paul’s eyes rolled back in his head as he passed out. More dust was blown, dragging him back into this living nightmare. Slippery with blood, she sought his ballsack, pulled tight to the protection of his body. 
 
    Shane willed himself to lose consciousness, yet something held him in the hell of this reality. 
 
    “This is for the two children you forced from their mother’s wombs,” she said. 
 
    Coarse pubic hair tickled his palm as Paul’s puckered scrotum was pulled away from his body. Her knife-point fingertips ran across the sack, parting the layers of flesh and tissue like butter. Two pale eggs slid from the sack and dangled momentarily. 
 
    With a flick of her wrist, a thick pool of hot blood soaked her hand as she sliced the connective ducts and testicular artery. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Shane woke the next day, his tongue thick and furry in his mouth and his head thrumming like a jackhammer in a China shop. 
 
    The sickly sweet smell of overripe bananas floated in the air, but nothing could distract him from the suffocating weight and the sensation of pricks of hot metal that dragged laboriously across every inch of his body towards his forearm. 
 
    Twisting and turning, he tried to escape the pain until it eventually receded. Turning his head to the side, he vomited until his throat and stomach were raw. 
 
    Looking at his body, he saw no marks, no explanation for the pain that had ravaged him. Maybe it’s a side effect of the drugs. Still, an inexplicable sense of dread sat in his gut like a stone. 
 
    A flash of Paul’s face, eyes bulging in terror, darted in and out of Shane’s mind. 
 
    Just a stupid nightmare. 
 
    He couldn’t understand why his jeans were torn, damp, crusted with salt and sand, and smelled like bananas. 
 
    What the hell? It must have been a good night. He smirked, desperately trying to remember what happened. 
 
    His smile dropped as he flicked through the dark patches of the night, remembering up to the ladyboy and the crowd dragging them out, but then things were a blank. 
 
    With his brain still feeling like it was rolling across broken glass, Shane sat on the edge of the bed. Recognizing the gaudy tropical wallpaper, he was relieved he had made it back to the hotel. 
 
    A damp chill made him shiver as the air-conditioning hummed in the background. Flicking it off with the remote control, he stepped around the vulgar puddle of vomit and made his way to the bathroom. Sighing in relief as he pissed into the toilet, he glanced over into the mirror and almost fell over at the sight of himself. 
 
    His skin was pale and blotchy as if he’d been soaking in water all night. His cheek was bruised and grazed, a couple of deep slashes were angry and red. What a fucking mess. What the hell happened last night? 
 
    “Paul,” Shane called out, knocking on his mate’s adjoining room door, trying to ignore the searing shots of pain in his head as he did so. 
 
    “Paul. Mate. Are you there? Just grunt or something, mate,” he shouted as loud as he dared. Hearing no answer, Shane fumbled with the door handle and was surprised when it swung open to an empty room. 
 
    “Lucky bastard,” he grunted. He must have picked up something last night. Shane smiled as he rubbed his eyes and tried to squash the uneasiness in his stomach. As much as he tried to ignore it, dread yawned wide inside him. 
 
    Back in his own room, he stripped off his damp clothes and threw them straight into the bin. He was about to jump in the shower when he noticed his tattoo. Nang Tani. 
 
    She glared at him. Her glossy black hair was now limp and wet, and plastered across her face. Large scratches mirrored his own. Her lips were tight and her muscles taut as if ready to pounce. 
 
    An icy cold sweat broke out on Shane’s back. This was not the picture he’d had done yesterday, he was sure of it. Maybe he’d been too drunk or hungover to remember it, but this was not the picture he’d asked for. 
 
    The woman he’d wanted was sexy and coy, this one just looked angry. She was still beautiful, but furious. 
 
    Shane didn’t like angry women, they made him nervous. His mum was never angry, always timid. She didn’t even get angry when she found her brother fondling him when he was a young kid. She ran out of the room crying. Shane had to put up with it until he was old enough to sort his uncle out himself. 
 
    Women are pathetic and the loud ones are all ball breakers. He’d be going back to the tattoo shop, finding that monk, what was his name? That bastard’s playing games with me, I'll fucking sort him out. 
 
    After showering, Shane rifled through his suitcase. He found the gauze he’d bought to protect the tattoo from the sun, and firmly plastered it down. That’ll shut her up a bit, he chuckled. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    With a belly full of breakfast, Shane emerged from a local café, clutching his Grande black coffee, no sugar. The large breakfast had lifted his spirits, and a quick peek at his new ink lifted his mood. 
 
    Her hair was no longer wet and lank – it was full and glossy again, and her eyes still glared at him defiantly, her lips pulled thin and tight in a curious smile. Oh well, maybe it would do just as well, he surmised, a reminder that defiant bitches like her were meant to be owned by men like him, men who could put them in their place. 
 
    Despite her protests, Ella had enjoyed being put in her place. A prickling heat flushed across his forearm, but he forgot it at the scream of ambulances whizzing past towards the beach. 
 
    The icy pit in his gut scratched at his spine as he grabbed his phone and tried calling Paul for the millionth time already. Where the hell is he? 
 
    Shane turned to watch crowds heading to the beachfront. After leaving yet another message, Shane hung up and followed the crowd to see what all the excitement was about. Unable to get through the throng of curious tourists and locals alike, he turned to some Americans, their Southern accents thick in the air as they milled around the front of a bar. 
 
    “Hey mate. Any idea what happened?” Shane asked. 
 
    “Rumour is some guy has been strung up to a pole and drowned at high tide. They found what’s left of him not long ago.” 
 
    Shane's stomach dropped through the floor, as a snapshot of Paul’s terrified face slammed into his head. 
 
    He pushed his way to the front of the crowd. Ignoring all the thumps and torrent of abuse which followed him, he forged through to the front line as they zipped the body bag. 
 
    It was big enough to be Paul, but plenty of blokes were big like Paul. 
 
    He watched as the police cordoned off the area. Forensics were plucking possible evidence off the ground as police photographers, reporters and tourists alike snapped away with a battery of flashes; they wouldn’t have long before the tide changed again. 
 
    Shane’s heart sank when he watched one forensic officer, ankle-deep in the water, lift a belt covered in the silt from the turning tide. The sand slid thickly off the belt, revealing the blue and white geometric pattern. No one else would wear a belt like that, only Paul. 
 
    Shane squatted on his haunches and puked up the remains of his brunch, the coffee acidic on his throat. A knot tightened in his throat; his eyes smarted as he blinked back a tear. What in the hell happened last night? 
 
    The sensation of stabbing knives in his arm caused him to peel back the gauze, and his stomach lurched. Her mouth had changed; a smile of satisfaction curved on her lips. 
 
    “Mister?” hailed a Thai man, snapping Shane out of his shock. His hair was short and slicked back and his suit, while cheap, fitted well to his slender build. Even Shane could spot the plain-clothed detective from a mile away. 
 
    Shane looked around. The detective was too close for Shane to get away so he would have to talk his way out. Or, be honest. 
 
    “I am Police Captain Prasong Aromdee. Do you know anything about this?” 
 
    Shane gulped as he stood, rubbing the threat of tears from his eyes. “I don’t know anything about this. But I know who that belt belongs to and, well, Paul didn't come home last night,” he squeaked, his throat tightening again. 
 
    “Well, Mister——?” the detective started, waiting for Shane to fill in the blank. 
 
    “Manning. Ummm, Shane Manning.” He coughed to clear his throat. 
 
    “Well, Mr Manning, maybe you should take a ride to the station with us, and hopefully we can help each other,” Aromdee said, putting his hand on Shane’s shoulder in a gesture of kindness. 
 
    Shane flinched away from the man’s touch. Disgusting gooks. He nodded in agreement, unable to speak with his throat in knots. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The police station was packed full of people, and was a mayhem of people shouting, phones ringing and junior officers bustling backwards and forwards like ants in a nest. Aromdee hustled Shane through the rabbit warren of offices, pausing to collect some papers, and showed him into a cubicle which seemingly passed for an office. 
 
    “Do you want some coffee, Mr Manning?” he asked as he sat behind the tiny desk, indicating for Shane to pull over the chair from the neighbouring cubicle. 
 
    Shane didn’t react, it was as if his brain had exploded and his thoughts were in a thousand pieces. He didn’t notice Aromdee direct his staff on the coffee. 
 
    “So firstly, who do you believe this man is?” Aromdee started, pen poised, eager to begin. 
 
    “Umm, I think it's my mate, Paul.” 
 
    “Paul?” 
 
    “Yeah sorry, umm Paul Sleight. I mean, just because it looks like his belt, doesn’t mean it’s him, right?” Shane’s chest squeezed tight as he tried to keep the tremble out of his voice. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his damn arm was prickling as unshed tears burned his eyes. 
 
    Aromdee clicked his fingers, and a uniformed officer stepped forward and passed him a few sheets of paper and a zip-lock bag. Aromdee flicked through the records and took a look at what appeared to be a driver’s license. He breathed heavily through his teeth, before looking at Shane. 
 
    “Paul Sleight from Bakers Hill, Western Australia?” he asked as he spun the driver’s license around for Shane to see. 
 
    “Yeah,” Shane coughed as he saw his mate’s face looking back at him. 
 
    Shane remembered the day Paul got his license. He was the oldest and the first one out of the two of them to get it. He hadn’t kept it for long, what with the speeding and drinking, but still it had been their ticket to freedom. 
 
    The room spun in and out of focus as a punch of guilt and grief slammed into Shane, leaving a hollow ache. 
 
    “Of course we will still need you to identify the remains formally, once they are, umm, decent for viewing. But this license was found in in the victim’s pocket. Now, can you please tell me what happened last night?” 
 
    Shane’s mouth went dry. Not the whole truth, he thought as self-preservation kicked in. He nodded, not trusting himself to speak before taking a deep slurp of the bitter black coffee from the chipped cup he nursed in his hand. 
 
    Aromdee listened to Shane’s heavily edited story, furiously scribbling notes. Aromdee placed his note book to the side after Shane told him about the misunderstanding at the club. 
 
    Shane tweaked the truth and made it Paul who had made the mistake, and Shane who had pointed out the Adam’s apple just before Paul made any advances with the ladyboy. 
 
    Self-loathing reared its head, but Shane pushed it away. It’s about surviving now and Paul would’ve done the same. The woman got upset with Paul, didn’t like being rejected and threw herself at them in anger. That’s how Shane explained the marks on his face. He wasn’t sure himself; it could have been the truth. Still, it tasted like bullshit. Shane scratched thoughtlessly at the skin on his forearm as it pulled tight and burned. 
 
    “Mr Manning, do you require a doctor or a new bandage for your arm?” Aromdee asked. 
 
    “Huh?” Shane answered, confused. He looked at his forearm and saw blood seeping through the gauze covering his tattoo. 
 
    “Ahh, no thanks. It's a new tattoo, and I think it’s got infected or something,” Shane said, reluctant to peel back the padding and see if he was indeed losing his mind. Ultimately though, he couldn’t resist. 
 
    There she was – her eyes had softened, but her smile was mocking. Her whole body had relaxed, losing the tension from before. She looked the complete opposite of how Shane felt. 
 
    “Maybe. You have been scratching it like crazy since you got here,” Aromdee answered, not noticing Shane’s distraction, and called over a young officer, erupting in a torrent of instructions. 
 
    “Don’t worry, our doctor will look at it for you. Here, drink some water, Mr Manning. You look like you need it.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    One hour later, a large, flustered Indian man in a rumpled yet flamboyant, tropical shirt arrived, introducing himself as Dr Patel. A flaming curry muncher, Shane groaned. 
 
    Aromdee excused himself to make room for the doctor’s bulk in the tiny space. Large patches of sweat oiled around the doctor’s underarms and beaded his temples as he took Shane’s temperature. He ignored Shane’s instinctive recoil from his touch. 
 
    Patel tutted to himself when he looked at the result of the thermometer and winced when he inspected the deep scratches scouring Shane’s arm. 
 
    “You are lucky my friend, but there is no inflammation or sign of infection on the site. Maybe you are allergic to the cream they gave you. Bepanthen? She is a beautiful woman, Mr Manning. Anybody special?” 
 
    “Nah, just a local deity or something. NingDangi, or something like that,” Shane answered, relieved and puzzled to see his tattoo precisely as he’d had it done. Maybe he was losing his mind. 
 
    Dr Patel hesitated as realization dawned on him, and his thin lips drew into a thin ‘O’. “A local tattooed Nang Tani on your arm, Mr Manning?” he asked, visibly surprised. 
 
    “The old man didn’t want to, but some young monk did it. The old dude wasn’t too happy, but you know money talks. What’s the drama?” 
 
    “Oh, well Nang Tani is a very popular deity, a goddess who lives amongst the banana plantations and is a protector of women.” 
 
    “What kind of god lives on a banana plantation?” Shane asked, finally finding a reason to smile as he glanced at her on his arm. “Dumb bitch,” he added with a chuckle. 
 
    “Well, you be careful. She is a powerful spirit, a vengeful spirit, and will not suffer an offense to women.” Patel tutted as he applied some cream to the tattoo. 
 
    “Yeah, well it’s just a tattoo, mate. Besides, women offend themselves these days don’t they, Doc? Walking around showing everything off and then getting shitty when someone wants a piece. Bunch of cock-teasers, the lot of them.” 
 
    Shane noticed Patel stiffen at his comments yet said nothing. Something, a thought or a memory, was tugging on his brain. Every time he grasped at it, her face came to the fore, laughing at him. 
 
    “These, my friend,” the doc said, looking at Shane’s arm, “I will clean and put some cream on them.” 
 
    Shane shrugged, numb with the fear unfurling in his gut. 
 
    “You said a woman did this, my friend?” 
 
    “Well yeah, a ladyboy fag anyway,” Shane grunted, trying to remember what had happened. 
 
    “Hmm, I thought these ladyboys, as you call them, are well manicured, better than most women I think,” Patel said. 
 
    “What? Are you an expert? A whole group of people swarmed us. It could’ve been anyone,” Shane snapped, wary and frustrated at not being able to remember anything past being kicked out of the nightclub. It was there, flitting in the shadows of his mind, but he couldn’t quite catch the tail of it. Not knowing what it was caused the icy fist in his gut to unfurl and squeeze him with fear. 
 
    Aromdee returned as Patel finished packing away his supplies. Shane was too lost in his own thoughts to notice the quick exchange of looks between the two. 
 
    “Everything all right here, Doctor?” Aromdee asked. 
 
    “Yes, everything OK. Mr Manning has a slight temperature, but no infection.” He turned to Shane. 
 
    “Mr Manning, here are two Panadol tablets for your temperature. It should help with your headache too, I should think.” He shook out a packet of pills and took his leave. 
 
    “Can I go now?” Shane asked as Aromdee slid in behind his desk. 
 
    “Where would you go, my friend?” 
 
    "Back to my hotel, I guess,” Shane answered, thinking of the airport. He didn’t know what the hell had happened last night, but the creeping sensation that he was a suspect was stirring him from his numbness. Prison was terrible enough, Thai prison, worse than bad. 
 
    Only a few days ago he and Paul, his stomach now freezing at the name, paid a prisoner for what they called “a banana tour” of the gaol. It was becoming a favourite tourist thing, and both Shane and Paul had enjoyed a good laugh at the miserable bastards inside. No way would he be going to any gaol in any country, let alone in this filthy country. 
 
    “I think in two hours your friend’s body, or remains, will be ready to identify. Surely you can wait until then?” 
 
    “Two hours? It takes longer than that on those cop shows I’ve seen,” Shane sputtered, shocked. 
 
    "This is an international incident, Mr Manning. Your best friend. Surely you want as the Thai police do, this to be solved very quickly and this heinous murderer put behind bars to await execution? We have put our very best hands on the job I think,” Aromdee answered as his little beady eyes bore into Shane's face. 
 
    Shane's stomach roiled, and he shivered despite the heat. “Am I a suspect?” 
 
    “Everybody is. But yes, you are so far our best witness and suspect. I am not convinced you are guilty; I saw the look of shock on your face this afternoon at the beach. But maybe, it was a game gone wrong? Jealousy between two friends over a pretty girl? Too many drugs and alcohol make normal people do hideous things.” 
 
    "It’s nothing like that. Paul was like a brother to me, my best mate. I would never hurt him, especially not over some stupid slut.” Shane flinched as fire tore up his arm. 
 
    Aromdee gazed at him, his eyes narrowing as he recognised the panic choking Shane’s words, and was about to answer when a clerk caught his attention and handed him a large manila envelope. Sliding the contents out, Aromdee read the paperwork in front of him. He grimaced and waved over two junior officers. 
 
    “Shane Manning, you are under arrest for grievous bodily harm, resulting in the death of one Mr Nuntita Mongkol or Boonsri, the young kathoey; the, erm, ladyboy from the club last night. And, in addition, the murder and mutilation of Mr Paul Sleight. You will be detained in Bang Kwang Central Prison where you will be held until your trial. You will be provided with a lawyer and allowed one telephone call upon your arrival.” 
 
    Shane stumbled to his feet, the room spinning. 
 
    “No, no, no you got it all wrong. You got it all wrong. I would never hurt Paul, he’s my best mate.” Panic squeezed his chest as the incredulity rose in him like a wave just to crash in the unapologetic eyes of Aromdee. He put his arms up, trying to push the arresting officers away. 
 
    “Do not resist arrest, Mr Manning. We have the evidence and the witnesses. It is on CCTV, your violent and unprompted attack on the girl you knew as Boonsri, also known as Mr Mongkol.” 
 
    “Who is Mr Mongkol? I don’t give a fuck. Paul, you have to find who murdered Paul.” Tears ran hot down his face.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Shane collapsed against the crumbling concrete wall of the cell he shared with seventeen other men. The reek of humanity overflowed from a bucket nearby, making it almost impossible to breathe. He was the new guy, a foreigner, and he got the bucket spot. A tiny caged TV flickered in the top corner of the room with some Thai soap opera being watched with rapt attention. 
 
    Shane curled into a ball, his blanket having been stolen as soon as he entered the room. He replayed Aromdee’s interrogation over in his mind, piecing together Paul’s murder. 
 
    He hadn’t meant to kill the faggot – not his fault a broken rib had punctured his lung. But, Paul? He couldn’t put it together in his mind or make any sense of it. 
 
    Aromdee assured Shane that his fingerprints were indeed all over the steak knife they found jammed into the pylon. Fingerprints they had lifted from his cup of water. 
 
    We didn’t even have steak last night, did we? When did I grab a knife? Was that when I was so dizzy and faint with that awful smell of bananas? 
 
    The restaurant manager identified the knife as being the same brand as theirs, and identified both Shane and Paul as having been near the restaurant earlier that evening. He remembered them clearly as Paul and Shane had been kissing and cuddling each other almost inappropriately as they’d walked past the restaurant.  
 
    Shane’s breath rattled in his chest as waves of panic crashed over him, and he struggled to believe all he had been accused off. The very idea of even cuddling Paul repulsed him, and kissing him beggared belief. He just could not wrap his brain around it and the revulsion surged in his gut like bitter acid.  
 
    The gaol warden had enthusiastically informed him he would be detained with other murderers and rapists; rapists of both men and women. 
 
    Terrified, Shane cried and begged his innocence to deaf ears; they had heard it all before. Snot-riddled rivers marked his cheeks as he tried to change his demeanour, but it was too late. They smelled his weakness a mile away and he knew it as he took in the scope of the hardened, bitter men around him. Violence rolled off them in waves despite the bright, chirpy TV that so engrossed them. 
 
    Shane’s head cracked to the left as a foot connected with his jaw, sending sparks of lights dancing in front of his eyes. He had been crying quietly, or so he thought. He tried to speak but found his jaw wouldn’t move. At least the sobbing stopped. 
 
    “You stop be cry baby. Be quiet, you ruin my TV,” a voice commanded, followed by a flurry of conversation in Thai. 
 
    Shane heard more footsteps approach and tried curling up even tighter, but the man grabbed his arm. When the man saw Shane’s tattoo he gasped in shock and cried out, “Nang Tani,” before his arm was thrown back at him in fear. 
 
    The man stumbled back, tripping over his own feet. With his face pale and eyes wide with terror, he turned, ran to the gate and banged on the bars. When the guards didn’t react, the jawbreaker turned to Shane. 
 
    “You bring Nang Tani in here?” 
 
    “It’s just a tattoo," Shane mumbled, his mouth a knot of fire. 
 
    “You bring death here! Yam! Guards!” the man screamed. 
 
    The smell of bananas gagged Shane and dragged him into darkness with a wave of burning metal hooks slicing across his body, clawing the memories from last night from the depths of his mind. 
 
    Paul tied up as Shane, no, Nang Tani, tortured him. 
 
    Shane could feel the torn flesh of his friend in his hands, as bulging, blood-shot eyes begged Shane, who was watching on helpless. 
 
    A group of ten men stood huddled together, screaming in the corner, shouting wildly for the guards. 
 
    Shane once again lost control of his body as small muscular arms, glowing a faint green light, moved in place of his own. Even though the men spoke in Thai, he now understood every word they uttered. 
 
    One man was pushed into Shane by the others. The dagger-pointed fingers of Nang Tani plunged deep into his guts. 
 
    Shane felt the hot, wet mass fold around his fist as she pulled them out, splashing onto the floor. 
 
    The man’s mouth was locked open in shock and Nang Tani leant forward as if to kiss him, but spat a wad of spit down his throat. 
 
    The man’s scream changed into a whistle as his mouth and tongue melted before Shane’s eyes. 
 
    “You like to burn the pretty girls with acid?” Nang Tani asked in Thai. Shane understood her perfectly. She turned and left the man to squirm in his own intestines as his lips bubbled and slid off his face. 
 
    Accepting his fate, another man rushed forward, slipping and sliding on the bloody floor. Nang Tani grabbed him by the throat and drew back her blood-soaked, Freddy Krueger fingers. 
 
    Preparing to thrust them deep into his chest, she paused. “You are not guilty. Why are you here?” she asked the man, examining him. 
 
    “Please Nang Tani, my mother-in-law, she is angry that I cannot give her daughter children. To get rid of me, my mother-in-law said I raped my wife’s younger sister. Please, please kill me, Nang Tani. I have lost my honour and my family.” He shed great sobbing tears as he begged. 
 
    Nang Tani threw him aside, “I cannot help you today. But justice will come.” 
 
    Another man charged at Nang Tani, trying to catch her off guard. Nang Tani simply ducked and stepped to the side as he hit the wall behind them, the sound like a cracked melon. 
 
    Nang Tani spun around and held him against the wall. Her fingers formed into fine blades which penetrated through his shoulder and into the wall. Impaled against the concrete, he swore at her, spitting and impotent in his rage. 
 
    Without pause, her other hand aimed between the man’s legs. Her claws slashed through the fabric and slid right up into his anus, ripping tender flesh along the way. 
 
    “You like to hurt little boys for fun?” she asked as her arm delved deeper into his bowels. Her knuckles jarred against his tailbone as she sliced and diced his intestines, until it all fell out onto the floor in a bloody, shitty mess. 
 
    Shane retched at the stink and the heat of his hand in the soft rubbery entrails of the man who screamed in agony until his last breath died on his lips. 
 
    At least three of the remaining members of the group were on their knees begging forgiveness; the other four looked terrified yet unwilling to go down without a fight. 
 
    Shane screamed at them all to stop, yet once again no word would pass his lips. No guards came running, no sirens rang. Nang Tani would not stop. 
 
    The next man was thrown at her by the others. 
 
    Lifting her leg, she spun around on her heel and hooked her leg behind his head, and sent him flying. With a crack and a splatter of blood he collided with the concrete wall. The two men that had used him as a distraction, charged in.  
 
    Nang Tani stepped to the side at the last moment. The needle-point blade of her forefinger shot out and pierced one guy deep in his ear. She held him there like a fish on a hook. 
 
    With her other hand, she slashed the face of the second attacker. A glimmer of bone peeked out of the mess of ribboned bloody flesh. He stumbled off to the side and tripped over Acid Face, falling face first into his viscera. 
 
    “You like to rape your sister?” Nang Tani hissed along the blade penetrating the other man’s ear and scratching his skull. Tears ran down his face as he begged for his life. 
 
    Her free hand reached under his chin, gentle and caressing as he blubbered and pleaded. Inch by inch, her second finger extended into a pointed needle and penetrated the soft flesh of the underside of his chin. 
 
    Blood poured from his mouth as it moved through his tongue. Thick red drips wept from his nose and eyes as the finger continued its vertical journey, piercing his brain. A look of shock passed over his face before he slumped in her hands. 
 
    Dropping his lifeless body to the floor, she leant forward and picked up the man flailing face deep in his cellmate’s intestines. Crimson streaks gaped across his face, one eyeball had ruptured into a jellied mess of blood and goo. 
 
    “You like to watch little girls perform for you?” she asked, watching the prisoners out of the corner of her eye. Her grip was a vice on his shoulder and he threw up his hands to defend himself. 
 
    Too late. Her acid spit arced and landed in his eyes. A piercing shriek of pain tore loose from his mouth as his eyes bubbled and sizzled, dripping onto his nose, peeling back the skin to eat through the cartilage and bone underneath. 
 
    Shane’s knees would have buckled under him, had he any control of his body. Trapped in this nightmare of brutality, his own sins haunted his every breath. His bowels squirmed as he saw his own fate playing out. 
 
    “Not yet,” she whispered into his mind. “Our work with Paul was the key that brought us here. It has been almost impossible for Nang Tani to enter this place of deviant debauchery. Thank you, my arrogant foreigner. You are my doorway to justice, and you are mine. For now,” she added. 
 
    Shane watched the group of men climbing over each other in a bid to escape the inevitable. Despite the screams of terror and pain, the blood thick and slick on the concrete floor and the smell, oh God the smell… Nobody came, no alarms rang. No one came to save them. 
 
    The blood sprayed as skin, muscles and limbs were torn and slashed. Nang Tani pulsed with energy, calling out the men’s crimes as she butchered them, sometimes fast but most with a deliberate slowness. 
 
    Soaked in blood and gore, her hair caked with unidentified bodily fluids and tissue, she flew around the room, ensuring all met her justice until the scene melted away into darkness. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Shane wasn’t sure if the screams tearing through his sleep were an echo of his nightmare. He woke as the dragging agony swept over his body like a wave, as if metal barbs tore deep into his flesh, this pain shifted his body and into his arm. His arm felt like it was on fire and an empty whine was all he could emit from his unresponsive jaw. 
 
    Lifting his clenched fists, he saw that they were caked in blood and viscera, and a hollow roar of terror broke from his throat. Sirens screamed out within the prison as the remainder of his cellmates cowered, screaming for help. Their eyes were wide and wild, and they crushed each other to get away from where he lay. 
 
    A volley of guards dashed into the cell; some turned pale and vomited at the carnage before them. 
 
    Shane gulped at the putrid air as he saw the mass of bodies scattered around him. Nothing was left whole. Intestines had been ripped from jagged gaping holes in stomachs, one man had an arm torn from his shoulder, and Shane couldn’t bring himself to look at the rest. 
 
    A senior guard entered the room, his eyes widening with shock. He held a handkerchief to his mouth and nose, but Shane could see his body jerk and waver as he struggled to contain himself. 
 
    At his orders, a few guards shuffled towards Shane, their guns held steady in his direction. Their eyes were full of terror as Shane tried to make sense of the situation. 
 
    At their gestures, he stood, only to realize he was naked and covered head to toe in blood and gore. Opening his fists in shock and surrender, the soft pulpy mass of one man’s penis fell from his fingers onto his chest with a plopping sound. The room spun out of control until Shane fell unconscious on the floor. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Shane awoke when the guards blasted his body with icy cold water. The sensation of being turned inside out and raked with hot coals came to mind as he struggled to breathe. 
 
    The jets of water punched him in the face, only allowing him a mouthful of air before resuming their assault on his body. Shane felt dizzy as he watched the red water and unidentified lumps swirl down the plug hole at his feet. 
 
    Pulling him out of the shower they threw him a set of clothes and indicated at gunpoint that he should get dressed. Shane pointed at his jaw, the throbbing pain relentless. One of the guards barked an order and sent the other one scurrying. 
 
    Forced to sit on the floor in the corner of the room with his back towards the guard, Shane flicked a quick look at his tattoo. 
 
    Her skirt was torn and bloodied, clamped against her thighs, but she looked exalted and radiated happiness from every pore. Her smile, once sexy, now stretched wide, her teeth pointed sharply as her eyes gleamed with danger. Shane rested his head against the wall and let the tears roll in silence down his cheeks. 
 
    Shane lost track of the days as he lay in solitary confinement – a small tiled room, not big enough to lie down with legs stretched straight, nor high enough to stand up straight. 
 
    His meals consisted of a small bowl of rice and an even smaller lump of unidentifiable meat substance, but Shane’s stomach was in a constant state of flux as she tortured him. Nightmares and images flicked over and through Shane’s mind relentlessly, her smile never far behind. 
 
    She toyed with him in the darkness, replaying each sin of rape and abuse from his cellmates. She showed him the degradation of their minds, forcing him to recognize himself in their thoughts and faces. 
 
    She showed him, made him feel, smell, relive the bloodbath of her judgement. All of them were guilty, now all of them had been judged. 
 
    Nang Tani also took him home, back to the house where his parents lived. Shane was shown how his mother, his weak, timid and useless mother had spent her childhood being raped and abused by first her father, then her older brother, Trent. 
 
    Shane realized it was not disgust on her face when she found Trent touching him, abusing her own son. It was the purest blend of horror and self-hatred. 
 
    Nang Tani showed him how she had tried to tell her husband, Shane’s father, and he beat her for her lies. Trent was not only his brother-in-law, but his best mate too. 
 
    Ella’s face came to him like a ghost, more beautiful then he dared remember. He saw the life growing in her belly, the life he would never know. 
 
    “Must break the cycle,” Nang Tani advised and it played over and over in his mind like a broken record player. 
 
    Insanity plucked at the loose threads of his mind and without conscious thought, he picked up his metal toilet bucket and, smothering the sound with his shirt, he pounded it against the tiled floor. It took time for Shane to get a sizeable piece in hand and when he finally did, he set it to his wrist. 
 
    He couldn’t see her, there in the dark, but he could feel her eyes on him, mocking him, contempt and pity burning in those purple hazed eyes. 
 
    Fuck her, he grunted to himself. 
 
    “You’re not going to kill me,” he shrieked in defiance, and he dropped the shard of tile. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A few hours later, Shane once again felt insanity crawling over his brain, looking for a way to break in and take hold. Taking off his shirt, he created a tourniquet above his elbow joint. 
 
    “You’re not going to fucking take me, bitch,” he grunted as he slid the tile across the bottom of his elbow joint, tearing open the flesh and tissue beneath. 
 
    Grinding away through the cartilage and stringy ligaments, Shane fought to stay conscious through the pain. Sweat stung his eyes, and the mix of blood and sweat on the tile made it almost impossible to hold. He was in so much agony he didn't notice the burning in his arm as he screamed breathlessly into his shirt sleeve. 
 
    He could release the tourniquet, bleed out, be at peace, and a few times he found himself plucking at the knot. But he would see her face laughing at him, and in a savage frenzy, he continued to saw away at his arm. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A burst of brilliant light swept into the room. Shane sighed in relief – was this death? But the throbbing agony of his masticated arm shattered his reverie. The guard detail called out in alarm. 
 
    Shane squinted, trying to stay conscious as colours danced before his eyes, his body trembling in shock. He looked at the torn flesh that was once his forearm, hanging loosely by one tendon and a flap of skin. Shane grinned maniacally; he had done it. He had fucked the bitch once and for all. Shane saw someone approach him amidst the haze of black and grey spots. 
 
    He smiled. “I did it,” he mumbled before his brain recognized a second familiar burning agony in his bicep and a waft of overripe bananas in the air. 
 
    He looked in horror to the bicep above the torn and mangled stump where his forearm had been. There she stood, lustrous black hair swung around her shoulders to modestly cover the promise of her ripe breasts. 
 
    Dark almond eyes shone with mischief despite being cast down, and her plump lips were closed, yet lifted at the corners suggesting a smile. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
 
      
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed Nang Tani, please consider leaving a review on Amazon and Goodreads. 
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    Pinny soon finds himself at the very core of the real war – in a secret underground facility amongst hybrid creatures which belong only in the very worst nightmares. 
 
      
 
    With Pinny's aboriginal bloodline, the enigmatic Doctor Jacinta Harding believes she has found the perfect specimen... Pinny might survive the war, but he might not save himself. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Reviews for Berserker: Green Hell 
 
      
 
     Berserker: Green Hell is a terrific, breathless read. Brutal, funny, well written and WILD!   
 
    Peter Laws - The Frighteners 
 
    * 
 
    This is a very real, utterly plausible insight into war and the people who are tasked with the grimmest of roles, coupled with a gripping, visceral, and terrifying horror story. Lee Franklin certainly knows how to crank up the tension – and the battle. Five stars and highly recommended.  
 
    Karen Perkins - Award Winning Author of the Yorkshire Ghost Stories 
 
    * 
 
    "What a knockout of a story, and such a detailed and horrific journey into an absolute hellish Green Hell. Its relentless, fast-paced narrative carries the reader along, sometimes breathless, sometimes shell-shocked but always wanting to know what happens next." 
 
    Simon Clark - Multiple Award Winning Author of The Night of The Triffids and Blood Crazy   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Gilded Cage 
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    Torn from the only family she has ever known and sold to the highest bidder, Mica spends her youth performing for her guardians. Neglected, abused and tortured, Mica is worked to exhaustion. On death's door, she is cast away only to discover a new reason to live and an appetite for revenge. 
 
      
 
    Reviews for Gilded Cage 
 
      
 
    An excellent, highly imaginative piece of work that unravels slowly and with an ever-increasing sense of anticipation.   
 
    Tonni Bunnel - The Nameless Children 
 
    * 
 
    Gilded Cage is a clever little tale, mixing a sense of dread with political satire, as is unlike anything I have read before.  
 
    Peter Blakey-Novis - The Broken Doll, Four  
 
    * 
 
    Great short story. This author's talented mind sucks us in and gives us an everyday occurrence, but adds a scary twist. Check it out, you'll probably want to read more from this author. I did.  
 
    DJ Doyle - Banshee, Red & Reddest, Newgrange  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Copyright © 2020 Lee Franklin 
 
      
 
    This book is copyright under the Berne Convention 
 
    No reproduction without permission 
 
    All rights reserved. 
 
      
 
    The right of Lee Franklin to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters and incidents are either a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead or events is entirely coincidental. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Prepared for publication by Karen Perkins 
 
    www.karenperkinsauthor.com 
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