



[image: ]








ASSIGNMENT KILIMANJARO


ROBIN MORETON









Published by Accent Press Ltd – 2010


ISBN 9781907016646


Copyright © Robin Moreton 2010


The right of Robin Moreton to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


The story contained within this book is a work of fiction. Names and characters are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, electrostatic, magnetic tape, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the written permission of the publishers: Xcite Books, Suite 11769, 2nd Floor, 145-157 St John Street, London EC1V 4PY









To J, with love


Thanks to E.R.B and H.R.H for inspiration




[image: ]









PART ONE:

TILDA GOES DOWN IN THE JUNGLE









Chapter 1: A memorable flight


Lake Amboseli, British East Africa – February, 1915


‘YOU SEEM PLEASED to see me,’ she said. Good heavens, she thought, he certainly fills his khaki shorts! So the gentleman dresses on the right. ‘My name’s Tilda Cuve-Banks. What is yours?’


‘Hal Denby,’ he replied, the slight warm breeze ruffling his dark-brown hair and the short sleeves of his sweat-patched shirt. A careworn brown leather belt supported a sheathed knife, a belt of .45 ACP cartridges and a holstered pistol – it looked like a Colt M1911. His shorts came to a couple of inches above his knees. Nice, sturdy knees, too; his legs were deeply tanned and very muscular and covered in quite a few old scars. Socks round his ankles and tough worn boots ensured he could travel in any terrain.


Denby’s dark left eyebrow arched and his steel-grey eyes roved over her. ‘Is that Mrs Cuve-Banks, then?’ His quick darting eyes had noted her wedding ring.


She nodded her head. ‘Yes,’ she said but had no intention of explaining that Lord Quentin Banks, her young husband of four weeks, had died in the trenches. Even in these war-torn times, it usually felt safer if travelling as a married woman.


He smiled, the mouth thin and a little on the cruel side, she thought. Judging by the tumescence in the right leg of his shorts, he seemed to like what he saw.


Tilda was as tall as he was, though high-heeled lace-up white kid boots aided her in this. She wore a long-sleeved, white, chiffon dress with a high collar, the bodice decorated with white beads. As she stood there, her bulging leather briefcase in one hand, her other hand clamping the white pith hat on her head, he could just distinguish the tanned flesh contours of her legs and arms as the light wind blew off the lake against her. Tilda’s dark auburn hair was tied in a chignon but already wisps had broken free and fluttered around her elegant neck and high cheekbones.


He took her hand and shook it. His grip was firm, as was hers. He let go and turned to look at the biplane that bounced on the water of the rippling lake; its fuselage was tethered alongside a long, thin jetty made up of wooden planks on sturdy thick piles of tree trunks. A man – probably the pilot – was tinkering in the front cockpit.


Denby frowned dubiously at the patched canvas and repaired struts and dangling rigging wires and gestured at the seaplane. ‘We seem to be fellow passengers,’ he said in an ominous tone.


Ignoring his statement of the obvious, Tilda checked out her immediate surroundings.


Tied to the other side of the jetty was a small fishing boat. Four Africans were unloading wooden boxes of fish; she could smell them from here – men and fish. Behind her was a mud-spattered Ford box-truck, already half full with fish and other produce. Four mules were tethered beside the vehicle; the rich smell of manure and the perpetual buzz of flies also carried to her on the breeze.


The fishermen and farmers would get a fair price for the food, she knew. All to help the war effort against the Prussian Colonel Paul von Lettow-Vorbeck.


As she hadn’t responded to Denby, he tried again: ‘Are you going all the way?’


‘I always do,’ she replied, her light blue eyes flashing suggestively as he jerked round and eyed her.


‘You might consider my question rather impertinent, Mrs Cuve-Banks, but what takes you to Lake Manyara? It’s hostile territory, don’t you know? After all, it’s in German East Africa.’ Unspoken was the question, ‘Why’d your husband let you out alone?’


She looked askance at him from under her helmet brim. ‘Yes, Mr Denby. I agree with you, you’re rather impertinent.’ She smiled, though, to soften her censure. ‘You’re right about the hostile aspect. I’m a journalist and I want to get the scoop before any German newspaperman. They can be competitive swine, for hacks.’


‘Scoop? Surely the war’s the biggest story round here?’


‘Not necessarily, Mr Denby. There’s been an interesting archaeological find in the lake’s mud. And I specialise in early Arabic remains.’


‘What does your husband have to say about you gallivanting after dead people?’


‘Not a lot, Mr Denby. He died on the Western Front.’


‘Really?’


‘Yes, really.’ She glanced away and was sure the white man emerging from the bowels of the fishing boat was taking an abnormal interest in her – or Denby. His eyes seemed hooded, useful she supposed in this bright sunlight. His complexion was rather florid, as if he’d been exerting himself. He could do with losing some weight around the belly, she thought. Under a hooked nose the man grew a salt and red pepper flecked moustache. His hair was slicked back with oil so appeared black but was probably red like his bushy eyebrows.


She gave Denby another up-from-under look. ‘What are you hoping to achieve at Lake Manyara? After all, it’s German territory, isn’t it? And you’re English like me.’


‘Touché,’ he grinned. ‘It’s confidential, but I don’t suppose there’s any harm in telling you. My firm’s interested in mining the area – after the war, of course.’


She didn’t believe him for a second. Before leaving Mombasa, she’d been warned by Colonel Innes of the Intelligence Corps. ‘Tread with care, my dear,’ he said, anxiety showing in every line of his face. ‘There are plenty of spies in the area, all with their own agenda.’


Considering how against recruiting her he’d been at first, Colonel Innes had come around wholeheartedly when she presented her irrefutable arguments. She was familiar with this part of Africa, having been brought up here. Half-English, half-French, she was fluent in a number of languages, including German and Swahili; and she was a bloody good shot with the Webley Mk V service revolver she carried in her briefcase. Reading between the lines, they knew she wanted to avenge her husband’s death too, but left that unsaid. Besides which, the Secret Service Bureau had used her – in every sense, though she didn’t elaborate – in Italy and Austria last year.


‘Of course,’ she acknowledged Denby.


At that moment the pilot she’d seen earlier – a short swarthy dark-haired man – strode up the slight slope of shale, curly head down, intent on wiping his large hands on an oily cloth. He was a short, stocky man, muscular legs and forearms bristling with black hair, but he clearly worked hard and kept himself fit since there was no sign of a belly on him. He glanced up and his almond-shaped eyes widened. He stopped for a second, taking in a sharp breath. ‘Caramba!’ he murmured, clearly pleased and whispering something else to himself.


Tilda realised that the position of the sun and the angle of his approach probably showed the dark triangle under the white chiffon dress, revealing she wasn’t wearing any undergarments. A fact that had not gone unnoticed by Denby; his pleasure at standing near her was still manifest.


‘¡Hola!’ the man said, his white grin transforming into a leer. One of his teeth was broken. He hastily licked his lips. ‘Me llamo Enrique Perez.’ His voice was high-pitched like a Mexican on too much tequila and it grated. She was glad the engine noise would prevent him making idle chat during their flight.


Tilda pursed her rather full lips and then said in a berating tone, ‘I was told you spoke perfectly adequate English, Mr Perez. I’d prefer it if you did so now for my and Mr Denby’s benefit. My Spanish is a little rusty.’ It wasn’t, but that was her secret for now.


Pocketing the oily rag, he shook his head. ‘Thousand pardons, Señora Banks. Is that all of your baggage?’ He thrust a thumb at the small matching leather suitcase resting on the ground by her feet. A look of puzzlement crossed his features as he noticed a black bullwhip thrust under the leather securing straps. He seemed to be having difficulty keeping his dun-coloured eyes on her face.


‘Yes, I travel light.’ She glanced at Denby.


He shrugged. ‘Me too.’ On his back was a haversack. ‘That aircraft needs all the help it can get, to get up, so I hear.’


‘Unlike you, I hope?’ she whispered encouragingly.


According to Perez, the biplane was a variant of the Curtiss Model F flying boat. It had been adapted to accommodate two passengers and a small amount of luggage. After the war, he hoped to go into the mail and passenger business.


Perez stowed the briefcase, suitcase and haversack in the two side panniers under the lower wings. The pilot sat in front: his seating compartment wasn’t cramped at all, Tilda observed enviously – he had enough room to manoeuvre the aircraft, which was a blessing, she supposed.


Following Perez’s advice, Denby climbed in first to provide some ballast. The craft bobbed on the slight swell of the lake water. There were no separate seats, only a metal bench covered by a thin blanket to reduce any discomfort. It proved a tight fit for Denby with his long, muscular legs. Annoyingly, he chose to sit nearest to the jetty so she’d have to clamber over him to her part of the bench seat. Anything for a fondle and a cheap thrill.


Clasping on to the upright struts and avoiding the latticework of wires, Tilda declined the help of Perez’s oily hands and stepped off the jetty and into the rear seating area. ‘Pardon,’ she said, gripping Denby’s hard shoulder as she lowered herself into the space on his right.


As the craft moved to the gentle lapping of the lake caused by a nearby bathing hippopotamus, she lost her footing but Denby was there, his large hands gripping her waist and bottom with firmness, steadying her. A gentle yet reassuring touch. She rather liked it. He refrained from accidentally groping her and she didn’t know whether to be disappointed or pleased. ‘Thank you, Mr Denby.’


Her generous hips nudged the canvas side of the craft on her right and Denby’s muscular thigh on her left.


The slight exertion of boarding had brought her out in a sweat. Thank God she’d consigned her combinations and brassiere to her case! God knows how on earth Miss Maugham, the missionary’s wife, bore them in this climate! It was all very well back home in the sedate drawing room life of Edwardian London, but it was tantamount to criminal idiocy to perpetuate that dress code out here.


Warm pools of sweat collected in the small of her back and dribbled between her buttocks; other rivulets ran down between her breasts and over her pubic hair. She felt decidedly uncomfortable under her arms but couldn’t do anything about it. She’d be glad to relinquish this stupid clothing once she’d left BEA. ‘Must keep up appearances, my dear,’ Colonel Innes had insisted.


A stupid statement to make in Africa. Appearances were everything back home, however. She recalled her meeting at the end of last month with ‘C’ – Mansfield Smith-Cumming, the cheerful 56-year-old Royal Naval Commander who ran the Secret Service Bureau. One of her friends called him ‘Always Coming’ – something to do with his amazing sexual stamina, even with his wooden leg. He lost his foot – and his son Alastair – in a tragic Rolls-Royce crash in Paris last October.


They’d arranged to meet in Holborn’s Restaurant. It was a remarkable contrast to the London streets outside, since everywhere was blacked out for fear of Zeppelins, those horrendous dirigibles that first dropped their bombs and incendiaries on the Great Yarmouth area a few days earlier.


The traffic and bustle went on, but there were a hell of a lot of accidents in the dark.


Sitting with C in the restaurant, it was difficult to realise there was a war on, though she supposed there was a greater preponderance of uniformed men at the tables. Bright lights showed up the gaudy admiral costumes of the band on the stage. Wearing their smart velvet outfits, the waiters expertly negotiated full tray-loads between customers. Ladies were dressed in the latest style with an emphasis on Poiret’s hobble skirts and orient-inspired long columnar dresses in hand-printed silk and velvet. Tilda eschewed the hobble skirts as they employed a fetter, a kind of bondage belt, that held the ankles together so the wearer had to mince along like a Geisha girl. Bondage didn’t appeal to her, though her fellow spy Kitty revelled in it.


Tilda wore a simple air-blue, ankle-length dress with small ruffs at the end of the long sleeves. Her face, neck and hands were tanned, which seemed unusual in this company. Most ladies appeared quite anaemic, more like porcelain than flesh and blood.


He had apologised for being ten minutes late as he couldn’t get away from his office in Whitehall Court – ‘Problems with Somerset Maugham; I think you met his agent, Ashenden, in Geneva?’


‘No, Manny, that was Lucerne.’


‘So it was. Good show, that! I wish all my agents could turn in such fine reports.’


‘Kind of you to say so.’


‘Just had a Foreign Office memo, my dear,’ C said, studying the menu through his gold-rimmed monocle. ‘Makes interesting reading.’


‘Well, don’t tease.’ Tilda urged, ‘What did it say?’


He had a kindly smile, the small fine bow of a mouth curving. ‘We want as many German colonies as we can get to use as pawns when negotiating peace terms.’


‘Peace terms? But the bloody war’s hardly begun!’


He shushed her and removed the monocle. He had striking bright eyes; he seemed to inspire strong loyalty in all his staff. ‘Not so loud, my dear. Plenty of people here don’t reckon the war will last another six months.’


Tilda sighed. ‘Perhaps if the war-mongers listened to Lloyd George, it would be over that soon.’


A hand stroked his clean-shaven Punch-like chin. ‘They insist on a western front and won’t have any truck with his ideas of a flank attack from the Near East.’


‘They’re fools, then.’


‘Yes,’ he acknowledged sadly. ‘They’re making a complete hash of it at the front.’ He absently grabbed the knob-end of his sword-stick and twirled it. ‘I don’t mean the poor sods who’re cannon fodder. No, it’s the bloody generals – on both sides.’


So C sent her out here on Assignment Kilimanjaro – a highly unoriginal codename – to work with Innes, a man who was out of his depth. Innes hadn’t realised that war was no longer a game between gentlemen on both sides.


Above them hung the engine and propellers. A globule of oil dripped onto Tilda’s hat brim and slid off onto her dress. So much for avoiding the oily hands of the pilot!


‘You’d better stow the hat, Mrs Cuve-Banks – it’s bound to blow off once we’re airborne.’


‘True enough, Mr Denby.’ She took off her hat and tucked it under the metal seat. No point in telling him she’d flown reconnaissance missions before, as she had no wish to seem ungracious. She rather liked him.


Donning a leather helmet that covered head and ears, goggles and heavy gloves, Enrique Perez cast off and then clambered onboard and sat in the front. He called over his shoulder, ‘Hold tight on, we are off!’


There was a farting sound as a native precariously balanced on the edge of the jetty and swung the wooden prop. Then the engine started and the native overbalanced and fell into the water. The aircraft shook and shuddered. Careful to avoid the flotation undercarriage, the native heaved himself out, his black body glistening in the high sun.


Both Tilda and Denby put on the goggles supplied by their pilot.


The noise of the engine was deafening. Any further talk was out of the question. Not that talking was the method of communication she had in mind.


By simply donning the goggles, she somehow felt anonymous and uninhibited. It reminded her of her assignment in neutral Venice last year. She felt herself flushing with pleasure at the memories of masked balls, intrigues and delicious abandoned sex.


They bounced along over the water and Tilda gripped the edge of the hatch with one hand and Denby’s bare thigh with the other. He didn’t seem to object. The hairs there were soft, the muscle hard. She was aware of his arm round her shoulders and was grateful as he acted as a cushion, preventing her back digging into the metal struts behind them.


At each bouncing motion over the water her left hand seemed to edge higher up Denby’s thigh, moving the edge of his shorts with it.


Already her forearm could feel the tumescence spreading like a blind snake down the right leg of his shorts.


Now she felt moisture between her legs and it wasn’t sweat.


This, she promised herself, was going to be a memorable flight.


They moved out to the centre of the lake, to go up into the wind. With a deafening roar of the 8-cylinder 100-horsepower engine with its open exhaust just above the passengers, the air rushed past their heads with the force of a gale driven by the propeller revolving 1,400 times a minute. They surged forward at a tremendous rate, the nose and fuselage rising.


Suddenly the tail lifted and with a bump or two as small waves slapped against the floats, they were in the air.


Denby braced, either because of the aircraft’s sudden lift or because the helmet of his penis was now protruding out of the edge of his shorts.


Three feet, six feet, twenty feet, they were climbing with exaggerated slowness.


Tilda gently stroked the silky smoothness of the taught skin of Denby’s erection yet, as if she hadn’t a care in the world, she continued to watch the lake and surrounding lush green land gradually recede while the pilot circled up to a height of 3,500 feet.


Though going at a rate of 75 miles an hour, they seemed motionless, as if the landscape was moving instead.


But the windblast was powerful and Tilda was grateful for it. Gripping his pulsing cock as if it were a joystick – the rather apt allusion quite amused her – she let go of the edge of the hatch and with her free hand hoisted her dress skirt up to her waist.


Bliss! She felt the cool air wafting over her naked flesh, playing with the dark curls of hair and drying the sweat. Unfortunately, pressed in as they were, there wasn’t room for her to open her legs wide to get the most benefit from the cool air.


The landscape presented a bewildering variety of scenes – from the lake, dotted with a few fishing vessels, its far edge by the jetty crowded with people, pack animals and vehicles, to the elephants and buffalo skirting the lake on the opposite side. Laid out below, the lush forest was like a chessboard of so many different shades of green.


Then the lake melted into the haze of the far off horizon behind them.


She glanced at Denby. Through half-closed eyes he was watching her hand moving up and down his shaft, mesmerised, his lips curving in pleasure. No words seemed necessary.


Gently and rather awkwardly tucking Denby’s sex back in his shorts she twisted round and kissed him. His mouth was dry with need. Their goggles knocked and clicked and they both laughed, the wind tugging the sound of their laughter away.


Their tongues fenced. He tasted musky and hungry. The arm round her back moved and his large hand touched her right breast, massaging it under the chiffon, pressing the decorative beads gently but firmly into her. Even with the distraction of the air blast and the incredible scenery spread out below, she sensed her nipple hardening to his ministrations.


Carefully, she unbuttoned his fly and finally released him.


Denby gasped. But his reaction had nothing to do with her cupping his hairy balls in her palms. He moved his hand from her breast and tapped her shoulder, pointing. Even through the goggles she could see that his eyes were wide in awe.


To their left, some 16,000 feet higher than they were flying, the mesmerising snow-capped mountain penetrated the sky.


Kilimanjaro.


The highest of the twin peaks was called Kaiser-Wilhelm-Spitze. She wondered idly if it would retain that name after the hostilities had ended.


Then all too quickly it was behind them as they headed in the direction of the Mount Meru crater and Manyara beyond. To the Southeast were the Pare Mountains.


But there were still plenty of smaller jungle-clad mountains and hills, all causing up-draughts of air. The small aircraft was bounced and jostled as they continued on their journey.


A large flock of flamingos was flying towards Manyara too.


Yet even the most incredible scenery palled for Tilda after a while. She needed stimulation.


She felt his limp member and was pleased that the mere touch of her hand engorged it again.


Now she edged her left leg over his and he helped by supporting her buttocks with his big, firm hands. Slowly she lowered herself so his shaft was in front of her, its rigid firmness pressing against the wet lips of her sex. She rested the backs of her thighs on his and they let the bouncing of the machine do the work for them.


It was exquisite. The cool draughts of air excited her labia and dried the juices, yet Denby’s shaft slid up and down, releasing fresh moisture, his pulsing rigidity jerking the hood up and down over her clitoris. Her whole body was tingling.


There was a mirror clipped to the pilot’s windshield and she could see Perez watching, the nostrils of his long nose flaring, his eyes wide, almost filling his goggles. She grinned and felt her cheeks flush, surprisingly pleased to be watched. Sometimes, she astonished even herself.


She could sense Denby’s heart pounding against her back, his heavy breathing in her ear. He wanted to go inside, she knew. She wanted him inside. But not yet. She shuddered as a small series of orgasms threshed through her.


Then the aircraft must have hit even more turbulent air. It bucked and rocked. She couldn’t hold back any longer.


Now!


She eased herself up and suddenly she heavily impaled herself on him.


Divine coincidence or good luck, at that instant the aircraft lurched in a series of down-draughts and she felt Denby rigid inside her, pulsing, still moving up and down with the movement of the aircraft.


Tilda shuddered with a powerful final orgasm and felt Denby’s little death as he came too.


The explosion happened about 15 seconds later.


She’d heard of the earth moving – an expression used in Spain by her bullfighter lover, she recalled. But the sky? I’ve experienced coitus interruptus before, she thought, but never like this!


Of course, it was obviously a bomb. The left-hand – port? – side of the plane was severely damaged. The bomb must have been hidden under the wing. She wondered about that man with the hooded eyes she’d seen on the jetty. A likely candidate for saboteur, in retrospect ... If she ever got out of this, she’d find him. His face was engraved on her memory now. Bastard!


Half of the port wing was missing. Pieces of struts, wood and canvas flailed noisily in the rushing air as they wobbled towards the forest beneath them.


Hastily, she moved back to her seat and fastened the belt. Denby tucked his flaccid penis inside his shorts – she noticed he was already shrunken, instinct pulling his balls in, preparing for flight or fight – and fastened his belt.


She glanced quickly at Denby and smiled. He bravely returned the smile. If they were going to die, at least they’d shared a few moments of ecstasy before the end. Denby held her hand and she was glad of that.


Tilda could see the pilot Perez shaking and shuddering as he tried stabilising the craft.


In alarmingly quick succession branches, leaves and exotic flowers bashed and battered the craft, slashing at their heads and arms. Some branches broke off and filled their compartment.


It was deafening.


Horrifying.


All too quickly they went down.









Chapter 2: Slave


TILDA WAS HAVING an exquisite dream. Her head buzzed with a rising scissor-grinding sound and she was experiencing a mixture of pleasure and pain. She wasn’t too keen on the pain – especially in her arms and legs. But whoever was licking her quim was certainly making a meal of it. Lips sucking her labia, tongue flicking into the entrance of her tunnel. In stark contrast, an uncomfortable prickly roughness rubbed her inner thighs. She wanted to come – no, she was mistaken, she wanted to pee.


Her eyes flashed open when she realised she wasn’t dreaming. She had the uncanny knack of recovering from sleep or blackout instantly, without any dizziness or disorientation. It took only a second for her to assess her predicament. The continual background rasping sound was cicadas. She was still wearing her goggles, but one lens was starred crazily where a branch must have broken the glass.


She was caught up in the lush foliage of a tree, a colourful assortment of lianas or vines somehow tethering her arms and legs that were splayed out wide. Her white dress was torn in several places. She was suspended about five feet off the jungle floor, and between her legs was the pilot, Perez, licking and sucking her. His trousers were around his ankles, one hand moving like a piston up and down his erect penis.


Tilda went cold all over – even in the oppressive heat – and winced in abhorrent distaste. Grudgingly, she admitted – feeling her cheeks flushing – the use he put his tongue to was moderately pleasurable, exciting in a purely animalistic way. Though his questing thumb in her anus and his abrasive stubble were most unwelcome. Her memory of the man’s high-pitched grating voice and his uncouth looks and features made her stomach heave.


Fighting down the rising bile, she felt as though every part of her body ached. Perez’s presence notwithstanding, she was lucky to be alive.


Constrained amongst the damned vegetation, she still managed to quickly grasp the vines and pulled on them, hauling herself upwards, arching back and away from the lascivious, unpleasant pilot.


‘What the hell do you think you’re doing, Mr Perez?’ she barked, knowing only too well. He was taking a liberty.


He stopped – which she had to admit was mildly anticlimactic – and stumbled backwards in surprise, unbalancing as his trousers tugged at his legs. His backside fell hard on the ground and he grunted.


Despite her predicament, Tilda grinned.


She struggled against the vines again but she couldn’t break loose.


Then, seeing she was still unable to get free, he seemed emboldened and leered. ‘In my mirror, I saw you and Mr Denby,’ he said in his piping voice, a finger tapping his long nose. ‘I want some of that, I thought to myself.’


He really was a detestable little man, she thought.


Seemingly pleased with his rather long declaration in English, he grinned and struggled to his feet, hauling his trousers up around his waist and tucking in his still excited penis. Fastening his belt, he wiped his mouth and then boldly flicked out his horrible, pointed tongue repeatedly like a snake, arms akimbo. ‘Yum, yum!’ he murmured, his left hand feeling his crotch.


‘Where is Mr Denby?’ she asked levelly, determined not to be disturbed by his crude behaviour.


Perez leered, eyeing her.


Some men couldn’t understand that just because she enjoyed sex, it didn’t mean she wanted it with any man she could lay hands on. It was her body, and she was in control – usually.


Since her sexual awakening with her childhood neighbour, Leonard Jarvis, in the fields of Oxford she’d enjoyed sex but had never been involved with men obsessed with submissive women and bondage. However, she knew all about it from Kitty Greenwell, a spy she’d met during a two-day training course in Hungerford.


Kitty had been quite the innocent when she joined the Women’s National Land Service Corps in 1914. She’d been told to take the sow to the boar and being a town girl she knew no better than to harness the farmer’s sow with a halter and march her down the road to the stable of the Boar Hotel. Her face was red afterwards, when the facts of life in the countryside – and the world at large – were explained. Still, Kitty soon broadened her experience with local farm boys and soldiers on leave – particularly being tied to the rafters of barns. Finally she was recruited into the Bureau by a doting officer. Within a short while she was enjoying bondage sessions with several officers in a Whitehall Bureau basement, ostensibly in preparation for work in Belgium, suborning German generals. Now, Kitty might like this situation, Tilda thought as she struggled in vain to get free, but I don’t – even if the admirable Mr Denby were licking me ...


Tilda’s arms were aching – probably jarred and bruised with the crash-landing. She eased off her hold on the vines. ‘I asked you a question, Mr Perez! Where’s Denby?’


Perez shrugged and nodded dolefully to his left. But his horrid eyes soon came back to fix on the area between her legs.


Ignore him, she told herself. She didn’t fancy throwing up in this position!


If she strained herself she could just manage to arch her back enough to raise her head and see that this part of the jungle a few paces in front of her fell abruptly away.


Over the lip of vegetation she glimpsed a fast-flowing river, far below. Even the so-called ‘lesser rains’ of December and January were sufficient to swell the rivers. Of course it was only the precursor of the real rainy season – masika – that ended in May.


Tilda’s heart sank. Nobody could possibly survive in that roiling river. ‘Oh, my God ...’ Poor Denby. She’d liked him very much.


Another cold chill ran through her. ‘Oh, God.’ If these damned dangling vines hadn’t ensnared her, she’d be down there too.


Spread all around, cluttering the jungle floor, were pieces of plane wreckage and luggage. Her suitcase, Denby’s haversack, a machete, some pieces of engine ... She spotted her briefcase and glared at Perez. The dirty cowardly bastard! If only she could get to the bullwhip ...


‘Denby dead, Señora. So, it is my turn, no?’ Not waiting for a reply, Perez sauntered under her and two hands grabbed her buttocks, intent on pulling her pelvis towards his upturned face.


She couldn’t contain herself any longer, she realised, and didn’t particularly want to at this precise moment.


Perez was engulfed in an urgent jet of urine.


The release on the pressure in her bladder was bliss. And she smiled, feeling the horrid man got what he deserved.


Swearing and cursing, Perez staggered backward and shrieked, ‘¡Mierda!’


‘No,’ she said. ‘Luckily for you, it’s only piss.’


Wiping his face with a sleeve, he distastefully spat liquid and phlegm. He stared up at her with severe dun-coloured eyes, his male pride badly dented.


Meddling with a Spaniard’s pride was rarely a good idea, Tilda recalled. Even a nasty opportunist specimen like Enrique Perez.


Perez’s whole body was trembling with anger. Without taking his eyes off her, he scrabbled behind him and his fingers closed round the handle of the machete.


‘Why you do that to me?’ he screamed, brandishing the weapon.


He was obviously too dumb to comprehend, she thought. ‘My physician advised me always to micturate after sex,’ she said.


‘Mictu? ¿Que? Mictur–?’ he spluttered. His face contorting, he advanced a step towards her, mumbling under his breath, the machete held high. ‘I show you!’


Oh dear, she thought sanguinely, it looks as though I’ve made my last joke.


Unable to escape, she closed her eyes and thought about kicking Perez repeatedly between the legs – might even cause some permanent brain damage.


Tilda flinched as the blade severed the restraining vines round her wrists and forearms. She opened her eyes as she fell forward, headfirst onto the hard ground.


Blackness engulfed her before she was aware that her legs were also cut loose.


When Tilda opened her eyes, she slowly and painfully rolled over onto her back and batted at her face, frightened to realise her vision was impaired – the world around her seemed to be fractured.


Her hand came into contact with the goggles and instinctively she pulled them off. Both lenses were starred.


Puzzled over the goggles – why on earth was she wearing those things? – she sighed with relief. She could actually see all right!


Slowly she eased herself up into a sitting position.


A short, swarthy man with a moustache and dark stubble knelt on the other side of the clearing.


Surrounded by bags of various sorts, he was riffling through them, discarding things – such as under-garments, other clothes and books.


‘What are you doing, Mr ... Mr?’ She didn’t know his name but felt she should. The first stomach-churning signs of panic stirred in her.


Perez’s head jerked up and he scowled at her. ‘What does it matter to you?’


‘It matters not, sir,’ she said firmly. ‘But I expect the courtesy of an answer to my question. What is your name?’


His head slanted to one side, curious. ‘You do not know my name?’


Pursing her lips in mild exasperation, she said, ‘If I knew your name, I don’t suppose I would be asking, would I?’


‘Perez. You call me Mr Perez, is fine.’


‘And where are we, exactly, Mr Perez?’


‘We crash in jungle. On wrong side of border.’


‘Border? What border is that, Mr Perez?’


‘The German border, Señora.’


She knew that ‘German’ was a nationality. She dredged up from somewhere the fact that she was British. There was something about a war between Germany and Britain, but how it affected her was lost in strange swirling mists.


Suddenly Tilda blanched as she realised she was so keen to find out Mr Perez’s name, yet she didn’t know her own. ‘Señora. Is that my name, Mr Perez?’


A cunning look sprang into his dun-coloured eyes. He studied her as she ingenuously faced him, waiting for an answer.


The fall from the tree, he thought, it has damaged her head. The knock, it was serious – she was bruised around both her eyes and on her forehead.


He licked his tongue over his lips, eyeing the white dress with its tears which displayed the cleft of her breasts and a bare shoulder. She sat in an unladylike posture, her legs apart and knees up so he could glimpse the dark bush and red slit between her thighs.


Perez felt himself hardening at remembering his lips tasting her.


‘Yes, Señora, that is your name.’ His pulse quickened and his mouth went dry at the temerity of what he was about to attempt. ‘You are my slave, Señora.’


‘I’m your slave?’


‘Sí.’ He put aside the bag and licked his lips. ‘You must do as I command. That is what a slave must do.’ He shrugged. ‘It is the way of the world, no?’


She nodded. ‘If you say so, Mr Perez. I trust you, I think.’


‘You obey me, no?’


‘I think it is what slaves do. So it would seem I must, Mr Perez. Whatever you command.’


Perez leered. He stood up, conscious of the bulge in his trousers. ‘I want you to kneel down – how you say, on all fours – like a dog.’ He grinned. ‘A bitch in heat, no?’


‘Is this a game, then?’


‘Yes. Master and slave. We play it all the time.’ He picked up a length of vine he’d cut loose from her wrists.


‘I’m sorry, Mr Perez, I must have forgotten.’ Obediently, Tilda rolled over and knelt, still facing him. She looked up at him. ‘Like this, Mr Perez?’


‘Yes. But call me “Master”. Slaves do that, you know.’


‘As you wish, Master.’


Her eyes were so trusting, so guileless; a long-buried twinge of conscience stabbed Perez’s heart. Though surprised even to be experiencing it, he shrugged it off and said, ‘That is good. But move around so you look the other way.’ So he didn’t have to look at those damned trusting eyes!


He looped the tough vine into a noose-like loop.


Slowly, clearly in pain from the crash and her fall, yet uncomplaining, she moved around so her backside faced him.


He draped the vine noose round her neck and, as she glanced over her shoulder in puzzlement, he smiled sweetly. ‘Now just stay like that until I have finished with you, Señora.’


‘Yes, Master.’


Still holding the other end of the vine noose, Perez stepped forward and knelt behind her and lifted up the edge of her dress and peeled it back to bunch around her waist.


He was momentarily excited to note that her bottom was white, unlike her tanned body, arms and face. Firm muscular buttocks. Her vagina and anus were offered up to him and he felt his sex throbbing against his trousers.


Hurriedly, he stood up, kicked off his boots, unfastened his belt, dropped his pants and stepped out of them.


With the palm of his right hand, he slapped her right buttock and grinned as she shrieked in surprise.


Tilda tried to crawl away from him but he tugged gently on the noose and it tightened. She glanced over her shoulder, her brow furrowed.


‘These smacks, they are necessary to teach you a lesson, Señora!’ He slapped her left buttock, harder.


She shrieked again but didn’t attempt to crawl away. ‘That hurt, Master!’


‘It is supposed to, slave. Do not talk back, or I will give you much worse!’


He slapped both buttocks, each in turn, establishing quite a momentum, and was pleased to note she seemed to be trying to contain the pain. He could only hear a faint whimpering, as if she were biting her lip as each smack landed.


When the white flesh was smarting, glowing with a faint redness, he stopped and let go of the restraining vine rope. He stood back, aware that his jutting penis was dribbling. It might be the light, but he thought he saw wet beads on her sex lips.


Tilda risked a glance over her shoulder. Her eyes were rimmed with tears and she was breathing heavily, breasts straining against her bodice.


‘Slaves must be taught who is the master,’ he said.


‘Yes, Master,’ she said in a croaking voice. But there was a dark feral look in her eyes that he didn’t particularly like. Perez gripped his hands around her hips.


Impelled by an overpowering lust, he thrust his shaft straight into her vagina and was gratified to hear her cry out.


He actually felt the warm glow from her smacked buttocks on his pelvis and that excited him too.


For a minute or so she seemed to struggle, trying to crawl forward now that the vine rope wasn’t threatening to choke her.


She tried to pull away from his grip and eject his intruding penis, but he held firm, pushing hard, and snarled, ‘Stay still, I command it, you stupid bitch!’


He was tempted to tug on the dangling vine rope still around her neck, but he didn’t think it would be necessary. She was only a woman, after all.


Despite the sex dew on her labia, she was dry and it was hard work to begin with, thrusting again and again without lubrication – perhaps he should have brought some engine oil? – but within a short time juices were flowing and it felt very good.


Holy Mother, this was too good, he realised as she no longer seemed to be resisting but had started rocking backwards and forwards in time with him. He couldn’t go any deeper; she was taking him to the hilt.


¡Dios mio! He couldn’t hold back. In seconds he was spent.


Suddenly exhausted, he withdrew and sank back on his heels, his breath rapid against her upraised buttocks that still had the imprint of his hands on them.


‘Is Master finished yet?’


‘Yes, Señora,’ he said and stood, pulling up and fastening his pants.


‘Can I get up now, Master? I feel rather sore.’


‘Yes, get up.’ He scowled. ‘Slaves do not complain, Señora. Or they get another smack.’


Tilda shuddered at the threat. ‘Sorry, Master.’ She stood and straightened her dress. ‘I will not mention it again.’


‘See you do not. You are a good slave. I only hurt you for your own good.’


‘Thank you, Master. I am pleased.’


But her face didn’t reflect any pleasure. In fact she looked empty and rather soulless. That twinge of conscience now worked at his gut but, with ease, he dismissed it.


Perez gestured towards the bags he’d been sorting through. ‘We crash our airplane in enemy territory,’ he explained. ‘Now we must get our things together. Leave.’


Mixed among Denby’s discarded clothes, draped over ferns and exotic big leaves, was her own clothing, but she didn’t recognise any of it.


‘Yes, Master.’


He transferred all the useful stuff to Denby’s haversack, as that was the easiest bag to carry. It was an interesting assortment. Denby’s hide pouch contained a parchment map wrapped around a scintillating diamond; this Perez pored over for quite a few minutes, licking his lips in anticipation of more riches.


There were several other items he thought might prove of service. Denby’s Colt automatic, with a full magazine of seven rounds; some spare cartridges; three water canteens; a small bottle of Johnnie Walker; Tilda’s Webley and ammunition; her bullwhip; two hunting knives in sheaths; a shaving mirror; a pack of cigarettes and a lighter. The only food was two cans of baked beans and a can of corned beef in Denby’s pack.


‘Carry this,’ Perez said and, as she took the haversack off him, he noticed her wedding ring. ‘Wait.’ He reached for her hand and eased the gold band off her finger. ‘If you’re a good slave, I might let you wear this pretty trinket another time,’ he said and thrust it into his shirt’s top pocket.


‘Yes, Master.’


‘Now, follow me.’


She nodded and shoved her arms into the straps.


He strode to the edge of the jungle and cut a way through with his machete while Tilda followed.


Cicadas cheeped and chirruped.


Somewhere a lion coughed and then roared.


They’d only been walking for less than an hour, but it seemed that every time he glanced back, she’d fallen over.


Exasperated, he advanced towards her as she lay on the jungle floor.


He grabbed an ankle and lifted up her leg. He twisted her over onto her belly and could see a length of tanned leg and bare white buttock.


Hands scrabbling amongst stinking and damp foliage on the ground, Tilda let out a shriek and pleaded, ‘Please don’t smack me, Master! I only tripped!’


‘I’ve had enough!’ Perez snarled.


He scowled at her and she fell silent, wide eyes fearfully on him as the machete descended.









Chapter 3: The waterhole


WIELDING THE MACHETE, Perez sliced off the heel of her white lace-up boot. Grabbing the other leg, he did the same again. ‘Now you walk better, I think! Keep up!’


‘Yes, Master,’ Tilda replied. ‘Thank you, Master. I am grateful.’


Perez swore under his breath. He felt he was going to regret telling her to address him as ‘Master’. It was already getting on his nerves.


Well, he could console himself with her body when they camped tonight.


Tilda didn’t understand why her master was in such a bad mood. She’d done as he asked, after all. Maybe she was incapable of pleasing him. Was that the lot of a slave? Always to fall short of pleasing the master?


Guilt dried up her throat as she recalled her sudden repugnance when he entered her. She’d struggled in vain to stop him, but wondered why. Slaves shouldn’t resist their masters, should they?


She was surprised that though he hurt her while he smacked her bottom, she’d experienced a strange yet quite exciting warmth through her loins, anticipating the next slap. She didn’t understand her body’s reaction at all. Slapping was wrong, hurtful, she felt sure, though why wasn’t clear. Yes, it hurt, to begin with. Yet she’d found herself starting to like it, especially the spreading warmth. Surely that was wrong?


And then during his vigorous penetration, she sensed a growing awareness, a faint singing in her whole body, as if she was on the brink of some discovery. As if the act they shared was familiar. Perhaps that was why she’d moved backwards and forwards in time with his thrusting movement – to induce pleasure in herself.


Towards the end, just before her master finished, she’d felt on the verge of a powerful emotion. Her cheeks flushed at the thought. Surely a slave should not seek pleasure but only bestow it?


It was most odd. She knew that her memory was deficient, but couldn’t isolate where the lost memories ended and the new ones began. It had something to do with her being Mr Perez’s slave, she guessed.


Their trek through the jungle was tiring and wore them down. The humidity, the lack of food for several hours, the deafening cacophony of animal sounds and the unrelenting powerful rays of the sun percolating through the tree canopy above – all helped to sap their strength.


Tilda was grateful that her master was leading the way with the cleaving machete. Vines, giant sedge and banana plant leaves, enormous ferns and branches – all were cut away to create a barely adequate trail through the jungle.


Now it seemed that each sweeping blow of the blade took longer as he slowed his pace. She was almost mesmerised by the broad back and rippling muscles glimpsed under the torn, sweat-soaked shirt.


She realised that her ripped and dirty dress was drenched in perspiration too. She started fingering her hair, as it was in such disarray, but finally decided not to bother. She couldn’t fathom why she should care about her appearance. Some elusive memory hung on that thought, as if she had recently dwelled on clothing and fashion, but it took flight. Flies and butterflies hovered around them, attracted by their sweat. She shook her head, annoyed and frustrated.


There were more immediate things to worry about, anyway. The straps of the haversack chafed her shoulders. Her mouth was dry.


Unbidden, a fresh thought entered her head and she stooped down and picked up a small, round pebble lying next to the gnarled root of a tree. She wiped it on a sleeve and popped it into her mouth. Immediately, as soon as she felt its satin sheen against her tongue, she experienced a faint sensation of pleasure – and moisture started building up in her mouth. A useful trick, but how did I know to do it?


Hours passed. From time to time she spotted a couple of black-and-white Colobus monkeys swinging from treetop to treetop. After a while her ears tuned out the constant chattering of monkeys, the croak of bullfrogs, the cawing of exotic birds and the occasional threatening roar of some great cat.


They only stopped briefly, when Perez signalled to her. He would then walk back and unfasten the flap of the bag on her back and take out a water canteen. He’d slurp at it, his Adam’s apple bobbing, then hand it to her. She’d tuck the smooth stone to one side of her mouth and swallow only a little of the warm metallic-tasting liquid, then wipe her mouth on her sleeve, while he stood and watched her, his eyes staring at her wet, glistening chest.


For some reason her breasts fascinated him. She was aware they pressed against the sweat-soaked fabric and were clearly outlined, as was his dark, curly haired chest. She wasn’t interested in looking at him, though; in fact, she felt a gnawing dislike for him, and this worried her. Because he was her master, after all, and as such she felt he had the power of life and death over her ... She supposed this is what masters of slaves did – eyed their possessions – and tried not to think any more about it.


At one point when Perez had moved up ahead to break yet another trail, Tilda lagged behind. It almost proved fatal.


A huge, thick, green and yellow coil of snake dropped from the branches above, draping over her shoulder and suddenly tugging tightly. Just by chance she’d had one arm outstretched to brush aside a stray branch otherwise both arms would have been pinned to her side. The sudden weight of the thing almost tumbled her to the ground. She braced her legs and in the same instant her free hand darted out and grabbed the neck of the snake just below its triangular shaped head. Its jaws were wide, ready to bite.


Its yellow slit eyes looked alien and without feeling. Its forked tongue flicked in and out, the huge mouth gaping and the nostrils flared. She felt her stomach squirm and somersault.


Tilda could already feel the snake’s coils tighten. It wouldn’t take long for it to crush her. Dredged from deep memory was the thought that constrictors don’t have a poisonous bite – but she wasn’t going to let go of its neck to test that theory.


‘Master!’ she called while she still had air in her lungs. ‘Help, Master!’
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