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  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  VILLAGE VIRGINS BOOK 1: PASCO’S MAID





  “The twists and turns in the plot will keep you wondering just what is going to happen next. It is most definitely worth the time to read. I hope you enjoy it as much as I did.




  “Happy reading.”




  Night Owl Romance




  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  NAKED AGGRESSION





  “A well told tale of the genre, one that thriller fans will enjoy. Recommended to fans of recent history and thrillers that offer more than the ordinary gore stained story.”




  Anne K. Edwards




  Mysteryfiction.net




  Preface




  Many American tourists are well acquainted with the warm weather that makes the Caribbean so attractive during the period from November through March. But, how many have experienced the full force of the icy cold weather so prevalent in Scotland during those same months? Having seen the enormous meteorological difference between those two places, I set out to write a story that contrasts them, moving from the Caribbean heat to an icy Scottish winter.




  I checked the British meteorological records for February 2001, confirming that an intense anticyclone over Finland directed a mass of very cold air across the whole of Scotland. The Shetland Islands, to the north of the Scottish mainland, experienced a record low temperature of minus eleven point nine Celsius. On the mainland, substantial falls of heavy snow caused severe disruption. Vehicles were trapped in snowdrifts that built up along roads throughout the country. In remote areas, people were left isolated.




  What an ideal setting for a murder mystery.




  Many of the places I describe in this novel are real. Get out a guide book to the Caribbean and check out the geography of Dominica and Tortola. It should all fit. It did the last time I was there.




  There are some exceptions: there is no village called Winterbourne Worthy in Dorset. I created it for a previous book, Naked Courage. But it is based upon a real village called Worth Matravers. In fact, I keep a file of photographs of the real village on my computer. The pictures have helped me describe the area accurately when I’m many miles away from there.




  The English beer is real. If you’re ever in that part of Dorset, you can try out a pint of Old Thumper real ale if you have a strong enough stomach. A bit of advice though: it would be best not to try driving afterwards. The Scott Arms pub in Kingston is real and its rear garden genuinely does have a glorious view of the old castle at Corfe village. The village church at Minstead is also real. And so is Mr. White’s (altered) gravestone.




  Fort William is a real town on the coast of Scotland, about halfway up on the left-hand side as you look at the map. The Ben Machair hotel, however, is another piece of fiction, created purely for this novel. The dramatic landscape around there is very real, as is the eeriness of Glencoe. I have seen that part of Scotland in summer and in winter and it never fails to impress.




  Chapter 1




  Six months ago




  As I begin to write this account, my wife sits at the far end of the room with a novel open in her hands. She hasn’t turned a page in ten minutes or more. She knows that I’ll have to draw upon dark memories and she’s worried.




  She has reason to be.




  In some ways the reverberating aftershock is worse than the original horror. It lasts. How painfully, it lasts. It’s an indelible mark upon my life. If it hadn’t been for that Caribbean vacation, the rest of the calamity would never have happened. In this goddamn crazy world, life often has a way of kicking you in the teeth like that, pulling tragedy out of good intent. I should have foreseen it. After the death of my sister and my first wife, I should have been clued in to the risks.




  But I wasn’t.




  * * * *




  November 2000




  We were in no hurry to get anywhere in those first few days at sea. Our catamaran was becalmed for two days in the Tobago Cays, south of St. Vincent. At the time I saw it as no real problem.




  By the second day, we were simply enjoying this unexpected lull in our vacation. The two teenage girls who sailed with us—my niece, Ellen Bodine, and her school friend, Julie Mitchell—were frolicking naked in the warm sea. They seemed totally at ease with their constant nudity and with each other. I watched and wished I could have met girls like them when I was their age. Not because I had any secret dreams of fucking them. Hell no, I had responsibilities towards those girls and I was determined to see they came to no harm. I simply wished I could have grown up with their enjoyment of the natural pleasures of this world, like being able to swim naked without recrimination. My own teenage years were difficult, something I usually preferred to forget about.




  Marie was sunbathing on the deck. Behind her sunshades, she looked like she was asleep so I settled down beneath the awning and stuck my nose into a thriller novel. Back home, American Interstate Airlines was expanding rapidly and I’d been flying long-haul routes regularly over the previous three months. I was tired and I’d been looking forward to this vacation. Now, with the noonday sun hovering over a calm sea, the stillness of the air made the enforced delay seem quite magical. But, as things turned out, it was all an illusion. A terrible illusion.




  I didn’t notice Marie waken, didn’t hear her creep across the deck. She was almost on top of me, pulling off her panties, when I looked up. She was grinning and I knew exactly what she had in mind. She had that cute way of thrusting out her hips when she was gagging for sex, as if she was saying “get your fucking cock in there quick, before I die of waiting.” Except that she never would actually say “fucking cock” because she was too polite. She only ever used the word “fuck” in its true meaning and she said it so sweetly you’d think she was addressing British royalty rather than her American husband. “Please will you fuck me,” came out of her mouth as prim and polite as if she were asking for a second cup of tea. Her mother was English, which must have been why Marie had that strong air of social refinement in public.




  “The girls…” I began.




  “They’re in the water. They won’t see us.” Marie straddled me, pulled down my shorts and caressed my cock. It snapped up like the flip-lid on a trash can. “Reckon you can manage it again?”




  “Give it a try.” I threw aside the book. “You want to ride on top this time?”




  “You bet. God, there’s something about this vacation that’s making me hot. I can’t seem to get enough of it.” She wrapped her fingers around my rigid cock and slid it up into her pussy in one smooth, decisive move. Inside, she was moist and warm. Within seconds she was gyrating her hips and moaning with sheer pleasure. Heaven knows how I managed to get my cock up so easily. It was our third fuck since breakfast.




  “That’s fantastic,” she sighed. “This is going to be the most wonderful vacation we’ve ever had. Nothing could possibly spoil it.”




  I can still recall the look of sheer joy spread across her face when she said it. She was wrong, of course…so very wrong… but how could either of us have possibly known that?




  * * * *




  The following morning a stiff breeze picked up and we sailed on south. We were approaching the island of Dominica around mid-afternoon when we lost the wind again. We were out of sight of Roseau, the capital, so I started the engine and motored into a convenient sandy bay on the east coast.




  The beaches here are dark volcanic sand, not the best in the Caribbean, so I was surprised to see a schooner already at anchor, close to the shore. Its hull was completely black except for a white-painted name beneath the bow: Blackstone Buccaneer. Ashore, the crew seemed to be busy with some large wooden crates. Two of the crates, each about six feet square, sat at the water’s edge. They were alongside an upturned rotten hulk, probably the wreck of a ship caught in some long-past hurricane. A third crate was balanced precariously aboard a dinghy being rowed out to the schooner.




  Our appearance on the scene caused some obvious consternation amongst the shore party. A couple of dark-skinned men shouted across the water at us, waving us away. I couldn’t make out their words—it seemed to be a local patois—but there was no mistaking their aggression.




  Ellen was visibly annoyed. “They can’t order us away, Uncle Mike. We’ve got a right to come in here, just as much as they have.” She stood at the stern and stared back at them while pulling a loose strand of hair away from her face. She was forever doing that: pulling golden tendrils from her face. They always fell back again.




  She added to the youthful image by jutting out her juvenile tits in a sign of petulant annoyance. It didn’t seem to bother her that she was still stark naked. Thanks to Marie, a helluva lot had changed in the past six months.




  “There are more of them than there are of us,” I pointed out. “It wouldn’t be wise to pick a fight.” I was also worried about the effect Ellen’s nudity would have on a group of brawny Caribbean seamen. She was a lean, healthy girl with beautiful tits and ass to die for. Any man who didn’t notice that was, quite simply, not a man.




  Not wanting to provoke trouble, I started the engine again and took us round to the next bay. It was no more than a small cove, but it was deserted so I cut the engine about a hundred yards from the gently lapping water’s edge and dropped the anchor. It was late afternoon, but we were already on a low tide so I had no worries about being beached during the night.




  “We should be safe enough here,” I told Ellen and Julie. “You can swim to the shore, but don’t stray too far in case those guys from the schooner are on the prowl.”




  “We can take care of ourselves,” Ellen replied petulantly.




  I harbored a few doubts about that, but kept them to myself.




  About six months before we took the vacation, my cousin, Jack Bodine, and his wife were killed outright in a head-on pile-up on the interstate freeway just outside L.A. They left behind three offspring. The accident happened around the same time we got final confirmation that Marie would never be able to have children. Maybe that was why she was so keen to offer a home to Ellen, Jack’s seventeen-year-old daughter.




  The two older siblings, Rebecca and Mark, were both away at university and we told them they could stay with us during the vacations. Ellen had another year at High School before she could leave home, so we took her in straight away. I had some reservations at the start, knowing that Jack Bodine’s house had been a frequent battle-ground for arguments between the kids and their parents, but Ellen had to live somewhere and the alternatives were few. Marie was down in the mouth after getting the bad news from the fertility clinic, but she was like a woman reborn when Ellen came into our lives. Her maternal instincts suddenly came into play, her zest for life shot up. Motherhood—albeit surrogate motherhood—suited her.




  “We’re having dinner in an hour,” Marie called out from the galley as the two girls prepared to swim ashore. While we were at sea, she liked to keep the day to a regular routine with an evening meal at six o’clock.




  “Give us a wave when you want us back.” Ellen grinned mischievously and then dived over the side, her long, blonde hair streaming out behind her until she disappeared beneath the warm, still sea.




  She arose, spluttering, and trod water until her friend, Julie, clambered down one of the stern ladders. A chirpy little brunette with laughing eyes, she was less confident in the water than Ellen. They swam to the shore side by side, two slender, attractive girls united by their emotional love for one another and a healthy appreciation of each other’s bodies.




  I watched them with a sense of satisfaction and pride at what Marie had achieved with Ellen in only six months. When her parents were alive, I’d long viewed both Ellen and her elder sister, Rebecca, as products of serious repression. Jack and Beth Bodine were very strict on matters of moral behavior—their own repressive version of moral behavior—and demanded impossibly high standards from their daughters. While they lived at home, both girls dressed like frumps and they displayed all the signs of, one day, going wildly off the rails. The signs were already coming to fruition in Rebecca who was treating university life as an excuse for getting drunk and fucking every unsuitable man in sight. She’d totally lost track of the link between sex and self-respect, assuming she’d ever seen it in the first place. Marie saw the warning signs of rebellion in Ellen the first time she met her. In her own, self-assured way, she set about changing that by lifting all the barriers of repression.




  With Marie’s help, Ellen had waxed her bikini line before the vacation. It was the first time in her life she’d done it and it was a complete waste because her pubic hair was no more than a wispy thin layer of soft, golden down. It hid very little of her pussy and was almost invisible from any distance. Marie encouraged it because she had strong ideas about nudity. She thought all youngsters should grow up with a healthy appreciation of their bodies, girls in particular. If young girls spent more time naked, there would be less obesity, she claimed. If their bodies were constantly on show, they would have good reason to take more care of them. And she reckoned that uninhibited nudity was a good way of overcoming teenage sex problems. She was adamant that girls should be taught how to fuck—using the word in its true meaning—by their mothers. They should be taught properly, with a healthy dose of wisdom always free from overtones of pompous morality.




  “Mum used to tell me off for sunbathing in a bikini,” Ellen announced soon after she came to live with us and discovered we had an outdoor pool.




  Marie was quick to reply. “Your mother had a right to impose her own rules in her own home, but my rules are different. You’ve a gorgeous figure and I think you have the right to show it off. You’re allowed to swim naked in our pool.”




  “Even when I invite friends round?”




  “Especially when you invite friends round. Boys and girls.”




  The offer was made in good faith, but Ellen never invited boys to swim in the pool. Instead, we got used to her inviting girlfriends to come over and frolic naked with her. I generally let Marie handle things to avoid giving the impression of being a voyeur. She reveled in it. Marie was no prude, never had been, and once she had Ellen’s confidence, she launched into a woman-to-woman discussion about safe sex and the importance of mutual respect between herself and whoever she fell in love with. To her astonishment, she discovered that Ellen was not only a virgin, she was also acutely naive about the mechanics of having sex with a man. The even bigger surprise was that her virginity wasn’t entirely a matter of ignorance. Even when she was buoyed up with Marie’s maternal guidance, she never allowed any boy to fuck her. But she enjoyed being with other girls.




  Sometimes, one of Ellen’s girlfriends would stay the night. I learned from Marie that they would sleep naked together in Ellen’s bed.




  “Do you think it’s a phase Ellen’s going through?” I asked one night after we’d gone to bed and could hear the girls giggling in the next room.




  “No. We’ve talked about it, Ellen and me. It’s more than just a phase.”




  “She’s attracted to other girls?”




  “She’s a lesbian, Mike. Why don’t you come out and say what it is? There’s nothing illegal about it.”




  “And the other girls?”




  “Some are bi-sexual, some are just experimenting. But Julie’s the real thing.”




  In the event, Julie eventually filled Ellen’s heart as well as her bed. Secure in the easy-going atmosphere that Marie created at home, the long-standing friendship between the two school friends blossomed into love, and that was probably the best thing that could happen to Ellen. Her natural grief over the loss of her parents was put aside and her sexual inhibitions began to melt fast, like mountain snow greeting the coming of spring. The Caribbean vacation allowed them to explore their relationship to the fullest.




  I waited until the two girls walked up onto Dominica’s volcanic beach and watched them make straight for the greenery that headed the brown sand. They would want some privacy while they kissed, finger-fucked and performed cunnilingus on one another. Knowing them, I had no doubts that they would take their time over it. Jack and Beth would have had apoplexies at the thought of their daughter enjoying lesbian sex, but Ellen had learned to cope well with her sexual orientation. Marie and I respected her right to explore it to the full.




  I went back to my novel with no further thoughts about the girls or Marie. Well, that was my intention. Within minutes, my wife was lying down on the deck beside me and wrapping her arm about my waist. She was wearing only a pair of skimpy nylon panties molded tightly around her pubic mound and leaving nothing to the imagination. With one sudden movement, she grabbed at me and pushed my shorts down to my ankles. Not being prone to missing an opportunity, I kicked them across the deck.




  She held my growing erection on the flat of her palm and studied it as if it were something new. “Stand up straight when I’m talking to you,” she said laughingly. And when my cock obeyed she kissed it.




  I pulled her closer to me and wrapped my lips about each of her hard little nipples in turn. Then I reached one hand down between her thighs and pulled the thin material of her panties away from her pussy. She was warm and wet where she was supposed to be warm and wet, and her breathing was getting sharper by the second.




  She grinned at me as I slid two fingers up into her vagina, slowly rubbing them across her clitoris. Having never given birth, Marie’s passage was still wonderfully tight. As for the rest of her body…well, I never ceased to be amazed at how a woman of thirty three could retain the figure of an eighteen-year old. Her narrow waist, her firm, rounded tits jutting out as if constantly demanding attention and her slender thighs all added up to a body looking like it had been trapped in a time warp.




  She gave me a coy expression as I withdrew my fingers. “I want you to fuck me with my panties on,” she hissed, her breath tingling against my face.




  “But you prefer to be fucked naked. You know you do.”




  She kissed me lightly. “Yes, I do normally. But right now I want a bit of variety. Please.”




  “Okay, honey. Sounds like a good idea to me.” I rolled over on top of her and continued holding aside the crotch of her panties until I was thrusting my cock up inside her.




  She rode her hips against me, matching my pace and, within a few minutes, her heavy breathing turned to a gasping moan. “Oh, God! Yes! That’s it!”




  I took her slowly at first, taking time to make each thrust do its job properly, going down on her until I filled her beautifully tight cunt to the hilt. The panties rubbed against the side of my rigid shaft, adding to the tingling sensation. She cupped the back of my neck with her fingers and pulled my face close to hers so that she could kiss me, one kiss for each stroke. When I sensed that she was ready for it, I moved up a gear and powered at her faster and faster until we both came to a glorious orgasm.




  “Was that variety enough?” I asked as I slid off her and onto the deck.




  “Sure was.” She kissed the tip of my nose. “Seeing those two girls naked must have done something for you.”




  “Maybe. More likely it was seeing you in the mood for sex.”




  Marie laughed and lay back beside me. She waited a good five minutes before she stood up and took off the panties. “I don’t need these now,” she said, fixing me with a wicked expression. She sniffed at them and threw them down into the cabin.




  Despite the distraction, Marie had dinner ready for the four of us at six o’clock. She called up from the galley, telling me to signal to the girls. The sun was now low in the sky, lighting up the few clouds on the horizon with a beautiful golden hue.




  “I don’t see them,” I replied, standing at the stern and shielding my eyes as I swung my gaze across the beach.




  “I told them I’d be serving dinner at six.”




  “I’ll take the dinghy ashore and look for them. They’ve probably lost track of the time.” I didn’t bother to add that they’d likely be too busy making love to notice the sun going down.




  I recovered my shorts, hopped down the starboard stern steps into the dinghy and pushed away from the catamaran. As the sun sank lower still, the island was beginning to turn into a dark outline of high hills.




  Five hundred years ago, when Columbus was asked to describe Dominica, he crumpled up a sheet of paper and dropped the heavily creased ball onto a table. That was how he saw it: a craggy, furrowed mass of hills. Little has changed since then. Dominica is easily the most mountainous and forested of all the Caribbean islands. Up in the hills it rains heavily while bright sunshine bathes the coastal areas. The forests thrive so well in the heat and high rainfall that parts of the island’s interior are still unexplored. I’d heard that lawless gangs hid out up there, but had no idea what sort of criminal activities they indulged in.




  I jumped ashore, pulled the dinghy further up the volcanic sand and looked around. The air was thick and steamy with moisture that leaked down from the rain-forested hills. There was still no sign of the two girls.




  I cupped my hands at my mouth and called to them. “Ellen! Julie!”




  They didn’t reply, but a movement at the far side of the beach caught my attention. The shadowy undergrowth crackled as a tall, burly Afro-Caribbean man pushed his way into view. He emerged into the fading sunlight like a heavy brigade of just one. He must have been at least six foot four, thickly built with black frizzy hair. Dressed in torn jeans and a dark blue tee shirt, he looked a typical beachside bum.




  He jerked his bearded face from side to side, sweeping his gaze back and forth across the beach. A large machete hung from his belt.




  Finally, he settled his attention on me. “What the hell are you doing here?” He waved his hands in front of him, two giant fists pummeling at the warm, humid air.




  “Minding my own business,” I told him. I’d already sussed out that he was in no mood to tell me what I wanted to know.




  He grunted and took a step closer, his huge bare feet leaving deep indentations in the sand. “You’ve no business here. Go away.” His eyes glinted and he continued waving those enormous fists at me.




  “I’m looking for two white girls,” I said. “They swam ashore from our boat. Have you seen them?”




  “Go away,” he repeated. “We don’t want you here.” He drew out his machete in one big hand and waved it at me. I took the hint and backed off to the dinghy.




  I rowed out a few yards from the shore, which must have been enough to soften the big man’s annoyance because he turned away and stomped off into the undergrowth. When he was out of sight, I doubled back to the shore and ran across the beach after him. If he’d done anything to harm the girls, I was sure as hell going to make him pay for it, whatever the risk.




  The greenery rustled as he pushed his way through it ahead of me. I kept just far enough back to follow without being seen. Eventually the sound of his huge body moving through the vegetation stopped, and I stopped with it. I knelt down and listened. Voices drifted towards me from just a few yards ahead. I bent low and crept closer. Then I pulled aside some large leafy plants to better see what was happening.




  The daylight was failing fast now, but bright moonlight was taking its place. Peering through the foliage, I saw the big Afro-Caribbean guy talking to a young colored woman in smartly-pressed military khaki shirt and skirt. Two armed men in crumpled army fatigues, looking like boy soldiers who were out of their depth, stood nearby. I tried to make out what the main characters were saying, but they kept their voices low, so I moved closer still…and stepped on a dry branch that broke with a sharp crack.




  The Afro-Caribbean guy’s head swung round. “Come out of there!” he bellowed at me.




  The young woman soldier pulled a pistol from a leather holster and pointed it in my direction. She looked distinctly pissed off.




  I stood up with my hands raised. “Don’t shoot.”




  “Who the hell are you, and what do you want here?” The woman spoke with a clear, ringing voice that was only lightly tinged with a Caribbean accent. I guess it was the local equivalent of a well-educated mode of speech. Maybe she’d been to an expensive school some place else.




  “Name’s Mike Bodine,” I replied. “I’m looking for a couple of white girls. They swam ashore from our boat and I figure they might have got lost.”




  “I told you to go away!” the big man rasped. “This is a dangerous place. There are men out there who’d kill you without a moment’s hesitation.”




  “But I’m only looking for the two girls, like I told you. I have to find them.”




  The woman, who I now identified as a Dominican army officer, put away her gun and stepped towards me, walking fluidly as if she were floating on a cushion of air. She was young to be an officer, I thought, probably no more than late twenties or thirty. About five foot six, she had a smooth round face and wide, slate-grey eyes showing no trace of expression. Any sign of emotion was limited to the curve of her mouth. Her uniform curved round the outline of her well-developed figure, going in and out where it was supposed to go in and out with such precision you’d think it was glued to her skin.




  She breathed in and her chest poked itself at me. “We know all about it, Mr Bodine. The two white girls saw things they were not supposed to see. They’ve been taken captive by bandits. Just leave it to us to sort out, will you? You don’t know what you’re getting into.”




  I was astonished, appalled. “What? Taken captive? What do you mean, taken captive? What the hell’s going on here?”




  “They wandered off from their own beach and blundered into something they didn’t understand. They’re being held by a criminal gang in the next bay to where you’re anchored.” The closer the young woman got to me, the more alluring she looked.




  “Who the hell are you?” I snapped.




  She drew back her shoulders. “I am Captain Anne Margaritte of the Dominican Army.”




  “Really?” I wasn’t immediately impressed. “And just what the hell is going on here?”




  “I haven’t time to explain.” Captain Margaritte shook her head and gestured to the big guy. “Take Mr. Bodine back to his boat, Jasper. Make sure he doesn’t interfere again.”




  The big man called Jasper grabbed at my arm. “You heard what the captain said. Come with me.”




  “Like hell I will! I want to know what’s going on.”




  Jasper tightened his grip on my arm until I thought it would break. He looked big enough and angry enough to do it without hesitation. “Mister, whether you like it or not, I’m gonna take you back to your boat.” With a sharp pain running up my arm, it suddenly seemed like a good idea to go along with his intentions.




  The woman walked away to her two soldiers and Jasper escorted me back to the smaller bay. He didn’t say anything until we got to the beach.




  “Get away from here before you get hurt, Mr. Bodine. Go back to your boat, and don’t come ashore again. Let us deal with this matter.” He growled at me as he pushed me bodily into the dinghy. “Those are the captain’s orders.”




  “Are you one of that woman’s men?”




  “That woman?” he scowled. “That woman is Captain Anne Margaritte, one of the finest officers in our army.”




  I nodded at him angrily. “In those clothes, you don’t look like you belong to any army.”




  “I don’t. But I know this coast better than any army officer. Captain Margaritte understands that and she knows I can help her. If anyone can rescue your girls it’s gonna be me and Captain Margaritte.”




  “If those girls have been harmed...”




  “They sure as hell will be if you go blundering in after them. Take it from me, Mr. Bodine. They won’t get out alive unless you leave it all to me and the captain.”




  “And if I choose not to co-operate?”




  “You will.” He unsheathed his machete again and waved it at me. “You’ll do as you’re told.” He glowered at me. “Unless you want to risk them girls getting killed.”




  * * * *




  Marie was distraught, almost to the verge of collapse when I told her what had happened. All those years when she was desperate for a child of her own had to count for something. Now, after what must have seemed like an eternity of waiting, Ellen had come into her life and she’d learned to love the girl dearly. She indulged her as if she were her own daughter. And that was at the core of everything that followed—Marie loved the girl far too much. Sooner or later, something had to snap.




  Tears dribbled down her cheeks, quickly turning into rivers. “How could I live with myself if anything bad happened to her?” she wailed.




  “It’s not just Ellen,” I pointed out. “How do you think Julie’s parents will feel if they lose their daughter?”




  The message hit home and the rivers turned into torrents.




  It was impossible for us to sleep that night. We sat up and waited in a vain hope that the girls would come back.




  But, of course, they didn’t.




  The sun was still rising the next morning when we went up on deck.




  “Mr. Bodine!” A lone figure in army uniform hailed us. It was Captain Margaritte, waving from the water’s edge.




  “I’ll go and talk to her,” I told Marie.




  She grabbed at my arm. “I’ll come with you, Mike.”




  “No.” I kissed her on the forehead. “Stay here, just in case of trouble. I can’t risk anything happening to you as well.”




  I pulled on a clean pair of shorts for the sake of decency and rowed the dinghy towards the shore. I hadn’t even touched bottom before Captain Margaritte threw off her shoes and splashed out towards me, making a mess of her smart skirt.




  She grimaced and ordered, “Take me back to your boat.” Then she slipped lithely into the little craft as though she was quite used to such transport, sat down and said, “I need to talk to you.”




  The look on her face told me she had something important to say so I headed back towards the catamaran. When the captain climbed up onto the deck, Marie was waiting. Once again, she was wearing only her panties, but I figured that Anne Margaritte wouldn’t be too bothered. There were more important matters to discuss.




  “This is my wife, Marie,” I explained.




  “I’m called Anne, Mrs. Bodine.” She held out her hand and clasped Marie’s. “You must be worried about those girls. Can we go below and talk?”




  Marie led the way down the companionway. “Coffee?” she asked, stopping at the galley stove.




  “I’d love one.” Anne clasped her hands together as she sat down at the galley table and faced me. “I’m sorry I was rather abrupt with you yesterday, Mr. Bodine.”




  “Mike.”




  “Okay, Mike. Things are rather dangerous at the moment. I’ve been up all night watching the activity in the next bay.”




  “We didn’t get any sleep ourselves, Captain.” I sat down opposite her while Marie set the kettle to boil. “Now, how about you tell us what the hell is going on?”




  She nodded. “It’s all about gorillas.”




  I gasped. “It’s what?”




  “You must have heard about Dian Fossey and her work with the gorillas in the rainforests of Rwanda.”




  “The Gorillas in the Mist lady?”




  “Yes. The Gorillas in the Mist lady. She did all she could to prevent those endangered animals being taken into captivity. But Miss Fossey is now dead and her gorillas are still being captured for unscrupulous zoo owners around the world. They fetch good money for the gangs who take them. Here on Dominica, we have an ideal rainforest habitat for endangered animals like the highland gorillas. We created what we hoped was a safe haven for them, and we brought some of the endangered animals here.”




  She leaned towards the porthole and pointed towards the forested peaks. “Up there in our hills. The location is supposed to be a secret, but someone has discovered the animals. Someone intent on making a fast buck. They’ve captured a whole family of gorillas and they’re taking them away. And that’s why we’re here. We’re trying to stop them. Unfortunately, your two girls wandered round to the bay where some of the animals were being loaded onto the Blackstone Buccaneer. They were seen and captured.”




  “But you have only a small force,” I pointed out. “How can you hope to stop a gang like that?”




  “We can’t.” She shrugged. “Our army is doing the best it can, but we don’t have the manpower to tackle a gang like this one. Our aim is to monitor what’s happening on the ground and pass on information to an American warship waiting on the other side of the island. The Americans will launch an assault on the Blackstone Buccaneer when she’s at sea.”




  “You don’t mind us Yanks butting in?”




  “What else can we do?” She faced me head-on and the look in her eyes told me she was being honest with me. “There are no British warships presently in the area so our government has asked for American help. The men taking the animals are no more than pirates. International pirates. And they have to be stopped.”




  Marie came to the table with a tray bearing three mugs of steaming coffee. “And how will you rescue the girls?”




  “Carefully. Very carefully. We think they’re still alive, but if we blunder in on the scene, they will probably be killed immediately.” Anne lifted a mug to her lips. “Our best hope is that the gang will sail off and leave them behind. For the present, we’re just watching, trying to work out exactly where the girls are being held.”




  They could be...” I glanced at Marie’s white face, “...raped.”




  “They should have had more sense than to go ashore naked. But, for what it’s worth, we think they’re unharmed…so far. We saw them being taken across the beach an hour ago and they didn’t look like they’d been assaulted.”




  “But you can’t be sure.”




  “No, but this particular gang are an unusually clever bunch of pirates. They’re notorious thieves, but they’re also cunning and they’re disciplined. They’re not mindless rapists.” She took a deep breath. “They will harm the girls…kill them…but only if they think they have to—not because they want to.”




  “You’re sure of that?”




  “It’s the way they’ve acted in other incidents. They consider it their right to steal, and to kill if they see no other option, but they draw the line at rape. Their leader actually goes to church once in a while. God knows why his priest allows it, but there you are.”




  “That’s supposed to reassure us?”




  She shrugged. “It’s the only hope we have. The fact is, Mr. Bodine, we have to play this matter very carefully. Like I said before, we don’t think the girls have been harmed yet.”




  A shiver of relief ran through me until I reminded myself that they were still held captive.




  I felt a bit more alive after we’d finished the coffee, and I followed the captain back on deck with a determination that Ellen and Julie had to be rescued, one way or another. But I said no more about it in front of Marie.




  As we came on deck, Anne suddenly stopped. “Damn!” She pointed to where the schooner was edging its way out from the next bay, a black outline against the clear sky. “I didn’t expect them to sail yet.” She slapped a fist into her opposite palm. “Damn, damn, damn! They must have finished loading the gorillas during the night. I must get back to my men.”




  I grabbed at her arm. “Don’t do anything yet. In that uniform, you’ll only draw attention to yourself and you’ll spook them. Wait until the schooner’s farther from the shore.”




  “But my men—” she protested.




  “They can’t do much now the ship’s set sail. Can they? Let’s wait until it’s farther out and then we’ll all go ashore and look for the girls.”




  Reluctantly, the young captain agreed to wait for a few minutes. But the schooner didn’t head straight out to sea. It suddenly swung towards us, on a course that would put it close alongside the catamaran. I knew then that I’d been right to insist that Captain Margaritte did nothing to draw attention to herself.




  “Maybe they simply want to head in this direction,” I suggested.




  Anne wasn’t so sure. “More likely they want to see who’s on board this vessel.”




  “You’re probably right. They’ll have spotted there are three of us. We’ll just have to play it cool.”




  “Play it cool? And me in an army captain’s uniform?” Anne began ripping off her outer clothes. “If they spot me in this gear, they’ll be certain to board us.” She threw her shoes, skirt and shirt down into the cabin and stood beside me in her brassiere and panties. Despite my misery at the situation, her rounded contours were a delight to see.




  Standing on the other side of me, Marie put a hand to my arm and whispered, “Eyes front, Mike.”




  I swung my gaze away from Anne and concentrated on the schooner, trying to deduce the crew’s intentions. In the silence that followed, a long trail of slow-moving minutes dragged by, eating up any trace of patience I was able to muster. The Blackstone Buccaneer came closer still and I made out two men near the bow watching us through telescopes.




  “We’ve sure got their full attention now.” I hissed.




  “Damn!” Anne gritted her teeth.




  “If there’s anything you can do to stop them from boarding us, this is the moment to do it,” I said, trying to sound calm. “Any bright ideas?”




  “We must try to look like tourists: all three of us.” Anne glanced sideways at Marie, still wearing only her panties. Without a moment’s hesitation, she pulled off her brassiere and her own panties and threw them down into the cabin. Her naked skin glistened in the sunlight. Her pendulous tits, topped with large nipples, stood out like ripened fruit.




  I gasped. “Just what have you got in mind?” I asked.




  “No more than what I said. Make them think we’re tourists sunbathing.”




  “But…what about the girls? They must know that Ellen and Julie came from this boat. They must know we’ll be looking for them.”




  Anne gritted her teeth. “Probably. But that doesn’t mean we suspect the schooner crew of being involved in the girls’ disappearance.”




  “You think they’ll be fooled?” I asked. As the schooner came closer, so the men on deck came into sharper focus. For all Anne’s reassurances about their leader’s sense of discipline, they were as ugly a bunch of pirates as I could imagine. With each passing minute, the tension increased.




  “We must do our best to fool them into thinking we’re not interested in them,” Anne snapped.




  “What the hell should we be interested in?”




  “Just enjoying a quiet vacation.”




  “That was why we came here, dammit!”




  “So you’d better make it look real.” She grabbed at Marie’s arm. “There’s one thing we can do to try and fool them. We can make them think we’re a threesome and we’re more interested in each other than them. It’s a long shot, but I can’t think of any other ploy.”




  I frowned at her. “A threesome? How?”




  “Follow me.” She led us to the front of the cabin, pushing Marie ahead of her. “Get up there on the cabin roof, Mrs. Bodine, and spread your legs. I’m going to pretend to suck you.”




  “You’re joking!” Marie’s eyes flew wide open.




  “It’s no joke,” Anne replied grimly. “Your husband can pretend to fuck me from the rear.”




  “Good God!” Marie’s mouth hung open. “I don’t believe this!”




  Anne shook her head, her eyes displaying her fear. “It’s the only thing I can think of. You’ve got a better plan?”




  “This is just pretend? Isn’t it?” Marie slipped off her panties and dropped them on the deck.




  “Of course it is. But make it look real, for God’s sake. If those guys get aboard this boat, we’re dead. All of us!”




  Seeing no other option, I helped Marie up onto the cabin roof. Her eyes were wide with a mixture of fear and disbelief as she lay back with her legs wide. Then I took off my shorts.




  Anne put her face down between Marie’s thighs. “Now, Mike! You must pretend to fuck me,” she hissed back at me.




  I grabbed her by the waist and pressed my hips against her slender butt. Despite the danger we faced, my cock instantly came to life and poked itself up against the lips of her cunt.




  “Sorry,” I said. “Couldn’t help that.”




  “Don’t apologize, for God’s sake! Just pretend you’re fucking me.”




  The Blackstone Buccaneer came closer still. The crew were lined along the deck, gawking at us and laughing amongst themselves. The nearer they came, the greater the risk that they would see through our act. Anne must have realized that.




  “Moan as if you’re enjoying it,” she whispered.




  Tension ran heavily through Marie’s voice. “You think this is the way I want to be made love to?”




  Anne snapped back at her. “You think anyone actually wants to fuck like this? Damn! They’re much too close now.”




  I hissed into her ear. “Far too close. I can see the looks on their faces.”




  “You’ll just have to make it real.”




  “But…” Marie began to protest.




  “Don’t argue!” Anne shut her up before she could finish. “Either your husband fucks me convincingly or we’ll be killed and fed to the fishes. Look at their guns.”




  Sure enough, the guys aboard the schooner were heavily armed and looked set to make use of their weapons. I needed no further convincing. I plunged my cock into Anne’s cunt and started to pound away for real. For a woman who was supposed to be pretending, she had a surprisingly wet pussy.




  Looking over Anne’s shoulder I saw that her tongue was now licking wildly at Marie’s cunt. Marie moaned in appreciation and straightaway I picked up that it was no act. A moan like that had to be for real. I hoped the men aboard the Blackstone Buccaneer took the message.




  I kept on pumping away at Anne until she suddenly drew back her head and gasped aloud. Real or not, it brought a cheer of approval from the other vessel, which was now only six feet away on our port side.




  “God! But that’s fucking beautiful!” she shouted, loud enough for the pirate crew to hear. Then she pushed her head back down between Marie’s thighs and continued licking her clitoris.




  I was ready to shoot off, but forced myself to hold back. This act had to keep going until we were out of danger. How long would that be? I risked a glance to one side and saw the Blackstone Buccaneer sail on past.




  We’d fooled them. My whole body tensed as, with a long gasp of relief, I shot off a long spurt of semen high up inside Anne’s cunt.




  * * * *




  We waited until the Blackstone Buccaneer was out of sight before we hurriedly dressed and rowed to the shore. Anne looked less commanding now as she led the way through the undergrowth to the next bay. Maybe she felt less secure, having been fucked by a stranger in full sight of a desperate pirate crew. For decency’s sake, Marie and I wore shorts and tee shirts as we followed her.
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