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Chapter One

SIMON GATHERS ME UP carefully into his arms. Despite his precaution, the narrow, unstable craft rocks wildly, and I give a little mew of alarm as Mattius, already overboard, reaches up and holds the side of the canoe steady. I see the white dazzle of his flashing smile in the brilliant sunlight, his teeth standing out against the brownness of his face, on which the film of sweat shines and the beads of water on his brow and in the tight kinks of his black hair sparkle like jewels. My body glistens too, much paler, coated with fragrant expensive lotion and showing only the faintest suggestion of tan, against which even Simon’s oiled skin looks dark. I feel it rubbing against me as he cradles me and very gently eases me over the low side of the canoe, which dips almost to the surface of the water. I whimper, my left arm tightens involuntarily about Simon’s neck, and his beautiful face comes close, his nose nuzzles against my cheek, and I try to hide my fear. He leans over, passes me down to Mattius’s waiting arms, which take my weight as the tropic warmth of the swell envelops me.

Yet another little cry escapes, the anticipation and the beat of excitement subdued by the instinctive fear of this foreign element. I’ve never been a good or even competent swimmer. That queasy nervousness at knowing that when I lower my legs my feet won’t touch bottom has never left me. Mattius is underneath, my body pressed against the smooth, hairless torso, and the front of the hard thighs as he supports me. My arms move to lock round his neck, but Simon’s hands are now cupping under my shoulders, gripping my tender, recently shaved armpits. Normally anyone touching me there would reduce me to ticklish, squealing, foot-kicking helplessness, but I notice only the painful tightness of his clasp, and then the harsh abrasiveness of the rough hewn wood of the hull as he lifts me and hauls me back, separating my upper body from Mattius and pinning my shoulders against the boat. Mattius still grins, treading water. Now we are joined below the surface, intimately, for my legs have opened, circled his slimness and fastened pincer-like about his waist, and his hands are firmly holding me by my bottom. I can feel the clamping fingers digging into each cheek of my yielding flesh.

I lean my neck against the hard edge of the gunwale, stretching back, looking up through the dazzle of the sun and the wisps of my untidy blonde hair to Simon’s dark shape hanging over me. I can’t distinguish his features, though they’re only inches away, then his lips are nuzzling, kissing me behind my ear, whispering.

‘Stretch your arms out, along the side of the boat. I’ll keep hold of you. And Mattius won’t let you go, will he? Be my good girl, Crissie.’ He kisses me again. I gasp as he takes the lobe of my ear in his teeth and nips it sharply. I obey. My arms are stretched horizontally along the thin, rough edges of the canoe, and Simon’s head dips, his brown hair mingling with my tangled tresses, his lips nuzzling as I gaze up into those light grey eyes, yielding to their power over me. My body relaxes, my thigh muscles release their rigid grip on Mattius, I lie there, my buttocks resting against his hard belly and his loins, the warm water holding my loose limbs. ‘Good girl.’

Dexterous fingers deal with my bikini top, unclip the fastener between my shoulderblades. It must be Mattius, for Simon is still holding me under my shoulders, cushioning me against the roughness of the curving wood. The cups are gone, my breasts are free. Mattius’s brown hands are handling their soft roundness, the calloused pads of his thumbs flick over the nipples, which are erect little buds. He has seen me topless before. I was shy that first time, awkwardly folding my arms to hide my bosom, until Simon laughed, pulled my wrists away. ‘He sees tits every day, sweet. Bigger ones than yours, eh, Matt?’

My tits are quite small, I admit. But I’m happy with them, and so are quite a few others, including Simon – and Mattius too from the way he’s getting to grips. I can’t see what he thinks, because my head is arched back, I’m gazing up into Simon’s eyes, and his tongue is lapping and flicking at my parted lips in a series of soft, nibbling kisses.

Meanwhile, Mattius’s hands have left off their exploration, to deal with the tiny briefs. It takes him a while longer than it did to remove my bikini top but I guess it gives him as much pleasure. His fingers scrape against the sensitive skin at my hips and upper thighs as he rolls the miniscule triangles of cloth away. He has to extricate himself from between my legs and, just for a second, a flash of panic returns and I heave myself upwards, crucified against the curve of the hull, my legs stiffening as they close before Mattius captures them once more and peels the little rope of my briefs down and whisks them off my feet. Then he is back, his hands hold me by my bum, and my knees break the surface as he parts them and draws me firmly onto him and settles between my spreadeagled thighs.

At once I feel the throbbing hardness of his prick, its dome stirring, against the crease of my thigh and belly, thrusting against the fronds of my neatly trimmed pubis. I feel a ridiculous sense of shock at its touch, this evidence of his prepared nakedness, even though I am well aware what I’m there for. I can still hear Simon’s deep, tender tone as he told me so last night. ‘I’m giving you to Mattius – I want him to fuck you, Crissie, all right?’

What would he do if I said no? Tell me to pack my bags, clear out, order a car to take me from the hotel to the island’s only town, to pick up the ferry to the mainland? But of course, I didn’t. ‘Whatever you want, Simon,’ I said, as I always do.

There is to be no foreplay, no slow arousal, lips and tongues and fingers – but there is no need, on either side. Mattius’s cock is risen, pole hard, and my sheath is ready oiled to receive, beating to swallow the sword. Still I gasp at the first penetrating thrust. For all the countless pricks I have taken since that long ago and far away first, my pussy is still quite narrow and tight against the primary lunges. I gasp against the first clash of our pubic bones, the little splat of water against the slap of our bellies. The power of Mattius’s drive forces from me a little grunt, and the expulsion of air mingles with Simon’s breath as he bends lower, his lips on my uplifted mouth, his hands helping to cushion the shock of Mattius’s ramming into me, which sends the canoe rolling wildly.

In spite of Simon’s support, I feel a flare of pain across my shoulders and back as I am driven against the canoe. But pain becomes part of the pleasure, matching the fierce burn within. The long column bores in, possessing me, ploughing to the very cervix. The battering rapidity of the thrusts increases. Mattius no longer holds my bum. Instead he hooks the backs of my splayed knees over his arms, which reach out to seize the edge of the canoe, and the backs of my ankles rest on his shoulders, my kicking feet breaking surface. I slide down until the sea is lapping into and over my face, and I have lost contact with Simon’s mouth. He’s only a blurred dark silhouette up above me. I am riding on the battering heave of the brown body cleaving me. Mattius is driving up into me now, a fury that sends the boat rocking madly until I am sure it must capsize on top of us.

I’m terrified, but the swirling water and lack of breath prevent me from screaming. Come, Mattius, come! I want to yell, then, in the midst of this wild panic I feel my own crazy excitement surging, and now I do find voice in a wild bark at the climax that erupts, and then again, the spiral of ultimate sensation completed by the fierce surge of Mattius’s unhindered gushing explosion deep inside me.

The slow swelling sea is cleansing. The world tilts back to normality, its picture back in focus in the hot sunlight: the pale turquoise of the ocean, the white strip of beach no more than a hundred yards away, the tall slender coconut palms which fringe it, and the low thatched roofs of the hotel buildings away to our right, a few striped umbrellas visible. Anyone with binoculars and a curious mind might have studied our strange triangle: Simon leaning over the dipping boat, my thin pale arms, the bobbing heads, my upturned feet. And my being lifted, pale and naked, back into the canoe. But not yet.

I hang there, vertical in the water, turning to face the boat, holding to its side, Simon’s hands gentle over mine. Mattius hangs beside me, our hips companionably rubbing as I feel the residue of his come oozing from me, my cunt soothed and cleansed by the sea. Of course I don’t need to worry about being impregnated. I’m well protected by the marvels of modern medicine. But there are other dangers that cloud my mind. After all, safe sex is (pardon the expression) thrust down our throats nowadays, and here we are on the continent where a sexual plague has ravaged thousands or rather millions of its population, of which Mattius is one. But Simon had assured me, when he told me what he had arranged for me: ‘You don’t have to worry. He’s 100 per cent clean, Crissie, my love. Absolutely certain. You know what a grand chap he is. I’d never let anyone touch you I wasn’t absolutely sure of.’ Of course not.

‘What if someone sees? They might be watching, from the shore.’ I gaze up at him, suddenly aware of all the aches, and the stinging soreness.

Simon beams down at me, and I feel that other ache, that never goes away, in my heart. I don’t even care when the brown arms of the man who has just fucked me encircle me about the hips and his hands rest on my still finger-marked bottom as he helps Simon to haul me like some exotic fish back into the canoe. ‘Whatever you want, Simon. I love you!’ I say pleadingly, searching his grey eyes for his recognition.

Whatever you want. That’s been my motto, my mantra, throughout my 22-year life, as long as I can remember. All I’ve done is try to please, for my acquiescence to be acknowledged, for my desire to give pleasure to be valued. My infancy and childhood were described by the pundits as “dysfunctional”, to the point where I was forcibly removed from my background and “taken into care” – a phrase that still makes me smile (more a twisted grimace). By the time I escaped at 16 from a string of care homes and foster parents, I had learnt most of the skills needed to equip me for survival, and since then I’ve been honing those skills in the equally hard school of adult life. Let’s just say I know my place, and my worth – or lack of it. I knew that before I was removed from my birth family. But then I learnt that I needed to belong to someone . I mean it literally. Body and soul, or maybe heart – I’m not at all sure about “soul”. Submission and obedience. That way lies safety, and even love. Now that I’ve found Simon. Or rather he’s found me.

I was with Jo. She was a hard-faced bottle blonde at least ten years my senior, and I was one of her string of girls who worked strip clubs and did private “exhibishes”, as well as tricks with individual clients, for which Jo kept 90 per cent of the fee. It was Jo who got rid of my real name of Lorna and gave me Crystal, which was transformed to Crissie (without an “h”) and has stayed with me since. My subservience pleased her and I was soon sharing her bed and her private diversions. The sex was OK, though I was expected to make most of the running, and to give without receiving very much. That was all right too – I was used to it. She also had a penchant for S&M. This time it was the other way around. She did the giving, providing the S, while I was there to receive the M. Even that I could put up with, as long as I was appreciated and she soothed my fevered brow, and my striped and glowing backside, afterwards.

Then along came Simon. He was at a private do, in a plush London penthouse, which was something of a marathon, lasting the whole of a long weekend. Goodness knows why he picked me out – there were girls far more striking in all kinds of ways – but after our show I ended up in his bed half the night and the following morning, and he wanted to see more of me, as if that were possible!

Jo was not, as they say, best pleased, and I paid the price. When I finally got away from her and fled to Simon, I couldn’t sit down for two days, and my blistered bottom hurt if I blinked too hard. But it was worth it.

And still is, as he lays me naked on the wet bottom boards of the canoe in the fierce African sun, and I see the looming shape of Mattius’s tight, cream-yellow buttocks and the long, loose-hanging shape of his balls and flaccid penis swing over my head as the fisherman climbs nimbly back aboard and slips on his shorts, before settling in the stern and picking up the short paddle to guide us back in to the beach.

Simon is kneeling, gazing at me with that wonderful smile. He hands me my bikini top and I slip my breasts into the cold dampness of the cups and reach back to fasten the tiny metal clasp. My legs rub against his when he hands me the tiny briefs and I move to ease them on over my feet, then with some difficulty draw them up over my legs, and squirm to fit the tiny triangle over my sex. I notice the shape of his hidden prick in the tangerine silk trunks, and the small dark patch at its swollen tip, which I am convinced is not a water mark. Did it excite him to hold me, to kiss me and look into my eyes while the young native fisherman fucked me? And did it please him further that I had come, to see me so lost, so possessed, while he still held me and stared down at my upturned face?

That was what he wanted, he had told me: to see me copulate with Mattius, by his decree, and to know, with the fisherman driven to the hilt within me, and my own hidden flesh pulsing in the burst of orgasm, I was still utterly his, belonging only to him, from blonde and streaming head to those kicking, curling toes.





Chapter Two

IT’S NOT AT ALL surprising that, subjected to a childhood of abuse both physical and mental, I should grow up with a keen sense of my worthlessness. Miss Challis was the first person ever to make me challenge that assessment. Perhaps if I had been able to remain in contact with her, my life might have taken a different course altogether. We met at the start of my third year at comprehensive school, in Year 9. I was in a local residential care home at the time, having been removed from my latest foster parents because their 15-year-old son’s friendship had advanced to the stage of sneaking into the shower with me, and into my bed. I could probably have added to the family’s problems by telling of the thrashing Timmy’s father, with evident intemperate pleasure, gave me after discovering us together, but I had already learnt the lesson that too much confession was not good for the soul as far as the “Social” or the police was concerned. They would not want to know. Besides, it was already ingrained that more than enough guilt lay within me and my budding titties. I just needed to get away from Master Tim. So back to the residential home I went. Problems didn’t go away, but at least they were different.

There were about a dozen of us from the home attending Westport Comp, scattered through the years from 7 to 11. I don’t think we looked any different from the other 1488 – the uniforms were as smart, no hand-me-downs. Maybe we were short on the extras, like a flash mobile, designer label accessories, posh cars and parents to pick us up. We were different, that’s all there was to it. We hung about together at break and lunchtime.

Miss Challis was my form teacher. She was new too and it showed. 9AC we were called, because those were her initials. Amanda Challis. “Randy-Mandy”, as she was soon labelled familiarly, along with other more indecent nicknames totally at odds with her delightful appearance and unassuming manner. She was hopeless at keeping order – she seemed to be on the verge of bursting into tears most of the time, and I don’t blame her. We were two misfits together. She recognised it, and that’s how our rather special relationship began. She was kind, went out of her way to show her special feeling for me, to which I responded of course, with dizzy rapture. She kept me with her at breaks and lunchtimes, and then after school, offering to give me a lift back to the home in her little blue Fiat Cinquecento, so that I didn’t have to dash off to catch the minibus with the others.

I adored her. Of course everything was sweetly and tenderly innocent, except in my ragingly lubricious imagination. One day, when I burst into tears after some bullying prank from my form mates, Miss Challis kept me back, and, when we were alone, drew up a chair opposite my absurdly small desk. She reached out and seized both my hands in hers. She held me tight, interlaced her fingers in mine and didn’t let me go, and I felt faint with happiness and sobbed all the more. When the violence of my fit had passed, she let go of my left hand, delved in the pocket of her woollen calf-length skirt and pulled out a perfumed, immaculate, lace-fringed hankie, and began to wipe at my wet cheeks before passing it to me with instruction to have a good blow, then keep it. ‘I’ll wash it and bring it back, Miss!’ I promised, burying my nose in its fragrance, which was her sweetness, my giddy heart reminded me.

‘No, you keep it, I’ve got loads.’ She blushed. ‘I can’t bear to see you upset, Lorna.’ Our hands were entwined once more, and beneath the desk I felt her knees pressing against mine in thrilling intimacy. ‘You’re such a sweet girl.’ Her voice was no more than a husky whisper and, when I tried to reply, I was wordless. Her head moved until I could feel wisps of her dark hair brushing against my forehead, and my own blonde curls, and I felt powerless, hypnotised, my lips slightly parted, our breath mingling. I thought she was going to kiss me on my proffered mouth, and I thought I would surely faint, or perhaps pee myself with ecstasy, but, instead, she lifted my captive left hand and kissed the doubtless slightly grubby knuckles very softly and lingeringly, with those divine lips I longed to taste.

I never did. But over the next year and a half we became even closer. My behaviour and my grades at school had improved tremendously, and I was expected to achieve creditable grades at GCSE and even to stay on to do A levels, or maybe NVQs.

Sometimes I could scarcely believe how happy I was – and at the same time how fiercely I longed for our relationship to be taken further, to express itself in the physical bliss I dreamed of so much in my waking, and sleeping, hours. We spent the weekend celebrating my 15th birthday with a trip to the theatre in the West End, and dinner in an expensive restaurant. As she prepared to bid me goodnight, I felt tears spring to my eyes and spill over. My throat closed. ‘I love you, Miss,’ I whispered, and leant over to kiss her on the cheek. I could feel rather than see the warm blush that spread over her neck and lovely face. I was leaning forward, holding my lips open, ready to receive the oft-dreamed of heaven of my kiss returned; this time an embrace of real passion, of mouths and tongues worrying, entering, the fusion of love I hungered for.

But she jumped back, startled, and stammering some kind of gentle, embarrassed protest. My heart plummeted, sinking like a stone, and the tears flooded, blurring my vision as I clawed at the door catch and stumbled inelegantly out, running towards the entrance of the care home, her ‘goodnight’ fluttering feebly to the ground behind me. I didn’t look back.

I was determined to conquer my slavish adoration of her, to tell her, in the language of my contemporaries, to “get stuffed”, but then it all became cruelly irrelevant, in the torturous months that followed, when she fell in love herself, alas not with me, but with Joe Servis, a teacher who arrived at Westport at the start of what proved to be my last year at school. I thought of him as my rival for her heart, but it was no contest, of course. I wasn’t naïve enough to continue to believe she had ever held any feeling for me other than friendship. We were close enough temperamentally. She was shy and unsure of herself, and probably got a lot out of our relationship – the dominant power she exerted over me, however benevolent it was. After all, there was, I had to admit, something a bit weird about it, even if sex didn’t come into it – to my long and bitter regret, I have to add. She did genuinely shock me by taking up with Mr Servis. She might not have been perverse enough to mess with a minor, but I would have bet that she was more inclined by nature to homo rather than hetero-sex.

Nevertheless, she dumped me for Joe Servis. That’s what it felt like, and not only to me. She blushed like a beacon and guilt was written all over her pretty face every morning in class, and our former closeness was severed. I couldn’t forgive her for her cruelty, and my conduct and my grades reflected my anger if not my anguish. I could have got her into serious trouble, with my bitter talk of the “lezzy bitch” and her efforts to “get me out of my knickers”. Perhaps I did. She left the term before I did, at the Easter, by which time she had been courted and impregnated by Joe Servis and arrangements made for her to take maternity leave.

‘Serve her fucking well right!’ I declared vehemently. Out of sight, but definitely not out of my mind, not even after months passed, and I was no longer a schoolgirl, and no longer in the residential home but sharing a council flat with two girls in similar circumstances, searching less than half-heartedly for work while we lived rent free and on our meagre “benefit”. They were both pursuing the popular alternative plan of getting pregnant and gaining what they considered the superior status of “single mum” and all that that entailed. They ignored me as far as possible, which suited me fine, so despite their proximity, I was leading a fairly solitary and very limited life, bounded as it was for the most part of day and night by the four shabby walls of my barely furnished room. I spent a lot of time on my narrow, squeaky bed, reading – not the Bronte sisters or the Jane Austen Miss Challis had led me to, but the pink and bubbly covered paperback chick-bonking romances that required one hand to hold the book and the other to ferret in my knickers or, if I could be sure of uninterrupted solitude, to caress my sexual parts in sprawling, frog-legged nudity.

Eventually the book would fall on floor or duvet as the urgency of my arousal demanded full attention, then my imagination would take over, every bit as fertile as the discarded novel, and Randy Mandy (I wish!) reigned supreme, along with her rampant paramour:

I am in my neatly pressed school uniform once more, of mauve blouse, striped tie, grey skirt and black tights – I even wear the regulation navy knickers scorned by so many of my sixth-form contemporaries, but I know what a stickler Mandy always is for the rules, and I long as always to please my friend and lover. Mrs Servis lies on the bright floral counterpane of the marital double bed. She is dressed in a silken robe whose own vivid flower patterns make a riot of colour, spread open to display the short, mulberry-coloured nightdress, through which I can see the misty paleness of her beautiful, curving flesh, the dark ruddiness of the generous circles centring those soft breasts. The nipples already thrust in erect anticipation of my caressing fingers and tongue, and the dark little triangle of the pubis shows in the fold of thighs and belly – the thighs which will part joyously in subjection to my kisses and my devoted hands, as that sweet belly lifts and she offers herself, a willing sacrifice to the consummation of our love.

I perch beside her exquisite limbs, study the perfection of her high-arched feet, the vivid darkness of the painted toes, curling in their hunger for the approaching bliss. I torment both of us deliciously by my pause, my almost chaste caress of the prominence of the anklebone, the pink roundness of the heel that sits so well in the cup of my palm. She whimpers as I lean forward, my hand on her thigh now, and she reaches up, proffering herself to meet my open lips. We kiss, softly, lingering, wet lips clamped, warm breath mingling with our prodding, writhing entangled tongues. I tug at my laces, untying the black shoes, push them toes to heels off my feet, my own pale unadorned toes showing dimly through the dark mesh of my tights. I kneel now in a predator crouch over my willing victim, hands reaching out to slip the fine silk of her robe from her shoulders while I bury my nose in the dizzying sweetness of her neck, the slenderness of the nape where her thick dark hair hangs. I kiss the secret shade worshipfully, and nibble at the divine, pierced, plump little lobe of the ear. The probe of my tongue into the delicate sensitised shell of the orifice causes the involuntary flicker of her shoulder. She gasps, turns and offers instead the parted deep red lips, seeking the thrill of the passionate kiss that stirs us both.

The exclusive world of our sensuality explodes in a searing flash. Pain rips through me as I feel talons driven deep in my tumbling mass of fine gold hair plucking me away from Mandy and I am spun whirling through space until I am lying face down, across the trousered knees of Joe Servis. Mandy gives one faint cry, scarcely more than a gasp, as she lies there, her knees drawn up, staring at the broad back of her husband as he pins me down like a naughty infant about to be chastised. Which I am, mercilessly, flesh and dignity agonisingly flayed, as he scoops up the grey hem of the skirt, drags down the tights and the ugly navy cotton knickers in one savage movement and binds me over his knee in his remorseless grip on my twisted hair. The flat of his right hand descends in an endless succession of cracking, flaring smacks on my bared bottom. The squeals and hopeless kicks are for both the flaring pain and for my outraged sense of decorum. My stockinged feet scissor the air in rapid succession, the knotted tangle of my pants and tights slide down until they lodge around my calves like bonds, impeding further my threshing movement. The burning intensity of the assault on my helpless flesh overcomes altogether the affront to sensibility, and I sag, aware suddenly of the insidious arousal of the feel of his iron hard thighs across my belly, along with the burning pain. I feel the resistance drain away, from my struggle and from my voice. The shrieks and shrill obscenities die too and I am sobbing now, writhing only to escape each blistering crack on my quivering, clenching backside, and I beg for mercy. ‘Oh! Ow! Please! I’m sorry! Oh, stop, please!’

When he does, eventually, I hang there, my feet trailing close to the floor, the knickers and tights wound about my ankles. My skirt is still bunched about the middle of my back, my throbbing bum exposed to the cool air in all its crimsoned, fiery glory – and I weep blindly, desolately, reduced from the worldly 18-year-old lover to chastised blubbing child again.

But the punishment is far from over. He hauls me to an upright chair into which he slams me down with such force that I scream anew at the pain that fires through me as my buttocks impact with the wooden seat. My skirt is caught up at the back, so that my burning, throbbing skin is in direct contact with the unforgiving wood, though my belly and genitals are hidden by the grey material. The tights and knickers are still like bonds about my ankles. I am weeping almost quietly now, lost in my desolation of physical discomfort and shame. At first I am only dimly aware of his actions as he tears the school tie viciously from around my neck, so that my blouse buttons pop open to the central divide of my bra cups, to which he pays no attention at all. Quickly he grabs my unresisting arms and pinions them behind the chair back, then binds my wrists tightly to the wooden supports. I am captive, sitting facing the bed. I could I suppose kick my legs free of the knickers and tights and wriggle and squirm across the floor to attempt escape. But I do nothing (it is, after all, my fantasy!) and sit there, enduring the biting bonds on my wrists and the intense torment of my burning bottom.

Mandy has also remained hopelessly immobile throughout my punishment, and continues to lie there, like a sacrifice, as her husband swiftly sheds his clothes and stands shamelessly (and splendidly) naked. His body is slim but with the lean muscles defined. He is not hirsute – forearms and legs are covered only modestly with fine black hair, but his chest and torso is hairless. The thick wiry bush of his pubis stands out against the paleness of his belly, but our eyes (Mandy’s and mine) are drawn irresistibly to the rearing penis, of a darker coral shade, which thrusts potently up at an angle from the pubis, the slightly paler pink helm fully exposed. A bead of moisture glistens at its tiny mouth.

Even if I was not tied down, I could not, would not, have moved. I feel my own belly and vulva, lightly concealed only by my skirt, clenching and beating with increasing urgency, and I am certain Mandy is equally aroused. Her eyes never leave the naked figure advancing on her. Her face is flushed. She has a pleading expression on her features, but for what I am unsure. Mercy or ruthlessness? He is rough, rapacious, grabbing her ankles, pulling her down the rumpled bed, spreading her long legs. He drags off her robe, and pulls the sheer nightie up until it is no more than a flimsy ruff about her throat. He savages at her breasts, his mouth open, gorging, sucking and biting at each quivering mound, and her shoulders lift, she cries out as she pulls his head to her, until he flattens her with his thrust, before spreading himself over her, scooping up her widely parted limbs and diving between them. I see just for an instant the swing of his testicles between his deeply hollowed buttocks and the glimpse of her gaping dark gleam as he lunges home, then her body is hidden, under those pumping nates, framed by her legs, the undersides of her thighs, her slim, hanging calves and feet swinging in response to his mighty thrusts. I see her narrow soles, very slightly yellowed, dust speckled, the painted nails beating their tattoo, the sweet pink graceful heels drumming on his ploughing bottom.

The coitus lasts only minutes before the final rearing up and drive home, his gasp and Mandy’s high, sharp cry, then wavering moan of crisis, and all is still. She lies like a victim, only those pale ankles and feet showing beneath the crushing inert mass of her conqueror. And suddenly, desperately, I tear my wrists against the bite of the silk bonds in a vain effort to free my hands and assuage the storm of hunger and need I can feel seeping from me beneath the fragile cover of the skirt.





Chapter Three

THE AFRICAN NURSE COMES behind the screen where I am standing indecisively. The brilliant white of her overall emphasises the deep chocolate tone of her skin. Her bare legs, from the hem of the short garment to her white lace-up shoes, gleam as though they have been polished. Her teeth beam their whiteness too, large and just a little too prominent as she smiles and says, ‘Take off your skirt and pants, please.’

At once, Simon’s voice floats over the screen. ‘No, I’d like you to do a full medical, doctor, if you don’t mind.’

I hear the deeper bass rumble of the doctor: ‘Of course, Mr Hunt. Whatever you say.’

Simon says. And people do. Whatever he wants. Especially me. The nurse gives a little nod, another toothy grin. ‘Everything off except the pants then, madam.’

This is Simon’s way of punishing me for my little whimperings of complaint and distress after the episode with Mattius. In spite of my ready compliance with Simon’s wish, and command, I could not help my emotion of shame and a sense of devaluation after the event. After all, I did love him, and his desire to watch me being fucked by another man, in spite of his professed feeling for me, hurt me. I thought I could hide the hurt, tried to smother it with the notion that it showed the depth of my love that I would so willingly consent to such a thing, and that he would see it as such. But I overestimated my own capacity for selflessness, and that night, back in our room in the island’s luxurious beach hotel, I made softly whingeing complaint about my physical discomfort, and once again brought up my fears about the unprotected sex with the young fisherman, which Simon had insisted should take place.

Typically, Simon did not show his displeasure by anger. Instead, with cruel kindness, he put me to bed early, alone , and gave me a sleeping pill, which ensured a night of drugged unconsciousness. Next day he announced that he had to deal with some business on the mainland, and that, for my “peace of mind”, he would arrange a check-up at a local private hospital while we were there.

I strip to my white bikini briefs and slip my arms into the loose, thin cotton gown with its wide, ugly three-quarter sleeves, which the nurse holds out to me. It comes down to mid-thigh, and I step out into the doctor’s office. As always, I feel that shyness when I am with others in Simon’s company, in spite of my chequered past in which I have been exposed in all stages of dress and undress in front of strangers. I even blush when the young African doctor beams and immediately invites me to discard the robe I have just put on. Simon sits in a comfortable black leather scoop of a chair, like the punters at one of those intimate shows I have just referred to. The doctor doesn’t even suggest that my friend should leave while I am examined, and for a rebellious second I toy with the idea of making the request. But of course, I don’t. I slip the short garment off again and pass it to the attendant nurse, stand there self-consciously before all three while the doctor begins his examination.

In my tiny briefs, I twist, turn, bend and touch my toes, crouch and stretch, obeying the rumbled commands, performing for my audience of three – or perhaps, to be more accurate, two, for the doc is my dominant partner in this little cabaret. I suffer a moment of concealed anger to flavour my embarrassment as he spends a considerable time dealing with my breasts, having me take deep breaths and “hold” while he listens with his stethoscope pressed to the top of my mounds, then hefts them individually, like a guess-the-weight competition, before a deliberate kneading investigation of each one, and helplessly I feel my small nipples tingle and peak to erection. The irritation worsens when my eyes fall on the superior dimensions of the nurse’s bosom, decently covered, of course, but straining against the white overall with impressive fullness.

Then it’s forgotten as the doc invites me to climb on the high, narrow, white-sheeted examination table, and we get down to the nitty-gritty, the pièce de résistance of the whole show. Simon speaks out easily, explaining graphically and without any trace of embarrassment, the crux of the problem. ‘Miss Clarke is complaining of pain in her vaginal passage, soreness after a particularly vigorous bout of sex. She’s particularly worried about any unfortunate results of the episode. No protection was used.’

The doc is clearly taken aback, though I cannot claim to notice his blushes given the darkness of his complexion. Simon has already informed him that pregnancy is not one of my fears, and of the details of my contraception regime. The doc’s tone rises slightly as he orders me to slip my knickers off, and his nurse gives a smothered giggle which she transforms into a cough before helping me to divest myself of the briefs. She then slips my feet into a pair of canvas stirrups and raises them until my lifted knees are wide apart and my sexual parts are displayed for the world – or, more accurately, my select audience – to feast their eyes on. At least mine can be directed up to the lights and arrangements of metal bars beneath the ceiling, which blurs through the tears I feel stinging in my humiliation.

I feel a cold clamp, I feel my orifice even more brutally exposed as the labia are drawn back by the dilator, and I imagine the gaping expanse of my vagina. The stirrups give a little jingle as I jump and the muscles twitch at the sudden probe of an object – a spatula, and perhaps doc’s gloved fingers, exploring my hole. My varnished toes wiggle, and I close my eyes and hold my breath and fight not to let tears slide forth and a sob to escape my quivering bare bosom.

‘There is some chafing and bruising of the vaginal walls. Certainly the sexual activity has been a little – er – vigorous.’

‘Hear that, Crissie, love?’ My eyes are squeezed shut, and remain so. ‘You’ll have to be a bit more careful about who you have it off with here, sweetheart. There’s some mighty impressive specimens knocking about, eh, doc?’ He laughs, mano a mano , and I lie, utterly opened, spread on my rack of shame and opprobrium. The tears escape, one from the outer corner of each eye, and trickle down to the fair curls at my temples.

The doc probes my vulva, takes a few swabs. I feel gloved fingers exploring my inner labia, and the soothing coolness of some cream, then I am released from my bonds, and I sit up, shuffle into my knickers, mutely submit to the taking of blood from an arm, before I am allowed to escape behind the screen once more, accompanied of course by the nurse. I can’t meet her gaze as I fumble into my bra, then my thin dress, slide my feet into my chic little heeled sandals, and hey presto. Ready or not, here I come!

‘What do you think of the local girls, Crissie? There’s some stunners around, aren’t there? There’s a lot of Arab blood about on this coast. You can tell, eh? That rich black hair, that café-au-lait complexion. Gorgeous, aren’t they? I bet you’re dying to sample some of it, eh?’

I know he is still punishing me, that the degradation of my medical has not been enough for him, and the misery wells up within me, until my lip trembles and I feel my eyes grow moist yet again. Please, Simon! Don’t! I’m so sorry, I swear I won’t complain, ever again! I’m shaking. I want to throw myself at his feet, to grovel on the gritty tiles of this terrace at the port’s exclusive club, of which Simon is a guest-member for the duration of our stay out here. We sit at one of the round tables that fill the veranda, and gaze out at the afternoon haze of the Indian Ocean, the small local craft near the harbour, a large freighter further out, heading north, in the direction of the pirate-infested waters. What would the waiters make of it, in their immaculate white uniforms, the red fezzes and blue cummerbunds, if this slip of a European girl in her flowered dress and designer sunglasses should suddenly fling herself down and grovel at the feet of her handsome lover? Probably step impassively over her, or obey the bwana ’sinstructions and pick her up by wrists and ankles and drag her away with the rest of the rubbish. In any case I won’t find out, for I sit mutely, relieved that he can’t see my eyes beneath the dark lenses.

‘I think we’ll see if we can pick one up when we’re out exploring the town tonight, eh? Bring her back – maybe not here, they might frown on a ménage-a-trois in this ex-colonial stuffiness. We’ll book in at the Oceanic or somewhere and have some real fun!’

‘Then you’ll have to go along to the doc’s for a check-up!’ I speak out loud before I can stop it, and see those light grey eyes fix on me with that appraising stare for just an instant before he chuckles, and puts his hand on my knee, or rather on the flesh just above, and just below the hem of the thin dress. The long brown fingers spread spider-like on my paler skin. I feel their increasing pressure as they sink in, until I wince, and gasp. ‘You’re hurting me, Simon!’ I place my hand placatingly over his gripping tightness.

His pressure relaxes. He gives a deep, purring laugh. ‘Don’t be silly, Crissie. You know I’d never be stupid enough to have unprotected sex with a local!’

I give a small, wounded cry. ‘You told me – told me Mattius was clean! And you wanted ... you made me ...’ my breath catches, I fight back a sob.

‘Nobody made you, sweety. You wanted to do it. You chose to let Mattius shag you, didn’t you?’

‘Because you wanted me to!’ I almost scream it at him, tears blinding me behind the shield of my glasses. His hand moves from my knee, he sits back, deliberately distancing himself from me, his voice maddeningly calm, detached.

‘Not because you wanted to be screwed by one of the natives? I’ve seen you looking at him, when we’re on the beach, or out in his boat. Staring at the shape of that impressive prick of his bulging out his shorts, sneaking furtive looks, your tongue peeping out between your teeth. Wondering what it would be like to feel a dong like that humping away inside you. I just had to put you out of your misery, my love – before you started going behind my back to let half the locals shaft you. I chose Mattius because I knew he was clean. I’ve had him checked out. If your results from the lab show any sign of pox, or any other sex disease, it won’t be from Mattius, you can be certain of that.’

Even the sunglasses can’t hide my distress. I can hardly speak, my throat swells as I answer miserably, my head down, my voice low, like a little girl ashamed before her daddy. ‘That’s not true, Simon. I did it because you told me. Yes, I let him shag me! But only because you told me to – I’d never want anyone to touch me, except you. You must know that! I love you, and I belong to you. I want nothing else.’

He sits back in the chair, entirely at ease, and bathes me in that wonderful smile of his, while the tears stream down, zigzagging past the rims of my glasses in snail-like trails of diluted mascara. ‘That’s good,’ he says, in that rich, tender tone. ‘Let’s put you to the test again tonight, shall we?’

The Sombrero is an exclusive nightclub close to the old seaport, but only for the well-heeled tourist or the richest of the locals, of all races. An Asian connection of Simon’s, who seems to have a proprietary share in the club, introduces us to Wanda – ‘like the fish!’ this glorious girl grins, when she is delivered to our table close to the tiny space of the dancefloor, which is also the stage for the erotic cabaret performances that take place in the brilliant spotlight at regular intervals. All the girls are lovely who perform in that dazzling light. They are of all shades, from ebony to magenta, to ivory and virgin-white snow, and every inch of their desirable flesh is, eventually, exposed to our gaze: full frontal, rear end, vertical, horizontal, kinky black fuzz, corn yellow curls, plucked, shaved and bald as a coot, every cranny and every crevice. Soho, eat your heart out!

Wanda isn’t in the spotlight, except later, for our eyes only, but she would grace any such candid public exhibitions, as both Simon and I can testify later, in the privacy of an opulent suite which includes bar, bed and bath for those privileged enough to afford it. She’s of the type stipulated by Simon earlier: glossy, full black hair, falling in rich waves about her shoulders; it feels quite coarse, with a wiry strength of body, which is why it looks so rich, and it smells divine, with its hint of spice and coconut and the fragrance of this tropical coast. Her eyes are big, so dark as to be black rather than brown, with superb sweeping lashes of a length to die for; lips perfectly shaped in full red bows of love; and skin, finally, that delightful, milky coffee matt shade, with the subtlest of variations – the very slightly paler cream of the generously curving buttocks, the soles of the narrow feet and palms of the hands.

Her attributes are far more than physical. Her English is excellent, carrying the merest trace of an accent which only serves to make her low, musical voice sound even more attractive, her manner is assured, without any trace of vulgarity. She is as far from a slag or a whore as you could imagine – until the moment when the three of us are alone, and Simon issues his command, in his usual casual form of question. ‘Why don’t you girls make yourselves a little more comfortable?’





Chapter Four

WANDA BEATS ME TO the draw in unzipping her full-length, off-the-shoulder gown down to the jut of her magnificent bottom and lets it fall in a ripple of silk about her ankles. A crimson lacy wisp of g-string snugs about her vulva. Her only other clothing is the pair of five-inch stiletto heels, which she steps out of in the same motion with which she steps out of the pool of her discarded gown. By which time I have managed to wriggle out of my shorter flowered dress. I stand there in my lemon bra and matching cotton briefs – and my private admiration and self-confessed envy.

‘I promised Crissie a special treat tonight. I hope you don’t mind, Wanda, but – you’re it!’ Simon chuckles, and Wanda grins back at him in perfect understanding, even before he goes on to explain further. ‘She’s been very good, but I know she’s been missing her lesbic fun lately.’

I just stand there. I don’t quite hang my head, but I can feel the blush surging up from my toes to my crown. As you already know, I’m far from the discomfited, virginal ignoramus of fairytale – I could probably match this exotic goddess blow for blow, suck for suck and fuck for fuck. But Simon has this weird effect on me, of reducing me to this tongue-tied, toe-squirming ingénue, which I thought I had discarded with my last milk tooth. My mortification is not eased by the recognition that this “shrinking violet” syndrome is quite likely brought about by my knowledge that this is how Simon wants it to be. And Simon’s word, as you also well know, is my command, my raison d’être .

She approaches, smiling warmly, playing her role to perfection, as if she loves me with consuming passion, and leads me to the wide, silk-covered bed. And all at once, neither of us is acting as she stretches me out and lays her entire length along mine. She kisses me, thrusting her tongue down my throat almost, as I yield my stretched mouth to her domination. Breast to breast, belly to belly, pubis grinds on pubis. We gasp and grunt, and thrust and claw and lick and savage in the blood rush of excitement. Somehow I find myself naked. Bra and briefs have gone – and not by my own hand. Is she still wearing that minute, cute g-string of fiery lace? I don’t know, and don’t care, as I thrust up, dying to feel my smaller breasts nuzzling against her globes, feel my hard little tits rub against her darker, bigger nipples like twin pairs of Eskimos glad to see one another.

No, her tiny triangle of underwear hasn’t gone. As she fits her mound eagerly over mine once more, I can feel the slide of silk and the ruffle of lace against my now bared, sand-coloured curls. Her longer, darker thighs slide sinuously against mine as her knees push with gentle insistence, parting my limbs. Willingly I yield to her pressure, opening my legs, surrendering to her dominance, and lie there, slack now, under her power. She hangs over me, savouring every inch, her mouth and hands taking possession of my arching body. My belly lifts only to seek the ecstasy of further submission to her conquest. Her tongue flicks its fire over my sensitised nipples, buds of hardness over which her lips fit devouringly until I moan in beating desire. I feel her fingers, stroking, her long nails scratching as they trace the length of my labia, prising the outer lips apart, to expose the pink and coral inner surface, gleaming with the wetness of my flooding hunger.

I’m lost, squirming under her, my hips rolling, wriggling to her consuming rhythm. A finger, then another, insinuate themselves into the throbbing sheath of my pussy, whose walls pulse and cling to the gentle invader. I cry out beneath her at the electric thrill sparked by the caresses on the nub of the clitoris, which sends fine tendrils of sensation from the centre of my sex through to the tips of my outspread arms and legs. I’m shivering violently, no longer aware if the thunder of “Now! Now! Now!” is in my brain or screamed aloud to the dimly lit ceiling. Then, so close to the explosive climax, the fingers, the kisses of my lover are gone, she is gone, and I am alone, bereft.

I am forced to focus my reluctant attention elsewhere than on my cunt and the imminence of orgasm, and open my tearstained eyes to see Wanda kneeling up between my widespread thighs and, behind her – very close behind her – the tanned naked form of Simon, clamped to her back, his arms through hers and his hands possessively cupping her splendid breasts. His chin rests on her left shoulder, his lips brush the glossy black hair. ‘I think you should carry on the excellent work you’re doing, my dear. But I hate to feel left out. How about a little triad here, so no one feels excluded?’

I see and feel her accommodating wiggle, feel another inner pulse of excitement at my fevered picture of her invitingly full buttocks thrust back, proffering their deep cleft and the doubtless well-lubricated, narrow shaft beneath, so ready to take the ready prick nestling and knocking at its entrance. His hands move from her breasts to light on her shoulders. He draws her back a little from my upturned belly, and gaping sex. ‘You like lezzie lollypop?’ he murmurs in her ear, and his hands push her forward, until she crouches, bowing between my thighs, her behind thrust up into his loins. I stare through my tears at the crown of that glossy head, feel the thick hair fall across my belly and inner thighs. Just for an instant, her breath is like a warm breeze on my eager slit, and I shudder, then give a little groan at the exquisite surfeit of sensation at the kiss of her plump lips, the bite of her hard teeth and the ultimate delight of the curl of her skilful tongue. It traces its lapping way the length of my labia, and its soft tip feather-strokes the peeled and revealed bud of my clit.

With wicked knowledge, she withdraws her wet mouth and chin, and my loins heave upward in a desperate plea to hold the contact, to bring on the fierce explosion of the come that is on the very edge of fruition. ‘Please don’t stop!’ This time there is no doubt. The hoarse desperation of my cry rings out in the softly humming room, and I see the smile of satisfaction on Simon’s face, gazing over Wanda’s shoulder. He is kneeling firmly upright. Now his hands move to that swelling curve of her hips and his body thrusts into her. Both of them gasp, as she raises and pushes her behind back to maximise the power of his drive deep into her. I don’t see it – only the upper curves of her proffered bottom, centred at the shallow dip by the small knob of the coccyx, and his hard belly flattened against her. But I feel every atom of their locking together, every centimetre of his rigid cock ploughing into the welcoming fit of that sheath enclosed about it.

I’m crying, my cheeks are wet, and the curls are damp about my temples and ears, but then awareness is caught, centred only on the drumming frenzy in my own core, as Wanda resumes those worrying, devouring, lapping strokes, the nipping teeth at the swollen font of my desire, my own miniature erection. I grind and buffet my vulva and belly against her soaking, still devouring face and the tempest of my orgasm erupts. The pungent mini ejaculation mingles with the girl’s fluids; her teeth press painfully at the upper folds of my sex, the consuming tongue thrusts and draws its potent path along the gleaming inner surfaces once more, and the exquisitely pleasurable torture bursts over and through me again. From my rigidly stretched neck to my heels, every muscle locks, my body lifts and arches, powerful even against the driving thrusts of Simon as he rams his prick deep into the embracing fissure that encases it.

Finally the whorls and seismic starburst spiral, the crescendo dies in that slow descent back to Earth and the reality of Wanda’s wet cheek lying on my wet thigh, her flubbering lips and the rhythmic jerk of her flesh on mine at the pistoning drives of Simon’s fucking. I have not yet returned to measured time. I lie empty, acknowledging Wanda’s grunts and Simon’s gasps, the syncopation of the coitus, and the tears trickle yet again from the corners of my eyes, but I don’t know why. I’m hardly aware of it. The sudden increase of violence and noise takes me unawares, like being suddenly wakened, and I’m trapped now, as Wanda falls on me once more, her body is spread over me, battering and buffeting me in the final fury of Simon’s copulation. She is sandwiched. He lies on her, and she lies on me, spreading her limbs to cover my still spreadeagled frame, and we are both pummelled in those frenetic spasms to the surging climax.

I am not like my master. I cannot mirror his emotions, as the three of us disentangle ourselves and collapse in sated exhaustion. Our sweating bodies still touch in relaxed intimacy, the distinct odours of our effusions mingle, but once thought returns after the nirvana that follows the physical bliss of orgasm, I can only reflect desolately on the differences between Simon and me. I recall far too vividly his look of warm approbation and pride, immediately following the Mattius fucking, as he held me and lifted me back into the boat, his equanimity, pleasure even, in having witnessed it. Whereas I now lie consumed with choking jealousy, my heart wounded by my knowledge of his fucking of the beautiful Wanda. I felt every thrust, not only literally in the concussion of Wanda’s frame against mine, but in my equally sensitive imagination, every stabbing plunge of his cock into her cunt.

No calmness in my mind, no pride, no proprietary pleasure in being so involved, in being part of our carnal combination. But then, I remind myself of the oh-so obvious difference. Simon is the master. I am the slave. He put me to Mattius, and he put me to Wanda – even while he shagged her until her perfect teeth rattled against my cunt. He calls every shot. My job is simply to provide the maximum pleasure in his ownership of me. I have no worth outside of this task. And I’m ashamed of the tears that gather under my weary eyelids, the bitter signs of my failure to perform the duty that should be my sole purpose in life.

He gets into my head. And why shouldn’t he? He owns my body, why not my mind? He is testing me. I know this, I shouldn’t fight. Shouldn’t kick against the pricks. What an apt metaphor that is! Shakespeare or the Bible – maybe both. Trust me to remember that one, and I guess you know why. Sounds like something I’ve been trying to do all my life so far. And I have to learn not to, if I want to belong to Simon, and to be valued for it. But I digress.

I know he’s testing me when he invites the lovely Wanda to return to the island with us, ‘for a few days – or as long as you like!’ I’m ashamed of my hope that she’ll turn down his invitation. Wanda’s no ordinary whore/slag/tart, and maybe not even an extraordinary category of those three. She dresses stylishly, she speaks excellent English, and although she’s on friendly terms with the local tarts (themselves of A-1 quality) who frequent The Sombrero and the first-class hotels of the seaport, she doesn’t appear to be one of them. She’s evidently on intimate terms with Mr Patel, one half of the partnership that owns the club. He tells us only that she is local and of “good stock”, and on the second day of our acquaintance, when eventually we manage to extricate ourselves from the shared double bed and emerge clothed into the tropic sunlight, she talks vaguely of “mummy” and “daddy”, and business involving sugar and sisal and pineapples and farms inland. She makes it clear she has travelled abroad, in Europe and in America. Simon listens politely, doesn’t probe, and it occurs to me that he already knows, or soon will, all about her background. He certainly made a detailed study of me before he made up his mind he wanted me – and got me! I try, with some desperation, to drive away the frightening thought that he has decided to trade me in for a newer, superior model. The sickening feeling grows. I’m a long, long way from “home”. Not that I have one, apart from with Simon, and panic lurks not far from the surface, for I can’t contemplate life without him. Even the thought of sharing his bed, of being downgraded to “No. 2”, is suddenly less terrifying than abandonment, and the wide smile is painted painfully on my face as I second Simon in my display of unbounded joy at the prospect of entertaining the lovely Wanda on our island paradise.





Chapter Five

‘STRIP HER!’ JOE SERVIS orders, when Mandy returns from the bathroom. Joe has already taken his own brief bathroom break, and is lying stretched out, quite unselfconsciously naked, with ankles crossed and head propped against the light wood headboard, gazing at me, as I sit there snivelling quietly, head bowed, still tied to the chair to which he had bound me by my school tie, which is painfully chafing my wrists. It adds to the misery and discomfort I feel from my bum, still throbbing from the blistering spanking he had administered, and which now rests against the unforgiving hardness of the wooden seat. ‘You want some of what your pervy little friend got, do you?’ he snaps, as she hesitates, and she hastens to obey. She avoids my gaze as she loosens with some difficulty the striped band of material knotted about my wrists. ‘Maybe you’d like that, though, eh? That part of the dirty little games you play with your little slag, is it?’

‘Stand up!’ Mandy’s whispered words are more plea than command. I obey, and instantly aid her in her task by stepping out of the knickers and tights that lie coiled around my ankles. I remain perfectly still and unresisting, while she unfastens and unzips my grey skirt. Again I step out of the folds that collapse around my feet, though now I have to make a conscious effort not to fold my hands over my pubis whose sandy curls peek below the hem of my mauve blouse. It takes only seconds for Mandy’s fingers to complete its unbuttoning and slip it off my shoulders and arms. The plain white cotton bra is swiftly unhooked, its straps drawn off my thin arms. This time I can’t prevent their instinctive crossing and folding to hide my breasts, before, at Joe’s cruel, sneering laugh, I force my arms to my sides, my fists clench, and I stand there, naked as the lovely figure beside me.

‘Well! We’ve had our fun, babe!’ Joe Servis tells his wife, and pats the rumpled bed. ‘Guess your kinky partner is dying to get in on it. After all, it’s not just a spectator sport! So come on, Mandy. Time to show your hidden talents and give her some of what she came for. And who knows – when you’ve demonstrated what it is you girlies love to do to each other, maybe I’llhave a little go at showing our schoolgirl here what she’s been missing out on – what you can’t ever give her, Mandy, however many sets of batteries you go through!’

I move like an automaton, acutely aware of the light touch of her hand on my arm. Her smiling husband moves accommodatingly over to one side of the bed. He pats the space he has made, grins wolfishly, and again I obey Mandy’s gentle tugs as she stretches me on my back beside him and crouches over me. She leans close, her breath is warm on me as our lips approach, and she murmurs, ‘Do as he says, Lorna.’ She kisses me, turns me on my back, opening my legs. Her shoulders dip; I see the curve of her back, the ridge of her spine standing out. Then her breasts graze very lightly on my thighs and, all at once, the pain of my stinging backside, my embarrassment and fear are superseded by the flash of pure sexuality that arcs through me, centres in my tightening vagina, hungry only for us to make love. The presence of the naked man beside us only adds to my shocking physical desire ...

‘Crissie! Get up, you lazy little slut! I promised Wanda you’d go out in the canoe with her!’

Simon’s voice jerks me from my half-waking reverie, and my slippery fingers away from the softly lubricated wrinkles of my labia. I pull my knees together and drag the discarded sheet about my lower body, as the door opens and Simon bursts in, with Wanda on his heels. I feel the crimson blush sweep up my neck and face. I’m sure they must smell the aroma of my roused sex juices caused by my lengthy solitary pleasure. I can’t help folding my arms across my bare breasts as I sit up, pantomiming my bleary return from sleep. ‘I must have dropped off.’ I give what I hope is a convincing performance of surfacing to consciousness. I grab at the sheet, which has fallen to reveal my breasts. My modesty is a genuine reaction despite my awareness of the irony of my coyness, in view of what took place last night between the three of us. Private pain too at the sharp remembrance that, in all the wild combinations of our eager flesh, somehow Simon had omitted (or avoided) actually fucking me as part of the prolonged entertainment. It was an oversight not extended to our exotic guest. They had shagged at least twice as far as I could recall: the second time after my valiant and successful efforts to rekindle his ardour by lying squeezed between and under and through their extended legs. They lay stroking and kissing and petting like turtle doves, mouth practically welded to mouth. All the while my own lips were stretched to encircle his enlarged but match-weary prick, until my well-honed, magical powers of resuscitation had revived it to former bone-hard glory. Whereupon I was almost trampled to death, kicked aside as it disappeared to the hilt inside Wanda’s ever-ready scabbard.

Of course, I was not left out of our sexual triathlon. Far from it. Wanda had played with me, and I had toyed with her – in one hectic combination, we had enjoyed our lesbian version of soixante-neuf , much to Simon’s voyeuristic delight. He had even at one point taken over Wanda’s role to bring me to the edge, and then sweep me over into the cataract of orgasm – but not by fucking me! He has not done that, I am all too painfully aware, since the day before he took me out in Mattius’s canoe and put me to the virile young fisherman like a mare to stud – or, perhaps more appropriately, like a cow to a servicing bull.

And now, to my dismay, I learn that he is to abandon both of us. ‘I’ve got to go back to the mainland,’ Simon announces. I am certain he takes extra pleasure in seeing the look of dawning disappointment on my face. ‘I thought I’d sorted things the other day, but some problems have cropped up. I’m taking a boat over this afternoon. I hope I can get things settled in time to return tomorrow night, but if not I’m sure you ladies can find ways to divert yourselves a while longer. There’s no point in dragging you away with me – especially when I know just how much fun you can have without me! Just don’t wear each other out, OK?’ He grins, and those light grey eyes seem to bore right through into my mind. ‘Mattius is entirely at your service, for anything you might require. Just in case there’s something you can’t quite manage for yourselves, eh, Crissie?’

My face is the colour of a ripe tomato, and now I can feel Wanda’s dark orbs fixed on me too, with a gaze of amused but less than innocent enquiry. ‘You don’t need to worry, Simon,’ she responds cockily. ‘We’ll look after each other, won’t we, Crissie?’ Another wicked grin, as she gives me a smouldering look. She advances upon the bed and whips off the sheet which half covers my nakedness and stretches out beside me. She kicks off her heeled sandals and takes me in her arms, her tongue flickering teasingly at my ear and neck, brushing back my tangled fair locks. ‘I’m sure we’ll manage perfectly well on our own – as long as you’re not away too long!’ she adds suggestively.

Simon moves over to say his goodbyes and, embarrassed as I am, I rise from the bed and from Wanda’s embrace, to demonstrate my love for him. I fling my body against him, feel the teasing brush of his clothing against my nakedness and lift up my open mouth for his possession. The embrace is long and I am breathless with its passion when he gently disengages. There! I think, with childish pettiness. Take note, Wanda! But then I am immediately devastated by the equally steamy clinch he is locked into with Wanda, and tears prick behind my eyes as I watch the slow hypnotic sway of her magnificent bottom at the libidinous bump and grind of belly to belly.

‘Bwana Simon go leave you and Memsaab Wanda all alone, yes?’ Mattius flashes those dazzling teeth at me in his usual ear-to-ear grin. He is sitting opposite me in the canoe, lazily controlling our slow, bobbing drift in the clear water by occasionally dipping in the short, broad bladed paddle and giving a lazy stroke or two. I cannot help seeing the bulge of his cock against the yellow satin of his short shorts, the impressive length of the shaft lying diagonally across his upper thigh, and the round acorn shape of the glans. He makes no attempt to hide it by closing his parted legs and my already heated face glows even more beneath the shade of my battered, wide-brimmed straw hat at the look on his glistening brown features. It seems to suggest an all too intimate awareness of my thoughts as I remember the feel of it thrusting up into my tight but receptive cunt, and the cataclysmic effect of its driving force. I tear my gaze away from it and glance at the shape of Wanda cutting effortlessly through the water 20 yards or so away from the canoe. Even so, I feel his eyes upon me, and I reflect that the few inches of bright cloth that cover my breasts and pudenda have never seemed so inadequate. But then again, he knows damned well what they are hiding. After all, he himself removed them before shagging me while Simon held me in position to assist him.

‘Memsaab Wanda very fine swimmer,’ Mattius says teasingly. ‘You should let me teach you – me and Miss Wanda, we teach you. Take you snorkelling at reef. Very good. Bwana Simon be very pleased, if you learn.’

‘I can swim!’

‘Not good. You afraid. You let me teach you, I do it good.’ He laughs softly. ‘Bwana Simon tell me, look after you and Missy Wanda. Take care – give you what you want.’

We don’t want that ! I think, reviewing the exhausting night Wanda and I have just passed without Simon’s presence. At least I don’t! I amend quickly, unable to prevent my thoughts from moving on to the remembrance of the lengthy and rousing spectacle of Simon coupling with her the night before last: the vision of my lover’s beautiful clenching buttocks pumping up and down ever more rapidly between her devouring thighs returns to haunt me with disturbing clarity. Why should it upset me so? Why can’t I be like him, and look on it with equanimity, the way he did from his ringside seat while Mattius shafted me? Why do I allow it to hurt me so, to eat away at me like acid burning my insides, when he can watch another guy fucking me without turning a hair – with obvious pleasure even, getting some deep kick out of it? As he clearly must have done, seeing as he arranged it, gave me to the fisherman.

Mattius was just like me, doing what he was told by the bwana, the master. Except that he was enjoying it a damned sight more than me! But now I’m really getting into the philosophical murk of uncharted waters. My conscience pricks with real pain as I recall my body’s response, the savage mindless ecstasy of orgasm at Mattius’s hammering hard into me, my convulsions and arching cry of bliss before my return to awareness, to the tight grip of Simon’s hands under my shoulders, and the gaze of those grey eyes so deeply and knowledgably penetrating me. Which brings me slap bang against the stone wall which I do recognise and can do nothing about. I belong to Simon, I am his: one of his many possessions, treasured, I can only hope. It’s not a two-way thing. I’m his, he’s not mine, except as my master. Get used to it, girl. He can give me to Mattius – and anyone else he chooses, even the beautiful Wanda. He can watch us making love or make me watch him making love. Either way I’m still his.

Until he tires of me. The thought is there, a shadow on my mind, like the memory of a nightmare ... unless and until I can learn absolute obedience to his will. Can I learn that depth of obeisance, to accept even final rejection?

Wanda’s sudden laughing reappearance at the side of the boat is a welcome distraction and I watch with pleasure the long, wet strands of her black hair, the brown shoulders and arms sleek with water, the drops on her face, sparkling on her long lashes, the plump invitation of those red lips, peeping tongue, the white perfection of her teeth, then the magnificence of her body as she lithely hauls herself up and slithers into the rocking canoe. She sprawls, her feet and legs carelessly tangled with Mattius’s darker limbs, her upper body draped with cold wetness against mine, her hair clinging like thick seaweed strands over my thighs and bare belly.

She’s wearing a black one-piece swimsuit, with thin shoulder straps, plunging between her breasts, and cut so high on the hip that most of her full buttocks are exposed in their smoky pale yellow splendour. Mattius’s glinting eyes and smiling features indicate his deep appreciation of the feast spread literally at his feet.

‘Wet your mask, that’s it. Now, just slip the mouthpiece into your mouth.’ Wanda grins. ‘Come on! You’ve taken in bigger things than that in your time.’

Mattius sniggers appreciatively and, not for the first time, I regret his fluency in both speaking and understanding English, which is far above the standard necessary for him to pursue his calling. And that’s not all I’m regretting. I detest my weakness of will which allowed Wanda, ably abetted by our fisherman friend, to persuade me to give in and agree to let the pair of them teach me the fundamentals of goggling. That’s why I’m standing in a rock pool, chest deep in water the temperature of my normal bath, about to have my first lesson, with my two teachers in close attendance. Talk about a hands-on approach! Mattius in particular understands the phrase in its most literal sense. His hands have already roved comprehensively from shoulders to thighs as part of what he evidently considers to be an essential check of equipment and my general “fitness of purpose” for what lies ahead. And, to my embarrassment, Wanda seems to be quite comfortable with his liberal approach. Suddenly, I am certain that either Mattius, or, more likely, Simon himself, has told her just how far the degree of physical intimacy between Mattius and myself has progressed.

I concentrate instead on the lesson, and soon, despite my nervousness, I am dog paddling about in our natural pool, with my face under the surface and blowing trilling little bubbling farts of air through the snorkel, amazed even in this shallow little basin of rock and waving fronds at the vivid colours of the tiny fish which dart and waver through the weeds and the shell-dotted white sand of the bottom. I’m so intrigued with this mini-world beneath the surface and my own growing confidence at exploring it that it’s some time before I become aware that, as part of his devoted tuition and attention to my needs, Mattius’s right hand has been holding my firm, horizontal belly and has now almost imperceptibly allowed his grip to ease down just a few vital inches, so that he is now cradling, not my bare bellybutton and its immediate surrounds, but my minimally covered crotch. In fact his second finger, his “Tommy Tall” in the words of the old rhyme, has discovered the groove of my sex and, like an archaeologist at an ancient treasure trove, is very gently delineating and accenting the furrow between my outer labia, which have treacherously responded all too positively to his caressing exploration.

Enough! I give a violent wiggle of my hips and splutter on a mouthful of salt Indian Ocean as I lower my feet to stand on the soft sludge of the bottom. I cough a little and wipe at my lips, shuddering at the taste of rubber as I spit out the little flange, and push the goggles up onto my forehead. My knees bump against Wanda’s, who grins encouragingly. ‘You’re doing just great, honey!’

I cough again, blinking in the newly dazzling sun, and spit delicately into the water. ‘Yes, sure. It’s just I feel a bit like a glove puppet, with our friend’s hand stuck firmly up my fanny.’ I recall Wanda’s mellifluous accent, which has just a hint of trans-Atlantic in it, and I wonder if she is perhaps more familiar with the American version of our language. ‘And I don’t mean my arse!’ I add in further explication.





Chapter Six

BACK AT THE HOTEL, Wanda and I share a shower, without the presence of our canoeist and assistant water-sports instructor. As we help each other to get rid of those tiny grains of sand from various intimate crevices of our persons, we enjoy an equally free exchange of personal communication. I find that with Simon absent there is a sense of closeness and confidentiality that is not there when he is with us, no matter how much sexual activity the three of us share. I welcome it, and I am determined to push away the pain and jealousy I have suffered watching her and Simon in action, and from taking part in our triangular diversions. I need a friend . And I realise that I’ve never had a male as a friend, can’t even contemplate it. Lovers, sexual partners, but never friends. Not even Simon, who I worship.

Girls are different. Girls can be lovers and friends. Not all of them, of course. They can be slags and tarts and bitches from hell. But some of them can be wonderful, and get really close to you, true lovers – and the sex can be shit-hot too! I’m not saying Wanda and I are quite as intimate as that yet, but I feel I have to try. I need more than a little tenderness, need to feel some of it coming back, as well as handing it out.

When we’re dried and blow-dried and powdered and perfumed, we lounge across the king-sized bed, silk robes carelessly open to our nakedness, and talk. As a start, I give Wanda a fairly brief outline of my chequered background so far, and I’m touched and considerably surprised by the warmth of sympathy she displays, especially when she fills in some detail of the privileged and very different lifestyle she was brought up to. Her family is every bit as wealthy and high-powered as her carelessly dropped bits of information have led me to believe.

‘We’re one of the big families on the coast, and I mean big !’ she tells me matter-of-factly, without any deliberate intention to impress – which she does, mightily! ‘We go way back. Our family name is Sharif, which is Arabic – we settled here centuries ago, soon after the Portuguese.’ She giggles, and leans forward until our heads touch, and she places her hand on my wrist. ‘My real name is Mumtaz. The family were furious when I started calling myself Wanda. But look at me.’ All at once, she kneels up, and shrugs off the silk robe. She gestures at her nude body. ‘Do I look like this should be hidden in a burkha ?’

I shake my head. ‘It shouldn’t be hidden in anything ! You’re absolutely gorgeous!’

She smiles appreciatively and cups her breasts, pointing them at me like a pair of six-shooters. I try to push aside my envy at their ripe fullness, the vividly dark swollen nipples with their generous surrounds, and stop my instinctive move to cover my own smaller titties, whose inadequacies are rather too highlighted by their paler colouring against the light tan of the rest of me. I haven’t yet “let them all hang out” in the sunshine, though some of the other tourists do at this exclusive resort – and of course the local girls and older women wear nothing above the thin cotton sarong draped around their hips. I’m quite happy to keep mine covered – the competition does nothing to lessen my inferiority complex in the boobs department. Nor do Wanda’s, which she is pointing and shaking at me right now. But at least I get to play with them and I salivate like a babe for its mother’s milk at the thought. Meanwhile, Wanda continues her potted personal history.

‘Anyway, we’re not Arab, not any more. We’ve so much mixed blood in us. We’re truly part of the “Coast People” – Swahili, Bantu, Arab – probably mzungu too.’ (I already know that the word means “European”, or more correctly, anyone who’s white). ‘But I don’t look too bad on it, do I?’

‘Hell, no! Come here!’ I make a grab for her and she laughs as she makes a feeble protest before allowing me to haul her naked body onto mine. There’s a pause, while our tongues explore one another’s mouths and our limbs entangle, our flesh slithers and entwines like copulating snakes. We’re roused and a little breathless, but we both desist and lie back in more casual and less fervent embrace. We both like our pleasures to be lingering, teasingly so, to simmer slowly, a delicious kind of torture before bringing to the boil, and so Wanda continues her story. (I still get to play with her breasts though!)

‘In the end, I couldn’t stand the family pressure. I was at school in England, then one of those fancy places in France, then my dad sent me to the States for a year.’ She laughs cynically and stretches her body, bending her knees and raising her hips and belly, splaying her thighs in a frankly pornographic display that distracts me from the narrative momentarily. ‘That was their biggest mistake! When they brought me back, they were lining me up for marriage – to one of the clan, of course. Selling me off, to bring a few more millions to the Sharif empire. So I split. And that’s the really clever part.’ She swivels over so that she’s lying on her side, her nose only inches from mine, grinning like the schoolgirl she used to be not that long ago. ‘I got some help from a friend and flew back to America. Then sneaked back here, right under their noses! And they don’t even know! Not yet, anyway. And I’ll keep it that way as long as I can.’

I shake my head in admiration. ‘But surely ...? I mean they’ll find out, won’t they? Being so close to home?’

She shrugs, with just a touch of bravado I find endearing. ‘I’m not exactly mixing in their circles, am I? If any of the male members of the family frequent places like The Sombrero, they keep pretty damn quiet about it! Anyway, they’ve cut me off. Disowned me. Never darken our doors again kind of thing!’ The glossy black hair is flung back in a gesture of defiance. The smile dazzles again. ‘I’m just one of the Sombrero girls now!’

I stare at her disbelievingly. ‘But ... but ... how do you manage? For money, I mean.’

‘I just told you! I’m a Sombrero girl! A high-class whore!’ She giggles anew at my hanging jaw, reaches down and slides her hand between my thighs, her nails graze through the little scrub of my pubic hair and lightly caress my sex lips. ‘I give good value, don’t I? I’m worth the fortune your Simon is paying for my services. Or do you still need convincing?’

She throws herself on me, wrestles me onto my back and kneels astride me, pinning me by the wrists to the bed. I can feel the scratch of her own darker, neat pubis across my stomach, as she moves rhythmically back and forth. She dips her head, until that thick black hair brushes lightly across my face. She kisses the tip of my nose, then her tongue flickers over my eyelids, forcing me to blink before her lips settle cushioningly over mine. The breath hisses through our nostrils, we strain and gnaw and worry at each other, mouths open, jaws stretched. We’re both gulping for air when we finally end the kiss; my white breasts heave, and distract, and then attract her next lingering attention. Still pinioning my wrists on the pillow, she extends her arms a little and her smooth thighs slide down my sides, the dark hair spills about throat and sternum as her mouth now fastens hungrily on my slight mounds, their softness mashed by the wet kisses, the lapping tongue. I feel them flattened against my ribcage, before all my feeling centres on the tingling excitement of her suckling mouth enclosing first one then the other nipple, the even teeth nipping the small erect teats, the tongue brushing avidly over them until I moan in weak, dizzy delight.

The wet trail of tender yet fierce passion moves on and down; her hold on my wrists has gone, but my arms remain stretched, pinioned now of their own accord and I arch my belly towards her seeking face. She takes time to root and lap the tip of her tongue into the shallow little eye of my navel. Her fingers pluck at the wiry curls of my pubis, tugging to lift and stretch the white skin beneath, before they move on down to assist the widening of my already yielded gaping thighs, then the pulsing furrow of my labia, peeling them open, to allow that consuming tongue to possess the beating centre of my hunger, with long, ever more demanding strokes, until the hunger, the need mounts, the hard little ridge of the teeth closes over the throbbing little nub of my clit, and I buck and raise myself to the immolation of the climax that flares from my sex, up through my straining belly and every nerve of my opened up frame.

Some time later – seconds? Minutes? Hours? I’m never sure – I feel her kisses again on my mouth, gentle this time, slow and soft, and taste the sticky, distinctive flavour of my own sex juices on my tongue, which receives them in grateful acknowledgement. That’s another thing that girls share far more frequently, in my more than limited experience: the savouring of the post-orgasmic moment, or rather moments; the slow, slow drifting back, the feel-good factor after you’ve come that can be almost (I did sayalmost !) as good as the climax itself. Girl lovers know that it needs to be valued more than the obligatory after-the-meal mint you get with your bill in cheap restaurants.

Later still, I’m surprised, and even a little disappointed, when Wanda laughingly halts my eager moves towards reciprocation, and eases herself out of my arms and off the bed, with an apologetic little shrug. ‘Not just now, baby. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but I’m a bit of a butch when it comes to girl-girl action. Even with Simon around, I’d rather be muffing you while he’s shafting me than the other way around – if you get what I mean!’

I do, and feel a little ashamed of my jealousy when it had happened that way a few nights ago.

‘I love dishing it out,’ she goes on, with an explicit little nod towards my still nakedly displayed loins, ‘but when it comes to taking it, I still prefer cock – the straighter the better!’ She laughs apologetically again. ‘I bet you think that’s really weird, eh? Must be my religious upbringing!’

‘They never taught us that at Sunday School!’ I answer, a little cattily, and can’t keep myself from adding, ‘If you’re desperate for it, and can’t wait ’til Simon gets back, there’s always Mattius. He’ll be more than happy to oblige!’

‘Yeah, I heard. A pretty good screw, is he?’

I gape at her, blinking rapidly in hurt and humiliation as the blood mounts hotly from my breast to my forehead.

Simon doesn’t return on the afternoon ferry. We have hitched a ride on one of the hotel minibuses to meet it and we travel back in the same vehicle. I check at the Reception Desk, but there is no message. Wanda puts her arm round me. ‘No word, eh? Never mind. I guess he knows you’ll be waiting, however long he takes. Nowhere else to go, eh?’ Her tone is half sympathy, half teasing mockery. At that second, Mattius appears at our elbow, reaches out and touches Wanda’s brown bare arm.

‘Tide’s right for reef, Memsa’ab Wanda. Not dark for two hour yet. Good for goggle, maybe fishing.’ He grins, turns to me with a little nod. ‘I take missy out to reef, OK?’

Don’t I get a “memsa’ab” too, I think meanly. Suddenly I remember the last few minutes of our bedroom session earlier and Wanda’s disclosure. ‘I think I’ll come too!’ I declare, with just a hint of challenge. ‘I might even try a bit of goggling myself, if I feel brave enough!’

‘Deep out there, memsa’ab. Can be swell.’

‘Well, if I chicken out I can stay in the canoe. Or walk about on the reef.’ My tone is sharp, I feel myself colouring up, which isn’t helped by Wanda’s knowing chuckle.

‘Sure! The more the merrier, eh? Two’s OK, three’s better, yeah?’

We arrange to meet Mattius down at the beach in ten minutes and head for the lift to go up and change into swimsuits. ‘Are you sure you don’t mind me tagging along?’ I ask, catching hold of her arm outside her room, already half decided against the outing.

She laughs easily, lifts her fist and pushes it lightly against my jaw in a mock punch. ‘I want you there, sugar. Who knows what we’ll get up to? Threesomes are fun, aren’t they? If Simon can stand watching Mattius shag you, I guess we can do the same, whichever one he screws! Maybe he’ll manage both of us! I hear he’s quite a stud.’

‘Listen – it wasn’t – Simon made me – wanted me ...’ the tears are close, my tone desperate, almost. Wanda gives a little nod of understanding, though her dark eyes still sparkle with quiet amusement.

‘Sure! I bet he had to hold you down, didn’t he? I heard you yelled fit to bust, right the way through, yeah? Or was that just at the end, baby?’ She gives me a little push towards the door of the room I share with Simon, and turns away, a last tinkling laugh tossed over her shoulder.

I sit on the pale, mollusc-crusted, almost flat rock of the reef, its surface warmed already by the dipping sun, and watch the long white rollers come sweeping in to break on the outer fortifications of the reef a hundred metres or so further out. In less than an hour, these slabs of rock will vanish again beneath the waves until the tide lowers enough to bring them into view once more. The solid canoe is hauled up beside me. I can see the marks of the adzes on the uneven surface of the hull, where its curving shape was hacked out of the hollowed log from which it came. Wanda and Mattius are goggling beneath the surface, their dark heads appearing at regular intervals in the relatively calm swell of the waves close to this main barrier of the reef.

I sit enjoying the evening mellowness of the sun, the steady, strong breeze, with my towel draped over my shoulders, my still damp bum resting on the thin bright strip of my kikoi , which is the local name of the simple cotton cloth that serves as a sarong. I tried for some nervous minutes to attempt to join the other two, ducking under the heaving surface, observing the startling colours of the plants and the fantastic surfaces of the reef through the strange green light of the filtered sun, but my nervousness overcame me, and my heart was thumping as I kept squirming away from Mattius and Wanda’s restraining holds to kick to the surface, gasping in blinded thankfulness, spitting and threshing before gulping in air and forcing myself to dive down again to that mysterious but frightening bubbling world. They gave up soon enough and let me go, to flounder my way inelegantly but thankfully up onto this solid table of rock and lie here, like a stranded fish, except for my relief as I drew in shuddering gulps of splendid air.

I try but fail to dispel the resentment which simmers in my thoughts at the conversation with Wanda while we walked down to meet Mattius on the beach. My fault, I suppose, for I couldn’t help taking it up again as soon as we met after changing into our swimming gear. ‘He told you!’ I began accusingly and Wanda knew exactly what I meant. She nodded.

‘Of course. Why not? He’s proud of it. Proud of you!’

I stared in wounded suspicion of her sarcasm.

‘Proud of your obedience. How you do whatever he tells you to. He thinks he can make you do anything he wants. And he’s right, isn’t he? You would ! Anything!’

My face burnt crimson. I felt my throat closing, the tears ready to well up. Several seconds passed before I could find my voice. ‘I’m no different to you. You do whatever your customers want, don’t you?’

She gave me a hard look, and for a second I thought I’d got through her defences. The dark head shook. ‘No way! I only do what I want, baby. Otherwise, no way!’

‘And it’s the same with me!’ I answered swiftly.

And now I sit here with the weakening sun behind my shoulders, lowering towards the horizon of the shore, with its tall trees and harmonious, grass-roofed buildings, casting my long shadow before me, onto the heaving green ocean. From which, with startling abruptness, appear the heads and shoulders of my two companions, almost touching. Wanda turns her streaming head towards me and grins brightly. Her left arm is coiled round Mattius’s gleaming brown shoulder, her right is raised and she flings something soft which flops beside me. It is her black swimsuit. Mattius’s right arm emerges and he flings his yellow satin trunks so close I flinch in anticipation of their hitting me.

They tread water, only yards away from me now, and I can’t move, can’t tear my eyes from them. His brown arms are extended; I can see her paler body resting against him. He is holding her by her buttocks. Her knees and the narrow soles of her feet break surface either side of him. Her upper body leans back, her arms encircle his neck as her legs wrap around his body, then their faces mesh together, gnawing at each other while their bodies lock in the rhythmic thrusting of their copulation.





Chapter Seven

MY FACE FEELS STIFF. I don’t know what expression to try for, when Wanda and Mattius clamber naked from the sea some minutes later. I also don’t know where to look. My eyes dart about in the effort to avoid theirs, and instead snag on the sight of Mattius’s dripping, compact tube of a cock, the helm still showing from the collar of his circumcised foreskin. My gaze swings away, to the streaming dark tuft of Wanda’s pubes, like seaweed fronds over the little, demure pout of her sex cleft, and then up to the free hanging swing of her breasts. I get mad with my acute embarrassment, the feel of tears pricking behind my eyes, trying to analyse the agitation of my whirling mind. ‘Had a good swim then?’ My voice is high, and harsh. ‘See plenty to interest you down there?’

Wanda flops down beside me, spreads her kikoi out, holding it down against the strong breeze and sprawls on it, making no attempt to put on her swimsuit. Mattius sits close by, his knees drawn up, arms loosely resting on them, staring out to sea. He too makes no effort to re-don his trunks. ‘Yeah, it was great!’ Wanda laughs, well aware of my discomfort and clearly savouring it. ‘You’d be surprised at all the nooks and crannies we explored. Shame you couldn’t have been with us! You were right. Mattius is great!’

I let out an anguished squeal, swing round to face her. ‘I never – I didn’t say anything–’ my voice dies out, my breast heaves and I quaver on the point of tears. Wanda scourges me further with her low chuckle. ‘Fuck off!’ I gasp inadequately. ‘Cover yourself up!’ My eyes stinging, I nod towards Mattius. ‘You too! Put your shorts on.’

‘Ndio, memsa’ab . Yes, madam.’ He grins broadly, stands up slowly and faces me full on, flaunting his nakedness before he stoops with insulting slowness and scoops up the wet trunks from the rock.

‘Just hold on a second, Matt.’ Even Wanda’s use of the alien shortened form of his name jars me. ‘It hardly seems fair. I think Miss Crissie is feeling a bit left out of things, don’t you? Maybe we can make her feel better. You’re up for it, eh, stud?’

Mattius immediately lets the limp little cloth drop back onto the rock, and the grin is transformed to one of more wolfish anticipation. He nods, his eyes narrow, but still they glitter with black brilliance, moving slowly over me, from my feet to my head. All at once, my mind vividly replays hanging there in the water, pinned to the side of the canoe while his hands swiftly peeled my bikini from me. I feel his eyes stripping me again, and I am deeply ashamed of the involuntary squeezing of my vaginal muscles, the sudden extra tightness of my sex lips against the tiny briefs that hug them. Even worse is my knowledge that the sexual excitement is stimulated by my fear, my helplessness in this situation, that innate weakness in my devious nature that has cast me in the role of victim from my earliest solitary fantasies.

‘Let me alone!’ Wanda’s hand has shot out and closed round my ankle, so that I try to squirm away, pushing the heels of my hands and my tender bum against the roughness of the rock to escape from her clutch.

She laughs and comes after me, ignoring the prodding attempts of my free leg to effect escape, and in fact, capturing it too, in her other hand, and dragging me laughingly back towards her, the kikoi bunched up now under my bottom, whose cheeks, bare except for the narrow scrap of the briefs between them, scrape painfully on the rough surface. In an instant she’s on top of me, her beautiful naked body pressing me down onto the hard rock, her hands now on my wrists, pinioning me like a wrestler, and I thrust myself tearfully against her weight, feeling the glorious coolness of her flesh, her thighs gripping me. A loud sob escapes me and I collapse, aware of that insidious, dampening thrill which highpoints my surrender. ‘Get off me!’ I gasp, like a victim of the playground, and the tears spill over, along with that other, secret, internal lubrical and lubricious seepage of mounting intensity.

‘Give me a hand here!’ Wanda calls laughingly, at my renewed and equally unsuccessful efforts to dislodge her; Mattius comes eagerly across. As he, correctly interpreting Wanda’s nod, quickly scoops the cups of my top off my breasts and pulls the loose little band around my neck, so that he can reach and unclip the catch, I can’t help noticing his already rejuvenated, rising prick.

‘You’re going to rape me?’ I glance from his brown figure beside me to Wanda, who kneels over me. I lie still, my feeble struggles once again abated. I’m tormented by similar earlier scenes from my young life, where other defeats were acknowledged by such yielding passivity – the runt of the pack, who must show its acceptance of its inferiority by its non-resistance.

‘Don’t be so bloody silly!’ Wanda says scornfully, and suddenly climbs off me. I sit up, snivelling, my arms crossed, shielding my breasts, making no attempt to replace the bra top which lies a few feet away. Mattius is still kneeling close to me, his compact brown body on show, and the cock that still curves up between the smooth, muscled thighs, the pink helm revealed, the shaft still swollen in semi-erection. ‘“Mattius is at your service – anything you want!” ’ She echoes Simon’s parting words, and suddenly there’s a new tension between us, almost like a challenge. ‘Don’t make out you don’t want a shag! I know you’re bi, don’t try to bullshit me, lady! If it was Simon here giving you the order, you’d be wrapped round Matt like a fucking python. You know you would!’

‘Yes! But he isn’t, is he?’ I cry, kneeling up myself, leaning in towards her. In my agitation, I let my arms fall and, even then, in my sudden flare of anger, I spare time for the fleeting thought of how inferior my pale, slight tits look against hers. Not that Mattius isn’t enjoying the spectacle of my bobbing white, pink-nosed boobs once more under his nose. But what the hell! He’s seen them before. ‘It’s not Simon telling me to fuck with Mattius, and so I don’t want to! All right?’

She shakes her head. The long, black strands, the salt water dry now, swing like thick ropes across her shoulders. ‘You’re one weird little cunt!’ Wanda murmurs with a shrug. ‘Come on. Let’s get the boat back in the water.’

I notice now that Mattius is scrambling back into his yellow trunks and, glancing round, see one of the glass-bottomed boats coming in close enough to the reef for the tourists crowded at the low gunwale to take a marked interest in the spectacle of a naked beauty, a topless companion, and a guide who is just hauling on his shorts. I think of the number of high-powered zoom lenses hanging around their necks, and wonder how long they have been enjoying close-ups of the playful trio on the rocks. I clutch at my bra, fit it on and fasten the catch. Wanda makes no effort to hide herself, not even to wrap a kikoi around her splendid frame – no doubt to the ogling delight of the spectators towards whom she gives a friendly wave, then what I guess must be a spectacular rear view as she turns her back, bends, and takes hold of the prow of the canoe to assist the ever grinning Mattius in its relaunching.

Safely back in the water, on the increasing swell which is already starting to lap over the warm flat surface where we were resting, and out of sight of the boatload of prurient spectators, I resume my interrupted display of outrage. ‘Please put your swimsuit back on! They’ll know who we are, for God’s sake! Most of them will be staying at the hotel. There’s nowhere else!’

‘Nonsense!’ Wanda settles herself facing me, her back towards Mattius, who is concentrating on the tricky task of steering us through the choppy passage between the rocks by which small craft like his can reach the calm of the lagoon. She shows no sign of complying with my urgent request. ‘Our lot don’t go out on those pleasure trips. They’re mostly kids from the beach chalets along the shore, or day-trippers off the morning ferry. Besides, what could they see? A bit of nude sunbathing and a couple of girls frolicking about for a bit of fun! Don’t come the Victorian missionary with us, Crissie. It doesn’t ring true!’ She jerks her head backwards towards Mattius to include him. ‘That went out with the abolition of slavery!’ She gives a malicious little laugh and I see the gleefully wicked expression on her face. ‘And I bet you sure as hell regret that too, yes?’ I feel deeply uncomfortable, in spite of my weak effort at incomprehension.

‘You’d just love Bwana Simon to put you in chains. The old neck irons, the anklets, huh? And take the old rhino hide whip to your cute little backside now and then! That would really turn you on, wouldn’t it, my kinky little beauty!’

‘Shut up! Just shut the fuck up!’ My face is flaming, my whole body feels hot, and the tears blind me. It is so close to some of my vivid masturbatory scenarios that I am incapable of further speech and blink at her helplessly.

Her smile is one of triumph. ‘Guess I hit the old nail right on the head! You sick little bitch. But never mind. There’s no reason why we shouldn’t have a bit of innocent fun. I’m sure you can’t object to me dipping my little wick in your snatch, seeing as it was Simon’s express order that we should take care of each other. So lie back, baby, and I’ll give you some really wicked tongue to make up for the dong almighty you’re missing so much.’

All at once, defiance and outrage sigh out of me like a deflated balloon, and I acknowledge almost wearily that pulsing, newly wetted, hidden crotch, which quivers yet again at the so familiar, fatal acquiescence.

Wanda moves forward towards me, kneeling up, reaching for my limbs, and I lie back, my shoulders nipped by the narrowness of the canoe’s prow, like a deep coffin. She turns her head very slightly, so that her dark eyes remain fixed compellingly on mine, as she speaks to Mattius. ‘Don’t take us in, Matt. I’m going to need you, old son. I’m afraid you’re going to have to make do with me , until Bwana Simon gets back and he can set you up to shag Missy Crissie again. But she needs to get her metaphorical rocks off, in a girlie kind of way. And I know she likes a bit of three-way jiggery-pokery, so if you wouldn’t mind?’

I lie in the watery dregs of the bottom boards, breathing in the salt and fishy, damp wood flavour, my ears filled with the soft slap and musical ripples of the water only a couple of inches from me, on the other side of the hull. I yield myself entirely to the moment, to my sense of surrender and need. Slowly Wanda’s fingers roll my briefs down off my loins, past my knees and finally off my feet. She parts my legs, my knees jutting up, my feet and ankles resting on her dipped shoulders. Her lips on my sex lips are the lightest of caresses, the touch of an alighting butterfly, as they move down the furrow of my labia.

The dark shape of Mattius appears above me, looming over Wanda’s shoulder. He doesn’t remove his trunks again, just flips the elastic at the front down over his belly to expose the tight black curls and to allow the brown arc of his cock to flip into sight over the yellow nylon. It is visibly regenerated despite its recent labours, and that great pink dome raises its head like an animal picking up a familiar scent. He attaches himself in a limpet grip to Wanda’s uplifted rear, and I feel the breath of her sighing gasp on my own sensitive flesh as he rams in and locks on.

We have lift off. I cry quietly, recalling my beloved Simon adopting an identical position, observed from my identical view. Wanda’s own mounting, mounted excitement serves to increase the pace and intensity of her oral assault on my too-willing flesh and I turn my gaze up to the pale sky, with the first faint tinges of its evening blush, and the high, remote towers of pink rose cloud ... I let myself go, my fingers unthinkingly digging and twisting deep in Wanda’s coarse locks as I speed faster and faster along the torrent of physical passion and plunge over the lip to that freefall of exquisite torture that is pure release.





Chapter Eight

‘THIS IS M. AUGUSTE Ramazin. He’s a very close associate of mine and I hope in the days to come, a dear and highly valued friend. I want you girls to make sure he is made to feel most welcome. One of our little family, eh? These are my two exquisite beauties, Auguste. They’ll take care of your every need. Your wish will be their command.’

Simon laughs, but I shiver internally at the look those grey eyes fix on me, and the clear message of “every need”. While he makes the introductions, my thoughts riot in keeping with my thudding heart. “You girls”. So Wanda is included. Have I lost my exclusive claim to be Simon’s girl? Are Wanda and I now partners, equal in his possession of us, and our obeisance? No, no! My brain screams its condemnation even as I smile demurely, lower my eyes, even blush a little, with almost a tiny bob of acknowledgement. To distract myself from the painfulness of my reflections, I turn my gaze towards the stranger Simon has brought back to the island with him.

M. Ramazin is short – no more than five foot six – and round. His shoulders and chest are broad, but a prominent belly thrusts out below, even in the expensively cut tropical suit in light grey. His head sits squat on those broad shoulders, which make it look contrastingly small. His jet-black hair is cut short at the sides and at the back of his thick neck, and cropped too on the top of his narrow skull. Its glossy blackness is dotted here and there with just the first faint suggestion of iron greyness. The complexion is brown, of a much deeper shade than Wanda’s creamy au-lait , and, along with his surname, suggests an Indian ethnicity, which has been well represented in East Africa for many generations. But the flatness of his facial features, and in particular his eyes, which appear slit-like in the folds of flesh behind his black-framed, extremely thick-lensed spectacles, as well as his apparently permanent wide smile, suggest a more extreme oriental background. The French name of Auguste and the “monsieur” mode of address merely add to the mystique.

‘I’ve never heard of him,’ Wanda tells me, when we are dismissed to make ourselves ready for dinner, and what will no doubt be a long session of dining, wining, dancing and who knows what else. Perhaps we’ll watch the sun come up out of the ocean in its superb blaze of gold and red over the bruise-dark bank of clouds before they disperse at the rising paleness of the new sky. But with whom? I wonder, and I feel that hollow, sick tension in my tummy while we scrub each other’s backs and jostle companionably at the long mirrors of one of the bedrooms. We pull on the few miniscule scraps of dainty underwear – Wanda selects a transparent thong, a misty pale wisp which shows her carefully trimmed bush and leaves that magnificent bottom bare, before wriggling and easing a sheath like a second skin up over her body. Its hem reaches a few inches below her knees, requiring her to trip along like a hobbled geisha, which in turn makes that awesome backside, its swell of cheeks and pert crevice breathtakingly outlined, sway in a manner to draw all eyes, male and female, letching or fuming with envy. At the top, the half cups put her breasts on show to the discreet hint of the peeking tips of the areolae. This devastating little marvel is in dazzling white that sets off the creamy brown skin tone to perfection.

My throat closes. I have to struggle to speak, she’s so beautiful it hurts, and I don’t know how I feel, but I’m compelled to murmur, ‘God! You look absolutely stunning!’

She grins, looks like a young kid, her dark eyes shine, and I feel myself reacting instinctively to her beauty. ‘Thanks, honey. It’s OK as long as I don’t burp, fart or bend more than six inches. Imagine what our new guest will say when my tits pop out in his soup. Might even steam up those inch-thick goggles of his.’ She zips up my own pale blue number, also off the shoulder but not cut so daringly low nor filled half so well. Underneath, my glad-rags are of a matching shade – a bustier that nips my already slim waist, with long satin, ribboned suspender straps attached. Though my legs are picking up a tan, my fair complexion doesn’t take too well to sunburn and I’m all the more conscious of my pale skin and slight frame. I’m happy enough to wear stockings – I’ve always enjoyed the sexy feeling they give me, and prefer the old-fashioned discomfort of suspenders to hold-ups or the dreaded tights. In the comparative cool of the air-conditioned rooms of the luxury hotel they are perfectly bearable. I do think briefly of dispensing with the wide-legged, lace-trimmed French knickers that go with the bustier. It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve gone knickerless, but I decide I’d better not risk it on this occasion. For a start, I’m sure it wouldn’t escape Wanda’s notice, who might well make mischievous use of her knowledge. And in any case, there are already quite enough imponderables on this night, given our illustrious new guest and Simon’s explicit, far-reaching instructions concerning our duties towards him. Your wish will be their command.

When we get down to the wide veranda which is an extension of the bar, where most of the well-heeled clientele gather for their sundowners, and now that the heavy tropic night has fallen, their pre-dinner drinks, Simon and M. Ramazin are deep in earnest conversation with a group of four or five men, of varied appearance, none of whom seem to fit in with the wealthy types that make up the usual guests in this exclusive establishment. Among them I am surprised to catch sight of Mattius. I’ve never seen him dressed so formally. He is wearing a pressed shirt of dazzling white, short-sleeved, with top buttons open to allow a generous display of his smooth brown chest. Most startling of all is the smart pair of pale chinos, which have knife-edge creases. I realise I have never seen him in trousers, and am briefly furious with myself for letting my gaze stray immediately to his crotch. Even in his unaccustomed finery, the swell of his genitals is prominent. Dragging my gaze from his loins, I notice that his formal dress code does not extend to socks. His bare ankles and feet show above a pair of rubber flipflops. His teeth dazzle as pristinely as his shirt as he recognises us. It’s the first time to my knowledge that he has penetrated so far into this elegant interior. Usually, he waits in reception, in his more normal garb of yellow shorts and cheap, open shirt, or at the front entrance outside. None of the group attending Simon and M. Ramazin looks at ease in these surroundings, though Mattius’s expression reflects just a flash of his normal familiarity when he catches sight of Wanda and me in all our finery. His bright gaze moves over us, doubtless in his mind’s eye stripping away our fancy clothes, to comfort himself with the thought of how comprehensively he knows and has enjoyed what lies beneath.

Though each of the newcomers is holding a glass of beer, it is clear that they are not here to socialise and, at our approach, Simon nods in what is clearly dismissal, and the men turn away, avoiding looking at us – all, that is, except Mattius, who cannot resist showing off to his companions. ‘Jambo, Missy Wanda, Missy Crissie.’ He grins again, and my anger returns as I feel the colour mounting up my neck to my cheeks. I can just hear his insufferable tone to his mates a few seconds from now. ‘Yeah, I fuck them both, mingi sana .’ Many times.

But of course, Wanda beams back at him with perfect aplomb. ‘Hi there, Matt my man! My! You really look swell. You must have a hot date tonight, yeah?’

He giggles, with a mixture of his usual cockiness and a rather juvenile pride in front of the others, like a kid who’s pulled at a disco. But also there’s just a shade of embarrassment, and instead of being jealous at Wanda’s easy manner, I relax and decide that her friendliness is really a put-down of neat subtlety.

Then they are gone, and I’m absurdly pleased at the fuss of welcome Simon and his chief guest make of us as we settle into our comfortable loungers – not as easy as it sounds in our attire, but worth it, I guess, at the gleam of approval behind the bottle-bottom glasses, and Simon’s smile and little nod of approval. We linger over our drinks, and by the time we move at the maitre d ’s summons to our table close to the small circular dancefloor, we are a relaxed and you might say intime quartet. The wine makes me pleasantly heady, puts a touch of colour in my cheeks which I flatter myself is not unattractive, and smoothes the edges of my admittedly somewhat diffident nature, to make me more outgoing.

And I need it when, just before midnight, I return to our table after a lengthy, slow, smoochy dance with “M. Auguste”. I am on such permissively intimate terms with him now as a reward for accepting the hard, cold feeling of his black spectacles digging into the exposed tops of my breasts, and that cold, broad nose of his rootling between then, as well as his comprehensive exploration of every centimetre of the admittedly slight curves of my bum. The fact that he explored through the fine silk layers of my dress and knickers seemed an added stimulation, judging by the noise and indeed the feel of his breath whistling through the broad nostrils of his stubby proboscis.

Duty done! Again ! Simon will be proud of me. But then the thunderbolt is flung, no less devastating from its anticipation. ‘Look, I’m awfully sorry, but I have to leave you,’ Simon declares, bathing all three in the brilliance of his smile. He glances at his gold wristwatch to back up his words. ‘Offices are just closing in Europe. There’s some vital business I really have to get through – I can’t put it off, or leave it to anyone else. You know how it is, Auguste,’ he appeals. ‘I’ll be on iPhone and laptop all damned night, I expect. Do forgive me.’

Auguste is already nodding, glasses twinkling, as Simon stands, bends over and puts his hands on our bare shoulders, left on mine, right on Wanda’s. They stay there, in tender possession, and the fingers tighten until they press imperiously, to stamp his ownership in the red brand of their imprint – appropriately deeper on my paler skin. ‘The girls will take care of you, my friend. As I told you, your every need will be taken care of. Isn’t that right, my darlings?’

‘Ndio, bwana !’ Yes, sir. Wanda’s teasing impersonation of a local maid draws laughs from the men, and with a great effort I crack a smile. ‘We aim to please!’

Striving desperately to hide the deep pain inside, I add, ‘Whatever you want, monsieur ,’ and Simon ruffles my carefully groomed blonde hair. A gesture full of affection, like a master with his favourite hound.

‘That’s my girl!’ Well done, Rover.

Undressed, M. Auguste is a round, brown, roly-poly barrel of man, with not a vestige of hair except that black brush on top of his head. His skin gleams as though oiled, and gives off a light spicy fragrance that is pleasing and still quite masculine. His hairlessness includes, rather startlingly at first glance, the pubic area, which is totally devoid of the slightest curl or bristle, and is, on closer inspection and contact, as silky smooth as the proverbial baby’s posterior. It is clear that the depilatory technique favoured is more than mere razor and shaving foam, and he nods with that habitual grin when Wanda says with admirable lack of snigger, ‘A Hollywood, monsieur ?’

‘Of course, my dear. I can thoroughly recommend it. It enhances the sensitivity down there, improves the pleasure whatever sex activity you enjoy.’

His English is almost perfect, but again the accent is there, faint and difficult to define, with a tendency to stifle the “r” sound, which suggests a far eastern background.

Wanda nods in agreement. ‘Yes, I’ve had my pubes stripped a few times. Bald as a coot.’ She giggles. ‘Fine until they start growing again, and they always do, no matter what they say. And folks can get the wrong impression when they see you scratching down below.’

This lack of pubes adds to the strange impression of youthfulness. His penis is very short and stubby, almost as thick as it is long, with a thick collar of folded foreskin, through which the pink helm peeks palely. The prick nestles over the tight wrinkled walnuts of his testicles, themselves of suitably modest dimensions. He shows no embarrassment whatsoever at displaying this unimpressive tackle, just as he proves entirely comfortable with exposing his nudity. In fact, he has beaten both of us in stripping completely, carelessly tossing off his clothing with amazing speed and flinging himself on the wide bed like some oversized milk chocolate cherub. The only item he does not discard (and never will, no matter how convoluted our combinations of limbs and bodies become) is those thick spectacles. He is spread out naked on the coverlet while we are still reaching for the zips between our shoulderblades.

‘Take your time, please, ladies!’ he urges us, the light catching on his glasses like miniature headlamps. They are trained eagerly upon us, as we at once comprehend the pleasure he will obtain from our deliberate removing of the few pieces of clothing we have on. With the skill we have learnt over many such performances, private and more public, we strip with all the titillating artistry we can summon from our experience. For once I can feel temporarily superior, for he is particularly entranced by my underwear – the bustier, and the long ribbons of the suspenders stretching down through the hazy blue lacy knickers to the fine dark nylon stockings. In contrast, once Wanda has shed the skin of her white dress, and stepped out of her light evening sandals, she has only that diminutive thong to discard, though admittedly she makes the most of it by turning her back on him once she has slipped the little triangle from her pudenda, bending slightly and thrusting her buttocks forth for his approval as her fingers pluck the unseen strap from the deep cleft before shimmying the miniscule frippery down her limbs and over her ankles.

My turn. Dismissing my entirely justified feeling of inferiority at her divine beauty, I make the most of my few seconds of exclusive attention under the spotlight of those gleaming goggles. I turn my toes posily, unclipping the suspenders, roll each stocking in lubricious slow motion down my legs and off my feet, drop them like curling little snakes on the floor. Elbows jutting like wings, I reach behind me and, with considerable expertise, pop the hooks on my bustier and let it fall to join the stockings. Slower still, my thumbs hook in the elastic of the French knickers, and I ease them downward past my hips, exposing the sandy little neatness of my pubes, and when they reach my upper thighs I let go, give a quick little scissor (I can shimmy too!) and let them fall to my ankles, then out I step.

He claps his hands like an enthusiastic little boy, and cries out, ‘I love blonde girls!’ I know he is neither thinking of nor looking at my coiffure. I try to feel ashamed at the mean little thrill of triumph that quivers through me. After all, Wanda has never given the slightest sign of gloating at her clearly spectacular superiority of looks over me. But then, she doesn’t need to. I do a good enough job for her, knocking myself down in my constant self-denigrating comparisons between us.

M. Auguste is comfortingly impartial as he beams and holds out his chubby arms in wide invitation. ‘Come here, ladies! Come and have your wicked ways with me.’ And we move as one, spreading ourselves on and over him, encouraged by his eagerness and openness, and smother him with our available flesh.

Again I’m reminded irresistibly of his body’s air of youthfulness. His skin is as smooth as an infant’s, and, to my surprise, the pronounced curve of his belly, far from feeling flabby, feels firm and tight as a drum, his quite small hands and feet similarly childlike. He lies passively under our ministrations, clucking and chuckling, then groaning with delight. We pour our flesh over his, in exotic combination, suddenly and strongly aroused by having this chubby brown man so completely in our clutches. Clutch we do, kissing, and lapping, and stroking. Somehow I am not surprised to find that his squat little prick scarcely elongates at all, though I notice that its delicate mouth is agleam with fluid. Wanda is the first to actually take it between her lips. Her black hair falls across his curving belly, and the short column disappears in its entirety as she bends deeply, until her mouth rests against the smooth bareness of his pubis. My nails graze lightly on the wrinkled underside of his balls, my hand trapped in the warm fusion of flesh: the cave of his smooth round belly, and the underside of Wanda’s warm chin and moving throat. There is a loud plop as Wanda suddenly pulls her head up, gasping for breath, and his prick, a little longer, even thicker, and undeniably considerably stiffer, gleams with her saliva and his emissions.

‘Your turn!’ Wanda gasps, rolling away and rather forcefully pulling me onto him, thrusting my face down into his genitals. The wet, velvet helm squashes against my eye socket then my cheek, smearing me with its fluid, and I feel its throbbing resistance. I experience the familiar thrill, the weird admixture of horror and excitement whenever I fellate someone, the fearful anticipation of that surging, choking flood of their coming. I stretch my mouth, feel his prick fill it, surge to the roof of my mouth and I start to suck frantically, trying not to hurt with my teeth, the breath whistling through my nose, the blood pounding in my ears, desperate for more air and dizzy. Until suddenly a hand is tearing agonisingly at the back of my head, dragging me up by my hair, and I feel his prick slide like a slippery eel from my mouth.

‘Mount him! Mount him!’ Wanda cries frenetically, trying by force to haul me onto him, and, submissive as I have always been by instinct, I begin to move, until a faint spark of rebellion flares.

‘Why? You–’

‘Yes, yes! Crissie! Come! Come!’

I hear the strangulated voice of Ramazin crying out urgently, and we both feel his bulk heaving, lifting our combined, sprawling weight with the violent upthrust, and all at once I am moving, straddling him, grabbing that short little thrusting cock and putting it to my cunt. I take it inside, ramming down deep until he is buried in my clinging wetness. My wet face is driven against Wanda’s smooth, flawless back. I cling to her as he bucks and I ride him to a furious spouting climax. I feel it fill me and flow back out until we are joined belly to belly in the viscous spillage, and the thick hardness dies.

We collapse. We are both still sitting astride M. Auguste, I lie forward against the warm curve of her back, and we both rest on the inert bulk of our male partner beneath us.





Chapter Nine

I’M ONCE MORE ASHAMED when I reflect later on the extent and meanness of the pleasure I take from the undoubted, unexpected preference M. Auguste shows for me over the beautiful mixed-blood girl. It is nearer dawn than midnight when exhaustion calls a halt to our triadic revelries, though to be truthful M. Auguste’s active role in the fun subsided soon after the wild ride which ended in our copulation. Nevertheless, he was an enthusiastic spectator of our prolonged and also enthusiastic two-way show, as we wrestled and writhed and fiddled and ate at each other across the wide bed, while he sat like a jolly Buddha resting against the satin headboard.

At long last, audience and performers alike collapse wearily. I am expecting that we will all three sleep in sated harmony, so I am surprised (and wickedly proud) when Auguste simply wraps his brown arms around me, hugs me to his side like a favourite teddy, his eyes now slits as thin as a pencil line behind his glasses, and murmurs, ‘I keep this one. She stays with me. G’night, Wanda.’

She rises at once and leaves – worst of all, with a final little kiss on the top of my wildly tangled blonde head, and I am the one that feels like Judas. But my heart still swells and sings in triumph! Slim little (all right! Skinny little!), pale little me, and still he chooses me! I push aside the snidy inner voice that whispers, he just likes fucking mzungus, countering it with the argument that this powerful individual can have, and has had, as many girls of all ethnic groups as I’ve had hot dinners. Instead, I snuggle down like Baby Bunting on his broad chest and round belly and drift into deep and dreamless sleep.

Until I wake up goose pimpled to another air-conditioned, humming morn, and a pair of hands pushing me down below that firm hemispherical belly to the sticky, stirring, chunky prick that briefly slotted and discharged fiercely within me a few hours ago. The guiding hands on my blonde thatch make it clear that he has no wish to repeat our coition. I dismiss my flash of disappointment and open my mouth to accommodate him. Soon I’m bobbing away, my nose rubbing that hairless little spot at the root of his throbbing, swiftly expanding column, my nails scratch delicately at his little nuts, my fingers assisting the vigour of my sucking, nibbling and lapping. There’s a frightening instant of deep, deep throat as he rears up, lifting me with him as he lunges, the spread of those hands on my head remorselessly strong, impaling me. He explodes inside, and I choke and swallow convulsively and, to my undying credit, I do not regurgitate or even spit back the glutinous issue filling me up. I manage to swallow again, another cloying mouthful of him, then allow the residue to ooze forth onto his now limp glans, which I then lick at savagely while smearing the spongy tip all around my lips and chin as though I’m jealous of and greedy for every little drop that has got away from me.

He whimpers and shudders, and sighs with bliss. His hands fall away from my head, and I rest my gasping face on his brown thigh, in sweating pride. Penalty shootout, and I win! Mentally I give thanks to my long-ago mentor, bottle blonde Jo, who taught me all the advanced tricks of giving head, and even (for the moment) forgive her for all those blistered bottoms she gave me.

M. Auguste is clearly delighted with me. We sport in the scented, foam-filled bathtub, but his sex play is not spectacular, and clearly for his own pleasure rather than mine. He plays with me like an infant with a rubber duck. I am just a little aroused by his roaming fingers and his kisses, but certainly far from blowing my top. When his prick emerges from the froth of bubbles like Paddington Bear in the snow, I suggest hopefully, ‘You want to fuck?’ – I would certainly be up for it, another gallop astride his bulk – but he shakes his head with that ear-to-ear grin, wipes his fogged specs and says, ‘You do it, quick handjob. I’m ready for breakfast!’

I oblige. My wrist aches, my hand is a blur, but the fruits of my labours are swiftly apparent. He is standing this time in the foam, and I am close behind, my arm slipped under that rotund belly, and I feel his buttocks flex like bellows against my own tummy. His sperm arcs out in a strong jet before the final oozings over my tired fingers, and I wonder just how much protein is contained in that stuff, and how much I swallowed. Maybe just toast and coffee for me!

My sneaky feeling of superiority and pride in a job well done is pricked like a party balloon when we meet Simon and Wanda already emerging from the dining room. ‘Oh, hi,’ he says. ‘I was just going to leave a message at Reception. Thought you wouldn’t want to be disturbed.’ He beams that A-1 smile, accompanied by a flicker of a wink. ‘More snags have come up, I’m afraid.’ He sighs like a martyr. ‘Got to dash back to the mainland. Can’t do anything from here. That’s the price for staying in paradise. So sorry, Auguste, mon ami . Another couple of days, I’m afraid. But I’m sure Crissie here will do her level best to entertain you.’

‘Ah, c’est la vie, n’est-ce pas? ’ The wide brown shoulders shrug in understanding. ‘Do not worry. She is an angel, oui ?’ He kisses his fingers in the air, beams his widest grin.

‘But – but what about ...?’ I glance helplessly at the smiling Wanda, then back to Simon. His grey eyes, dancing with warmth, nevertheless send a clear, icy dagger to my heart.

‘I’m leaving everything here in your capable hands, darling. Wanda has some things of her own to see to back there.’ His head flicks towards the beach and the ocean outside. ‘We did rather kidnap her, didn’t we, Crissie? But I’m hoping I can persuade her to return with me. Two or three days, I anticipate. All right, sweet?’

‘Have no fears, Simon. She is parfait. Our time will fly. Take as long as you wish.’

I am speechless, sick with despair. And I can see from Wanda’s sparkling eyes and her smile that she knows exactly how I am feeling. ‘Oh, I’m sure they’ll be fine while we’re away, Simon.’ She holds my gaze. ‘You won’t have me as gooseberry for the next couple of days.’ She gives a deep, gurgling laugh, leans forward and kisses me, lightly but slowly, on the lips, right there in the busy foyer. Not the casual buss on the cheeks of greeting or parting girlfriends, but the token of affection exchanged by lovers.

I stand mutely, burning with humiliation, and with hurt. My pain is increased when Simon steps in close too and also kisses me on the mouth, more lingeringly, and holds me briefly to him. His lips move to my ear after the embrace. His breath is warm on me. ‘I count on you. Be my good girl, Crissie.’

I note the “my”, and almost choke with bitterness at its shackling truth. I am indeed his. His to be put at his command to another man, like M. Auguste, or Mattius. Or to another girl, like Wanda. The girl he is taking away to fuck with, the girl he has fucked right in front of me. Cruellest of all, the girl he has fucked instead of me, since she came into our lives – such a long time ago, it seems now, though it is only a matter of days.

I daren’t trust myself to speak. I can’t . I merely nod, my head bowed in obeisance. I hear and obey. Like shackles, M. Auguste’s right arm falls around my shoulders, and holds me proprietarily in his grip. A desirable property. For short stay or long let.

‘You are sad that Monsieur Simon has left you behind, to look after me , yes?’

M. Auguste’s slit eyes behind the twinkle of his glasses and the wide glitter of his smile are as inscrutable as ever, but I sense at once the hidden censure in his remark, and blush, stammer slightly in the swiftness of my denial. ‘No, no! Of course not! I’m delighted–’

‘Delighted that he has taken the beautiful Wanda, and left you alone back here with Caliban, the monster of the island?’

I stare blankly for an instant, my dismay at his perspicacity deflected by my incomprehension. Then the word “island” stirs my memory of my beloved cruel Miss Challis and I recall vaguely he is referring to something in Shakespeare. That’s as far as it goes, but it’s far enough. God bless you, Mrs Servis, you callous bitch. ‘You’re no monster, Monsieur Auguste! Far from it! And yes! I am delighted. I love Wanda to bits, and she’s gorgeous, I have to admit, but at least I get a chance to get noticed while she’s away. Otherwise, I’d hardly get a look in, would I?’

My fishing for compliments is a bit obvious, but M. Auguste is spot on in his conjecture that I am envious of Wanda’s accompaniment of Simon. I am eaten up with jealousy, writhing like a kebab on a barbecue, and desperate for distraction. The smiling little brown man does not disappoint.

‘Let me tell you, my dear, and I speak only the truth, that I am delighted to be here with you. With only you, on this enchanted isle! It is the answer to my prayer, I am so happy! Wanda is trés belle , of course, but ... I must confess to you, Crissie – I love the European girls. And especially the Nordic, yes? The blonde. True blonde!’ He grins, his head gives a little nod, a bow in the direction of my hips.

It isn’t needed for I am well aware he is thinking of my pubes. I still remember the way his eyes lit up when they were first revealed in the little cabaret of our stripping that Wanda and I indulged in last night – and my mean little thrill of pleasure and one-upmanship – at his reaction. And he continues to please me inordinately as he goes on now.

‘Girls like Wanda are beauties, of course, no one can deny. But you girls of the north – you blondes – you are more subtle. Your figures are graceful, without being too ...’ his hand waves in the air, half as though he is searching for words, and half indicating my bosom ... ‘obvious, too overstated.’

Shamefully, I give a little shiver, unperceived, I hope, and I cross my legs, squeezing my thighs tightly together, to give myself a sexual thrill. I feel the nipples of my understated tits harden inside the cups of my mini sundress with the fine wire of pure pleasure. It’s like he is licking me all over, feeding off every inch of me, and the bikini briefs are dampening already. The power of words! Who needs Shakespeare, when I’ve got roly-poly M. Auguste to sex me up? Then I feel once more the consuming heaven of Wanda’s lapping tongue, and see over her shoulder the beautiful, transported face of Simon as he fucks her to the hilt. Frantically, I reach out, seize M. Auguste’s strong brown hand in both of mine, lift it to my lips, and think disconcertingly of that squat brown cock that I have sucked and that discharged inside me just a few hours ago.

‘Perhaps I can offer you a little diversion, my dear. A little boat trip. There is a place just up the coast, a little to the north. It is another island, but very small – an islet , I think you call it, yes?’

I nod as intelligently as I can, reverting in my mind to the sulky, lovelorn schoolgirl I used to be. Who knows? And who the fuck cares? I think, as I smile back at him.

‘It is not habited now. A place where the dhows used to come in the ancient days. They kept the slaves there, before bringing them to the market here, or sailing on to Zanzibar. There are some old ruins. Very interesting.’

Fascinating – not ! I’m still in my rebellious teenage mode. My heart sinks further, down to my light open sandals. Another trip in that bloody canoe, with Mattius grinning and letching every inch of me all day. Maybe he’ll even get to shag me again. Simon has probably told M. Auguste all about my performance with the fisherman. And Auguste does seem to enjoy his spectator sport. He certainly took great pleasure in watching Wanda and me doing the business for each other last night! But another surprise awaits.

Mattius is not outside the hotel entrance, nor is he anywhere in sight on the stretch of private beach. But there at the lapping water’s edge is a small, bright orange inflatable, and it is towards this that M. Auguste leads me, his right hand clamped around my left arm, just above the elbow, almost painfully tightly, as though he fears I might try to run. A local man, closely bearded, in shorts and a brightly patterned loose shirt made from the cheap and popular kitenge cloth, is squatting in the dinghy, beside the small outboard engine, and springs upright as we approach. ‘Jambo, bwana, jambo memsa’ab !’ I wonder where I’ve seen him before, then remember he was one of the group attending Simon and M. Auguste on the terrace the previous evening, when Wanda and I joined them.

I am wearing my bikini beneath the matching blue sundress with its brief frilled skirt, which Auguste assures me will be just fine for our trip – a trip I am even less enthusiastic about when I see the inflatable at the sea’s edge. He has already mentioned that our destination is several miles to the north, and my enthusiasm for journeys on the water is as lukewarm as my pleasure in it. However, I strive to hide my dismay and paddle out into the warm shallows where the local has manoeuvred his craft. Auguste paddles gallantly at my side, and nods ahead of us at the sparkling ocean. ‘There’s our boat, my dear. It can’t get in any closer.’

I gaze with deep relief at the white cabin cruiser, very smart and rakish, with gleaming silver and brass about its sleek upperworks, which is riding at the end of a stout rope no more than 30 yards offshore. It looks very much at home in the elegant surroundings of the resort hotel, and the few other craft there for the pleasure of the rich clientele. It does not belong to the hotel however, as Auguste makes plain during the few seconds it takes for our low dinghy to skim across to the launch, where I recognise three more of the faces I had seen in the company of our steersman last evening. They each wear identical grins of approving lust as they eagerly stretch their arms to assist me aboard. I manage nimbly enough, with far less help than is needed by M. Auguste, who is dragged and scrambled onto the white deck with some effort. The beaming grin is intact on his sweating face, and the glasses still twinkle merrily as we relax on the blue cushions beneath the awning rigged up in the stern and head out towards the reef and the open sea.

‘Is this your boat?’ I ask, with the right amount of respect and admiration, and he gives a deprecating little shrug.

‘I don’t often get the chance to use it,’ he answers. ‘That’s why I was so pleased when Simon invited me to come out here to the island. I was hoping we’d all get the chance to make a trip.’

He leans forward and puts his brown hand on my paler knee, squeezes hard, and leaves it resting there. I am suddenly deeply stirred by the vivid recall of Simon’s hand resting in exactly the same spot as we sat on the terrace of the Club in the old port on the mainland. I delete the mental picture rapidly.

He goes on. ‘And why I am so pleased to have you all to myself for our trip today. I could not be happier.’

Even as I am simpering my agreement, the hand slides up my thigh, under the frill of my tiny skirt, and the fingers rub against the tight line of the bikini briefs, which lies in the crease of my thigh and pubis. Instinctively the long thigh muscle tightens and I give a swift half glance forward towards the small control cabin and the opening leading down to the space below the deck, where our crew are busying themselves. My specious display of demureness is largely (but not entirely) false. I am a little inhibited at the presence of the local men. A little bit of “Ooh, la, milord, I am but a simple maid!” won’t go amiss. A cynical voice mocks me, and another vivid mental picture conjures itself, of my clinging onto Wanda’s lovely back as I rode his stubby little cock to crisis point less than 24 hours ago.

‘Don’t worry about my chaps. They know their place. They do not look where they are forbidden.’

No chance of a gangbang then! I mock myself with humorous relief, but then I experience a sudden quiver of alarm, in spite of his reassuring words. The disturbing memory of Mattius shagging me in the warm water while Simon’s arms held me so accommodatingly returns. It seems very likely that the incident will have been recounted, probably with possessive pride, to this individual to whom Simon has also put me. And I know just how much pleasure M. Auguste derives from merely observing. Perhaps he intends to take such pleasure to excess by watching his entire crew have their wicked way with me. And no one within miles to hear my maidenly shrieks. They would probably add a great deal to the entertainment value.

‘Stand up, my dear.’ Just like that. The imperative. Not a request but a straightforward command. I obey, and he turns me, reaches between my shoulders and drags down the zip and, with a little tug, sends the sundress dropping around my bare feet. Suddenly my heart is thudding once more, and I wait for his stubby fingers to continue stripping me, but I am wrong. Secure in my insubstantial blue triangles over tits and pudenda, I embark on a brief guided tour of the launch. The crew are smilingly and obsequiously silent, but M. Auguste is wrong in his assumption nevertheless. They speak not, except when spoken to, but their eyes are everywhere, eight of them, crawling over every inch of me, especially those few covered by the strips of blue material.

But why not? What was that proverb Miss Challis told us in her spiels about figurative language? If wishes were horses, beggars would ride . Well, I don’t mind them looking, or even stripping me naked in their mind’s eye. After all, apart from a few vital inches they don’t have to use their imagination. And if poor Mrs Servis (née Challis) only knew what I did to her and she to me in my sex fantasies she’d have wet her pretty pants with fright or frenzy. I don’t mind his motley crew looking, and even wishing, but I hope fervently that riding is not on the agenda for today’s entertainment.





Chapter Ten

I PLEAD THE SENSITIVITY of my fair skin to avoid direct exposure to the now fierce sun, and don’t need to remind him of his stated preference for pale Nordics, in order to seek the shade provided by the canvas awning rigged up in the stern sheets of the elegant craft, named Malaika , which means “Angel”. ‘Named in honour of you, my dear,’ he chortles gallantly, ‘though we didn’t know it at the time.’ We could of course seek the even shadier and cooler sanctuary of the small cabin, with its gleaming fittings, including a chintz-covered cushioned banquette down either side of the compartment which, he assures me, with a smile as subtle as a sledgehammer, pull out to form two singles or “a surprisingly spacious” double bed. Does he expect his gallant crew to be deaf as well as blind?

But M. Auguste contents himself with the cushioned loungers that take up most of the limited space in the stern, and with playing handmaid to me as he slathers an expensive, aromatic sun barrier over the skin he admires so much, from the base of my blonde hair down my shoulders and arms, then my back, not forgetting to snap open the catch of my bra-top, to avoid the possibility of missing the centimetre or less covered by material. I am forced, bashful maiden that I am, to lie prone on my front while he takes his time, enjoying the long sweep from shoulders down my spine to the clenching little buttock cheeks, which are virtually exposed, for the tiny briefs have all but disappeared into the crack of my bottom. In any case, his stubby, greasy palms probe under the narrow strip across my hips to ensure not even a postage stamp sized area of flesh remains unprotected by the fragrant lotion. I take particular note of the head of the man at the wheel in the small shelter ahead of us, and those of his comrades. They remain facing front, with a fixed intensity that is admirable if somewhat unnatural.

‘Turn over.’ He slaps me lightly on my bum.

‘Aye aye, sir!’ I roll over, delicately holding the cups of blue over the points of my tits, and he clicks his teeth in a smiling expression of gentle reproof before he lifts my wrists away, and the bra from my small white breasts.

‘Don’t be coy, Crissie!’ he chides. ‘I have told you. My boys know how to behave.’

I try to keep still as he begins the task of anointing my body from neck and prominent shoulder bones all the way down to my painted toes. He takes a long, long time, clearly happy, absorbed in his work, and I close my eyes, thinking that the other four men will surely have terribly stiff necks if they remain staring steadfastly to the fore while M. Auguste completes his duty. Especially as he seems to be distracted when he arrives at my modest little tits. His fingers and cupping palms are stuck on my little mounds like iron filings on a magnet. They smooth and squeeze and twiddle the pale nipples, which rise in tingling erection in response to these rousing caresses. And thinking of erections, I surmise that if there are any surreptitious peeks, it won’t only be the crew’s necks that are stiff.

Just for a few seconds it’s a relief when the hands glide down, lower, under the ribcage to my flat and sucked-in tummy, but then those fingers probe under the cache-sex of the briefs, until his stubby digits are running through my pubic curls, which I guess (without raising my head to confirm) are now on view. The hands roam with equally titillating intimacy over the crease where my thighs meet my belly, and then on to the satin smooth inner surfaces where begins the swell of the sexual mound. I can’t keep still. My buttocks flex hard on the thin cushions, my thighs and belly lift automatically, begging for further arousal, and I feel my vaginal muscles throbbing too, and the undeniable lubricious film spreading along the fissure of my labia. I bite my lower lip hard, try to suppress the whimper of hunger I can feel rising in my throat. I stretch the muscles of my limbs until they harden. I keep my rigid arms and legs still, imagine the steel clamps about wrists and ankles pinning me mercilessly, holding me prisoner, and now my spinning head doesn’t know whether I am excruciatingly embarrassed or wildly begging for fulfilment even if the whole damned world is watching.

M. Auguste finally takes mercy on me (or torments me mercilessly?) and the hands deal quite quickly with my lower limbs, and I can move again. Quickly I ease the tiny pouch over my genitals, hide the stray little fuzz which has peeped over its top, and place the warm cups over my still tingling breasts. He is breathing heavily, his smooth, bare chest and thrusting belly are gleaming with oil and sweat. The sun bounces blindingly off his shaded lenses as he wipes his hands on his plump thighs. ‘There now, my little chicken. Ready for roasting!’

Show’s over folks! I raise myself a little shakily and gaze forward, at the stolid brown backs of the crew. Until one of them, older looking than his companions, his short beard sprinkled with grey, appears up the steps of the small cabin, with a tray of tall beaded glasses and a large jug of the most delicious fruit cocktail, ice-cold, that I have ever tasted. ‘Ah! Abdul! Good man! You save our lives!’

It lasts us the remaining 45 minutes of the voyage, before the knife-like bows of Malaika swing sharply towards the land on our left, and head for a low-lying small island that seems at first only yards from the dazzling white-fringed beach of the mainland beyond. This islet is covered in thick undergrowth and taller coconut palms to the very edge of the sea, until, to my surprise, after we cruise carefully close to its shore, we discover a narrow gap in the vegetation, and there is a sturdy wooden jetty, to which we are soon moored.

It is only when preparations are being made for what is clearly meant to be a land expedition that I realise how inadequately I am equipped to venture forth in the thick foliage, with its buzzing, humming, chirruping – and no doubt biting – insect population. Even if I put on my dinky little sundress again, it won’t afford me much protection. But M. Auguste is prepared for every circumstance. With much chortling, the crew gather round as Abdul appears once more from the cabin below, bearing an overall suit, in the vivid orange colour favoured by many public bodies and construction firms for their rank and file. My audience watch with great interest and amusement as I step into and pull up the voluminous garment. It is clearly intended for someone of much more generous proportions than myself, and both the leg cuffs and the wrists have to be turned up several times before I can achieve even an approximate fit. Even so, when the zip is drawn up, the crotch is still closer to my knees than my loins, and there’s room for at least one more person of my size to fit in there with me. All I need is a pair of those enormous flipper shoes and I could make a good stand-in for a circus clown. For a second, I suspect that that’s what they’re aiming for, when Abdul produces a pair of pristine white woollen ankle sock and a pair of equally dazzling white trainers, but as these are only a size or so larger than my normal fit, they don’t feel or look so bad. The outfit is set off by a wide- brimmed straw sunhat, complete with its muslin veil, rolled back to the brim but ready to be dropped down to protect face and neck from marauding bugs if necessary.

‘Enchanting!’ M. Auguste declares, amid supporting growls of approval from his minions.

‘Mzuri sana, memsa’ab !’ they lie gallantly. Or maybe they’re remembering what lies well hidden beneath the enveloping orange folds.

Actually, our safari through the bush isn’t as difficult as it looked from the launch, for once we’re away from the shore, I find there’s a path almost the width of a country road that has been hacked through the vegetation. In any case we are hardly walking for five minutes before we reach a substantial clearing, where several grass-roofed native huts are standing, some in ruinous condition, with roofs gaping and mud walls crumbling to reveal the framework of wooden poles beneath. Two of them appear in surprisingly good repair, fit for occupation, and with what look like well-tended shambas , or native gardens, around them. But the most eye-catching spectacle, dominating this compound, standing squarely in its centre, is a much larger building of solid stone blocks, with pitched roof of tiles – though there are gaps, jagged holes through which the solid, cut timbers can be seen. There is a clinging mantle of closely woven green, some sort of vine, with large white funnel-shaped flowers, covering most of it, and hanging down in a rich curtain over the eaves. There is a platform running along the front of the building, also of stone slabs, and a wide, crumbling stairway at its centre.

There is no sign of life here, only a brooding stillness. Even the noises of the birds and insects seem hushed, and I find my skin puckering beneath the capacious folds of my clothing. This must be the old slave post M. Auguste had told me of. I shiver suddenly, caught up in the atmosphere of terror and misery which must have hung over this deserted spot.

‘Mji ya Kusanyika ,’ he announces. ‘This is the slave market, where they were brought before being shipped down the coast. Come. Let me show you.’ He speaks swiftly to the others, who turn away immediately, dismissed like a squad of soldiers. M. Auguste takes my right arm, above the elbow, and carefully holds on as we mount the stone steps. There are several large iron hoops, bolted to the wall on this side of the building and crumbling holes where others have been. The metal is badly rusted, and looks as though a bit of determined heaving and hacking with a crowbar would soon dislodge those that still remain. The wide doorway is framed by thick wooden posts, but only one of the double doors survives, swung back and leaning drunkenly inward. It is about one-and-a-half times my height, and though its panels are split in a few places, it is beautifully carved, like the splendid old Arab doors I have seen in the capital on the mainland. I wonder why it still survives, when there is no sign of its companion.

‘You’d get a fortune for that back home,’ I remark, as we step from the bright sunlight into the gloom of the interior. It is pierced by columns of the sun’s rays, which fall in solid cathedral-like pillars onto the tiled floor. Pools of black water stand here and there on its uneven surface. They add to the atmosphere of dank, dark despair which must have soaked into the very fabric of this ruin. It’s catching. Again I feel my skin pucker; the cold seems to strike up through my new white shoes.

Auguste is holding my hand now. He leads me like he would a child through the spacious dimness, carefully avoiding the puddles, and shows me a row of small openings in the farther of the two longer walls, like cells, except there are no front walls, let alone doors. ‘This is where they kept the goods ready to be auctioned out on the veranda there.’

Goods ! The word shrieks in my brain. Men and women, children, babies. Husbands, wives, mothers, sons and daughters. I draw back instinctively and he tugs me with a hint of impatience towards the last opening, in the far corner. ‘Come! There is something I have to show you.’ I am shocked by the sight of the great baulk of wood lying on the floor, from which extend six pairs of manacles, whose chains are secured by stout rings to the scarred piece of timber. Like all the other metal objects they are badly corroded, but it is clear what their sinister purpose was.

M. Auguste seems proud, like the curator of a museum showing a privileged visitor a prize exhibit. ‘Come, Crissie! Try it! Let me take your picture.’ He produces a slim silver pod from his pocket. At first I’m too shocked to move, and he steers me over to the obscene lump of wood and actually pushes me down to sit on it. He selects a pair of the revolting bands of iron, and forces them around my wrists, then pushes the capacious trouser legs of the overalls up my calves, and then fits a pair of slightly larger irons round my exposed ankles. ‘Stand up!’ He helps me to my feet, and I stand there awkwardly, the chains stretched, manacled like the slaves of old. Except of course that the irons are not closed about my limbs. The brilliant white flash envelops and blinds me, and I’m sure my staring, wide-eyed expression must be suitably solemn for this strange pose.

‘Of course, it would be more authentic if you were naked.’ He beams, and my heart rate accelerates.

‘Please ... Auguste!’ I glance towards the bright light of the doorway, across the long room. ‘The others – they might come!’ The twinkling glasses are fixed on me. I feel trapped and helpless, as though I am actually tethered by my shackles. There is a pause, when my heartbeat is loud in my ears, and I think he really is going to make me strip. He takes another picture and I blink, my vision lost for a second, by which time he is beside me. I feel his hand go to the neck of the overalls and draw the zip fastener down to my waist. Oh God! He’s going to do it himself. The others are bound to come, see me ...

His hands are inside the gaping front of the orange garment and he is covering my neck and shoulder with slobbering kisses. His fingers push the cups of my bikini top up off my breasts, then his hands clutch greedily at my small mounds. They are still slippery with the fragrant lotion he anointed them with on board the launch. The fingers slide over the yielding smooth rounds, pluck painfully at the hard little knobs of the nipples. He bends his face and I feel his hot breath, the rub of his sweating face against my skin before his mouth closes over the pink little circle of my tits and he sucks vigorously, like an infant greedy for its mother’s milk. I stifle a scream, try to lift my hands to clutch his dark, gleaming head to me, and feel the restraining tug of the shackles, trapping my hands between my thighs.

‘Someone will come!’ I whimper softly now, shamefully aroused by his slobbering attention to my breasts, leaning weakly against him, hampered by the chains that restrain my limbs. At last he lifts his sweating, panting face from my bosom, and seeks my mouth, which opens wide to receive his thrusting tongue. But his hands are still busy, thrusting down now inside my overalls, pushing against my oiled belly, the shallow eye of my navel, then the hard fingers seek the tiny strip of material over my hips and mound. They squirm inside, ferreting through the curls of body hair. His wrist turns, the tiny briefs are stretched so tight I feel the narrow band deep in the crevice of my behind biting into my flesh, as he manoeuvres his fingers so that they caress and explore the fissure of my labia, slide into the greasily responsive tightness, which opens to this thrilling invasion. He searches, finds the upper peaks, the throbbing clitoral area, and the tunnel of my now palpitating pussy. Fiercely excited, I feel the juice flowing, lubricating, enfolding his finger, beating and enclosing him. I weep helplessly.

‘Bwana! Chacoula tayari! ’ Food is ready! The cry comes from the blazing opening, and I smother a small scream, my chains chink as I try to pull M. Auguste’s shielding bulk even closer to me. But the invasive finger continues to work inside me. Only his mouth is freed as he calls out heartily, ‘Ndio! Mzuri. Na cuja !’ Yes, good. I’m coming!

So am I! I think hysterically, ready to cry and laugh, then not knowing which to do as the hand is withdrawn from within my disarranged clothing. I make to turn away, to collapse onto the log of wood to which I am fastened, to hide my gaping exposure. But Auguste’s left arm firmly grips me by my waist. Suddenly he pushes the finger of the hand which was groping me against my startled lips. ‘Clean me, my angel.’ In spite of my shock, my lips part automatically and, as his finger slides into my mouth, I suck and lick obediently, tasting the distinctive flavour of my sex juice and replacing it with my saliva, as my tongue works to his command.

He wipes his wet hand on the backside of my voluminous outer garment, which he zips up to my neck once more before helping me to free myself from my shackles. ‘Unfinished business, eh, Crissie?’ He smiles, holding the hand I have just cleaned under his nose and sniffing appreciatively. I smile and blush, fetchingly, I hope, and surreptitiously squirm my bra and briefs back into position as we head out to the sunshine and the appetizing picnic which has been prepared while we were engaged in our little exploration of social history.

We move back to the moored launch to eat. A table has been set out in the space formerly occupied by our sun-loungers. The attractiveness of the cold meal, the white tablecloth, the shining cutlery, china crockery, sparkling glasses, the bottle misted with beaded bubbles and, most impressive of all, the variety and excellence of the food itself, astonishes me, considering that the providers of the feast were the grizzled Abdul and his three cohorts. ‘Congratulations to the chef!’ I grin, aiming my remark at the obsequious Abdul, but M. Auguste’s podgy hand waves in casual dismissal.

‘All he had to do was serve it out, my dear. It was all prepared by the hotel.’

‘But still,’ I answer, ‘it all looks splendid. Well done. Mzuri sana, Abdul!’ He nods and grins, and his hard, unprepossessing features are transformed by his beaming grin. Almost ready to roll over and have his tummy tickled. M. Auguste says something that is beyond my ten words of the local language, but I guess from the tone that he is not echoing my fulsome praise and Abdul cringes, his head gives a quick bow, and he hurries forward to fill our glasses, then replaces the bottle in its cooler. He pads away barefoot, out of sight forrard. There is no sight or sound of his comrades.

I fill my plate and eat heartily, for me, washing down the excellent collation with several brimming glasses of the superb cold white wine. My efforts at eating are far surpassed by my partner, though I pride myself on keeping pace in the drinking, so that I am soon feeling pleasantly lightheaded, and even a little pissed. In spite of the awning, which protects us from the fierce direct rays of the sun now high overhead, the enervating heat is oppressive. Partly because of my silly mood, but mostly because I am all too aware of the role I am supposed to play for M. Auguste, I go into my best giggling girlie mode and slide off my chair to kneel between his chubby legs. ‘Please, master! I’m very hot. Will we be going ashore again, or can I get rid of this orange suit?’

I see how hooked he is by my use of the term “master”, and decide there’s no fear of overdoing my act. The hammier the better! ‘Well,’ I go on, pouting like Lolita, and letting my hands slide teasingly up his plump thighs. ‘You’ve got me aboard your ship and you’ve already had me in irons, so I guess that makes me your slave for today, yes?’

His eyes light up behind those lenses, his shining face crinkles and beams. ‘But no! Au contraire ! You must allow me to be your slave, ma’m’selle Crissie. Permit me.’

His hand is already reaching out to my throat and he tugs the zip down vigorously. The orange cloth falls apart to its full extent, which is all the way down to my crotch, and I feel the caress of the warm air circulating about my bare skin. He pushes me quite vigorously down on my behind on the deck and, seizing my right leg, tugs off the trainer and the white sock. He does the same to my other foot, before clutching the baggy pants legs and heaving the overalls down over my limbs as I swiftly wriggle my arms free of the sleeves, to assist in their removal.

‘Phew! That’s better!’ I breathe, a little nervously, as I see his eyes fix on my minimally covered breasts. I glance around rather obviously over my shoulder. ‘But monsieur–’

‘That is not in your vocabulary, the word “but”! My little slave!’

Shit! My little fantasy has worked all too well. ‘I’ve told you, angel. My boys do not see anything I do not want them to!’ But I’m less than convinced as he abruptly, and roughly, claws the tiny cups off my breasts and drags the flimsy garment round until he can undo the clasp. My arms cross over my chest, though as I do so an inner voice in my whirling brain laughs savagely at such coy pretence. It offers no resistance at all to those eager hands, which now paw at the tiny scrap of cloth at my loins, and a second later I am sitting back, my bare bum on the warm deck, naked as Eve in this steaming tropic paradise.





Chapter Eleven

I’M STILL REELING FROM the shock of Abdul’s inspection of my naked back view as Auguste peremptorily summons him and rattles off a stream of instructions in Kiswahili. I hear his bare feet pattering down the steps into the cabin, and try to comfort myself with the thought that maybe Abdul hasn’t ogled me after all, but kept his eyes respectfully down on the deck. In any case I must have presented an almost prim spectacle, in spite of my nakedness, sitting absolutely motionless, my back straight as a guardsman, my buttocks flat to the wooden flooring: one of the “naked yoga” poses that used to make up quite a sensational routine in the days back home when I worked in Jo’s troupe of exotic artistes. Just as well Abdul didn’t get the front view offered to M. Auguste, with my ankles crossed and my knees jutting outward and upward – and my blonde fleece-capped vulva on show for his especial delight.

I daren’t move until Abdul re-emerges scarcely a minute later, mutters something in menial respect before hurrying away forrard again. My head is still swimming from the effect of the wine, so that I’m quite glad of Auguste’s supporting hands as he guides me down the five rubber-covered steps into the shade and comparative cool of the small cabin, its limited space almost entirely occupied by the double bed which has been magically conjured up by Abdul’s dexterity. Embarrassment is still strong as I remember the proximity of the four crew members, but I can’t deny the strong stirrings of excitement at the sensation of my nudity. I picture myself moving thus about the small craft, back on deck, lying on the cabin roof or the foredeck ahead of the screened-off controls, those four pairs of eyes devouring me, to say nothing of M. Auguste, who right now employs far more than his eyes as we both fall onto the expanse of clean linen. He’s wearing nothing but those voluminous, bright checked shorts, but not for long. He wriggles and kicks them free with remarkable agility, and then his slippery brown flesh is all over me, his hands and tongue too, as he explores every available inch.

For just a second, liberated by the wine and my mounting sexual arousal, I just lie there, spreading my limbs, offering myself to him, rejoicing in that hungry mouth, those exploring fingers. But then I remember, this passive acceptance of such stimulation is not my allotted place in the scheme of things and, with a little shake of my hazy head, I force myself to go on the attack and assume my aggressive love play. He surrenders willingly and soon I am lying across those smooth thighs, his thick little cock is firmly gripped in my right hand, and I pass it back and forth in rapid little movements across my lips and my wickedly flickering tongue, until I see the helm swell and darken, and taste the sticky emission oozing from its narrow mouth.

Emboldened by alcohol, and sensing that he is caught up in the same desire for swift fulfilment, my hand works rapidly, and I feel the thick column grow and stiffen, and I fling my leg madly over the bulk of his belly, turning him fully onto his back as I do so. Sitting astride him, I put his penis to my eager sex and capture his throbbing unimpressive length inside my pulsing vagina, feel its thrilling penetration as my pubis slams down on that smooth and hairless expanse at the root of his prick. He grunts, with pain and gasping pleasure, and my buttocks jounce and flex on his pumping thighs, and gallop him to his gushing climax in a matter of seconds. I feel his flooding juice fill me and trickle out upon us. His hardness wilts immediately. I shiver, half thrilled and half repulsed, at his swift dying, and the feel of his limp slithering from me.

For just an instant, I have a crazy urge to keep on rutting in spite of his involuntary withdrawal, ride him madly, battering him beneath my beating desire for orgasm, or even to rear up and mash my streaming sex wildly against that smooth shining face, but then I return to my reality and transform my cry into a lie of ecstasy and fulfilment, and fall weakly at his sweating side. ‘Oh God! That was go-o-o-d!’ I groan, with a death-like shudder. And the nominees for best actress award are ...

Another minute of stillness, and I am up and about, seeking a cool wet face-cloth and towel, which are close at hand, and picking up his limp and slippery prick, clean it delicately, gently elongating its diminutive length to make sure my sanitary efforts are adequate, then those wrinkled tight little balls, and that smooth bare pubis. Then I deal with my own ablutions, as discreetly and swiftly as possible, before I curl up at his side again, my arms around him, as though no girl had ever been so thoroughly screwed and pleasured in the history of thriving copulation.

I’ve had plenty of practice at fooling the customers in my so far misspent youth. Except where Simon is concerned. With and around him, I can be seen through as clearly as daylight. Beauty is truth, and truth beauty , where he is concerned. Another literary gem Miss Challis introduced me to, John Keats and his odes. But let’s face it, I don’t need to be an Oscar winner for M. Auguste. He wouldn’t notice, however bad my acting, because he simply couldn’t care less. Someone like me, who he buys or gets given, doesn’t rate enough to matter, despite all his bullshit about Nordic girls and blonde fuzz.

Thoughts of Simon and Mandy Servis (née Challis) distract me enough to take my mind off the problem of my sexual non-satisfaction, and enable me to fall asleep beside my stertorously snoring partner. However, their effect on my subconscious responses is very different:

I start awake, blinking in the dim light of the cell, and groan with despair at the stifling heat and the pungent melange of odours that bring me back to awareness of my captivity. The agonising chafing at wrists and ankles are yet another reminder, as is the chink of the short lengths of chain by which I am fastened to the heavy timber slab, and beside which I have lain in brief unconsciousness on the earth floor, alongside my fellow slaves. The rough blows and kicks of the guard send us jostling and scrambling to our feet, as he parts us to make room for the weeping figure which he is leading. She is wearing a few rags of torn clothing. They do nothing to hide the long limbs and slender form beneath their inadequate cover. In spite of the filth, the cuts and bruises that mar her young flesh, and the lankness of her long dark hair, it is clear that she is a beautiful young woman. When her wrists and ankles have been shackled she is chained to the same bolt to which my irons are attached, in such close proximity that when she slumps to the floor among us, our limbs, shoulders and hips rub in unavoidable intimacy.

Most are too lost in their own discomfort and misery for the stranger’s arrival to make an impact on them. They remain isolated in their own apathetic despair. But, stirred deeply by her beauty and her tears, I find myself reaching for her trembling frame and soon we are lying in each other’s arms, our legs intertwined, our matted fair and dark locks mingling as I press my face to hers. Despite her initial shock at such physical contact, the solace derived from my caresses, discreet enough in these extreme circumstances, overcomes her shyness, and she responds to my kisses with increasing gratitude and even fervour. Our thighs lock together, we squirm ever closer on the beaten earth, our bodies stirred. Our hands stir secretly, seeking out the rounds of our palpitating breasts, beneath the few rags of cloth that only half conceal them. I feel her nipples hardening to my strokes, and my throat aches with my desire to taste them. Perhaps later, when full darkness has come, and the guards disappear until morning.

‘What’s your name?’

‘Amanda,’ she whispers, her breath warm against my face, her lips, wetted now, resting against mine.

‘I’m Lorna,’ I whisper, my hands moving over her bare, lovely, dirt-encrusted flesh.

She shivers, her breathing becomes faster, noisier, those enchanting breasts move more violently as my hands tenderly trace their contours. She groans. ‘I’ve never ... done this ... with a girl.’

‘Nor me,’ I lie, moving my mouth against her slim throat, my tongue lapping at the salty flesh of her neck. ‘We have to look out for each other. I’ll be your friend.’

She doesn’t answer. I imagine her blushing beneath that dirt and my heart surges with love. She moves, slips a thigh between mine, and I squeeze myself against her, feeling my beating sex dampen with my arousal. Her hands are copying mine now, those fingers tracing the shape of my breasts, the fingers teasing my small teats to throbbing hardness …

‘Oh, Simon ... what ...?’ I surface through the fog of alcohol-induced sleep to the reality of aching head, parched throat and foul-tasting mouth, to find M. Auguste’s stubby fingers twiddling at my tits like an enthusiastic Game Boy addict. The tiny cabin is hot and stuffy, redolent with sex and with our combined cosmetic fragrances – an evocative mixture. We are both still nude, on top of the crumpled sheet, damp with our sweat and other emissions, though I guess M. Auguste must take first prize for the latter. The tingling of my erect nipples confirms how incomplete my own sexual satisfaction has been. Blearily, I realise my sleeping dreams have contributed far more to arousal than any effort on my lover’s part, witness his fiddling with my breasts, which is simply adding to my sense of awakening frustration: If you’re doing that for your own amusement that’s fine, but if it’s for mine, would you mind putting a damned sight more effort into it? I long to say, but of course don’t.

I roll over to face him with a smile and a sigh like I’m coming down from my tenth orgasm at least. I glance down between us, and see the fat little slug of his prick coiled on the side of his fat little thigh, its nose peeping through the thick gathered collar of foreskin and the tiny bud of its mouth agleam with its smear of fresh clear juice. It looks about as ready for action as a marathon runner collapsing over the finishing line, and with (I hope) well-hidden distaste, I contemplate the arduous task of resurrecting the squat appendage to life once more.

Fortunately, he has other more urgent ideas and, croaking of his desperate need for a drink, he presses a button somewhere beside him, and within seconds I squeal in genuine dismay as the dark shape of Abdul appears in the brightness of the open hatchway at the top of the stairs. I jack-knife to draw up my legs and curl my back, crossing my arms to hug my knees to my now released tits, having found it impossible in the brief time available to grab up the sheet we are lying on to cover me. I also roll over to plaster myself against Auguste’s bulk, but then hesitate, afraid that this intimate gesture might be open to something other than my desire for modesty.

M. Auguste shakes with laughter. ‘I’ve told you, my dear! Poor old Abdul is practically blind, especially when I tell him to be so. Isn’t that true, Abdul?’

‘Ndio, bwana.’

‘My mouth is ... what is it you say? Like the wrestler’s jockstrap! We need a drink. Bring us two Jambosalas, Abdul. Mara moja , eh? Quick as you can!’

Abdul rushes off like a dog after a ball. I smile as I uncurl, and snuggle close to Auguste’s unthreatening bulk. I reflect wryly on the way I am not even consulted, my drink chosen and ordered for me. I should be used to it, after all. Simon is just the same, always making decisions for me, not even offering me a choice. Why not, when I belong to him? Just as I belong for the moment to this little brown man, because Simon has gifted me to him. It seems I’ve always belonged to someone. Someone has always held dominance over me. Simon says it’s my nature, the way I wish to be. ‘It gives you a tremendous freedom, Crissie,’ he told me early in our association. ‘You don’t have to think about anything, don’t have to make a single decision. It’s all done for you. I’ll even tell you what to wear, what colour knickers to put on! When you belong completely to someone, that’s it. All problems, life itself – all solved! All you have to do is please me – and obey!’

I shivered when he told me this. And I also felt my secret flesh spasm, the thrill of it dampening those very garments dictated by his will. He was so right. But if only he could realise that since he came along and captured me, there’s only one man in the whole world I want to possess me. I want to be his alone, to be told by him alone what to do, what to say, what to think, when to breathe! Yes! And what colour knickers to wear, and when to take them off or put them on!

And again, like a tolling knell, that solemn word: obey. My heart aches as I cry out to him in my mind: I am obeying you, my love, look at me! Stretched out naked beside your fat M. Ramazin, still sore, and smelling of his sweat and his love juice, and making him as happy as if he had just purchased me from the chains of that hellhole he thinks has been such a treat for me to see. While you , my darling, my lord ...

I picture him vividly, with beautiful Wanda, enjoying all the hectic pleasures of love – recall, all too rousingly and clearly, the sight of them, his splendid body bent over her, thrusting deep into her as she bent between my own surrendered thighs and brought me to such a fierce climax, even as she reached the ultimate heights herself, lost to the glory of my Simon’s glorious prick rammed deep inside her! How disappointed would he be to hear me use such blasphemous language, even in my head, as that possessive adjective? Mine? How many times has he told, and shown, me, there can never be such a thing. I own nothing, least of all him. I belong to him, I am his, and that must be my greatest joy.

I’m trying, my love, trying to belong to you as you wish – I wince again at yet another use of that wicked label: my love. And I wish fiercely, with all this possessed and obsessed heart, that he was here now, to punish me for my wickedness, as harshly as any of those merciless slavers back there in the jungle, to beat me black and blue and crimson – and let me kiss the lash with which he scourged me.

Instead, I hide in the miniscule toilet compartment M. Auguste calls “the heads”, in order to avoid the indignity of having Abdul observe my nude state, seeing that Auguste smilingly declines to allow me to dress, while refusing to shift so that I can use the sheet we lie on as cover. However, my efforts at modesty are totally destroyed in hilarious low comedy (for everyone but me) when, having relieved myself, I foolishly push the metal button of the flush system before standing up. To my consternation, instead of the gentle trickle I anticipated from the pygmy-size pedestal and its compartment, there is an almighty thunderous roar, and a geyser of water erupts in a spout like Moby Dick under my startled, soaking bum. I shoot out of the loo like a bullet from a gun, clutching my icy backside, convinced we’re about to dive like the Titanic , to the enormous enjoyment of the two spectators, along with a pop-eyed stare from Abdul that convinces me, if he was blind before, his sight has been miraculously restored. Like Good Queen Vic before me, I guess I’m the only one who is not amused.





Chapter Twelve

I HAVE TO WAIT almost three more eternal days and two nights before Simon returns to me, during which time I hide my despair and sickening jealousy with what I hope is consummate success if not ease. My “client” never ceases to smile, except for those brief seconds of emotion during the five further instances of his erupting crises, three of which are induced by my masterly use of mouth and hands. ‘You fellate like a fury, my angel!’ he groans, after I’ve swiftly but surely dealt with the messy aftermath and lie in exhausted triumph by his side again.

What can a girl say to such an accolade? ‘I aim to please, monsieur ,’ I manage modestly. I try not to jerk away violently from his sweaty bulk as a podgy hand toys for a full second at my blonde pubes and the crevice they fringe before the fingers fall away and he rests in weary satiation. Be still, my beating twat!

He is proudly determined to make the most of his shiny new launch – like a kid at bath time with his favourite toy. It has to go back to wherever it comes from, he tells me, which is why we spend the next two days cruising up and down the coast – though not, mercifully, to the tiny island with those terrible ruins. This time, we spend most of the time offshore, and when we do drop anchor, it’s in the shallows of a long stretch of white sandy beach, fringed with coconut palms – a fantastic spot which could grace the pages of the glossiest travel brochures, but which is totally deserted, except for us. The four-man crew is sent off in the dinghy, back to the “mother ship”, and before they are ten yards out into the lapping wavelets, my bikini is off too, and by the time they have reached Malaika no more than two-and-a-half minutes later, at M. Auguste’s urging I have straddled his bulk, manipulated his penis to what passes for erection, fitted it into my frantic, starved vagina and reaped the gushing reward. I do my little whinny to accompany his gasp of gratification, and slide off again. I stare bleakly at the low craft, whose occupants are just now clambering back aboard the launch. I recall ironically how, a mere couple of days before, I was worrying myself with visions of their more-than-ready and rough possession of my defenceless body on the boat. Right at this minute I toy with the powerful notion of leaping up, racing down to the sea and flinging myself madly into the warm water to thresh after them with wild shouts: Wait for me, mateys! I want to COME too!

And then, lo! On the third day, my temporary owner says the most beautiful thing he has ever said in all our lovemaking. ‘My little Crissie! I fear that tonight I might lose you. Mister Simon is returning on the ferry this afternoon. And I must leave myself, early in the morning. I’ll be going back on Malaika . God knows when I’ll see you again, mon ange ! I can’t bear to lose you, my little beauty!’

With something of a shock, I realise I am literally grovelling at his feet, kissing those broad appendages, lapping at his cute, curling toes. ‘I’ll miss you so much, Monsieur Auguste!’ I whine like a puppy, twisting myself up his short, fleshy limbs. My hand slides under the voluminous leg of his jazzy, baggy shorts, searches out its familiar, flexing, damp little worm of the prick, which swiftly fattens under my practised touch. Better go out with a bang! I tell myself, my fingers toying with the foreskin, rapidly stretching as his column throbs and swells. My Simon – sorry! Simon – is coming home.

The football anthem swells to its crescendo inside my spinning head: Comin’ home, we’re comin’ home! But then, M. Auguste’s next words suddenly send a shiver, like a lump of ice down the cleavage, right through me. ‘Unless I can persuade him to part with you. For a worthy price, of course!’

My hand, curled around his beating penis, stops its caress. Until his own seizes my wrist in a grip like those rusted iron shackles back on the secret island, and all at once the image of those chains of slavery are all too apposite. Distractedly, I begin my massage again at his urgent instigation, while my mind is whirling with new fear. But of course, M. Auguste is joking! Of course he is! He knows I am Simon’s. (No, no! I swear I will not even think for an instant of Simon as mine. But I am his. I am his! For ever! Please!) I am startled by the sudden shrill yelp, like a dog who has accidentally been trodden on, from M. Auguste. ‘Careful, Crissie! Doucement, eh? You’ll yank my prick clean off!’

For the rest of the long morning and afternoon, I am in an agony of frantic thoughts and emotions, in spite of my fervent efforts to reassure myself that Simon would never part with me, not with such casual callousness, for a pot, or even several, of gold. And not to such a man as Auguste Mazarin! By the time the white ferry chugs fussily alongside the simple pier of the island’s only miniature township, my insides are churning faster than the boat’s propellor, with excitement and nervousness and a new terrible uncertainty, after M. Auguste’s disturbing words. Please, please, Simon! Be pleased to see me! I try to steel myself to welcome Wanda, to hide my greatest fear of all: that of her beauty and her passion, which I am convinced Simon will have tasted to the full – I’ve been haunted by the visions of their splendid bodies coiling and writhing and fitting together virtually without pause. How can he possibly care anything for me, after a feast of such magnificence?

I stare longingly at the small group of well-heeled passengers and spot him at the very instant he sees me, and his smile goes clean through my heart. And he is alone!

I can’t decide whether I’m high, drunk or dreaming. Rushing down the short gangplank, Simon grabs hold of me, in the midst of all those jostling, staring, disembarking passengers, before he has even greeted M. Auguste, and crushes me in his arms, lifting me off my feet. His mouth clamps over mine, his tongue drives possessively deep inside. Gladly, I feel my head spinning, my heart bursting as the breath is literally sucked out of me, and I’m ready to settle for death itself, smothered by love. A sandal drops from my foot, his left hand clutches my bottom, clasping me so tightly to his throbbing loins I can feel the cooler evening air on my buttocks. It probably looks to the casual observer as if I’m not wearing knickers at all, they are driven so far up the crack of my bum cheeks, and the tiny skirt of my dress must be caught up to my waist. But I don’t give a damn. I wish I was stark naked for all to see, plastered to him like this.

Eventually, after an age, he drags his mouth away from mine, and I suck in a great gasping lungful of air, and feel him do the same. ‘God! I’ve missed you, my darling!’ His voice, his lips warm at my ear, thrill me down to my curling toes. Maybe I have died after all, and this is Heaven!

At long last he manages to put me down, though he keeps his left arm tightly round my waist, holding me to him as he turns with an apologetic little laugh towards the smiling M. Auguste, and in my head I sing triumphantly to the round little brown man: Does this look like Simon would ever part with me, for all the gold in Fort Knox ?

‘Sorry, old man. But I’ve been waiting so long to do that! Forgive me.’

‘D’accord ! The first things first, oui ? But where is la belle Wanda?’ M. Auguste has asked the very question which was on my lips, until Simon had taken such hectic possession of them. And every other throbbing part of me.

‘Ah! I’m afraid she has other fish to fry. I haven’t seen that much of her, to be honest. Her affairs seem to be a hell of a lot more complicated than we thought. I don’t know when, or if , we’ll see her again. Sorry to disappoint you, mon ami .’

‘No, no! Ca ne fait rien ! Besides, your delightful Miss Crissie has been absolutely merveilleuse ! First class, eh? I shall never forget these past three days. Heavenly!’

He turns to me, gives a little nod of his shining head, with an incongruously old world, courteous little bow. And I react in similar fashion. A crimson blush sweeps up from my once more squirming toes, right to the fringe of my blonde curls, and I almost simper like a schoolgirl. Disturbingly, I suddenly recall the feel and the taste of his squat cock filling my mouth. Don’t overdo the praise, monsieur . What will Simon think of me? That I’ve been just a bit too happy in my work, like the good little slag I’ve always been. Then I comfort myself with the strength of that embrace, which I can still feel, as I savour the rawness of my lips and struggle to calm my breathing.

And the miracle continues, until I am truly convinced this is all a fantastic dream, and all I’m afraid of is the waking up. When M. Auguste announces ruefully his early departure in the morning, Simon, far from doing what I have been dreading all day and handing me over for one last night – a sort of droit de seigneur in reverse – leads us to the bar for a “farewell drink”, then turns to me with the tenderest, most wonderful smile I have ever seen, that makes my eyes misty with grateful tears, and says, ‘Darling. Monsieur Auguste and I have a lot of boring but important business to discuss. I didn’t realise he’d be leaving so soon. Listen. You go up to the room, Crissie. Order a snack if you’re hungry, then relax. Take a nice, leisurely bath. Ring down for a massage, if you like. We’ll probably be some time. Get as much rest as you can.’ He says this with such a direct look and smile that I find myself blushing again, this time much more driven by my own excitement and anticipation. ‘We may have to take quite a long time to sort things out. But I’ll order a late dinner for when I come up – and plenty of champagne on ice. Tonight is just for you and me, Crissie. My love.’

I thought he would grab me and lift me off my feet once more, in the crowded bar, but instead he leans close and kisses me very softly on my forehead. His hand crunches my own in a discreet grip which squeezes my delicate bones in exquisite agony. His next words thrill me almost as much. ‘You’d better say goodbye to M. Auguste now, Crissie. I’m sure you won’t be up early enough in the morning to catch him before he goes.’ And at the smile that accompanies these words, I have to fight the urge to fling myself at his divine feet and grovel all over them.

To my immense relief, and just a little shame, M. Auguste’s last kiss is almost decorous. It is lip to lip, and there’s just a hint of flickering tongue, but it’s brief enough to suggest a discreetly incestuous uncle parting with his niece, and in a rush of generous sympathy and general wellbeing I allow my upper thigh to brush teasingly against the hang of his rotund belly. And so, rapturously, to bed!

I have to force myself really hard not to seek some measure of temporary relief from the exquisite agony of anticipation. I just can’t help the brush of my fingers’ feathery lightness against the hard little tips of my nipples, and the slow trail over my belly and upper thighs, the pads stirring my pubes before one traces the wrinkled fissures of my labia, which are beating with the desire to flower open and receive the blessed gift of Simon’s rampant penetration. Instead of the long, dreamy soak in the foam-filled tub, I have to drag myself out of the clinging bubbles. I stand staring at my nakedness in the long mirrors, my fists clenched by my sides, my arms rigid with the effort of not pleasuring myself.

Perhaps foolishly, I follow Simon’s suggestion of a massage to fill in these torturous few hours at the very gates of my private paradise. All it means is that someone else’s hands do the teasing, and the stirring of those inner fires. Miriamu is a very pretty, very skilled local girl, who is disturbingly reminiscent of Wanda in appearance, with the same dark, dancing eyes and brilliant smile. She is also excellent at her job, well qualified to work at a first-class establishment like the island’s hotel. We have met before, and she gives me a friendly smile as she swiftly spreads a sheet across the wide bed and prepares her neat case of tricks. She is wearing a pristine white overall, buttoned down the front, which she quickly discards, to reveal an equally immaculate white sleeveless vest and crisp white shorts, brief enough to display her splendid brown limbs almost to the full extent of her thighs, and which hug the prominent hemispheres of her superb ass as tight as a glove.

I slip off my robe at her invitation. I am in white too: a pair of thin cotton briefs. I know she would be more than happy to have me completely nude, but in view of my aching anticipation of the joys to come, I have decided to retain this minimal cover. I could gain much needed relief at her hands – that is one of the questions she regularly asks those clients she thinks might wish for it. In fact, she uses that very word. ‘Would you like relief, memsa’ab ?’ she asks, at the appropriately intimate moment, when the sighs and twists of her victim make the question almost a necessity. She carries several discreet instruments with her to assist her in her task. She is seldom reprimanded or refused.

She works on me, from my pink heels and wriggling toes, and narrow instep, up over my calves and the backs of my thighs, then my spine, and the cheeks of my bum. Her firm fingers, their nails clipped short to avoid any unfortunate scraping of pampered soft skin, knead each buttock, which is only minimally concealed by the thin knickers. I am distinctly roused once again. Desire flares as I feel the tips of those fingers ease under the elastic around my hips, and trace the edges of the material in the crevice of my thighs and belly. She knuckles her way up my vertebrae from coccyx right to the base of my neck, exerting just enough pressure to cause delicious shivers of pain, which make me groan. Thumbs press behind my ears, tugging slightly painfully at the stray hairs, her fingers digging hard into my clavicles, and I squirm just a little. I feel desire flaming with increased need right through me. One of my sexual fantasies flashes vividly in my consciousness.

I am forced by my dom lesbian partner to become a professional wrestler, and endure a long and extremely punishing public humiliation in the ring, picked up, spun aloft, flung down, pinned in all kinds of agonising holds, while I kick helplessly and beg for mercy. I rarely get to carry the action as far as the end of the fight, which concludes with my costume being stripped from me, and my supine body, naked except for my high-laced boots, borne out over my mistress’s shoulder.

When Miriamu neatly flips me over onto my back, and begins to work in that discreet but highly erotic manner on my breasts, I am already afraid that my excitement might well be all too visible at my damp crotch, and curse my foolishness for choosing white knickers. Then those wicked fingers tease their way under the low slung elastic of the tiny garment, sliding it down my belly a little as though by accident, to expose the upper fringe of my pubes. Her question comes in a breathy, knowing intimacy, her fingers poise, ready to slip my fragile briefs down over my thighs. ‘Would you like relief, memsa’ab ?’

‘No!’ I gasp. My hand shoots out involuntarily, grabs at her wrist, and I blush, embarrassed at my agitation and my arousal. ‘No – it’s – my boyfriend – Mr Monk – he’s just come back. He’ll be coming soon!’

Not too soon, though. And not just once. It’s all a dream, except that it’s better than any dream, even my steamiest sex fantasies. I plan to be already in bed when Simon enters, maybe even feigning sleep, draped half out of the sheet, in my dark see-through nightie with its black lace, suitably disarranged. But once in bed, I can’t control my rioting mind or my raging body, so I end up pacing about the suite, trying not to stare at my misty nakedness through the transparent material, shivering in the efficient cool of the air conditioning. Still, at least it makes my nipples stand out. Two points in my favour? I try to stop comparing myself, always unfavourably, with Wanda. Better looks, better tits, better bum, better legs, better ... oh, stop! She’s gone! And maybe not coming back. It’s me he’s coming up to, soon (please!). Me he’s going to sleep with, and wake with, and fuck, before and after! Something he hasn’t done since she came on the scene. Not once. And now she’s gone, and I’m still here. And he’ll be with me soon.

The endless waiting ends, not much before midnight, but he comes in, full of apology, and desire for me. I vow I’ll be restrained, be cool, and selfless. I go to him, we kiss again, slowly, and I shiver at my nakedness under the thin silk, rubbing against his clothed form. He starts to alter that with feverish eagerness, flinging his clothes aside, scattering them all around the floor of the spacious bedroom. I try to assist, even try to drop on my knees at his feet, to reach for his prick with loving hands and devoted mouth, but he pulls me almost roughly upright. ‘No! Not now! Crissie, it’s you I want. I want to be with you, in you. I want to love you. Fuck you.’

He gathers me up, carries me to the bed and flings me on it. He claws off his undershorts and flings them away. He doesn’t even remove my nightgown, just drags it up off my thighs and my belly, and thrusts himself between my spreading limbs. His hot face savages my breasts through their flimsy cover. I feel his teeth biting, his tongue lapping, then his prick stabs at me, and he’s inside, and I am slickly ready to receive him. Even so I gasp, bite hard at my lip to prevent a cry of pain at the hardness of his penis driving deep within, filling me, demanding. Taking me, and I surrender, sobbing with gratitude and love.

‘Yes! Yes! Yes!’ Is it me screaming, or is it both of us? It’s furious, there is a penetrating pain, stabbing right through me, and I want more. More pain, more fury; I want this impalement. We clash against each other with savage urgency. I thrust up against his furious humping, our bellies slapping loudly, our pubic bones hammering together. The sweat gleams, making our writhing bodies shine, the drops mingling, sliding slickly across our frenzied flesh.

‘Oh God, yes, Simon!’ And I know I’m sobbing and crying this aloud. ‘I want you, on and on, always! I’m yours!’

And I don’t even think that wicked thought that he is mine, as I feel him come, deep and flooding, and I howl and drive myself deeper on the rod of his manhood, and reach that ultimate gain and loss, riding his hardness, timeless until we collapse and sigh and wilt together.





Chapter Thirteen

I STAND AT THE rail of our balcony, watching the first blood red magnificence of the dawn heralded across the dark of the sky, and the shimmering silver of the lapping ocean. I am naked, and my skin is still goosebumped from the chill efficiency of the AC in the room behind me. The air out here is actually warmer, and I revel in the feel of it flowing over my aching, tender body. There is still an all but invisible net of fine mesh between me and the outside world, spread tight across the wooden frames of the shutters which extend to the hanging eaves of the grass roof. The mesh is necessary. Even in this tropic paradise, there are humming, buzzing, stinging, biting insects, to prove that this heaven is still firmly on Earth. But here, for those who can afford it, the insects are kept away from my highly desirable and freely exposed flesh. I lean on the rail, savour my freedom, and my happiness. Eve in the Garden. And my Adam lies sleeping behind me, through those long curtains that hang across the window which I have just passed through.

Wrong! I give a little squeal of pretend fright and genuine delight as I feel his hand on my bottom, and then both of them on my hips as I half turn to greet him, and his grip tightens to prevent me from doing so. ‘Jambo, bwana !’ I murmur, twisting my head round to return the light nibbling kisses he is bestowing on my neck and shoulder. Our lips make brief contact, our noses rub together, his buried in the wild tangle of my blonde hair, and I shiver as he nuzzles behind my ear.

‘No. Keep still, sweetheart. Look at the ocean. Watch the sunrise.’

I obey. My heart starts to thump as I feel his hands slowly move from my hips, to slide round, play over my belly, and the little nest of my pubic hair. His fingers begin to toy delicately with the slightly crusty tissue on the outer folds of my labia. My vulva is sore, and I suppress a tiny wince of discomfort at this lightest of touches. But then he slowly peels them apart, revealing the inner dark then paling surface of the vaginal tunnel, and at once I am lubriciously slick again, and it’s not only my heart that’s beating now, but the muscles of my cunt, responding to these feathery caresses with fierce want, despite my soreness.

I lean back against his chest and shoulder, my voice a breathy whisper. ‘Someone might be watching. The staff – someone passing on their way to work.’

‘Lucky them!’

His teeth nip my ear lobe, and I whimper. I thrust my belly out, my thighs part, begging him not to cease his play. ‘Oh God! Simon, my love! Don’t stop!’

The fingers move up and down the long fold of my sex, and part the outer lips even further. A finger moves slowly over the slippery surface, to the upper fold, in slow circular movement, and I feel the sudden flow of juice, and the throb of my clitoris, screamingly urgent now as he rotates his finger about it. I shudder, my muscles lock, and my buttocks clench, form deep hollows. I feel his prick rearing, its hardening column pressing between my bottom cheeks, which grip at it in rapturous welcome. I feel his helm, its tip smearing my skin with its nectar, as the long column expands, hardens again, potent now against the crease of my bottom, nestling against my coccyx. I reach blindly behind me, my fingers waggle searching out his erection. I brush against it and he moves, avoiding my effort to hold him.

‘No, no, Crissie! This is all for you. Just for you. Let me love you.’

I sigh, lean back against him, making as much contact as I can, from head to heels. I’m ready to die right now with total joy, for how can it get any better? But his fingers are working, two now are inside my sheath, moving, firmer, deeper, and it hurts in spite of his slow gentleness, and I don’t care. It’s bliss. I’m going to come. I can feel it, the orgasm starting that deep, deep spiral, way down, and as I begin to shake and spasm, and whimper softly, at last he withdraws his fingers and turns me, lifting me, hoists my bum on the thin iron railing. It cuts into my little nates sharply, but I don’t give a damn. My legs are already parting, gaping, my knees bending, my feet turned out, my toes curling up, and his arms are under my thighs. His cock slides in, easily, deeply, I hang on it, my heels dig into the back of his hard thighs, then his clenched bottom and I hang like a monkey up a palm tree. The world – my world – is in that magnificent rigid prick, on which I am skewered. It is the centre of being and I thrust, trying to split myself in two, ready to die at this orgasmic moment.

I really do feel as if I have passed out. I return to consciousness, aware that the scream ringing in my ears is my own howl of fulfilment, as the shattering spasms of the climax roar through me. He’s still plunged deep inside me, the swordlike hardness gone, dying, the meld of our juices flowing over our still combined flesh, and I whimper again, just briefly afraid that I have been torn in two, that blood is flowing. But of course it isn’t, it’s just the potent flood of his come, and I love it all: the distinctive aroma, the warmth and then the cold of it, the crusted drying of it on our interlocked bodies. Beam me up! It can’t get any better.

But it did, and it does. I’m sitting now gazing out at the velvet darkness through the windows, beyond which I can hear the swishing murmur of the sea, and the almost-echo of the warm breeze through the palm leaves – and still the creepy-crawlies, and the huge, fluttering furry moths, which would send me hysterical if one came anywhere near me, can’t get at us. As befits this more public setting of the long gallery of the hotel bar, inside the terrace which has been vacated with the setting of the sun, I am dressed, and made up and coiffeured quite elegantly, I may say in all humility, in a white, lacy, off-the-shoulder evening dress, with short, bouffant skirt: one of a number of wonderful gifts my lover has brought me. It enhances my modest tan, and in keeping with my newfound sense of wellbeing and confidence, I have left off the dark stockings I normally include in my evening wear.

It’s not all I have left off. I am not wearing knickers. Not even the gossamer thong with the butterfly clip which I had laid out when finally, in the evening glow of the dying day, we rose in seeming exhaustion from our steaming pit, and then from the fragrance of a bubble-filled sunken bath, to don our glad-rags for dinner. So! Apart from my heeled evening sandals and cute little dress, I am naked as I have been all this unbelievable, unforgettable day, as we move arm in arm into the grand dining hall and are ushered to our usual table by a window.

I look good, I know, but as I sink back into the chair the waiter solicitously holds for me, I am conscious of every aching muscle, and that includes the vast majority, from the fair curls of my head to my painted toes. Even that diaphanous wisp of a thong would have made me wince, if I had fitted it over my tender puss.

But my suffering has not been in vain. And I have not suffered alone. My glossy lips twitch in a private little smile as I remember, less than an hour ago, the sweet little wimpish whimper emitted by my beloved in that foamy bath, when I bent forward and laid my hand on his cute (dare I say “little”?) cock, and nestled it into my palm while I bent and very gently pursed my lips in a light kiss on its soapy folds. And, in spite of his professed exhaustion, those folds swiftly disappeared, as his prick thickened and throbbed, and lengthened like an unfolding telescope, to its erect magnificence. I moved, those pains and aches forgotten as I swivelled around to crouch on my knees between his, slackly parted against the porcelain sides of the brimming tub, and with my head immersed up to my ears in the crackling suds, I began to lick. First the helm, pink and fully exposed now, until I could taste over the perfumed soap the exotic flavour of the first gleams of emission. Suddenly throbbingly eager, I stretched my jaws wide and enveloped his glans, my cheeks puffing and my throat working as I drew him in, striving mightily not to gag and sucking valiantly, until I felt the vital swell and beat and I heard him gasp then groan, and I felt the convulsive grip of his hands on my hair.

Ecstatic and proud, I felt the great convulsion of the muscle as he ejaculated. I gulped, swallowed the first gush of nectar until I did choke, then pulled my mouth free and tugged his beating penis forward. He yelped as I pressed his spouting prick like a dagger between my wet breasts, and I shuddered, my thighs squeezing in my own crisis, feeling his fecund organ pumping the hot come over my proffered flesh.

Maybe he is seeking revenge for my bathtub assault, but all at once, just as we are starting on the dessert, I feel his hand caressing my bare leg, beneath the white damask of the tablecloth, which hangs curtain-like almost to the floor. Thankfully (and hopefully, in my case) it hides our lower limbs completely. His hand slides over my smooth skin, taking its time, enjoying its leisurely trip. He reads my invisible flesh like Braille, slowly, slowly, up to the knee, following the sharp angle, on to my lower thigh, then upper, his fingers enjoying the satin cool feel of flesh, the fuller curve of it as they make their way onward and upward. The flesh is warmer now, and ever more sensitive. He traces the crease of thigh and belly, the warm cave where my thighs rest on the material of the chair.

The waiter comes to take away our dishes. I stiffen, anticipating Simon’s swift withdrawal, but it doesn’t happen. I suppress my instinct to pull away. Instead, to my surprise, I part my legs a little wider, all hidden under the cloth of course, and Simon’s fingers trace the wiry little curls of my pubes, while I nod wordlessly at the waiter’s polite enquiry as to the quality of the sweet.

‘Excellent!’ Simon declares. ‘Very juicy! It has a certain tangy quality to it. Delicious!’ His fingers move, onto the tender crack of my vulva, stroke lightly, and I bite my lip, dig my bottom into the soft upholstery of the seat in order not to squirm. A little moan escapes my lips, which I hope the waiter takes for acquiescence.

As he departs, to bring our brandy and coffee, I gasp helplessly. My thighs close, squeeze against his wrist. His fingers are prising my sore lips apart, and gently stroking. I feel myself dampening, the hunger flaring to urgency. ‘Simon! Please! If you don’t stop ...’ He grins, a finger inserts itself into my slipperiness, and in spite of all my shame I feel my loins thrust forward involuntarily, to welcome his soft penetration. ‘I’ll soak the seat if you don’t stop!’ I suddenly feel close to tears, and yet ... my pelvis responds, I’m moving as secretly as I can in response to his stimulation. ‘I’ll wet myself!’ I wail, desperately clutching at the tablecloth as the smiling waiter returns with the coffee.

I am wet – very wet – and very close to a climax and almost ready to collapse in total abandon when Simon finally takes pity on me – or is unbearably cruel, my raging blood and sex scarcely knows which – and pulls away his hand from between my legs. I’m shaking, and desperately close to crying now, my mind and my body in turmoil. Why has he done this to me? A public humiliation, a cheapening? I’ve been groped before in public places. I know how men treat tarts. Is that what I still am to him? And for the first time in that long, wonderful day, I remember Wanda, and bitterly wonder if he has groped her like this in public.

He stares at me, hard, and I blush, feeling just as exposed in my mind as my bare beating cunt beneath my dress. He drags me up, with sudden ferocity, so that I don’t have time even to glance at my chair to see whether there’s a telltale patch of wetness, and with a grip tight as a gaoler, rushes me to the door, and across the adjacent reception area. Our room is among the most expensive, on the first floor, up a short wide staircase, but to my consternation he heads for the lifts. Most of the guests are in the dining room or one of the bars. No one is waiting, and the gleaming silver metal doors slide open. Still keeping his hold on me he pulls me in, jabs one of the buttons. The doors close, and we begin to move. He jabs another button, then I give a little scream as he violently lifts my skirt of soft net and exposes the nakedness beneath. ‘What ...?’

‘I want you! I always want you! Keep still!’ He thrusts me against the padded wall, drops to his knees, disappears under the froth of my dress, which hangs over his shoulders, and I cry out as I feel his warm breath, then his hot face burrowing avidly, like a beast, into the yielding softness between my sprawling thighs. His mouth works at my vulva, his teeth pressing hurtfully, gnawing, then his tongue lapping, up the narrow fissure, his nose pressing into me just at the top of the divide, rousing me unbearably, so that I cry harshly with need, utterly transformed by his animalistic abuse.

‘It’s happening!’ My cry echoes in the mercilessly bright, shining little compartment, which has trembled to a halt. Somehow Simon has prevented the doors from opening. My hands are on his shoulders. I can feel my own, bare and slick with perspiration, sticking to the padding of the elevator’s wall. I am astride his buried face, almost riding him, my hands tearing at his shoulders, his neck and hair. ‘Fuck me, Simon! Please!’ I fold over onto him, and still he is buried, madly lapping at my sex.

Then all at once we are on the floor, and he gropes now at himself, pulls his erect penis from his fly, and we couple, the soft layers of silk and net of my dress gathered high about my waist, crushed between our thrusting bodies. I can see my pale thighs, my bottom, all around me in the reflective metal surfaces of the lower sections of the walls which enclose us. Then he is deeply, fully in me, and we hammer furiously against one another as though this is our last time, the end of our world, jerking, fucking to oblivion, until we come together, the little cell rebounds to our simultaneous cries, and we collapse in dripping exhaustion, while the lift rides up and down, its atmosphere fetid with our excesses.

It finally comes to rest on the upper floor (thankfully), where the crowd is far smaller than those staff and guests clustered about the doors on the ground floor. ‘My partner’s taken ill!’ Simon gasps, as soon as the doors glide open. ‘She suffers from claustrophobia! We thought we were going to be trapped in this damned thing for hours!’ He scoops me up in his arms, my dress gathered up to reveal my legs as far as the upper thighs, and as he carries me clear of the tiny compartment, I wonder dizzily if anyone gazing keenly at my lolling frame might notice that my bum is bare, that I am knickerless. I wonder, too, about the air, which is rife with the pungency of our sweat and passion.

‘You’d better check this thing! We don’t expect faulty equipment in a hotel like this!’ I have a sudden urge to giggle hysterically, and I bury my burning face in Simon’s breast as he carries me like a true hero through the staring crowds back to the blessed privacy of our room.





Chapter Fourteen

EVERY SEXUAL MARATHON COMES to an end, even ours, and when we stand together under the tepid shower, and then climb naked between the crisp clean sheets of our luxurious bed, our embraces are as gentle and unprovocative as any Darby and Joan. I feel as though I have, indeed, run the killing length of that famous endurance test. Every one of my unimpressive muscles aches, and my sore and swollen pudenda might well cause a physician to diagnose vulvitis. (If you’re bowled over by my medical knowledge, just remember my background subsequent to the innocent days of my lesbian fantasizing over Miss Challis. Once Jo got hold of me, she made damned certain I, and all her other girls, had a sound knowledge of all that could go wrong with what she not so jokingly referred to as our “working parts”).

But any amount of physical discomfort is very small beer indeed compared with my mental state of euphoria as I settle with weary bliss beside Simon, and feel his lips searching to bestow the first of a number of tender kisses on my grateful mouth. ‘I love you, Crissie.’ There! Again he has said it. I’ve lost count of how many times he has told me in this past magical 24 hours. I feel so utterly contented and confident that, as we drift towards sleep, I am able to mention for the first time the name that has remained unspoken between us for all of this enchanted interlude. Though even as I pronounce it, I feel it like a tiny blip upon the perfect screen of my contentment.

‘What happened with Wanda? Why hasn’t she come back with you? What’s she doing?’

I can feel instantly that tiny pause, another blip of unease, an extra stillness in his relaxed frame.

‘Ah!’ Another longer, measurable pause. ‘Do you miss her? Do you wish she was here, sharing the bed with us again?’

‘No!’ I cry out, remembering vividly the picture of her long back, her busy face buried between my slack thighs, the rise of her buttocks, and Simon’s beautiful body rearing above, thrusting against her, his face reddened, transported in the excitement of his fucking. ‘No, I don’t – I didn’t want – I never wanted to share you, with anybody!’ I choke, my throat closes with threatening tears, and my helpless anger at my own stupidity for bringing up her name and now her presence.

Suddenly he moves, sits up, turns and seizes me tightly by my upper arms, which are already reaching out to him beseechingly. ‘Do you truly love me, Crissie? Do you really mean it when you tell me you belong to me completely, that you’d do anything for me?’

And now I relive another time when he held me just as tight, his hands under my shoulders, holding me against the canoe while at his behest Mattius shagged me in the warm waters of the ocean. And the luminous tears fill my eyes and my heart aches with the need for him to understand. I fight against my sobs as I answer desperately, ‘Yes, Simon. Yes! I love you! Yes! I belong to you! Only to you! I don’t want anything, anyone else! I wish I could make you see that. I let Mattius fuck me, I made love with Wanda, because you wanted it! I swear – that’s the only reason. Whatever you think of me, Simon, I’ve always done everything for you – and whatever you want me to do, I’ll do it, only because you want it.’

I’m crying now, the tears rolling down my cheeks, my breasts shaking with my grief, which suddenly wells up chokingly so that I can’t go on. I shake my tangled head dumbly, full of hopelessness at the impossibility of convincing him of the truth of my declaration.

Tenderly he sits, draws me onto his lap, cradles me like I’m a little girl in his arms, and I weep, my tears wetting his chest as he gently nurses and rocks me back and forth, kissing and soothing me until the violence of my weeping eases. It takes a while, for his gentleness, that feeling of protection enfolding me, causes the tears to flow faster at first. But these are tears of heartfelt release and thankfulness. At last I think, he truly does understand how much I love him, and am his to do whatever he wants with me. As he begins to talk, holding me all the while, cradling me, holding my blonde head to his breast, the shocking tale he discloses makes my whirling mind realise just how profoundly he is to put my love and my loyalty to the test.

‘I’ve kept things from you, Crissie, things hardly anyone knows, about my past, about my true circumstances. I’ve got to trust you now – I don’t know who else I can turn to, who else would help me. I love you, my darling, but if you want to leave, just walk away from me, I won’t stop you. Just please listen to me, hear me out, and then I’ll answer all your questions, everything you want to know – or let you walk out to wherever you want to go.’

Carefully, he eases me from his knee, and walks across the room, through to the bar, to fix us both a drink. I sit there, my knees drawn up, shivering in the coolly circulating air, suddenly wildly alarmed, and feeling as though our exclusively magic world has been stood on its head. I stare at his upright, slim frame, the deep brown tone of his flesh, the tight, paler little globes of his buttocks, the long muscled legs, and my heart is knocking wildly in my ribs, I can scarcely breathe in my tension and fear. I keep silent as he returns, carrying two glasses of wine, and climbs into bed beside me once more.

‘I’m not going to hide anything from you, Crissie, or wrap anything up to disguise the truth – even if it means I lose you after all. The reason I brought Auguste Mazarin here, gave you to him (the word is a dart, fired into my sensitivity and shame) was because he has a hold on me I can’t break. He’s a bad man, and I mean bad , Crissie, one of the worst around this area, and that’s saying a lot. You’ve heard of all the trouble that’s been caused by the pirates along this coast – and elsewhere. And the dope and drugs running that’s become such a big racket here. East Africa’s taking over from South America as the main distribution point for getting stuff into Europe. Our friend Auguste is into all of it – he’s also in big with the new mafia, or the mob that’s taken over, whatever they call themselves.

‘I got into hock with him – I won’t go into all the yeas and nays, I don’t want you to think I’m trying to wriggle out of things – but let’s just say I was taken for a number one mug. I thought I could make some fast and easy bucks, didn’t realise what I was getting hooked into, until it was too late. Now I’ve got a whole heap of money tied up with him and his crooks – and could end up losing the lot – and a lot more besides, including spending a lengthy spell behind bars, if I live that long!’

‘Oh God! Simon!’ I feel myself shaking violently, his words echoing around my reeling brain, my unclothed body icy with fear. He takes the practically untouched drink from my trembling hand, and once more we curl up together, this time lying with the sheet drawn over us, our limbs entwined in an intimacy that seeks comfort rather than excitement. ‘Can’t you – can’t we just slip away? Go back to England? Or somewhere – any where else?’

‘I’m afraid not, my love. It’s too late for that. I’ve got myself even deeper in. That’s what I need to tell you about. In any case, there isn’t anywhere safe to hide. Not for long. I’m not kidding, he’s big. He’d find us, sooner than later.’

I can’t stop shivering and I cling all the more tightly to him, limpet-like in my need to be close. ‘What can we do?’

In response he presses the length of his body against mine, his mouth searches out mine, my lips part to feel his passion rekindling mine, incredible in the midst of all this stunning fear. ‘I’ll never leave you, Simon!’ I pant, when at last the kiss ends. ‘Never! Whatever happens!’ I falter for just an instant, all too aware of the enormity of what I am saying, the sacrifice I am prepared to make. ‘Could I ... can I go to him? Talk to him? Maybe ...’

My head is whirling, my heart hammering. Am I really offering myself up, my body as payment, an exchange for Simon’s life? Give myself to Mazarin, to save Simon? All at once I am terrified, filled with dread, that this is indeed what Simon is about to ask of me, why he has been so strenuously testing my love and my loyalty, with Mattius, and with Wanda. But his answer reassures me. And then as he continues, stirs me with dread once again.

‘I could never bear to lose you, Crissie. I love you. But there is one way out – in fact I’ve already set it in motion, with Mazarin’s help. But I need you too – if you don’t want anything to do with it, just say so. I’ll have you safely back to England in a day–’

‘What is it? What do you want me to do? Whatever it is, I’ll do it. I’ll do anything, you know that!’

‘As a matter of fact, it does involve Mazarin, and Wanda. I swear I had no idea of involving her when we met her. It was only when Mazarin got in touch that I thought of it. And he agreed – if we do this, it’ll settle everything between us. It’ll all be over between him and me. Please, darling. Don’t hate me. It’s my only chance of getting clear of them.’

‘What is it?’ I almost scream.

‘You know how wealthy Wanda’s family are? The Sharifs? They really are one of the richest families in the entire country – I might even say the continent. Of course Wanda has fallen out with them – as far as they’re concerned, she’s disgraced them, for obvious reasons – whoring around the way she has.’

I try not to show it as I lie in his arms, but I feel my body shrivel inside with shame at the careless, condemnatory way he speaks of Wanda’s way of life, for I’ve been living the same way, practically from the day I took off my school uniform for the last time, at 16 – certainly from the day I first slipped into Jo’s bed, and thus joined her select little band of tarts.

‘They don’t know she’s come back to this country, living practically under their noses. But even if she’s a whore, she’s still a Sharif. Suppose she’s kidnapped? Her way of life to be exposed, even her life threatened ? They’ll pay handsomely to save her – and above all, to protect their precious reputation! That’s what I’m going to do – with Mazarin’s approval – and his help!’

‘But – you can’t! She won’t ... what if she refuses to go along with it? Or the family refuse?’

‘It’s already happened!’ I can feel the tension, but also the repressed excitement in his voice. ‘I’ve got her! With Mazarin’s help. We’re holding her. I’ve just got to make the approach to her folks, make it the right way. Three million dollars! That will settle everything between Mazarin and me. We’ll be free and clear, my love! But I need you. I don’t think it will happen without your help.’

I stare in alarm. ‘Oh no! Please, Simon. I’d be hopeless, dealing with important people like the Sharifs! I couldn’t–’

He stares back at me in genuine astonishment, then gives a little laugh, shakes his head. ‘No, sweetheart. Nothing like that! Leave all that to me, I can deal with all that. No. It’s Wanda herself I’m worried about. We’ve already got her. But we need someone we can trust to look after her. Stay with her – keep her from behaving stupidly, make her cooperate. You know how headstrong she is. I’m scared she’ll push Mazarin’s thugs too far with her defiance. That’s where you come in, my love. I know how much she likes you – she’s crazy about you! I want you to go to her, stay with her, make sure she behaves herself. You’ll be her gaoler!’

I recognise at once the gleaming white cabin cruiser, and the grinning faces of the crew that are manning it. With one addition, whom I also recognise immediately: the beaming features of Mattius, the ex-fisherman of the island. ‘I work for Mr Simon now!’ he tells me eagerly. ‘All time! I’m his man! I take care for you good, Miss Crissie!’

His smile does nothing to reassure me. I parted from Simon less than two hours ago, after one last tender night of love, spent in a luxurious suite of the Oceanic Hotel, on the mainland of the capital. My heartfelt promises of loyalty and love return powerfully as I stare back at those thin brown features, and, behind him, those of the rest of the crew, including the grizzled grey-flecked beard of Abdul, and I shiver with fear that closes my throat.

‘Put this on!’

I stare in disbelief at the narrow strip of dark leather he is holding out to me. Seeing the large metal buckle and the tapered end, I mistake it for a belt at first, then I realise that it is far too small. My brain reels as the truth hits me, that it is a collar, and he means me to fit it round my neck! I gape back at him, my mouth stupidly hanging open and, with a gesture of impatience, he begins to fix it in place himself, grabbing my hair roughly, when I jerk back from his grasp. Dumbly I put my trembling hands up and clumsily complete the degrading task, slotting the tongue of the leather through the buckle and drawing it tight. Mattius’s rough finger inserts itself between the leather and my skin to make sure it is tight enough. Only now, I realise there is also a metal ring attached to it, and that it is indeed a dog collar. Greater humiliation follows as he produces a leash, which he clips to the ring, and tethers me just like a beast. His grin broadens as he seizes the loop that serves as a handle at the far end, and gives it a sharp jerk, enough to make me stumble and cry out involuntarily at the painful rasp of the leather across my tender skin. I have no option but to follow as he leads me the two steps across the short plank onto the launch and round the cabin to the stern.

‘Welcome aboard, memsa’ab !’ one of the others calls out, and there is a hoot of laughter. The engine roars into life, and within seconds we move away from the dock, swing round and head at speed past the boats in the marina, and out into the ocean.

‘I bet you can’t wait to meet up with your girlfriend again, eh?’ Mattius leers. ‘This one like girls too much!’ he tells the others. ‘But she like men, too, yeah! She like both together, yah?’

He roars with laughter, while I stand there blinded by my tears and burning with shame at my recall of that scene in his canoe, while Simon was away on the mainland. I can feel again the coffin-narrowness of the rocking craft, even the smell of the fish and the water slopping on the rough boards beneath me; the long exquisite back of Wanda, the tight grip of her arms about my sprawled thighs, the feel of her mouth busying at my throbbing sex, while above her, Mattius’s lean brown body soared as he drove into her from behind.

Another painful tug sends me stumbling as he leads me towards the small cabin in the stern. ‘Better get you ready to meet your sweetheart! Make you comfortable. You too damn hot in all those clothes, Miss Crissie! Wanda like you better without.’

He is pulling me down those three steps into the small compartment, where I remember M. Auguste had enjoyed himself with me. The fact that the chintzy settees have not been converted into that wide bed is little consolation, and I reflect bitterly on the assertions of devotion and obedience I had made so fervently in Simon’s arms as he lay sated between my thighs just hours ago.

‘They know you’re my girl, Crissie,’ Simon told me, ‘but they mustn’t know how special you are. They think you’re part of the deal – a hostage, just like Wanda – and that I’m forcing you to play nursemaid to her. Can you do this for me?’

‘Of course!’ I clung to him, willing him to understand just how completely I’m his, to do with as he wishes.

Now, I wonder, do I understand it, can I obey him in everything? Mattius’s hard fingers rip at the front of my light cotton dress, tear it free of my shoulders. In two swift further moves he removes my bra and my cotton pants, and I stand before him naked except for the light slip-on sandals. But it’s too late for such philosophical abstractions, I also realise, as my keeper thrusts me down on the narrow cushioned bench, hooks my right leg up on its high back, and leaves my left foot on the floor. Nothing is left to his imagination as he stares at my spreadeagled frame before he swiftly dispenses with his yellow shorts, and sprawls with urgent awkwardness on me and I feel for the second time his rampant prick take possession of my all too available sex.





Chapter Fifteen

THE FEARED “GANGBANG” WHICH I anticipate will follow Mattius’s use of me does not. Maybe Simon’s name, or that of their own Mr Big, Auguste Mazarin, is enough to deter Abdul and his mates from screwing me after Mattius has so quickly finished with me; maybe they just don’t know what he is up to during the fast and furious two or three minutes he takes to satisfy himself. I don’t really have time to speculate. My self-preservation mode slips instinctively into gear, while Mattius so furiously seeks relief, for himself if not for me.

As you have undoubtedly gathered, I’ve long passed the stage of shrinking virginal violet – the tally of customers or even lovers who’ve hopped aboard my accommodating thighs would equal the crew list of a much larger vessel than Malaika . Mattius is the guy on the other end of this dog lead, and that means he is definitely the guy who at the moment is calling the shots. Far from shrieking the dreaded “R” word, or trying to claw out his eyeballs, I assist him all I can in his objective. Unlike the only other time we have shagged, he is concerned only with his own selfish pleasure, so it doesn’t take long. When it’s achieved, he even gives a little smile, partly of acknowledgement, perhaps, though probably he’s thinking I’m feeling pretty satisfied myself at being the recipient of all his rampant potency. Whatever, I have time to restore some sort of order to myself in the tiny lavatory compartment, trailing the leash after me like a tail as I do so, before we hear sound or see sight of the other four, one of whom shouts out the local equivalent of “Land ho!” and Mattius leads me back up on deck. I’m almost decently clothed in my dress and briefs once more. Only the bra didn’t survive my keeper’s enthusiastic handling when he stripped me before our romantic interlude.

My heart sinks as I immediately recognise the shore and the small, dilapidated wooden jetty of the tiny island: the old slaving post where M. Auguste brought me for our picnic. It astonishes me to recall that it is no more than a week since our expedition. So much good, and bad, has happened to me in that short interval. I have to remind myself that I am here by my own will, because of my love for Simon – and his for me. I must cling to the wonder of those three days we have just spent together, and the protestations of his love for me, and my vow to help him with this desperate scheme to save him. I could have turned my back, walked away from him. He did not command or beg my help. Only my own love for him did that.

My flimsy sandals are worse than useless, so I cast them aside as we begin the short trek, through the thick bush, then onto the wider pathway carved through the undergrowth towards that forbidding clearing and the crumbling ruin of the stone house, surrounded by those few native huts. From which now emerge several native men in loincloths and bare-breasted women, who stare then burst into shrill laughter and cries, when they notice me being led by the neck on my short chain. Their calls and the women’s high ululations echo all round, and I keep my head down, trying to hide my fear and my tears, staring at my painted toes and already grimy feet. I move gingerly forward, feeling the rough stones cutting into my tender soles as we mount the crumbling steps onto the veranda of the main building. I am taken straight to the largest room at the end, where M. Auguste had shown me the shackles, and enjoyed so much subjecting me to the rusty restraints.

I let out a startled cry at the sudden revelation of a figure folded on the ground, chained by wrist and ankles, just as I was, to the solid dark slab of timber, then realise that I should not be so surprised. There is a chink of rusted chains as the figure stirs, moves to crouch on one knee, and Wanda stares, through the tangled knots of her dishevelled black locks, her dark eyes wild. I am amazed at the transformation from the beautiful, elegant figure I have known. She is wearing a bra and pants of a coffee shade similar to her skin, except that it and her brief underwear are smeared and stained liberally with sweat and dirt. The fact that bra and knickers are of satin, edged with a narrow trimming of lace, make their soiled and ragged appearance even more shocking, as does the wildly disordered state of her tangled, limply hanging hair, through which she stares like a trapped animal.

‘You!’ The eyes are fixed only on me. She ignores the grinning men around me. ‘What the fuck are you doing here? Has Simon sent you ...?’ Her voice, hoarse and rasping, as shocking to me as her appearance, dies away as she notices the collar, and the chain which the ever-grinning Mattius is holding. ‘Jesus! No! Not you too? Has he got you here too?’

‘That right, Wanda!’ Mattius’s smile is assured and triumphant. To my considerable astonishment, I observe that M. Auguste’s men from the Malaika are treating him, if not with deference, as one whose word has to be taken into account. I try to take reassurance from that fact. At least it might mean we won’t be entirely at the mercy of all the other men folk around, who must number around 20 or so, including Mattius and our four Malaika crew members. Members being the operative word here. Rousing rioting orgies in my fertile sexual fantasies are one thing – the realities of satisfying in excess of ten feet of rigid pricks, even between the two of us, are daunting to say the least.

Fears are allayed for the moment when, after shackling me by wrists and ankles next to Wanda, Mattius says, ‘We’ll leave you two ladies to get reacquainted with each other, yeah? You have everything you need.’ He nods towards a bucket, which is situated close at hand, on the other side of the baulk of timber, and whose noisome odour makes its purpose undeniably apparent. ‘I be back later.’ To my continuing surprise and immense relief, the group clustered behind Mattius turn at his gesture and move out into the daylight, laughing and chattering noisily.

‘Not bad for a beach bum!’ I try to smile at my fellow captive. Suddenly I feel tremendously nervous and unsure of myself – and afraid of the girl slumped next to me; afraid that she will see through me, to my real role. Her first words when we are alone do little to reassure me.

‘He’s a lackey of the almighty Simon. He can call the shots.’

‘But still! He’s just a local fisherman. And a beach boy. For the tourists–’

She ignores my words. Those dark eyes, ringed with strain and exhaustion, peer through the black confusion of her thick hair, piercing with their hostility and suspicion. ‘And speaking of lackeys, what the fuck are you doing here, chained up next to me? And don’t try telling me your family is loaded too, that there’s someone at home ready to pay a fat ransom for you too!’

‘No! Not at all! I don’t understand anything. I’m lost. Suddenly I’m picked up on this smart launch, with Mattius and these other guys – the ones we saw that night talking to M. Mazarin and Simon, and I’m whisked off God knows where. Chained up like a dog and brought here, to you!’

‘And you had no idea I’d be here, huh?’ Her voice is heavy with disbelief, her intense look scary. ‘You! Simon’s little slave! The little slag who’d do anything for him! You lying little cunt!’

Before I can defend myself, she rears up, sinks one hand claw-like into my limp hair and drags me down. Her leg wraps itself round me, her other arm closes across my neck, and I am pinned on the dusty, uneven floor, my left shoulder jammed agonisingly against the side of the log. The pressure of her forearm presses the buckle of my collar brutally into the softness of my throat, so that I am half choked, prevented from screaming for help. ‘Please – Wanda! You’re hurting me! I swear, I don’t know – didn’t know you’d be here. I don’t know anything, honest to God!’

Genuine tears stream down my cheeks, runnelling through the sweat and the dirt. I feel my scalp lifting at the strength with which she is tearing at my bedraggled hair, while her other hand claws painfully at my breast, rips the thin cotton of the dress clear of my bosom before her broken nails sink into the softness of my left tit and I squeal, squirm helplessly under her at the fiery torment she is inflicting on me. ‘Please!’ I make no effort to resist now, but lie limp under her onslaught. ‘I don’t know why Simon’s done this to me – to you! Don’t hurt me any more!’

My utter and abject submission wins the day, even against the hysteria of her assault and, to my vast relief, the cruel hold on my hair, and my breast, is eased, the leg thrown over mine relaxes, and she levers herself off me, panting with effort. She sits up, her breasts, half encased in the tattered bra, rise and fall magnificently, and slowly she regains control. She gives a shaky laugh, glances about her. ‘OK, Crissie, baby. I guess not even you would volunteer for this, eh?’ She reaches for me again, but this time with her accustomed gentleness. She even tries to fit the torn material over my exposed breast, whose pale round is marked by the angry red imprints of her hold. She wipes at the tear marks on my face before placing her dirty head against mine and nuzzling softly. ‘I’ve been going mad for days now. It’s just been so awful, Crissie! I honestly thought my number was up. I thought these guys were going to kill me. They still might, I reckon. Even if my family pay up. And I guess that’s pretty doubtful. They’re not exactly impressed with me, ’specially now they know what I’ve been up to.’ She gives a crooked, teary smile. ‘But we whores have got to stick together, eh?’

The tears come again, this time with huge relief on my part, as we clasp at each other, and our mouths seek the solace which, even in these unlucky circumstances, bring immediate and throbbing comfort. It would seem she has bought my story, and in spite of our perilous situation and our unsavoury condition and surroundings, our embraces become steadily more passionate until we are gnawing and clawing at each other, locked like two wrestlers in mortal combat. There is even an element of sick comedy in our loving, as our chains become entangled and twisted in complicated combination just like our writhing limbs.

‘Look, sweetheart!’ Wanda pants, after almost strangling me, this time with love, the rusted links of the wrist restraints pressing tightly across my neck in her efforts to bite and suck at my offered throat like a bride of Dracula. ‘Do what you do best! Lie back and enjoy it. I get my rocks off getting yours off. You know that by now. Let me and yourself go, sugar. Let me blow your top.’

No argument from me there. I obey, with spectacular success, so that within a few more minutes our chains are crisscrossed over my grimy flesh like the ties of a Christmas goodie, and those unkempt long strands of hair are spread about my thighs and lifting belly, and I’m whimpering in the throes of a climax which sends my clenching buttocks and dancing heels hammering on the unforgiving cold stone of our prison floor.

I have time to reciprocate the favour, which takes considerably longer. Wanda, as I recall from our earlier association, is definitely of the persuasion that says it is more blessed to give than to receive, and I have to work hard with loving tongue and nimble fingers before I can induce the finale to which she so swiftly brought me. There’s even a kind of reluctance in those final shudders, and the soft hissing gasps that declare fulfilment, and I relax with tired thankfulness on her pneumatic, perspiring breast, both at my achievement and the fact that we have been allowed our loving intermission without any interruption.

It is far more than I anticipated, but Wanda tells me that in the few days (she isn’t certain how many) that she has been incarcerated here, she has been left alone for hours on end. Also, just as astonishing, and I suppose encouraging, she tells me she has not been molested by any of her numerous captors. ‘What?’ I ask, even more amazed. ‘Not even Mattius?’

‘That little shit?’ she answers contemptuously. ‘He’s your master’s little poodle, isn’t he? Too scared to disobey his master’s voice!’

‘He’s already shagged me ! On the way over from the mainland in the launch!’

‘Oh dear !’ She laughs mockingly, and in that one sound all the tenderness of our loving seems to have evaporated. ‘But then Simon never did mind his boatman fucking you, did he? In fact, he held you down for him, didn’t he?’

‘Shut up! He was just testing me! Simon! He just wanted to see ... how much I ... what I would ... how far I’d go for him.’ I felt the tears mounting with the rush of colour to my dirty face, made worse by another cruel little chuckle.

‘And what about this time?’ she asks tauntingly. ‘I assume Simon wasn’t there to hold your tiny hand. Put up a hell of a struggle, did you? Did his mates have to hold you down for him? Did they have a go too?’

‘No!’ The tears spill over, my voice shakes, and it is hard to get the words out. ‘I didn’t fight him. Just like you that day at the reef! You didn’t object to Mattius then, either!’

‘That was my choice, babe. Not some sick fantasy that I was fucking Mattius for Simon’s sake. Simon says do this!’ Her laugh this time is savage in its derision, and it stings like a lash across my back.

I sniff, the tears rolling freely, making channels through the sweat and dust. But she is relentless.

‘So what’s the score now then? Why do you reckon you’re here? You’re not worth a fistful of dollars. Is it to keep an eye on me? To keep me amused?’ Typically, she does not gesture towards her dark-capped loins, somewhat inadequately covered by the filthy scrap of lace edged satin once more, but holds up her vertically extended middle finger, emblem of triumph over my too easily surrendered sex. ‘Or is he just sick to death of your candy sweet snivelling servitude, the little slave who’ll lick his boots or his arse, or anywhere else his majesty will deign to let you grovel for him? Maybe he’s just glad to get rid of you, and is killing two birds with one heist! What do you reckon, babe?’

I choke on my grief, and can’t answer her attack, which is twice as vicious and painful as her physical assault was earlier. I give a wail and turn away, burying my face in my arms, slumped on the filth-ridden ground. I think of all the countless tender or leathery bare soles who have tramped this cold stone in bondage, and wonder if any of them could have felt more desolate than I’m feeling right now. I half expect to feel Wanda’s fists and feet pummelling me, her nails raking me, haling me by my lank hair. I’d almost welcome it. Then I strive desperately to remember the loving time I have just spent with Simon, and that Wanda has no idea of the truth – that I am indeed serving him because he has entrusted me with his secret, because I am indeed so close and valued to him. But her chilling assessment is like a worm eating inside me, and I feel my confidence seeping away like the bitter tears staining my cheeks.

I wake to feel the feather-like brushing of Amanda’s long, dark, still damp hair across my thigh and my belly. Our bodies are still fresh from the prolonged dousing with gallons of stinging cold water from the nearby ocean with which our guards have just soaked us. There are still several pools lying on the damp, uneven surface, but already there is a sultry feel to the humid atmosphere, and I can imagine the salty flavour of my already drying skin on the lapping tongue which caresses my most secret flesh and sends darts of stirring fire through me. Around us in the dimness of the great shed our fellow slaves lie in similarly entwined pairs, and the air is full of sighs and murmurs, gasps and muted shriller cries of excitement.

Since they took the men slaves away, most of the women have paired off, like Amanda and myself, even those who, unlike my new lover and I, have not hitherto known the comfort and the joy of lesbian relationships, though I suspect such novices must be a very small minority. Soon, thanks to Amanda’s devoted service, I feel that stirring excitement building towards the peak of sensation which can make even our gloomy and forbidding surroundings fade in the ecstasy of sexual fulfilment.

Then our exclusive, paired world is shattered with appalling roughness, as Amanda’s head is plucked away from my yielded thighs, and a hard blow with the flat of a sword sends a stinging fire flaring across my upper leg and my flank. I gaze up in alarm at the looming figure of Josephus, the captain of the guard, who is standing over us. His left hand is wound deep in the black hair by which he has dragged and is holding the weeping Amanda aloft. ‘You filthy bitches! You’re like perverted alley cats, with your wicked unnatural couplings.’

Expertly, he releases the rings by which we are secured to the long wooden beam, while leaving our wrists and ankles still shackled by their short lengths of chain. They force us to shuffle in an ungainly, clanking run as he leads us outside, ignoring the suppressed whimpers of fear from our companions in misfortune, who have separated in terrified haste from their amatory couplings He is still dragging Amanda by her hair, and I chink along at my crouching run behind them.

We blink in the painful brightness, even though the evening sun is mellow, the shadows lengthened, including our own. The balmy air, though still heavy and redolent with the fecund aromas of the thick jungle all around, is welcomingly free from the odours of our crowded, festering communal chamber. I take deep, grateful breaths. Then my heart rate quickens, not with excitement this time, but with dread and loathing for what I know is to follow.

He leads us across the patch of beaten earth and through a narrow opening in the undergrowth and I wait to be ordered to play my already familiar role. We reach the small clearing and Amanda sinks down in the grass obediently, while Josephus beckons me impatiently forward. He does not even glance in Amanda’s direction. He knows neither of us would ever summon the courage or the foolhardiness to try and run from this deserted spot. Where would we go? We would be recaptured, probably within minutes, for this island is tiny, and we would have no chance of securing one of the native canoes or any other craft. And with our irons, we would drown if we attempted to swim.

Josephus stands there, his feet apart, and I kneel in front of him, while he unbuckles his broad leather belt and scabbard and tosses his sword carelessly aside. He rolls up the knee length gown of cotton, until he is exposed as far as the small slit of his navel. He wears no undergarment, so from the top of the thin dark straps about his muscular calves that bind his sandals, he is naked. His skin, naturally swarthy, is even darker because of the tropic sun. The long thigh muscles stand out, covered by fine dark curls, but my gaze, as always, is drawn to that already stirring thick column, and the testicles that hang heavily beneath it.

I smell the yeasty, heavy masculine aroma, of sweat, and of the unmistakable musk of sex. The helm is already fully emergent from the foreskin, its pink dome agleam with the glistening discharge of excitation which causes his prick to lift in the curving bow that presages a full erection. The tiny slit shines with its secretion and his cock rises before my face like a snake ready to strike.

I don’t need the fierce pressure of his hands on my matted, yellow hair to remind me. I bend close until I feel that silky skin brush against my forehead and nose, then my lips pucker, and I bestow the lightest of kisses on the imperiously rising and lengthening column. It rears, presses back against my worshipful lips in response to my kiss. Gently I reach for it, feel that surging beat of muscles as it stiffens, and turning my head slightly, I stretch my mouth until it gapes, and take that majestic, swelling potency deep inside, as far as I can, until it fills me and I gag, and the breath whistles through my flared nostrils, hammers like thunder in my eardrums. I suck, then pull clear, letting my curling tongue trail its length, rim around that now denoted and massive flange at the base of its dome, then lap and gnaw like a wild animal avidly scavenging the meat from a bone, before my grip tightens, I pump the virile length, feeding its growing frenzy, then immolate myself once more on its might until it fills me to the back of my throat.

I am half faint with lack of breath when he hauls me clear, with an audible pop, and flings me down. His prick is indeed a rampant weapon, and it is my beloved Amanda who receives its length, driven to the full inside her own ready cunt, doubtless moistly coated for its impalement. Slowly my whirling senses recover, my breasts heave as I suck in the reviving air, and lie helpless, watching his clenching buttocks pumping madly, buffeting my darling between her paler, outspread limbs and upraised knees.

I awake again, this time to chilly reality. I am curved around the unconscious body of Wanda, her beautiful bum fitted into my belly and thighs. We have the log to ourselves. I am moving rhythmically against those splendid curves, my thighs tightening and relaxing, in sync with my inner hidden muscles. Right now, I’d welcome the intervention of that man of my so-frequent dreams. Joe Servis, you bastard! You never were around when I needed you!





Chapter Sixteen

GRATEFUL THOUGH WE ARE for those long hours of isolation when we are left undisturbed, we nevertheless soon grow more and more weighed down with the discomforts of our imprisonment. The food is basic – boiled rice, meat, vegetables and fruit for the main evening meal, all of which we have to eat from blue-rimmed enamel plates, using metal dessert spoons, and in the morning, a thin oatmeal (or maizemeal) gruel, all of which we wash down with very milky tea served in tin mugs. A shallow basin of lukewarm water is brought in after our breakfast, along with a bar of household soap, two flannels and two toothbrushes. This is the extent of our ablution facilities. No hairbrushes, no mirrors and no cosmetics.

At least they remove the shackles from our hands and legs, and leave us alone for a brief interval while we stand, kneel and finally crouch in turn over the basin to perform the most intimate parts of our communal bathing. We learn not to delay, for they soon reappear with cheerful shouts to fasten us up again and remove the basin of scummy water. We do our poor best to tame our matted hair by combing through it as vigorously as we can with our fingers.

By far the worst aspect of these sanitary arrangements is the loathsome lavatory bucket. Of necessity, it has to remain within two yards of us, as our chains do not allow us to move more than five feet from the log. How we hate the sight and the stink of it and, worst of all, the unavoidable humiliations of putting it to use. It swiftly becomes the prime symbol of the degradation of our enslavement, for that is what this condition is. I begin to wonder if what we first felt was the amazing blessing of not being used as sex objects to satisfy the needs of at least the five captors directly responsible for bringing and keeping us here is worth being subjected to this primitive state of existence. Especially as Simon’s man, Mattius, seems to carry a surprising amount of authority, at least as far as our welfare, or lack of it, is concerned. Apart from his one swift shag on the Malaika during the trip here from the mainland, neither he nor his comrades has laid a hand on either of us, except for a quick casual grope or a jovial admonitory slap on our backsides.

Why such noble restraint? I comfort myself with the thought that it is because Simon has threatened them with death or worse if they lay more than a finger on us. But as these first few days and nights slide slowly past, and our physical state grows worse and worse, I begin seriously to consider that coupling with Mattius (and even if necessary with one or more of his cohorts) might be a price worth paying to improve our basic, not to say animalistic, situation.

Lying in Wanda’s arms, after a loving session that has lasted at least half the night and succeeded in making us forget for those passionate interludes the unsavoury realities that surround us, I try not to squirm and scratch at the innumerable insect bites, and the layers of dirt and sweat that coat my almost naked frame, apart from the limp and filthy rag of a dress, and the even more disgusting tiny knickers I have just wriggled back into. Somewhat tentatively, I voice my thoughts about my strategy to improve our conditions.

I should have known better. She says little, merely grunts dismissively, and pulls me down to her gently rising and falling damp breast, scarcely covered by the ragged scrap of nylon and lace attempting to contain it. But next morning, soon after sunrise, when Mattius leads in the young women who are carrying our plates of gruel and the mugs of tea, she leaps up with a shattering cry that sends the women fleeing, while Mattius falls back in alarm.

‘What the fuck is this?’ A wild kick sends the porridge skidding and splattering across the dirty stone floor. Her next swipe sends the tea flowing in its wake in a milky puddle. ‘What are we? You think we’re fucking beasts, to keep chained up in this stinkhole?’

She raises her arms, holding out her wrists, rattling the short lengths of rusty chain that link them, stamps her feet, spreads her legs as far apart as she can, to make the chain stretch taut. ‘Look!’ she screeches, her voice wild and ugly. She twists her arms to force the iron hoops encircling the wrists to ride up enough to display the ugly scabbed abrasions which mark our skin. ‘You don’t treat animals this bad, you stupid fucker! Tell your Mister Simon – and that fat froggy freak, Monsieur Auguste – I’ll make sure my family pays fuck-all for me! Go ahead!’

She steps up close, until she can get no further from the log to which we are shackled, and he draws back in dismay. She rips at the ragged scrap of silk at her breast, and the cups part, the slender ruin of elastic and lace falls from her chest to cling about her hips. She tears at the shred of those briefs until she drags them from her loins and pulls the ruins of the undies clear of her. She flings them down to join the mess on the floor. ‘We’re better off naked than wearing these filthy rags!’

I jump back, and even give a small scream of fright, as she swivels and steps over the beam and, with one mighty swing of her foot, sends our shit-bucket flying, its revolting contents splashing across the ground to make an even greater evil smelling mess on the other side of the beam.

Oh shit, indeed! I think, gaping rather like Mattius at the harpy which has transmogrified in our midst. But her superb display of fury, whether spontaneous combustion or by design, does the trick. Mattius falls back without a word, hurries out, leaving us in the mess of our own making, and in a screaming silence. I stand there, dumb and immobile, until suddenly Wanda gives a childish little giggle, puts a hand to her mouth and says, ‘Whoops! You don’t think I went just a bit over the top, do you?’ and I collapse into her arms to join her in a hysterical outburst of frightened mirth.

Within minutes Mattius is back, with reinforcements consisting of Abdul and two of the crew. Behind them comes a group of wide-eyed and wary native women, bearing buckets and mops and brushes. They get to work cleaning up the floor, while Mattius, muttering gently as though trying to calm spooked animals, hastily unshackles us from the log, and then removes the fastenings about our wrists and ankles.

Free at last ! We shuffle and caper like idiots, half laughing, half crying, as he ushers us out into the already strong sunlight. ‘You no try to run. There is nowhere to run,’ he says, but still softly, almost pleading with us to be reasonable. And indeed we are, dazed at our good fortune as we are led across the compound, behind one of the grass-roofed rondavels, where we are shown a double shower compartment, protected by a screen woven from sticks. There is even an overhead tank, from which the water falls in a soft but adequate, tepid sprinkle. A bar of soap and a clean towel each awaits us. About 20 metres further away, there is another small section, also screened on three sides, though without a roof, which proves to be a long-drop choo , the native word for lavatory. At least its purpose isn’t obvious until we venture within a few yards, but there is a wooden box-like seat erected, over a trench which is deep enough to comfort us with the thought that we will have to serve several years of captivity before it becomes necessary to move its location.

Not only our ablutions but even our lodgings are changed. When we have made leisured use of both our new facilities, clad only in our damp and scarcely adequate towels, we are led to the nearest hut where, to our surprise and great relief, we find two modern, low camp beds erected, and beside the stout pole rising from the centre of the circular room to support the conical roof, a small table and two wooden chairs. On each bed is laid a thin, brightly patterned cotton kikoi , which, unlike the local women, who wrap them about their hips to clothe their lower limbs, we wrap and knot at our breasts, as securely as we can, and which therefore cover us, barring accidents, from tits to mid-thigh. We are not sorry to say goodbye to the soiled ruins of our former clothes, nor that primitive and debasing imprisonment we have endured over the past few days.

‘Don’t grovel!’ Wanda warns me, sotto voce but with clear authority, as we watch the arrival of our second breakfast, still the thin gruel, but augmented with fresh fruit: large slices of paw-paw and crinkled purple passion fruit, along with a hunk of what looks and smells like fresh-from-the-oven bread, and set out on the table, where we are invited to sit and partake.

I blush in my newfound finery, for it seems as if she has read my mind. In my state of dizzy euphoria I would probably be inclined to give more than my thanks to the benefactor of the feast, the beaming Mattius, who stands there like a major-domo. He all but draws out our chairs for us as we approach the food. When he nods and leaves us alone at the table, Wanda is even blunter, and there is an uncomfortable degree of strength in her grip on my still red-ringed wrist. ‘You don’t have to lick arse – or anything else – for this!’ She waves her free hand around at our new surroundings. ‘They must be shit-scared now at the way they’ve been treating us. Got just a little carried away with themselves, our little band of desperadoes, and now they’re regretting it. So don’t let them think we’re ready to fall on our backs with legs open wide out of gratitude. You hear? If you’re grateful to anyone, it should be me , for losing my rag like that. Understand?’

I feel myself blushing, and speak with quick guilt. ‘Oh, I am! I can hardly believe it. I was terrified when you started ranting on like that! You were ... magnificent. And I am, truly, grateful.’

She grins, leans in close, and kisses me, letting her lips nuzzle against mine, then my cheek. Under the table, I feel her palm sliding up the inside of my thigh, stretching and tightening the thin cotton beneath which it explores. The fingers reach the top of my limbs, follow the contours of my sex, ruffle through the newly soft little curls of my pubes. I tighten my belly and my thighs, feel the muscles of my vagina clenching, my buttocks tightening on the hard wood of the seat. I clutch at her wrist. Her lower arm is firmly held between my legs, under the thin cotton which threatens to part as it rides up under her pressure. ‘Someone will come!’ I gasp, yet again accidentally feeding her the old familiar joke, to which she responds.

‘Of course. But later, babe!’

Her forecast proves accurate, though it’s quite a few hours later, when, snug in our “little wooden hut”, and with the luxury of a dim, romantically flickering lantern to send strange elongated shadows up into the high dome of the rustling roof, we wrap our refreshed and newly soap-perfumed bodies about each other in amorous conjunction. Wanda is carelessly blasé. ‘Let the bastards come in and watch the show!’ But we have pulled the two thin mattresses off the camp beds, after noting the telltale loud repetitive squeaks at even the comparative mildness of our opening embraces, and laid our bedding side by side on the floor to make our “love nest”. And very satisfactory it is. Head to head, head to toe, faces to clamping thighs, we soon lose ourselves in our passionate bliss, our panting, moaning, and eventual cries and barks of frenzy and climax no doubt making our maidenly embarrassment over the squeaking bedsteads somewhat supernumerary.

‘I love you!’ I gasp, our mouths locked in tongue-writhing kisses in which we savour the evocative flavours of our combined sexual emissions. ‘I love you!’ comes the whispering echo, and with secret burning shame I try to banish the memory of my tormented jealousy, and the deep, deep thankfulness of my joy when Simon returned so lovingly to me alone, and I wept with the happy thought that I would never see Wanda again.

* * *

So begins the second phase of our captivity, a much more civilised, almost pleasant interlude – we are even supplied with hairbrushes and deep, curved wooden native combs and luxuriously soft toilet tissue. Who could ask for anything more? Well, as the days roll into another week, I guess we, ungrateful bitches that we are, can! And do!

‘How long are you going to keep us here?’ Wanda fires at Mattius one morning, as we sit on our wooden chairs in the morning sun, outside our hut after breakfast. We are permitted now to eat and to lounge around in the area adjacent to our rondavel. The bare-breasted girls who cook and bring our meals actually sweep our small forecourt every morning, with their brooms of bound twigs.

As always, my heart rate accelerates at her aggression, and I remain notably silent. I’m a little ashamed, but then I remember as always that I am in fact on Mattius’s side: Simon’s secret spy, rather than a fellow prisoner. I have to keep reminding myself of this; especially when I recall Mattius’s brief but daunting shagging of me on the trip here. Does he know the truth of my situation? He has given no hint of it. But then of course he mustn’t, because our real prisoner, Wanda, must have no idea of my treachery. But what is my role? A diversion for her? A lover to distract her, to make her more docile, to ensure she doesn’t try to do anything spectacularly stupid?

The alarm bells jangle much more raucously when Wanda suddenly turns and gestures furiously towards me, almost as though she has been reading my thoughts. ‘And just what is she doing here, huh? Why have your bosses sent her along? Is she just a sex toy? More fun than a vibrator, and doesn’t need batteries? My little lezzer buddy I can play with day and night to take my mind off the fact that Simon and the fat Frog are shafting me and my family for all they can get!’

‘Wanda!’ I squeal in righteous indignation. Because I have to say something , if only to counteract the telltale, toe-curling, blood-rushing crimson tide sweeping up through my entire frame, screaming its GUILT in block capitals.

She switches to me, that once more glossily rich black waving hair swinging across her beautiful face, those black eyes blazing like headlamps. ‘Well?’ Her low voice is harsh, that fearsome rasp transforming it into part of her armoury. ‘You tell me then! Just what the hell are you doing here? You still haven’t explained any of it. You’ve got no fucking money, so you say! Simon’s responsible for everything: the food you eat, the clothes he puts on your back and takes off whenever he fancies it. He’s even responsible for who fucks you, right? Mattius, M. Auguste – me , for fuck’s sake!’

I can’t look away from her. I’m like some miserable little mouse hypnotised in front of the swaying snake. My mouth opens and closes soundlessly before I begin to cry, and then speech comes, stammeringly rapid and semi-incoherent in my angst. ‘I’ve told you! I don’t know – I don’t know what the hell I’m doing – why Simon’s doing this to me, locking me up here.’

The sobbing takes over, my head goes down and I blubber, just like the miserable kid I was years ago, hating myself both for my helplessness and my lies. I suddenly have the urge to stand up and be damned – to scream at her: Yes, you rich and spoilt bitch, I’m here because Simon put me here and I do whatever Simon tells me to, because I love him! Truly love him, not just because he fucks me, but because he loves me – he told me so. And I’m here to see that you get screwed for every dollar he can squeeze from you and your fucking loaded family!

But I don’t. I jump up, tears streaming, and run from the bright sunlight into the gloom of the oven-warm hut, and fling myself down on the creaking narrow bed, bury my face in the sheet which is probably still damp and stained with the evidence of our frantic night-time loving, and wish I was miles away, in Simon’s wide and wonderful bed, and he in me!





Chapter Seventeen

PHASE THREE OF OUR incarceration opens with startling abruptness one morning about two weeks after phase two had begun. We’re just getting used to the great improvement which came along with our transfer to the rondavel, which does not include any contact with or knowledge of the outside world and its doings. Hence the difficulty in keeping record of the passage of time. I suppose if we were more organised or stronger willed we’d have made an effort: carving notches on a pole or something to record each passing day. But at first, in that stinking slave shed we were so lost in our misery, kept like animals in such squalor, that our minds were numbed; we were too trapped by the physical degradations we had to endure. And since they took us out of that horrible place, and our situation has improved so much, we’ve been too filled with relief and happiness, equally content to bask in our good fortune. Or maybe living for the moment is enough for us, when our future is so uncertain.

I don’t know. Wanda’s such a strong and dominant character in so many ways, but perhaps she really is frightened what might happen to her, and therefore shies away from thinking about it. As for me, I go along with things, and cling secretly to the one fact that matters to me now: that Simon loves me – he has told me so – and that eventually I’ll be back with him, no matter what happens.

We’re allowed to lie in bed until a civilised hour these days, not that we have watches or clocks to mark the hours for us, just as we have no newspapers or radios or any other means of contact with the outside world. But the sun is already high when the noise of the girls setting out breakfast and sweeping our small area outside the hut wakes us. Nobody comes to rouse us, and as we generally don’t get to sleep until nearly dawn anyway, when we separate our sweating and love-weary bodies and retire to our own beds, we slumber on long past sunrise.

‘You think they don’t know we’re beavering each other all night?’ Wanda teases grumpily as we put our mattresses back on the camp beds and arrange the sheets. ‘The noise you make when you come, they can probably hear it back on the mainland!’

‘So do you!’ I fire back, sounding more like a peevish child than a consenting adult, but we both still go through the motions, even though I acknowledge the truth that our rising from separate beds each morning fools nobody. The most important and miraculous thing is that we have each other each night, and nobody else has us.

But on this particular morning, we are indeed roused from a deep sleep, and we sit up, blinking foolishly, bare breasted, to find ourselves gazing on the imperturbable beaming features of M. Auguste Mazarin. I see my grotesquely distorted features reflected in the lenses of those thick glasses, and gape at the creases of that flat brown face and squat figure. He is dressed in immaculate, pressed safari jacket and knife-crease shorts. They project their sharp points almost a foot in front of his thick, short legs, which are encased in pristine white knee stockings above brown suede ankle boots. He is bare headed and his black hair glistens in slick-backed sleekness. Apart from the missing topi or bush hat (and his short, rotund figure) he is the perfect historical replica of the great white hunter or colonial official.

‘Monsieur Auguste!’ I squeak and Wanda croaks, in unison, and, in what might seem a grotesque denial of our way of life and character, also simultaneously grab and clutch the sheets over our bosoms. Keeping up this remarkable synchronicity, we scramble to our feet and wrap our colourful sarongs about us to clothe our nakedness. Although I can’t confirm this, I guess our hearts are thumping in identical double-quick time too.

Sitting at our accustomed places outside, we make a poor pretence of nibbling at our simple breakfast, while M. Auguste partakes of the strong, aromatic Arab-style coffee from the tall pot with the long curved spout. Even my feisty partner has learned some painful lessons from our confinement. Though visibly trembling with impatience and anxiety, Wanda manages to keep quiet and to wait for our visitor to speak. He is clearly well aware of our tension, and enjoys prolonging it by making small talk, to which we contribute absolutely nothing, our gaze riveted on his smiling frog’s face. Until Wanda finally snaps.

‘Please, monsieur ! Is there any word? Am I going to be released?’

She knows she has broken, and her question ends on a smothered sob, the dark head drops and I can see the glint of a tear on one cheek. M. Auguste is well aware of it. His chubby frame gives a tiny shiver, a little gesture of physical response which I recognise from the times I have spent with him and Wanda, and then alone with him. He is clearly delighted, and thrilled, to see her thus.

‘Surely, my dear, you are not anxious to see this little heaven you have here come to an end?’ He gestures at the scene around us: the sunshine, the palm trees, Mattius and Abdul, hovering in the background, our dumb waiters.

You bastard! I am filled with loathing. He is so evidently enjoying tormenting her, seeing her humbled like this. As though tuning in to my feelings, he half turns towards me, leans forward, and puts his podgy hand on my knee, which is showing beneath the stretched hem of my kikoi . The fingers spread out, dig into the softer flesh of my thigh, and stay there, like a spider, heavy, pressing until I can feel the edge of the wooden seat cutting painfully into the back of my leg. I force myself to keep still, my eyes fixed on his shining face, though I am sure he can feel the trembling I cannot prevent. ‘Your beautiful little lover here!’

I stare at the pouched slits of his black eyes, feel their power pinning me to my chair. The hand moves up my leg, under the thin cloth, taking possession of me, and now it’s my turn to shiver, as I remember how intimately and completely he has known me, and I’m even more ashamed at the excitement pulsing deep inside me, along with my revulsion.

His slightly breathy voice goes on, quietly goading. ‘Or are you tiring of your little blonde’s charms, Miss Wanda? Are you missing what, in spite of her exquisite tongue and cute fingers, she cannot give you? Perhaps, now that I am here, I can arrange something different for you? I understand my men have been behaving most gallantly. Perfect gentlemen! Too perfect, oui ?’

Wanda draws a great, gulping breath, and the black little slits of M. Auguste’s eyes flicker to the edge of the thin cotton, which lifts spectacularly over her half-covered breasts. ‘Look!’ she says urgently. ‘I just want to get out of here! What do my family say? Are they going to pay up? Please! It must be – what? More than three weeks now.’ There is a slight hesitation, before she goes on. ‘Do you want me to do something? A message, a video or something! They’ll pay! I know they will!’

He laughs, pulls his hand away from my leg, so that the flimsy material parts almost to my crotch and I hastily grab it together. ‘A good idea, cherie . I shall think about it. But these things take time.’ He waves a hand airily. ‘We have to show patience. I have just come to see how you are doing. Both of you.’ He turns again to include me, his lips widening, and again I feel that frisson stir me, as I remember their touch, on my breasts, my thighs, between my legs. The excitement and the shame swell inside, and my face grows hot. I can’t hold his gaze; I lower my eyes in defeat.

‘But you have been naughty girls, I hear! You behave very badly.’ His head moves back, to indicate the infamous long stone shed across the compound. ‘And since then you have been living like queens, yes? With everyone dancing to your song, as they say.’

‘Tune !’ Wanda corrects, and I tense yet again with fear at the challenge of her tone. I am right to be afraid.

‘Your men kept us chained like animals. We ate off the floor, disgusting food. Never allowed out – one bowl of water a day for both of us to wash in – a bucket for us to use as a toilet!’

‘And now you have this,’ he answers reasonably, waving his hand in the air again. ‘Beds, showers, choo . Servants to wait on you. Surely you can’t complain? You don’t want to go back over there again, do you?’ Again he points across the compound to that ruinous building.

‘No, monsieur !’ I cry in alarm. ‘We appreciate–’

‘We’re still fucking prisoners!’ Wanda’s voice is harsh, cracking, and my heart sinks as I see M. Auguste shiver yet again. I know he is getting off on her rage, and I know it bodes no good.

My fears are justified in the mellow sunlight of the late afternoon, when the strong warm ocean breeze is at its most pleasant, after the sun has lost its fierce intensity. Until then M. Auguste takes himself off with a suddenness that takes us by surprise, and with no explanation other than a terse ‘I shall see you ladies later.’ Only the grinning, grizzled Abdul is left in the compound.

‘Now’s our chance!’ Wanda says, her dark eyebrows lifting. ‘We should make a break for it.’

As always, my glance is tinged with uncertainty. I’m hardly ever sure whether she is serious when she comes out with such wild statements. ‘Where to?’ I ask, striving to keep my tone light, to disguise my apprehension.

She shrugs impatiently. ‘Any-fucking-where! We could run round the whole island in five minutes! Maybe we can steal a canoe.’ She nods across the sandy earth of the compound towards the other huts, where a group of the natives can be seen. ‘They must be stashed on the beach somewhere.’ She gives a bitter laugh. ‘Or maybe we can steal M. Auguste’s pretty little launch, yeah? Anything would be better than just sitting about on our arses all day. Like turkeys being fattened for fucking Christmas!’

‘Don’t talk like that!’ My voice is low and urgent. ‘You know it wouldn’t do any good. They never let us out of their sight – except at night. When we’re in the hut.’

Momentarily diverted, she gives a mocking smile. ‘How do you know? That we’re out of sight? We might have an audience peeping through the spy holes.’

‘Well, I hope they enjoy the show!’ I manage, ashamed, and just a little wickedly titillated by the thought. But anxiety at Wanda’s dangerously rebellious mood swiftly dispels other reflections. ‘Come on! You know there’s nothing we can do except wait.’ I nod towards the distant old building where we were formerly housed. ‘We don’t want to be put back in that place, do we? Chained up again, never let out.’ I gesture around us. ‘Just be thankful for all this, eh? I couldn’t face going back to that hell!’

‘Little Miss Goody Two Shoes! Prissy Crissie! Tame little slave as ever! I bet if your Master Simon turned up here right now you’d be down there, grovelling in the dirt, kissing his feet – or something!’

I blink back the sting of tears at her cruel taunt. It doesn’t help that she is right.

We spend the hottest hours lying in the stifling shade of the hut, in a silence that simmers like the atmosphere. We sprawl naked on our beds, our bodies wet with perspiration despite constant mopping with our limp towels, careless of the glances of anyone passing by the wide entrance. It’s a blessed relief to stand at last under the tepid, meagre flow of the shower, and to dust ourselves with the luxury of the baby powder we have been supplied with, and to appreciate the comparative balm of early evening. But it brings with it the awaited return of M. Auguste and his decidedly merry and unusually animated men.

His face shines as usual, despite the coolness, but his eyes behind the thick lenses gleam with an anticipation we have not seen since we sported with him in the luxury of the hotel bedroom many moons ago (it seems now). ‘Now. I told you this morning how naughty you girls have been, and how displeased I am to find you have been given all these rewards for your naughtiness.’

There is a faint flavour of spirits, and wolfish grins on the faces of his gallant crew, including our own Mattius, whom I had always hoped would, as Simon’s intermediary, show a partiality towards us that would offer us some protection. (That and the fact that he had shagged both of us, with obvious pleasure, in earlier, happier times!) Alas, he looks as lecherously eager as any of them, as M. Auguste invites us, newly bathed and perfumed as we are, and dressed in our fresh, bright if skimpy kikois , to cross the compound to our former prison.

‘Oh no, please, monsieur !’ I all but whisper, the tears starting. I ignore the fierce hiss of disapproval from Wanda. I’m ready to beg, grovel and do whatever else it might take to prevent us from being chained up in there again.

‘Do not be alarmed , little one!’ M. Auguste chuckles, clearly delighted at my fear and my subservience.

I don’t care for Wanda’s scorn or fury. After all, she put as much effort and expertise as I did in trying to satisfy this froglike little man. I just hope he remembers how good we were at it, and that his fat little prick is twitching with joy at the thought of repeating it.

‘Just a little taste of retribution for your former naughtiness, that’s all!’ He barks out some orders in rapid Kiswahili, and his crew hasten to obey, still grinning eagerly.

My heart sinks as I see them emerge from the dim ruin bearing the dreaded rust coated irons, with the short linking chains, and I give a muted cry of alarm. Even Wanda is silenced, her lovely face blanched.

‘A mere divertissement ! A token punishment for the naughtiness.’ He grins merrily, his specs gleaming. ‘Who knows? You might enjoy it.’

But Wanda struggles fiercely as soon as two of M. Auguste’s men seize her. Her long legs kick out, her black hair whips back and forth and her shapely body writhes furiously, displacing the sarong, which falls in a wisp at her threshing feet. She puts up quite a fight, sobbing and cursing, but even so she is quickly pinioned by her wrists to one of the stout posts on the veranda, at the top of the worn shallow steps. The chains chink, she struggles still, but she is trapped, facing the timber post, her beautiful back view fully displayed to the appreciative onlookers, who have been swelled by the chattering and softly giggling native men and women.

No one has made a move towards me, and now M. Auguste slips his arm around my waist, then lets his hand slide down to feel my bottom, appreciatively tracing the contours of both cheeks through the thin cotton of the kikoi . In spite of my efforts to relax, I tighten, and he chuckles in response. ‘You know how much I like your little derriere , my dear. But for certain things, the fuller buttocks can be more satisfying. Regard, ma cherie .’

He leaves my side, climbs the three steps up to the veranda and stands beside Wanda. He reaches out, and hefts her bum just as he has felt mine. Her hips jerk violently away, and her leg flicks out behind her in a vicious kick. I see the paler pink of her heel and the lifted sole, compared with the olive brown of her limb, and she connects briefly with his knee as M. Auguste jumps clumsily back. He almost stumbles down the crumbling steps as one of his men grabs at him, while the others manhandle the twisting, cursing girl and force her to stand still. The rusted chains rattle, she fights against the tethers that hold her firmly to the post.

M. Auguste looks a little flustered. A lock of his greased hair falls like a dark line down his shining brow, his laugh is a little forced. ‘You really are a formidable girl, my love! You need taming a little.’

To my horror, I see our ever-grinning Mattius handing him a thin bundle of tightly bound twigs, a smaller version of the homemade brooms the native girls use to sweep the floor. M. Auguste grips it in his right hand and makes a few experimental cuts through the air, making its purpose obvious. He nods at his men, who, with grins as wide as Mattius’s, release their hold and step smartly back.

Wanda, unable to turn fully around because of the way she has been chained to the post, fails to see the first swingeing blow. I can hear the faint swish of displaced air, then the sharp slap against the splendid pale cream curves. The black hair swings across the shoulders as she stiffens, rising on her toes in shock and outrage at the sudden sting and flare of pain across her buttocks. Her legs lift high in an ugly, involuntary little dance of pain. By which time the second strike, delivered with more force and accuracy, descends and she yelps, her hips thresh and she tries to drag herself out of reach of the fiery bite of the twigs. Her arms are stretched out taut, the short length of chain quivering. The shape of the shoulderblades stands out dramatically on the flawless back.

She can’t stop herself from crying out. The yelps become screams, and she sobs, begs for mercy. ‘Oh no! Please! Stop! Stop! Ow-w-w!’ That creamy yellow is marred now by a growing mass of angry red lines. M. Auguste is panting noisily, and dark patches of sweat begin to appear under the arms of his smart safari shirt at the energy with which he delivers the rapid tattoo of blows, some of which are landing on the back of the thighs and hips of the contorting figure. Wanda suddenly slumps, as though trying to lower herself to the ground in an attempt to evade the beating, but Auguste leans forward, continues to strike, and now the angry red scratches begin to mark her lower spine and back. She is wracked with sobs now, begging for him to cease the punishment. Her arms are stretched taut above her; I can see the dark long hollows of her armpits, the little cluster of hairs, damp now with perspiration, which have grown because of the impossibility of depilation since she was brought here.

The sweat is flying too from M. Auguste’s streaming brow, and he is wheezing audibly as he gulps for breath. The whipping has lasted no more than two or three minutes, but seems much longer, before his arm falls for the last time and he stands there, staring down at the sobbing figure, who is on her knees on the hard stone, her arms stretched wide apart, every muscle delineated by the agonising position.

The violence of the weeping ceases as Wanda realises the ordeal is over. She whimpers now as she struggles and, with difficulty, climbs back to her feet. Her bottom and the area around it, above and below, is vividly marked with those thin red lines, as though she has been clawed by a vicious cat. M. Auguste is still gasping for breath. Darkening patches are showing through the pale khaki of the shirt, his face and neck lathered with sweat. Wanda hangs there limply, as he moves round to stand in front of her. She hangs rather than stands, her head down, her face hidden by the curtain of her hair, until he reaches for her, moves it aside and lifts her soaking face, holding her by the chin, his fat thumb and fingers digging into her cheeks. ‘Now!’ He struggles to control his breathing. ‘Are you sorry for being a bad girl?’

She makes no reply. But the thumb and fingers press relentlessly, give her a little shake, force her to stare into his shining face, only inches from hers. He is still holding the switch in his left hand, and he brings it up, lets the ends trail across her heaving breasts, then down to her stomach, her belly, the dark patch of her pubic hair and the insides of her thighs.

She can’t look away from him, held by the clamping grip of his hand on her jaw. Her lips are pursed, as though she is offering them for a kiss, by the pressure of his fingers. ‘Yes, sir,’ she mutters softly. ‘I’m sorry. Very sorry.’





Chapter Eighteen

I DAB GINGERLY WITH the piece of cloth dipped in the bowl of water and antiseptic fluid at the thin angry red lines across Wanda’s backside, the cheeks of which clench and hollow exquisitely as they tighten in response. She draws in a hissing breath at the sting of even my light touch. ‘The marks will go soon enough.’ M. Auguste’s voice comes from above my bending shoulder. ‘Mere scratches, my dear. I’m sure you’ve endured far more painful episodes of love play from your clients, oui ?’

‘I only hope they enjoyed it as much as you did, m’sieur !’ The words are muffled, for she is lying face down, naked on her bed, while I treat her. M. Auguste is standing behind me, close enough for his hand to slide up beneath my flimsy kikoi , and enjoy a lingering exploration of my inner thighs, the cleft of my bottom, and then settle over the soft tissue of my labial divide and the small cap of fair curls adorning my pubis. The light touch of his fingers makes my breath hiss like Wanda’s, though for a different reason.

‘It was very pleasant, indeed,’ he answers, quite undeterred by the waspish tone of the prostrate figure. ‘As I was telling Crissie here, the fuller buttocks make a fine display for corporal punishment.’

‘So, you think I’ve got a fat arse, do you, m’sieur ? You prefer her skinny butt for the shagging, eh? You should try some of the young boys round here, then. You’d find them divine, I’m sure!’

I feel myself tensing up, and not just from Auguste’s exploring fingers. I want to beg her to shut up, mostly for her sake rather than fear for myself. It seems to me foolish in the extreme to go on defying this portly little man who controls every aspect of our comfort and even our lives. The scratches criss-crossing Wanda’s bum might be painful, but things could have been far worse – and might still be, if she doesn’t stop goading him like this.

‘You really are such a stubborn little cow, aren’t you?’ At least there is still a measure of equable humour in his tone, but in spite of my sympathy for her condition I could shake her for her intransigence. I’m terrified she’ll bring down much more severe retribution for both of us, especially as he snatches his hand brutally from under my kikoi and drags the thin cloth from my body. ‘You think I like to play with little boys, eh? Like you play with your lesbian friend!’

He thrusts me brutally down on the bed, across the prone figure. ‘Sit on her!’ he commands me. His voice is suddenly loud, harsh with threat, and I scramble to obey, even as Wanda twists under me, crying out with pain and with dismay. ‘Do as I say! Sit on her face! That’s the way you like to pleasure one another, yes?’ He seizes me by the shoulders, turns me so that I am facing the dark head on the pillow, my thighs spread, my light fringed crotch pressing against her throat. I can feel her exhaled breath on my vulva, which is still tingling from Auguste’s ministrations. Wanda has twisted round onto her back, and yelps at the sting of the loud slap M. Auguste delivers on her right flank with his palm.

I inch forward, and my sex presses against her mouth, cutting off the stream of profanity she is attempting to let loose. Even as her chest rears, lifting me from the narrow mattress in an effort to dislodge me, M. Auguste has ripped open his shorts, and has joined us on the bed. It creaks alarmingly, as though about to collapse any second. He gathers up Wanda’s thighs as she heaves her belly up in a further frantic effort to dislodge both of us now. He forces them up and back, so that her knees are bent, her feet swing helplessly in the air either side of me, while the whole area of her genitals and her abused bottom is lifted literally beneath his nose. Partly involuntarily, and partly in a shameful desire to prevent her tide of abuse and her furious struggles, I inch forward, press the soft curve of my vulva full against her writhing features. Even in my distress I shudder at the rousing sensation of her lips moving against my most secret flesh, and the touch of the cartilage of that cute nose on the upper folds of my labia. The screams and curses are indeed muffled, and the violence of her threshing resistance ebbs.

Meanwhile, in close proximity behind me, M. Auguste has freed that squat but ready prick of his. With cruel deliberation, he allows the pink helm to explore the groove of Wanda’s exposed pink vaginal cleft, but without penetration. In a move whose unexpectedness is revealed in the sudden muffled squeal and convulsion of the streaming face trapped so effectively between my thighs, his rampant organ dips lower still towards the little knob of her spine to seek that posterior, far less accessible and tinier hole, whose penetration M. Auguste’s thick column finds a much more difficult task. But not impossible, hence Wanda’s shrill scream of pain, which I feel, literally, in my most sensitive region, along with M. Auguste’s sudden jerk forward until his round belly is jammed against her lifted buttocks.

His thrusts are repeated with increasing frenzy. I feel them translated in the corresponding movements of the spluttering girl underneath me, and the frequency of her half-smothered cries. Shamefully, my own excitement mounts at the violence of her writhing efforts. But, mercifully for poor Wanda, it takes even less time for M. Auguste to reach fulfilment than by his more normal route, and his mad ride judders to a grinding halt no more than a couple of minutes after its inception, bringing great relief to Wanda, for whom I feel genuine sympathy, in spite of my own arousal. I have, on just a few occasions, endured such acts, and as they say, bugger me, it hurts!

By the time I extricate myself from my position astride Wanda’s neck, M. Auguste has dismounted too and restored decency to his dishevelled clothing. Wanda, weeping with quiet bitterness, turns away from us, onto her side, and draws her knees up to her breasts, presenting to us even more prominently her now twice abused bottom, towards which I make renewed tentative gestures of comfort with the cloth I used to dab at her original wounds. But without turning, she reaches back a hand and swipes my own away. ‘Fuck off!’

‘Leave her, my dear.’ M. Auguste smiles with his habitual urbanity, reaches down and picks up my kikoi . ‘Here you are, cherie . Slip it on. I think our friend wishes to be alone. Come along. Let’s take a little walk.’

‘Fuck off!’ We are sent on our way with Wanda’s repeated heartfelt curse. What it lacks in originality, it more than makes up for in its intensity.

‘She doesn’t really mean to be rude,’ I offer, somewhat inadequately, as we walk side by side through the now brief period of gloom that passes for twilight in these tropical regions. Already we can see our steps only dimly as M. Auguste, holding my hand like any young lover, steers me away from the compound and along the well-defined path leading to the jetty and the moored launch. Malaika’s whiteness gleams through what is left of the day. Light shows welcomingly through the windows of the small cabin in the stern, and the shape of Abdul appears on deck as we approach.

‘Everything ready, bwana ,’ he observes, with a cringing little bow. It helps to remind me (not that I need it, really) of the importance of this fat, froglike little man who holds on to me, and courteously helps me to step aboard.

‘Thank you, Abdul. We’ll be fine. You go and join the others. We might be some time.’

I feel, rather than see, his broad smile as Abdul bows again and hurries away.

A cold, appetising buffet has been set out on a small table on the tiny afterdeck, which is enclosed in a gauzy but secure, lamp-lit tent of white netting, which keeps both food and diners safe from the fluttering, humming and chirruping wildlife that hovers about the lighted space. ‘The night is extremely warm, Crissie. Why not make yourself confortable, oui ?’ Once more, he removes my wrap, but this time with less haste and considerably more finesse. Automatically, my arms move to cover my breasts and my thighs press tightly together – even slags can respond to an innate modesty, though after only an instant, and before M. Auguste’s thick lips have stretched to their fullest extent in amusement, I relax and drop my arms again.

He is already pouring a drink from the chilled wine into my glass. ‘Excuse me, Crissie, ma belle . Sit. Begin the meal. I must go and shower.’ He gestures towards his loins, with no trace of embarrassment. ‘I need to freshen myself once more. I shall not be long.’

I actually feel the beginnings of a blush as I nod an acknowledgement, remembering his most recent activity. Poor Wanda! I think of her lying there, in the dark, curled up, alone, sore and weeping. I’m conscious of my nakedness too, as I sit, feel the sag of the canvas, and its roughness on my bare, unmarked bum. Poor Wanda. But then she brought it on herself, didn’t she? I tell myself with shameful spite. My nipples harden in the gentle stir of the warm breeze, and my inner muscles tighten as I reach out to fill my plate. I hope you scrub yourself well, m’sieur , because I think I know what you’ll be having for dessert!

But he proves to be in no undue haste to satisfy his carnal appetite when he returns some time later, clad in a polka-dotted silk dressing gown and a pair of embroidered oriental looking slippers. A waft of subtle, expensive fragrance surrounds him, and his glossy black head gleams with pomade. Instead, he sets out to play the urbane host, while I sit there a little self-consciously, naked in the sagging chair. I am reminded of those first few days back at the island hotel, which I spent alone with him while Simon was away on the mainland with Wanda. I had no idea then just how deeply Simon was involved with M. Auguste, or the scheme which they were planning. I remind myself once again of Simon’s urgent need of me to play my part in helping him to extricate himself from the web of deceit and intrigue he has become embroiled in with the sweet-smelling, sinister little man beside me. He is playing his role of sophisticated host again, and I do my best to live up to my part, of simpering little slag who hangs on his every word and is lubricious with a desire to satisfy his every lecherous whim. Which is not too difficult when I’m sitting there without a stitch on, wining and dining in such unexpected splendour.

Even the piggy eyes behind the thick glasses remain focused on mine as we eat and chat – actually, he chats while I listen – rather than roaming over my all too available flesh. It isn’t until the meal is finished and the bottle of wine almost empty, which necessitates my intended trip to the tiny loo below in the cabin, that his gaze, and his hands, linger on my body. I rise with some difficulty, partly because of the alcohol but mainly because of the difficulties of getting out of the damned chair. The material feels slightly damp and clings to my skin as I struggle free of its grip. I wonder if it has left a pattern on the soft flesh of my behind, and my conscience whispers wickedly, Not as bad as the pattern mine host left on poor Wanda’s arse !

Like boy’s bum or not, M. Auguste reaches out as I squeeze past and helps himself to a leisurely exploration of its slight curves, letting his right hand slide round my hip to allow the fingers to brush over my pubis and tweak the tiny curls. After the feast comes ... not the washing-up, but the fucking!

The couches have been already transformed into the double bed down below. Abdul’s last act? I wonder,en passant and en pissant. But still M. Auguste is in no hurry – his sodomising of Wanda must have proved satisfying in the extreme – and it is only after several brandies and a big cigar (for him! I’ll get my cigar later, if you’ll pardon the metaphor) that we finally adjourn to the cabin, and so to bed.

I can’t help thinking, with a great deal of guilt after my rich meal and abundance of liquor, of poor lonely Wanda in her camp bed, with her sore on two counts bum. But the portly little man and his stubby prick have recovered their appetite for the flesh, and he lies back like a beached whale, and I begin to earn my keep. Men must wallow and girls must wank, which I do, with all the skill and enthusiasm I have learnt to devote to such causes, until his freshly laundered penis is upright as a Buckingham Palace guardsman, and I mount him and skewer myself on his rod in best kamikaze fashion. It’s a bumpy but comparatively short ride, though the pleasure is not all his. My knees jutting outward, my heels digging in to his ample thighs, I let myself go, yelping in conjunction with my master’s grunts, until he gushes forth, exploding inside me, already passing the winning post which, for me, lies still in the far distance. I can’t stop galloping, in a frenetic attempt to get there, but my mount collapses, he wilts within me, and I stifle my howl of frustration under his squeal of ecstasy and brief agony. For a wild second, as he slides out of me, I have a mad urge to thrust myself forward and smother my gaping, oozing sex over that sweating, gleaming flat face, on a last wild race for victory. But sanity prevails.

When I follow him into that dripping miniscule shower compartment – its dimensions are so small not even the most amorously entwined couple could bathe simultaneously – I have an irresistible urge to bring myself release, and linger with the fragrant tablet of soap, tracing the contours of my vaginal lips and my pubic hair, until my vulva disappears under a frothy beard of bubbles. The small oval bar slips from my fingers even more easily than M. Auguste’s slippery cock releasing itself from our congress, and I lean dreamily against the shiny plastic of the stall to allow my fingers, as they say, to do the walking, or, rather, the ferreting, but M. Auguste’s voice shatters the brief escapist dream.

‘Don’t be long, cherie . I have something very important to tell you.’

In a second, I am out of there, the droplets still streaming from my plastered hair and my body, drying myself with the fleecy towel. His goggles shine as he gazes at me from the bed, with due appreciation. He pats the sheet beside him. ‘Vite ! Dry yourself and come to bed. I must tell you about your future. Things must change for you, and for your naughty girlfriend. You are to be moved, Crissie.’

I drop the towel on the floor and fling myself down on the bed beside him. Any sexual frustration I was feeling has been so quickly forgotten that the touch of his wandering hands over my flesh actually shocks me, and makes me shiver with distaste. ‘What do you mean, m’sieur ? Moved? Where to? Why?’

‘You’ve been here too long. It’s becoming dangerous. Too many people know about you, especially among the locals. I’ve made arrangements. We leave tomorrow morning.’

In my distress I catch hold of his hand as it wanders up the inside of my thigh towards the still damp fuzz of my pubes. ‘But what about Simon? What does he say ... about me? It’s Wanda who’s ... she’s the one you’re keeping.’ I just avoid the word “kidnap”. My head’s spinning. How much does M. Auguste know about Simon and me? Does he know the truth? That I am here purely voluntarily, because Simon has asked me to stay at Wanda’s side, to make sure she does as she is told, and doesn’t get into any trouble?

‘Yes, of course. Don’t worry, my dear. Simon wishes for you to stay with Wanda. The family are proving rather difficult over payment. And it is essential we hold on to her. The police must not find her. That is why we must move her. We know how good you are with her. Simon appreciates that, just as I do. We are counting on you.’

His hands are moving once more, over my cool skin. In spite of my concern, I know only too well what my status is, and what my role must be. I force myself to relax, tell myself I should be flattered that Auguste is endeavouring to bring me some pleasure, as well as merely satisfying himself. Though, of course, playing with my sprawled, proffered body is part of his pleasure too. And I find that, though my physical hunger was so suddenly driven away by his startling announcement, it is soon rekindled, with all its undeniable power.

As though he can somehow tune in to my very thoughts, he begins to play the active, dominant role of my lover. He pushes me back with remorseless gentleness, and pushes my legs wide apart, kneeling as though in obeisance between my spreadeagled feet. His head dips. I stare down at that gleaming black stubble bowed over my crotch, as his head bends yet farther, and his mouth gently nuzzles at my belly. His tongue flickers into the shallow dish of my navel, his fingers caress the blonde curls of my mons, then the broad thumbs press against the swelling labia, and part them to expose the gleaming pink of their inner surface. The tip of that tongue flicks once more, like a serpent, and laps feathery strokes along the fissure of my pulsing cunt. Thought – and fear – melt away, my fingers curl in his dark mat of hair as erotic pleasure floods me and the now bold strokes of his eager tongue take me spinning into the realms of pure need and bodily desire.





Chapter Nineteen

WANDA SITS IN THE narrow stern of the Malaika , her face firmly turned into the stiff warm breeze, and away from me. The black hair streams out, lifted from her bare shoulders, her eyes are screwed up against the force of the wind. She stares at the buffeting waves, ignoring the drift of foam that sprays back in fine droplets over us from the boat’s sharp bow cutting through the swell. She looks like some proud figurehead, and once more I feel tormented with guilt, and with hurt at her implacable refusal to acknowledge me.

She has been like that since my return to the hut at the first light of dawn, when I faced the forbidding curve of that back and shoulder as she lay in her bed. I was sure she was awake, but she made no move, gave no sign that she was aware of my presence. I could not hear her breathe. But my anxiety was too great to keep me silent for long. ‘Wanda! Wake up! They’re going to move us! Right now! Today!’ To my dismay, and considerable surprise, she still did not move, or make a sound, for several long seconds. Even then, she turned deliberately, betraying nothing of the alarm which she must surely be feeling. The bed creaked as she turned, and sat up slowly.

She stared at me, and still there was a further long pause before she spoke. ‘So! Your lord and master has sent his little slave to deliver his message, yes? What is it, then? Are they going to release us? They’ve squeezed the money out of my folks, at last! And are they letting you go too? For whatever price you’re prepared to pay – or have you done that already?’

I could feel myself crimsoning. Her words stung me, and also made me afraid that somehow she had discovered the truth of my treachery – or my loyalty to Simon. She could take her pick. But I pleaded with her not to attack me. ‘I can’t help it that he didn’t beat me too!’ The tears came easily to me, my nerves were so taut. ‘I’m not ... I know I’m not as brave as you,’ I admitted. I knew I was crawling, begging for a return to our former closeness, but I didn’t care. I still needed her. But she was adamant.

‘My word!’ she said scornfully. ‘Didn’t m’sieur confide in you? You’re losing your touch, little toad!’

And now here we are. Still clad in nothing but our kikois , which the breeze flattens against our bodies so that the outline of every pimple and crevice is exposed, as we sit and stare out into the blinding brilliance of the ocean or back towards the rapidly diminishing shape of the tiny islet that has been our home and prison for the past four weeks – or more. M. Auguste sits beside us, looking as inscrutable as ever and offering no explanation of where we are bound. As for me, my fingers play constantly with the edge of my kikoi , plucking and twisting at it, the action mirroring my tightly knotted stomach. I’m anxious about where we are going and what is to happen to us, but I’m also keenly aware of Wanda’s stiff, silent figure, and terrified of some outburst from her that will bring down fresh wrath upon her head – and mine too, dragged along in the wake of her fury.

M. Auguste has shown remarkable patience with her attitude so far this new day, which has been nothing but blatantly hostile, in spite of her punishment yesterday. I know she is reminded of it every time she moves. Not for the first time I am ashamed to find myself harbouring reproach towards Simon for putting me in this increasingly intolerable situation. And then as I sense M. Auguste’s eyes behind those dark glasses moving with proprietary pleasure over my scantily hidden frame, I wonder, with increasing dread, whether indeed Simon has any control over what is happening to me now. And to Wanda, of course! I remind myself, with shameful tardiness.

And why are we heading out into the ocean? The cabin cruiser is pitching more and more noticeably in the long swell, the spray flying high even in the stern sheets. I’m ashamed of the extent of my geographical ignorance. Are there other islands lying further out from the coast? Our own temporary abode has already disappeared over the horizon behind us. Surely the Seychelles, the only island group I can recall in this region, apart from those clustered about the coast, are hundreds of miles away? Simon has promised that we will visit them one day, but he said they were a long flight from the mainland. We can’t travel such a distance in this pretty little boat! My unease heightens, and is not helped by the increasing queasiness affecting my stomach. All in all, life could hardly be worse, and I can only hope that the tears which begin to fall, and to dry almost immediately on my cheeks in the stiff sea breeze, cannot be detected.

Misery, and rapidly worsening mal de mer , sends me into a trance-like numbness, from which I am roused by a shout from one of the crew up in the control cabin. M. Auguste is summoned up forrard. Suddenly alert again, I hear the distorted metallic tones of a radio, and four of the crew are out on the deck on top of the cabin, staring out at the sparkling sea ahead of us. A shout goes up, and I just catch a dying glimpse of a pale falling flare. The boat picks up speed and veers towards it, heading across the direction of the heaving swell now, which makes the motion even more uncomfortable, half pitching and half rolling. This and the sudden increased tension has a disastrous effect on me, and I lurch to the low side, close to where Wanda is sitting, and heave up my meagre breakfast, which does not take long. I remain doubled over, great, dry, shuddering heaves shaking me, the tears streaming, mucus streaming from my nose, until I feel fingers like talons grab me by the back of my neck, then my hair and yank me painfully upright. ‘I thought you Brits were all supposed to be natural born sailors!’ Wanda laughs scornfully. Then I feel her dark gaze boring into me as I wipe sheepishly at my mouth and chin. ‘Never mind. Looks like we’ve arrived at your new home!’

The “your” doesn’t register with me as I glance up, and gasp with astonishment, my physical woes forgotten as I stare at a looming wall of rusted steel rearing up like a tower block right in our path. Standing out black against the pale sky is what seems to my untutored eye to be a vast ship. Its upperworks, once white, are as rusted as the dark plates of the hull below. The figures leaning over the rails are mere black silhouettes, dwarfed by the lofty height of the deck on which they stand.

‘This is it, ladies!’ M. Auguste grins, joining us once more in the low stern of Malaika , moving a little unsteadily, for our boat has cut its engine and is bobbing like a cork in the swell as it drifts close to the larger vessel. ‘Make haste! We must get you aboard quickly. We don’t want to risk being seen.’

Already, a short metal arm is being swung out from the rail high above. It looks like one of those davits from which lifeboats are suspended, and a heavy coil of rope attached to it is flung down, to land with a loud splash in the rapidly diminishing stretch of water between the two vessels. My heart rate accelerates yet again as I visualise with horror having to struggle to climb up a swaying rope, a height greater than a house, and my brain freezes with terror. The blood feels as though it has drained down to my feet. My whole body is shaking violently, and I am startled to find that the low keening I can hear is coming from my lips.

Our crew manoeuvre Malaika closer still, and one of them leans down with a boathook and captures the floating rope. With considerable difficulty three of them manage to drag it up onto the cabin top of the launch, water streaming from it, and I see that it is in fact a coarse net, with mesh like that seen on tennis courts.

‘You first, Crissie. Vite alors ! Quick! Quick!’ M. Auguste seizes me quite roughly and propels me towards this soggy bundle. His henchmen’s crude hands reach out to assist, and haul me unceremoniously into the middle of the net. They are not particular where they lay hold of me as they do so, but I am far too preoccupied to worry about such minor indignities. ‘Sit!’ M. Auguste urges, his hands pantomiming his instruction, and I crouch fearfully, then lower myself. The thin wet strands of netting cut coldly into my buttocks, and the soles of my bare feet, then, all at once, with a violent jerk which flings me on my back, I am dragged painfully from the tiny decking, then swung aloft, my feet up level with my head, and my whole body rotating, spinning rapidly, and I scream with fright, my fingers grabbing, poking through the net. Vaguely, somewhere in my reeling mind, I am aware of shame and embarrassment at the spectacle I must present, for the kikoi is already up around the top of my thighs, and threatening to flap open at the breast, but I daren’t for the life of me let go of the net. I hang there, squealing, and wriggling like a fish about to be landed.

Whatever dangers may lie ahead here, I have never been more relieved than when I feel myself swung dizzily inboard, and rough hands reaching for me at the end of that perilous ride. I am dumped on the trembling, hot deck, spilled out of the net just like that helpless fish, and sprawl stunned, gazing up at the grinning forms that surround me. A hearty cheer goes up, and I realise why when I glance down to see my breasts tumbling free, perhaps more attractively than I have just done. I clutch at the gaping piece of cotton, and hastily restore at least a modicum of decency, tucking the folds tightly about my tits and squirming it down over my behind, which has also been given an involuntary airing during my brief, hectic ride. I am further embarrassed by my discovery that I am doing a kind of soft shoe shuffle, caused by the heat of the throbbing deck plates burning my tender soles.

But before I can properly take in my novel surroundings, further powerful distraction takes place. The net which transported me up to the deck has already been lowered again, and I stand by the rail with the others, awaiting the arrival of Wanda, whom, I freely admit, I am now longing to see. In fact, I can see her, standing there in the stern, with M. Auguste’s squat figure still on the cabin top, urging her forward. She stands very straight, then suddenly mounts the little shelf-like seat at the very back of the launch. Time suddenly seems frozen in that instant, as she rips off her kikoi and flings it from her, so that it flutters like a leaf in the wind and drops into the water. Then she turns, rises on her toes like an Olympic contestant – I can see that poised, naked beauty clearly in my mind even now – and with a little spring upward, dives into the sea, the pale soles disappearing with scarcely a ripple.

For another long second, everyone is motionless, staring at the spot where she has vanished, waiting mesmerised for what seems an eternity, until she finally surfaces a good ten metres away from the Malaika and almost at the stern of the vastly bigger vessel. She cuts expertly through the heaving sea and is hidden behind the stern before the launch is able to restart its engine and back away from its giant neighbour before swinging round and starting off in pursuit.

I begin to think I am forgotten. Most of the motley crewmen who made up my welcome aboard party set off at a run aft, but one stout individual, in a grubby vest and what look like ragged cutaway jeans ending at the knee, catches hold of my wrist in his grimy paw and hauls me after him. It’s hard to tell whether his complexion is brown by pigmentation or by exposure to the sun, or maybe the layers of dirt encrusted beneath the sheen of sweat, which gives off a ripe aroma. My anxiety about Wanda gives me courage enough to make a protest. ‘But my friend! Please! I want to see if–’

‘Move!’ He tugs me so hard I have no option but to follow. I do so at a trot and he runs me across the short area of filthy deck and into the sudden gloom of what I later learn is the big block of superstructure in the stern, which houses the galley and most of the accommodation space, its whole width at its upper front comprising the bridge, the chief control point of the ship. But I don’t know where the hell I am or what’s happening as I stumble in this ape’s wake through a series of steel doorways, all of which have a lethal sill about six inches high across their feet, and on the first of which I bang my shin agonisingly. My yelp extracts the first sign of humanity from my captor, who grunts appreciatively at my cry. We also climb a bewildering number of ladders, which although they are stepped rather than runged, play havoc with the soles of my bare feet. For these ascents, the order is reversed, and I am allowed to go first, assisted by a hand the size of a dinner plate on my bum. I also suspect that my private parts are all too plainly in view, given the inadequacy of their scanty cover and their elevation over the gaze of my warder. It’s a relief when we finish our climb, to emerge into dazzling light. The glassed-in frontage of the bridge stretches ahead of me, giving excellent views of the open deck towards the bows, and the seascape both ahead and to either side. There are two other crew members on duty up here, both of whom stare with curiosity and delight at my emergence, like a stripper from a party cake. But my companion gives neither them nor me chance to get further acquainted. With a last heft on my bum, he directs me towards a door close by on my left, through which he ushers me, and then steps back. ‘Don’t move!’ he growls, and shuts me in.

I am surprised at the spaciousness and comfort of the cabin in which I stand. A large sloping desk, such as you would find in a drawing office, stands to one side, on which is spread a map or, rather, chart, with various drawing and measuring instruments on a flat table beside it. A number of rolled-up charts stand upended in a series of wooden slots, underneath several bookshelves attached to the wall. A number of large tomes stand on the deepest, bottom shelf, and other less imposing books, including a good number of paperbacks, cluster thickly on the upper spaces.

There are a couple of armchairs and a two-seater settee arranged around a low coffee table and, against the far wall, a wooden dining table and four chairs. Such civilised order shocks me. I stand on the threshold like a trespassing savage, my toes curling into the stout strip of coco matting. I’m too sick with fear and worry over Wanda to get my reactions into any sort of order. I try to tell myself she is bound to be all right. Where on Earth can she go? She can’t swim back to land! The launch will have picked her up by now. It was just her typical pigheaded defiance making her do something crazy like that, an instinctive protest against her helplessness, like her furious onslaught over in the long hut, when they had kept us chained like animals.

I become miserably aware of the physical effect of my anxiety in the ever-more urgent need to relieve myself. I try the door behind me through which I have just passed. It is as I feared locked. Should I call out, hammer on it? I know there are two men out there. It’s either that or an even more embarrassing accident here where I stand. Frantic now, I glance wildly about me, searching for a receptacle – a waste paper basket, anything! Then I see the two doors opposite me, on the other side of the large cabin: one to the right, one to the left. I choose the one to the right, claw at its awkwardly recessed little handle. It opens and there, in miraculous answer to my pressing need, I see a small lavatory pedestal, with a small wall basin beside it, and a narrow shower stall. I dive for the loo, lift the white plastic cover and squat with a whimper of relief, followed by a gush of even stronger relief, as I pee, with a force that makes my eyes water. And suddenly that relief turns to renewed alarm. I can’t stop! On and on I stream, then spurt, then dribble, until I am convinced someone will come while I sit here. But no one does, and eventually the seeming river runs dry, and I dab and flush, pausing to try to recall when was the last time I was able to use such a convenient convenience. And now my mind is free to resume its former torment of uncertainty and fear for Wanda’s welfare.

I recall my shock at the urbane M. Auguste’s unexpected punishment for her former fit of violent protest. What would he do now that he had something to get really steamed up about? He had indicated how urgently he wanted the transfer to this ship to take place. He would be furious with her for causing this delay. And why did she do it? She must have known there was no possible chance that she could actually escape. There was nowhere she could swim to. If they simply abandoned her, she would drown, there was no way she could reach land, or even survive afloat until she was rescued. Once again, I am forced to accept that it’s just her volatile nature – a kind of craziness in her that makes it impossible for her to accept the reality of our helplessness. She has to hit out, however futile it might be. Reluctantly, I acknowledge my admiration of her courage, but also my anger at her recklessness, which will probably make the situation far worse for both of us. Selfish cow!

How often these past weeks have we wished for a watch or a clock, instead of that dreary, fierce old sun for our timekeeper. And now there’s a neat, small wall clock marking every second for me, and it’s pure torture as I watch minute after minute tick by without anyone coming near me. I’m full of scorn for my own cowardice as, time after time, I return to that outer door and raise my fist to beat at it, tense my throat muscles to cry out, then let my hand drop, and make no other sound than a low moan. Why the delay? Why no dripping, exhausted Wanda and fury-spitting M. Auguste?

I hear sudden movement outside, several feet moving, voices, orders barked, a telegraph bell ringing. The low humming which I have heard and felt beneath my feet changes pattern, becomes loud, a thumping beat like a heart deep below, and all at once I am aware of movement, this solid, comfortable room reminiscent of the world I was plucked from so long ago, it seems, suddenly trembles, then starts to sway, a strange rocking rhythm, and I realise with a shock that we are getting under way. Where is Wanda?

I picture her chained again, as she was before, her naked body still gleaming wet, and the squat figure of M. Auguste wielding a whip. But this time it will not be for sadistic amusement, as it was ... when? Was it really only yesterday? Oh God! You fool, Wanda! A part of me – the meanest part – can’t help thinking vindictively, serves you right!

The beat of the engines grows steadier, the movement settles to a gentle, regular sway. The voices and bells are heard, less definitive now. The vessel has settled into a rhythm. And still I am left alone, and still I can’t pluck up the courage to go to the door, knock and raise my voice. Instead I sit on the sofa, then lift my feet and curl up in its narrow embrace. I realise I’m shivering, in spite of the warm current of air I can feel on my bare limbs and shoulders.

I leap upright at the sudden opening of the door, my hand clamped to the thin cloth covering my breasts. A tall figure in white short-sleeved shirt, black tie and black trousers stares at me. He is dark brown, a much darker shade than Wanda, and his greying hair, clipped short but rising to a peak at the centre of his high forehead, consists of tightly kinked natural curls. His features are almost severely thin, with a long, sharply chiselled nose, and high, prominent cheekbones. A small beard covers just the lower part of his chin, with a thin line of moustache on his upper lip. These are also flecked with grey. His looks remind me of the Masai warriors Simon and I saw when we were on safari on the mainland, staying at one of the game lodges. (Later I learn that he is Somali.)

‘I am Captain Abdi. You’re in my custody now. You will be OK as long as you do exactly as you are told. Understand?’

I nod, clear my throat. It’s hard to find my voice, and it comes out in a feeble croak. ‘My friend – Wanda. Is she all right?’ His black eyes are piercing, and seem to bore right through me as he stares for long seconds without answering. I feel the hot tide of colour flooding up from my curling toes, and my wisp of a sarong is no cover at all. His tone is a deep bass rumble as he speaks at last.

‘I’m afraid M. Mazarin and his men could not find her. We could wait no longer. It’s too dangerous for us to hang around in these waters. We had to get underway.’

‘But ... but ...’ I stare unbelievingly, the blood pounding in my ears, thundering from my heart.

The narrow face shakes, the eyebrows flicker upward eloquently. ‘They searched for a long time. Too long! She was a crazy girl to finish herself like that.’

I stare at him, still unable to take it in. The room starts to swirl, the deck shifts with new violence under my feet and my knees buckle. I start to fall and he steps forward, catches me in his long arms as my kikoi falls away from my body and I pass out in his secure hold. It seems the best thing to do.





Chapter Twenty

RELUCTANTLY I RETURN TO awareness to find I am lying on a bunk attached to the wall of what I soon deduce is the other room leading off from the main cabin. It is hardly bigger than the toilet and shower compartment I have already visited. I manage to stop myself from murmuring the trite phrase, Where am I ? I realise that only seconds have passed since the captain scooped me up and swept me over the threshold of what is undoubtedly his bedroom. I also realise I must have almost lost my kikoi , which he has placed loosely over me when dumping me on his narrow bed, and which falls from my upper body when I struggle to sit up. I claw it back over my breasts and hold it there. Then the import of what he has just told me – that Wanda is dead – hits me again, and I fall back, shaking my head, muttering my useless denial. ‘No, no! She can’t be! She’s a fine swimmer. I’ve seen her. They’ve got to keep looking.’

He holds my wrists with gentle firmness, while I stare up through the blur of my tears, observing his long, princely face. He shakes his head. His dark, liquid eyes, the whites smokily yellowed, seem filled with understanding. Suddenly I want his arms about me, holding me again. The feeling shocks me.

The deep, calming voice rumbles again. ‘The launch searched a long while. And my men kept watch from the boat. There was no way we could have missed her.’

I let myself go, give way completely to my grief, my frame racked with the violence of my weeping, while he remains silently at my side, gently holding my hand. My distress is compounded by my guilt at recalling how bitter my former resentment has been towards her, as well as my deception in the role I have been playing for Simon. And at once my thoughts turn to him, and the disastrous way her loss will affect him. By her insane and fatal action, she has destroyed all his hopes for retrieving his own fortune. And now sorrow, and guilt, clash with my love for Simon, and worry for both of us caught by this predicament.

With a great effort, I fight to conquer my convulsing sobs, raising a corner of my kikoi to dab at the flow of tears. ‘What will happen now? Where is M. Auguste? Is he here? Can you tell him–’

‘No, he’s not aboard. He’s gone back to shore. We had to leave. We cannot stay in these waters, it’s very dangerous for us.’ He grins, and I note his fine, even teeth, pale against his dark complexion. ‘We are pirates, you know. Famous now, on this coast.’ The smile fades, his high forehead furrows. ‘Too famous! Too many people looking for us around here now. There’s a French navy boat in the area. We must head further out to sea and make our way north.’

‘What’s going to happen to me?’ I ask humbly, encouraged so far by his humane manner and treatment. ‘Now that Wanda’s gone ...’ The power of my sadness almost catches me by surprise. I choke again, the tears roll as the awful significance of her fate hits me full force.

He leans closer, takes both my hands in his firm grip. ‘You’ll stay with us. You’ll be quite safe – as long as you are a good girl – and I’ve been told you’re very good.’ I glance up quickly, at the double meaning of the last remark. He carries on smoothly. ‘It won’t seem so bad. Think of it as a sea cruise. Relax, make the most of it. After all, you have no choice.’

True, I think, though I remain silent. How long is it since I have had any real measure of choice over my life? As far back as I can remember, someone else has always exerted control over me, right up to that fateful night when I met Simon. And since then, he, more than any other, has ruled my destiny. And I pray with all my heart that he will continue to do so.

My alarm clock rings. Still not fully awake, I reach out in the familiar blackness, grope and press, and restore blessed silence. To do so, I have had to withdraw my hand from the warm, damp cave between my legs where it has been nestling trapped in my baggy old knickers, assisting me in my dream of passionate lovemaking with my beloved mistress, Amanda. Alas, our loving has remained only in the realms of my feverish dreams, and no doubt in my mistress’s too, since the unexpected return of the master, hers and mine, from the war. I know she constantly asks herself the same question that echoes in my brain. Why, oh, why did she have to agree to marry such a dreadful brute?

I’m the only servant left – there were two others here before, but they were glad to escape from his tyranny. I couldn’t – not after the love I had shared for so long with my lovely Miss Amanda. Mrs Servis now. I curse the very name as I crawl out into the gripping winter dark, from the bed made up on the kitchen floor. He won’t even allow me to sleep in one of the attic rooms where we domestics used to be quartered in former happier times. Even the dog is better accommodated than I am, but that’s the price I have to pay to remain with Amanda – and I swore on my life I would never leave her.

I fold my old blankets and patched sheets, drag the mattress into the pantry and stack the bedding under the bottom shelf. I’m already wearing my old flannel vest and the pink knickers, which are well worn, the elastic showing in places at both waist and legs despite my efforts at repairs. Quickly I pull on the grey woollen stockings – a mass of darns at toes and heels – and draw the ugly garters up to hold them at my thighs, then fit my freezing feet into the ancient but serviceable boots. I don’t bother lacing them, or rather tying the strings that have replaced the original black laces. What is the point? It wouldn’t take anything from the extreme shabbiness of my appearance in my venerable blouse and dark serge skirt, which are both so stained that covering them with a pinafore would be quite superfluous.

I begin to prepare the breakfast tray, then to clean the dishes and the pans which have been soaking overnight. As I stand at the sink, I stare at my unsavoury reflection in the blackness of the window, and feel the tears rising at the thought of how happy we had been after the master’s departure – the rapture of the long nights we spent loving in the snowy comfort of the wide bed, or in the fragrance of the bath we shared. All gone now! Snatched from us by the brute who claims her, night after night, ploughing mercilessly into the sweet yielding softness of that exquisite flesh, ravishing, over and over ...

My reverie is shattered, with appalling suddenness, by his appearance over my shoulder, an instant before his hand falls like a clamp on the back of my neck, his fingers digging excruciatingly into my flesh. ‘Please! Mr Joseph!’ Already I’m begging, the tears starting to my eyes, even as I loathe myself for my weakness and subservience.

‘Slut! You haven’t put the towels out in the bathroom yet, have you?’

‘No, sir, sorry, sir, forgive me, sir!’ I gabble, cringing, trying to turn from my position facing the sink. His hold makes it impossible for me to turn around.

‘And look at all this filthy grease! These dishes should have been cleaned last night before you went to bed, you lazy cow!’

‘They were – I was leaving them to soak. They’re nearly done, sir. It’s only–’

‘Stop your snivelling, girl! You make me puke! Mrs Servis is far too soft on you, I’m always telling her so. You’re an idle little bitch, aren’t you?’

‘Yes, sir.’ I sniff, try to wipe at my wet face.

‘Time for another lesson, I think.’

I stand there, trying not to move, though my limbs are trembling, as I feel his hands dragging up my skirt at the back, rolling the thick cloth in folds, until it hangs about my hips, exposing my pink knickers and the ugly, gartered stockings. I feel his nails grazing my sensitive skin as he pulls down the elastic at the back of the shabby undergarment. It hangs across the back of my thighs and my already clenching bottom is bared.

‘Pass me that spoon. The big one.’

I hand him the long wooden implement and place my hands on the hard rim of the sink, feel it pressing against my lower belly, ashamed at the physical thrill it gives me, in spite of my anticipation of pain. An anticipation which is fully justified as he begins to strike deliberately, each blow a sharp, distinct crack, first on one buttock then on the other, the pain flaring at each contact, so that I have to steel myself not to move, except for the involuntary clenching of my bottom and the quiver at each strike. My backside burns, the strokes merging into a steady agony, and I cannot muffle my cries any longer. I lean forward further, over the greasy dishes, and beg for mercy, hating myself, yet deeply, somewhere in my most shameful, secret self acknowledging a wicked, sick excitement, a spasming and tightening in my pussy, spreading through my lower belly, my quivering thighs, along with the growing burn of the ordeal ...

I wake from my vivid dream, with its mix of degradation and pain, and a shameful sexual arousal, to find the latter emotion shatteringly displacing all others, as Captain Abdi’s long, expert fingers caress and teasingly penetrate my beating cunt, which lifts automatically, begging for further exquisite attention. I feel the tickle of that tuft of beard at his chin, the scratch of the thin moustache above his upper lip, and his lips against mine, which I yield gladly, and accept with a rapturous shiver the plunge of that long, sensitive, curling tongue into my mouth, sucking, demanding every nuance of response. It traps the whimper within my throat as I both fear and long for the climax I can feel starting deep inside my belly. My hips jerk, as I struggle to impale myself deeper on those exploring fingers, yet longing for the ultimate sensation of that long brown prick entering, possessing me and taking me to that explosive summit of sensation. Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me! I scream it inside my whirling, fragmenting mind – my mouth is too completely captured to frame the words, as my brain is about to lose the power to think, yielding instead to pure sensation.

I am whimpering, frantically my hands search, scrabble and, at last, his mouth releases me and I draw a deep, shuddering, transported breath at the velvet caress of his glans on the melting fissure begging for its immolation. The helm nudges, rubs, eases its way into the narrowness, the yielding soft wetness that surrenders so gladly. With desperate joy, I lift my belly, lost in the thrill of that potent column driving, drilling, sliding into me, to my very depths, and I howl – I burn with blushes in memory of it, but that is exactly the sound I make, a bitch on heat, consumed by the fire of fucking and being fucked.

I drift slowly, through pale, fluffy, unthinking clouds of post-orgasmic bliss, to an awareness of his magnificence still inside me, nestled in my sensitised, wet sheath, relaxed, but still splendidly potent, possessive, ready to begin again. It’s not possible! I can’t! Not yet! My God! I begin to cry out as his column moves, infinitely slowly, gently, and my cry turns to a moan, a whimper, as deliciously torturous sensations stir once more, spreading from our joined bellies and thighs, right through me to the tips of my toes and fingers. Infinitely slowly he moves, minutely at first, and I cling to him, feel the smoothness of his brown body against my thighs. Again I thrust forward, my belly, my sweat-damp pubis against his tight little scrub of black curls, the velvet smoothness of his leanness against my paleness. My breasts are mashed against his hairless chest, our skin shares the running sheen of our sweat as intimately as we share our other, hidden body fluids, and our necks writhe, our mouths open as we gnaw and wrestle at each other, like coiling serpents locked in mortal combat.

I can’t get close enough; I want him, more and more of him, I want to be devoured by him. Incredibly, as the rocking rhythm intensifies, and we lie half on our sides, my left hip trapped under him, my fingers digging in the oily splendour of the moving muscles of his long back, the tight flexing muscles of his moving buttocks, I am shocked at the resurrection of my physical excitement, in spite of the soreness from our sexual climax only minutes before. But it’s true, and undeniable, and I begin to ride, to spear myself on his magically rejuvenated manhood. I hear a strange mewing, an alley cat howling, and in some corner of my spinning consciousness I am shocked and ashamed to acknowledge that it’s me. All at once he increases the speed and power of his thrusts, like the last frantic pace of the athlete straining towards the tape. This time I know nothing – who comes first, in the flashing photo-finish of our consummation – only the wildly magnificent, almost-terror of it, my coming and his pumping on and on deep into me; THE END, the thundering music of its climax filling the screen of my being.

I can’t dream of anything, either waking or sleeping. No more vivid scenarios of Mandy and her rapacious, brutal Joe. When I sleep, it is the sleep of utter exhaustion, and when I’m conscious, during the long periods of day and night when I’m left alone, I lie in that narrow bed, exhausted still, and so battered and sore with pain that I’m sure I’ll die if the captain, or anyone, ever comes near me again. What was that Shakespeare thing Mandy Challis taught me? Something from Antony and Cleopatra , about that randy super-whore describing herself as being “with Phoebus’ amorous pinches black”. Well, I’m black and blue, purple and yellow – and the rest!

But I find I’m made of sterner stuff than my original modest assessment of my endurance or my capabilities. For three days and nights I scarcely leave the narrow bunk, though Captain Abdi frequently comes and goes (forgive the pun!), day and night, as duty calls. In his absences, I lie in recuperating somnolence or refresh myself in the shower. I don’t linger in the spacious day cabin, even though he always locks it behind him. Keeping me in, or others out? I don’t know, and at the moment, hardly care. The dramatic change in my circumstances – the tragic loss of Wanda, the fear and uncertainty of what lies ahead and, as shocking as either of those, the enthralling sexuality of the compelling figure who has taken me over so completely – seem to deprive my mind of its ability to think ahead, to conjecture what my fate will be. Or perhaps it’s just too frightening to dwell on – and the captain’s wonderful skill as a lover is too powerful a distraction, which I embrace like an addict. It seems most of my life so far, my fortune has depended on my body and the pleasure men – and women – can draw from it. Give and take. I’ve lived pretty much by doing both since as far back as I care to remember. So what’s new?

But of course, however desperately you embrace the dictum of living for the moment, the next one, and all the others after it inexorably roll around. And on the fourth day, my exclusive little world is invaded – and shattered, when, just as I am drying off after my shower, and hearing the door between the outer cabin and the bridge opening, I emerge still rubbing at my blonde locks, which have grown considerably since I was captured, an age ago now. I don’t hide my nakedness, not even in a coquettish display of false prudery. Things have progressed far beyond such arch titillations between me and my new lover – and master.

Then the towel is discarded altogether. I drop it, in surprise and alarm. I stand, feet apart, arms at my side, not even capable of the instinctive if late reflex to cover my breasts or the still damp little beard of my pubis, and gape with dropped jaw.

‘Well well! No wonder the skipper’s been keeping you safely under lock and key! He’s a dark horse, all right! Which is more than can be said for you, my lovely! You really are a blonde, aren’t you?’ And now my hands, spurred on by the words, the broad smile, and the pointed glance, belatedly spring into action and clamp over my pubis.

My mouth still hanging open, I stare back at the figure. She is the most gorgeous looking female: taller than Wanda, but a lot slimmer. Her figure is more that of a fashion model than the voluptuous glossy sex mag type. Her complexion is a lot darker too, more the burnished coppery brown of Captain Abdi. The graceful slenderness of the hips and the small, high breasts are exhibited to perfection by the simple clothes: denim jeans moulded to her slimness, cut away to trendy raggedness at the knees; her pointed breasts, clearly unsupported by anything but nature as they jut cutely, nipples and all, in a tight, pale blue top with tiny sleeves. Between its lower hem and the dip of her jeans across the belly there is a gap of velvet smooth chocolate brown skin. At the shallow dish of the navel a small metal ring glints.

Although my brain is still whirling in confusion, my other senses are much quicker in making up their mind. I feel my own nipples tingle as they harden and, lower, at my belly and thighs, I feel the spasming response of those inner muscles which have been receiving such vigorous exercise so recently. And now that pseudo primness I have just moments ago been denigrating kicks in – except that there’s nothing false about the deep blush which invades neck and face and makes my toes dig into the floor, as I bend and quickly snatch up the towel and try to hide myself behind it.

The girl chuckles and moves closer. ‘Hi. Welcome aboard. Though I guess you’ve already been welcomed a few times already! My name’s Amina, by the way. I work here. Sorry I missed you when you came aboard. But we’re going to get to know each other pretty well, I guess. What’s your name, sugar?’

‘Crissie.’ I hug the towel self-consciously to me. ‘Nice to meet you, Amina,’ and wince at my trite opener, and Amina’s bubbling laugh in response. ‘What is it ... I mean, what exactly do you do?’

Another laugh, the dark liquid eyes hold mine teasingly until I glance away in confusion. ‘Well – you could call me a jack-of-all-trades. Though on the ship’s papers, I guess they call me steward. I’ll be looking after you, I expect.’ I was aware of that amused, penetrating look even though I couldn’t quite meet it. ‘So we’ll get to know each other pretty well, Crissie. It could be quite a long voyage, I reckon.’





Chapter Twenty-one

AMINA’S PREDICTION PROVES TO be accurate. After being confined to Captain Abdi’s cabin (and bed) I suddenly find myself virtually given the freedom of the ship – a rusting old bucket long past its sell-by date, named the Ocean Star . ‘It wouldn’t get its seaworthiness certificate, that’s for sure!’ Amina tells me, with that deep chuckle that soon becomes a familiar sound. I am wary and afraid of her at first. Surely a beauty like her must be the captain’s favourite companion, in bed at least, and in the first uneasy hours of our acquaintance I am constantly tensed, awaiting a display of her vindictive anger at my usurping her position since I was dumped on board. To my amazement and relief, it doesn’t come.

When my nerves become so stretched that I can’t keep quiet, I mention it apprehensively. ‘The captain ... you and he? You must be ... very close?’

She chuckles again. Those dark, limpid eyes give me such a level stare I feel myself colouring hotly and avoiding her gaze. ‘He’s quite a stud, yeah? I guess you two have got to know each other pretty well. I’m amazed you can still walk after the last three days!’

‘Please! I didn’t ... I couldn’t ... I have no choice. I’m a prisoner.’

‘Yes, you poor little thing. It must have been so rough for you! I bet you screamed the place down!’

Now my face is burning with shame, while my body tightens in expectation of an assault, either verbal or physical. But then I see the dark eyes dancing with amusement, and I relax, even manage a shamefaced smile in return, while my brain whispers maliciously, Yeah, you didscream a few times, didn’t you? But it wasn’t exactly in protest, was it?

For the first time since I was brought up to the bridge, I leave the captain’s cabin, but this time I am dressed in jeans which fit me snugly enough, but which I have to turn up in wide cuffs at my ankles, making it clear that they are the long-legged Amina’s. I’m also wearing a white T-shirt, beneath which I am braless. But at least I have knickers; a pair of white cotton briefs, nothing very alluring, but to me they are as welcome as the finest lace-edged silk. It’s more weeks than I can remember since I enjoyed such luxury. A pair of rubber flipflops adorns my feet. Simple enough, but again any footwear is a refinement that’s been missing since I became a captive.

Captain Abdi is sitting on a high cushioned swivel chair at the centre of the long row of windows, through which the already-hot sun blazes, and he turns as I emerge self-consciously behind Amina. There are two others with him, and I blush, feeling their stares. ‘Well, well! I hardly recognised you. Make yourself at home. Welcome to the Ocean Star . You’re one of the crew now.’

And I begin a tour of at least the accommodation areas of the ship – we content ourselves with no more than a quick glance down into the stifling, noisy engine room, from the top of the greasy iron ladder that leads to it, where only two gleaming, dirty figures appear to be on duty – dark skinned under the sheen of sweat and oil, and wearing filthy underpants and heavy boots. I’m amazed at how few crew there are – no more than 15, including the “skipper”, Amina tells me. We end up in the galley. This is in the lowest section of the block at the stern of the ship, which houses the bridge and captain’s cabin at the top.

I’m still intrigued by my new guide and mentor – and warder, I suspect, though she tells me easily, ‘You can wander about where you like. I know you won’t run away!’ The deep chuckle, as she points at the sparkling, deserted ocean. ‘Where would you go?’ Then the smile is cut off and she smacks her forehead as she sees the stricken look that comes over me. Wanda looms like a spectre. ‘I’m sorry. Your friend. You were very close, yeah?’

It’s not really a question and I find myself wondering uncomfortably just how much she knows about our relationship.

‘Come and meet the other girls. This is where you’ll spend most of your time, I guess.’ I gawp in amazement as I follow her through the door from the open deck into the galley, where I find two diminutive figures – a chubby girl dressed in sleeveless vest and voluminous, grubby white shorts that come down to her knees, and a much slimmer girl, dressed in what at first seems to be vest only, her thin brown legs displayed to upper thighs, but then as she turns with a beaming grin, I notice that she is sporting a pair of tiny black briefs, which preserve a kind of decency, hugging her crotch and the crack of her slim bottom.

Their cheerful, shining features have an oriental stamp, their gleaming black hair is pulled back on top and bound in a thick plaited pigtail at the back, reaching down to waist level. Their stubby brown feet are bare. The chubby one is introduced as Cara, the slim one as Lochi. Their shrill laughter reminds me of the twittering of exotic birds. They step forward, with quick jerking bows from the waist; simultaneously they wipe right hands on their flanks, then offer it to me in a formal handshake. I find myself nodding in return at their warbled greetings. They are clearly preparing food for the crew, and Amina speaks swiftly to them in a language I can’t identify before ushering me through a curtained-off doorway, where I find myself in a surprisingly large room, with a long table at the near end, with chairs tucked in neatly: clearly the communal dining space. The rest of the room is taken up with a couple of battered sofas and armchairs, some small, low tables – there is even a small TV set fixed high up on a shelf.

‘This is the crew’s mess,’ Amina explains. ‘You’ll take your meals here – unless the skipper wants you to eat with him, up in his cabin. Which he will do, I guess.’ She grins. I blush. ‘The two girls – Cara and Lochi – are from Manila.’ She pauses slightly. ‘In case you haven’t guessed, I’m Somali – like Captain Abdi.’

I nod. I had guessed as much. They, and the Ethiopians, are among the most beautiful girls of the African continent. As we sit over a cup of excellent coffee, Amina fills me in on some of her history. ‘Ocean Star was on the way to Mumbai – to be scrapped, I guess – a few years ago. One of the gangs grabbed her and she finished up in Abdi’s hands. I was in a little dump up on the Somali coast called Borgal. I was taken from my family when I was just a kid – I can hardly remember them. An old trader bought me. He was good to me, really. That’s how I learnt English. One of his women spoke it like a native and she took a shine to me – until I grew old enough to know what was what and what goes where! That’s when he decided there was money to be made. They sent me to Berbera. That’s where my education really began!’ She grimaces eloquently. ‘I was up there in the Gulf of Aden, ready to be sold off to some prince in Saudi Arabia – that’s where I ran into Captain Abdi. He was part of the set-up, transporting girls to the Arabian Gulf, but he’d just heard about the Ocean Star needing a skipper, so he did a bunk – and took me with him! My lucky day!’

I stare at her. She grins at me. ‘Oh sure! I’ve been with him ever since. I could have cleared off, made a break for it, any time.’ Those long lashes flicker with disconcerting eloquence. ‘But he’s been good to me. He has a way with him – I guess I don’t need to tell you.’ Her chuckle ripples forth and, despite my embarrassment, I can’t prevent a sheepish smile of acknowledgement, and she leans close, punches me lightly on the upper arm. ‘Don’t worry, Crissie, you’ll be OK, I swear. Just go along for the ride – and do whatever it takes. Just like you’ve been doing, I hear.’

Within a few days, time rolls by as timelessly as it did when Wanda and I were imprisoned on the tiny island, but with some great differences. Ocean Star is a lot bigger than our grass hut and the compound. Amina is right. There doesn’t seem to be any restriction to my wanderings about the shabby old vessel, and I don’t get the feeling that she or anyone else is dogging my footsteps or keeping a check on me in any way. I really am one of the crew. I start to help out, working with the two Philippino girls, preparing food in the galley, cleaning the mess room and the crew cabins, as well as the captain’s quarters. For a bunch of pirates, things seem to be pretty well organised.

Abdi’s word is law in this lawless little community. I was scared on venturing out from under (literally) the skipper’s protection to face the rest of the inhabitants of our isolated little world, first and foremost of the formidably beautiful Amina, who has proved to be the most easygoing, charming shipmate I could hope for. Then there are the dozen male members (the very word makes my inner muscles clench) of the crew. I honestly assumed that only the gallant captain’s pleasure in me up in his lofty height was protecting me from non-stop gangbanging from these jolly unsavoury tars. Yet despite their looking like extras for deckhands of the notorious Captain Hook, and the fact that I am the only white-skinned blonde bimbo in this set of dusky rogues of all shades, no one has laid so much as a finger on me. True, their eyes are all over me and stripping me bare-ass naked in their doubtless vivid imaginations, but fingers – or any other protuberances – have there been none. So far!

I didn’t know whether to be relieved or even more alarmed to discover the two Philippino girls were part of the set-up, making the female complement four – one to every two-and-a-half men, not counting the skipper. Not such a daunting task, you might think – I’ve handled and been handled by a considerably higher number during one of my former boss Jo’s “special” weekends.

‘Sure, it happens,’ Amina tells me, with a mischievous grin. ‘Lochi and Cara service the guys regularly. But nobody forces you to drop your knickers round here. The girls can nearly double their wages if they give out – and they do, most nights, or when guys are off-watch. They’re happy to do it. But nobody’s going to leap on you and rape you, sugar. For one thing, the skipper would probably have them tossed overboard with a bullet through the head, and maybe a few other nasty injuries as well!’

She chuckles again, and I suddenly feel extremely uncomfortable as those wonderful eyes hold me. ‘And the girls can take care of not only the guys – if you’re that way inclined.’ The blushes mount hotly and my toes curl. How much does this girl know about me? ‘And we’ve heard you are !’

What can I say? I shrug, and mumble vague nothings, which Amina interrupts with a careless wave of her hand.

‘Hey! It’s no big deal. I fancy you myself, except ... I don’t think I’d be much use to you.’ Now it’s actually her turn to look embarrassed. ‘You see ... there’s a problem with me. I’m not much of a dyke. I’m not butch. I’m afraid I like to take, but I don’t like to dish out. I just lie back and let it all happen. Not much fun for a partner – but I can’t help it. That’s just the crazy way I am.’

My heart is thumping, suddenly my tongue feels too big for my mouth, and my mouth feels dry. ‘That suits me fine!’ I croak. Tears sting behind my eyes as I suddenly recall Wanda, her beautiful, voluptuous flesh moving against mine, our limbs entwined, mouths clamped in passionate kisses, hands exploring, possessing every curve and yielding crevice. You callous bitch! I chastise myself. But helplessly I am pulled into the steady deep pools of Amina’s black-eyed stare, allow my pale hand to be captured in her larger, darker one, and she leads me out into a narrow alleyway, and to a small cabin, with a porthole open to the bright sea and sky. There is a two-tier bunk fixed to the steel wall, and in what seems a single fluid movement, she climbs up onto the upper berth, then catches hold of my hand again.

‘I told you. You’ll have to do everything,’ she murmurs, lying on her back, with her knees raised, her head turned towards me. ‘Climb aboard.’

I do so, and kneel above her. The bunk is no wider than three feet, so we are already in close contact. The only move she makes is to raise her arms over her head, those long hands lying either side of the pillow, framing her lovely face. Her mouth twitches, inviting my response, and I bend close, breathe in the exciting scent of her warmth, musky perfume and alluring heat. Then my mouth settles over those inviting, cushioned lips, gently at first, then presses harder, my tongue emerges, inserts itself into her warm wetness, driving, her own tongue curling upward, yielding to my advance. My left hand cups her face, exploring the fine, pronounced jawline, my fingers feeling the damp warmth of her neck and shoulder, teasing beneath the T-shirt’s rounded top. My right ecstatically explores the rounded softness of her breasts through the cotton of the shirt, the surprisingly large nipples hardening under the material.

We’re both panting when I release her and I feel the shiver right through her long frame. She stretches her legs down now, pressed close against my own bent limbs as I kneel between her knees. I dip my head worshipfully. Another shiver as I let my fine blonde hair trail lightly over the velvet dark smoothness of that bare expanse of midriff and belly. I love the heady scent of her as my nose inhales the flavour of her skin, rubs against the tiny ring through her belly. I let the tip of my tongue gently lift it from the shallow little eye, taste the tanginess of the metal before I burrow my face deep in that smooth warmth, which yields then tightens beneath me. I feel the tensing of those muscles, savour the slimness of her, then I lift my head and my fingers work at the fastening of her jeans, fighting to open the metal button. It takes several seconds to succeed, then I am drawing the silver zipper down, slowly, deliberately, aware of the erotic web which is being woven about us.

My own excitement is intense. I can feel the heat, the tightness of my loins, the swelling of my mons, the wetness of my briefs against that budding hunger. I have to fight the jeans down off her slim hips, then down the long brown thighs, all the way against their cling, inch by inch revealing more of her delightful flesh, at long last wrestling the obstinate tightness clear of her ankles, the long, narrow feet. I lift one leg, hold it reverently at the back of the knee, press my kisses against the little swell of the inside surface, then let my mouth trail down the slender calf to the exquisite delicacy of ankle, the high bridge of foot, those long, thin painted toes. I lap and nibble, taste the nectar of soap and that heady faint aroma of perspiration that makes me giddy with excitement and desperate for more. But I must not rush. I want desire to last for ever, even as my contrary flesh floods with its need for consummation.

She’s wearing a pair of pale blue briefs; pretty but not spectacular, with a thin white waistband and similar edging along the high legs, which curve steeply up to her prominent hipbones. I can see the uppermost tips of her black pubic curls peeping over the white elastic. My fingers tingle with the need to slip into the small garment, to drag it down, expose the pungent, flowing beauty of what it hides, but I force myself not to. Instead I bury my nose deep into the soft swell of her mound, and feel the wetness of her sex through the thin cloth, smell all that steamy heat of love, trace the fissure between those soft swollen sex lips.

Now she gasps, gives a small whimper, an appeal for mercy, for relief, signalled by the urgent lift of that dark belly, the thrust of her mons into my soaking buried face, as though saying, Here! Please! Have me! Take me!

I’m soaking myself; I can feel my knickers clinging to my own throbbing vulva. Any minute now, I swear, I shall come. But somehow I force myself not to hurry, in spite of our urgency, for I know she too is close to the climax – but not yet, please! Still, there is an unsteady haste about my fingers as I seize her pants and tug them down, watch that heavenly secret flesh appear, drowning me in its sight and smell, and touch. I can’t keep my face from dipping, from burying worshipfully, my forehead and nose scratched by that tight little triangle of kinked curls, the soft full swelling embrace of the labia, its glistening pungency meeting my own eager mouth, which descends rapturously, madly, burying itself. My tongue stretches, curls, laps like a thirst-maddened soul at all that slippery, pungent openness. I slobber, face soaked in her sex fluid, sucking at its nectar, gasping for air yet burying myself deeper and deeper, my fingers beside my puffed cheeks now, peeling back her sex lips. I want more; more of their gleaming inner pinkness, the funnel which draws me into her cunt, the very nub of our loving.

My tongue is defeated, my hand moves, fingers extended, sliding easily through the fleshy opening deep into the furrow, the quick of her, feeling the beat and locking embrace of the muscles. Then, unable to delay any longer, my fingers search through the folds, find that upper peak, draw it towards my straining tongue. The flaps of tissue slither and beneath I taste the tiny bud of the clitoris, and she erupts, thighs clamp about my head, drowning out sound, fingers twist mercilessly in my hair, and she flings herself upward, proffers the very core of herself into my buffeted face, and the world is all rushing, screaming, sobbing completeness. She’s jerking, flailing her sex against me, pinning my face to her, fingers holding me remorselessly to her, and dimly my own cunt spasms, the releasing flow soaks my briefs; I judder in my coming, before I collapse.

Somehow my soaking, stinging face is released, I feel the cold air, the running sweat, the lard of sex juice, and I lie, my sore lips flubbering on the wetness of her inner thigh, as I gasp in air, and she sobs convulsively in the aftershocks of her orgasm.





Chapter Twenty-two

AMINA PROVES AS GOOD as her word, in every sense. After that first passionate session in her bunk, she eventually murmurs a drugged, ‘Thank you, sugar,’ and turning towards the porthole and drawing back the scrap of fluttering chintzy curtain she had pulled across it, gives a little wriggle and settles down to contented sleep, her lovely, relaxed face towards the sunlit opening. I have to move, out of necessity. There is no room for me in that narrow space, and I am left to stand there, leaning with arms folded on the edge of the bunk and contemplating the splendid rear view of her reclining nude figure. Despite the sticky evidence of my own gratification, I can’t help a keen sense of frustration and rejection at the spectacle of her dismissive oblivion.

When we next meet, in the evening, she accepts the homage of my light kiss upon her lips, but makes no effort at initiating or reciprocating such gestures of affection. I’m hurt, I must admit, by her indifference. However, I also have to acknowledge her undeniable lack of any hint of jealousy or vindictiveness when Captain Abdi singles me out after the evening meal, in which all the crew except the four on watch participate, in the communal mess. The skipper sits at the head of the table, and the whole affair is comparatively civilised. Cara and Lochi serve the food, but join us to eat it, and though I do catch a few surreptitious glances at me from some of the men, every effort is made to help me feel “one of the boys – and girls”, as Abdi smilingly puts it.

I still flush up like a beetroot, though, when soon after the table has been cleared, he rises and holds out his hand. ‘Come on, Crissie,’ he says easily. ‘We’ll be coming up to Borgal around dawn. That’s almost at the southern point of the Gulf of Aden,’ he explains for my benefit. ‘You Brits are becoming very active again around that area with your naval patrols. Bloody shame, after you were kicked out more than 40 years ago! But I’d better be up and about first thing. Need an early night.’

His arm goes around my shoulder, the pressure minimum as he escorts me to the door, and ignores the one or two restrained cheers which again bring the crimson tide flooding from flipflops to blonde locks.

There’s no sign of fatigue, however, in his display once we are safely behind the closed door of his day cabin. I can’t help thinking of the two men I have seen at their posts on the dimly lit bridge now that the tropic night has fallen. Only a thin steel wall (or “bulkhead”, Abdi informs me – ‘you’ll have to learn sailors’ talk now’) separates us when the skipper grabs me and, with eager roughness, opens and removes the loose cotton shirt I am wearing outside my jeans. The next second I am tipped back onto his unused dining table – its coldness on my bare back makes me gasp – and my jeans are tugged down and off my feet with equally scant ceremony. My knickers – clean, thank God, after my session with Amina – follow suit, and there I am, naked, sprawled over his dining table, and definitely on the menu, judging by the way he is shedding his own clothes as though he’s been attacked by a plague of safari ants.

‘Damned bunk’s too small!’ he grunts, already seizing me by the hips and positioning me at the edge of the polished surface. ‘Besides, different scenery does you good. At least a different deckhead – ceiling – to look at!’ He positions himself between my raised knees. My legs are tucked in his arms, and I can feel the sharp edge of the table digging across my behind. My feet wave, my toes curl, and I feel the spasming of my pussy which indicates all is ready for boarding. My head lies on the hard polished wood, my eyes are closed and my breasts rise with anticipation – then there is a pause, and he speaks. I stare up at that long, distinguished face, the sad little smile that transforms the rather demonic quality to that of a boy caught in a minor misdemeanour.

‘Oh dear, my dear! I think you’ll have to come to the aid of an old man.’

He glances down eloquently, and I understand immediately. He still has my feet tucked under each arm like the handles of a wheelbarrow, and I give them a little wiggle. ‘Sorry!’ He releases me immediately, and I roll over on to my tummy and stare down between his thighs, to see his member, gorgeously enlarged, but pointing straight to the floor (sorry – deck!), with the long, hanging bag of his testicles behind it.

‘It’s OK. I don’t think I’m quite ready either,’ I lie, my gaze still fixed modestly on his testicles. (My juices are emphatically running, and my cunt is as greased as an oven-ready chick, but it always pays to be diplomatic in these situations.) My hands reach out to his hard, slim buttocks and draw him in even closer. Because of his height, his genitals are a good few inches above the height of the table top, against which the front of his thighs rest, and convenient for some gentle but arousing foreplay with my busy hands and fingers. I let my brow rest just above the fuzzy scrub of his pubes. My left hand cups his hanging balls. The scrotum feels like warm velvet in my palm, and sends another shiver of beating desire through me, especially when I feel it tighten and lift, puckering into a series of hard little ridges, at the same time as that resplendent cock swells and stiffens, lifts its great head, fully emergent now from that ruff of loose foreskin. It’s not yet completely erect, but it is curving towards me, like a dog’s sniffing snout, investigating me, stirring in the warmth of my breath which flows over it as my lips approach the pink dome, and I breathe in the rapturous scent of his masculinity.

I lift the stirring prick, and now it is hot and heavy in my touch, and nuzzle it, rubbing my nose against it and letting my lips bestow light kisses on the fleshy softness of the glans, and on the brown throbbing shaft, down which runs a thin raised column, like a spine, as it flowers to its eager hardness. My head is dizzy; I breathe in the fragrance of his smell, let the tip of my tongue poke out to lap at the very tip of the helm, to absorb the sweet lubricious dew that appears at its tiny aperture.

I can’t wait! With a moan of ecstasy, I stretch my jaws, my neck strains forward and I take in that beating magnificence, fill my mouth as deep as I can with his splendour, sucking fiercely, and he drives himself into my warm wetness. I feel his hand clamped at the back of my neck, his hard belly thrust forward, his thighs rammed against the table’s sharp edge, and I gag and choke, his prick filling me to my throat. My senses reel, not enough air through my flaring nostrils, in their desperate whistling search, and on the edge of swooning I have to tear myself away, a long, noisy, squelching withdrawal. One wheezing agonising sucking of air into my lungs and maddened, my gaping mouth searches, my tongue flickering greedily, to be impaled on his majestic weapon of a cock once more.

After another mighty penetration, I am forced yet again to yield to the need to breathe. This time I thrust myself forward, lapping crazily at the tangy bitterness of the skin of his belly, and smother his lifting penis into the mashing softness of my breasts. They are not ample enough to enfold his column, but I do my humble best, squeezing them against that impressive length as it drives upward from my breastbone, presses into the expanse of my proffered throat, smearing more of its juicy benison over my flesh.

No longer able to deny our mutual urgency, we move in synchronised haste. I come up, unfold my legs, ready to encompass him as he lifts me, and my bottom rests on the very edge of the table, my thighs open wide and his loins move in to take possession. There is scarcely an instant of pause before the dome nudges at my labia, and glides smoothly in to my fiercely welcoming, tight but surrendered cunt. His fingers curve under my buttocks, lifting me onto him, his driving might, and the table, the floor, the whole damned universe, rocks to the might of our fucking.

He comes – I feel the cataract, the hot geyser of his climax, and I scream, batter my pubis against his, and he stays heavenly hard as the mad spiral of my orgasm swirls, erupts; he roars, I scream, yelp, sigh, gasp, whimper, shudder, my feet jutting out, every muscle in my stretched legs knotted, toes stiff, hair on end, lost in the apocalypse of that colossal shag.

I don’t make it as far as the skipper’s bunk that night. ‘I have to be up in a few hours,’ he explains, ‘so I need to get some sleep.’ But we do share a necessarily intimate but tender shower in that crowded little compartment, which is both mildly titillating and romantic. The final kiss is lingering and passionate enough, and he gives my bum, decently covered by the jeans once more, a friendly pat before he sees me through the outer door onto the bridge. I’m glad the light is dim enough to hide any blushes as I acknowledge the jovial “good nights” of the two watch-keepers and make my way gingerly down the ladders back to the crew’s quarters. I am to share with Amina, and I find her sitting cross-legged on her bunk, naked, busying herself with her toenails. I feel myself blushing even more fiercely, but to my considerable relief, her gaze is perfectly placid. There is even an amused smile on her lips.

‘I didn’t expect to see you again so soon! Everything OK?’

‘The captain has to be up in the middle of the night. He’s just getting a few hours sleep.’

‘And no chance of that with you around, eh? You sexy beast!’ She laughs, puts away her neat little manicure box and stretches out lazily, giving me a splendid eyeful of her exposed beauty. ‘But surely even you have had enough for tonight, yeah? Am I safe from your randy clutches for tonight at least? Promise you’ll stay in your own bunk, please!’ She lets one arm fall, gestures towards the lower bunk.

‘You don’t need to worry about me,’ I can’t help replying a little irritably. ‘I’ve had more than enough to keep me satisfied – for quite a while!’

But I can’t in all conscience deny that I’m considerably miffed during the course of the following days to find her totally indifferent to my charms, such as they are, which are unavoidably displayed in the intimacy of sharing a cabin. Though I swear to myself that I will show an equal disregard for Amina’s beauty, of course I find it impossible. However, I’m startled when, a few nights later, she not only exhibits indifference but positive, and painful, antagonism towards my approach.

Captain Abdi is practically living on the bridge. He even takes his meals up there, which either Cara or Lochi takes up to him. We are off the southern point of the Gulf of Aden, and waiting there, cruising up and down off the coast of Yemen (for God knows what. Nobody tells me and I don’t ask!) which is, apparently, an extremely dangerous place to be for the likes of the Ocean Star . It also feels like the hottest and most uncomfortable spot on Earth. We take showers every other hour, but by the time we finish drying ourselves, the droplets of sweat are starting to form again.

We wear the minimum of clothing. Amina and I opt for a version of the kanzu , a traditional form of dress for males in East Africa, which looks in fact like a Victorian nightgown. We make a few modifications, such as cutting off the sleeves. It’s loose, so it allows what passes for air in this region around the body, and as we wear nothing underneath, we can sometimes snatch the illusion of coolness out on deck, where an oven-hot breeze blows sometimes. We stand in a shady corner, holding out the wide hems of our unflattering garments to maximise the passage of the air up over our limbs, to the amusement and obscene commentary of any of the passing crew.

Cara and Lochi, chief cooks, on duty in the furnace of the galley, go even further in opting for comfort over half-decency, and work naked except for much-stained green aprons tied at the front to cover breasts and belly. Facing them, their appearance seems almost respectable, but as they stand at the stove and the preparation tables, they are generally observed from behind, where their nudity is frankly displayed. Lochi’s pert little bottom and Cara’s fleshy buttocks bounce and quiver in cute synchronicity, which even in the draining heat of the Gulf, their fellow crewmen clearly and tactilely appreciate.

But as I was saying, dischuffed as I am with the beautiful but unresponsive Amina, I am unable to resist her allure on our fourth night together, as we literally jostle naked hips together, fresh from showers, and Amina treats me to a comprehensive exhibition of her excellence as she climbs onto her bunk and stretches out on top. OK, I think. So she won’t reciprocate. But I can’t help my overwhelming need to touch and feel and all the rest. Imagine my surprise when, instead of complacently spreading herself to receive my humble, devout worship, she gives me a repelling shove that sends me flying backwards to land with a yelp of startled pain on the hard deck, on my bare bum.

She leans over, stares down at me sprawled there, gaping up in hurt pride and backside. ‘Look! You don’t just jump aboard whenever you feel like it. I’ve told you! I’m not lesbian, all right?’

‘But – but – but ...’ I splutter like a farting scooter. ‘The other night–’

‘That was then! I could see you wanted it – wanted me . OK? But it doesn’t mean you can jump me every fucking night! Now and again I don’t mind you muffing me, but when I say so. Right? You want lezzy stuff every night go see Cara and Lochi. They’ll be happy to oblige, any which way!’

I pick myself up and quickly dive into my bunk. I wish I could pull the blankets up and bury my head under the pillow, but, as the song says, it’s too darned hot. It’s claustrophobic enough just lying there, with the sagging underside of Amina’s berth just a couple of feet above me. The tears well up and I have to fight hard not to let my weeping become audible. I wish to hell I was up there in the skipper’s cabin right now. Wish to hell he’d just keep me up there, never let me out. I wouldn’t care how busy he was, how often he had to leave me alone. I’d be there, waiting for him, whenever he had time for me, ready to do whatever he wanted me to do.

Suddenly I think of Simon, and the grief wells up ten times as bad. The usual bitter condemnation begins as my inner self battles it out with me. You’re supposed to love him, yes? Yours, Simon. I’ll do anything! Whatever you want! And all you can think about is letting this latest guy, the magnifico Captain Abdi, screw the arse off you while you howl for more of the same. To say nothing of dying to bury your head between the legs of his girlfriend, the luscious Amina, lying naked two feet above you, whom you’ve just tried to jump and who’s just knocked you on your skinny rump for your pains! Serves you right, you totally screwed up little wimp!

Oh leave me alone! I tell myself, burying my face in the rapidly dampening pillow. I’ve a right to feel sorry for myself. Stuck here in the middle of nowhere. A prisoner, with literally nothing of my own, abandoned by everyone. No wonder I try to take comfort from Amina, or from Captain Abdi – or whoever else I can find it with!

Suddenly unable to stand another second of such gloomy introspection, I push myself up from the creaking bunk, grab the kanzu I have just discarded and make for the door. I step from the corridor onto the open deck. The darkness flows like a warm blanket stiflingly over me, then I look up and see the stars – thousands of them, seemingly reeling and sweeping over my head, and my dot-like insignificance overwhelms me. I let myself go, sobbing, surrendering to my utter misery and loneliness.

I give a little start at the gentle fall of a hand on my shoulder. A squat, shadowy figure, with a strong odour of sweat, tobacco and alcohol, folds me in its swarthy, hairy, sheltering arms, and a broad hand cradles the back of my head, pulls it tenderly down to a swelling chest clad in a ragged sleeveless singlet. Over its scooped top, I feel a sprout of thick, tangled body hair and, beneath, a pronounced belly. But being hugged into this solid, somewhat smelly body is strangely and powerfully comforting, and with a weary sigh I lean into him, rest my tearstained face against his bulk. He gathers me up, lifts me in his arms, and moves along the dark waist of the vessel, to where a small boat is fastened to its davits. He easily swings me aboard and clambers after me, drawing aside the canvas cover, settling us on the curving bottom boards between the seats.

Desperately I’m trying to remember the man’s name; vaguely recall his short, stubby stature, the bald head and open, fleshy face. A comic face, always grinning, little black beads of eyes. Hamid? Hassan? Who cares? He doesn’t, and neither do I. Hairy, bald, thin, fat, tall, short, rich, poor, sweet or sweaty – who am I to be choosy, after the times I’ve given and sought comfort such as this with strangers? Lovers, if only for a night.

Gently he lifts the gown, up over my thighs, my hips, then draws it over my head, places it carefully on the seat behind us. I feel his face, thick lips at my neck, then tracing a path to the centre of my chest. His thick fingers with delicate care explore my breasts and his greasy face moves softly over them. His tongue laps, his mouth closes over first one small nipple, then the other, and they tingle and harden under the suction, and I clutch that thick neck to me, feel the roll of flesh above his wide, sloping shoulders. Then a hand is between my legs, the thick fingers opening me, sliding in to my wet slickness, and my thighs part. I feel the clasp of my muscles against his penetrating finger, the little thrust of my belly and hips, acknowledging his possession.

All at once I am afire with need, to prolong my excitement, to rouse him further, to share this coming together, to be his partner. Not just to accept, but to give too. I swivel round, fumble, find his shorts, already open, through which I feel the thick shaft of his prick rampant, prodding, and I wriggle round, free myself of his embrace and bend, my mouth open, searching. The strong body smell, of sweat and arousal, sends my blood racing. Blind, I search, and feel that great dome, slippery with his discharge; my fingers grip below the glans. His column is short and squat – like his figure – and I thrill as my mouth closes over it, and my tongue laps like a thirsty castaway, drinking in his stickiness, the taste of him, his rank and honest, unwashed flavour.

All at once, after only a few violent plunges of my mouth as far down his throbbing prick as I can, he forcibly drags me free by my hair, lifts and turns me, and clasps my waving legs about his thick waist. With a mighty thrust, he pierces me, drives deep into my pussy, and we ride together, clashing, our sweat-slippery bellies slapping and sliding, until he grunts and I let go, fling my head back, arch my slim body, kick and thresh and howl with fulfilment like the bitch I truly am.





Chapter Twenty-three

HIS NAME IS HASSAN. I’m afraid to go to the mess the next morning, anticipating the howls and roars which will assail my ears after his bragging, vivid obscene description of our interlude to his mates, but no one seems to bat an eyelid – they don’t appear to know a thing about it. I can hardly believe it. Then I realise, as the day progresses and I still don’t come face to face with him, that I have in fact seen comparatively little of him since I joined Ocean Star , and discover that he is one of the handful of men who make up the “engineers” (or “stokers” as their indelicate comrades name them), who tend to spend most of their time, on or off duty, down in that fiery, noisy, pungent space far below decks, of which I have had only a brief glimpse from above, like Dante gazing down into hell with his guide. (No extra charge for these literary allusions, courtesy of Miss Challis – I’ve never read the damned thing!)

Hassan does occasionally appear at the communal evening meal, as he does the day after our rendezvous in the lifeboat, to my toe-curling, scarlet-faced chagrin, but apart from his habitual beaming grin and the briefest of almost imperceptible nods, gives no indication of our night-time tryst. For which I am extremely grateful.

I study him in surreptitious fascination as he shovels in his food, chewing inelegantly and muttering to his neighbour, another mechanic, in the gruff tones of a language I can’t make out. He’s incredibly ugly, almost distinguished in his ugliness – a fact I didn’t fully appreciate in the dimness of the upper deck last night. He is indeed bald; not a trace of hair on that shiny pate, which seems narrow at the top because of the enormous girth that lies below: the swelling neck, its rolls marked by deep lines, the sloping shoulders and the great solid mass of his belly which thrusts out his vest in a large dome, and hangs over his sagging shorts like a woman far advanced in her pregnancy. His chest and his bare arms and legs, are covered with thick, dark scrolls of hair. In contrast, his feet, clad in the universally popular rubber flipflops, seem amazingly small, almost delicate in comparison with the rest of his bulk.

I feel increasingly guilty at the way I sneak covert glances at him, while otherwise acting as though he isn’t there and, worse, at the way he clearly goes along with it, ignoring my presence even more pointedly, which I know he is doing only to ease the embarrassment he thinks I must surely feel in his being around. He leaves as soon as he finishes his meal, the men off watch settle down to one of their interminable card games, and another long, stifling evening looms ahead. Amina disappears. I assume she has gone to the cabin. After our exchange yesterday, I have no wish to spend any unnecessary hours cooped up in that tiny space with all that beauty spread temptingly and untouchably before me.

I wander out onto the upper deck, by the same doorway where I encountered my latest lover last night – hoping I might bump into him again? I can’t even answer that myself, though as I linger in the shadow of that little boat where our passionate encounter took place I feel my body reacting strongly to the recall of its physical excitement and fulfilment. A hot waft of air moves and presses the loose-fitting kanzu against my naked body beneath, and my left hand reaches out automatically to stroke the rough texture of the tarpaulin cover which is once more stretched over the interior of the boat.

I find myself moving towards the stern, searching once again for that hatchway leading down to the engine room, where Amina and I had stood, staring down into the pounding interior of those glistening, driving pistons. Next thing I know, I’m there, standing on the grating. I feel the intense heat wafting up, under the wide hem of my only garment, stirring my limbs, and the beating centre of suddenly vitalised sensation between my parted thighs. And there, staring up at me, doubtless enjoying the scarcely concealed view of my lower body, I can see Hassan’s glistening face, his bald pate, and that of a companion.

I can’t move. I can’t even attempt to cover myself from their rapt gaze. My own eyes remain riveted to that twinkling, black-eyed stare, until Hassan whispers (or shouts) in the ear of his mate, and that individual, with a last lingering look up at me, nods and vanishes from sight. Hassan nods, beckons me down, his eyes never leaving me, his face shining, wreathed in folds, liberally coated with grease and sweat, as is the rest of his ample body, clad only in a pair of filthy shorts. On his feet are boots, their laceless uppers gaping, their steel capped toes coated with many layers of oil, grease and other dirt.

He lifts a hand. The bristles of hair are thick on the knuckles, the short nails are black, the whole surface smeared with dirt. He holds it up to me, watching as I pick my way slowly, awkwardly, down the narrow metal steps of the ladder. I can feel the heat of the metal through the thin rubber soles of my flapping footwear and reach for his filthy hand as I near the bottom.

‘You come see me?’ His expression is one of incredulity. I can see individual pores, the beads of sweat on brow and broad nose, the tiny dots of black pores around the sides of his nostrils. I nod, and he nods back furiously, as though to convince himself this isn’t some fantastic wet dream, gripping me tight as though he fears I might flee or simply disappear. He pulls me away from the bottom of the ladder, into all that thumping, deafening machinery; the great pistons turning, rising and falling behind two sets of metal gratings, the cylinders, giant versions of the kind of thing we used to have in the airing cupboard of the first place I can remember living in.

The heat is more than intense. It’s like a different kind of atmosphere, rich with oil, with smell and noise. All at once every inch of my skin oozes perspiration, I can feel it wet on my cheeks and brow, between my shoulders and breasts, my armpits, every surface of me from head to toe. Hassan draws me along, into a kind of caboose, a little hideaway right in the midst of all that racket, where there is a large board with dials of differing sizes, a table with a huge kettle and several encrusted mugs, and a couple of low bench seats, of torn and deeply stained leather. They look as though they have been removed from the rear of cars.

He reaches down, seizes the hem of my kanzu , and whips it up, pulls it over my head and tosses it aside, and I stand there naked except for the flipflops. My skin is gleaming in the electric light, the sweat runs from my brow, stinging my eyes, a drop coursing down between my breasts to lodge in the shallow little dish of my navel. I can feel it running down between my shoulderblades, into my buttocks.

Those black button eyes are all over me, like a greedy boy in a sweet shop, and with the same unsophisticated honesty, and I realise he probably didn’t see very much of me last night in the boat, even though he enjoyed me so freely. Suddenly devilish, I reach out, tug at his filthy shorts, and he at once undoes them, so that they fall, exposing the great thrust of belly and the black tangle of his pubic bush over that thick hanging tube of a prick, already stirring, its head peeping from a thick roll of foreskin. He shakes and kicks his way out of the voluminous shorts, without dislodging his boots, so that we both retain our footgear, and I smile widely at his bizarre yet rousing appearance: that short wide body, so hairy and so coated in oil, the great drum of his belly, and his now lifting prick and solid, short legs, like trunks rising from the pièce de résistance , those wide, battered boots.

‘God! You’re gorgeous !’ I cry and fall to my knees, pitching forward and burrowing my head under that great hang of a belly, to rootle my face against his swinging, stiffening penis, and the wiry bush above it. My hands fondle, my lips and tongue service it eagerly, kissing, sucking, lapping, thrilled at its surging erection literally in my face.

Then the world tilts, as he makes a wild grab, our limbs and bodies collide and hold like wrestlers. He topples me on my back on one of the leather banquettes, which tips and rocks dangerously, then I see his shining bald head above me, between my lifted knees, his mouth seeking my tits like a hungry baby, then on down, over my tummy, into my light bush of pubes, and on, to the fissure of my sex, where he wallows, his face buried as avidly as mine was a few seconds ago in his genitals.

My fingers slide over the greasy smooth dome of his skull. I shudder in a suddenly imminent climax at his mouth so fiercely buried in my vulva, and my fingers slip, then dig into his furry, slippery shoulders as I try to haul his bulk up on to me, in order to feel the ultimate pleasure of his prick driving into me. An instant later it’s there, I groan with consummate desire and need, and slam my belly into his bulk, rejoicing in the long stabbing feel of his manhood taking possession. My vaginal muscles lock around him, my knees are up under his armpits, while my heels, now minus my flipflops, drum against his giant, glistening, humping back.

‘It’s going to huh – happen!’ I squeal, clinging like a monkey, buffeting against him. ‘It’s – I’m c-o-o-o-ming!’ I screech, and he accelerates his thrusts, bucking madly, and I feel it start to happen, the starburst of orgasm, and lose the power to find words and simply howl, clinging, bucking, shuddering, on that ultimate ride, and just as I can’t bear the sensation of it any longer, he comes, we come together, tip over the precipice, glide down the roaring cataract, lost until the roar and great waves become ripples, fanning out. And there I am: on my back, my dirty feet in the air, my body soaked, clamped to the blubber-hulk of slippery flesh, smothered under his bulk of breasts and belly, our flesh sealed together, well and truly. Feeling, pain, returns, and we dazedly uncoil our soaking bodies, become two again, sore, dripping with our shattering union, while all around us those other, mightier, gleaming pistons drive contemptuously on and on.

He holds me gently now. I sit on his hairy thighs, cradled in his arms, like a little girl resting on daddy’s knee. I’ve never known that situation, as far as I can recall, but I guess that’s how it would have felt. I feel so safe and protected, and free from all the complexes and fears of life in this safe, unthinking sanctuary. My pale skin is smeared with great swathes of grime, slippery patches where his hands have clutched and pawed, our skin has touched and slithered and pressed in our frantic juxtaposition. I don’t care – about anything: my filthy body, the dripping sweat, the fetid heat that wraps itself around us like a wet blanket, the thunder of those driving engines all about us whose power seems to flow like electricity through our sated flesh. I don’t even care about the great uncertainty of my future. Sufficient unto the day is the fucking thereof – and how!

Until there is a loud, cheerful shout, and Hassan’s mate, who had vanished at my appearance overhead, comes round the corner of the great block of machinery with an armful of beer cans, and I uncoil like a startled cat, grab my kanzu , and squat there on the leather seat, holding it over my genitals and my breasts in less than perfect cover. The new arrival’s name is Gori (or something close to that). He is tall and thin, with a complexion much darker than Hassan’s, and he is much more comprehensively covered, in overalls which gape open to the waist and are ... the colour of oil, as far as I can make out, the residue of gallons and years. He has a long face, with a long, prominent nose, and a dark grizzled beard close to stubble. In contrast to Hassan, he has a rich crop of curly, black hair, which shines with grease put there deliberately, in liberal, fragrant quantity.

He nods pleasantly, as he lowers himself onto the couch opposite us, and passes us a can each of ice-cold beer. I reach awkwardly, trying to keep my scrap of cloth over my breasts, then I think, what the hell! And let it fall as I take my can and eagerly hook back the ring-pull. Enjoy the view! I think philosophically as I tilt my head back and let the heavenly brew flow down my working throat, letting the kanzu hang there in a heap between my thighs. I’ll probably let him see the lot pretty soon, I reckon, as he’ll be my next customer/lover, whatever. Welcome aboard, shipmate!

But that’s not the way it is, as Hassan amply demonstrates by the way he sits at my side, his solid arm flung over my bare shoulders, a hand falling in friendly fashion on my thigh. We sit there, a couple, chatting (though I say very little and understand less) as though Gori is our guest who’s joined us in our sitting room. The second beer goes to my head almost as soon as it chills my gut, and the whole bizarre scene makes me want to giggle like a clubbing teenager, sitting there starkers and covered in engine oil (or whatever), with my fantastic partner, also nude, and looking like a steaming Turkish wrestler, cosily at my side.

Surely Gori will want and expect to shag me too, and I am disgustingly beginning to wonder whether it will matter if he does, when Hassan suddenly rises, pulls me to my feet and urges me to get dressed. It doesn’t take long, and I get no more than a friendly wave from Gori, as my lover, now sporting his grotty shorts and boots again, escorts me to the ladder and the comparative cool of the darkened upper deck. ‘Night, Crissie!’ he grunts, and his thick lips pucker in a light kiss on my cheek. Again I am forcefully (and almost tearfully) reminded of a loving parent putting his offspring to bed.

The tender feeling lasts until I get to the cabin, where Amina, awakened at my entrance, snaps on the lamp near the head of her bunk, and stares in disbelief at the state of my grimy flesh. ‘What the fuck! What have you been doing? Working in the engine room?’

‘You could say that!’ I answer wearily. ‘Making sure those old pistons are still driving!’

‘It’s a fine old navy tradition!’ Captain Abdi smiles, but it’s a thin smile; his lips are a line of hardness, which makes me uneasy. Amina’s expressive face is alight too, with a triumphant anticipation far from the easy friendliness she had displayed during my earliest days on board Ocean Star . Too late, I regret the disregard of consequences and my fatalistic, live-for-the-moment escapism that led me to pursue the briefly hectic pleasures of the flesh with Hassan, and consequently with Gori, his fellow engineer, and several others of the crew. Word has clearly got around; impossible for it not to, when you think about it, which I clearly and stupidly did not, in such a small, isolated community as this one.

There have been some heated quarrels, apparently, and even a fight, when my noble champion, Hassan, defended my dubious honour against the accusations of my showing partiality towards only certain members of the crew, instead of satisfying all with disinterested equality. His argument was supported by a bottle broken over his opponent’s head, which won the battle, but not the war. And it has led to my being bundled unceremoniously up to the bridge, in the determined grip of Cara and Lochi, led by Amina, and flung into the skipper’s outer cabin with dire threats of untold consequences if I so much as stick my nose out again.

And here is the startling result: a good number of the ship’s company assembled up here on the wide, glassed-in bridge, who have endured the captain’s short but fierce harangue, in a mix of Swahili and Arabic, (just as well, I suspect, that I cannot understand a word) before he turns to me, with that smile that does nothing to ease my unease, and a nod towards the two Philippino girls, who grab me and bind me by wrists and arms to the projecting spokes of the large wooden steering wheel which stands centre stage at the back of this command post.

My resistance is token, but I am shocked, both by the act itself and by the vigour with which they carry it out. They are using long strips of white cord. It cuts painfully into my thin, bare limbs, and I’m forced to stand there bowed forward, my head between the two topmost spokes, my legs apart to ease my balance. Amina steps forward to my side and I feel her lifting the white T-shirt I’m wearing, which, several sizes too large, provides a perfectly respectable cover, from neck down to mid thigh. She rolls it up tightly to my stooped shoulders, so that it hangs at breast level at the front, ensuring that, for the spectators, positioned mostly behind me along the after bulkhead of the bridge, my modest dangling boobs are on view, as are the plain white cotton briefs covering my most private parts. Not for long though. With a deft flick, Amina tugs them down, so that they stretch in a tight narrow band just above my knees. There is a spontaneous burst of applause.

The tears course down my cheeks at the indignity of my position. Again, though, not for long. It might not be the customary flogging referred to by Abdi, and the instrument of chastisement is not the legendary cat o’ nine tails – it is in fact a broad wooden rule taken from those drawing instruments in the cabin behind us – but it’s no titillating series of taps on the bare bottom to stimulate the lickerish desires of the audience. As I discover from the first great crack of the rule brought with the utmost vigour across the centre of my clenched cheeks, followed by a burn so fierce that I writhe and twist and dance in howling agony, totally unaware of the abandoned spectacle of my capering, or the appreciation of my rapt audience.

I do become aware of the extra little nuances of discomfort caused by the friction of the bonds on my arms, as I struggle in vain to release them in order to claw and rub at the fire blazing across my bum. Doubtless the aesthetics of the crimson bar branded so centrally over my scorched buttocks are appreciated by the onlookers too, until the next swishing blow descends, the second crack across my crack, and my screeching, mad dance of swirling hips and capering legs is recommenced, the second fiery bar is stamped on my quivering, pale little nates.

The captain waits each time for the violence of my threshing to ease, before the next blow lands, and off I go again, throwing in the odd disjointed word now, to punctuate the squeals of pain. ‘No! Oh no! Oh please! Cuh – captain! Please! I am suh-so – suh-sorry! Ow! Please! Stop!’

I guess it’s probably no more than nine or ten of the best, but it seems an indeterminate time of burning torment, as well as shame and, over the fierce sting and throb of the beating, an almost worse vague awareness of the humiliation and shame, of the eager eyes devouring it, before at last that throbbing burn is steady, and I hang there, sobbing, before I am finally released and carried through into the day cabin, and laid face down across the table where the captain had so splendidly and comprehensively fucked me – an age ago! – and someone, Lochi or Cara, lays a cool wet cloth over my quivering, blazing behind, and begins very gently to soothe the ridged, swollen, vermilion, twitching cheeks of my poor arse.





Chapter Twenty-four

THUS BEGINS WHAT SEEMS an interminable period of virtually “solitary confinement”, a kind of prison sentence, what the old-time mariners used to call the “brig”, I believe. Amina tells me, with sadistic pleasure, that there is in fact a tiny cell for wrongdoers, right up in the fo’csle, or bows (the front end!), a metal box of noisy horror, with a bucket as a lavatory and, in this climate, like a microwave on full. I almost tell her that I have already suffered such harsh conditions, thinking back to those earliest days of captivity, when poor Wanda and I were chained up in the old slave shed, but decide not to. To my intense relief and her clear disappointment, my confinement is in the much more luxurious quarters of the skipper’s day cabin. True, he does have a mattress brought up, for me to sleep on the floor, thus denying me the comfort and attendant pleasures of sharing his bunk in the inner sleeping cabin. But what the fuck! Or rather, not the fuck, I guess.

Captain Abdi tells me he cannot in all conscience deny the crew the pleasure of social and sexual contact with me and yet continue to “screw the arse off” me himself. I say nothing, but think yet again, what the fuck! A noble sacrifice, but it seems pretty pointless to me. After all, who among his gallant crew is going to believe him? Otherwise, he treats me like a lady, and I can relax in comfort, to lounge about, make use of his limited little library, his toilet and his shower. My meals are brought up by Cara or Lochi, though without the beaming friendliness they have hitherto shown me. Undoubtedly, they are considerably pissed off with the way I have been putting myself about with Hassan the Stoker and his colleagues, giving for free what they have always considered to be “a nice little earner” to supplement their modest wages. Well, looks like it will be business as usual for them from now on – and though I lounge all day in decadent luxury, I have to admit I miss my former friendly encounters with my shipmates – especially when I lie there in the steamy night, tossing, turning and wretchedly touching now and then, with Captain Abdi either pacing his deck one side of me or, even more maddeningly, sleeping on the other.

He still talks to me, though, perfectly politely as he did before, until I sometimes wonder if the vivid scene of my chastisement tied to his wheel is simply one of my hot fantasies, along with the Mandy and Joe archives. Until I catch sight of my multi-hued bottom in the mirror of the tiny shower compartment, its rich variety of bruises fading to gentler, paler, autumnal tones after a few days.

A cruel refinement is that Amina resumes her intimate relationship with him, and I lie sweating, tormenting myself further in the dark by straining to listen to the murmurs, sighs, grunts and cries, all the way to the sharp crescendo of the final summit, and the Geronimo leap beyond. Cruel enough, having to writhe and relive their tumultuous rides from imagination aided all too powerfully by memory – but she always makes sure of waking me by an indelicate prod with her toe on my still sore bum en passant , and her cheery, ‘Better get up, Crissie! He’ll be out in a minute.’

He’s truly a man of steel. Partly out of spite towards her (but largely, I confess, in forlorn hope) I lie there, with the sheet kicked carelessly down to my ankles, feigning the naked abandon of sleep, when he emerges, and get nothing but an equally infuriating cheerful greeting. ‘Morning, Crissie! Mind you don’t catch cold!’

My long and idle hours alone give me far too much time for gloomy introspection. Simon, M. Auguste, Wanda; all occupy my thoughts, as well as the doubts and fears for my own future. Until one evening I can bear it no longer, and pluck up the courage to confront him as he heads for his inner cabin. ‘Please, captain! Can I talk to you? What’s going to happen to me? What about M. Auguste? And Simon – Simon Kent? I must know what ... what’s going to be done with me.’

All at once, I realise how afraid I am. The beating with the ruler no longer seems merely a minor humiliation. I can’t get away from the knowledge that, for – what – over two, nearly three months now, I have been a prisoner, completely under the control of others. I got myself into this through my love for Simon – my utter devotion to him. I had sworn, many times, that I would do anything for him – anything in the world – well, surely I have proved it now? Why is he leaving me to endure this slavery? Especially when poor Wanda ... is no longer alive. She was the whole point of all this business. I’ve been Simon’s confidante in all of it. And M. Auguste knows it. Why hasn’t he come to rescue me? Why did he abandon me after Wanda’s crazy suicide?

‘I’m still waiting to hear from M. Mazarin,’ Abdi answers calmly. His reasoned tone is in great contrast to my semi-hysterical outburst, choked by the tears I can’t keep back. ‘I wouldn’t be hanging about in these waters otherwise, believe me. Every day we spend up here pushes our luck a bit further. He must show up soon.’

‘Why here? Why not down off the Kenya coast, where we started?’ My heart begins to thump most unpleasantly at the skipper’s supposedly lighthearted reply.

‘Perhaps he intends to sell you to one of the Arab sheikhs, up in the Gulf. Or Yemen.’

My eyes are wide; I know I am betraying all too clearly my rising fear. ‘Look! You know – you must know – I wasn’t – I’m not like poor Wanda. Not a prisoner, I mean. Simon asked me – I came voluntarily. So that Wanda wouldn’t feel so bad ... about being taken hostage. Now it’s all gone wrong. I don’t know what’s happening.’

‘You didn’t do a very good job then, did you?’ Abdi says deliberately, and I recoil, flinching. His observation is worse than any smack on my backside with the ruler. I stare at him, my mouth opening and shutting like a goldfish, while I blink back the tears.

I reach out my hands to touch him, but he remains standing impassively, makes no move to reciprocate. ‘Look! Please! Can’t you just take me back down south? Put me ashore somewhere. Anywhere ! Simon will pay you. He’s rich. I’ll make my own way, once I’m ashore. I’ll say anything you want – that I escaped or something. Please , captain!’

‘Maybe I shouldn’t wait any longer. Maybe I will just sell you, up here. Slip into Berbera.’ Now he does reach out, a hand brushing through my untidy blonde hair, the other tugging at my grubby T-shirt. ‘Clean you up a bit. I’m sure there’ll be plenty of takers. You’d like it, Crissie, I promise. It’s a nice life, especially for a mzungu like you, in the harem.’

Any shred of courage or dignity is forgotten. I drop to my knees – it’s not difficult, the strength seems to drain from my limbs. I hold up my clasped hands like a beggar. I see the curl of disgust on his handsome face. I can even understand it, but I can’t do anything about my craven terror. The tears pour down my face and I whimper some broken phrases, scarcely intelligible through my weeping.

He grabs me by my upper arms and hauls me roughly to my feet, giving me a vigorous shake as he does so. ‘Get a grip of yourself! Stop your snivelling, girl! If I don’t hear from Mazarin in the next few days, I’m heading back south. I’ll do as you ask. I’ll drop you on that damned island, and to hell with all of you!’

I can’t stop shaking, or crying, but I feel like dropping again, this time to kiss his canvas-covered feet with gratitude. Yes, all right. Grovelling wimp is about right, but so what? It works for me !

And suddenly it’s all happening, just as Captain Abdi promised, except that it takes perhaps a day or two longer than he surmised. But Ocean Star does indeed head back south – I even get the chance to show my appreciation, and spend a final night in the skipper’s arms and his bunk, where he is once again the skilful, considerate lover I had formerly known. That’s where we say our private and tender farewells. When I leave the next morning, he stands, a remote, authoritarian figure, despite his dirty white cap and vest, on the wing of the bridge and gives a final salute. I respond with a shy wave from the bobbing launch. The tall and beautiful Amina stands too at the rail, staring down at me, but there is no wave, no smile, though I guess she must be sighing with a relief as great as mine.

It’s a long ride back to the little island of the old slaving post, and Ocean Star is well down over the horizon when we reach our destination – Abdi was evidently taking no risks, refusing to approach any nearer before dropping us in the launch. Familiar faces are waiting to receive me – not the one I am longing to see, but still reassuring: Mattius’s dazzling grin and confidently lecherous survey of me in my T-shirt and cutaway jeans, clean but not my most alluring outfit. Not that it matters. Mattius – and the attendant Mazarin quartet – have eyes that would pierce a suit of armour and cause their sinews, and other bits, to stiffen. And even more beautiful to my way of thinking, the bright white lines of Malaika , waiting to speed me over the last miles of my sea odyssey, to the mainland seaport, with its towering hotels, bogs with bidets, and hot and cold everything.

Still no Simon – nor word of him. But there, waiting with a suite at the Oceanic, is the froggy Frog prince, M. Auguste, spectacles twinkling, brown face wreathed in smiles, and within minutes of our touching reunion, thick little floppy prick rising to my lavish attentions as I lie between the short, smooth, widespread limbs, fondling and tonguing, and gazing up at the vista of tight balls, sparse pubic fuzz, and beyond, the round, smooth dome of belly. Matters are swiftly critical, witness the clawing of those stubby fingers in my newly washed but as yet unpampered yellow locks, and I raise my body along with his newly stiffened penis and clamber aboard, mounting him and guiding the prick to my ready sheath. Off we go, on a gallop or, rather, a sprint that makes Usain Bolt’s record seem like a leisurely stroll. It takes longer to cry ‘Geronimo!’ than it does to complete the circuit. But he collapses and gurgles in what sounds like total satisfaction. For me, it’s over before I’m out of the starting block, but monsieur is happy. That’s all that counts.

Now only dare I make my timorous overtures, my heart in my recently hectically and, hopefully, gainfully employed mouth. ‘What’s going to happen to me?’ I and the universe stop breathing.

‘You’re going home, Crissie,’ he sighs. ‘Unless I can persuade you to stay. Mr Simon refuses to part with you, even for a fortune.’

I have to struggle hard to concentrate over the hysterical joy which is singing through every atom of me. He explains that the mighty Sharif family paid the vast ransom, and are still ignorant of the fate of their unfortunate daughter, though they are gradually beginning to accept the painful truth that they might well never see her again. ‘Unfortunately, it means that Simon must regretfully forfeit the pleasures of remaining in this part of the world – though the family knows nothing of who her kidnappers were, even now.’

He grins as his hands play over my flesh like a sleepy child with its teddy bear. I shudder visibly at the callousness with which he contemplates Wanda’s death. Fortunately, because of the sticky region where his fingers are stroking, he misinterprets my movement and I don’t disillusion him. I’m even more consumed with anxiety now until I can make my escape.

I can hardly believe my luck when, only two days and one long night later, I find myself sitting in a first-class seat on a jumbo jet heading for Heathrow, my lips still wet and my mouth still full of the taste of M. Auguste’s last tonsil-probing kiss. I’m wearing a new designer dress and new silk underwear beneath it and, best of all, a wallet bulging with banknotes, and a fashionable London address only a lengthy taxi ride away from the airport. I am assured my beloved Simon will be awaiting me there with open arms.

Dreaming! Dreaming! I’m truly terrified it will prove to be so, for I am as fearfully aroused as in one of my steamiest Mandy Challis/Joe Servis extravaganzas. I’m dreading the second when I awake to find myself shatteringly conscious on the floor of Captain Abdi’s day cabin, or frog-legged on that greasy leather banquette with Hassan’s smothering, oily bulk on top of me. But then I catch the eye of the reassuringly solid cabbie’s gaze in the rear-view mirror. ‘Bet you didn’t get that at Southend, eh, miss?’ he leers. ‘All-over tan, is it?’

‘That’s for me to know and you to get hard over!’ I grin, and hitch my hem just another inch or two up my thigh, out of sheer good will.

At last I’m there, standing at the door of the discreet luxury apartment, someone is handling my case, the door swings open, a beaming flunkey steps aside and – there he is, my best loved beloved, and I’m sobbing, shaking like a leaf, unbelievably in his arms, his mouth on mine, my body straining to get every inch in contact with him and longing for more – and I still haven’t woken up, never want to, for the rest of my heavenly life. ‘Oh God! I love you, Simon! Never, never leave me again, not for a second, my love!’

‘That’s entirely up to you, my sweet. It will always be your choice, I promise. From this moment on, you can stay or go – whenever and wherever you choose.’

‘I’ll never leave your side again, Simon, I swear it, no matter what!’ I cling sobbing to him, wanting only the bliss of feeling our naked flesh truly together again, after this desolate age of separation. ‘Take me to bed, my darling. Make me yours again, the way I’ve been longing for.’

‘Just one more thing, darling. One last surprise. I know you’ll be overjoyed.’

I stare at him in wonder. What more could I possibly need or want to complete my happiness? He has led me to the open door of a large, exquisitely appointed bedroom, the centrepiece of which is a satin expanse of snowy invitation, the very centre of my new, eagerly dreamed of world, just waiting for heaven to be complete. ‘Fuck me, darling,’ I murmur, weeping quietly, trembling with the desperate need to feel him undressing me, entering me, possessing ...

A door opposite opens, and I catch a glimpse of a superbly fitted bathroom, behind a tall, slim figure, whose beauty is unashamedly displayed, through a mere dusky mist of a negligee, tied only at the waist, showing those splendid long legs.

‘Fuck me!’ The words are repeated, this time in breathless disbelief. My real world crumbles, fantasy swoops in and consciousness fades, as Wanda steps forward, and I crumple in a faint at her feet.

I’m vaguely aware of competent fingers undressing me, peeling the sheer stockings from my legs, easing the silk knickers down over my bum and my hips, then off my feet, and I realise as full consciousness returns that I am naked, and that it is an all too lifelike Wanda who has stripped me on this silken football field of a bed.

‘You’re not dead!’ I croak, a little superfluously. I’d know that wickedly mischievous grin anywhere.

‘Can’t fool you, can we, genius?’ She seizes me vigorously by the wrists and hauls me upright, then flings a companionable arm over my shoulders as we sit side by side on the edge of the bed. ‘Got it in one. Mazarin picked me up under the stern of the ship and whipped me down below. It all went like clockwork. We asked M. Auguste not to say anything. Didn’t want to spoil the surprise!’

Sickened, I realise that I and my shipmates on Ocean Star have been colossally duped. Worse, as Wanda laughingly continues to explain, I have been deceived from the very beginning. The whole scheme of the kidnap was a joint venture set up by Simon, Wanda and Mazarin.

I’m too stunned to take in anything much. I’m not even sure what my own feelings are inside my whirling head, except that I’m dimly then increasingly aware that, as she is speaking, Wanda is tenderly but firmly spreading my naked frame out on the satin cover, parting my legs and caressing me, and both my body and my senses are totally unable to resist. There are tears blurring my sight and I feel their wetness on my cheeks, but my breasts and belly lift in response to her attention. The hypnotic voice continues.

‘Just one more thing, my darling. I know it won’t make any difference. But I’m now Mrs Simon Kent. For various complicated financial and legal reasons we don’t need to bother your pretty head with. Eh, Simon?’

And staring up, I see over her shoulder that Simon has now joined us, kneeling close behind her, between my outspread feet, his arms enclosing her, the long brown fingers spanning her superb breasts. ‘We want you to stay, Crissie.’ The deep, gentle tones stir me every bit as powerfully as Wanda’s lips and fingers. His smile widens. ‘Our little love slave. Our own treasure. But it’s entirely up to you. Voluntary.’

The smile is cut off; those grey eyes look deep into the very soul of me. My mind flashes back to that blazing day of brilliant sun, the canoe bobbing, as Simon bent over me, held my arms while Mattius thrust himself into me. I clear my throat, let out a little gasp as Wanda suddenly bends, and her rich, thick hair spreads, trailing over my belly, and her tongue laps possessively the length of my labial cleft. ‘Whatever you want, Simon!’ I whisper. I feel the tiny expulsion of her breath on my sex as he drives his rigid prick into her uplifted haunch and our three-way ride begins. I am home.
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