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Jack Straw Noir Action / Adventures

In the Jack Straw tales, we offer the reader a noir experience.  Yes, there is plenty of my signature adult fare, but it is woven into the larger tapestry of a life-threatening quest.  Patterned after the great adventure movies of the 1950s, our hero prowls the backwaters of post-World War II, seeking his fortune in the seedy underbelly of expatriate life.

Before cell phones, jet aircraft, and political correctness the world was a simpler place and there were still hidden corners where adventure awaited those hardy enough to challenge fate and test their mettle against the unknown.  It was a time when the orient was filled with exotic ports of call, the South Sea islands beckoned unspoiled, vast herds of game roamed the African veldt, and cannibals and headhunters lurked in the dense green shroud of jungles.

If you like your action/adventure, spiced with a liberal dose of carnal pursuits, then the Jack Straw tales are for you.  Join me as we leave behind our computer-driven technology and enter a life that was a little more raw and a lot more thrilling.

Enjoy! 


Warning 


This story takes place in the late 1940s, long before political correctness was a concept.  I have tried to keep the speech true to the times.  If words like jap, dyke, half-breed, or round eyes offend you, this is not the book for you. Having lived in those times, I can testify that such terms were not always meant to be hurtful and many who used such language were actually welcoming of cultural diversity.  Not just as an abstract idea, but as men and women who rubbed up against it in their daily lives. 


I knew one man who made constant use of the terms slope and gook.  This same individual carried his wounded oriental friend on his back for fifty miles through the jungle to a hospital.  When I was a young man, I spoke the N-word at times, it was in common usage around me.  Yet I knelt on a mountain top in Vietnam one terrible night screaming for a medic to come save my black friend and praying to God for his life.  What comes out of a man’s mouth, is not always what is in his heart. 


As a writer, my obligation is to bring you realistic stories with the true flavor of their setting in both time and place.  I ask the reader not to be offended by any language used herein.  It is not a reflection of my personal sentiments and my hero is true of heart, if not of language. 

This is an adventure story, but it is also a story of lust and unrestrained sexual passions. The story includes graphic sexual descriptions and adult language.  It is an adult read and is not suitable for readers younger than 18 years of age. 

This is our first attempt at adult action/adventure.  J Stiff writes the male perspective, Taylor French the female.  Our goal is to bring the reader both an adventure story and an erotic tale.  Please let us hear from you.  Feedback from our audience, pro or con, is always welcome. 


This is a work of fiction.  No part of this story is real or intended to represent any portion of anyone's life or incident that actually occurred. Names, places, characters, events, incidents, locations, and businesses used in this story are either complete fabrications of the author or used in a fictitious manner.  Any similarity to a real person or persons or actual events is completely coincidental and was not intended by the author. 

This work contains sexually explicit material and is suitable for adults only.  All participants in sexual acts described are 18 years or older.  Please keep this book out of the reach of minor children. 

This work is protected by copyright.  Except for brief quotes published in reviews or advertisements for this book, no portion of this book may be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means without the explicit written permission of the copyright holder. 

All brand names and product names used in this book are trademarks, registered trademarks, or trade names of their respective holders. We are not associated with any product or vendor in this book. 

The cover characters are models and the copyright remains with the owner of the photo.  Said models are not characters in the story and are not intended to be represented as such. 

The cover photo is credited to Big Stock Photo. 


Chapter 1 - The Rescue

“We'll be landing soon” I announced to my passengers.  A rich Asian was getting a blowjob in the seat behind me.  The blonde bobbing her luscious mouth up and down on his stick was a looker and it was only normal courtesy to give her a warning to wrap it up. I had just cut power and started giving up altitude, making sure it was a slow and gentle descent.  A patch of rough air could be problematic for the guy getting hummed.

She was a breathtaking woman.  Absolutely first-class tail, but undoubtedly a professional.  To tell the truth, I was kind of envious.  She was a fetching beauty with a pretty face, sensuous red lips, bright blue eyes, and a rack that spilled out of her low-cut dress.

The brunette was not bad either.  High cheekbones and long slender legs.  She and the other guy were in the third row of seats.  I could not tell what they were doing, but I wished she was doing it to me.  Dark brunettes are my weakness and she met all the requirements, including the expressive hazel eyes.

I was glad to see land.  I love the sea, it's my life, but flying over it always unsettles me.  Miles and miles of water and nowhere to land.  Even in a seaplane, like the one I was flying. You set it down and you're all alone.  No gas stations, no mechanics, no bars, no hospitals, no law.  You’re on your own.  Just you and the fishes and the pirates if they get lucky and you're not.  I'd been there and had no wish to repeat the experience.

The plane was a war surplus Grumman Goose, that had been converted to haul passengers and freight. Two big engines and the ability to land on either water or land.  The military flew these with two pilots, but this was a for-profit airline and that meant just me at the controls.   She was a sturdy plane that had saved many a downed pilot.  Angels the marines called them.  But this one had seen better days.  The engines were unusually loud, they roared like they were going to fly apart at any minute.  The excess sound grated on me after a few hours of flight and did nothing to assure me that the only surprises on this flight would be in my back seats.

I didn’t go home after the war.  As a kid, I had thirsted for adventure, and what better place to spin the great Mandala of fate than the war-ravaged Pacific?  I bought a sailing schooner and tried my hand at the freight business. It went well at first, but bookings had dropped like a stone at the end of last year and my boat sat running up dock fees, while I hired myself out as a charter pilot to “Exterior Islas Aire’.

The field was hard to spot, hidden in the jungle as it was.  An Army Air Corp strip leftover from World War II.  The runway was still clear, but the jungle was quickly reclaiming the rest of the base.  There were fields like this one spread all over the Philippines.  This was one of the smaller islands, if it had a name, I couldn't pronounce it and it didn’t matter.  All I needed to know was where it was.

This was my sixth trip.  Some enterprising guys had set up a luxury hideaway for affluent clientele and the only way out in or out of this man-made Shanghai La was by private air charter.  The war had changed Asia and the South Pacific.  The old order had lost everything, especially those that collaborated with the Japanese.  It did not matter that most of them were just trying to stay alive.  A new type of businessman was moving in, taking advantage of the vacuum.  There was money to be made and all manner of men were scrambling to get their share.  I guess that included me.

But my share was nowhere big enough to merit a visit to this little piece of paradise.  The guys in the backseat with the two whores in tow must have had some coin because the word was that this place was extremely pricey but catered to a guest’s every whim.

On the first run, I flew in just four guys alone.  All oriental.  The second trip was two guys and two hookers, but the girls were both Asian.  My guess was Thai.  This was the first time I had seen round eyes on the trip, and they were a welcome sight.  Not that I am prejudiced.  I'm not picky about my woman.  I like them all.  White, black, brown, yellow, blonde, brunette, redhead, shaved, or full fur.  They all make my dick hard.  But these two reminded me of home.  I didn't see many Caucasian women in post-war south Asia, and it was nice to have them along, even if they were there to service someone else.

I circled the field just to get the lay of the land and take a quick look out for other planes.  There was no control tower and the windsock looked like it wasn't reliable.  I watched the treetops and decided to land from the other end of the field, so I entered a left dogleg and began to slow my airspeed.  When I lined up with the runway, I whittled a few more knots off our speed and came in about twenty feet over the treetops, then I dropped her down quickly.  We kissed the runway and settled into our final roll down the runway.

The field was bumpy and full of cracks.  Grass and vines were sprouting in the red dirt and they provided more than enough friction to bring us to a stop.  I hardly had to hit the brakes at all.

“Wow that was smooth” observed the brunette.  She had a soft sexy voice and I imagined it whispering in my ear.  “Harder Lover.  Harder.”  But all I could do was watch her tight ass climb out of the plane and walk to the waiting ride.  The hotel had sent a jeep to pick up its latest patrons and a few minutes later I was alone with the plane, the jungle, and my erotic thoughts.

The resort had sent two other trucks and they proceeded to empty me of the rest of my cargo.  The Goose is a big plane and the charter service always fills the plane to the max with either cargo or passengers.  They made short work of the unloading. I should have kept a closer eye on what they were doing in my aircraft, but I was thinking about that brunette and periodically that blonde as well.  I wondered how much for a double?

When the trucks pulled out and disappeared into the jungle, I did a once around the plane giving the old girl a cursory inspection.  Never hurts to make sure everything is in ship shape.  Every time I ignore this little ritual, whether because of laziness or expediency, fate has punished me for my negligence.  But today all appeared well, and I was climbing back into the cockpit when a figure emerged from the jungle, waving her hands.

It was a pretty blonde and she was in bad shape, staggering and stumbling.  I could see her clearly. The jungle edge was not far away. She was a mess.  Her dress was torn, and she was barefoot and trailing blood.  Her legs were torn from her trip through the underbrush and her feet looked like they had been sliced and diced.

She stumbled toward me and I ran to intercept her.  She fell into my arms exhausted.  She was a pretty girl with short blonde hair, blue eyes, and a few freckles.  If we had been in California, she could have been the girl next door.  But California was twelve thousand miles away and the two men pursuing her were not beach boys.

I did not see them come out of the jungle.  I had just lifted the girl into my arms and turned toward the plane when I heard their voices.

“Drop the girl,” they said in Spanish and I turned to see two Filipinos, with guns in their hands and knives in their waistbands.  They carried World War II M-1 Grands and curved machetes called bolos.

I grew up in California and knew a little Spanish.  I had been in the Philippines for three months and had gotten a quick refresher course by way of immersion.  But I pretended ignorance.

“No Habla Espanola,” I said, trying to look confused.

“Don't let them take me” begged the girl, her voice almost a whisper.  I looked down into her piercing blue eyes.  They were the purest blue I had seen since I left the states many years ago and they were terrified.

“Shhh! Everything is going to be fine” I said, trying to reassure her.  I could tell from those beautiful, scared eyes that she did not believe me.

I looked at the two men and waved my hands in compliance.  Then motioned for one of them to take the girl.  I think they expected me to just drop her, so they paused for a second with indecision and that was the opening I was hoping for.

The two men were standing close together. I handed the girl to the man on the right.  She was stretched across both my arms and the man raised his to accept her form.  He had his rifle pointed at me and he had to sling his weapon before he could accept the girl.  The other man also had his rifle pointed at me, but he relaxed a little when I acted so compliant.  I guessed that they had instructions to retrieve the girl, but that they were unsure of what to do about a pilot.  These guys were low on the totem pole and not used to thinking for themselves.

I handed the girl to the one on the right and as soon as he had her weight I stepped left and grabbed the barrel of the M-1, pushing the barrel up and away from me, and at the same time, I turned inside the man that was holding it.  This put my back briefly to the man, with my right arm high in the air above his right side.  As soon as the barrel was pointing harmlessly skyward, I let go and pivoted back toward him.  My arm traveled parallel to the gun barrel and to his arm.  I put all my weight into the move, driving my elbow hard into his face.  It caught him right between his upper lip and his nose.  Both spouted blood.  The blow knocked him to the ground, and I followed through with the motion of my body by bending and snatching the bolo knife from his belt.  It was all one fluid motion and it was over in the blink of an eye.

The man on the right was slow to react.  My move had been a complete surprise and events had unfolded so quickly that he hadn’t yet reacted.  I continued my pivot and straightened a little, the knife was in my right fist, my thumb over the hilt, and the business end of the blade was in a perfect position to stab to the side.

I could see the indecision in the man's eyes.  His brain was telling his body to drop the girl, but it had not yet obeyed.  His delay cost him his life, because my body continued to spin, and the blade sliced into his lower back.  The blade was sharp with an extended edge.  It tore into his back, laying it open and ripping along his kidney.  Black blood flowed freely as the man sank to his knees, then fell sideways as his life seeped onto the runway.  The girl tumbled out of his arms, but only had a couple of feet to fall.

The man I had struck was stirring.  His brown eyes looked at me with both fright and acceptance.  He knew the end was near.  It was the kind of look that haunts a man long after the deed is done.  But I had no mercy.  He had tracked a defenseless girl through the jungle and was prepared to retrieve her by force for God knows what purpose.  He would have killed me without hesitation to accomplish his task.  In my book, his life was forfeit.

“You better tell me what's going on?” I said to the girl.

“I and my friends were kidnapped and forced into prostitution,” she said, her voice very weak.  “I wouldn’t play their game, so they hunted me for sport.  I escaped two days ago, and they have been hunting me ever since.”

“Where are your friends?”

“They killed two of us on the hunt.  I left one behind.  She had dysentery and they were waiting to see if she was worth keeping.”

“Who is this guy?” I asked.  The first one I hit was still on the ground.  He started to rise, and I popped him in the face with the butt of the M-1 I had picked up.  He was out cold.

“One of the guards.  He likes to watch” she said.  “He also likes to hurt.”  Something in the tone of her voice suggested that she was relaying first-hand knowledge, but I did not press.  I took one last look at the man, my blade rested just about his throat.  One quick flick of my wrist and a thin red line appeared, but it quickly thickened.  He gurgled softly and spasmed a moment.  He was gone in seconds.  It was quick and painless.  He wouldn’t even know he was dead.

“You killed him,” she said, surprise in her voice.

I looked at her.  “He was going to kill us.  Me now, you later.  Plus, he had knowledge of your escape and my helping you.  That could have put us both at risk.  He dealt the cards in this little game of death and he lost.  It could easily have been both of us.”

“Don’t misunderstand.  I'm glad you killed him.  I was just impressed that you didn't hesitate.  You just did it.  Like you were swatting a fly” her voice was low, thoughtful.

“That's what he deserved,” I said.

“I wish that I had done it,” she said quietly.

I didn't say anything, but I was glad she hadn't.  She had enough to live with.

“Can you walk?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“Good the plane's over there.  Grab the weapons.  I'll carry the bodies.”

“We're taking them with us?”

“I don't want to leave them here to be found.  I'd rather make this a mystery.”

“Good thinking.  Hey, what's your name?”

“Jack Straw.  Yours?”

“Lisa” she answered.  “Thanks for saving me, Jack Straw.”

Lisa could hardly walk but she made it to the plane.  It took two trips to carry the dead bodies and I stashed them in the cargo hold.   I kept a keen eye out because I was expecting another hunting party to show up, but none did.

*****

We took off without incident and after we had climbed a couple of thousand feet I leveled off.

“What did you mean they hunted you?” I asked.

“The girls that won’t put out, they hunt.  I refused to be their whore, so a couple of Chinese business types paid money to hunt human prey.  There were three of us.  We were given a head start and no weapons.  Just us and our evening gowns.”

“That was our choice.  Fuck or die.  They turned us loose with those assholes on our tail.  The others wanted to stick together.  I said we’d be better off if we split up.  Harder to track.  They disagreed and I left them behind and headed for the swamp.  I was born in Louisiana.  We raised rice and tobacco.  I’ve been hunting gators since I was a kid.  The others stuck to the high ground.  I heard several shots.  I have no doubt that they’re dead.”

I’ve been all over the orient, fought behind the lines in a nasty war, and seen more than my share of atrocities, but I’d never heard a story like that.  “Well, you’re safe now” I assured.  “Get some rest.”

“I’d rather eat” she replied.  “They were on my trail the whole time.  I lost those Chinese clowns easily.  But then the Filipinos got into the act.  They knew what they were doing, and I’ve been on the move almost nonstop.  Haven’t eaten in days.”

“There’s an emergency kit under the rear seat.  Help yourself” I offered.

She was digging into my stuff in a flash and came up with the cookies and chocolate bars first.  She wolfed them down” then mumbled with her mouth full.  “Sorry.  You want some?”

“No” I laughed.  Not that there was much left.  Then she was into the canned goods.  Beans and ham.  Not my favorite, but she dived in like it was a gourmet meal, eating it cold without a complaint.

About half an hour out over the water I set the big plane down in some low swells.

“Why are we landing?” Lisa asked.  There was alarm in her voice.

“Don’t be frightened.  The last thing I need is to land in Manilla with two dead guys.  This will only take a second.”

I had wrapped the bodies in a couple of tarps to keep the blood from staining the cargo hold.  I did not want any sign of what we had done until I figured out exactly what was going on.  Lisa watched silently as I tossed the two men out the door in six hundred feet of water.  I had picked up a few broken pavement stones at the field and included them in the tarp.  They sank quickly.

“They should go straight to the bottom. If they don't, there is enough blood on them to attract every shark in the South Pacific Ocean” I announced.

“Thank you” was all she said.

“Let's just keep this between us.”

“Done” she agreed.

I had no worries that our handiwork would ever be traced back to us.  I looked at Lisa.  Her face was emotionless.  She was a tough kid.  After everything, she’d been through and she still functioning at a rational level.  I wanted to ask about her ordeal, but it could wait.  It wasn't any of my business anyway. 

A few minutes later we were climbing to flight level and I stole a glance at her.  Just to check on her.  She was sound asleep.

I flew back in silence, enjoying the solitude of the sky and the act of flying, and wondering what I would do with her.  Beneath her scrapes and bruises, Lisa was a beautiful woman. She did not look that old.  Early twenties at most.  She rested quietly but sighed periodically.  A soft sound that tugged at my heart.

Life is so unpredictable.  This was supposed to be a simple charter.  I had this route flown five times without incident.  Those men did not expect to die.  They were heavily armed and prepared for conflict.  I was not.  They were convinced they had the upper hand in any confrontation.  But in just a few seconds they were dead and dying.  They didn’t even have time to understand what was happening to them.

One day it will be my turn.  I will turn the wrong corner, land in the wrong place, shelter for the night in the wrong harbor and it will be over in the snap of a finger.  Life was like that and there is nothing I could do to change it.

*****


Chapter 2 - The Good Guys

Mickey Spotts, yeah that was his name.   I didn't make it up.  He was a mousy little man and I suspected the moniker was a nickname the kids hung on him as a cruel taunt, but it must have stuck because he announced it loud and clear and proud.  Wearing it like a badge of honor.

Despite his size, I had the feeling he could handle himself.  Just something about the way, he went about his business.  When you're in my line of work you develop an instinct for these things.  Mickey wore the requisite tropical business attire.  White pants and suit coat and like all guys dumb enough to slave to fashion in this heat, he was sweating like a pig next in line to be slaughtered.

I could see a bulge on the right side of his chest behind the finery.  A lefty huh!  I would have to remember that.  There is a myth that left-handed guns are quicker than us normal guys.  Could be true?  I’d seen some pretty fast lefties.

“I'm Mickey Spotts” he announced.  “I'd like to talk with you, Captain Straw.”

“Sit down and buy me a drink” I replied.  I couldn't figure out whether this guy was a cop or a criminal, but I was willing to give him a chance.  Especially if he was buying the whiskey.

Spotts flagged a waitress that sauntered over, a lovely local girl with nice tits.  “Two glasses of whatever the Captain’s drinking,” he said.

“Bring the bottle” I corrected.  She gave me a smile that warmed my heart and hardened my dick, then she walked away with a nice swing to her ass.  Good stuff I thought. Nice glutes.  Very, very nice.

I had not seen her before.  Part of me wanted to shoo Spotts away and get to know this brown lovely.  But business first, so I turned my attention back to Spotts and said. “OK, what's this all about?”

“Right to the point.  I like that” answered Spotts.

“Save the praise.  Just spit out the business” I gave him a stern look.  Not steely enough to warn him off, but hard enough to get this over with as quickly as possible.

“I heard you had some trouble over on one of the more remote islands.”

“That's interesting.  I’ve not exactly advertised that little, shall we call it, a 'provocation'?  I was kind of hoping to keep that quiet.”

“Don't worry.  I got in on the QT.  We have been keeping very close tabs on your trips over there.”

“Who is we?”

Spotts reached into his suit coat with his right hand.  If he had used his left, mine would have been moving too.  He looked me in the eye and nodded slightly one professional to another.  He was complimenting me for knowing which gestures were threatening and which ones weren't.

He looked around to see if anyone was paying attention to us before he flipped open a leather wallet and pushed the I.D. across the table.  “Interpol,” he said softly.

I looked at the badge and name card.  It read 'Michael D. Spotts' and the photo matched.

The waitress was back.  She slid a glass in front of Spotts and set the bottle on the table.  I got a great peek at her cleavage when she leaned in.  Nice tits.  Not too large, but plenty of handful.  She gave me a smile and her dark eyes twinkled a bit.  She held her pose for just a second or two, making sure I got enough enticement to want more.  I decided right then not to drink too much.  I wanted to be plenty hard when I slid it to his fetching creature.

Spotts was talking again.  But I had tuned him out.  I was watching that sweet piece of tail as she walked back to the bar rail and wondering about how she would taste, sweet or spicy?

“Sorry!” I said, returning my attention to Spotts.

“As I was saying.  I'm with Interpol”

“What are you doing here?  I didn't know you guys operated in the Pacific.”

“We don't.  Not yet anyway.  I'm working on a special case.  Captain Straw, I don't advertise my status as a policeman.  I would appreciate it if you kept it under your hat.”

“Who am I going to tell” I replied shrugging my shoulders.  “Your secret is safe with me.”

“I know it is Captain.  We have checked you out from top to bottom. There is very little we don't know about you.”

“Well I hope to Christ they're a few missing entries in your little book” I laughed.

“We need your help, Captain Straw.”

“You can call me Jack” I softened.

That made Spotts relax a little.  “Thank you, Jack,” he replied.

“You have been flying business types into Shangri-La?”

“Yeah.  Good money and an easy gig.  But there is something fishy going on over there and I’ve been seriously considering not going anymore.  As you know, I had a spot of bother on my last run.”

“I would call two dead bodies more than a spot” judged Spotts.

“So, what's the skinny on that island?”

“Not here” answered Spotts, looking around.  Can you meet me later at the Princess Hotel? We can talk in private and there is someone I want you to meet.  A congressman from the states.”

“A congressman huh!  This is getting serious.”

“It is very serious Jack and there are lives at stake.  A lot of them.  Does 10 AM work for you?”

“If you’re serving breakfast.”

“My report says you are an early riser” replied Spotts.

I looked across the room and Spotts followed my gaze to the brown beauty.  “I plan on sleeping in tomorrow morning,” I smiled.

Spotts grinned and we shared that knowing glance that men exchange when some comely female is about to get fucked.

*****

When Jocelyn came on duty at the Blue Wand, she was delighted to see the tall American at one of her tables.  She had heard of Jack Straw, the marathon fuck.  He was the talk of her girlfriends.  Only one of whom had enjoyed his attentions, but she sang his praises.

“Fucked me all night” she ranted.  “All fucking night.”  Jocelyn had smiled politely, but between her legs, she was stirring.  Her husband was a one-shot wonder and she had sometimes taken her pleasures with better performers.  He was a fisherman and was often at sea.  She worked at the Blue Wand, primarily for the money, but it was also a good place to find a lover when her urges began to overpower her.

Jocelyn wasn’t a whore, although she had sold herself as a young girl when her family needed money.  Neither was she a slut.  She didn't hop from bed to bed indiscriminately. She did her best to be faithful to her marriage, but she was a woman and a woman has needs.  Her husband, Cristiano, was a fine man.  Gentle and giving, but he could not satisfy her.  So occasionally she would choose a partner and enjoy her sexuality in the arms of an ardent stranger.

Jocelyn saw the small Yankee leave and the tall Captain was alone.  She approached Straw's table.  He had barely touched his liquor.  She had noticed the way he looked at her.  Appraising every inch of her slender body and that excited her.  It had been a long time since a tireless lover had ravished her to exhaustion and left her feeling truly like a woman.  Whispered the words of love in her ears and pounded into her with the primal fever that some men get. The ones that call forth their own carnal rage and leave her whimpering but wanting more.  Those encounters were rare.  Those men were rare.  But his one looked like he was worth trying.

“You are not drinking Senior,” she said.  As much of a question as a statement.

“Just waiting for my buzz to wear off.  I might need to be clear-headed tonight.”

“You have business or perhaps danger?” she teased; her broad smile welcoming. 

“No something more intimate” he declared, meeting her gaze.  His piercing blue eyes told her she was wanted.  They were soft and inviting and made her moisture flow.  They called to her and she dropped her gaze to escape their intensity. 

“I get off at 11:00,” she said, finding her courage and raising her eyes again to meet his.  They had an understanding.  It was not spoken, but they both knew.

Jocelyn leaned forward to grab the bottle, giving him a long look down her dress.  A thrill surged through her.  She could almost feel his hands on her, caressing, exploring, teasing, probing. Fuck she was getting wet.

She straightened with the bottle in her hand, refreshed his glass, and kept the bottle.  “One more stud.  Save your strength.  I will cork this for later.  The little man already paid for it.  Can I get you anything to eat, I guarantee that you will need your energy?”

*****

I sat there nursing my drink and watching Jocelyn move around the room as she went about her duties.  My cock was twitching continuously at her sensuous grace.  She had really lit me up and I sipped my whiskey slowly because I knew she wouldn't give me another drink.    She did bring me an ice-cold beer with my dinner and gave me a wink that promised a slice of heaven later.  I ate slowly, nursed my beer, and watched the clock.  I had to be the slowest fucking clock in the Philippines.

Finally, it struck 11:00 and it only took Jocelyn a few minutes to check out and do whatever barmaids do at the end of shift.  She met me at the door and greeted me with a big smile.

“Where to?” she asked.

“My boat of course” I replied.  She gave me a delightful grin.

“I hope it has a nice soft bed” she observed, leaning into me as I slid my hand around her slim frame.

“It does and I also have something very hard for you.”

She smiled teasingly and replied with a slight giggle “And I have something wet and warm for you.” 

The way she looked up at me.  The eagerness in those eyes almost made me cum in my pants.  Then she held up two fingers and said, “Actually I have two things wet and warm”.   Again, she changed her fingers and held up three “Three if you are that kind of man.”

It wasn't far to my boat.   The bar was right on the waterfront, but it seemed like we walked miles.  My dick throbbing at every step.

*****

It was a moonless night and the shadows along the dock were deep and dark.  Jocelyn was a married woman, but she welcomed Straw’s arm around her waist and her body molded into his as they walked as one.  Her husband was a fisherman, but his boat and those of his compatriots were at the other end of the bay.  She had little fear of being discovered, but just the same, she welcomed the blackness of the evening. 

Straw struck her as gorgeous and a welcome treat.  Tall, blonde, blue eyes and rippling with muscles.  Her husband was also a hard man.  Not an ounce of fat, but his frame was thin and his body wiry.  Straw’s muscles bulged and flexed as he moved.  Coiled tension that Jacelyn intended to savor during their passion. 

She was eager to be in his arms. The first time with a new lover was always a special thrill.  To revel in the novelty of a fresh touch.  Feel the force of a strange body pounding into her.   She especially liked his long, taught legs that jutted so invitingly from his high-cut shorts.  She planned to kneel between them and stroke those tight, massive thighs as she pleased him with her mouth.  

Straw’s arm around her waist was warm and she could feel the strength in his hand as it closed on her side.  She looped her left hand over his left shoulder and massaged his upper chest with her right.  His pecs were tight and well-defined, not stringy and flat like her husband's.  She felt a rush in her cotton panties.  She wanted this man. 

They stopped briefly, her body blending with his.  Her pelvis found his hardness and she pushed her hips into him, writhing and squirming.  Stroking his groin with hers, their movements urgent and fervid, as if they could fuck through their clothes.

“This is nice” complemented Jocelyn as they came down the galley ladder of the Vassar.

“My cabin is just ahead” Straw answered.

He pulled her in tight and they kissed passionately.  His body surrounding hers, closing around it.  Their tongues dueled for a long while, both sets of hands roamed hungrily.  Then she pushed him away.

“Let’s take our time. I want to enjoy this” she said. 

“Agreed” replied Straw.  “Undress for me.  I want to drink in your beauty.”

“I would love to.  But first, I want to see yours.  Strip my beautiful man.  Slowly and I will reward you” she laughed.

There was desire in her dark eyes, and it was infectious.  Straw had seen it before.  She was here to enjoy life, to throw off her bonds of marital conventions, and taste a bite of forbidden fruit.  To be bawdy and naughty and wanton.  To revel in her sexuality and be a woman, untied and untethered.  Free to lose herself in whosoever arms she chose and to chase the carnal demons that haunted her.  To sate her ancient urge to rut with abandon and then return to her life, her children, and her husband, cleansed of the ceaseless drives and cravings that compelled her presence here, in the bed of a fetching stranger.  Until next time.

Straw stood a few feet in front of her and loosened his shirt.  There wasn’t much to remove.  He had already slipped out of his boat shoes and wore no socks.  He could see the anticipation on her face, so he took it seriously.  He had seen enough strip teases to know how to make them provocative and slowly unfastened each button until his shirt hung open from neck to navel. Then he shrugged his shoulders and the shirt dropped to the floor.   Jocelyn took a deep breath, sweeping her gaze over every inch of his muscular torso. 

“MMM.  Yummm” she whispered in a low breathy voice.  Then she pointed her index finger at his shorts and made a downward motion.

Straw put his hands on each hip and pushed down his shorts and his briefs at the same time.  His cock stood straight out.  It wasn’t the biggest or the thickest that Jocelyn had ever seen, but it was plenty, and she smiled broadly and lewdly as she rubbed her own crotch with one hand.  Straw's cock, already hard, visibly stiffened even more and Jocelyn giggled. 

“Your turn” Straw declared.

Jocelyn smiled, she was enjoying this ritual and made a show of eating Straw up with her eyes. 

She moved her hands to her hips but was hesitant for just a moment.  Jocelyn possessed only one pair of sexy panties and those were at home in her drawer.  She seldom went home with her customers and this little fling was unexpected.  The underwear she wore were of the more traditional variety.  Full cotton and high-waisted, straight out of the Philippine version of the Sears catalog.  Just like her mother and her grandmother had worn.  

She raised the skirt to her cotton dress high enough to display her stocking tops.  Then reached under and pulled her panties off and tossed them in the corner.  Straw’s increased arousal was her reward.  She could see the desire both in his eyes and the way his cock throbbed.

Then she unbuttoned her dress from the top.  The buttons were in the front and when she leaned a little to get the last three, she gave Straw an inviting view of her cleavage.  Jocelyn was a well-endowed woman with large weighty breasts that swayed and strained at her D cups.  Then she giggled and rushed past him, landing in the middle of his bunk.  She came up facing Straw.

Joycelyn was an enchanting site sitting in the Straw’s berth, her long black hair flowing around her lovely face, mischief in her dark eyes.  Her knees were folded under her, the dress high enough on her thighs to show her garters and stocking tops.  Her legs were partly spread, her full mat of black hair visible between her comely thighs.  Slowly she finished unbuttoning her dress far enough to slip it off of her shoulders.   Then quickly reached behind her to unclasp her bra, which also fell onto the bed.

She had magnificent breasts and they swung rhythmically, like two pendulums.  Round and lush and inviting, with dark areola and large nipples.

“Most of the time I think I am a leg man” declared Straw.  “But when I see tits like those, I know that jugs are my first love.”

She could see his delight and gave them another shake.  Her dark eyes danced with sexual need as if to say, “What the fuck are you waiting for?”

Jocelyn was well into her early thirties, but she still had a tight body.   Blessed with some of that old Spanish blood in her line, she possessed the high cheekbones of the original aristocracy and a pair of black eyes that Straw found amazing.  The flowing hair that framed her lovely face and the dense mat between her legs were both jet black.  The color contrast with her light brown skin tone was both striking and erotic and Straw’s dick felt like it was going to explode before he could get his hands on her.

‘God she is a sensual creature’ thought Straw as he leaned across the bed.  Their lips met in an eager dance of twirling tongues, inviting mouths, and at least two tender nips.  Her lips were soft and willing, drawing him in, promising him erotic delights that he had only dreamed of.  Straw felt her hand grasp his cock halfway down his shaft.  She jacked it urgently as she fell back, spreading her legs and guiding him in. Her hips thrust upward violently at the moment of contact, clamping her hot wet opening around his hardness like the firm grip of a velvet glove.

They went after each other like a couple of animals.  It was just what Jocelyn had hoped. She reveled in his tall muscular body as it pounded into her, in long, powerful, wonderful strokes.   She was cuming in seconds, her body convulsing and trembling with sexual release as Straw fucked her right through it. Jocelyn lost count of her orgasms.  They were intense, frequent, and overpowering, but the fabulous spasms in her thighs was something she had not felt in years.  They shook almost continuously, sending breathtaking waves of raw pleasure coursing through the rest of her body.  They would start as just a tingle, barely noticeable. But like a single snowball triggers an avalanche, they would suddenly burst forth into a crescendo of sensation with all the intensity of an electric shock.

Jocelyn clung to Straw desperately, throwing her body up to meet his every thrust, savoring the delicious feel of his penetration, as he pounded his hardness into her with all the ferocity of a primal beast.  Finally, his rhythm changed, and she could feel his muscles grow taut.  His strokes became faster and even more intense.  She knew he was getting close.  Chasing that magic moment of his own release.

Then he jerked violently, and she felt his discharge.  His arms tightened around her and she thought he would squeeze the life right out of her.  But she let loose herself and felt her loins flood with her own fluids as she trembled uncontrollably.

Straw rolled off of her when he went soft, and lay gasping, his lungs heaving for air.   Jocelyn expected him to doze off, but he didn’t.  A few moments later his breathing was normal, and he moved between her legs and put his mouth on her opening.  Jocelyn lay back and spread her legs as wide as possible, giving him full access. 

“Oh, you wonderful man” she cooed as his tongue wound through her dark mat and spread her opening.  She was wet from her own juices and full of his release, but Straw didn’t care.  He moved his tongue and lips voraciously and Jocelyn moaned and screamed his name repeatedly.

Straw brought her off several times.  One was so intense that she clamped his head between her thighs and squeezed hard enough to rob him of his air supply. 

“Oh God baby.  That was incredible” Jocelyn sighed.

Straw answered by licking her clit and pushing his fingers deep inside her. Her little bud was swollen to the size of her nipples and he teased it, with his lips, tongue, and teeth, all the while pumping her pussy furiously with his fingers.  It was too much for Jocelyn.  She rode out two more orgasms with flailing limbs and howls of ecstasy, then pushed him away.  Her vaginal lips were just too sensitive to be touched.  Her desire so exquisite it was painful.

Jocelyn reveled in this man.  He was tender, virile, and sometimes ferociously violent as he slammed his body into hers.  She could feel his strength envelop her.  It flowed around her, possessing her.   Jacelyn surrendered completely to his overwhelming masculinity by wrapping her lush, sensuous body around him, urging him on, ever eager for his next penetration. 

*****

Spotts was good to his word and fed me a hearty breakfast.  After a night with Jocelyn, it was sorely needed.  What a tigress.  I was glad she was married.  A woman with her carnal appetite could wear a guy down in no time.

It was nice eating at the Princess Hotel because they had a lot of international trade and I could get a breakfast that at least had a semblance of home.  Spotts was surprisingly chatty.  He had been a marine raider and had hit several of the beachheads.  The fact that he was still alive spoke well for his instincts when the shit starts. 

“Ready to meet some people?” he asked as I scooped up the last of my gravy with a biscuit.

“People, I thought it was just the congressman?” 

“He'll be there, but there will also be a few others.”

He led me to an elevator and looked around for anyone watching.  We got off on twelve, but he immediately took the stairs two floors down.  “Never hurts to be careful,” he announced.

The congressman was a tall man, he had a good two inches on me, and had the distinctive speech of a southern gentleman. “Captain Straw” he greeted.  “You have quite the reputation, Sir.  I am glad to meet you.”

“Likewise,” I answered, not knowing who the hell he was.

There were two other people in the room.  A young man in his mid-twenties.  About six feet, solidly built, with short-cropped brown hair.  He had West Point or Annapolis written all over him.

There was also a lovely blonde, slender and alluring.  A real beauty.  I noticed her the minute I entered the room and had been trying not to stare.  She was absolutely gorgeous with a shapely figure and long legs and delicious thighs, which were on display much more than social convention condoned.  I wondered if she was the Congressman's squeeze.  If she was, I was very, very jealous.

“This is Lt.  Bannon and Rose,” said the congressman.  “At least that’s her code name for this operation.  The Lt. will command the marine contingent that will back you up.  You and Mr.  Spotts and Rose will be going in undercover.”

I turned and nodded to the marine and the blonde.  She had soft brown eyes and a flirtatious smile.  The marine just looked like a marine.  The Navy has a cookie-cutter and makes a bunch of them.  You can hardly tell them apart, but they are damn good men and I couldn’t ask for better support.

“And you already know Lisa” he continued as a younger blonde came out of one of the bedrooms.  I hadn’t seen her since the rescue.  I’d landed the plane and taken her straight to the hospital.  When I tried to see her later, I was told to scat.  Police business.

She had recovered quickly and was looking lovely as well.  Her big blue eyes scanned me in an appraising manner like she was sizing up a steak for dinner.   

Between Lisa and the knockout Rose, I was feeling pretty aroused.  I was doing my best not to steal a glance at either of these tasty morsels, so I was only catching part of what the Congressman was saying.

“In a day or so, by Friday at the latest, you and Spotts and Rose will fly into the island for the weekend.  That's when the main festivities take place.  You will be yourself.  Your reputation as a troubleshooter for hire should be sufficient to keep anyone from suspecting that you are working with the authorities.  Spotts will pose as a black-market businessman and Rose will pose as his, shall we say, entertainment.”

I glanced at Rose and she gave me an   'I can take care of myself' grin.’

“Don't worry about her” Spotts interjected.   She's tougher than both of us put together.

“Your assignment is to reconnoiter and then call in the cavalry, in the form of Lt Bannon and his platoon of marines.  They will be standing nearby.  Then you secure the location, isolate and protect any innocents on the scene and notify me and I’ll fly in with a clean-up team.  Captain Straw, I’m going to make sure that whoever runs this place is either locked up for the rest of their life or left bleeding on the floor and I want to round up as many of his accomplices as humanly possible.”

The congressman took a pack of photos out of his briefcase and laid them on a table.  We all moved around it.  They were overflight shots of the resort; a few features had been noted in the margins and a couple of buildings were circled.  They had this place bracketed.  The Congressman and his buddies were deathly series.  Whoever was running this game needed to count their cash and disappear, because the good guys were coming, and they weren’t fucking around.

We sat for an hour or so studying the layout and discussing 'what if' scenarios.  Bannon seemed to know his business and the questions that Rose asked told me she had a tactical mind.  Maybe better than mine.

The gig was simple.  I was looking for a little spice with my weekend and could afford to pay the freight.  Spotts was a player from the States dealing in pleasure and contraband.  Rose was entertainment. Visitors at the club could pay the full price or bring an offering to leave behind.  Beautiful women were the most common form of price reduction, so Rose was the bait.

I didn't like that part.  Once we hit the ground, Spotts and I were free to leave, but Rose had a one-way ticket.  If anything went wrong, she would be expected to stay and service whatever males or females, the club owners deemed necessary. 

When this became clear, I looked to Rose again for reassurance. She just smiled.  I got the feeling that this was an extremely tough lady and that if she did get left behind, she would be out the same day.  Just like I would.

It also became clear that the girlfriend that Lisa had left behind was the Congressman's Goddaughter, Terri Conklin and he was there at her Christening.  This was her second week in there.  Most probably passed around to whichever guests wanted to pay top dollar for something fresh and white.  The immediacy of the operation became clear and I could only imagine the anxiety of the family.  She must be Lisa's age and just as innocent.  My heart went out to that poor girl and all the others.

They were buying and selling women from all over the world.  Young girls from China, Thailand, and the Philippines.  Girls from the states and Europe were being offered modeling contracts that did not exist, then shipped off to this location, where they were auctioned off to the highest bidders.  They could end up in a private harem anywhere from Arabia to China. Never to see their families again.  Their lives essentially over.

As I was leaving, Lisa gave me a hug and kissed my cheek.  Please bring Terri back to us” she begged.  There were tears in her beautiful blue eyes and I vowed to do just that or die trying.

Our mission was to secure the safety of Terri and as many additional innocents as possible before Bannon cut loose with his own brand of hellfire.

*****


Chapter 3 - A Sexy Blonde Spy

I had hardly been at my boat an hour when Rose showed up.  She had changed into a provocative bikini that would certainly be outlawed in the States and was breathtaking.  Tall, willowy with long shapely legs and luscious thighs.  I was sure my shorts were bulging, but it didn't matter.  She knew she was hot, and I was pretty sure she enjoyed making men hard.

I looked at her more than a little surprised, then let my eyes wander slowly over every inch of her perfection.  She just stood there, patiently letting me mentally peel back every stitch of her clothing.  Which wasn't much, because that bikini left little to the imagination.

“You done?” she teased, her brown eyes twinkling as her sensual mouth curled into a broad smile.

“For now,” I replied.  “Come aboard.”

“I have never been for a sail.  I thought it would be nice to get to know one another before the action starts” she announced.

“What action are we talking about?” I asked, leering at her some more.

“I guess that depends,” she laughed.

“Grab a seat,” I said.  “I'll have us underway in a minute.”

“Just like that?” she asked.  “No preparation?”

“Just like that” I replied, giving her a broad smile.

*****

Thirty minutes later we had cleared the harbor mouth and the Vassar was heeled over running on a long reach.  The breeze was brisk, and the big schooner cut through the waves, throwing up spray that floated over the deck in a cooling mist.

“This is wonderful” laughed Rose.  “I love it!”  The windswept across the deck and played with her hair, blowing long blonde strands across her lovely features.  She really did have a beautiful face and it radiated her zest for life.  My heart softened and my dick hardened.  God, I wanted to take this woman into my arms.

She took off her sunglasses and I was stunned.  She had the most enchanting eyes.  It was the first time I had gotten a good look at them.  She had worn sunglasses since she came on the boat and in the incandescent light of the hotel room, they looked dark brown, but in the full force of the tropical sun they were lighter, and I saw just a hint of greenish hues.  They were absolutely captivating.

Rose had stretched out on the deck to catch a few rays.  Tuning up that golden tint that made her skin so fucking alluring.  Her long body glistened in the sun and I offered to oil her up.

“You want to run your hands over me?  I don't know?  That could lead to trouble.” She had an impish smile that melted a guy.  My dick screamed ‘fuck her!’

“What about the boat?” she asked.  “Don't you have to drive?”

“I just set her on course” I answered, making a few adjustments and locking them in.

I oiled up my hands and started with her back.  Rose had taken off her top and her long back was already tanned and as smooth as new skin, freshly grown.    Long lean muscles, ripe for seduction. I thought about my hands roaming over her golden body as she pressed against me in the throes of passion.  Both of us struggling for that mutual release.  Our sweating bodies merging, clinging, locked in mutual desire.  Fuck, if she was teasing me, this was going to be a long day and an even longer night.

She seemed to relax as my fingers glided over her skin.  Just lying there with a contented smile on her face.  But it could have been the joy of the day.  The smell of the sea, the thrill of the wind sweeping over the deck, the coolness of the salt spray, or my touch.  It was hard to tell.

Her legs were the real test of the effect I was having.  I re-oiled my hands, rubbing my palms together to warm it.  I started with her feet.  Some women have a fetish and love to have their feet stroked.  It really gets them flowing and it was worth a try.  I worked the souls of her feet with dedication.  Rubbing them first with plenty of palm contact, then pressing my thumbs into the soles from heel to toe.  It was hard to tell, she was a very cool customer, but I think she liked it, in a pleasant, soothing kind of way.  No erotic buttons there.

I re-oiled and moved to her calves and then her thighs.  She spread her legs a bit to give me better access and allow my hands to freely roam higher.  I worked her legs one at a time.  Wrapping my fingers around those marvelous thighs, feeling the long, lean muscles.  My hands gliding easily over her smooth skin.  I worked the oil up and down her thighs.  Each time getting a little closer to her prize.  Trying to build the tension until finally, the sides of my fingers brushed the thin band of material that barely covered her labia.

That's when she rolled over.  She had undone her back strap and her wonderful tits were on full display.  They jiggled as she squirmed a bit, settling into a comfortable position on her back.  Her breasts were marvelous.  They looked like they had been sculpted onto her slender frame.  They didn't just jut out, they flowed from her body.  Soft and succulent with invitingly small nipples.

I wanted to grab them immediately.  Her back had been an even golden hue, but the front had a tan line. The dark and light contrast of her silky skin accentuated their perfection.   It was as if she had drawn a circle with a marker, put your hands here.  If you please me, I'll show you heaven.

It took me a minute to get my poise back.  I was mesmerized and Rose looked at me amused.  “Aren't you going to touch them?” she teased.  “They might burn.”

I poured more oil.  This time trailing it on her skin from neck to navel.  Right down the valley between her elegant breasts.  Then I spread the oil, starting with her shoulders and upper chest.  I hesitated just a second before touching those lovely breasts.  The way you touch a woman's tits can set the tone for all the lovemaking thereafter and I desperately wanted to satisfy this woman.  To fuck her all afternoon and all night if I could hold out.  She was a gift from the gods of sex, and I wanted to both enjoy her and satisfy her.  It was my way of thanking them.  The last thing I wanted was to appear ungrateful.  They might stop throwing me these luscious morsels. 

Her breasts were elegant.  Soft and tender and they flowed into my hand.  It was hard to remember that I was just there to spread the oil.  I went lower, my hand flowing over her tight stomach, then lower, my fingers just brushing the inside of her bottoms, no further than my fingernails.

She smiled a Cheshire cat grin.  “My legs please.”

I replayed the same game with the front of her legs as I had with the back.  Working her feet first, then spending an inordinate amount of time on her thighs.  Each stroke taking my hands closer to her treasure. 

*****

Rose had raised her head and supported it with a cushion so that she could watch Straw with her soft brown eyes, which at the moment held flashes of amusement.  She knew that she was in complete control.

While he was working his way up her right leg.  His fingers were less than an inch from her opening, when she bent her left leg, then put the sole of her foot right square against his crotch.  She rubbed her foot lightly, up and down his cock.  All the while looking at him with a mischievous smile, as if she was checking out the goods.  Making sure it was long enough, thick enough, and hard enough.

He evidently passed muster, because she left her foot there and reached down and pulled the band of her bikini bottoms aside.  The sweetest labia Straw had seen in a long time peaked out at him.  She rubbed his stiffness with her foot.  Then she rubbed herself.  Her long fingers started almost at her anus and drew slowly along the length of her slit.

Straw put one hand on each side of those bottoms and pulled them off of her long, luscious legs.  She pointed at her clit, rubbing it softly, then crooking a finger, calling for him to follow.  He leaned in and put his mouth on her bud and went to work.

As an undercover operative Rose had been called upon to share her sexual favors with more men than she wanted to think about.  She was a beautiful, desirable woman and a great actress.  Seduction was part of the job.  But she wasn't acting today.  There was work and there was play and she liked this man the minute she saw him.

It was not love at first sight, but like any woman, Rose did have her urges.  Straw was not a stranger in one sense.  She had read his dossier and seen his pictures.  He was an interesting man.  A bit of an enigma.

A self-made man, he had run away from home at sixteen and joined the Flying Tigers and battled in the skies over China.  Then he flew supplies over the famous hump over the Himalayas.  A grueling run that took its toll on planes and pilots alike.  He was shot down over Burma and luckily, Merrill's Marauders found him before the Japs closed in on him.  But they were going into the jungle, not out of it.  Fought side by side with them through the entire campaign that spanned over five hundred miles.  Walking and hacking through dense foliage at every step.  Then was shuffled off to one of the special warfare units operating all over the southern theater.

His education was especially interesting.  A high school dropout, but an avid reader.  His library could rival Harvard's, all the great books from Gilgamesh and Plato's Dialogs to Shakespeare and Robert Louis Stevenson.  His prize possessions, his sailboat, his bolo knife, the complete works of H.G. Wells, and the Tarzan series by Edgar Rice Burroughs.

Straw had a chest full of metals.  He probably killed more Japs than some marine battalions.  He could have gone home and cashed in on his war hero status.  Written his own ticket, but instead, he stayed in the orient in search of fortune and more adventure.

Known to smuggle a few harmless items, Medicine, alcohol, tobacco, hard to find spices, luxury goods, and women’s niceties, such as nylons and silk nightwear.  No drugs and no guns.  Ever!  Lives close to the legal line but has his own code of ethics.  One that Teddy Roosevelt would have approved.  Bully!  An ‘innocent’ would be as safe with Jack Straw as with their own mother.  Maybe safer.  Kicked out of a few countries for, as far as Rose could tell from the sketchy records, doing nothing more than piling up dead bad guys.

She liked the man.  Who he was and how he looked?  Tall, muscular, and dashing.  Rose didn't get much of a chance at recreational sex. Not a good idea to mix with your own.  Spy fucking spy didn't ever turn out well.  Either someone got a bruised ego, or someone got dead.  Both were bad for business.

Straw was perfect for a dalliance.  Not in the game, but not entirely out of it either.   Yes, she would be working with this man, but he was not the type to let that get in the way.  In fact, it might give them an edge.   So, Rose figured, what the fuck!  Let's see what he's got.

Judging from the expert way his mouth had been working her clit and was slowly sucking on her labia, she had guessed correctly.  God, he was good at that.  Oh, Fuck that is a wonderful spot.  Rose put both hands on the back of his head. Pushing his face more firmly against her and running her fingers through his hair for a few moments.  Then she came again.  Her cries of ecstasy rolling across the waves as she clamped her legs around his head, arched her back, and shook violently.

The way his tongue swept over her tender vaginal skin was truly expert.  He knew just where to bear down, letting his warmth and wetness seep into her most sensitive and erogenous spots.  Oh, Fuck!  He was damn near as good as a woman.  His touch was still a little heavy.  It could be a tad more delicate, but a girl shouldn’t quibble when a guy has the talent to send her over the edge.  Rose just lay back, soaked up the pleasure, and let the wind carry away her cries of ecstasy.  Straw didn’t show any signs of tiring and Rose thought for a while, that he might service her indefinitely.

*****

Sunlight flooded through the portholes of my stateroom, warning us that we had missed the dawn.  It had been a long night.  We fucked to exhaustion, then slept briefly.  Then one of us would reach for the other and it would begin again.   Now we lay in each other’s arms.  Rose was on her back and I was on my side, snuggled in close.  We were just lying there enjoying one another.  Talking a little, kissing a little, caressing a lot.  Both regretting that the night was over.

She reached for my flaccid cock.  “Fuck you have a little dick” she judged.

I felt it shrink in her hand.  “Not exactly what a guy likes to hear.  It seemed to please you” I replied somewhat defiantly.

Rose laughed.  “Sorry, I didn’t mean that the way it sounded.  You have a great cock and I loved the way you wield it.  It’s more stretchy than any I’ve ever seen.  It gets to a respectable size.  A little bigger than average but shrinks to a tiny worm.” 

“Tell me about it,” I answered. “I had the littlest dick in gym class, and it bothered me for years.  We’d all go in the shower and everyone had a lot more meat than me hanging down.  I even went to the library and looked up sizes and compared mine.  All the jokes were about six inches and mine was close only when it was hard.”

She laughed some more.  Full-throated gales.  I can just picture you as a teenager measuring your dick.  The great Captain Straw fearless adventurer, war hero, the scourge of the bad guys, and legendary lover, standing as an insecure adolescent measuring his dick with his geometry ruler.  It’s absolutely hilarious,” then she laughed again.

“Well, I did” I admitted, joining in the mirth.  “I was desperate.  I was afraid that I was deformed and would never get laid.”

She rolled toward me and kissed me, her hand working my little worm, bringing it new life.  She was still smiling and had both a sexual and a romantic radiance that pierced my emotional shell.  Just reached right in and touched my heart.  It was the last thing that I expected, and it hit me like a thunderbolt.

“God you’re beautiful” I declared.

“I bet you say that to all the girls” Rose teased; her brown eyes danced playfully.

“Only the ones I want to fuck some more” I answered.

She started to reply, but I put my lips over hers instead and kissed her tenderly.  I was going for a romantic moment, but her tongue flirted with mine and it quickly got a little heated.

When we broke the kiss, I concentrated on her right breast.  It was perfectly shaped, rising out of her lithe body like a flawless sculpture.  I teased her nipple with my lips, and it stiffened.

“It likes me” I observed.

“A lot of my body parts seem to like you,” she agreed.

I moved my attention to the left one.  It was an exact match.  Most women have some asymmetry, but not Rose.  She was in total balance.  She had a small black tattoo below the tender skin of her left breast.

“I kissed it.  “What’s with the ink?”

“That’s my heart Chakra”

“That’s Hindu, isn’t it?  How did a good a Romanian girl wind up with an Indian religion?”

“Chakras predate modern religions and they offer balance. They just seem to fit for me.”

“You will have to tell me about it.  Nothing seems to fit for me.”

“I would love to teach you about it, but right now I am out of balance” she put one hand on each of my cheeks and kissed me softly, with only a hint of tongue.  Then she pushed my head down between her legs as she drew up her knees to give me full access.

“Oh God,” I heard her gasp as I buried my tongue deep into her opening.

Every time I stick my tongue into a cunt, I thank the gods for making women and Rose’s pussy was a true standout.  Sweet and succulent and savory.  Her aroma drove my tongue deeper and faster; her taste was a compelling drug that possessed me.

Then she moaned and arched her lithe body, pressing her labia hard against my mouth, grinding its soft wetness against my face.  Even more, lust welled up inside me, deepening my sexual rage until it filled my whole being.  My cock screamed for attention and her juices flowed like warm nectar from a magic spring.

*****

Mickey Spotts showed up around 10:30 in the morning.  I wasn't expecting him, and he caught Rose and me still in the rack.    He probably got an earful, because we were just finishing up and Rose got a little vocal.

“Well it looks like you two got acquainted” he declared.

“I wanted to make sure he had a motive to protect me,” quipped Rose, tying a thin robe around her comely frame.

“I'd protect that body with my life” I announced, giving her a big smile.

“See,” she replied, turning to Mickey.  “Time well spent.”

“Brother” exclaimed Spotts.  “You’re supposed to be on my arm for this particular party.”

“I will be.  Everybody will think I fuck your brains out.  But Jack will be watching my back.”

“My eyes will be glued to it.  Especially the part just below your waist” teased Straw.

Spotts ignored our lover's banter.  “You going to make breakfast?” he asked, I'm starving.

“I was going to rustle up something,” I said.  “I'll add you to the list.”

“We got a signal that Bannon and his marines are in position on the lee side of the island.  They will come ashore just after sunset and work their way inland.  They should be in position at their holding point, two miles from the target, a few hours before dawn” he advised.

“Everything else ready?” asked Rose.

“Yes” confirmed Spotts.  “And oh, I almost forgot.  I have a Colt 1908 25 ACP to replace your Kolibri.”

“But I like my Kolibri, it’s easy to hide” responded Rose.  She reached into her handbag and pulled out a tiny gun.  It was so small that it fit entirely in her palm.  Not just the grip.  The whole damn gun.  It was truly a miniature automatic.  It looked like a toy gun made for a five-year-old’s hand.”

“What the hell is that?  Does that thing actually fire?” I interrupted.

“Of course, it fires.  Six shots as fast as I can pull the trigger” assured Rose.

“It’s the world’s smallest gun.  Made by an Austrian watchmaker for World War I.  Rose loves it.  Fires a 0.2-gram slug, if you can call it a slug, at 660 feet per second.  It doesn’t have much stopping power.  That’s why I brought the Colt.”

“Kolibri?  Is that the manufacturer?  I have never heard of them” I asked.

“It’s German for hummingbird” offered Spotts.

“I prefer ‘Hummel’.  It’s my little bumblebee” corrected Rose.

“Whatever you call it.  I’d feel a lot more comfortable if you had the 25.  It has a lot more punch” declared Spotts.

“It’s also a hell of a lot bigger and heavier” Rose objected.

She reached into her bag and took out a garter with a small pouch attached.  Then she put one lovely leg on the bench beside the breakfast table.  Fuck she had incredible legs.  Sleek and elegant.  Spotts’ eyes were glued to them as she slid the garter up her shapely calf and all the way up her milky thighs.  The fact that she didn’t have any panties on, and that Spotts had a clear view of her blonde curls didn’t seem to bother her.

She was right.  The little Kolibri barely showed.

Then she switched legs and strapped the colt to the other thigh.  Spotts was still staring at her pussy, but Rose ignored the attention.  Then she put her leg down and walked around with both fixed to her upper thighs.

After three turns along the length of the galley, she leaned and stripped off the Colt.

“Thanks, but no thanks,” she said, handing Spotts the rig.  My Hummel only weighs seven ounces.  It’s light and elegant and easy to hide.  That Colt is a hunk of steel” she opined.

“Nice try Mickey, but I’ll stick with the tried and true” she announced, handing him back the Colt.

“Well, I hope you don’t have to use that little thing.  I’ve seen meaner pee shooters” he judged

“You just have to get up close” Rose explained.  “And that is what I am good at.  Right Jack” she said as she draped herself over me and sucked on my neck.

My body responded immediately, and we slow humped each other for a second or two.

“Didn’t you two get enough last night?” Spotts interrupted.

“No!” we both said in unison.

“This thing you have going isn’t going to interfere with our mission is it?” asked Spotts

“No,” I said.  “We’ll do our jobs,'' I promised.

“No worries!  Jack’s a pro” she added as she winked at me with one of those lovely brown eyes.

“Breakfast had been cooking as we were talking, and I turned back to the stove and dished it out onto three plates. 

“To meet the schedule, take-off should be around 1:00, so eat up.  We have a bit to do to get ready" I announced.

*****

Mickey Spotts and Rose showed up at 1:00 PM sharp, making a big show of being a shady businessman and his squeeze for hire.  Rose was devastating in one of the shortest black dresses I have ever seen outside of a whorehouse.  It displayed her svelte figure perfectly as well as a good portion of her thighs.  A white stripe ran from hemline to shoulder further accentuating her womanly curves.  She had topped it off with leather knee-high boots.

Fuck she looked amazing.  I'm sure I wasn’t the only jamoke standing on the runway with pressure in his pants.  The guys we were after paid top dollar for prime flesh and there is none finer than Rose.  She would be the ideal bait.  I prayed she could handle herself if everything turned to shit.

I had already done the preflight, so they climbed in.  When she raised those incredible legs to reach the high step on the plane, I got a quick peek of last night’s delights.  A mental image that stayed with me the whole flight.

Navigating the Philippines was not an easy task.   It was a scattered nation with over seven thousand islands spread over 115,000 square miles.  Five hundred and fifty miles wide and almost eleven hundred miles long.  From the air, it looks like a giant jigsaw puzzle.  Thousands of tiny green specs surrounded by blue water. Many of them look exactly the same.  They were different sizes and shapes, but many of the smaller islands were almost identical.  The Philippines has some of the most breathtaking real estate in the world, but from the air, one green mountain looks just like any other.

Many of the islands are uninhabited and many others lack infrastructure.  There is nothing to distinguish one from another.  Dirt roads, bamboo houses, and an occasional dirt strip carved out of the jungle.  It was easy as hell to land in the wrong place.

I took us up to 7,000 feet and powered back to economy cruise at 68%.  We had 355 miles to cover and were poking along at 130 knots.  The two big nine-cylinder engines were pumping out four hundred and fifty horses and purring like kittens.  Loud kittens.  I complained that they were running a little rough and the grease monkeys had done their thing.  A couple of hours later I was giving up altitude and studying the wind.  It was right off of our tail and I would have to fly past the runway and come back to land into the wind.  That would put the sun directly in my eyes.  It was hanging low on the horizon like a great ball of fire.

Whoever was maintaining this airfield was doing a piss poor, so I cranked in some flaps and gave up some more airspeed.  Both ends of the strip were overgrown with jungle and the trees on the approach were a lot closer and much too tall for anything other than a short field landing.

*****

A resort jeep met the plane.  There was only one guy, but he was armed and looked hard at our IDs and matched them to his list.  “No weapons allowed! Ladies, gentlemen, I will have to frisk you” he announced in excellent English.

We were nice and cooperative and didn’t give him any trouble.  I thought it was weird that they would send only one man for this job, so I gave the surrounding jungle a careful scan, being as nonchalant about it as I could.  He had backup.  Two of them in another jeep, just outside the clearing.  This was as much a test as a meet and greet.

He gave us a thorough pat-down and didn’t take any unnecessary liberties with Rose.  But he missed that tiny gun on the inside of her luscious thigh and my stiletto taped between my shoulder blades.  I was sure Mikey had some hardware as well, but I didn’t know what or where.

Then the guard motioned us to the jeep.  Mickey and I sat in the back and Rose climbed in the front and left plenty of thigh for the guy to look at.  He had his eyes half on the road and half on her the whole trip.  He never noticed Mickey and me looking around and doing our best to familiarize ourselves with the route, the landmarks, and just in general, map our surroundings.

*****


Chapter 4 - Shangri-La

They called the resort ‘Shangri-La’ and, whoever they were, they had quite an operation going.  Both legit and illegal.  They were working both sides of the street and obviously raking it in.  A real cash cow.  Parts of the island still functioned as a working sugar plantation.  Vast fields of cane still stood, thick and green.  The buildings dedicated to its processing and warehousing were bustling with native labor.  But the air photos also showed a small percentage of the fields had been given over to opium poppies.  At ten pounds per acre of final product, that was several tons of opium ready for sale.  Way more than enough to serve the needs of the resort guests.  They were obviously shipping it out for general distribution throughout the orient.

I also saw entire fields, hundreds of acres covered in camouflage netting.  In an aerial photo that would just look like more jungle, but there were thousands of poppies growing under them.  The nets were porous enough to let in all the sunlight their cash crop needed.  Other parts of the jungle had been hollowed out and replaced by marihuana.  They knew just how much to show and what to hide.  Someone had a line into Army intelligence or had some special expertise in aerial photographic techniques.

An old plantation house was the centerpiece of the resort facility.  It was a turn-of-the-century mansion.  Circa 1890's to 1910 or thereabout.  A massive house with huge white columns and a long sweeping porch.  A southern-style manner house merged with tropical architecture.  This whole island had been the personal fiefdom of some rich white planter but was now the kingdom of a renegade warlord who ruled it ruthlessly with his army of thugs and his own personal harem for hire.

The closer we got to the main house, the more I realized how big and grand it actually was.  The strategic use of teak and mahogany was masterful, and the skillful blend of southern and tropical concepts made it all the more majestic.  It was set up so that the main activities were all conducted in the manor house.  Dining, entertainment, casino, card tables, and orgy rooms were all centrally located.

The entrance was classic southern plantation right down to the wide white steps and the enormous chandler light that hung from the high on the porch ceiling.  The black chains spread out in support of the huge lantern, like the legs of a giant spider ready to pounce.  I should have taken that as an omen.

The outer doors were expansive and ornate.  We walked into a, highly polished mahogany floor with a sweeping, hanging staircase.  It looked a lot like the one in ‘Gone with the Wind’.  Straight ahead was a banquet hall and off to the side were a couple of serving bars that had everything from local beer to well-aged Kentucky bourbon and twenty-year-old scotch.

Upstairs were private rooms for orgies, gaming, a couple of S&M dungeons and God knows what else.  The casino was toward the back of the house where the building spread out into more of a commercial look and feel.  The patio was enormous, with two pools, one with a waterfall.  Everywhere you looked the decor was palatial and opulent.

Even more stunning than the architecture was the quality of women.  They roamed the halls eager for companionship, hanging off the arms of the guests or flitting about serving the drinks and food.  Each one a fetching specimen of womanhood.  I had expected mostly native girls, but I was wrong.

We checked in and were shown to our rooms.  Rows of private bungalows were scattered over a series of well-manicured pathways that weaved through the surrounding grounds.  No common walls to hear through.  No nosey neighbors.  Total privacy, a woman could scream with ecstasy or terror alike and no one would respond.  Each was immaculately maintained and stocked with a variety of alcohol and drugs of choice.  I had no doubt that each bottle was measured daily, and the drainage added to the bill.

Mickey and Rose stayed in their bungalow for an hour or so to make it look good.  Who wouldn’t be fucking the luscious Rose the first chance he got?  Me, I tidied up and took a look around.  The girl that showed me to my bungalow was a sexy little Javanese number with long legs and a nice set of C-cups.  She offered to provide a little extra room service, but I was anxious to case the joint, so I turned her down.  But it was damn tempting.  She had a captivating light brown skin tone and a mouth that promised oral delights beyond description.

The bungalow area was a maze of pathways and I was never out of sight of a guard for more than a few moments.  They were well dressed and armed, prepared for more than casual confrontations.  The guards seemed to fall into two distinct categories.  The standard guards wore a khaki shirt and pants uniform, with a dark green belt and jungle boots.  Their hair was cropped military short and they were armed with a tonfa stick in their hands.  A short nightstick with a handle at right angles, about a third of the way up the baton section.  Tonfas were Okinawan in design but these were made of rich Philippine mahogany.

Some had M-1 rifles slung over their shoulder, others had .45 caliber pistols in a hip holster, but most just had the tonfa stick.   These were the kinds of guys that I had run into at the landing strip during my first encounter when I rescued Lisa.  They were also the kind that had picked us up in the jeep when we arrived on the island.  Not terribly well trained and were there mostly for appearances.  Oh, they could be formidable in a group, but they weren’t high-priced talent.  Mostly, they were a show of manpower.

The other type of guards seemed to be more of an elite group.  They dressed in black t-shirts and dark blue, knee-length shorts.  The t-shirts were emblazoned with a gold dragon just below the left shoulder.  They were better armed than the khakis and I saw a few Thompson submachine guns and even more with the standardized .45 pistols.  Most of the black shirts were Filipino, but there were a couple of Caucasians and a few Eurasians.  They didn’t wear any insignia of rank, but it was apparent from the way they interacted, that they weren’t all equal.

All of them had two kali fighting sticks, neatly tucked away in a sheath at their side.  Sometimes called Philippine fighting sticks, kali sticks are about twenty-six inches long, an inch thick, and made from the wood of a rattan palm tree.  They come in matched pairs and are used as an extension of the fighter’s hand.  Each black shirt also had at least one karambit in a belt sheath on the hip opposite the kali sticks.  The weapons weren’t flagrantly displayed, but neither were they well hidden.  It was a less-than-subtle show of force. Every black shirt that I saw was fit and trim, their tight tees clearly outlining a well-muscled body, ready for action.

These guys were the real threat.  They didn’t seem to be an officer corp.  More a completely separate and elite unit, much like the German Gestapo.  Their pistols were US Army issue model 911 Colt .45 automatics.  An appropriate weapon for the location, since the 911 won its stripes in the Philippines during the Moro uprisings at the dawn of the 20th century.  Its stopping power was legendary.  Hit a man in the thumb with a 45 and the momentum alone of the bullet would knock him down.  The Kali sticks were a traditional Filipino weapon, extremely effective in the hands of an expert and potentially lethal.  I had a bad feeling that every one of these guys was a kali pro.

The karambit was another matter.  Very unconventional for a guard force.  A karambit has one purpose, tearing human flesh.  It’s a curved knife with a palm-fitting handle.  Unlike most knives, the karambit is held with the blade sticking down, its steeply curved blade jutting out of the hand.  The fingers close around the handle of the karambit, reinforcing the striking power of the fist.  Most have a ring for the index finger or thumb to slide into, locking the blade to the hand.  The three to five-inch blade is double-edged and razor-sharp.  For all intents and purposes, it gives the man wielding it, all the viciousness of a tiger claw.

The karambit is an ancient weapon, little known to westerners, except for travelers like me that roam the backwaters of the south seas.  Originating in West Sumatra and Indonesia, they have existed for centuries.  A thousand years ago Philippine farmers were using crude versions of karambits to prune limbs, rake in roots, and clean livestock.  It was only natural to incorporate the karambit into Philippine martial arts and a unique fighting style was developed.  The farmer’s handy tool was transformed into a deadly weapon as lethal and frightening as any blade in history.  It was ideal for hand-to-hand combat and the close-in fighting that a jungle dictates.  It was small and transportable, fitting easily into a belt.  Two karambits, one in each hand, magnified the striking power of the weapon, as well as its ability to frighten and terrorize an opponent.

I’d been in a few knife fights in my time.  In the Burmese jungle, they were as common as breakfast.  None of them were fun.  But a karambit takes it to a new level and I was wondering what I had gotten myself into.  These guys were serious about their security.  Their small force was highly skilled, lethally armed and I was willing to bet, well trained as well.  I didn’t have to wait long to confirm.

I stopped for a few minutes at the end of the bungalow paths. I could see the black shirt’s barracks and training area in the distance. They were quite a distance away, but I could count about twenty of them going through their kata in mass.  They were doing two-man drills with a kali stick in each hand.  The distinctive clash of their rattan sticks was almost simultaneous. It had a frightening rhythm to it.  Almost a melody.  Their skill with those kali sticks was sobering.  They would be formidable adversaries.  If they were half as good with those knives, I didn’t want to test their skills.

I had looked around as much as seemed prudent. The roving guards were starting to take an interest in my interest.   Twice I was approached by unattached females offering to take my arm and be my guide.  I turned the first one down and decided that I better play along with the second.  No one comes to this place and turns away pussy.  Especially not as prime as the ones that had offered it to me.  So, I figured I better play along a little.

She was a pretty Eurasian, probably a French Vietnamese mix, but the dress was pure China.  A neck high bodice that promised good-sized tits and a hip-high slit in her skirt that displayed one long elegantly tapered leg that brought instant arousal.  I am not a stranger to whores.  Anyone living in the orient without a wife or girlfriend gets well acquainted with the local talent.  It’s just a way of life.  But his place was tugging at my conscience.  By American standards, terrible things happen in the far east.  Fathers sell their daughters into sexual slavery and powerful men keep harems.  But no one in the orient gives it a second thought, and up to this point in my life, I hadn’t spent a lot of brainpower wondering why the girl in my arms was so willing to fuck my brains out for a few bucks.

The last thing I wanted to do was make things worse for some poor girl.  I had no idea if this charming creature on my arm was here voluntarily or had been snatched off a street in Saigon and forced into servicing me to the enrichment of the guys that ran this place.  The odds were also good that she had been working the streets of Na Trang and heard there was good money to be made in the Philippines.  There was no way to tell and it was making me hesitate.  On the other hand, if I didn’t show some interest in the entertainment soon, someone would start to wonder why I was here and that could quickly turn very unpleasant and put us all at risk.

This lovely sure didn’t seem like an amateur.  She knew just how to touch a man to rev his engine and when I looked into her eyes, it sure seemed like she enjoyed her work.  Damn!

Maybe I was rationalizing or perhaps I was thinking with my cock.  I’m prone to do that.  Rose was still on my mind from last night and this morning and I was horny as hell.  This gal was a beauty and my dick was getting harder by the moment.  She clung to my arm with one hand and the other was stroking my upper back.  Her touch felt warm and inviting.  There was no doubt that she had done this before.  Men were her business and if she was being forced, this was certainly not her first rodeo.

“Take me your bungalow” she cooed.  “I’m famous for my blow jobs.  You like blow jobs?” she asked.  Her English was good, but far from perfect.

Before I could answer she pulled on my arm and wrapped her tits around my biceps.  “I fuck you like crazy” she whispered in my ear, tonguing it vigorously as she said it.

She wasn’t shitting me about the blow job.  This girl could suck a golf ball through a garden hose.  She wrapped her lips around my johnson as eagerly as a dog grabs a bone, but she was a lot gentler.  Fuck she was good.  Her lips were soft, and her mouth felt like warm, wet velvet.  She knew just how much pressure to apply and my dick had seldom felt better.  Her tongue flicked and swirled up and down my length like it was her favorite candy on a stick and it sure seemed like she couldn’t get enough.

I felt my charge building.  It came up quickly, but she squeezed me hard at the base and cautioned “Not yet big guy!”  She really knew her business.  Most whores would have encouraged me to shoot and her job would’ve been over.  But this beauty kept me going. I wondered whether it was the girl or the subtle attention to detail that seemed to be the focus of this place.  

Then she sucked on my balls and jacked my shaft with her hand.  God, I wanted to explode.  She sensed I was ready.  My knees were buckling, and my cock was twitching and throbbing.  She clamped her fingers hard around my base again to slow me down, then slid me all the way down her throat.  I cut loose the minute she tightened up her lips and she massaged my balls with some very talented fingers, while she swallowed a full load, coaxing out every last drop with her magic tongue.

I could still feel her lips on my dick twenty minutes later.  She wasn’t as good as Rose, but damn close.  If every woman in the place was half as talented, I would be out of cash by morning.  They ran the resort like a strip club.  The girls would latch on to a guest and they got credit for the drinks you bought for both yourself and them, but there was no charge for their company.  But anything extra they did to you or you did to them, went on the bill.  I had made a substantial deposit when I walked through the door.  I wasn’t sure what that blow job had cost me, but I knew it wasn’t cheap.  That quality of oral comes at a premium.

The Eurasian had wanted to play some more and when she dropped that Chinese dress I was sorely tempted.  Tall and slender, with great tits, tight, creamy thighs, and anxious to fuck.  How could a man walk away from that?  But I did.  I patted her on the ass and showed her the door.  Then I changed into my Tuxedo and headed for the main house.  I wanted to finish studying the layout and find Rose.  I needed to be close enough to back her play, in case trouble started.

I had never seen so many gorgeous women in one place.  It was an international smorgasbord.  A fucking feast for each and every one of a man’s carnal senses. It was like I had walked onto a movie set and the place was wall-to-wall starlets and well-screened extras.   This crowd would give a dead man an erection.  Chinese, Japanese, Javanese, Filipino, Polynesian, Melanesian, European, Eurasian, Indian, African, and even a few girls from the States and Latin America.  Prime flesh every one of them.  No wonder this place was attracting wealthy elites from more than half the world.

Despite the gravity of the situation, my dick was pulsing.  Sometimes a guy just can't help it.  If sex was on your mind, then this was truly Shangri-La.  If you could see it, you could fuck it or suck it or whatever your pleasure.  The only question was the price.

I wondered how many of them were professionals, here voluntarily to grab their share of the gravy and how many were innocent young girls caught up in white slavery.  By far the women were predominantly from Asia or the South Pacific.  But there was a serious smattering of blondes and redheads.  My guess was that the latter went for premium prices.  But the only blonde I was interested in was on the arm of Mickey Spotts.

Their outfits were just as diverse as their nationalities, but each was designed to advertise the wearer’s female virtues and stimulate the male libido.  At least they were sure as hell stimulating mine.  Sarongs were a popular choice, as were Chinese dresses that were slit to the hip on one side.  Clingy cocktail dresses cut low at the bodice and Japanese kimono robes, never longer than mid-thigh were also popular.

I continually surveyed the crowd, looking for Rose and Spotts.  My eyes fell on one beauty after another.  My dick felt like a yo-yo.  Up, down.  Up, down.  Again, and again and again.  Eventually, it just stayed hard.

Then I spied Rose.  She and Spotts had just entered the banquet hall and she was stunning.  Even in this crowd, Rose was a showstopper, but she was one of the few women not showing a lot of leg.  She wore a jet-black dress bare on one shoulder, but fully covering the other, including a wrist-length sleeve.  The material wrapped around her captivating body in a series of diagonal swaths that both exposed and enticed.  They were alternately opaque and transparent.  The contrast of bare skin, see-through, and complete coverage was both erotic and stylish.

The shiny material stretched across her soft curves enticing the eye and teasing any male watching.  It wrapped around her slender frame like a second skin, emphasizing her svelte form and thin waist.  Obviously braless, her perfect breasts moved provocatively under the thin black cloth.  The hem fell below the knee, but the dress was too tight to hide the allure of the garter belt outline that suspended the pair of black nylons accentuating her shapely legs.

She was the one package in the room that I was desperate to unwrap.  But she was with Mickey and the way she was playing up to him, hanging off his every word and draping her incredible body over him was getting to me a little, even though I knew it was all show.  I just couldn’t get enough of her and seeing her throw herself at another man made it all the harder to endure.  I didn’t begrudge Rose her pleasure or her freedom.  I was envious, not jealous.  I just wanted it to be me.  Her impact on me was too new, too fresh in my mind.  We had only had a little time together and I just plain hadn’t gotten enough of her.

The role and the mission called for a player.  I could do that!  Hell, it was typecasting, I was born a libertine.  So, I did my best to ignore the lovely Rose and her antics and enjoy the room full of willing beauties.  This place was made for a guy like me, except I didn’t know which of these lovely women was here by choice and which were being forced to act enticing.  That thought put a damper on what would otherwise have been a night to remember.

*****


Chapter 5 – The Price of Innocence

The dinner bell was not much more than a low tinkle, but it was sufficient to start resort guests working their way toward the main ballroom.  I positioned myself where I could see Spotts and Rose and when they went in to eat, so did I and a lovely brown beauty that had latched on to me. 

The unattached women that were working the crowd, freelancing their services were called hostesses.   I learned that a hostess could only eat in the dining room when accompanied by a guest. If they didn’t land a dinner companion, they didn’t eat.  At least not the good stuff.  So, I took pity on a cute little Melanesian and she wrapped her tits around my arm and stuck to me like glue.

Dinner was buffet style with a variety of cuisines ranging from Russian caviar to Chinese delicacies to French desserts.  I was pleased to find a good old American beef steak.  Actually, it was probably Australian, but the chef was a topless beauty with perfect tits, huge nipples and she cooked my meat to perfection.  It was as tender as a filet mignon but as damn near as big as a porterhouse.

Rose and Spotts were one table over and I spent a lot of time looking around.  Resort guests ran the gamut in nationalities, but there was a high concentration of Orientals.  I wondered how many were legit and how many were gangsters, smugglers, and black marketeers.  The girl on my arm knew she was losing out.  My focus was always somewhere else.    Either casing the joint, looking for tactical weakness and strengths, or keeping an eye on Rose who seemed to be continuously wrapped around Spotts.  She complained and whined about my lack of attention.  I finally took her hand and put it on my johnson under the table and that kept her occupied and gave her a false sense of security.  I got the distinct impression that each girl had a daily quota of sex acts and that life was not pleasant for those that came up short.  So, I let her do her thing, but I cut her loose as soon as dinner was over.

I stepped out onto the veranda to find a pleasant tropical night in progress, with a full moon and a soft breeze.  The area was well-lit, but the lights were high enough to keep the cone of insects that accompany all tropical lights well away from the crowd.  Fifteen feet above us, the jungle’s life and death struggle was playing out.  The bats were darting around the lights, gobbling up bugs by the dozen. 

All the food and liquor servers were female and were dressed to tease and tantalize. Most of the lower-level management staff as well.  The guards and a few assistant types were almost the only male presence, except for a couple of guys that looked like they ran the show.  The tall thin ghostly looking man that wore the red dinner jacket and made all the announcements was obviously one of the higher-ups.

There was a fat guy that strolled around like he owned the place, which he probably did. Continuously inspecting every aspect of the operation, his eyes always roving and none of the unattached hostesses ever approached him. This had to be the big cheese.  Looked like he was in his forties, a plump man with a meaty round face and short stumpy legs.   He didn’t look oriental or island.  If I had to guess I would say Dutch.  Whatever his nationality, he sweated like a hog at slaughter and carried a handkerchief to wipe his brow.  Which he did often.

The bartenders were especially fetching.  I leaned against an outdoor bar and watched a redhead from Ireland shake me a Pina Colada topless.  She had a marvelous set of tits and when she poured the makings into a mixer and hand shook that baby, her chest came alive as did my cock. 

I walked away sipping my new drink and noticed several men were lining up for the same experience.  I hadn’t gone five feet when a pretty Thai girl with black eyes latched onto my arm.  A sexy little thing, she wore a sarong that showed plenty of slender legs and a respectable bodice.  She didn’t speak much English and her Spanish was even worse, but we made do.  People were milling around the pool and the girl got excited and pulled me toward the crowd. 

“Hurry, we miss,'' she said.

People were lined up on both sides of the pool and I pushed my way through enough to see.  It was a long pool, probably Olympic size.  There was a naked girl at each end.  They were facing the water and each other.  Both had a rope around their neck that was tied to a cleat a few feet back on the pool deck.  In the center of the pool, a floating tray held two knives.

One of the girls had a short stocky build.  Well-muscled, obviously from one of the mountain tribes.  The other was taller, more lithe, with the high cheekbones of Spanish blood.  On a signal, the girls either untied their tether or their collar.  Both knots were of equal quality.  Then they swam for the knives.  First blood was the rule, but the referee could ask for more depending on the mood of the crowd.

It was a brutal exhibition and one I didn’t want to watch, but I needed to play the part.  I caught Rose’s eye across the pool and could tell she felt the same.  A brief glance passed between us. 

On the signal, the taller girl went for the collar, but the stocky one untied the rope at the cleat.  Both hit the water at about the same time, but the long strokes of the taller girl gave her an advantage and she was the first to grab a knife and tipped the float so that the other knife fell to the bottom of the pool.  The slower girl saw she had lost the race and dove for the bottom to find her weapon.

The tall girl followed her down.  The pool was about ten feet deep in the middle and I found out later there was a viewing area for the pool with a window on a lower level.  They called it the dungeon and it took a special pass.  Fun and games galore down there, at least for the men.  The impact on the women was another story.

The short girl’s hand was just inches from the knife.  Her hand was outstretched when she was jerked away.  The tall girl had yanked the rope attached to her throat.  The short one turned and pulled the other girl to her.  The tall one advanced, knife ready.  Having gotten some slack, the short one turned and grabbed her knife.  She then turned back to face the tall girl knife ready.  The tall girl pulled on her rope, tightening it.  The short girl let it tighten, then cut it short near her collar.

The tall girl let the rope drop, but the short one pulled it in and held it across her body.   One end in each hand.  When the tall girl rushed in, she looped it around her knife arm and pulled it toward her, but away from her body.  The tall girl tried to turn and slash, but the short one yanked the rope and spun her around.

The short one was ready to close for the kill, but she was out of breath and had to settle for a quick lunge.  She missed and they both surfaced, breaking the water and gasping for air.  The tall one was gasping more and the short one was on her.  They rolled in a ball and went under again.  Then there was blood in the water.  For a minute I couldn’t tell from where.  Then they separated and the short one kicked the other one away, by pushing off with her left foot.  The tall one, floated lifelessly, red swirls of blood trailed in the water behind her body.

It was supposed to be first blood, but something had evidently gone wrong.  The crowd moved on and the Thai girl was pulling at me, but I resisted and ran her off.  The short girl swam to the side of the pool, hopped out, and sat breathing heavily on the edge of the pool.  A khaki guard moved up behind her and waited patiently for her to stand.  Then he retrieved the knife that she still held in her hand.   The tall girl floated face down in the pool and they just left her there.  I’m sure someone fished her out later, but they could have cared less while I watched.  I was building up a real hate for these guys.

*****

The crowd around the pool had dispersed and most were milling around the patio, many heading for the bar stands when an electronic screech filled the air. There were weatherproof metal horn-type speakers placed high up around the patio and on the outer eves of the buildings.  Some of the crowd put their hands to their ears.  The squeal stopped as suddenly as it began and was followed by a deep male voice.

“Gentlemen!” There was no reference to the ladies present.  This place is all about male pleasure.  Females were objects, property of no consequence. “The bidding on our new additions will commence in five minutes.  Interested guests should gather at the north end of the patio.”

The man at the microphone wore a red dinner coat and looked a little like the ringmaster at a circus.   He was tall with jet black hair.  At least six foot four and thin as a rail.  Everything about him was long.  Long arms, legs, and especially his face.  It looked like his skin was stretched over a frame.  Gaunt even, with sunken eyes.  To be frank, the guy looked a little ghoulish to me.  But his voice was loud and clear.

I looked around and there was a small stage.  More of a raised platform, maybe five feet by three feet.  It reminded me of pictures I have seen of the old slave markets in the American south. 

Three black-shirted guards led in five women, each bound at the wrists and scantily clad.  Two were clearly Asian, one Polynesian or Melanesian, and one Caucasian.  I could not be sure about the fifth, but she was incredible.  Tall and statuesque with long legs, slender hips, and supple little breasts.  A true beauty.  My best guess was Eurasian, probably French – Vietnamese.  None of the women looked happy to be here.

“Our selections for tonight” blared the speaker, the electronic squelch was gone, and the words landed clear and crisp.

“Each of these young ladies is new to our establishment and needs to be broken in, so to speak.  Fresh meat.  They offer a little slice of paradise to a willing buyer.  We can’t guarantee that they’re not a little soiled.  No virgins here, we checked.”

That brought a laugh to the crowd.

“But we do know that none of these lovelies are professionals.  They are all fresh meat and if you enjoy taking it, these girls will offer a thrill you won’t soon forget.  They need to be trained.  Learn who’s boss.  Count your cash guys.  Any one of them could be yours for the night.”

The Polynesian was first and the bidding was spirited.  A golden-brown beauty with pendulous breasts and an almost bare pussy.  The Eurasian was the second and the bidding was even more enthusiastic.  I joined the fray for the sake of my cover and threw out a few offers that were quickly countered.  There were so many buyers wanting this beauty I figured that I had good odds that someone would quickly shout out a higher price and they did.  Eventually the bids were down to two guys and they wanted her bad.  She finally went to a Chinese man.  He was grossly overweight and had to be pushing seventy.   I don’t think the poor girl was going to enjoy her night.

The loser shouted out that he wanted to book her for the following night.  The auctioneer nodded in agreement and the girl looked like someone had just stolen all her hopes and dreams.  My heart sank for her and I wished I had bid higher.  But my mission was to rescue Terri and she was next up.

Terri had to be dragged onto the platform by two guards, she was a scrapper. Much more disorderly than the other captives.  She kept her head down and her long black unruly hair swirled chaotically, hiding most of her face.  Finally, one guard stepped onto the platform and pulled her head up by grabbing her hair.  A quick murmur ran through the crowd. 

Her photographs didn’t do her justice.  She wasn’t beautiful in the traditional sense, but she had the overt sexuality of a Hollywood starlet.  Every male in the crowd was imagining the carnal delights this bewitching beauty could provide.

Terri looked younger than her twenty-one years and presented as the girl next door, barely old enough to play adult games. But this only added to her allure.  She was an overwhelmingly enticing woman that radiated femininity like the sun throws out heat.  Standing there helpless, but with a haughty defiance just made her all the more arousing to this bunch of perverts.

The guard let go of her hair and stepped back.  Terri’s face was noticeably asymmetrical and a little angular, with a wide mouth and thick, inviting lips.  All partially hidden by her long, dark, locks that swirled and flowed in thick strands.  Constantly moving.  Cascading first here and then there.  Now showing, now hiding her beguiling features. 

The beauty of the Eurasian could take your breath away, but Terri’s made your cock ache.  A thin girl of five foot five.  Her 32C breasts rested provocatively on a slender frame.  Small, pert, and perfectly formed.  Their soft delicacy, a siren call to would-be lovers, as well as would-be rapists. 

Her eyes were expressive, and I could see the pain in them as well as the rebellion.  I was glad we had come so quickly.  She was going to fight, and she might not have lasted much longer.  These guys were deathly serious about their business and weren’t about to coddle the help.  If a girl didn’t pull her weight, I was sure they had ways of resolving the issue.  None of them pleasant.

“Lovely and defiant,” said the announcer.  “Anti-up gentlemen a special night awaits some lucky man.  Just look at her.  Truly tender meat.  You will never forget your time with this one.”

The bidding for Terri made the Eurasian’s auction look like a slow night at a strip joint.  Every man in the crowd was shouting an offer. I was shouting bids right along with everyone else, but I was trying to save her.  The rest just wanted her to suck their dicks.  It was a feeding freezing.  All around me men were yelling and waving their blue tickets in the air.

The price for Terri quickly spiraled out of my price range, you had to have enough money on deposit to cover your bid.  Spotts was still in the game, but he had the US Treasury behind him.  He was going head to head with the heavy hitters in the room.  It finally came down to four, then three, then two.  Spotts just kept coming back at him. The guy was a little man, even smaller than Spotts, but he must have had a boatload of cash somewhere because cost seemed to be no object. 

Based on the prices he was calling out; he wanted a piece of Terri bad.  But Spotts was a patient man and just kept upping the amount.  Eventually, the other man cursed and didn’t respond, and the auctioneer did his ‘going once, twice thing’ and Spotts won Terri.

I was surprised at how vigorous the bidding was for the last two girls. They were nothing special, but a lot of the crowd was anxious to grab one anyway.  It didn’t make sense to me, considering that there were unattached beautiful women wandering around, every one of them ready to meet a man’s most intimate desire.  My only explanation was that these bastards were all anxious to force themselves on one of these scared women.

I looked across the crowd, Rose was standing next to Spotts and had her arm draped over his back.   She was a lot taller than Spotts and they looked a little like a Mutt and Jeff cartoon.  They were much closer to the platform than I and I could see that she was forcing a smile.  There was sympathy in her eyes, and I knew she wanted to start killing these people.  We exchanged glances and her face hardened as she gave me a slight nod.  It wasn’t an ‘I miss you’ gesture.  It was a declaration that these guys were toast.  They just didn’t know it yet.

The auction really brought home to me how vile this place was.  On the surface, it was just a fancy whore house.  Some would say a victimless crime and certainly an accepted practice all across the orient.  It made me examine my own past actions. I am an introspective guy, but I’d never stopped to think about how the girls I had paid for ended up for sale.  I was certainly thinking about it now and I didn’t like the answers.

I had always told myself that the girl in my arms was there freely.  That she had simply made an economic choice.  That was probably not true in all cases.  That excuse was a rationalization.  A salve that men put on their conscience because their dicks ache for an enticing young body.  We forget that they’re better actresses than the starlets on the silver screen.  They have no director and no support system.  Not even a script.  They can’t call cut and replay their lines.  They are acting on the fly and their true emotions might be the exact opposite of those on display.

I told myself that rescuing these girls was something I owed any woman that I had ever harmed.  Not purposely, but through my ignorance.  I’ve always been a kind lover and done my best to bring pleasure to my partner, even when they were paid for.   I am not a selfish man.   I get off sexually exciting women and I don’t enjoy fucking unless I think my partner is also into the experience. 

It is not possible to overstate the quality of tail roaming around this place.  Absolutely stunning women of all types, shapes, and colors.  Despite the tragedy that a place like this had been allowed to exist in the world and the suffering that many of these women were enduring, my dick had a mind of its own and throbbed against my pants a lot more than once.  It shamed me, but it kept happening.

Unfortunately, ‘A stiff cock has no conscience’ is a truism.  I couldn’t help my physical reaction.  It was a natural instinct inserted into me at the dawn of man.  Lovely escorts roamed the resort freely, each anxious to grab the arm of any loose male and fawn over them like they were God’s gift to women.  Their alluring smiles advertised their eagerness to suck my cock.  Their willing smiles and warm touch were an illusion and I continuously had to remind myself that this girl might be a pro, freely plying her trade in a place where the money just flowed, but they could also be a frightened woman, just doing what she had to do to survive one more day.  I wished I had some special power to tell the difference and I decided to err on the side of caution.

*****

The guards brought Terri Conklin to Spotts.  Dragged her is a better description and handed Spotts the end of the rope that bound her wrists together.  The girl was fighting them at every step. Planting her feet, yanking on the rope.  She tried to run, but that just wound the rope around her.  They gave it a jerk and she fell down with no hands to break her fall.  Then they just reeled her in.

Spotts took the rope and said, “Just settle down, little spitfire and you won’t be hurt.”

She returned his stare.  “I promise you won’t enjoy it” she yelled, then spat at him.

Spotts was quick.  Lightning quick.  His hand shot out and you could hear his backhand was a solid hit as Terri spun reeling from the blow. Her eyes sparked with pure hatred.

Spotts looped the loose end of the rope around her neck and pulled it tight. Then he gripped the loop with his knuckles toward her neck and twisted.  That took up the slack in the rope and choked off her air supply.  The guy knew what he was doing, his hand was right up against Terri’s corotated artery.  It was cutting off both blood supply and air.  Terri held her head high, trying to breathe, but it was hopeless.  Spotts was in control and she knew it.

He held his grip for a few seconds, letting the lesson sink in, then let her breathe.  She took several long heaves. Then stood quietly.

“You going to behave?” asked Spotts.

“Yes,” she answered.  “But you still won’t enjoy it!”

Spotts laughed.  “I always enjoy taking it and with you, sweet stuff, I’m going to revel in it.”

I looked around the room.  The show had not gone unnoticed.  The crowd had marked Spotts as someone not to fuck with and that was a good thing. 

“Now behave yourself, while I play some cards” Spotts announced.

*****


Chapter 6 – Stirring the Pot

Rose and Spotts had been on the other side of the crowd and I lost them after the bidding.  Suddenly I saw Spotts ascending the top of the hanging staircase.  He had Rose on his right and Terri on his left and he strutted around like a proud peacock.  My impulse was to chase after them, but there was more I wanted to learn about this place, its layout, and its security. 

The Irish gal with the nice jugs was alone at her bar stand.  No line, so I ordered another Pina.  I’m not really a big fan of Pina's, but I sure liked her tits and it was the first shaken drink that came to mind.  She was one of those women that makes your brain slow down, and wipes your thoughts right out of your head.  She was tall with deep blue eyes and flaming red hair and a voice that sounded like a melody. 

“Back for more?” she greeted.

“Couldn’t stay away,” I replied.

“I make the best,” she opined.

“Indeed, you do,” I agreed, raising my eyes from her nipples to look her in the eye.  She winked mischievously.

“I’m off in an hour,” she informed, then gave me a look that could start fires.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Where you from red?” I asked.

“Molly” she corrected.  “Little town in Ireland you have never heard of.”

“How’d you end up half a world away?”

“I was an escort in London.  Doing pretty well when I heard about this place from a john.  So, I checked it out and here I am.”

“How’s that working out for you?”

“Good, actually.  Making money and banking most of it.  No rough stuff, unless someone pays extra.  How about you? You like it rough?  No, I bet you’re the tender type.  A serious lover.”

Those blue eyes bored right into me.  Was she just fucking with me or did she have an insight?  Hard to tell.  She was luscious and smart, and I wanted some.  My dick was screaming.

“You watch the auction?  Any reaction?” I asked.

“Watch it every night.  What I can see of it.  The crowds in the way.”

She was beginning to shake my drink and it broke my concentration.  Those D-cups bounced and jiggled.  It was a hell of a show.  She must have shaken it for a full minute.  I was enchanted and wondered what the charge to my account would be if I reached out and touched just one.

Suddenly she stopped and poured my Pina Colada into a wide glass with a narrow stem.

“There you go Sport!” she announced with a smile.  “You didn’t answer my question.”

“You didn’t answer mine.”

“Which was?”

“How do you feel about women being sold as sex slaves.”

“I’m glad I’m not one of them,” she answered in a flat voice.

“Your flying pretty close to the flame Molly,” I opined.

“You ask a lot of questions mister.  I just ply my trade.  I make drinks while guys look at my tits and if they select me, I give them the ride of their lives and it’s well worth the price.  I’m just here to make drinks and suck cocks.  The rest is above my pay grade,” she cast her eyes down at the end of her spiel.  A clear signal the conversation was over.

“Nice meeting you Molly.  Hope it works out for you,” I said as I walked away.  I meant that.  I liked Molly.  She was more than a set of perfect tits.  She was like the rest of us, just trying to stay alive and make a buck or two. She certainly wasn’t a social crusader, but I’d lay long odds that you could turn your back on her without ever feeling the knife slide in.

On the other side of the patio, I paused, turning one last time to gaze at Molly.  She was shaking her tits and laughing with some oriental gentleman.  Any other night, I would have been back in an hour and gotten to know her a lot more intimately.   But duty called.

“Gentlemen” the thin man was on the speaker again.  “It’s time for the main fight of the night.  A no holds barred struggle to the death.  Only one combatant leaves the ring alive.  For those of you who are new to our entertainment, there will be an exhibition round that is open to all for viewing, free of charge.  That will give you a chance to access the fighters and place your bets.  Anyone staying for the final death rounds will need to have a red ticket.  Please display them prominently in a jacket breast pocket.   My lovely assistants will be moving among the crowd.  If you wish to purchase a red ticket, just motion to one of them. 

The six ladies were all lined up in front of him.  Each more fetching that the next and scantily clad in revealing outfits.  “Beautiful, aren’t they?  If you wish to purchase some of their charms, instead of or along with a ticket.  Just let them know.  They will take good care of you.  Very good care!  I can guarantee that from personal experience.”

“The first round is just sparring.  It gives you a chance to decide which fighter to bet on and also provides the combatants a chance to size up one another.    Each fighter gets a stipulated fee and is permitted to bet on himself.  Never against himself.  They are permitted kali sticks only during the first round.  If they draw more than a little blood or break a bone, they forfeit the fight.  That means immediate execution.  The subsequent rounds are to the death.  The only rule is they have to stay in the ring.  Leave the ring and they forfeit.”  

I watched the first round.  They were just feeling each other out.   A fake here, a feint or bluff there.  No attack with any follow-through or persistence.  They were just taunting and teasing, taking the measure of their opponent.  Each man had two sticks and used them both for striking as well as blocking.  Their skills were impressive.  It takes a lot of talent to get both hands operating in defense.  Offense is tough enough, but defense is multi-tasking at lightning speed.  Blocking blows from two different directions is not easy.  It requires a lot of training and coordination.

It was hard to tell which was the better fighter.  They were both evaluating their strategies.  In a sparring match, it’s difficult to judge, whether a fighter is truly going for the points, or just testing their opponents’ defenses.  There is always the possibility that one or both are pretending weaknesses, that don’t actually exist.  Setting a trap and in this winner take all venture, they would be betting their life that it will work.

Whoever the winner, these guys knew their business.  Those kali sticks were lethal in their hands.  They moved with blinding speed and fatal precision.  One of the combatants was a black shirt.  I would have to be careful around this bunch and be sure to have a gun handy.  Maybe two.   I could only imagine their savagery when the karambit knives came out. 

A pretty little Thai hostess approached me and wanted to sell me a red ticket.  I declined and told her I was just leaving.  I had no desire to watch the killing, but I pled low funds as my excuse.  She offered to keep me company as soon as the fight started.  She had a devilish smile and dynamite legs, but I declined.  She didn’t seem to mind the girl on my arm.  She just made her pitch and totally ignored her.  My companion bristled, but the Thai girl didn’t care.  I watched her walk away.  She had a marvelous ass.  Slender and seductive, with the kind of swing that drives all other thoughts from a man’s mind.  The girl beside me saw me watching and tugged at my arm, her hands roamed freely over my back and butt.  It didn’t help.  That ass was prime, and I was sorry it was leaving.

*****

I roamed around the second floor checking out the action. Looked in on a couple of orgies. I had never been to one, and I wasn’t in the mood to start tonight.   It was wall-to-wall fucking.  Just a clump of bodies, half the time you couldn’t tell the men from the women when it came to body parts.  Not my scene.

“Hey! I know you” said a soft feminine voice.

I turned to look into a beautiful pair of hazel eyes, surrounded by flowing dark hair.  She gave her hair a seductive shake, the way women do to steal a little attention, then flashed a welcoming smile.  She was damn near as fetching as Rose and the gown she was almost wearing showed off some stunning cleavage and a generous length of exquisite thigh. She reached out and ran her long fingers along my arm.  Fuck she had an inviting touch.  The kind that tightens your pants and fills your mind with intimate speculations.

“You don’t remember me.  Do you?”  she accused.

How could I forget this woman?  She had to be putting me on.  Was this just part of her come on?

“You’re the pilot” she giggled.

Then I placed her.  She was a passenger on one of my fly-ins.  “Of course,” I replied, sliding my hand around her waist.  She came in close, rubbing her body liberally into mine. 

“I thought you were hot, but I was with that other guy” she informed.

“I understand” I assured.  Then I played dumb.  “He still here?” I asked.

“No, he left me here.  Now I work for them.  I didn’t have much choice” she didn’t sound too happy about the arrangement.  “Why don’t you be my date for the night? I'll make it worth your while.”  To emphasize her words, she gave me a tighter squeeze and her hands roamed freely over my back and lower stomach. 

She was tempting and she knew she was making me hard.  “I’m sorry, I’m meeting someone in a few minutes.”

“Fuck” she replied, giving me a big frown like she just lost her best friend.

“How about tomorrow night” I suggested.

“I’ll look for you,” she promised.  “You wait for me.  Promise?”

“I promise” I assured.  Then I watched that marvelous ass walk away and if Rose hadn’t been in my head, I would have regretted every step.

I spent some time watching the chemin de fer game.  Some Dutch guy was hot and just kept raking it in. He had five girls hanging off of him, they all wanted a piece of the big winner.    I thought about sitting in, but after watching them for a few minutes, I wasn’t sure I understood the rules.  Besides, my uncle taught me never to bet against the tide and the guy at the table obviously had lady luck sitting on his shoulder.   So, I moved on.

The guard count was about the same throughout the resort.  I figured four regular guards to every black shirt.  If the guys I saw working out in formation were any guide, there were about forty-five or fifty black shirts.  That topped the resort’s manpower at around two hundred and fifty guards.  Counting Spotts, Rose, and myself, that put the odds at eighty-three to one.  That pretty much ruled out a direct assault.

I found Spotts at a blackjack table in one of the card rooms.  He was sitting there savoring a cigar with a drink in one hand, a pile of chips on the table in front of him, and flanked by two extraordinarily sexy women.  One blonde, one brunette.  He looked like a man who had it all.  At least for the night.

Spotts had explained his blackjack system to me earlier and it must work because he was cleaning up.  Ingenious really.  I wondered why I had never seen it before.  He arranged his chips in two piles, starting with equal heights.  Every time a face card was played, he took a chip and started a new pile.  He did the same for threes through ace.  And had a third pile for sevens, eights, and nines.  No one noticed because he was constantly stacking and restacking his chips like it was a nervous habit.

To know when to bet, he merely had to look at his piles.  That told him how many big and small cards were still in the deck.  Blackjack was paying double and his pile of chips just kept getting bigger.  The crowd around him was watching intently and often cheered when he split his hand and won both sides.

But it didn’t take long for the casino to take corrective action and switch dealers.  After that, he lost like crazy.  Knowing how light the deck was did him no good.  The winning and losing cards were either up the dealer’s sleeve or dealt from the bottom of the deck.

I watched Spotts play for a while from across the room.  Rose was all over him, but Terri was standing quietly.  She looked happy to have him distracted.  Rose put on a good show and aroused my envy in the process.  I wasn’t really jealous.  Rose was a grown woman and she could fuck whom she pleased.  I was just so enchanted with her, that I wanted it to be me.  I made up my mind to be more professional and push those thoughts from my head.  They could get us killed.  She was just doing her job and I had to do the same.

The girl on my arm was beautiful, with big tits and soft brown eyes, and round full lips.  Her touch was light and sensual, and she was expertly trained to fuck in one of the best whore houses in Asia.   She could do things to a man that would make him forget his own name, but all I wanted was Rose.

I made my way closer and stood across from Spotts.  Rose looked at me with caution in her eyes.  The script called for us to create some public friction between us so that no one would suspect we were working together.  We came in together, but that could easily be explained since I had made the flight several times.  But this time I was staying the night and it was important that we not be linked too closely.   

“You outbid me, Spotts” I announced, slurring my words, pretending to be a lot drunker than I actually was.

“I outbid a lot of guys” he shot back.  “Take a number pal.  It’s a long line.”

“The least you can do is give me another chance,” I demanded.

“What’d you have in mind Captain Straw” answered Spotts, peeking at me over his pile of chips.

“One hand, winner take all” I offered.

“All what?”

“Both women” I declared.

Spotts laughed.  “Not on your life Straw.  But I will play for this one” he motioned toward Rose.  I’m tired of her anyway and I want my new toy all to myself.”

“Name your price,” I said.

“Your bid stopped at $20,000.  That’s a nice round number.”

“That was for the new girl.  The blonde is fetching, I’ll admit.  But a little used.  I’ll go $5,000 on her.”  Rose shot me a look.  There were a few daggers in her lovely brown eyes.

“$10,000.  Used or not, you’ll enjoy the ride.  I guarantee it.  Few women can handle a cock as well.  A real expert” assured Spotts.

“Ten it is” I agreed.  “High hand takes it!”

“Deal,” said Spotts.

I took a seat at the table next to Spotts on his left.  The side of him that would get the deal second.  I wanted to see his cards before I bet mine.  Then I placed my bet for the house and the dealer spit out the cards. While Spotts was watching the cards, I bumped his stack with my elbow, knocking his chips stacks askew.

“Sorry,” I said immediately.  I didn’t expect my move to interfere with his card count, but I wanted him distracted because I had something else in mind.

Spotts got two kings and split his hand.  One stopped at 19, and the other hit 17.  A double win.  Then it was my turn.  When I got to 17, I took another hit and got a face card.  That was 27.

“Bust,” said the dealer.

Spotts laughed.  “Please have Captain Straw’s $5,000 transferred to my account,” he said to the dealer.

“Not so fast,” I said. “I have the high hand.”

“You’re busted” protested Spotts.

“Your high hand was 19,” I replied pointing to his cards, still on the table.  “Mine is 27, I win.”

“Bullshit,” said Spotts.

I appealed to the dealer, who called over the pit boss. There was an exchange in Spanish, then the man turned to Spotts.

“The bet was for the highest hand,” he said.  “I am sorry Senior, but you have lost.

“Fuck!” Spotts exclaimed.  He was fuming and slammed his fist down on the table hard enough to make the chips jump around.  Then he was quiet for a moment.  A man swallowing his rage.  Then he looked up at me.  “Take her Straw,” he yelled, pushing her toward me.  His voice was cold.  Everyone in the room knew that I had made an enemy.

“Come on Blondie,” I ordered.  “We have some business in my bungalow.”

“This isn’t over Straw,” Spotts called to my back as we walked away.

When I left with Rose, I could see that Terri was terrified.  The fear and abandonment were all over her face and my conscience gave me a sharp twinge.  Something was going on between Rose and Terri.  I didn’t understand it, but Rose had a calming influence on Terri.  Every few minutes she would lean over and comfort the girl, often whispering in her ear.  On each of those occasions, Terri was visibly calmer.

I had come to rescue Terri and now I was increasing her anxiety.  Leaving her alone with a man that she thought was going to violate her and use her before the night was over.  There was no escape for her, and I felt like a shit.   I was selfish. My eagerness to spend another night with Rose had only increased Terri’s anxiety.  I contented myself with the knowledge that Terri wasn’t really going to be raped, but that didn’t make her fear of rape any less real.  My rationalization was of little comfort.

Rose draped her lithe frame over me, and I put my arm around her.  My palm closed around her thin waist and I felt her warmth and softness flow into me.  There wasn’t much to her.  So fucking tantalizing and alluring.   Her smell was intoxicating. The woman overwhelmed me with her overt sexuality. 

She waited until we were on our way to the bungalow to give me hell.

“That wasn’t cool,” she exclaimed.  “Terri needed me.  You made it worse for her.”

“I know,” I said.  “I figured that out too late, but the damage was done.”

“You were thinking with your dick,” she accused.  “That can’t happen again.”  Her tone was not exactly comforting.

“You're absolutely right.  It won’t,” I answered, completely convinced that I was going to be sleeping on the couch.  It hadn’t looked very comfortable.

Rose was silent for a few minutes, but she kept up the show and walked in close to me, our arms joined.

“What was your guard count?” I finally broke the silence.

“I put it at two hundred, forty, or sixty.  With the Marines, that still puts us at five to one” she replied.

“But we have the element of surprise and those marines are much better trained.  The khaki guards are just thugs in uniform.  The black shirts are another matter,” I opined.

“They are an impressive bunch,'' agreed Rose.  “You see the muscles on some of those guys in those tight tee shirts.  Yumm, Yumm!”

“You’re incorrigible.”

Rose laughed.  “There are formidable and every one of them an expert with those sticks.  We can’t afford to underestimate them.”

“I’ll take my Thompson over a kali stick any day of the week,” I asserted.

“They have those too; in case you didn’t notice.”

“You see the fat guy,” I asked.

“Who could miss him?” Rose replied.

“I have him pegged as the head honcho.”

“No question” she agreed.

“He in any of your files?” I wondered.

“Spotts said he was.  Quite the criminal history.  He’s wanted in five or six countries for everything from murder to smuggling to white slavery.  But this is the end of him.  Before I leave this island, I’ll kill him.”

Nothing like shop talk to get a guy out of trouble.  At least that’s what I was hoping.

*****


Chapter 7 - On-the-Lam

“Cash me in” growled Spotts, pushing back from the blackjack table.  “That asshole changed my luck.  Maybe fucking little Miss Charm here will bring it back.”

Mickey Spotts half-dragged; half led Terri to his bungalow.  A black shirt shadowed them, just to make sure that Spotts could handle the situation.

“Sit down and behave yourself,” he ordered.  Terri sat nervously on the bed and Spotts turned up the radio to a louder than normal level.  Big band sounds blared, then he went into the bathroom and ran the bathwater, before turning to face the frightened girl.

“You stink. I’m running you a bath.  I like my women clean.  Get your ass in the bathroom and clean up” he demanded.  “You’ll have privacy, I won’t bother you,” he said in a much kinder tone.

Terri rose and started for the bathroom door.  Spotts was right behind her.  She tried to shut the door quickly to keep him out, but he was too close and caught the door with a straight arm, shoving it back open.

“Get out!” she screamed.

Spotts ignored her and pressed into the room.  He grabbed her and held her tight.  Terri struggled, but Spotts was stronger than he looked.  He laid his cheek against hers and whispered in her ear.  “Lisa sent me, and the room might be bugged.  Don’t let on.”

Then he pulled his head back to look her in the eye.

She was disbelieving.  There was confusion on her face, mixed with disbelief and hope.  Did she dare trust him or was this a trick?

“Lisa and your Godfather, the congressman, sent me,” he said.  His voice was low, barely audible.  Drowned out by both the radio and the rushing water.

Her face slowly changed.  “This isn’t a trick?”

“No.  I am a Federal Agent and I am sorry if I hurt you” he assured.  “But we have to play act.  People might be listening.  We can only talk when I tell you it’s safe” he cautioned.  “Now, I’m going to wait in the other room, while you have some privacy and enjoy a hot bath.  I’ve ordered room service.  I hope steak is ok.  The Filipinos can’t make a good hamburger to save their lives.”

“You’re not going to try and fuck me?” she asked, her voice still trembling.

“No dear.  I’m not even going to touch you.  But we have to act like I did” replied Spotts.

“Thank you” she answered her voice low and quivering. “I have never been with a man.”

“Good God!  You’re a virgin?” exclaimed Spotts.

“No, you don’t understand.  I’m a lesbian.”

“Oh!” he answered and was quiet for a long time, his brain buzzing. 

“I didn’t expect that,” said Spotts slowly as he finally broke his silence. 

“You need to keep that to yourself until I get you out of here.  But I do need you to do something that might be hard” declared Spotts.

“What?”

“I need you to rake my face.  Dig your fingernails in deep and leave some marks on my face.”

“Is that really necessary?”

“It might save our lives.  Do it now, please.”

Terri raked his right cheek.  Spotts turned to inspect her work in the mirror.  He could barely see the marks.

“You have to do better than that.  You need to draw blood.”

Terri tried again, gripping his face and digging in her nail.  Then she jerked her hand downward.

“JESUS CHRIST” yelled Spotts, his own hand flew to his face.  It was bleeding. 

“Sorry” she replied, louder than she should have.

Spotts held his finger to his lips signaling silence.  Then looked in the mirror.  He saw three clear cuts, each about three inches long.  He looked like he had been in a fight with a leopard.

“Perfect!” he announced. “Thank You.  Now take your bath.  I’ll wait in the other room.  I may say things to you that are strictly for microphones.  Don’t take it personally, just play along and most of all, act natural.”

“Thank you,” she said as Spotts closed the door behind him.

Terri came out of the bathroom in a men’s robe that Spotts had left for her. It was fully opaque and fully covered her from the neck to the knees.  Even then she was striking.  Her dark hair flowed around her shoulders, playing hide and peek with her right eye.  She wasn’t exactly beautiful, but she was exceptionally alluring, and that was not lost on Mickey Spotts.

"Sit and eat” he demanded.  The kindness in his voice was gone.

Terri tore into her steak.  She had not been fed well in many days.  She was hungry, tired, and scared, but she was beginning to have a little hope.  Spotts let her eat, lost in his own thoughts.  Planning his next move or moves.  This would be a chess game and he would have to react properly, to whatever the situation threw his way.

*****

Jake Straw held the door to the bungalow open for Rose.  She stopped mid-room and turned to face him.   He closed the door and just stood for a moment drinking in her beauty. ‘God she is ravishing’ he thought, and his want was deep and desperate.

“You still mad at me?” he asked.

Rose answered with her eyes and slowly removed her evening gown.  She paused when her breasts were bare, the dress hanging around her waist.  She had not taken her eyes off Straw and the desire in his eyes fed her own lust. 

“What do you think?” she smiled impishly as she touched her right breast.  Her fingers stroking lightly.  She pinched a nipple and ran her pink tongue across her lips.

“Touch yourself,” she said.

Surprise flooded his handsome features and dread.  “It’s not manly,” replied Straw.  He had never done that in front of a woman. 

“Touch yourself,” she demanded, sliding her right hand down between her legs and stroking herself.

“Come on Jack.  I need to see how much you want me,” she urged.  “Throw your childish macho rules to the wind.  You won’t regret it.  I promise.”

Straw moved his hand to his crotch and rubbed himself.  His own touch triggering an unquenchable fire in his loins and he rubbed harder, taking longer strokes as his pants tightened even more.

Rose laughed and let the thin fabric slide off her hips and crumpled on the floor.  She was nude except for her garter belt and nylons and the tiny gun in the little holster high on her inner thigh.

Rose smiled at Straw, their eyes locked.  She put her hand back between her legs, but this time it was skin on skin.  She leaned slightly forward to extend her reach, moving her fingers along her slit.  She moaned at that delicious sensation that always relieved her stress.

“Needs a cock” she announced as she moved toward Straw and put her fingers in his mouth. 

He sucked on them eagerly, the memory of her taste an overwhelming intoxicant. Rose stretched up and kissed the corner of his lips, while he was still sucking on her fingers.  Her left hand ran down his body, the pressure and heat from her palm broadcasting her need.  Then her fingers closed over his, helping him stroke his crotch.

Straw groaned, a deep guttural sound of male need.  Rose searched for the zipper and he helped.   Her fingers caressing his cock through his pants spurring his lust.   Both their hands moving with a desperate urgency.

Straw’s cock was free and standing straight out.  Rose’s hand closed around it and jacked it lovingly.  She squeezed it, testing its hardness.  It was an iron pipe and just what she fucking needed.

They moved toward the bed, both of them tearing Straw's clothes off and leaving them where they fell.  Rose was the first to hit the mattress, landing on her back and spreading her legs.  Jack came down on top of her and she guided him in, then surged her hips up to meet him.  Oh God, she loved the moment of entry.  The filling and spreading of her entrance and she cried out in ecstasy. 

Rose threw her body at his.  Wrapping her long legs around his waist and slamming against him as he pounded into her.  This was only their second encounter and their bodies were even more desperate for one another than the first time.

In that short night of carnal bliss and furious fucking, their bodies had been transformed. Developed a physical need for one another.  They had been introduced to a new and alluring pleasure and they sought repetition. Their bodies knew just how to fit together. Where to stroke and touch and caress and kiss and suck. His was a drug to hers and hers to his. A primal elixir that inflamed passions and called forth sexual wants with primal desires that screamed to be sated with a frenzied urgency.

Jack Straw hammered Rose with an animal ferocity, and she matched him stroke for stroke.  Wielding his cock as much as a weapon as a tool of love.  Rose welcomed the force of his assault.  Reveling in the extreme physicality of their fucking.  It cleared her mind and she lost herself in his powerful body.  His need for her triggered her own carnal hungers and she raked his back with her nails until she drew blood as she flung her opening at his ever-thrusting hardness.

*****

When the guards burst through the door, Rose was on top, deep in her cowgirl meditation.  She rolled off of me and away from them, covering herself with a sheet.  Then she slid out of bed and kept her back to the intruders.  There were three of them.  One black shirt and two regular guards.  Black shirt had a Thompson submachine gun, the others had tonfa nightsticks. 

The guy with the Thompson waived the barrel and I took it to mean ‘get on your feet’, which I did.  Slow and easy with my hands up.

Rose kept her back to us and pulled on her panties, giving them an extra tug that snugged them tight up into her ass crack.  The site of those round perfect buns had everyone staring.  Then she leaned over as far over as possible and drew that elegant ass up as tight as you’ve ever seen one.  Not an eye in the room wasn’t locked on her incredible buns.

I knew she was putting on a show, but I couldn’t think why.  What was I missing?  If this was a plan, I had to be ready and I didn’t have a clue.  She grabbed her dress and straightened back up.  Then she turned, partially covered her tits with the dress, and moved over beside the black shirt. 

“Gracias” she announced.  “Mucho Poco!”  Then she made a gesture with her fingers that conveyed something very small.

I was standing there naked and my dick had of course gone flaccid.  They all looked at it and laughed.  I colored a bit.  I wanted to put my hands over it to block their view, but one glance at that Thompson and I decided to leave my hands up and let them look.  Then she leaned into the black shirt and he slid his free hand around her waist.  A moment later it was wandering over that perfect ass, squeezing her taut, round butt cheeks.

Rose smiled and gave him a look that almost made me hard again.

Then her gun went off.  Her little bumblebee had stung and put a round right in the black shirt’s eye. It wasn’t really much of a gunshot, more of a small ‘pop’.   It didn’t kill him, but it sure put him out of the action.  Blood was pouring out of his eye socket and he hit the floor writhing and screaming.

His buddies just froze for a moment.  Their confusion and indecision were fatal because Rose and I were already moving.

*****

Two hours later we hadn’t made much progress.  It was a terrible night to be on the lam.  A storm was brewing, and the jungle was as dark as sackcloth.  There was a quarter moon, but it never showed.  The night was pitch black and visibility was only a foot or two ahead.    It was easy to get turned around, there was nothing to guide on.  No landmarks and no stars in the sky.  It was almost impossible to keep our bearings.  We felt our way along in the dark and hoped for the best.  Rose turned out to have an acute sense of direction.  Even better than mine, which had kept me alive more than once.  Between the two of us, we managed to steer a reasonably steady course. 

Neither of us were dressed for the jungle.  I still wore my tux and the shoes weren’t exactly made for moving through the brush.  Rose was having even more trouble.  She was still in heels and an evening gown.  I offered to break off the heels, but that would have put her feet at an odd angle, and she opted to keep them.  The undergrowth was playing hell with her bare legs, leaving them scratched and bleeding from a hundred small cuts and lacerations.  At least that was her complaint, but I couldn’t see shit, so I took her word for it.

Maybe it would have been better to steal some more appropriate clothes from the guards.  But they weren’t my size and I wasn’t sure if we had the time to hang around checking for sizes that would fit Rose.

People think of the tropics as always hot, but the temperature had dropped during the night and we were both chilled.  When you’re accustomed to hundred-plus-degree days, sixty-five can feel pretty damn cold.  Especially with the wind blowing and it was swirling through the trees and foliage in miniature whirlwinds.   When we weren’t pushing ahead, we huddled together to preserve our body heat.

It would have been best to hold up and wait for daylight.  But I was afraid they would be hunting us, so we kept moving except for brief stops to get our bearings and warm up temporarily.  About an hour into our escape the thunder started.  It was a long way off but getting closer with every clap.  Soon it was overhead and the whole jungle shook with its violence.  The first bolt of lightning shattered the night and gave us a quick reprieve from the darkness, but it also robbed us of the slight degree of night vision we had managed to acquire.  I tried closing one eye to preserve my night vision, but it didn’t work.  They were just too quick and too damn close. The flashes were so bright that even when I did close my eyes, I could see the flash through my eyelids.

There was no place to hold up.  I sure didn’t want to huddle under a tree, so we stayed in the open as much as possible and pressed forward, using the random flashes as our light source. There were plenty of them and they were hitting close.  Too fucking close.

Twenty minutes later the rain started.  It was cold and came down in sheets.  It made progress impossible.  The air was pure liquid.  Between the water and the dark, I couldn’t see shit.  But with the rain, the lighting moved on.  I could hear the thunder getting farther and farther away.  We huddled at the base of a tree and did our best to shelter one another from the onslaught.

Fuck it was cold.  Rose wrapped herself around me.  Her body was long and welcoming, but any sexual thoughts were on the back burner.  We were both shivering and chilled to the bone.  We clung together desperately, frantically trying to preserve our body heat.  I pulled her in close and rubbed her back vigorously in a fervent effort to get her circulation going again.

“Maybe we should have gone for the plane,” she said.

“No! They would’ve expected that, and it would be heavily guarded, if not sabotaged.  We made the right choice,” I assured.  Trying for the plane sure seemed like suicide to me.  But maybe Rose was right.  Sometimes you just have to play the odds and hope your luck holds.  However, one thing was certain.  Come daylight, “Exterior Islas Aire” would have someone collect that plane and that avenue of escape would be gone forever.

For a long while, she shook uncontrollably, but eventually, she stopped.  We were wrapped together tightly, closer even than when we were fucking, and the warmth in our chests and upper torsos returned.  I was afraid to let go of her. We were both soaked to the bone and the temperature had dropped even more.  If we had tried to go on, we would probably have been dead from exposure.  So, I clasp her lithe body to me, and she fell asleep in my arms.

I let her sleep for about an hour.  There was no sense of moving in the rain.  We couldn’t see shit and we would be shivering in just a few steps.  I figured the storm would give our pursuers as much trouble as it was giving us, so I let her rest.

It was almost daybreak when we started moving again.  The pitch black of night had yielded to a pre-dawn grey and the rain had stopped.  The jungle floor was spongy and waterlogged.  We had to be careful not to leave tracks in the mud.  Rose’s heels were especially susceptible to piercing the layer of green litter than lined the jungle floor, leaving tell-tale signs of our passing. 

Morning brought warmth and sunlight.  Our clothes dried quickly, and we could see where we were going.  Rose was in worse shape than I thought.  Her legs were a mess and her dress was torn and tattered.  It offered little protection from either the flora or fauna that surrounded us.  Both of which, it seemed, were determined to inflict new scrapes, scratches, and punctures to Rose’s skin, as well as mine.  But mine was a little more protected.

I was going on instinct and from what I could remember of the maps that I had studied of the area.  They weren’t really maps, but aerial photos of different sections of the island.  I wished I had taken more time to lay them out side by side in a mosaic so that I had a better overall picture of the topography we were facing.

The temperature climbed quickly and by mid-morning, the jungle was a hot box and both Rose and I were glistening with sweat.  We didn’t have any water with us, and I was afraid to drink from the small pools left over from the storm.  I found myself remembering the rain fondly.   We pressed on like good soldiers, but I knew we couldn’t sustain the effort.  Somehow, I needed to find some supplies and a safe place to hold up.  Food, water, and rest.  We needed all three and we needed them soon.

The best course seemed to be to head toward the Marines.  They should have attacked last night, but they didn’t show.  Their landing point was less than fifteen miles from the resort, but we couldn’t just cut through the jungle in a straight line.  The undergrowth was thick and impassible.  We had no machete or bolo knife to hack a path.  Even if we had, that kind of trail would be a dead giveaway.  An invitation to be overtaken and caught.

We had no choice but to follow the existing paths.  So, we wound through a maze of trials, trending always to a south, southeast course that would intersect with the path the Marines should be on.  The trails looped and meandered.  None were a straight shot and we must have traveled twice the distance of a straight-line course.

*****


Chapter 8 – The Smell of Death

The decay process starts quickly in the tropics.  I could smell death long before I could see it.  It hung in the air like a thick haze.  Despite the stench, I followed the noxious odor until my nostrils burned and I wanted to wretch.  They lay in a clearing where they had fallen.  Fifty or so brave young men.  Most of a platoon.  So much for our strike force.  We were on our own.

“Oh God” Rose exclaimed.  Her voice was low, barely a whisper. “They didn't have a chance.”

“No, they didn't” I agreed.  “The ambush was well planned.  Half of them were dead before they knew what was happening.  The others went quickly, thank God.”

“God's got nothing to do with work like this.  This is man's doing,” she judged.

“Who's ever it was?  Someone in this bunch knows his business.  A real pro.  We will have to be just a little bit better if we want to live.”

I turned to look into her lovely brown eyes and saw both fear and resolve.  She was a beautiful and alluring woman, but she was also a fierce fighter.

The birds and the animals of the jungle had been at the dead.  Their bodies picked and clawed beyond recognition.  Even so, I could tell they weren't our boys.  We were supposed to have US marines for support, but these were Filipino reserves.  Not even regular troops.  Most of them were teenagers that had never been blooded.  Too young to have fought in the war, every one of them.  Someone sent in raw, green kids.  I had a sick feeling that they had been expected.

“I smell politics” whispered Rose.

“What's that mean?”

“Someone in the Philippine Government switched the troops and almost certainly passed the word along about the raid” Rose replied.

“Someone knew they were coming.  This was a well laid out ambush.  These boys walked right into it.  They didn’t have a chance.”

“Sending Filipinos was a smart political maneuver,” she

opined.

“How so?” I asked.

“Kill fifty US marines and it’s over.  The full force of the US Navy comes down on your ass.  Take out a platoon of Philippine reserves.  Nobody gets too excited,” she answered.  “It’s an internal matter. Someone got paid off.”

I sensed Rose starting to move into the clearing, but I put out my arm to stop her and put a finger to my lips to caution silence.  In Burma, the battlefields often drew tigers, sometimes as many as a half dozen.  It was the overwhelming smell of blood.  They quickly took care of whoever we missed.  It saved us the memory of killing the wounded.  Three hundred and fifty miles behind enemy lines, you don’t take prisoners.

I knew what she was after.  Some of those weapons might mean life or death to us. We just had the black shirt’s Thompson and only one clip of ammunition.   But the risk was too great.  We paused at the edge of the jungle and surveyed the scene.  It was a wise choice.  As we watched quietly a tiger entered the clearing from the far side.  He was a big son of a bitch, at least six hundred pounds.  He looked around cautiously, then started to gnaw.

When you see a tiger in the wild, they’re not yellow like in the zoo.  The clearing was wide and free of the tree canopy that shaded the surrounding jungle.  It was mid-afternoon on a cloudless day and harsh light flooded the clearing from the unshielded tropical sun.  The tiger was a brilliant orange, its fur almost a radiant crimson.  As vivid and bright as the moon hanging low over a tropical sea.

It was an absolutely breathtaking sight.  A magnificent animal of awesome beauty and power.  But perhaps nature’s most efficient killing machine and one best left alone.  We drew back quietly and moved at least a hundred feet into the protective cover of the foliage.  Then we moved cautiously around the edges, careful to stay well hidden.  Always on the alert for more tigers.  I was hoping that we would find a straggler with some weapons we could borrow.  These boys certainly didn’t need them anymore.

Halfway around the clearing, I found a blood trail.  It led off into the brush, so I followed it.  About fifty yards later I found Lt. Bannon.  He was sitting at an odd angle, propped up with his back against a tree.  He'd lost a lot of blood and was barely alive.  But there was enough gumption left in him to raise his pistol in our direction when he saw the motion.

“Easy Lieutenant” I cautioned in a low voice.

He looked at us as if he was trying to fight through a mental fog.  Then he slowly lowered the gun.

“What happened?” Rose asked.  “Where are the marines?”

“Reserves.  They gave me Filipino reserves.  Just boys.  They made a last-minute switch.  Something about Philippine sovereignty.  I was assigned as an adviser”, then he fell silent.

A few minutes later he opened his eyes and grabbed my arm, pressing it, but his grip was next to nothing.  I barely felt it.  “I tried to warn them, sir.  They wouldn't listen!  The reserve officer had a hard-on for me right from the start.  He was a prideful little prick.  Way too proud!”  Then his voice trailed off.

“They never had a chance.  It was all over in seconds.  I tried to flank them.  Give them some support,” he continued.  His voice was very weak.

“Rest,” I said.  “I know you did your best.”

He fished in his breast pocket of his fatigues and pressed a letter in my hand.  “My parents,” he said.  “Please tell my dad that I died well.

“Don't talk like that” I urged.

“I'm done for” he replied.  “Take my weapons.  You’ll need them.”

“I’ll take the Thompson.  You will need the forty-five if a tiger shows up” I countered.

“I’ve heard them roaring.  They’re eating my men, aren’t they?”  His words were a series of gasps.

“Yes!”

“I’m going fast.  I’ll probably be dead before they find me.  I just need one bullet, just in case.  I wanna go peaceful, not be eaten by a fucking tiger.  Just leave me a knife or something” declared Bannon.  He winced as he spoke.  The guy was in a lot of pain.

“We really need that pistol” Rose suggested.  “My little gun has no range.  It’s a close-in weapon and one that is as much bluff, as blaster.”

Bannon looked at Rose as she raised her dress and pulled out the Kolibri.  He was down low, and she was standing.  He had a perfect view of her incredible legs, marred, and scarred as they were, they were still an inviting sight.

“Oh, God.  No panties!” he exclaimed.

I was surprised he had that much life left in him.

“We had to leave in a hurry” Rose explained a bit defensively.

Bannon was a true marine.  His life was literally seeping out of him, drop by drop and he had enough moxie to think about pussy.

“It’s beautiful” he mumbled and Rose just let him look.

“If I thought it would help, I would give you a guided tour,” she replied

Rose squatted in front of him, giving him a full close-up view of her private regions.  She took the .45 from his hand and replaced it with the Kolibri.

“That won’t stop a tiger” I warned.

“I just need it for me” Bannon declared; his voice almost gone.  He took another look up Rose’s skirt.  “Thanks’ Rose” he whispered.

She leaned in and kissed him softly on the cheek, then said “Rose is my code name.  My real name is Alyssa.”

As Rose stood back up, Bannon said “Take my pants.  You will need them in the jungle and I’ll never get up again.”

“I’m not leaving you here to die in your underwear” she responded.

“Please” he responded.  “I don’t want those lovely legs all scarred up.  Besides, you can move faster and more surely if your legs are protected.”

“Take em,” I interjected.  “He’s right.  You will need them, and he won’t.  They might mean life or death to us.  We may have to wage guerilla warfare to get out of this and I will need you to be able to move freely and quickly through this brush.”

Rose swatted back down and gently pulled his fatigue trousers, including his web belt and gear.  Then she stepped into them and pulled the belt tight enough to leave a long excess hanging down.

“Boots too,” he whispered.

I reached down and grabbed the machete that was lying next to Bannon.  We both wanted to wait with him, neither of us wanted him to die alone.  But every second we delayed put us at risk.  So, when he drifted off again, we quietly backed away and slipped into the jungle

*****

We headed southwest after we left Bannon.  I was going by memory and running on instinct.  More and more I was wishing that I had spent some quality time studying the maps and aerial photographs supplied during the briefing.  We were barely a hundred yards from Bannon when we heard the dogs.  Their cries and howls were faint, but they were there.

“They’re hunting us with dogs” announced Rose, her voice rang with concern.

“We need to find some water to wash out our trail,” I responded.

They were still a long way off, but clearly coming his way.  The maps showed a small river or stream east of us.  The perfect place to lose a scent.  It couldn’t be far?

“That stream can’t be more than a mile away,” I said, looking around to judge the best way forward, then veering off to the right.

I was wrong.  It was a good two miles and we could hear the dogs gaining on us with every step.  I was starting to worry that I had lost my bearings.  Taken us in the wrong direction, or worse, in a circle.

The dogs were baying now.  They had our scent and were running free.  I had hunted with dogs as a boy.  The farmer next door used them to run down cougars and being an adventurous lad, I tagged along as often as I was permitted.

I kept pushing us forward.  Moving through the thick undergrowth as fast as possible.  It was tough going and I wanted to leave as little trail as possible, so I only hacked our way when absolutely necessary.  Anybody with eyes can follow a hacked trail.  You don’t need dogs.

I wondered where they got our scent.  Probably our bedclothes.  The ones we had fucked in.  It would have both of us on them. 

I could hear the water running but I couldn’t see it.  We followed the sound and suddenly there it was.  The jungle floor abruptly went much softer and wetter, then we were knee-deep in water.  It was fast-moving and swirling. The rains from the night before had turned a normally lazy river into a torrent.

“We need to stay away from the shore.  The dogs can’t track us through water” I assured.

“You’re sure about that?” replied Rose.

“I’m sure.  I’ve hunted with dogs.  We just need to stay in the water long enough to throw them off.”

The bottom was uneven and filled with jagged boulders.  The water had worn through the jungle floor and cut a swath in the rock beneath it.  It was easy to stumble, and the current wasn’t helping. 

We tried to move upstream, but the onrush was powerful, and we were just crawling along. The current ripped at our bodies and made progress almost impossible.  Going downstream was the logical choice, but that’s what I figured the guys chasing us would think.  So, I went the other way.  But progress was inch by inch.  Agonizingly slow and every minute I could hear the dogs getting closer.  If we stayed fighting this current, they would be on us in just a few minutes.  They wouldn’t need to follow our scent.  They would be able to see us struggling in the middle of the river.

So, I turned us downstream.  The current was strong and continuously tried to sweep our feet out from under us.  I fell once but caught myself.  Rose seemed to be having better luck, but she was ahead of me and my body was blocking some of the current.

“Sling your weapon” I ordered.

“They might get wet” cautioned Rose.

“Better than losing them altogether,” I advised.

“Can you swim?” I asked.

“Like a fish” Rose quickly responded.

“Even with the gun and those boots” I pressed.

“Even with” she assured, slinging her gun and moving toward the center of the river as if to prove her boast.

“Wait” I yelled, dragging a large branch that had lodged in the shallows into deeper water.  The main current grabbed it and we both hung on as it swirled into the main channel, sweeping us downstream at several knots.

We were moving much faster than a man can walk, but not faster than a dog can run.  The hounds would stop at the river, confused and leaderless.  They would have to wait for their handlers to catch up.  We rode the current for about twenty minutes and the baying of the dogs grew fainter and fainter, then finally disappeared.  The river widened and the current slowed a little and we had a chance to catch our breath.

“I think we lost them” Rose declared.

“I think we just have a temporary reprieve,” I corrected.  “Sooner or later we are going to have to turn and deal with them, or they will eventually exhaust us and run us to ground.”

“You are such a cheery companion” observed Rose. 

We floated leisurely at a knot of two, then the current picked up again.  We were moving even faster than before and a few minutes later we shot through a gap in the rocks where the river narrowed considerably.  It was hard breathing for a moment.  The water roiled around us, filling the air with spray and the waves splashed over our heads.  The rock sides of the chute were smooth and offered no handhold.  We were at the mercy of the river.  If I wanted to stop, I’m not sure I could have hung on against that current even if I could have gotten a firm grip.

We were almost through the gap when we smashed into a rock jutting out from the side and the branch, we were clinging to splintered into a dozen pieces. The section Rose had left gave her a little support, but I was sent spinning off.

She was still in the main current and she and what little of the branch was left were swept downstream.  All I could do was watch her disappear in the melee because the bottom suction had me and it was all I could do to keep my head above the surface. 

That gap was narrow and there was a fuck of a lot of water coming down the channel.  The pressure was tremendous, and a few whirlpools had formed at the base of the rocks.  I could feel the river sucking me down like some giant wet hands tugging at my pant legs.  The pull of the undertow was too powerful.  I tried to fight it, but I went down anyway.  It must have been a deep hole in the water.  It got pitch black, darker than midnight on a moonless night.  The water was muddy and filled with silt and a few feet down there wouldn’t be any light.  But I felt pressure on my eardrums, twenty or thirty feet of pressure at least. 

I wasn’t prepared to get sucked under.  It just happened with no warning and I didn’t have a chance to grab a lung full of air.  I was down deep and getting swirled around like a kid playing pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey.  It was dark, I was disoriented, and my lungs were screaming for air.

I was under a long time and starting to hear the angels calling.  I worried about Rose and what they would do to her when they caught her.  Then my brain started to kind of go blank and my lungs ached to suck in anything, including water.  Just as I was about to throw in my chips, the water turned noticeably lighter and the pressure on my ears decreased rapidly.  Then my head broke the surface and I kicked with my legs to thrust my head into the air and suck in as much precious oxygen as my lungs would hold.  The foul, putrid rotting odor of the jungle had never smelled so sweet.

I gasp a few times, coughing and spitting out water as I tried to suck in more air, but it wasn’t much of a reprieve.  The current had me and I was swept downstream. I could see nothing of Rose.  I frantically looked from side to side, wondering if she had made it to shore and was looking for me.  No sign of her. A few hundred yards later the river widened suddenly and lost its power as it spread out over a broad area and gave birth to a wetland.

I looked around and Rose was only a hundred feet away, looking wet and bedraggled, but safe and sound.  We were knee-deep in a march.  As far as the eye could see on both sides there was a sea of long-stemmed grass sticking out of the water.

I worked my way toward her.  Even half-drowned, Rose was absolutely gorgeous.  Her long blonde hair was as unruly as I had ever seen it and her evening gown top was torn and tattered.  But it was also completely soaked, and it clung to her curves like a second skin.  Her supple breasts were clearly outlined, and her small nipples dimpled the thin material.  Right there in the middle of a dangerous jungle, being hunted by killers using dog packs, I stopped and admired her beauty. Death awaited us at every turn and still she stirred me.  All I wanted at that moment was to live long enough to hold her again.  To make love to her and her to me, at least one more time, was all I wanted from life at that instance.

She smiled as I stared at her, the bright sunlight brought out every hue in her incredible brown eyes.

“That was fun,” she laughed.

“Stick with me, baby.  It’s gonna get funner” I assured her, in my best Humphrey Bogart impression.

“Ok Bogie” she teased.  “Lead the way.”

“First I need to check you for leeches.  Jungle rivers are notoriously full of leeches.  They probably weren’t in that torrent we just came through, but they love this kind of still water.  We will have to check ourselves often” I advised.

“Oh, crap” she exclaimed. 

I checked her over and she checked me.  We were clear, but we wouldn’t be for long.  I was certain of that.

“We need to do this several times a day” I informed.

“I think I prefer the dogs” exclaimed Rose.

*****


Chapter 9 - Human Prey

Mickey Spotts was a product of the Brooklyn streets.  His mother was an Italian beauty with ties to the mafia and his Irish father was a rum runner turned ward heeler.  During the depression, Mickey had both run numbers and been an altar boy.  He joined the police force as soon as he was of age. Two of his brothers were cops and two were gangsters.  One in the Italian mafia, one in the Irish.

He was elected rookie of the year and three years later made detective.  Spotts was promoted to detective sergeant in the spring of 1941.  His arrest record was impressive, and he was up for another promotion when the Japs bombed Pearl Harbor.  He joined the marines the morning of December 8, 1941, and ninety days later was commissioned a second lieutenant.  He hit the beaches four times in the South Pacific, twice with Gunnery Sergeant Coffin at his side. 

At the conclusion of hostilities, he was recruited by a multi-national police organization. The forerunner of Interpol, the ICPC was founded in 1923 and mainly consisted of a confederation of European police forces.  The Nazis took over the organization, but after the war, it was reconstituted as the International Criminal Police Organization in 1945.  Mickey Spotts was assigned as liaison to south Asian countries that were not yet official members of the organization.  As such he worked closely with the fledgling CIA.

He woke with a start as the sun began to stream through the window. Something had gone terribly wrong. Terri lay beside him, tied to the bed.  Despite her lack of freedom of movement, she had slept soundly.   Better than she had in days.   The softness of the mattress was a welcome change from the ground or the bamboo floor that had been her resting place. 

Spotts had laid down with the intention of resting a few hours before the attack.  Bannon’s troops should strike around three or four AM and the noise was sure to wake him.  But the attack never came and now it was dawn.

He crossed the room and turned on the radio, the music blared.  Terri was awake when he re-crossed.  She signed, stretching.

“You sleep well?” asked Spotts slipping in beside her.  His voice was low and close to her ear.

“Yes!  Thank you.  I can’t remember the last time I slept in a bed or the night through,” she replied in a whisper.

“The night through is a problem.  We were supposed to be rescued last night.  Something has gone wrong” cautioned Spotts, keeping his voice low, lest there were listening devices.

Her smile turned to fright.  “What does that mean?”

“It means that we are on our own.  You may have to be brave today.  Very brave.  Go along with whatever I do today.  I must play the villain and you must react accordingly.  Forget that we are friends.  Treat me as your enemy.  The man who has come to fuck you and dominate you.  I promise that everything I do will be in the service of gaining your freedom.  Even if it seems otherwise.  Do you understand?” Spotts demanded. 

“Yes,” she answered, slowly shaking her head in agreement.  Her was voice grave, frightened.

“It is essential that you have faith in me.  Our survival, both yours and mine, will depend on it.  Even if we are separated, I will come for you.  Do you believe that?” Spotts pressed.

“Yes,” Terri answered.

“Good!  Now get cleaned up, I’ll order us some breakfast.”

Fifteen minutes later Terri emerged from the bathroom clean and looking ravishing. She wore no makeup, but she really didn’t need any.  The revealing gown she wore, her only clothing, made her all the more alluring. Her girl next door appearance, turned seductress, would arouse any man and Spotts was no exception.  He could not help but be affected and hoped his excitement did not show.

“Eat! I’m gonna tie you to the bed and go do some exploring. I’ll leave the knots loose enough for you to work out of them if needed.  If I don’t return, you are on your own.  But if I’m alive, I will find you.”

Terri ate quickly, silently, filled with a great sense of dread.  When she was done, she stood in front of the bed and put her hands out to be tied again.

“I am sorry for this.  It is a precaution that might be essential,” Spotts whispered.

Terri assumed he was referring to the ropes.  She did not see his hand begin to move.  Spotts was a quick man and stronger than he looked.  His fist landed dead center on her right eye.  Terri was unconscious before her lovely body hit the bed.

*****

It didn’t take Spotts long to figure out that Straw and Rose were nowhere to be found.  The resort grounds were almost empty.  Some of the rooms were being cleaned, others had a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign hung on the doorknob.  The pool and dining hall were the only places where people gathered.  Mornings were not exactly the highlight of the activities being offered at this particular establishment.

The two guards approached him wearing black shirts.  Both bigger than Spotts, well-muscled, and well-armed.  “The director would have a word with you,” the taller one said.

“Lead the way,” answered Spotts.

“Mr. Spotts, what a pleasure to meet you,” said the thin man behind the desk.  He was tall and almost gaunt.  He loomed across his desk like a ghost, extending a frail hand.

“We’ll see about the pleasure,” replied Spotts.  “And my name is Mickey.”

“Well, then Mickey,” said the man, retaking his seat.  “We have a problem.  It seems you owe the club a little money.”

“How do you figure that?” asked Spotts.  “You have my deposit and it was in cash.”

“That beautiful blonde you promised us, has flown the coop.  She and Captain Straw killed three guards last night and are nowhere to be found this morning.”

“What’s that got to do with me? She's your property.  Go find her.”

“Technically, she is still your property.  You waged her to Captain Straw.  We have never taken delivery of the goods and your account has been so credited.  That charge, combined with your rather lavish bid for the young brunette last night, has overdrawn your account.” announced the thin man.

Spotts returned his stare.  The thin man was impassive, his eyes expressionless.  Almost hollow and dull.  The perfect bean counter.   There was another man in the room.  A fat man sat in the corner.  He was fanning himself with a handheld fan, sweat poured off his sallow skin.  He had a whisky tumbler in his hand, and he swirled the dark liquid around, studying it while the ice cubes clinked.  He avoided making any eye contact with Spotts.

“Gentlemen, I am sure we can come to an accommodation” assured Spotts.  “I’m good for it.”

“How well do you know Jack Straw” ask the fat man, speaking for the first time.

‘So, you’re the boss’, thought Spotts.  “Met him when he flew me in here.  Didn’t like him.  Strikes me as a boy scout.  Surprised he stayed.  But he did seem to have a real yen for the blonde.  Can’t blame him for that.  She was exquisite and as talented as I’ve ever seen.  She could suck the chrome off of a gear shift knob.  Absolutely incredible mouth” relayed Spotts.

“We’ll take your word for it,” the thin man said.

“Go catch her.  See for yourself.  You’ll never forget her.  She has a way of squeezing your balls that squirts it out of you like toothpaste out of a tube.  I’ve had blowjobs all over the world and she’s the best.  Hands down.”

The fat man had been leaning back and he brought all four chair legs to the floor.  Spotts could tell he was interested.  His body posture was hiding any arousal that he may have.

“Jack Straw has been identified as someone that might have something to do with the disappearance of two of our guards a few days ago” announced the fat man.

“I know nothing about that.  I just met the guy.  He came with the chartered plane, but he seemed like a cream puff to me.  Maybe you need better guards.”

“Why would the girl run off with him?  That’s interesting, don’t you think?” mused the fat man.

“Don’t give a shit why” announced Spotts.  ‘Maybe he forced her.  He sure had the hots for her.  Maybe she figured out that this was a one-way trip.  That she was staying here, and I was going.  I’ve never been able to predict what a woman will do.  I just know I like sticking my dick in them.”

“What exactly is your business, Mr. Spotts?” asked the fat man.

“Mickey and if you guys don’t know that, no wonder you have guests and whores running off.  As you should know, I’m in smuggling and high-end heists.”

“I heard you were a trigger man” declared the thin man.

“I did some button work when I was younger.  That’s a risky way to live and they give you the needle for that kind of activity.  I needed the cash to get my business started, but these days I save it for guys that piss me off!”  Spotts’ voice was light and conversational, but his eyes swept the room, meeting both the thin man’s and the fat man’s gaze.”

“Did I detect a threat, in there?” asked the fat man.  “You are standing on our ground a long way from home.”

“Of course not.  We’re all businessmen here.  You’ve got a nice thing going here.  You provide a valuable service.  There are guys in the states that would love this place.   My roots go deep into the Irish mob, but I also have an Italian mother and an Italian Godfather.  It was an arranged marriage to avoid a turf war across three states, but they came to love one another and I’m the favored son.  No threats, just setting the ground rules.  Something happens to me and some very capable people are going to be asking questions and your answers better be what they want to hear.”

The thin man looked to the fat man for guidance.  They exchanged glances in silence.  There was a knock at the door and a guard entered.  The thin man motioned, and the guard crossed the room and whispered in his ear.

“It seems you have damaged even more of our goods,” he said to Spotts.

Spotts laughed.  “That little tart you sold me.  No need to settle up on her.  I want a hunt.  I want to be the one that kills her.”

“That’ll be expensive.”

“She’s not the prize you think.  She’s a dyke.  Her cunt is cold, her ass is loose, and she couldn’t suck Coca-Cola through a straw.  She’ll make a terrible whore; she just lays there crying for her mother.  But I’ll give you top dollar for the pleasure of ending her.”

“Interesting” opined the fat man.  “Your night must have been quite interesting.  Those scratches on your cheek.  That her work?”

Spotts touched his cheek.  “She’s quite the spitfire and she has a problem with authority. Probably some rich cunt you guys boosted off of a college campus somewhere.  I like taking it as much as the next guy, but she’s a little hell bitch and I want my face, this face to be the last one she sees.” Spotts pointed to his scratches, his voice ringing with vengeance.

“And how do you propose to pay for this little adventure?’ asked the thin man.

“I’ll have some more funds wired.  Just give me your deposit information, and I’ll send a telegram or whatever you have on this island of yours” assured Spotts.

“We would like a moment to discuss this,” said the thin man.  “Please wait in the hallway.”

“What do you think?” asked the thin man, turning to face the fat man.  “If he’s a liar, he’s a good one.”

“Of course, he’s a liar.  He’s an American gangster!  Or maybe not.  He could be just a very clever, little man.  He could also be an agent of some police or intelligence organization.  Killing him out of hand might make us enemies we don’t need.  He talks a good game.  The scratches on his face are real enough.  The bruises on the girl are real as well.  His money is good.  What the hell!” the fat man mused.  “Let’s see if he kills the girl.  That will be informative.”

“In the meantime, let’s get our money.  Let him send his telegram and get us paid.  If he wants to hunt the girl, so what.  We have lots of girls.  Most of them are not half as much trouble.  Let him have his sport, but don’t give him a working weapon.  If he wants to kill the girl, make him do it the old-fashioned way, up close and personal.  That’ll show us what he’s really made of.  Send at least two of the best black shirts with him” he advised.

“Too bad” the thin man announced.

“What?” asked the fat man.

“I was looking forward to trying that little brunette slut myself.”

“There’ll be others the fat man” soothed.  “Whores are a dime a dozen on our island,” he chuckled.

Spotts’ Telegram Note: Dear Uncle, from Spotts, stop Still awaiting parcel stop Your blonde whore skipped out stop Send additional funds equal to first stop Tell my Godfather will bring him a gift stop Wire address as follows stop

The thin man read the note.  It was scrawled in an almost immaculate hand.

“Fill in our bank account information at the bottom and send this” he instructed an assistant, handing off the note.

*****

Terri was gone when Spotts returned to his bungalow.  The ropes had been cut, but there was no sign of a struggle.  Spotts crawled under the bed and scooted to the headboard, then reached up behind it, feeling for the pistol that was taped there.  It was the Colt that he had selected for Rose.  Then he dressed for the hunt and stuck the little gun in his belt in the small of his back, but under his shirt.  It would be awkward to get to, but it would be well concealed. 

There were more people in the hunting party than Spotts expected.  Two black shirts, three other guards, and the tracker with three hounds.   The thin man was there to see them off. 

“The girl left about an hour ago.  You can get started if you don’t rush it.  It should be an easy hunt.”

“It’s the end that matters” replied Spotts.  “Where’s my gun?”

One of the guards stepped forward and handed him a lever-action Winchester.  Spotts took the weapon and inspected it.  Then pumped the lever to rack a shell.  It had a smooth action.

“A .405 caliber with a 300-grain bullet.  Overkill for such a small girl” exclaimed Spotts.

“That’s for Tigers” responded the thin man.

Spotts shouldered the gun and fired into a tree, well over everyone’s head.  He heard a solid ‘click’.  Everyone looked at Spotts.  He calmingly tossed the gun to a guard. 

“Doesn’t work.  You carry it” he declared.  “I’ll borrow a knife when we get close to the bitch.”

An hour and a half later the dogs were running well ahead of the hunting party.  Spotts could hear the change in the sound of the barking and baying. 

“She’s treed” declared the tracker.

The guards, especially the black shirts had been keeping a close eye on Spotts and he had done his best to distract them and cast doubt on their view that he might be a threat. 

“Nobody shoot her,” Spotts demanded.  “I want you two boys to take turns with her before I kill her.  I want to watch while you fuck her.  She’s quite a ride.  Prime stuff.  You’ll love it.”

His Spanish was broken, and his descriptions had been crass and tasteless, but he had managed to convey his message.   Both black shirts seemed to be looking forward to some sport and began to joke about it.

Terri had been running for almost three hours.  Her muscles ached and her lungs burned.  The jungle foliage had torn at her legs, leaving them ripped and bleeding.  She was exhausted, the sound of the hounds had haunted her, always getting ever closer. 

Fear drove her.  It kept her moving long after she would otherwise have collapsed.  What had happened to Spotts?  Was he dead?  Was she on her own?  She didn’t have a chance.  Why not just stop and let it happen?  Kill her or rape her or whatever?  She was beginning not to care. Exhaustion had clouded her thinking. What difference did it make?  She couldn’t go any further.  To end it, would at least be a relief.

She stopped and leaned against a tree.  If she waited for them, she could stop running.  Her lungs heaved.  She straightened and raised her arms, stretching her chest as much as possible, filling them with the healing air.  Great desperate breaths that were never quite enough to replenish her needs.  Then she saw the lead hound, the brush around it rustled with the presence of more dogs.

Adrenaline surged through her tired limbs as she shook off the weariness.  She grabbed for the branch above her and pulled herself up, just as the pack closed in, their powerful jaws snapping empty air as they leaped for a piece of her, but they missed by less than inches.   

Terri had climbed higher in the ten minutes it took the hunting party to catch up with the hounds.  The tracker was the first.  He came running out of the foliage to mix in with his dogs.  Quickly followed by Spotts who was running ahead of the three guards and two black shirts. 

They all milled around the base of the tree looking up.  Terri was a good twenty feet up and going higher. 

“Leash those hounds!  You're scaring the girl” ordered Spotts. 

The tracker did as he was told but shot back “They are supposed to scare her.”

“Not when we are trying to get her down! You idiot!” yelled Spotts.  “On second thought, get those curs out of here entirely.” For a few minutes, there was a void of leadership.  Everyone ringed the tree, looking up.  Neither of the black shirts issued any orders and Spotts took his opportunity.  Suddenly he was in charge.

He spun around to face the guards.  He shoved one of the lesser guards, shouting “Get up there!” as he pointed up into the tree.  Then he turned to another.  “Get moving” he yelled, anxiously pointing upward again.

“After her” Spotts demanded.  His voice was loud and authoritative. 

Two of the guards lay their M1 rifles down and scrambled up the tree.  One was quick and limber and was ten feet up in no time.  The other had trouble.  He moved more cautiously like he was afraid of heights.

Spotts tapped the third guard on the shoulder and thrust his thumb in the air.  “Get up there and help them.”

All three guards were in the tree and Terri was moving higher.  She was at least fifty feet up, the three men well behind and moving more carefully.  Both black shirts were looking up, as was Spotts.  All three M1 rifles were leaning against the base of the tree and Spotts was careful not to move near him.

Spotts pointed up, speaking to the black shirts.  “You going to love fucking her” he declared.  “Nice round tits.  She loves it from behind.”  He held his hands pretending to be holding a partner and swung his hips like he was ramming it home repeatedly. 

They laughed and looked up. Spotts was moving around, spouting sexual references and in general directing their attention up into the tree.

The first shot caught the closest black shirt in the base of his skull.  It was only a .25 caliber bullet, but at the range of two feet, it was instantly lethal.  The black shirt dropped like a stone and before he hit the ground, Spotts had pivoted and fired again.

The other black shirt had turned toward the sound of the gunfire, his Thompson submachine gun swinging up.  Spotts had the advantage of surprise and was the quicker of the two men.  If it had been karambits or kali sticks, the black shirt might have had a chance.  But not with firearms.  The man was out of his comfort zone and Spotts was highly trained and highly skilled.  His shot grouping was perfect.  The two rounds tore into the black shirt’s heart, so close together as to make only one large hole. 

The guards above had also heard the shots and were looking down and shouting and pointing.  Spotts calmly walked over to the tree trunk and selected an M1.  He looked up, shouldered the rifle, and drew a bead on the guard in the tree that was closest to Terri.  The crack of a rifle rang out and the man fell; his body bouncing off two branches, before landing face down near the base of the tree. 

Spotts looked up.  He could see Terri almost sixty feet up.  She had stopped climbing and was looking down at him.  He nodded at her as if that would give her comfort.  The other guards had stopped chasing Terri and were trying to hide among the leaves.  Spotts shot another one and he almost landed on top of him.  Crashing to earth only a few feet beside him.

The third guard had worked his way to the other side of the tree and was hiding in the leaves and behind the branches.  Spotts walked around the tree, always looking up.  His eyes searched for any sign of the man.

“I can’t see him” he shouted to Terri.   Her gaze swept over the lower limbs.  There he was.

“I see him” she yelled, pointing toward his location.

Spotts carefully studied the area she indicated. The man was up about sixty feet.   Spotts couldn’t see him.  He was obscured by a cluster of smaller limbs.  Spotts didn’t have a clear shot, so he fired blind.  It was a miss, but a close one and the guard scurried along the limb like a panicked monkey.  Spotts took aim again, but the target slipped and fell.  He grabbed for another branch, missed, then screamed in terror.  Halfway down the guard hit another branch.  Spotts heard bones cracking and thereafter the body had an abnormal shape.    Then the body bounced off the jungle floor and lay still.

Terri saw the third guard fall and immediately started down. “Thanks for saving me,” she called.

“Anytime” replied Spotts.  “Now get your ass down.  We have to move.”

Going down was not as easy as going up.  The height frightened Terri as she realized how high up she was and how far the guards had fallen. Going up she was driven by panic, her blood pumping like a drug, driving her ever higher.  But now the fear of falling was ever-present and looking down was essential in every step.  The branches creaked and swayed as they gave under her weight.  Her grip on each limb seemed less secure than it had just moments ago. 

Cautiously, slowly, she worked her way groundward.  It took her a full fifteen minutes to descend and when her feet finally touched the jungle soil, she was treated to five dead bodies.  Each nicely stripped of their clothes.

“Why are they all in their underwear?” she asked.

“You need proper clothes.  Take your pick.  Whatever fits.  But do it quick.  We have to get out of here” he ordered.  “Don’t forget a good set of boots.  You’ll need them!”

*****


Chapter 10 – Swamp Tag

The river had been a godsend.  It swept us several miles, leaving the dogs far behind.  

“I can’t hear the dogs,” I said.

Rose listened for a moment and we were both silent.  “Neither can I” she agreed.

A few hundred yards ahead the grass yielded to an expanse of flooded trees, with thick, twisted roots sticking up out of the water, like giant, gnarled fingers.  They formed a honeycomb of interconnected canals.  Their moss-covered branches spreading dozens of feet skyward to create an overhead canopy that blocked much of the direct sunlight.  We moved toward it sloshing through the knee-deep water as fast as we could.

I have always liked swamps.  They are unique; placid and serene.  Its stillness is strangely compelling to me. You can almost hear the silence.  There is something about their tranquility that calls to me.  They team with life, but unlike the jungle, it’s a quiet place.

The swamp is a place of sudden death, where creatures lay in wait.  Snakes, fist-sized spiders, a myriad of flying insects, alligators, lizards, and carnivorous fish, which all strike in a flash.  Absolute stillness until something dies in a sudden lethal flash of violence, then the quiet abruptly returns.

Rose didn’t share my enthusiasm for the swamp. Creepy was her assessment.  It was filled with the stuff of nightmares, everything that crawls, slithers, bites, and sucks your blood.  But she was a trooper and charged right ahead, even when the water was up to our chests and the alligators were launching off the shallows.  I gave her the machete and she clutched it in her hand like it was her new best friend.  A viper swam a little too close to us and she made short work of it.  The girl was quick and even better, steady in an emergency.

“I’ll cook that up for you.  Very tasty” I assured.

“Fuck you Straw” she chided.

The jungle is alive with motion and sound, but the swamp is like a painting, silent and still.  The water's surface was smooth and ripple-free. It beckoned to me, pristine as a new snow cover.  Occasionally a bird would shatter the calm with a single shriek, but in a strange way, it emphasizes the ever-present silence.

The water was clear, and we could easily see the bottom, but it had a light brown tint.  The trees and foliage had changed their character.  New species of plants grew out of the water and the canopy above us was thicker.  I could barely see the sky.  Sunlight filtered through the treetops providing plenty of light, but it was diffused.

All swamps are the same the world over.  The types of trees and brush vary, and the species of lizards, snakes, and poisonous spiders changes, but the atmosphere is always the same.  There is a stillness in a swamp that is both peaceful and maddening.  A tranquility that belies the danger waiting at almost every turn.

Heat rolled off the water, but the surface was as smooth and calm as a sheet of glass.  Periodically there was an instant of motion and something would dive, or surface, or slither from the shore and disappear under the water   Slime covered much of the surface, blocking an otherwise unobstructed view of the bottom.  God only knew what was waiting under that green goo.

Unlike the jungle that leaves a history of your passing.  A broken limb.  A cut branch where you hacked through or a boot print in the trail.  The swamp just flows around you.  Opens a path and then closes it behind you.  A few ripples, some minor wave action, a little bottom turbulence as the mud resettles, then stillness.  Nothing to signal our passing.

We moved out into the center of the channel.  Walking up to our waists and chests.  I wanted to flush our scents and smells with as much liquid as I could find and mix our smells with every other that was around.  Confuse and dilute.  That was the way to escape a pack of hounds.

Wading through the water was slow going and several times I had to beat off a gator or a snake with a sturdy stick that I had picked up.  The Thompson was too essential to risk breaking it across the snout of a reptile.  One was especially aggressive and came in much too close.  Jaws snapping, making that raw hissing sound they make. A shot would have given our position away, but I was ready to cut loose anyway when Rose came down on it hard with her machete.  She didn’t kill it, but it left in a hurry, clearly wounded. 

We could hear the dogs now; they were off to our left on the higher ground that rimmed the swamp.  Our progress had slowed, and they had better ground to run on, but they had to be guessing about our location.  Circling us, hoping to pick up our scent wherever we exited.

I was pushing us as fast as I could.  I didn’t know if they were running ahead of their masters or if they were leased.  It sure sounded like they were running free.  It was easier for them to move through the jungle trails than for us to wade through the water.  There was almost no sign of our passing except the bottom muck that we were stirring up.  I figured it would take about fifteen minutes for the debris to settle back out of the water and erase all signs of our passage. We’d been stopping every hour or so to clean ourselves of leeches, but we skipped that and pressed on faster.

Several hours later we came to high ground and waded out of the water and cut across the land.  The foliage was not thick, and we picked up some distance. Then there was more water and a number of channels.  I took the one to the right for no good reason.  It was just a split-second decision.  I was starting to wonder how we would ever get out of this maze of green and water.  Every direction looked the same.

Both of us were exhausted.  The heat, struggling in the river current, the restless night in the storm, and hours of running through knee and waist deep water.  It had all taken its toll.  We had to rest, so we sought refuge in a tree on a small patch of dry ground deep in the swamp. 

We had wedged ourselves into the crux of some tree branches a good thirty or forty feet up.  Too high for the snakes that often inhabit the lower limbs and hopefully the leopards as well.  It was just us, the birds, and the monkeys, or so I thought.

We were well hidden from the ground, but there wasn’t enough room for both of us.  We were all balled up together and I tied us in with our belts.  It wasn’t what you would call restful, but it worked and we both got some badly needed shut-eye.  I drifted in and out of slumber and hoped I wasn’t snoring.  I was half sitting, half laying and Rose was draped across me, with her head nestled against my upper chest.  She slept better than I did, I’m sure I was softer to lay on than the hard, lumpy bark that supported my back.

She was a strong, tough woman, with bigger balls than most men, but I was still determined to protect her.  I stroked her hair lovingly and promised “I will get you through this.”  It was less than a whisper and I thought she was asleep, but she responded with gentle pressure.

I never realized how many critters make their home in a swamp tree.  There were a lot more than monkeys scampering over these limbs.  Spiders, millipedes, lizards, shrews, and God knows what else crawled over our sleeping bodies.  I awoke once staring face to face with a bug-eyed monkey called a tarsier.  It was small enough to fit in the palm of my hand but had huge eyes.  It didn’t seem at all afraid of me, just curious.  It freaked me out a little and I shooed it away.

I didn’t sleep for more than fifteen or twenty minutes at a shot.  The night seemed endless.  I would come awake with a start, look around, and then have trouble drifting off again.  I was dying to stretch and adjust my position, but I didn’t want to disturb Rose.  So, I toughed it out.  It would have been impossible anyway to get comfortable in that tree. One position was as agonizing as another.

All night long I had seen lights moving in the distance.  They had lost our trail and were running a systematic search.  The swamp was dotted with small mounds, called hummocks.  They offered high ground and a few trees.  These knolls were never more than a couple of hundred feet or so across and we had picked out one of the larger ones.

I watched them get nearer and nearer.  Each time I awoke they seemed closer, but it was hard to be certain.  They were a determined bunch and were checking every hummock with a methodical precision that frightened me.  I thought about climbing down and making another run for it.  But crawling around in that swamp in the dead of night would have been more dangerous than standing our ground.

Dawn was just beginning to filter through the treetops when they finally got close.  The dogs picked up our scent exactly where we had come out of the water and made a beeline for our tree.  Their barking woke Rose.

“I hear dogs.  They’re near,” she warned, her tone conveyed deep alarm.

“I’m tired of running.  Time to even up the odds” I declared.

“What do you have in mind?” she asked.

“A little surprise.  But we need to wait until they’re dumb enough to get all bunched up.”

“And if they don’t?” Rose replied.

“Odds are high that they will.  They’re overconfident.  They see us as prey, not as a threat.  The first blow will be easy.  Then they’ll learn and it will get harder” I answered.

The hounds surrounded our tree and were barking and baying.  Within minutes, six men were scrambling out of the water and heading for our tree.  They flashed their lights up, searching the branches.  A cone of light swept over us, but the beam didn’t stop.  We both pulled back against the trunk as much as possible, reducing our profile.  I took a quick peek.  Both the dogs and the men were surrounding the tree.  We would have to hit both sides at once.

I had taken six grenades off of the Bannon.  I handed one to Rose and I kept one in my hand. 

“Don’t throw it, just let it drop” I instructed.  “We have to do this at the same time.  You on that side and me on this.  The minute it’s gone, flatten yourself against me.”

Rose got into position, as did I.

“Pull the pin on three I said.  Make sure you have a straight drop.  If it bounces off of a branch.  The blast might be close enough to harm us more than them.  On three” I advised.

“On three!” she echoed.

“One, two, pull” I announced, then jerked out the pin and ducked my head back in.  Rose did the same and pressed into me hard enough to crush a rib or two.  The grenades went off almost at the same time.  The concussions rocked the branches and some of the blowbacks knocked loose a shower of leaves and twigs.

Our friends below never knew what hit them.  The blast took them from both sides and the shrapnel did its job.  When I peeked out, there was very little movement.  I could hear some groaning, but I suspected the fight had gone out of them. 

“Time to move, Love” I declared.

We climbed down and surveyed the scene. It was mostly a bloody pile of man and beast.  Their deaths were quick and painless.  One hound was still alive.  It had a sucking chest wound and was whimpering, I put him out of his misery with a round to the head.  I did the same for one of the men.  I tried to question him, but he was from a hill tribe and we couldn’t make the language work.  Either that or he just wasn’t talking.  I’ll never know because I put one in his forehead.  It was better than leaving him with a belly wound.  He’d either bleed out, turn septic, or get gobbled up by a gator. I figured a bullet was kinder.

We rifled through their stuff looking for anything that would help us survive.  We grabbed some ammo, three M1s, a couple of bolo knives, a nice machete of an alternate design, and some rations.  We ripped open the rations immediately.  They were gone in seconds.  We were starving.

None of their clothes fit me, but Rose grabbed two shirts that didn’t have too many holes in them.  They had a Thompson, but the grenade had damaged the loading mechanism.  It broke my heart to leave it behind, but it was just a hunk of steel junk now.

“They must have been using boats.  Let’s see if we can find one” I advised, and we searched the shoreline of our small island.  It wasn’t exactly an island.  Just a high spot in the swamp.

We found three nice pole boats.  There were a ton of supplies in one.  I poked a hole in the bottom of one and let it sink. Then I rigged a tow line on the one with the goods and pulled it behind the other one.  Ten minutes later we were deeper into the swamp and well out of sight of our tree home and its surrounding carnage.

*****

I’d been poling for about twenty minutes and we were moving deeper and deeper into the swamp.  Rose had drifted off and I just let her sleep. The only sound was my pole pushing us forward.

“God, I’ve got more kinks than a jungle river,” Rose said stirring and stretching.  “Where’re you taking me?”

“To my secret lair where I can have my way with you,” I replied.

“You Tarzan, Me Jane?” responded Rose.

“Exactly” I agreed.

“This the funner part you promised?” she quipped.

“Some of it!”

“If you think I’m gonna fuck you in this swamp with snakes, bugs, lizards, and giant spiders lurking to crawl up my ass, you got the wrong gal” declared Rose.  “You’ve got a hot cock Jack Straw, but no man is that tempting!”

She turned to look at me.  She was smiling, but I couldn’t tell if she was serious or pimping me.  It didn’t really matter, there were other concerns that took precedence.”

“On a more serious note.  What do you think Spotts will do when he notices we’re missing?” I asked.

“And the marines as well” Rose added.

“Then there’s that.”

“That’s hard to predict.  If he was alone, I’d guess he would tough it out and hold his cover.  But with the girl to protect, he’d take whatever path was her best chance of survival and that would be totally dependent on circumstances as they evolve” Rose mused.

“You’ve worked with him a lot?”

“Two or three times.  He’s a gutsy man and very clever.  A lot tougher than he looks.”

“I had that last part figured” I opined.

“Should we be checking the rally point?” I asked. We had set a meeting place just in case everything went to shit, and it certainly had.

“I don’t think we should hang around there, but we should leave some kind of signal, so he will know we’re around” Rose answered.

“Such as?”

“The only thing I can think of is my dress” announced Rose.  “If someone else finds it, they will think I just dropped it passing through.  Spotts, however, will know it’s a signal and keep checking back.

“That’s a good idea,” I replied. 

Rose turned in her seat and pulled her dress over her head.  She was wearing Bannon's khaki pants but was naked from the waist up.  Her beautiful tits were on full display.  They were just as luscious and appealing here in the middle of a swamp as they were when she sat in the middle of my bed.

Rose smiled and gave her torso a teasing little shake.  Her perfect cones jiggled like well-set jello and I was instantly hard. 

“Were you serious about no fucking?” I asked, as her tits disappeared under one of the shirts, she had taken off our dead pursuers. 

Rose just smiled and took her time buttoning the shirt. 

“So, what’s the plan?” she asked, leaving the top buttons open enough to display some cleavage. I loved the view, but the mosquitoes were going to find it equally inviting.  It didn’t take her long to swap at a few and button-up.

“I thought we should do some reconnaissance, select some escape routes, pick a couple of hide-a-ways and stash some supplies in at least three different cashes.”

“Those are all sound tactical decisions, but I was inquiring about strategic objectives.  What’s the priority?  Cut and run and find a way off this island?  Go back and try and spring Terri? Or, start cutting them down to size?

“At eighty-three to one, cutting them down to size might be problematic,” I warned.”

“Eighty-one as of this morning” Rose corrected.

“Terri was our mission objective.”  Shouldn’t she be our priority?”

“If it’s practical.  How are we going to grab her? Our cover is blown.  You got a way off this island that I don’t know about?  Can we steal your plane?” Rose was full of questions.  All valid.

“I doubt the plane is still there.  Outer Island Air most probably picked it up already and I’m out of a job.  Even if it is, it’s a perfect ambush site.  One sniper anywhere on that perimeter is all they need to pick us off” I assessed.

“So, flying out of here is out.  What’s escape plan number 2?  I don’t feel like swimming that channel to the next island.  It’s several miles of shark-infested water and the currents get pretty strong.”

“Maybe we can steal a boat” I suggested.

“Sounds like we need to do some recon before we decide anything” asserted Rose.

“I agree.”

*****


Chapter 11 - Build Me a Treehouse

We came to a broad expanse of water that was more like a marsh than a swamp.  Hummocks had been getting scarce and the few that existed in this area offered only sparse brush cover.  One solitary tree stood tall and majestic in the center of it all.  Had to be seventy or eighty feet high.

“Head for that island” commanded Rose.

“Exactly what I was thinking.”

“You might get lucky after all” she observed.

“Swamps make you horny?” I asked.

“No, but shooting platforms do.”

“You’re a very strange girl, Rose-Alyssa”

“You heard my name.  That was private, for the Lieutenant.  Forget it.”

“Oral sex makes me forget even my own name” I offered.

She laughed “I’ll have to remember that.”

“What is this about shooting?”

“You’re going to make me a treehouse.”

“Me Tarzan, you Jane!” I announced.

“Out of what?” I asked.  “We don’t have any tools.”  

“We have rope,” she declared.  We’re going to drag the extra boat up that tree about sixty or so feet so I can have a clear field of fire.”

“Well you couldn’t have picked a better spot” I replied, looking around.  “But you talk like a sniper.”

“I am a sniper, one of the best. I don’t keep a kill book, but they’re all in my head.”

“I don’t know whether to be frightened or impressed.  I’ve never been with a sniper.  Are they kinky?”

“Some of them are very kinky” smiled Rose.

“I just got hard,” I replied.

“Everything makes you hard.  Save it” she advised.

“I like the concept, but I wouldn’t want you to get trapped up there.”

“That’s why you are going to be down on the ground to cover my flank” advised Rose.

“That is exactly what I was thinking.  Covering your ass is definitely a job I was born for” I replied.

“Well then let’s get to it. The quicker we get this done the sooner you get laid.”

“So that’s definitely back on the table?”

“I wasn’t going to fuck you on the ground with spiders and lizards and snakes crawling around.  Nor in a tree balancing on a limb like an orangutan.  Inside the boat is another matter.  So, get cracking Captain Straw, the lady is in need.”

“Well, you certainly know how to motivate me.”

It didn’t take as long as I thought to get the boat up the tree.  It took some effort, but it went smoothly.  I climbed up with a rope around my waist.  It was an easy tree to climb, but we didn’t have sixty feet of rope.  So, I had to bring it up in stages.  Haul it up and wedge it between some branches, then climb some more and do it again.  About fifteen feet from the top I found a perfect spot.  It was way up there, and the wind was blowing a little.  I strapped myself to a limb and Rose tied the other end of the rope to the boat.  Then I hauled like crazy the last twenty feet and lashed the boat securely in place.

*****

A few minutes later Rose was standing beside Straw in the canoe.  She reached out to steady herself against a tree limp.  They were sixty-five feet up and the wind was light.  The leaves barely stirred.

“Hell, of a view” she commented.  “Thank You, Darling.”

“Darling?  That sounds romantic” he opined as he turned to look at her.

Rose unbuttoned her shirt.  “No mosquitos up here” she observed as she let the shirt fall from her shoulders.  She stood there motionless, posing like a model, with her perfect tits aimed straight at Straw.

“Well give them time” he answered.  “They’ll find us quick enough.”

He just stood there staring at her breasts. They were absolutely marvelous.  The only thing Straw liked better than looking at them, was sucking on them.

“Well let’s not wait for them!  Stop staring at my tits and drop your pants” she urged. “You said something about oral sex?”

Straw didn’t remember his fingers ever moving so fast.  He still had his tux pants on, and he almost ripped them open.  The fucking things had buttons.  Rose laughed as he struggled.  She finally took pity on him and helped free his dick.  God, she has wonderful hands thought Straw as they plied his swelling flesh.

Straw lay back in the boat and Rose went to work.  Fuck she had a mouth.  His cock never had it so good.  She had him groaning in no time and then started in with her long, elegant fingers.  Rose had a way of massaging a man’s balls like she was milking him.  She squeezed and I erupted and drank down every drop.

Then she leaned in to kiss him with his cum still on her lips.  Rose got a kick out of feeding him back his own spunk.  After a few swipes of her milky tongue, she went back down on him.  This time, just to harden him up, but what she really wanted was a stiff one to ride.

“Oh God” she sighed as her warm wetness flowed around him.  “I love the moment it goes in!”

He looked up at her and they locked gazes.  Rose leaned in and kissed him again.  This time it was tender and loving, but with lots of tongue and she pumped her ass up and down his dick the whole time.  Then she straightened up, throwing back her head.  Her long blonde hair cascaded down to cover her tits.  Straw reached up and brushed it away so that he could take one in each hand.  She was having her fun and I will have mine he thought.

“Don’t fail me, big boy.  This may take a while” she demanded.

“I’ll do my best,” he assured.

“I’ll be the judge of that,” she teased.  “Do good and I might reward you.  Do bad and I’ll cut you off cold.  Turn this relationship platonic in a New York minute.”

Straw started to come up with a snappy retort but was too slow on the uptake.  Rose was lost in her own lust.  Her eyes skyward, her nipples rock hard, and her ass sliding up and down his cock like she was on a Merry-Go-Round, and Straw’s cock was the pole.  He just lay back, massaging her tits and hoping he could keep it hard for her.

*****

It rained again that night.   It wasn’t monsoon strength, but it was a fuck of a lot of water.  The wind whipped up a bit and our treetop abode swayed.  It was like being at the top of the mast on the Vassar, but Rose didn’t enjoy the ride.

I had rigged up a tarp to put over the canoe.  It wasn’t quite long enough, so I hacked a hole in one end of the boat to let out the water that had accumulated.  I hated to destroy a perfectly good boat; we might need it.  But it was either that or laying in rainwater all night.  I elected to be high and dry and cuddle up with Rose for a good night’s sleep.

It was more than creature comfort.  Many a battle has been lost to fatigue.  The troops too tired to fight effectively or more importantly, to think creatively.  Our lives depended on our stamina and our wits.  I needed both to guarantee our survival.

We fucked again that night.  Because of the tarp and the rain, Rose didn’t have the room to climb on and ride me like she loved so much, but we made do.  I liked being up close to her.  It’s more intimate.  Holding her while she trembles in her release and the way her soft breath feels on my ear as she sighs and whimpers.  If it’s a woman you care about, that’s the next thing to cuming.

I don’t know when the rain stopped.  We were both out for the count after our non-stop twenty-four-hour ordeal.   When your adrenaline is as high as it gets and then plunges, that in and of itself, can create extreme fatigue.  But we were alive, rested, and had breakfast, even if it was cold and served out of a can.

*****

Two days later we were sitting in another tree over the rendezvous.  The dress we had left near the site was knotted, signaling that Spotts had been there. 

We had been busy spending our days planning for war and our nights fucking in each other arms.  After setting up Rose’s shooting platform, we had created several stashes, hide-outs, and escape routes. 

We were short on arms, supplies, and ammunition.  We could either steal them from Shangri-La storehouses or scavenge them from the ambush site.  Despite the tigers, the dead bodies of the Filipino soldiers were a safer source, so it was back to the massacre site.  It really stank, rot sets in quickly in the tropics, but the tigers didn’t seem to mind.  They were still feasting.

I left Rose at the edge of the clearing to watch for tigers and I went in to check for any leftovers we could use.  She was the logical choice to cover me, she was the better shot.  Three of them were feeding several yards apart.   I fired a few rounds from the Thompson, and they landed near the closest one.  They all scattered, but I was sure they hadn’t gone far. 

I moved quickly from body to body, between the smell and the partially eaten condition it was all I could do not to wretch my guts out.  The bodies were crawling with maggots, flies, and other insects, but I found some usable items.  We added five more grenades, a couple of hundred rounds, medical supplies, flashlights, more web gear, several meals of c-rations, and a pair of boots for me.  A perfect fit.

I have seldom been more anxious to leave an area, but it was worth the effort. My inspection was rushed.  The rounds we fired to scatter the big cats could have been heard by a passing control, so our stay time was limited.

We were uncertain about what to do about Terri.  We could hardly barge in and search for her.  Even on the off chance, we spotted her, just grabbing her without an exit plan would have just made things worse.  Our only real option was to trust that Spotts had her under his wing.

We created another cash of supplies, learned the swamp so we could navigate in a hurry, and selected a few ambush sites of our own.  The swamp was a perfect base of operations.  It did not seem to be patrolled very well, which meant only a few of our attackers actually knew their way around in there.  Anyone following us in would be at a significant disadvantage because we knew the ground and they didn’t.

At the far south end, the swamp ended abruptly as the water slowly drained over a low cliff wall.  It wasn’t exactly a waterfall, more of a consistent drip.  However, it was low enough that high tide would periodically flood over it, making the water at that end of the swamp brackish.  An ideal environment for crocodiles.   To the east was the small pocket beach where the marines landed.

Westward, a crag of rock rose about two hundred feet to a narrow plateau, then plunged into the sea.   We climbed that rock wall and discovered a sheltered cove that offered a large, protected anchorage.  There were a couple of paths down to the water and a narrow road suitable only for four-wheel-drive vehicles.  It was heavily guarded.

We watched as a converted PT Boat pulled in and offloaded at least twenty women.  All round-eyed Europeans.  Mostly blondes and redheads.  They were obviously looking for the exotic and, in the orient, that’s not a brunette.  My guess was that they were from Australia and they didn’t look happy to be here.  Their guards were heavily armed and not very gentle in the treatment of the prisoners, or should I say cargo.  More women were also coming in by sailboat.  Island traders like my Vassar would offload young girls and take on opium.  Their distribution and feeder logistics were well organized.  Rose was fuming and named the place ‘White Slaver’s Bay’.  If she ever came face to face with the men profiting from this place, they were dead meat.  

The cove offered a potential avenue of escape.  But it would take some doing to pull it off.  The PT had two sets of twin 50-caliber machine guns mounted starboard and port and a 40-millimeter gun on the stern.  You couldn’t take those with a head-on assault.  It would have to beguile.

A couple of sailboats were also anchored in the bay.   They looked like private yachts.  I was aching to steal one.  But we wouldn’t get far with that PT in action.  If borrowing a boat was our way out, then we would either have to commandeer the PT or sink it.

In fact, whether to flee or stay was a major strategic decision and one we debated endlessly.  I could make an argument for getting our asses off this island as quickly as possible if I could find a means of escape.  I could also make a case for staying.  Hold up and make ourselves useful while waiting for the cavalry.  But nobody knew when or if the cavalry would arrive.

The other choice was to start whittling the bad guys down to size.  Guerilla warfare.  Death by a thousand cuts.  Hit and run and hit again.  Each time taking a few of them off the board.  The only problem with waging limited war was that we had limited numbers.  Even if we could find Spotts and hopefully the girl, that makes four against over two hundred.  I was uncertain of their numbers.  In a fight like that, we were bound to take some casualties of our own.    Chances are that at least one of us would be a casualty.  Eighty to one could quickly turn into three against sixty, or even two against fifty.  That was not an acceptable trend.

Besides I wasn’t exactly an expert in guerilla tactics.  My battlefield experience was gained in large troop movements.  We went into Burma with a whole corps, three thousand strong.  Rose, however, was with the partisans.  She knew all about this kind of fighting.  Whatever we did, it would have to be smart and well thought out.

Tagging up with Spotts would be the first step, so we sat in our tree and waited.

*****


Chapter 12 - Girls Will Be Girls

As it turned out we sat a lot longer in that tree than we needed to.  Much of the time, Terri and Spotts were secreted in the bushes, patiently waiting for Rose and me.

I was amazed to see the reaction of Terri to Rose.  The women had barely exchanged a dozen words, but Terri clung to her like a long-lost sister.  Something was going on that I did not understand.

It was a long walk back to the swamp, but a quiet one.  Nobody did much talking.  I took the lead and the two girls followed close behind.  Spotts brought up the rear.  I was always on the alert for patrols of our host, but we hadn’t seen many of those.  That made me a little uneasy.  They either didn’t care about us, which I found hard to believe.  Especially since Spotts’ and Terri’s escape.  Or they had something much more threatening in mind, and they had yet to launch it.

It was great to see Spotts.  He doubled our manpower and our firepower.  He not only rescued Terri but also took out five of the bad guys.  Two of them elite troops.  Then he relieved them of some very lethal hardware.  He had a Thompson with him at the rendezvous spot but had stashed a couple of M1s and more ammo than he could carry.  We would pick that up later.

When we got to the canoe Rose and Terri settled in the middle, leaving me to pole and Spotts to take the bow.   It was riding low with all the weight and I took it slow.  The swamp was quiet and the trip uneventful.  We had some rations in the canoe and everyone had an adequate lunch.  Spotts and Terri were especially hungry and Rose and I each gave them half of ours. The girls whispered continuously during the two hours to the treehouse. 

At the hammock, Rose took me by the hand and pulled me aside.  Her lovely features conflicted.

“I need some alone time with Terri.  You and Spotts need to wait here while I take Terri up to the treehouse.” 

“What’s going on?  She has a strange affinity for your company.  It soothes her.  It’s more than just having another woman around” I suggested.

“She a lesbian” Rose answered quietly.

“Oh!  How can you tell?”

“A girl knows when she’s wanted.”

I just looked at her quizzically.  I was a little slow on the uptake.

“She needs girl time.  Real girl time” Rose informed, emphasizing a couple of the words.

“Are you a lesbian?  You were such a vigorous lover” I exclaimed.

“I go both ways, Jack.  You are a wonderful lover.  Strong and forceful, I love riding your cock.  But sometimes I need the gentleness of a woman.  They are tender in a way that is impossible for a man” Rose replied calmly.  Her voice soft and tender.

“You and Spotts need to stay down here.  She’s been through a lot and has been brutalized.  She needs to heal and I’m not sure what form that may take.  She may need to talk, or cry, or be comforted.  Just give us time.  I’ll tend to her needs, whatever they are” Rose added.

*****

Since scampering up her first jungle tree, frantic to escape a pack of hounds, Terri had learned to be a bit more cautious as she climbed.   Rose’s platform was at least sixty feet off the ground and without a present danger to motivate her, Terri found the climb daunting.  Rose was ahead of her, moving swiftly and surely.  Terri was much slower and more methodical.  She kept her eyes skyward, forcing herself not to look down.  She finally clamored over the side of the canoe with great relief and found its solid mahogany bottom a welcome comfort.

“Just take a few deep breaths” soothed Rose.  “We’re wedged in tight and securely tied down with strong ropes.  The canoe is a safe perch.  You can relax.”

Terri clutched Rose tight, desperately clinging to her and Rose returned the hug with equal emotion. Her only thought was to console and comfort.  She understood the girl’s desperation and the relief she was feeling.  It brought images of her own rape.  She hadn’t been a virgin but had only been with one man.  Actually, more boy, than man.  Nicholai was gentle, with a tender passion. Their first coupling had been tentative as they learned and explored together.  But the days that followed were wondrous and every night they made love under the stars.  The moon and the bleating sheep the only witnesses to their ecstasy.

Rose had been just fifteen, the day the Nazi patrol came to her valley.  The fat SS major had been first.  She could still taste the liquor on his breath and his cigar.  That was thirteen years ago, and it was as vivid in her mind as it was the day it happened.  The look in her lover’s eyes still haunted her.  She had turned her head to escape the foulness of the Major’s mouth and her gaze had locked with Nicholai’s as he lay dying on the floor.  His pain and desperation gave her the will to endure and survive and eventually take her vengeance.

Nicholai was dead before they finished.  Rose was glad of that.  It was the only mercy of the day.  Three more officers took her.  When they were finished, the major wanted to give her to his men.  There must have been fifty of them out there.  She doubted she would have survived.  But the Captain had convinced him that her beauty was rare.  Instead, they should take her along, clean her up, and enjoy her in a more leisurely venue.

Terri had been brutalized and Rose’s empathy flowed around the girl as tightly as her arms.   The kidnapping, being held captive, then publicly exposed and sold to the highest bidder.   Spotts had not helped the situation, even though his actions were calculated to save her life and keep her safe.  The open display of domination, the black eye, and then chasing the terrified girl through the jungle like a fox running before the hounds.  It all left deep emotional scars and tears in her soul, that only time could heal.  

Most of Terri’s trauma wasn’t physical, but it was very real.  All she wanted at that instant was to forget.  To feel protected in the arms of a strong woman.  A woman she trusted as well as desired.  She felt safe in Rose’s arms.  Rose’s touch was gentle and soothing.  She oozed femininity.  She was confident and fearless and perhaps most importantly, capable.  But she didn’t have a masculine bone in her body.  Rose was one hundred percent female and that excited Terri. 

Rose knew that healing could take many paths.  She held the girl for a long time.  Content to let Terri’s emotions drain out and seek their own level.  Slowly, gradually Terri’s grasp loosened, becoming less fierce and much more tender.  Her hand moved to Rose’s breast, her long fingers massaging and caressing.  Rose’s nipple signaled its acceptance of the affection, standing stiff and engorged.

Terri centered it in her palm, rubbing it softly.  Rose responded with some fondling of her own, cupping Terri’s tight butt cheeks.  Terri squirmed against her and Rose’s fingers spread out, one tracing up the girl’s ass crack and finding moisture.  Terri groaned.

Seconds later they were kissing, tongues entwining, and eagerly exploring.  Their bodies pressing and undulating into one another as their hands searched lustfully, seeking out erogenous places, probing for an intimate response. 

The hard surface of the canoe was not the most comfortable place for sex, but Rose stretched out on her back as she helped the girl disrobe her.  Terri’s groping was becoming urgent.  Rose’s shirt was open, her breasts bare to Terri’s touch.  Her lips sought Rose’s nipples and sucked them one after another, switching frequently.  Terri’s hand shoved at Rose’s pants and Rose helped, kicking her legs free of them. 

Terri's lips brushed Rose’s pussy, the girl’s long tongue flowed over Rose’s labia, bringing the warmth that Rose needed so desperately. The tall blonde moaned and arched her long, lithe body, grinding her mound hard against Terri’s wet mouth.  Terri’s tongue entered Rose rolled up like a tiny stiff cock.  Flicking it in and out with a delicacy that shot bolts of ecstasy through Rose and made her cry out from sheer exhilaration.

It had been a long time since Rose had had a woman.  She did not have a preference.  The people she fucked were either a job, a desperate release, or, much less frequently, someone that she truly desired. Terri had excited Rose the moment Rose saw her standing on that platform.  The girl’s raw sensuality screamed ‘fuck me!’, to every male in the room.  Rose was likewise susceptible to Terri’s carnal charms, but unlike the men, she was ashamed of her reaction, in light of the girl’s plight.  Rose’s ardor was purely physical and beyond her capacity to control.  As a woman who had herself been brutalized and objectified at the hands of cruel, ruthless men, Rose’s heart went out to Terri, filling her with compassion for Terri’s plight, her public humiliations, and the assault on her innocence. 

Rose’s ardor for the poor girl didn’t detract from her rage at the situation nor her desire to punish the men in the crowd.  They were animals, sociopaths, and sub-humans.  Born without empathy for their fellow human beings.  In Rose’s view, by partaking in this despicable resort/brothel they had forfeited their right to live.  She would not hesitate to summarily execute any one of them and not feel the slightest remorse.

Terri was a talented lover.  She knew just where to suck and lick.  Her mouth was on Rose’s clit and her fingers were slamming away at Rose’s opening.  The girl had balled her fingers into a wedge and was thrusting them into Rose as fast as her hand would move.

Rose could feel it building up inside her.  Those first tinglings of desire that quickly grow ever stronger, mushrooming into an irresistible force that possessed her mind and her body. Her legs began to shake and tremble, then her thighs locked up and she squeezed them tight around the girl.  Clamping down hard and capturing Terri’s head, trapping it in place.  But Terri didn’t mind.  Rose’s excitement thrilled her, made her lick faster, suck harder.  Then Rose screamed like a wounded banshee.  Her shrieks rolled across the quiet waters of the swamp as she writhed and shook on the floor of the canoe.

“You were wonderful,” panted Rose when she had regained some composure and her strength.  She reached out and touched Terri’s cheek, brushing aside a long lock of black hair that was hiding Terri’s left eye.

“You are magnificently sensual” Rose opined.

Terri just smiled.  “Your turn” she replied as she spread her long legs to expose her wet entrance. Her pussy glistened with her juices. She had obviously been fingering herself as she coaxed Rose toward an orgasm.

“Gladly sweet girl” Rose answered, moving closer.  Kissing, nibbling, teasing the tender flesh of Terri’s golden thighs.  Then Rose’s tongue tasted Terri’s sweet nectar and she felt the girl melt into her, groaning long and loud.

*****

Spotts and I were seated at the base of the tree.  Mickey was an animated storyteller and was offering way too many details of his escape with Terri.  But I just let him run on.  He had been bold and resourceful in getting himself and the girl out of a bad situation.  He had earned the right to crow a little.  A less clever man would be dead, and Terri would be waiting in a cage for her fuck of the night. 

The story was winding down and I was just about to end the wrap-up with a question about what’s next when the tranquility of the swamp was shattered by a high shriek.

“What the hell was that?” asked Spotts.  “Some kind of bird?

“That, I think, was Rose’s cry of passion” I judged.

“Well, you would know” Spotts quipped.  “So, they’re up there fucking?”

“Not exactly fucking, but that would be my guess.”

“I can tell by the look on your face that you didn’t know that Rose goes both ways.”

“I do now” I suggested.

Spotts laughed.  “She’s quite a gal.  Strange woman though.  She schemes like a female and fights like a male.  A great ally, but a deadly enemy” concluded Spotts.

“Any suggestions as to our next move?” I asked, anxious to change the subject.  I was surprised to find that I was more than a little jealous.  Rose had become my lover.  Even though we both knew it was temporary, I couldn’t help but resent Terri.  I felt like she was intruding on our budding romance.

But there was no time for self-indulgence, and I put those kinds of thoughts out of my mind.  Terri was irresistible to men, I guess she had the same effect on women.  At least one particular woman.

“Complete the mission” answered Spotts.  “Get Terri to safety.”

“What about the other girls?  Our mission had two goals.  Rescue the girls and destroy the resort and its supporting organization” I corrected.

“We were also supposed to have a strike force to help us.  We have the highest priority target. Her safety should be our first concern.   I say cut and run and live to fight another day” declared Spotts.

“Wise, but I don’t think Rose will buy it.  She wants those bastards dead.”

“She’s getting emotional about the mission.  I understand that, given her background, I’m sure she is filled with vengeance.  But it doesn’t change the facts.  We’re outnumbered and I won’t risk Terri’s safety,” Spotts was adamant.

“You may not have a choice.  Your options to get off this rock all call for trading bullets,” I advised.

“What exactly are my choices?”

“You could steal a plane or more correctly hi-jack one.  Planes aren’t usually stored on the island.  They land and they take off.  You would have to grab one just as it lands and there are always guards around at those moments.  We could probably ambush the guards, but we might have to lay in wait for an extended period.  We never know when a plane is coming in.  They are no scheduled flights,” I informed. 

“Sailboats come and go from a sheltered cove not far from here” I continued. “But it’s guarded by a reconditioned PT boat.  We could try for the PT, but it’s got a lot of firepower.  Grabbing one of the sailboats would be relatively easy, but the guns on the PT would turn us into kindling before we got a mile out to sea.”

“What about the rafts the marines came in with?”

“They must have used landing craft.  There is no sign of rubber boats on that beach.  The Navy dropped them off and then cleared the area.

“Fuck,” exclaimed Spotts.

“You know the chain of command a lot better than I do.  What can we expect them to do?  I assume they have already done an overflight for more pictures.”

“They would’ve and they couldn’t miss a field full of dead soldiers” replied Spotts.

“They might not see the marines.  Whoever runs this island has put up camouflage netting over the ambush site.  The PT boat is also parked under a camouflage canopy.  The US Navy might not even know it exists.  A lot of our intel was wrong on this venture.”

“It wasn’t the best” agreed Spotts.  “I know the admiral.  His instinct will be to come in guns blazing.  The fact that he hasn’t tells me that they are mired in Filipino politics.”

*****


Chapter 13 - Sniper’s Delight

The girls spent the night in the treehouse and Spotts and I bunked in the other boat.  It was hard and crowded, but better than sleeping on the ground.  The mosquitos were murder, but nowhere near as lethal as the snakes and gators that were prowling around the base of the tree.  We tied a line to shore and floated the boat a few feet out into the water.

Dawn was just cracking when I heard the distant whine of engines and came fully awake.  A second later I heard a rifle crack and Rose shouted, “Got one.”

“Don’t let them know where we are,” I shouted.  “Stop shooting.”

Rose answered with another shot.  “Two” she yelled.  “They already knew where we are.  They were headed straight toward us.”

Her rifle cracked again.  “Three” she sounded as excited as a gal running the table in a pool game.

“They must have scouted us,” said Spotts.  “They‘ve got eyes on.”

“Probably” I replied.  “Rose, how far?”

“About 700 yards” she called back, and I heard her shoot again.  “Four!”

I grabbed the binoculars from the canoe and scanned the horizon.  There were three airboats headed our way, all going flat out at about fifteen knots.  Looked like about five guys per boat, but Rose had already picked off four.  One boat had one black shirt and four others.  The lead boat had one black shirt, three regular guards, and one guy in an Australian campaign hat.  He seemed to be running the show.  Whenever his boat changed direction, the others did too.

There was only the driver left in the last boat.  I almost shouted to her to concentrate on the front boat, but then I understood her strategy.  She was an excellent tactician.  She was cleaning out the guys in the rear and the two front boats didn’t realize the damage she was doing.   They just charged ahead and didn’t veer away like they would have if they knew how deadly she was.

As I watched she fired again and the driver in the rear boat pitched into the water. The huge fan driving the boat forward slowed and the airboat gradually coasted to a full stop, then floated placidly.  The others continued to charge ahead, not realizing that they were down a third of their numbers. 

Rose was doing one hell of a job. The army manual says it's fifty-fifty to hit a man at five hundred yards with an M1 Garand.  Rose just took out four in a row at almost half again that distance.  Near as I could tell, she was averaging about one shot every six or seven seconds and hitting every target she aimed at.  Regardless the boats were coming fast and there were ten combatants left bearing down on us.  The boats were now only about four hundred yards away and coming fast.   There was no way for Rose to shoot fast enough to get them all.

She put a round in the lead boat and one of the black shirts fell off.  The guy in the hat was driving and immediately veered right and pointed to the other boat to go left.  I think that was the first time he realized how effective Rose’s shooting had been. 

“Shoot the guy in the hat” I yelled.

“I’m trying” came the reply.

Airboats are noisy as hell.  He probably didn’t know he was being fired on.  But he sure knew now and was taking evasive action. The boats were jinxing over the water like a couple of fighter pilots dodging a missile and moving around the island, not coming straight on, which would offer a much easier target. Rose fired twice more without a hit.

In a combat situation time seems to alter.  Events happen in slow motion and you’ve plenty of time to think and plan.  Even though it's only seconds, it feels much longer.  Like sitting with a brandy glass in hand and you have all night to think about how to approach the morning.  That’s what was happening now.  I knew they were flanking us, and I knew they wouldn’t be dumb enough to gather around the base of the tree again.  No more easy targets; they had learned their lesson. 

My instincts told me that the guy in the hat was the leader.  The mind behind this attack and the slaughter of the marines.  This encirclement was a new tactic.  Brute force was the go-to tactic of the black shirts, but his guy was different.  We would have to be careful. 

The airboats had gone in opposite directions and were searching for a weakness in our perimeter.  Somewhere they could approach the island where Rose did not have a clear shot.  They had also pulled back during their reconnaissance, just enough past the five-hundred-yard mark to frustrate Rose’s sharpshooting.  But they were still close enough to assess their objective and make the necessary tactical adjustments. 

I had moved to the water’s edge because I had a bad feeling about this and wanted to be ready.  I raised my glasses and could clearly see the hat talking on a radio, I could also see a 50-caliber machine gun mounted on the bow of the airboat.  I swung almost exactly 180 degrees and saw the same thing.  The other boat had a 50 on its bow and the driver also had a mic in his hand.  Whatever they were planning, it would be a coordinated attack.

Then I heard Rose fire again and saw a guy in the Hat’s boat fall into the water.

“Six” she yelled, and I watched as they pulled back another two hundred yards. 

There was silence in the swamp.  Rose had stopped shooting and the bad guys hadn’t started.  The lull before the battle.  Then I heard the rounds hitting all around me.  They had both cut loose with their 50s at the same time and I could see the orange tracers lighting up the path of the bullets.  We were in a crossfire.  They were coming in from both boats, but they didn’t seem to have a definite target in mind.  They were just spraying the whole island.  They didn’t know where Rose was.

With those 50’s they had a distinct advantage.  They could sit just out of range and rain death down on us.  The only limitation was their supply of ammo.  A 50 Cal spits out rounds at the rate of seven or eight a second and the slug is big enough to chew through a tree limb.  I was glad they didn’t have Rose spotted precisely.  But they did seem to know she was in that tree and started pumping enough lead at it to knock off a few limbs. 

There was very little I could do, except pray.  The canoe I had hauled up that tree was carved out of thick mahogany.  It would provide some protection, even from a 50.  Spotts and I had gone into the water and were huddled under the canoe.  Our only option was to wait.  We both had Thompson submachine guns, but that would be like taking a knife to a gunfight.  I love the Thompson.  It’s saved my ass more times than I can count, but it’s no match for a 50 Cal machine gun.  I could effectively fire at a target seventy yards away, but the 50 can reach out and kill me from a mile distant.  All we could do was wait, keep our heads down and hope they didn’t decide to focus their firepower on one particular spot.

They didn’t know where in that tree Rose was, but they were pretty certain her firing platform was up there somewhere.  The same angle of fire that was frustrating Rose’s shots, was keeping her safe.  The canoe was wedged into a couple of thick branches, its center fully protected by a thick section of the trunk.  She was also higher up than they figured, so despite blowing off a few limbs, she and Terri rode out the barrage without injury.  They did admit later, however, that there were times when splinters were flying around like mosquitos at a campfire and all they could do was paste themselves down on the mahogany floor of the canoe and pray.

The 50’s kept their fire up longer than I expected.  A good four or five minutes I would guess.  Gunfights are shorter than most people realize, but they seem like forever when you’re in the middle of one.  Machine guns are powerful weapons that can throw a lot of lead in a short period of time.  But they can’t sustain their fire for more than a couple of minutes.  The barrels get white-hot and start to melt.  They can get hot enough to almost wiggle and the heat starts to cook off rounds before the firing pin even strikes the primer. 

The Hat really laid it on.  Gave us quite a shellacking. With both guns firing for at least three minutes, that’s almost three thousand rounds landing on our little island.  At a hundred feet wide by about fifty-five wide, it wasn’t much of an island.  The underbrush was shot to shit and Rose’s tree was half-denuded, but most of the damage was limited to the lower branches.  I couldn’t see the girls up there. They were smart enough to keep their heads down, but I convinced myself that they were fine.

I was taking advantage of the lull in the fighting to take stock of the situation when I realized that the advantage had turned to us.  They were out of rifle range and if they moved closer Rose would pick them off one by one.  She was the better shot by far and had the advantage of height.  Their big advantage had been their machine guns, but now those were useless.  They couldn’t be fired while they were cooling and if they tried, it would only take a few rounds for them to heat back up.  Much less time than the two minutes you safely get from a cold gun.

Therefore, it was safe for me to make for the abandoned airboat that was sitting less than two hundred yards away.  They couldn’t crank up their machine guns and if they tried to move closer in order to use their M1 rifles, Rose would have them cold.  They wouldn’t stand a chance. 

The fire had gotten pretty intense right next to the island. Fifty caliber bullets were bouncing around like raindrops in a thunderstorm.  So Spotts and I had moved almost a hundred feet offshore, but we had left our weapons in the canoe tied to the island and partially hidden in the reeds.  The only way to protect ourselves from the barrage was to stay under the water and breathe through short hollowed-out bamboo sticks.  We were about a foot down.  Deep enough to give us a little protection and shallow enough to let us breathe normally.  The deeper you go, the harder it is to draw a breath against the water pressure around you.   Besides, the rounds weren’t falling straight down.  They were angling along the surface.

I would have preferred to go back to the island, grab the canoe, and use it to get me to the abandoned airboat.  But I wasn’t sure I had enough time for that.  I also didn’t have the time to explain my plan to Spotts. The clock was running on those cooling ’50s.  They could become partially operational at any moment.

“Stay here and protect the girls in case they come in” I yelled as I started for the airboat.

I had about two hundred and fifty yards to cover and I am a strong swimmer.  But most of the way the water was too shallow to effectively swim, so I tried to run.  Running in knee-deep water with a muddy bottom is not the easiest task and it saps your strength faster than running in sand.  There were a few spots where I was suddenly over my head and in those places, I started swimming and made fast progress.  It seemed like every time I got going my hands would hit more bottom and I was back to high stepping.  The higher I raised my legs the less water resistance impaired my speed, but it was tiring.

My only weapon was a karambit attached to my belt.  The Thompsons and the M1s were still on the island.  They would have slowed me down anyway.  I hoped the boat had a 50 attached.  It looked like it through the binoculars, but it was a long way off, and I couldn’t be sure.  I was also hoping that one of Rose’s targets had dropped their gun on the boat before they pitched into the drink.

I was kicking like crazy and cutting through the water when I heard shots and saw dimples in the water in front of me.  I was being fired on and I didn’t know from which boat.  Maybe both, but the fact that they were M1 rounds gave me heart.  One, their 50s were still too hot to fire; and two, at my extreme range, the safest thing for me was to be the target being aimed at. 

Still, it was unnerving, and I ducked under and swam the rest of the way underwater.  A few times I saw the path of a round as it cut through the water in front of me, but I just ignored them and kept going.  I couldn’t be sure, but I also thought I heard Rose firing.  It was probably wishful thinking, or my complete confidence that given the chance, Rose would be plinking away at whoever was shooting at me.  I doubted if I could really pick out her shots from the others.  Either way, I learned later that she took out two more bad guys during my dash for the boat.  That left eight players on the board.

I had been going flat out and was tiring quickly.  My lungs ached and I couldn’t stay down as long as I could when I first started.  Then I saw the shadow of the boat under the water and reached up and grabbed the gunnel of the boat. I didn’t realize how exhausted I was until I tried to haul myself out of the water.  My arms didn’t seem to want to work.  I finally gave myself a heave and rolled onto the deck of the airboat.

The 50 Cal was there.  All loaded up.  I just needed to point it and press the butterfly trigger. I got to my feet and surveyed the boat.  There was one M1 laying on the deck next to a body.  I rolled the guy into the water with my foot and picked up the M1 and inspected it.  It was serviceable and had a full clip.  Then I laid it back down to study the boat's controls.

That’s when the boat rocked a little and I heard a round hit the bow about six feet away from me.  I looked around and to my surprise, a black shirt had come over the starboard stern. He had a gash across the left side of his forehead like he had been grazed by a bullet. Thank you Rose I thought, but you damn near missed.  Why he had stayed in the water so long, I’ll never know.  Maybe he was one of the first ones shot and had to swim a long way to catch up with the boat.  Maybe he was the last one and had been laying dazed in the water or disoriented.  It really didn’t matter, because he was a stalky son-of-a-bitch all packed with muscles and he held a karambit in his hand.  He brandished it just like a tiger wields its claws and from the way he swayed back and forth, ever searching for a target of opportunity, he looked like he was born with it in his hand.

I hate that first moment of combat when you look into your opponent’s eyes and see no fear.  Whether it’s bare knuckles or blades, they are damn sure they can take you and that always shakes my confidence.  Especially when an experienced fighter does it.  Of course, I never let them know and stare right back like I am the meanest mother fucker on the planet.  But my belly always knows the truth and I can feel it churning as I pretend to be bold.

I had a karambit and he had a karambit.  The difference was that he was trained to use his.  It was an extension of his hand.  I barely knew how to hold the damn thing and he seemed to sense that.  He approached me slowly.  Studying my every move.  I kept backing up, trying to think of a strategy that would surprise him.  It would be suicide to go head to head with him.  His advantage was too great.  I was bigger than he was.  Taller and heavier, I have the reach, but he was an expert and I wasn’t even a talented amateur.

I backed away slowly, swinging a few times just to let him know I could bite if necessary.  He advanced methodically, relentlessly. The fucker was actually smiling as he closed in for the kill.  When I cleared the barrel of the 50, I swung it hard with all my strength.  The machine gun was on a swivel and that barrel was made of heavy steel.  He tried to duck.  The guy was fast I’ll give him that, but not quick enough and the hard steel banged into the side of his head, very near where Rose’s bullet had dug a furrow across his scalp.

He staggered a minute and then fell over the side.  I figured my chances in the water were much better than on a solid surface, so I went in after him.  I should have picked up the M1 and shot the bastard, but it was a battle and my blood was up.  I just wasn’t thinking.

I didn’t dive right in on top of him.  Not with that claw in his hand.  I hit the water about ten feet away and circled him like a shark toying with his prey.  Luck was with me.  The guy wasn’t that good a swimmer and the water at that spot was over our heads.  He kept spinning trying to face me.  The confidence in his eyes had disappeared, replaced by fear.  I circled a few times to the right and let him spin around.  Then I ducked under the water and reversed course, moving to the left and closing in.  He had continued to spin right and was kicking his legs out, trying to keep his head above the surface.

Then I struck.  Even in the water he was fast, and I missed my target, but that claw laid the back of his leg open from mid-thigh to calf.  He spun and kicked at me blindly, but he was streaming blood, turning the water a pinkish brown.  I surfaced behind him and he spun around to face me.  He lunged unexpectedly, flailing with his knife hand.  I didn’t think he had it in him and he damn near got me.  I felt the blade slide along my chest.  Not deep enough to break the skin, but another fraction of an inch deeper and my blood would’ve been mixing with his.

I moved back when he lunged and countered with a swipe of my own.  The claw scraped along his back as I moved away to the right.  This time I didn’t miss.  He arched his back as the knife sliced in and spun to face me.  But I grabbed his knife hand by the wrist and held him there.  He threw himself around, but we spun together.  I’ve spent hours working underwater and I know how differently your body reacts to force in that fluid environment.  He didn’t.

I held his knife hand high out of the water, immobilized, but mine wasn’t.  I used that grip as leverage and swung my own claw up and into his lower back.  It bit deep and I yanked it on contact, intending to rip as much flesh as possible.  My plan was to make a tear parallel to the spinal cord, but he twisted with the pain and I cut across the back diagonally.  I felt the blade stick for an instant as it sliced through his vertebrae, then continue to puncture his lung.  All the fight went out of him and the wrist I was holding went limp.  I took the karambit from his lifeless hand and pushed his body away.  The gators would enjoy a meal his size.

A few rounds hit the water near me, and I realized they were still shooting at me.  I looked around 360 degrees and the Hat had not moved, but the other boat had closed in a couple of hundred yards.  Rose would like that, and I assumed some of those shots I was hearing were hers.  The Hat had obviously already decided she was not to be toyed with.  I was surprised the other boat wasn’t a little smarter.  If they came in close enough to be sure of nailing me, they would be subject to Rose’s much more accurate fire.  If they laid off, they stood little chance of hitting me.  I wondered how even the odds were getting?  But I didn't have time to worry about it.  I had to figure out how to drive this damn airboat.

*****


Chapter 14 – Not as Easy as It Looks

It was unlike any boat I had ever seen.  The engine was simple enough to fire up, I just flipped a switch, but that’s when the easy part stopped.  God, it made a fuck of a lot of noise.  I doubt if they ever heard the shots that were killing their comrades. There was no steering wheel, but there was a lever.  I thought wow a stick.  I can handle that.  My first crop duster had a stick.  But they sure didn’t work the same.  You pull an airplane stick backward and forward and the plane either climbs or dives.  You do that with an airboat stick and the boat goes right or left.  It was just not intuitive for me.  Not with a few thousand flight hours under my belt.

Then I realized I didn’t need to drive it.  At least not right away.   I had the range on them with my 50.  So, I shut off the engine and pointed that big gun toward the Hat.  But he had already figured that out and while I was fucking around with the airboat controls, he had been putting distance between us and him.  I sighted down the barrel and held down the trigger.  Then I watched the tracers and walked the bullet stream right onto Hat’s airboat.  Just like a ray gun in the movies.

When those rounds started chewing up his boat, Hat did some fancy piloting.  He really knew his shit.  That airboat turned and twisted and slid over the water in a series of tight turns as he poured on the gas.  His 50 still must have been hot, because he didn’t even try and use it.  From the time I left the island, swam to the boat, and had my knife fight with the black shirt, not that much time had passed.  A few minutes max and those guns would still be hot since they overheated them.  It takes a long time for metal to give up that much heat.  I threw a few more rounds at him, but I wasn’t doing much damage, so I decided to save my ammo.  Odds were, we would need it later.

While I was focusing on the Hat the other boat had taken the opportunity to close on me and opened up with their 50.  They must have been more prudent in their firing than Hat.  I saw the bullets ripple the water and the tracers as they walked their fire into me.  I swung my own 50 around and fired back and I saw my rounds chew up some of their boat near its stern and two guys bailed into the water.  The driver veered running laterally to me, giving me a moving target.  But that gave Rose a target coming toward her, which was also closing the range quickly.  She put a round right through the driver and he slumped over as the boat slowed and drifted to a stop.

There was one man left on the boat and he pushed a body out of the driver’s seat and took the controls.    Rose shot him before he could even get settled into the seat.  I looked back to see where the Hat was, and he was hauling ass away from us.  A few minutes later we couldn’t see or hear him.

*****

Spotts and I gathered up the two airboats and secured them to our island.  Rose stayed aloft to watch for anyone else that wanted to join the party.  I heard the rife crack twice as she cleaned up stragglers.  That was a lot of kills for one day, but it didn’t seem to bother her.  I watched her carefully for the rest of the day, but not a sign of remorse.  She did what she had to do and that was it.  It probably helped that they were all white slavers.  She absolutely hated those guys.

“Well that was quite a party” announced Rose as she dropped from one of the lower limbs.  “They shot the crap out of my tree.”

“You did well,” I said.  “Probably saved my ass.”

“Did you expect any less?” she teased with a playful look.

Terri was a basket case.  She was still shaking an hour later, and I knew we had to get her off the island.  It was her first time under fire, and I must admit, almost three thousand rounds in three or four minutes is a rough baptism.  She was a tough kid and had held up well through all of her ordeals.  But she was not suited for what might come next.  Besides, our mission was to whisk her away safely, not drag her into a guerrilla action. 

Rose was determined to stay and weaken the guys that ran this place cut by cut.  She wanted to carve their hearts out.  They were too much like the German thugs she had known.  Uncaring and brutish.  They hid behind a façade of legitimacy but took what they wanted and be damned with the rest of the world.  I had promised to help her, and I would put my life on the line to fulfill that commitment, but first Terri had to go.  She wouldn’t be much help and she could get someone killed trying to protect her.  No point in risking her life any further.  Rose was going to hit them hard partisan style and they were more than likely to strike back hard at whoever was with us.

I had two options.  The airfield or one of the boats at White Slaver’s Bay.  I chose the boats.  Tactically the airfield was simpler, but there were too many unknowns.   If I was management and someone lethal was on the loose in my backyard, I’d double or triple my patrols and spread them out around that airfield every time a plane was expected.  As attackers, we wouldn’t be able to bunch them up like we had been doing.  We’d have to dig them out one by one and if we missed just one, they could easily get one or two of us, maybe all before we got our plane in the air.  The airport was just too much of a risk.

The PT boat was a harder target, but our new 50’s made it much more feasible.

“I need to get my butt over to White Slaver’s Bay and come up with a plan to take the PT boat” I declared.

“I’ll come with you” offered Rose.

“I would love to have you, but I need to go solo.  You need to get back up that tree and be ready if they come back.”

“They’re done for today!” she asserted.

“I think so too, but I don’t want to bet our lives on it.”

“Agreed.”

“Those guys came straight for us.  That wasn’t luck.  That was recon.  Someone out there is watching us.  Got his glasses on us right now, I’ll wager.  Probably in constant radio contact with the powers that be.  That means we have to act as if we are under constant observation.  This position is untenable.   If they had come in guns blazing from the start, we’d be toast right now.

They will be back with more men and more firepower.  We could haul one of those 50’s up to Rose’s firing platform and we’d have command of this whole area.  That is until we run out of ammo.  Then we’d be right back where we started.  We need to make them blind.  Look like business as usual but take their eyes out.  If we can’t find their scouts, then we slip away under the cover of darkness, so they won’t know which direction we went.  Any comments?” I asked.

“No,” Spotts replied.  “That about covers it.”

“Rose?” I asked.

“Your right.  I’ll climb back up and stand guard.  Just don’t get caught while you're sneaking around.  At least one scout is out there and he’s good enough not to have been seen” she declared.  “If I see him move, I’ll nail him.”

“I have no doubt,” I answered.

Then I looked at Terri.  She shrugged.  “I don’t know anything about this stuff.  I’ll do whatever you guys say.”

“Good.  You and Spotts collect as many weapons from these bodies as you can.  But don’t put yourselves at risk.  There are still a lot of pythons and alligators around here.  So be careful.  Before I leave, we need to see if we can smoke out our peeper.”

I picked up the glasses and scanned the horizon to the North while the others stripped the dead.  There was nothing but marsh grass behind us, then a drop off to the sea.  Literally nowhere for an observation point, unless you could breathe water.  To the west, there was water and grass for almost a mile.  Can’t see much from that distance.  Whoever was watching us had to be in an arc from Northwest to East.  I could see nothing that indicated human passage or activity.  There were only about six areas that offered the high ground needed for an observation post.

Ten minutes later we had a new cache of weapons, food, and assorted equipment that would come in handy.  We also had two new airboats to add to our navy of little boats.

“Spotts, let’s jump in an airboat and see if we can flush out our neighbor or neighbors,” I said.

“Rose, get your sweet ass up in the tree and cover us.”

“Pleasure!” came her quick reply. “My trigger finger is still itching.”

We made it look like we were leaving the area going North, but when the airboat was past the first hummock I dropped off and swam in.  Spotts ran on for a while to complete the fake. My only weapon was a 45-automatic pistol.  A Colt 911 in a holster on my belt.  I wanted to take the Thompson but didn’t want to risk getting it soaked.  Besides, it was a lot easier to swim with a holster, than with a submachine gun in your hands.

The first three islands were clean.  No sign of recent human intrusion, but I did find plenty of alligators. I started to worry that if we were being watched they probably figured out what we were doing and would be expecting us.  There was nothing I could do about that, except be extra careful. 

I struck gold on the fourth island and was glad of it.  I was getting tired.  I’d swam a couple of miles by that time.  My first warning was a dead alligator.  One had been killed and rolled into the water.  I swam right into it and for just a moment I thought I was in a fight for my life.  But I pushed it away in a panic and it didn’t move.

I had made more noise than I should have, so I hid in the reeds and listened. Nothing but the birds.  Then very carefully I moved west following the curve of the island.  I disturbed two gators and froze when they launched themselves into the water with a bit of a flurry.  Then I crawled onto the island and spotted the guy almost immediately.  He had created a nice little nest for himself and built a well-concealed blind from the natural foliage.   He had obviously heard my argument with the dead gator because his rifle was pointed in that direction.  Of course, I had moved about thirty degrees around a circle to his left.

I was silent, but he must have seen the reeds move out of his peripheral vision because he swung his rifle toward my position.   I had stayed low and the 45 was in my hand.  I fired twice in quick succession before he could bring his weapon to bear.  The first shot most likely killed him because it threw him backward, half-spinning him around.  I don’t know because I didn’t stand up.  Instead, I just lay there in the weeds for a moment.  I can’t tell you why?  Perhaps some instinct that only comes from years of jungle combat.  If I had gotten to my feet immediately, I would probably be dead.

I heard the shot, saw the shooter, and felt the bullet graze my arm all in the same instant.  I couldn’t tell you which came first, but it hurt like hell and I reflexively rolled away from the pain and the danger.  I only got a glimpse of the shooter out of the corner of my eye.  He was on the opposite side of the island.  I expect that they had planned to catch me in a crossfire, but I had moved and popped up in an unexpected spot.  It wasn’t my brilliant tactics.  It was just dumb luck.  As Napoleon said, “It’s better to be lucky, than good.”

When I rolled, I lost him, and I think he lost me too in the reeds because he started firing wildly.  A couple of rounds came close and whistled through the tall grass over my head, but no more hits.  I rolled again and kicked myself around toward the sound and landed on my stomach pistol ready.  Then I laid on the trigger.  The 45 bucked in my hands, but I just let it pump out rounds.  I didn’t have a clear target, but I could see movement in the brush where he was hiding.  Somewhere in the barrage he quit firing and I heard his rifle rattle as it dropped.  Then my gun was empty, the slide back, chamber open as the last shell ejected.  It was eerily silent, but I swear I could hear my heart thumping.  It was going like a fucking trip hammer.

I waited a long time, then heard an airboat motor coming in close.  I hoped it was Spotts and not the bad guys coming back.  I reloaded and drew back into the water.  Moved left around the island about a hundred feet and came back ashore.  The reeds were less thick, and I had better visibility.  From that angle, I could see both the bad guys lying motionless, their rifles within arm’s length.  Keeping the 45 in front of me, gripped in both hands despite the burning sensation in my right arm.  My bicep felt like it had been branded with a red-hot iron.  It hurt like sin and I took a quick glance.  Hesitant to take my eyes off the two bodies.  My arm was covered in blood. 

Gun ready I approached the bodies and kicked the rifles out of reach. Then I gave the first one a good kick.  No movement. Then I flipped him over with the toe of my boot. 

It was the guy that I had emptied my gun into.  He died quick and I couldn’t help but be a little proud of my pattern.  The second body was not so lucky.  Dark blood, probably a kidney hit.  Looked like he bled out while I was circling around.  Then I heard Spotts come up behind me.  We scavenged everything useful and loaded it onto the boat.

*****

Rose watched us return until she was sure we weren’t followed and there were no attackers on the horizon, then made her way down the tree.  She was waiting at the shoreline when I beached the airboat and stepped on the spongy ground of our little island.

“All clear?” she asked.

“I think we got them all, but I can’t be certain” I announced.

“I’d rather not wait for dark,” she said.  “One of us should check White Slaver’s Bay.  If there’s a boat there, tonight would be a good time to nab it” she offered.

I looked at my watch and did some silent calculating. Rose and I had been to White Slavers Bay doing reconnaissance.  Sea level had been at low tide.  My impression was that the channel was safest closer to high tide.  That was just an observation, but I trusted my judgment.

There were about 6 hours from high to low water, but the second high, was often significantly lower than the preceding. The cycle was irregular, and I admit I used my fingers a little to count the cycles, then I finally said.  “If any boats are leaving the bay today, it will be this afternoon.  Most probably within a couple of hours of high tide.  Floodtide would be best.”

“What do you suggest?” asked Spotts.

“I’m going to scout the bay.  If we have an option, I won’t have time to come back here and then get back in time with you and Terri.  You will have to be closer, because we may have to move fast and improvise as we go.”

“And?” interrupted Rose.

“I’ll go now.  You get everything we need to move and meet me at the edge of the swamp, at the base of the rise.  Do you know where I mean?  The airboat will be there.  Bring the 50, the guns, and all the ammo we have,” I instructed.

“I know where you mean.  We’ll be there,” answered Rose.  “Be careful.”

*****


Chapter 15 – White Slaver’s Bay
 

“White Slaver’s Bay” as Rose had named it, was a beautiful little cove with craggy rock bluffs and a waterfall flowing right out of the jungle, crashing down a good hundred feet. There was a new sailboat tied up opposite the PT boat.  About a sixty-footer with a ketch rig, an inter-island trader.  It would be tough to sail it with a limited crew.  The picturesque setting belied the malevolence of the place.

The little bay was several hundred yards wide and cut into the surrounding rocks about a mile deep.  It lay in a bowl of high cliffs, with steep walls and only a few trails down.  Both sides of the bowl had fifty to hundred yards of flat shoreline just a few feet above the waterline.  A road and several docks had been built along both sides of the cove.  The Ketch was on the northern side, tied to a dock about a half a mile from the open sea.  It was well protected from both weather and waves.  The PT boat had its own dock, with supporting fuel supply and storage buildings.

The PT dock was on the southern shore as far landward as the water depth allowed.  That put it almost a mile from the ocean.   Its draft was a little over five feet, without question if it could operate effectively in shoal waters.  It was powered by three massive engines that could each generate 1800 horsepower.  It was seventy-eight feet of fighting machine and had proven its metal thousands of times all over the South Pacific.  But she wasn’t at sea now and she wasn’t configured to fight; She was configured to scare.  Her twin twenty-millimeter forward guns had been replaced by a single thirty-caliber machine gun.  No guess as to why no twenties.  Maybe ammo was hard to find?  Maybe the boat came with the thirty?  It was an older model that had seen a lot of action.  The hull was scarred and pitted and the decks were less than pristine.

I figured she could get underway in just a few minutes.  Plenty of time to catch that sailboat if we were stupid enough to try and steal it.  The only solution was to neutralize the PT.  Sink it, burn it.  Kill its crew.  Something to put it out of action.  But the firepower it could bring to bear was awesome, even at rest.

Tied to the dock like it was, it was at its most vulnerable.  At sea, she was a serpent.  Free to range at will, charge, spin, and spit fire from any direction and in any direction.  But moored, immobile, with no room to maneuver she was crippled.  Less than half herself, a wounded duck, and easy pickings for the right plan.

It was early afternoon when I slid in between a couple of rocks about a hundred yards from the waterfall and settled in to do some watching and some thinking.  There was at least an eight-man crew on the PT and the fore and aft guns were loaded and ready to go.  All they had to do was rip off the canvas covers and light them up.  Rose would have to be quick and knock off most of the crew before they could bring their guns to bear.  Even if we disabled the engines somehow, the boat would still be a lethal threat to anyone within a mile and a half of her guns.

While I watched, the guys on the ketch lined up about a dozen women on the deck.  Most looked Polynesian or Melanesian.  Every one of them nice, shapely, and dressed in traditional island garb.  Four regular guards, not black shirts, came up the gangplank and took custody of the women. There was also a Caucasian with them, he seemed to be in charge.  He did a thorough inspection of the women, feeling up a few as he did so.  Then nodded to the guards.

It looked to me like some money changed hands and the guards loaded the women into the back of a truck and drove off toward the main resort.  They all had their hands bound and were tied together.   The captain of the ketch looked Eurasian and most of the crew was Polynesian.  Island boys and not very old. 

After they left, the crew was busy offloading some freight. which they stacked nicely on the dock.   The truck had also left a few crates for export.  I suspected they were full of opium.   The ketch was getting ready to leave.  If we were going to take her, we had to get moving.  But if we tried to capture her before dark.  We would be in clear view of the PT and its deck guns.  I settled in to do some thinking and some visual recon.

I scanned the PT boat carefully and slowly with the binoculars.  Looked like one of the earlier models.  It wasn’t exactly in great condition, but she was still a sea tiger.  Patrol Torpedo boats came with a standard armament arrangement but were often reconfigured for specialized duties.  This one had a 40-millimeter Bofors gun in the stern.  A gun like that could rain death on a target at sea or onshore.  But the way the boat was sitting, ass-end toward the mountain ridge, it would be hard for them to bring the gun into play, especially where I would be located.  The thirty-caliber machine gun was on a swivel mount, which meant that the operator would have to scramble around the pole to point the gun in different directions.  There was no steel shielding to protect the gunner.  They would be a sitting duck for a good sniper and from what I had seen, Rose was one of the best.  Give her a few seconds to take aim, so that she wouldn’t have to hurry her shots, and manning that thirty would be certain death. 

The PT also had the standard Browning air-cooled fifty-caliber machine guns.  These were twin-mounted, so two guns fired together.  That’s a thousand rounds a minute coming down wherever the guns were pointed.  There was a twin configuration on either side of the bridge.  The danger was the awesome firepower of just one twin pair.  Our advantage, however, was that they could not bring both guns to bear the way the PT was sitting.  The bridge blocked either one gun or the other.  They could reinforce one another ahead of the boat or to the stern.  But from the side, the bridge blocked effective fire.

Therefore, I needed to install our fifty in a secure position, well protected from return fire and supported by at least one sniper located at a substantial distance from our fifty and at an entirely different angle.  The PT couldn’t engage both targets at the same time.  If they were firing at me, a sniper would have plenty of time to take out the guy on the trigger.  Two snipers would be better, and I wondered if Spotts was a decent rifleman.  I knew he had been a marine and had hit the beaches, so he must be at least adequate.

Once the enslaved girls were away, the crew of the ketch started unloading some additional supplies and stacking them on the deck.  They were making quick work of it and I started to worry that they’d cast off long before the rest of my team arrived.  But the tide was still coming in and that meant a delay.  The captain would want to ride the flood tide to sea, not struggle against the current.  I glanced at the water level, trying to judge the time. 

If Spotts was going to get Terry off this island on that ship, we had to move fast.  I figured we had maybe two hours, three at the most.  I had studied this tactical situation previously and deemed it suicide during the day and iffy even at night.  The PT was too well-armed and had a commanding field of fire from its side of the bay. 

But that was before we had the fifty-caliber machine guns.  There was a well-protected pocket in the rocks that would make a perfect machine gun nest.  A top combat engineer couldn’t have designed a better bunker out of reinforced concrete.  Nature had been especially creative.

If I could get one of the fifties into place and be supported by a sniper at another location, that PT wouldn’t stand a chance.  It was set up to cover a threat from the sea and could strafe the hillside at will.  But with a fifty we could hit first and hit hard.  A hidden snipper could provide critical support.  They were one target, we were at least two, widely dispersed.  With one gun out, they could only engage one target at a time.  With Rose on an M1, the gunners would be sitting ducks.

I humped my ass back to the airboats. Rose, Spotts, and Terri were there waiting. 

“There’s a sailboat we can steal, but we have to move quickly” I declared and started shouting orders.

There was a lot to do.  It took longer than I expected to disengage a fifty from the airboat.  They had it locked down tight and I couldn’t find a toolbox with the right sized wrenches.  I finally used a hand ax to cut the deck bolts free.  The gun itself was heavy, but it had the mount and pole attached.   That’s a lot of metal and awkward to boot.  I could nestle the gun across my arms like I was carrying a woman across the threshold, but the pole drug along behind me like a steel tail.  I could not get it free and wasn’t sure how I was going to set it up properly without a tripod, but time was short, and taking the gun, mount and all was my only option.

There was a rock ridge between the cove and the edge of the swamp.  The ground was uneven and sloping up.  Steep as shit at certain points and I staggered and stumbled up the slope.  I would have loved to share the burden, but there was no one else that could lug that much weight.  Spotts was a game little guy, but the operative word was little.  A half an hour later I had made less than a mile.   My legs were dead tired and begging for a rest stop, but we didn’t have the time.  Rose, Terry, and Spotts were with me.  They all carried ammo and a rifle or a Thompson or both.  None of them could take my burden.  They just didn’t have the upper body strength to loft this load.  So, I trudged on. 

There wasn’t a trail up the ridge, we had to pick our way between the rocks.  Rose was leading the way and doing a good job of selecting the best path through, but it was still hard to walk, especially with that load.  I started to worry about the time it was taking.

“We better hurry,” I urged.

“We’ve just been waiting on you” Rose quipped.

I pushed on.  At the top of the ridge, we stopped and rested.  All four of us crept up and peeked over the top and down at our objective.  I took out my field glasses.  The bay was still a long way off, but I could make out the ketch and the PT boat.  The people were like little ants and exactly what they were doing was impossible to tell. 

“Spotts, how are you with a rifle? Can I count on you to support me as a sniper?” I asked.

“No problem.  I’m not sniper class, but I hit what I aim at” he assured.

“Good to know,” I answered.

We had a brief conference and I assigned firing positions.  Mine was a simple plan, but highly reliant on three moving parts.  It was essential that everyone did their job.  My tactics were simple.  The PT was designed to bring maximum firepower to bear on a single target, thereby overwhelming it.  We were going to hit it from three sides.  One with my fifty, which would be back in a sort of natural tunnel that luckily faced the PT boat as it was moored.  Their automatic fire had to be spot-on to get at me.  While I was essentially having a machine gun duel, my snipers, Rose and Spotts, would be free to pick off individual operators.  I figured there couldn’t be more than fifteen crew and officers on board, but probably not more than eleven.   Our tactic was to frustrate their efforts to use all of their firepower, by keeping them busy.   Then gradually cut down their numbers. 

*****

“I picked up the gun and started down the slope, teetering at the first step.  I was off balance and damn near took a nosedive.  I adjusted my load and moved downhill.  At least gravity was on my side as we descended.  That damn mounting pole was a pain in the ass.  It drug along behind me, either getting caught between loose rocks or riding up over the bigger ones, then falling down the other side.  It shook my whole load and was making a lot more noise than I was comfortable with.

I finally sent the others ahead.  If I got caught out in the open up on this slope, there was no sense in all of us being a target.  If they spotted me, I would have been an easy kill.  Just swing those dual fifties around and spatter me all over this mountainside.

God, it was hot.  The sky was cloudless, and the sun bore down like a fire-breathing dragon eager for a kill.  It played with me like a cat with a mouse.  Teasing me, taunting me.  Sapping my strength.  There was no shade and the rocks held and reradiated the heat.  Sweat poured off of me.  My eyes stung and blurred my vision, but my hands were full, and I couldn’t wipe them.  There were a fuck of a lot of flies in those rocks and each one of them wanted a piece of me.  They would land, drink my sweat, and then give me a nip before flying off to tell their buddies there was fresh meat on the mountain.

I would have given anything to swat a few of those fuckers.  At times they were so thick, I had trouble seeing through the cloud of them that surrounded me.  I know I sound like a sissy, complaining about a few flies, but there were a hell of a lot more of them that a few and they were all biters.  My arms and face streamed with blood from the tiny wounds they made.  In the jungle and the swamp, insects morph into much more than a nuance.

*****


Chapter 16 - Stealing a Sailboat 
 

Everyone was finally in place.  I could see Rose across the bay, and she signaled that she could see that Spotts was in position as well.  I assumed that meant that Terri was sheltered nearby with her head down.  The tide had stopped running and we were at high water.  In a few minutes, the current would reverse, and the ketch would want to ride the eff tide to sea and hoist sail for wherever.  I had to prevent that.  The crew were readying the boat and the last of the unloaders were returning up the gangplank.  I could see the Captain standing on the fantail and hear the muffled sounds of his shouted orders. 

There was only one way to slow things down.  If they cast off, our chance would be lost.  I picked up my M1 and put a round in the Captain.  Before anyone knew what was going on, he toppled over the side.  The sound of the shot echoed across the surrounding rock walls.  It was pure murder.   He wasn’t a combatant that was aiming at me.  He was just a slaver with an evil job, and I killed him for it, for no other reason than to buy some time. 

I didn’t judge him.  That’s not my job and I’m not fit to judge anyone.  But if he lived, at least one of my group would die. Maybe not today, but at some time in the next few days.   If he sailed that boat out of this cove, it meant that we stayed on this island with seventy to one odds against us.  Yeah, we’d started at eighty and were doing a good job of whittling down the odds, but karma had been with us.  We could keep it up, wear them down, surprise them, trick them, ambush them, pick them off in little groups like we had done, but not all of us would make it.  For certain, one of us would not leave this island alive and I was not willing to take that chance.  Especially if one of the casualties could be Rose or Terri. 

I didn’t know the Captain from Adam.  He might have had a family waiting and been kind to small animals.  I didn’t know, but it didn’t matter, and I didn’t care.  He was involved in an evil business.  He sold young women into sexual slavery.  Took their whole lives away and everything they would ever be.  That put him on my chessboard, and I took him out without one sliver of regret or remorse.  He chose his path and died so people I cared about would live. 

Rose must have already had someone in her sights because her shot rang out a split second after mine.  I swung my M1 around and put a few rounds in the giant gas storage on the PT dock.  I wanted it leaking gas for a while.  If enough gas flowed, sooner or later one of my tracers would ignite that gas, and they’d have a fire to deal with in addition to our weapons fire.

I punched about five holes in that tank as low down as I could, in case it was partially empty.  During my firing, I noticed that Rose had taken out three guys running for the machine guns.  God, she was one hell of a marksman.  One was slumped over the thirty and two were draped over the fifty.  Then I dropped the rifle and laid on my fifty.  I lined up on their fifty, the one on my side of the PT.  Two sailors were pulling dead bodies off of their gun clearing the firing area.  I didn’t give them the chance and walked my rounds right into them.  One went down the other dove for cover.  That gave me a chance to spray the rest of the boat. 

I was trying to remember where the gas storage was on a PT.  They carried four, seven hundred- and fifty-gallon tanks and if I could put some tracer rounds into one of those, or the fuel lines from them, I could toast the whole boat.  So, I strafed aft, just above the waterline, and chewed up a lot of teak.  But no fire.

I concentrated on that for a little too long and suddenly the rocks around me were spitting sharp shards because fifty-caliber bullets were bouncing all around me.  I didn’t have a firing shield, so a lot of the rock dust and gravel chips were making it hard to see.  I wished that I at least had a pair of goggles.  I hadn’t expected them to zero in on me that quickly.  They must have had some experienced gunners down on that boat because they sure knew their business.  I stopped firing for a minute and sheltered my face, hoping that Spotts or Rose would take the pressure off of me.

A few seconds later my little cave was clear.  The fifty had stopped firing and I took a quick peek.  There were new dead bodies around the fifty and near the thirty.  It looked like they decided the thirty was a death trap, but there were new sailors beginning to man the fifty.  It had a protective shield and if I guy got behind that they were hard to hit from my vantage point.  But they were a sitting duck for Rose on the other side of the cove.  The twin fifties on the other side of the bridge had figured out that Rose was up there somewhere, but didn’t know exactly where, so they were banging away at the whole hillside.  I hoped she had the sense to duck down and let them waste their ammo. 

I cut loose on the new fifties crew and sliced one gunner right in half.  I held my fire in just one spot.  I wanted the deck and my side of the bridge to be kindling, so I poured it on.  If I could weaken that part of the deck, the force of the continuous firing of that twin fifty might dislodge the gun itself.  The kickback could rip it right off a weakened deck.

The guys on the forty-millimeter had gotten the Bofors gun aimed at me.  That surprised me.  I didn’t think it would swivel that far over, but it did and all of a sudden, those big shells were slamming into the rocks all around me.  It would only take one of those babies to make a direct hit and that would be the end of me.  For a minute there it was pure hell in my little hole.  Clouds of rock dusk, sharp rock chips, smoke from my own fifty, heat from the jungle, and the powder exhaust and heat from my own gun, all combined to make my little cave damned uncomfortable.  I could barely see, hardly breathe.  Between the rounds coming in and the rounds going out, the sound was deafening.  I was bleeding from my face and arms and chest from tiny lacerations. 

I coughed and sputtered and squinted my eyes.  Sheltering them with one hand and thumbing the butterfly triggers with the other.  Just about the time I was ready to quit and crawl as far back in my café as possible, the bigger shells, the ones that fucking explode on contact stopped.  Spotts must have gotten the gunners on the Bofors and I would have to remember to buy him a few rounds if I ever got off this island.

But the incoming fifty-caliber bullets were still bouncing around and even a rock fragment from a ricochet could do me in.  My arms and torso were already bleeding like they had been scraped with a wire brush.  I sheltered my eyes and walked my tracers right across their twin fifty mount, starting about ten feet forward and working slowly back toward the stern.  Their gun quit firing.  I strafed the rear decks and then sited in on the storage tank and ripped a gash in it near the bottom with about a hundred rounds.   The dock had to be flooded with gas, and I sprayed it with tracers.  One of them had to hit.

All of a sudden, the whole dock erupted in flames and I swung back to the twin fifty and poured about sixty rounds into that area.  Then I sat back and watched.  They couldn’t have had more than fifteen or sixteen men on the crew, probably less and I could see that at least half of them were dead.  Either from my firing or Rose’s and Spotts’ sniping. 

I heard Rose firing, but no bodies were falling.  I looked seaward and she was picking off the seaman on the ketch.  They were dropping like flies.  I hoped Terri knew how to handle that boat as well as she said because she was going to be the captain of a ghost ship if Rose had anything to do with it.

The twin fifties on the far side of the PT bridge had Rose spotted and were strafing the hillside, walking their rounds right into her position. I poured it on from their flank.  It took a minute because my rounds had to chew through half the bridge to make a clear field of fire.  After that, it didn’t take long for the gun to go silent.

The whole dock was in flames now and a couple of sailors were trying to cast off.  I strafed the far side of the PT, just above the gunnel the entire length of the boat.  The two men went down.

I was almost out of ammo.  I wanted to try for the gas tanks again but decided it was wiser to wait and save a few rounds for whatever was coming.  I saw Spotts and Terri running down the path about eighty feet below, heading for the ketch.  Spotts had a Thompson in his hand.  I hated to see that extra submachine gun go but he might need it.

I swung my gun back to the PT boat.  My intent was to cover Spotts’ escape, but nobody on the PT gave a shit about two people running on the path.  They had their own problems.  The dock and part of the PT were engulfed in flames.  It looked like there were only a few sailors left alive and they were jumping into the water to escape the fires.  I picked up my glasses and scanned the far side.  Rose was alive and well and covering the Ketch.  She had gotten most of the crew and some had jumped overboard and were in the water.  They were unarmed and I was confident that Spotts could handle any survivors.  They could opt to help and get the hell away from this island, or he would kill them.  It was that simple.

I looked at my watch.  It seemed like forever, but the firefight had only lasted a few minutes.  They had more than enough time to radio for help and I expected a bunch of well-armed guards to come pouring down that road in ten or fifteen minutes.  The ketch had to be well underway when that happened.

I looked seaward for a moment and saw Spotts charging up the gangplank, with Terri hot on his heels. He took a glance around the ship, then turned and pulled up the gangplank and dumped it in the water.  Terri went straight to the cockpit and I heard the engine cough and catch.  It belched black smoke, then settled into a quiet hum.

“Cast off lines fore and aft” she shouted.  She had a loud voice, very authoritative.  I was surprised I could hear her, but sound rises easily, and the cove was shaped like a bowl.  A miniature amphitheater and she, for the moment, was the star player.  Spotts ran aft and tossed off the stern line.  Then turned to head forward. A shadow darted from behind the cabin toward the foreword lines.  Spotts spun and pointed the Thompson, but the little man pointed at the foreword line, untied it, and let it slip into the water.  His hands were empty.  Spotts nodded at him and he smiled. 

Terri yelled some instructions I did not hear and they both hopped to and the ketch backed into the current.  She swung the bow to port and the ketch moved south, slowly at first, but picked up speed quickly.  A hundred yards out she turned seaward and the ebb current caught her and hurried her along.

There was a fresh wind blowing and the last I saw of the ketch; she had caught the wind and was tacking east in a following sea.  Terri sure knew how to handle that boat.  I was impressed.  I looked forward to sailing with her someday.

I scanned the far side of the cove, high up in the rocks.  Rose had left her spot and I finally found her.  She was rounding the top of the ridge, heading back toward the swamp and the boats.  The PT was done for.  Nothing but tired and wounded sailors swimming clear of the fire.

I hated to leave my fifty.  It had done a good job for us and I might need it again.  Rose and I still had a few things to do before we got clear.  We might have made it if we had tried to go with Spotts and Terri, but maybe not.  It would have risked us all.  Reinforcements would be showing up any minute.  Any delay and the whole attempt might have been a bust.  In fact, I was going to have to sneak through whatever force had sortied from the main resort, and the sooner I lit out, the easier that would be.  So, I abandoned my fifty, grabbed my Thompson, slung the M1 over my shoulder, and hauled ass.

*****

The resort’s version of the cavalry came pouring down the road five minutes after I crawled out of my cave.  I was halfway to the road when I heard their noise.  There were a good dozen of them all armed with rifles and a few Thompsons.  Only two black shirts though.  I ducked into a hole between a couple of boulders and laid low.  They spread out, checking out the whole area.

The ketch was gone, and the PT was still smoking with fires burning below decks fore and aft.  When it started to go, it went quick.  The main deck had caved in, the heavy guns toppled over.  It was little more than a smoldering hulk.  It would eventually burn to the waterline, then sink below the surface.  The guards inspected what was left from a distance, but only one black shirt ventured into the area.  The dock was still burning and probably would not support the weight of a man.

A few of the guards pulled some bodies out of the water.  It looked like there was one survivor.  A few of them fanned out and patrolled the road on this side of the cove, but there was no one to find except a couple of sailors that had jumped off the ketch.  They spent about twenty minutes looking around, then piled back in their deuce and a half and sped off toward the resort.  Completely ignoring the stores stacked on the dock that had been offloaded from the ketch.

When their truck cleared the bend and I heard its big engine gunning its way up the steep slope that cut through the ridge, I stuck my head out and looked around.  The cove was empty, and an offshore breeze was picking up.  It swept landward across the water and fanned the flames on the PT.  The fresh oxygen quickly turned the black smoke to a light grey, which spiraled upward along the rock walls as renewed flames engulfed the boat. 

I walked down the road to the stores stacked near the ketch dock.  It was mostly fancy foodstuffs and liquor.  I assumed someone would eventually miss it and send a truck for it.  I looked around for Rose.  She had to be up there on the ridge somewhere.  Probably watching me.  I raised my hand and waved. 

“Rose” I shouted.  We were completely alone.

It occurred to me that they thought we had all left.  They assumed that all four of us jumped on the ketch and skedaddled.  Why would anyone stay on the island with a means of escape right in front of them?  They failed to understand the tactics of the situation.  Getting us all out would have been dicey.  If that PT was seaworthy in any way, she would have run us to ground in just minutes.  Even if we disabled her, if her weapons worked, she could have quickly turned the ketch into a pile of driftwood.

Since they left the stores from the ketch just stacked on the dock, I guess their orders were strictly defense.  I started to rummage through the crates and noticed blood dripping off my fingertips.  My adrenaline was winding down and my body was starting to ache and throb.   There were so many lacerations on my arms they were creating a river of blood.  I looked at my legs.  They weren’t as bad, but they were also oozing blood and my shirt was soaked as well, its khaki color had turned a dull red. 

In every combat operation, there is something you either didn’t think about at all or didn’t give the weight it deserved.  I had completely missed the danger of ricochets.  Sitting in the middle of that cave protected me from direct hits from the PT’s firepower.  They threw a lot of lead at me, but no cigar. I had picked my spot well. A direct hit was highly unlikely.  The geometry of the cave mouth made it damn near impossible.  But I didn’t account for the third and fourth-generation ricochets. They were buzzing around like a swarm of angry bees.  Wasps would be a better description because every one of them had bigger stingers. They weren’t lethal, but they did a lot more damage than I bargained for.

One or two, even half a dozen I could shake off, but I had been peppered by hundreds of tiny rock chips and slivers.  I was a bloody mess and they were all starting to scream a warning.  I laid my guns down and stripped off my shirt.  It was soaked in sweat and blood.  My arms, legs, and torso were covered in lacerations and micro-wounds. Each dripping or oozing blood and way too many with rock chips and slivers still embedded in my skin. My arms were the worst, but my legs and chest weren’t far behind.  My back was mostly spared, it had been against the cave wall and somewhat protected.  Same for my lower stomach, the machine gun shielded that area.

Suddenly I was worried about them turning septic.  This was the tropics and infection and gangrene sets in fast.  My wounds had to be cleaned, but there were hundreds of them.  It was either swamp water or seawater.  I figured the ocean was cleaner and walked into the water up to my neck.  My legs were the first to feel the sting of the salt.   It felt like thousands of needles all pricking my skin at once.  It hurt like sin but was also soothing.  I tried inching deeper, the water slowly ignited new pains as it crept slowly up my torso. 

“Fuck it” I exclaimed and dunked under in one quick plunge. 

The brine was soothing when you got past the initial shock and I rubbed my limbs to wash away the blood and clean the wounds and lacerations.  I found I had some bigger gashes than I expected and a few with sizeable rock shards still embedded.  I pulled the biggest one out and screamed my head off.  A cloud of blood swirled in the clear water.  It had been in deep.

Then I gritted my teeth and yanked out the rest. When I was done, I looked around.  I was still alone, but I could see Rose up there on the ridge.  She was trying to figure out if she needed to come down and help me.  So, I waved her off.  Then I went back over to the stack of stores.

It was mostly foodstuffs and beverages.  Canned salmon, oysters, caviar, some gourmet soups, liquor, and Coca-Cola.  I stuffed my pack with as much as it would carry, including six bottles of vodka.  I figured that was enough to sanitize my wounds with a little leftover for medicinal purposes.  I would have preferred bourbon or rum, but it was just vodka and gin.  That was an easy choice. 

Then I picked up my weapons and started up the hill toward Rose.  I soon realized that I had lost a lot more blood than I thought and that most of my wounds were still open and seeping.  By the time I cleared the ridge overlooking the cove, I was breathing hard and a lot more fatigued than I should be.  Rose was waiting at the top and I fell into her arms.

*****


Chapter 17 – The Will to Live

I woke hours later laying on the bottom of the canoe.  The chipped-out mahogany was hard against my back, but my wounds had all been cleaned and the deeper cuts bandaged.   I even had a few new stitches.   I was weak from fatigue and blood loss and realized that I had been dangerously cavalier about our little adventure.

I vaguely remember being half-carried, half-dragged down that slope to the edge of the swamp.  I tried to help her, stumbling and staggering, at least supporting some of my own weight.  Rose continuously amazed me.  She was stronger than she looked, and the girl had grit.  A lot of grit.  If she didn’t, I wouldn’t be alive. 

She dumped me on the deck of the airboat and used it to retrieve the canoe, then hauled it back over to the edge of the swamp and beached her airboat next to the other. I don’t remember any of the trip. I was out cold.

She figured, correctly.  If the airboats were there, side by side, the island bigwigs would assume we had all fled in the ketch.  What kind of idiot would leave a perfectly good airboat when heading into the swamp? That would give us time to lay low and wait for Spotts to return with the marines or the navy or whatever he and the congressman could rustle up.  If they thought we were gone, no one would be looking for us.

Finally, she loaded me into the bottom of the canoe and poled deep into the swamp.   I came around a few times, but my brain was in a fog.  I vaguely remember, more like a dream, arguing that she needed to hide before she stopped to heal my wounds.  She wanted to clean them immediately, but I wanted us to get safely away first.  I guess I partially won the argument because she waited until we were several miles from where we left the airboats.

It was a hell of a job to tend all my slices and lacerations.    She was losing light when she finally stopped and started my repairs.  It was slow going I had hundreds of cuts, many still bleeding, some deep, some shallow, dozens of them with rock shards and splinters still embedded in my skin.

We only had a few first aid supplies that we had stolen from the airboats. Sulfur powder and hydrogen peroxide which didn’t last long.  There was enough for most of the deepest wounds, after that she started on the vodka.  I drank some and she poured the rest all over me.  Eventually, it was too dark to work, and she left me to rest until morning.

Rose was up before dawn.  The minute she had some grey light to see by she was at it again.  But some of my wounds were turning septic and she was squeezing puss from way too many cuts.  One big problem was the slash on my forearm where the bullet had creased me in the fight with the scouts.  The arm was swollen.  I hadn’t given it the attention I should have and just pressed on with the needs of the day.

It stank when she removed the bandage and it stung like crazy when she splashed vodka in the wound.  Dead tissue lined one side and she sliced it off with her stiletto.  A long, thin slice of my forearm, just like she was trimming a roast.  I have to admit she kept it sharp as a razor.  What a girl.  Then she knotted a few stitches and wrapped my arm back up again.

“Doesn’t look good.  I wish we had some Sulphur left” she said.  As much a prayer as information.  Her voice was grave and filled with concern.

I lay in the bottom of the boat weak, and feeble, resting the whole day.  She wanted to make a fire, but I wouldn’t let her.  So, we ate cold from the can.  Not really cold.  It was a hundred-plus degrees in the swamp, but it wasn’t heated up.  She poured the oysters and turtle soup down me until I wanted to gag, but it was what I needed.  Plenty of protein.  I would much rather have had some red meat, and there was plenty of it around, but I was too frail to hunt, and Rose refused to risk leaving any sign of our passing.  

By mid-afternoon, some of my wounds were beginning to fester and seep more puss.  Rose found us a place to tie up and went to work on me again.  She cleaned them all out again and used the last of the vodka.  I was feeling weaker and running a fever and I just lay placidly and let her work.  But she was in a losing battle.

There were just too many wounds, not enough time, and not enough medicine.  The fight was mine now.  The toxins were already in my body.  I had to find the strength to overcome them.  I would be sorely tested that night.  Not just my physical strength, but also my will to live.

I lay helpless and sickly most of the night.  My fever growing with the darkness.  Despite the sweltering heat, I was desperately cold.  I could not get warm and lay shivering uncontrollably in the bottom of the canoe.  I have never been so cold.  My temperature soared, and my mind wandered through a maze of fog and delusions.  Rose lay atop me, trying to share the heat of her own body, but to no avail.  I shook and spasmed and my mind teetered on the edge of sanity. 

My dreams were vivid glimpses of other worlds, other realms, heaven, hell, and Oden’s Hall.    I looked down at my pitiful body, so pathetically weak and infirm.   I saw Jesus and I saw Thor.  Wagner’s “Ride of the Valkyries” played in my head, mixed with the hymns of my youth.  The blare of the horns contrasted sharply with the deep resonance of the pipe organ.  I could feel the icy, multi-jointed fingers of the Valkyries tugging at my body.  Their fairy-like digits grasping and clutching, searching for a firm grip so that they could fly me to Valhalla.

But Rose was stopping them.  They could not carry her weight as well as mine.  More of them came, they swarmed over me like tiny flying spiders.  Their needle-sharp nails piercing and biting.  Oden had commanded in his great booming voice “Bring him to me! He is one of ours” and they had sent a fucking army to complete the task.

You must die in combat with a sword in your hand to enter Valhalla.  To earn the right to rest among the heroes of the ages, feasting, drinking, and fighting until the great war that will end the world.  Do wounds of battle count?  My sword, my sword.  I didn’t have a sword, but I had a gun.  Did they change the rules?  “My knife! My knife!” I shouted.  Frantically thrashing about enough to rock the canoe and endanger us.  My hands searching for a blade.  Any blade.  Rose handed me my karambit and closed my fingers around it.  She also closed her fist around mine, lest I cut her or myself in my delirium.

All night long I struggled and all night long she held me tight.  A tug of war between life and death with my soul in limbo for what seemed like an eternity. I had brief moments of lucidity.  Flashes of clarity and I knew Rose was there.  I clung to her with a furious desperation, then fell back into lunacy.   My fever broke with the dawn, sunlight was a healing drug.  My fitful fantasies faded away like the other shadows of the night, growing dimmer and dimmer until they were barely a memory.  I stirred and Rose’s face had never been more beautiful.  Despite my physical weakness, I had an overwhelming need for her.

I don’t really believe in Valhalla, but it’s part of my racial memory and I have studied the mythology in an attempt to learn who I am and where I came from.   Their ancient tales comfort me, much like the nursery rhymes of my childhood.   I don’t believe in the old gods, nor the new gods.  But I was certain that my ancestors were calling to me and I was almost willing to go.

I tried to sit up but fell back down.

Rose was in the rear of the canoe, poling the boat slowly.  “Easy big guy.  Just rest” she soothed.

I smiled up at her.  “Thanks,” I said.

She just smiled.

“Show me your tits,” I asked.

“You’re feeling better” she laughed.  It was music to my tattered body.

“Please” I begged.

She unbuttoned her shirt with one hand and exposed her right breast.  “That’s it,” she declared.

“Where’s your mercy?  I’ve had a rough time” I responded.

She smiled and bared the other one.

“Let’s stop” I suggested.

Rose laughed.  A full-throated, joyous laugh.  “Later stud.  Later.  Rest and I’ll reward you.”

“Yes, mam.  Anything you say.”  I had worked my way up on one elbow and I lay back down and watched the sky and the treetops glide past.  I could relax with Rose on duty.  She was every bit as competent as me.  It was going to take the two of us working together if we were to survive until help came.   That meant regaining my strength so I could pull my own weight.

*****

Alyssa Foureira, aka Rose, was born in a country once called Macedonia, nestled between Greece and Europe.  A rugged place of jagged mountain peaks and lush alpine valleys, with clear, crisp mornings and brilliant starlit nights.  A pastoral land of shepherds, farmers, and craftsmen.  Then the Nazis came. 

The SS officers held her captive for more than a year as she serviced their every desire, both individually and collectively.  She roomed with three, sometimes four other girls.  Rose was the only one to survive.

The night following the day she was taken, she lay on a cold wooden floor, bruised, battered, and grieving the death of her shepherd boy lover.  Barely fifteen, Rose had been repeatedly raped as she watched her boyfriend dying on the floor.  Despite the pain in her body and the agony in her soul, she made the decision, not only to survive but to prevail and savor her revenge on those who had wronged her.

Some of the officers were quick and impassive.  Seeking only an expeditious release of their sexual pressures.   Others were gentle and in need of a lover.  A woman that would hold them and express her desire for them.  A few were brutal and sadistic, needing to inflict ever more pain to gratify their sick perverted urges.  Rose serviced them all.  Never shying from their touch.    Never showing her disgust and revulsion.  Never showing even a hint, that she was silently planning their death.

Each night when they were done, Rose would kneel in the shower and vomit repeatedly, as if the rushing water could cleanse her soul along with her flesh.  But whatever their needs, Rose leaned to meet them.  Continuously pitting one off against the others.  Each secretly believing that she was there just for him.  Week after week, month after month she played their game.  Satisfying them sexually as well as emotionally.  Her acting skills reaching perfection.  Her extraordinary ability to compartmentalize her emotional torment tore ever deeper scars in the fabric of who she used to be. 

Eventually, the demands of the campaign took priority, and the number of officers continuously in the barracks thinned.  The Germans were facing pressure on every front from the allied armies, especially the Soviet forces, to the local guerillas in the hills. It was Rose’s time to strike. 

She stole a razor blade. A double-edged blade that slipped into a shaving razor.  She covered one edge with tape that she had taken one night when her hands were tied while the Major rode her.  Then she practiced.  She put the razor in her mouth and moved it around with her tongue without slicing herself.  It took many hours of persistence and several mishaps where blood flowed from her mouth like thick red saliva. But eventually, she mastered the skill of hiding the blade alongside her gums, then bringing it to her lips and holding it firmly between her teeth, blade facing out.  Ultimately, she could do it perfectly, every time, without even thinking about it.

One night there were only two officers in the barracks.  The fat major took her first.  Rank has its privileges.  Rose entered his room looking radiant and smiling.  Anxious for his companionship, and his sexual attentions.  She sated him quickly and when done, she leaned into him with a fervent embrace.  She kissed his neck, and his cheek and clung to him, and whispered all the words he wanted to hear.  Then she nestled in his chest and brought the blade forward.  With it firmly clamped between her teeth, she buried the edge into his throat and jerked her head sideways, pulling him into her with all her might.  She held him close with a desperately fierce grip.  He twitched and tried to struggle but did not really understand what had happened.  He barely felt the wound, but something was wrong, terribly wrong.

His blood rushed down Rose’s front and she pushed their bodies back on the bed, using her own weight to hold him down.  He tried to push back against her, but he was weak and ineffectual.  He started to gurgle.  It wasn’t loud, but she didn’t take any chances and covered his mouth with her hand.  He died very quickly.  Must more quickly than she would have liked.   This one she longed to mutilate, but in seconds his strength had drained, and his sounds had stopped.

Rose left him dead or dying on the bed, hoping that there was enough life left in him that he could see her cross the room and take his luger from his holster. She checked the clip and chambered a round.  Then pulled a pillow from under his head and crossed the narrow hallway to the lieutenant’s room. 

His eyes went wide when he saw her blood-soaked tits, but his reactions were too slow.  Rose had buried the muzzle of the luger in the pillow and she fired three times.  He was dead before he hit the floor, a few feathers floated slowly down from the holes in the pillow.  The pillow muffled the sound of the shots.  They could not have been heard beyond the walls of the empty barracks, but Rose looked around cautiously anyway.  All was still.

Rose dressed calmly, but quickly.  Stole a pair of boots, a luger, an MP40 handheld machine gun, a couple of stick grenades, and slipped out a rear window.  She wanted to stay and kill some more, but she settled for rigging a grenade to explode the next time someone entered the barracks.  She also rigged one under the Captain’s bed.

Three days later a partisan scout found Rose wandering in the mountains.  She was hungry and exhausted, but still full of fight.  

*****

We moved around a lot in the next few days and I healed fast.   Always careful to leave no sign of our passing.  If we opened a can, we took it with us or buried it deep under some bushes where you couldn’t see that the soil had been disturbed.

There wasn’t much to do except hide and move and we passed the time getting to know one another better.  I told her things in those few short days I’ve never told anyone, and I think she did the same.  Rose was a good storyteller and might have been in more tight spots than I had.  She was also a skeptic and seemed to enjoy needling me a bit.

“What’s with all this Norse legend stuff? You were babbling like a Viking chieftain while you were out.  You don’t really believe in that do you?”  Rose asked suddenly.

“No, it just gives me a framework to think of the world.  An orientation, if you will.”

“What’s wrong with Christianity?”

“Doesn’t sit well.  I can’t buy the story.  My mother spoon-fed it to me, but she died early.  Maybe if God had let her live longer, I’d be a believer.”

“That's a bit cynical.  Blaming God for your lack of faith” Rose observed.

“He designed me” I protested.

“How do you know God’s a he?”

“I don’t! I guess that’s presumptuous.”

“You and a few million other men” quipped Rose.

“You believe in God?”

“I don’t believe in anything that would make the Nazis” she announced.

“I heard the devil did that.”

Rose laughed.  “Then he’s not omnipotent, is he?  Or she?  He either permitted them or he’s in a power struggle.”

“I thought that was the point, good versus evil and all that?”

“Touché!  Tell me about your gods.  Who’s your favorite and why?”

“Goddess.  Her name is Freya.”

“Never heard of her. Why her?”

“She’s beautiful and promiscuous.”

“Of course, she is!” Rose laughed again.

I loved her laugh.  Her whole face would just light up.  Not just her mouth, all of her would take on radiance.

“Your file says you read all the great books.  Plato, Aristotle, St Augustine, Kant, the bunch.”

“I was searching for who I am and why I’m here.”

“Get any answers?”

“Other than random chance?  No!”

“That is cynical,” she judged.

“I started out looking for religious answers.  No one seems to be able to prove or disprove the existence of God, but I thought that I could at least figure out if I was one of the chosen” I explained.

“You mean like the Germans?” Rose replied.

“And the Japanese, the Jews, the Calvinists, and hundreds of other societies, tribes, and religions, including the Brits at certain times in their history.  You should probably throw the French in there as well.”

“Well, were you?” she asked.

“Were I what?”

“One of the chosen?”

“Not hardly.  I discovered the bible wasn’t even compiled until almost four hundred years after the crucifixion.  It was ordered up by a Roman Emperor.  The old testament that my mom always told me was the Jewish bible, wasn’t even from the original Hebrew.  It was a Greek translation that was used in Egypt after the death of Alexander the Great.  So no, there was no direct evidence that my little protestant sect was any more legitimate than any other.”

“What a bummer! Sounds like you did a lot of reading for nothing” Rose opined.

“Mostly.  I finally stopped worrying about it.”

“So, what else did you learn?  Had to be something in all those high-brow books?”

“Mostly religious fanatics and guys that were so arrogant that they thought they could divine the nature of existence just by thinking about it.”

“Wow!  Talk about arrogant” Rose replied, laughing. 

“You’re really going to criticize all those famous people,” she added, then laughed some more.

“I was unsettled about much of what I read.  Their answers weren’t terribly clear.  Recently I read Bertrand Russell’s “History of Western Philosophy” and he agreed.  He helped me make sense, or in some cases, nonsense of their theories,” I replied, more than a little defensively.

“Just kidding” declared Rose.  She could not seem to stop laughing.  She loved it when she had me on the ropes

Our conversation was interrupted when Rose spotted a Filipino brown deer about two hundred yards away.  Our food supply was running low and I needed protein to replace my blood loss.  Rose had finally consented to a hunt if we were careful.  A deer or antelope or goat, anything that would fill my belly.  She stopped the boat, quickly drew a bead, and dropped the animal like a stone.  Her marksmanship was uncanny.

It was a little one.  A doe, only about eighty pounds, but it was more than we needed.  We dressed it out quickly, risked a fire, and had ourselves a barbeque without the sauce.  Then we fed the rest to the alligators and the evidence was gone.  They would never know we had been there.

*****


Chapter 18 – Lure of Satin Sheets

The swamp was a perfect place to hide.  A thousand trees rose straight out of the swamp, their gnarled roots a twisted mass at water level.  It was a perfect hideout.  We camouflaged the canoe with brush both fore and aft, then slipped between the trees and roots and small hummocks.  It was impossible to see very far ahead, and the tangle of roots hindered navigation.  We were quiet and methodical in our movements and just blended into the fauna clutter of the swamp.  It was almost impossible to spot us unless you were right on top of us.  Plus, the birds always warned if men approached, unless they poled very slowly, which the guard patrols never did.

Periodically we saw patrols, but they didn’t see us.  It was easy to stay ahead of them and dodge them by moving around behind them. They were sending them out at random intervals, but they didn’t have any black shirts with them.  The swamp was just too big, with too many trees to properly search with the limited manpower they were allocating.  

I couldn’t figure out why not.  It could have been that they were low on manpower.  It could also mean that the patrols were bait.  Their patrols had a habit of disappearing when they found us.  Maybe these guys were expendable, and it was just a cheap way to find out if we were really gone.  In any event, we didn’t take the bait and gave them no reason to suspect our presence.

These were lazy days.  We prowled the swamp like ghosts, leaving no sign of our passing.  Rose actually got used to spending the night in the canoe.  Once we got past that hurdle, we fucked like swamp rabbits, then fell asleep in one another’s arms.  There wasn’t much to do except eat, sleep and stay out of sight.  At least once a day we made a point to get a view of the channel between us and the next island. 

Spotts assured us that he would return by sea and to watch for a U.S. Naval vessel.  But we had no idea how long that would take.  Whether to expect him today or next month.  We assumed that after the massacre of the platoon, that a second attempt would be a political hot potato.  But I had faith in Spotts and the congressman’s clout.  If anyone could pull it off, it was those two.  Neither was the kind to put up with red tape for long.  Especially when American lives were on the line.

Rose and I had a running argument about how to proceed.  I wanted to wait for Spotts to return with a few more warriors. Rose wanted to go on the offensive.  For the moment I was in no shape for a raid, but that was changing quickly.  Waiting was the smart play and it had the added advantage of not putting Rose at risk.  But every day that we delayed meant continued sexual bondage for a number of women, not counting the ones being grabbed and transported to this island by a network of worldwide feeders that were profiting off the operation.

Rose was a survivor of serial rape.  Extreme and extended sexual assault and slavery.  She had a furious rage for the guys running this place.  It burned in her like an unquenchable fire.  She’d cut off their dicks and leave them bleeding on the floor if someone didn’t stop her.  I didn’t care about them, but I cared deeply about her.  She sometimes tended to throw caution to the wind when her blood was up.  I didn’t want her killed or hurt and that meant being her protector as well as her partner. 

She was a woman, but she was also a warrior.  It was all mixed up inside of her.  If I held back, I didn’t trust her not to move against these assholes alone.  To arm up with as much ammo as she could carry and start killing guards and resort management.  She was hopelessly outnumbered.  She would kill a lot of them, but they would eventually get her. 

My relationship with Rose was an odd one.  I had never felt this way about a woman.  Half fuck buddy and half trusted partner.   The kind you wouldn’t hesitate to go back to back with her in a knife fight. Yes, my feelings for her sometimes overwhelmed me, but it was not like with Rowe or even Zara.  With Rowe, my mind always went to hearth and home. A house full of kids constantly screaming mommy or daddy, while they weren’t fighting amongst themselves.  Zara was a good friend and a wonderful fuck.  I had tender feelings for her, but they weren’t the settle-down kind.  They were the visit an old friend kind and renew the carnal passions type.  Fuck like long-lost lovers, then off to pursue our separate agendas.

Rose was somewhere in the middle, but also a lot more.  She wasn’t the homebody type and I never envisioned her as such.  I loved being with her, just sharing the day.  Even if it involved killing bad guys and risking our asses.  I had an irresistible urge to romance her if I ever got the chance to do it properly.  That day we took a sail on the Vassar was one of the sweetest of my life, even though we had just met.  But I never felt permanency with Rose.  I always knew it was temporary.

Yes, I would be her friend for a lifetime, but I didn’t feel a need to be constantly in her life.  I would always be there for her and when the chance arose enjoy the hell out of the time we had together.  I also had the impulse to watch over her and protect her, but it really wasn’t necessary.

Rose was one capable woman.  My commitment to her was to be there when she truly needed me.  Whether that was to shake off a few bad memories with some intensely physical fucking or arrive like the Cavalry just in the nick of time.  My role was simply: ‘to be counted on’.   A stable platform in her whirlwind world.  Mr. Reliable, that would be me.  Not terribly dashing, but it was what she needed if we ever got off this cursed island.

My old war buddy, Tate Toliver, who fought beside me in the Burma Campaign, says I think too much.  Self-indulgence he calls it.  I am always analyzing things.  Turning them in my mind this way and that, right side up, upside down.  Always looking at them from a different angle or through an alternate prism.  It drove him nuts, but it helped me.  I am a curious mixture of warrior and poet.  I am compelled to look deeper into life, discern its meaning, and learn why the fuck I am here.  I seldom find any real earth-shaking answers, but the process, in and of itself, is instructive.

Maybe that’s one reason I decided to write down my life in this series of adventures.  I wanted to relay not just my exploits, but also my reflections and ruminations.   The thoughts that haunt me during dog watch on a balmy night, just me and the sea as the boat glides gracefully through the waves beneath a brilliant carpet of stars.  The sky above so immense, the ocean so boundless and deep, that it dwarfs me and fills my soul with an overpowering sense of insignificance.  How can one ever expect to perform a meaningful act in such a vast and ever-changing universe?

Then there are those near-death moments when I’m choked with fear and terror, but I’m living with more intensity than at any other time.  My senses heightened to an extreme and recording every vivid microsecond as my reflexes operate on a razor’s edge.  In these moments and many others, the musings of the mind are ever-present.  Private, provocative, silent, and seldom shared with another human being.

Rose wanted this place destroyed and the men who created it dying slowly and painfully. Her history provoked her.  Impelled her to action.  She identified with the plight of these helpless women.  Their lives stolen, sacrificed for the pleasure of corrupt and selfish men.  She overflowed with indignation.  Her emotions swinging between a cold, calm determination and an overwhelming fury and call to action.

She refused to run off and leave this place operating one more day longer than necessary, even if we were only going for reinforcements.  Rose was adamant that we attack and destroy.  A large majority of these women were literally fucking for their lives.  Rose had been abused by Hitler’s elite guard.  Passed around like a bottle of Schnapps, so everyone could drink their fill.  She had a special empathy for the women held captive and was determined to destroy this place and those who conceived and ran it.

“They’re scum.  Less than human.  They don’t deserve to draw another breath.”  Her voice was as cold and resolute as the villain in one of my dime novels.

So, we stayed, and we hid, and we made plans. I agreed to go on the offensive as soon as I had the strength.  My only demand was that we have a plan.  In the meantime, we collected intel, learned the terrain, and talked strategy.

*****

Rose had a playful streak and she would periodically indulge it even in the face of danger.  Prudent and judicious in most situations, she could also throw caution to the wind and toy with fate if the fancy struck her.   However, she was so brash about it, that despite the perils that this triggered, I had to admire her style.  

We were in the brush just a few hundred feet from the resort, behind the bungalows, and about a hundred yards from the black shirt’s barracks.  Rose had insisted, without providing an adequate reason, that we arrive several hours before the time we intended to attack.  The night was a little bright for what we had in mind and we needed to wait either for cloud cover or the moon to change position and create longer shadows. 

I was lying on my stomach watching through a break in the foliage.  I could see two roving guards covering the bungalow pathways, none of them in black shirts.

Rose snuggled in close and whispered in my ear, “I wish I could take a shower.  There’s hot water just a few hundred feet away.   Can’t you hear it calling to us?  Soft beds too.  When was the last time we fucked in a soft bed?”

“You can’t!  Get clean with swamp water?” I replied.

She punched me gently.  “I want hot water with soap and no bugs or lizards in my bath.”

“Come on” she urged, suddenly moving forward at a crotch.

I couldn’t exactly yell for her to stop, so I followed.

A hundred feet from the pathway, she skinned off her pants and boots and handed them to me.  God, I loved her legs.  Even in the dark, they were marvelous.  Long and shapely with perfectly sculpted thighs.   “When I signal you, come through the back window of the bungalow” she informed, pointing to the nearest one on the left.

“Wait” I whispered, but she was gone.

A few steps later she was on the pathway.  Her shirt was mostly unbuttoned down the front, barely concealing her tits.  There was no hiding her long, luscious legs.  A roving guard spotted her, and she smiled and waved.  He stopped to watch her ass swing but didn’t stop her.  Just one of the resort’s amenities on her way to please a guest.

She walked up to the door of the bungalow and knocked.  “Compliments of the house” Rose announced when a man opened the door and she pushed her way right in.   He was oriental in his mid-fifties and more than a little overweight.

Rose looked at the woman in the bed, smiled, and put her finger to her lips. “Don’t scream” she warned, then spun and kicked the man in the groin.  When he doubled over, she did a little hop and switched her load-bearing leg, then she brought another foot around.  The side of her foot connected with his cheekbone and he spun and dropped to the floor.

Rose spun back around.  “Don’t scream” she affirmed and brandished a stiletto that had suddenly appeared in her hand.  “Quiet Honey.  Nobody needs to get hurt” she promised.

I was watching the whole scene from the window. Rose was marvelous.  Just like watching a movie.  “Come on in Babe,” she said, pulling open the window.

I closed the window behind me to keep the bugs out and drew the curtains uptight. 

“Tie these people up” instructed Rose.  “I’m going to draw a bath.”

I stood there speechless.  This had all been about hot water.  She suckered me into coming early, then boldly took over a bungalow.  It was a bit brazen, but she had it planned well.

I tied up the guy and the girl and gagged them both.  It was hot and the sound carried easily through the screened windows.  The guards were easily within earshot, but they were trained to ignore sounds of passion and even a woman’s cry of pain.  Even so, no sense in calling undue attention to ourselves.

Rose was in the bathroom for a long time and I stuck my head in to check on her.  She was stretched out, luxuriating in the tub surrounded by pink bubbles.

“Scat,” she said at the sound of the door, not even turning to look at me.  “Be a good boy and I’ll be out to reward you when I’m done.”

Rose was beautiful, but she could be a real brat.

I stood beside the windows and peek out from the edges of the curtains.  The guards were roving at random, as they should be, and they hadn’t shown the slightest interest in this particular bungalow or any other.

I was at a loss for what to do, so I sat on the bed and waited for Rose.  My two tied-up companions watched me.  Not sure what was going on.  Welcome to the club.

Ten minutes later the door opened, and Rose walked out in a kimono style robe.  God, she was breathtaking.  She was still wet from the bath and the silk material molded to her frame.  One breast was perfectly outlined.  The robe was short, hitting her well above mid-thigh.  Her long legs called to me, promising delights that I knew well.

She came into my arms with torrid kisses and clung to me.  Then she pushed back and raised her head to look up at me.  “You stink, grab a quick shower, please.  I’m a fan of personal hygiene.”

“Do something about that stubble,” she called after me as I walked into the bathroom.

Actually, she was probably right.  I had just carried a 50-caliber machine gun ten miles through the jungle.  The temperature was over a hundred, the humidity was high, and the gun was fucking heavy.  Rose, to her credit, lugged some ammo cans along behind me. 

I was back out in a flash with a towel wrapped around my waist.  I think it was the quickest shower and shave that I had ever taken.  Rose had stripped off the sheets and thrown them in the corner.  She was sitting in the middle of the bed waiting, still wearing the kimono.  She untied the robe and let it slide off her shoulders.  God, she looked radiant.

I started toward her and she held up an open hand like a stop sign.  Then pointed to our audience tied to the two chairs.  “I’m not up for a show.  Turn them around” she instructed.

I turned them to face the wall, then hopped into bed and her arms.

*****

Rose pushed Straw back on the bed.  She had one hand on his chest applying gentle pressure as his body reclined.  The other was on his dick, gently stroking its hardness.  She could already feel his precum oozing.

Rose normally fucked for one of two reasons.  For the job, God, country, and apple pie, or because she needed the release. When she spread her legs in the line of duty, she was a masterful lover.  She had learned how to quickly search out a man’s carnal triggers, both physical and phycological, and use them to take control.  Rose the secret agent was a drug and for most men, she was as addictive as opium or heroin.

In those instances, when her own needs began to grow and fester like a sore unattended.  A hot body was all that she required, and those encounters were brief and meaningless.  She sought her own pleasure, milking every ounce of ardor out of the stiff phallus and walking away when its usefulness began to fade.  She wasn’t a cold partner.  While her blood was up, she was passionate, filled with a sexual hunger that devoured her partners.  If she could please them in some way, she did.   But their satisfaction was never her mission.  They either came or not.  Quilling her own fever was paramount.

Rose had fucked countless men but had had only three true lovers.  The young shepherd boy, the leader of the partisan band, and Jack Straw.  She had come to Straw in lust.  She needed to be fucked and fucked hard and his file indicated that he could do the job.  No ties, no entanglements, no complications.  Just raw animal rutting followed by a physical release.  But he had surprised her.  He was a thoughtful, caring lover.  She feared at first that he was too tame.  But then she had fanned his flames and the lion had awakened.  He had ravaged her.  Pounded into her with an unrestrained ferocity that made her forget everything except their mutual desire and the irresistible hunger to merge their bodies.

When he went soft inside her, she actually felt a sense of loss.  But he stiffened even before he had fully withdrawn.  Rose had heard of this, but never experienced it.  The doctors had a name for it, but she didn’t care about labels.  She was just glad it was hard again and moving, that marvelous friction rubbing against her opening.  Never one to waste a sexual opportunity, she slammed her pelvis up to meet his thrusts and slid her tongue back down his throat.

After that first afternoon on the sailboat, she knew she would be back for more.  It was unlike her to stay the night, but she wanted him again and again and he had obliged.  When his cock gave out, he used his mouth and then his hands.  She could not remember cuming so hard or so often.  At times her body was twisted into a knot, writhing uncontrollably from the intensity of her pleasure.

Straw was on the bed looking up at her.  His gaze was gentle and loving.  This had been a risk, but one she needed to take.  A hot bath and a hot cock would energize her.  Fucking in that damn dugout offered a quick release but was far from satisfying.  This was much better.  A soft mattress that did not bruise her knees and detract from her pleasure.  No bugs to swat.  No need to rush through it to cover up so as not to be eaten alive by the mosquitos.  These were stolen moments in a stolen room, where she could linger with her intimacy and prolong the pleasure. Aside from the Thompson submachine gun within reach and the couple tied to chairs across the room, it was a truly romantic interlude.

Rose loved the cowgirl.  It gave her control.  She didn’t mind doing most of the work.  She could orchestrate the event like a director casting a play.  Put your hands here, I’ll move my body there. Then call “Action”.

She threw one long shapely leg over Straw, straddling his body, then lowered herself, but not enough for him to enter her.  She was wet and ready, but she teased her opening with his stiffness.  Taking long swipes of his cock head the length of her opening.  Just brushing the tip of her wetness.  Oh God, she loved this part.

Between the fondling of her fingers and her warm inviting slickness, Rose felt Straw thicken and harden even more, as she guided his cockhead along her slit.  Teasing her opening and tantalizing him with the promise that ecstasy was just moments away.  She squeezed him hard.  There was no give; he was like steel.  Oh, God! How she loved an unyielding cock!

Gradually, she lowered herself, letting him enter her half an inch at a time.  Luxuriating in that wondrous feel of the initial penetration.  Then she paused and half fucked him for a few strokes.  Slowly, methodically, reveling in those first moments of entry when her vaginal walls first spread and flowed around his warm harness. 

Straw reached up and closed one hand over each breast. His touch was tender but urgent.   Rose liked her nipples rubbed and he centered them in his palms, kneading the entire breast.  She leaned forward, increasing the pressure of his hands with her weight, and kissed him deeply.  Their tongues blending, merging as she dropped her hips and slid Straw’s cock in up to the hilt. 

The sound of her moaning into his mouth and the exhilaration of full insertion made Straw respond with a violent upward thrust of his hips and they were off.   Their bodies flying against one another in a desperate urge to meld. He wanted to crawl inside of her, and she wanted to welcome him in.  Spread her pussy wide enough to swallow all of him so that they could be one.  Straw had never seen her so ardent.  That first night had been magical.  Truly unique.  But this Rose was in a carnal rage.  There was a primal fire in her that needed to be quenched and she devoured Straw with her need.

There was a ferocity to their fucking.  Almost like sexual combat.  They were trading blows.  The thrust of one body answered by the thrust of the other.  But unlike combat, they didn’t deflect the blows by turning to reduce their force.  Instead, they welcomed each impact, reveled in the shock of the collision, and returned it in kind. 

Rose was having orgasms throughout the entire engagement.  So many she did not count them, but when Straw came, she collapsed on top of him but kept her ass moving enough to coax him back to arousal before he could escape.  Then she played with his hardness for a long while, using long, languid strokes to keep him excited. 

Their violent coupling had sated her demons, at least for the time being.  But Rose was not done.  She loved the slow fuck, especially on top.  She knew just how to draw a man out and savor every moment of his stiffness.  Jack was an accommodating lover and Rose had learned exactly how to keep him in a state of limbo that could prolong her pleasure well beyond any other man.  Keeping just enough vaginal pressure on him to maintain his firmness, but never enough to tip him over the edge.  It was a tantalizing, teasing game she played.  Working him up until she could feel him pulsing for the finish, then dampening his fervor just enough to rob him of the prize.  Greedily she milked Jack’s cock almost exclusively for her own pleasure and loved Jack for being a man that would indulge her selfish games.  Her craving to chase her own needs, while forestalling his.  But eventually, passion overcame them both and they ended their erotic dance in an intense flurry of urgency and frenzied desire.

Straw lay sexually exhausted, his chest heaving from the exertion, his cock a limp string dangling uselessly.  Rose was moving about the room, completely nude.  He drank in the beauty and sensuality of her marvelous body as she reached for her clothes.  Her breasts swayed provocatively as she began to dress.  Straw watched wistfully as she pulled her pants up over her incredible legs and eventually covered that wonderful snatch as she buttoned up.  None of those sites stirred his cock.  It was a dead soldier.

*****


Chapter 19 - Fire and Crossfire

The fun was over, and it was time for war.  Rose and I slipped out the back window.  The same one that I had entered through and we quickly blended into the surrounding jungle.  The moon had moved lower and was blocked by the trees, which deepened the shadows and made it much harder to see.  I didn’t have far to go and took up a position right behind the black-shirt barracks.  Rose had much farther to travel, and I gave her a half hour.  She had to go into the jungle, circle around about two hundred and sixty degrees, and man the 50 that we had set up about a hundred yards from the barracks.

It was off to the right of the front entrance in a position to cut down anyone running out the doors or to jab through the side walls.  A fifty-caliber bullet is a big slug and will slice through a wooden wall like a knife through butter.  The barrack was cheaply built and wasn’t made to withstand an attack.  It was a converted worker’s dormitory.  Just someplace to sleep.  Up early, put in a full day’s work on the plantation, then hit the bed late and dog tired.  No one lavished any expense on the structure.

I had ten “poor man’s grenades” carefully cushioned and wrapped in a pair of pants I had skinned off a dead guard.    They were an improvised incendiary, often called “bottle bombs”.  The Fins called them a “Molotov Cocktail”, or a “Molly” for short and they had played a major role in countering the Russian advance in 39.

The original had a specified ratio of tar, ethanol, and petrol.  I just had gas, so I used that.  The boys on the airboats had a cooler full of beer.  After we polished off the fluids, I saved the bottles and partially filled them with gas I drained from one of the engines.  A true Molly has a rag stuck out the top that you light before you throw it.  The bottle breaks on contact, the fluid splashes about, and the flames spread out hopefully causing a self-sustaining fire.

The problem with a Molly is that it can easily blow up in your hand.  There was a lot that could go wrong.  The rag is soaked in too much gas and burns too fast.  You splash some gas on your hand and it lights up with the rag.  You hold it too long and it ignites in your hand.  It catches the other Mollies that you haven’t thrown yet on fire and everything goes poof.  It’s not exactly a precision weapon, but it’s effective as hell in a pinch.  I had ten of them to throw and I laid them all out so I could be quick about it because the shooting was going to start at the first throw.  I was only going to light the first one.  It should start a fire and the rest would just add more fuel.  Besides, the gas from the others would most likely catch fire when the bullets started flying.

Rose was a hundred yards away.  She had a machine gun and was in relative safety.  But I had to be within throwing distance.  I had nine to toss after the first one hit.  That would start the show and the last thing I wanted was to draw attention to myself by waving around a torch in the middle of the night.  With this bunch we were fighting, that’s an easy way to get filled full of holes.  I lit up the first one and give it all the muscle I had in my right arm.  It sailed through the night in an arc of flame and I got lucky.  It crashed through a screen window and flames shot across the room.  I heard someone scream and saw a figure launch himself off of an upper bunk.  He was on fire.

I didn’t waste any time watching and threw the next four in the same general area.  Near as I could tell, two went through the same window and the fire inside intensified.  The other two spattered on the side of the building and seconds later the flames from inside were racing up the side of the building.  I threw two more a little further to the left and the fire spread even more.  There was a storage room attached to the far end of the barracks.  Our recon showed that to be the armory.  I had saved my last three for that and threw them as hard as I could, spreading them out to maximize the flames when they caught.  Then I slunk back into the jungle, got down low, and took up a firing position that let me cover this side of the building.

The plan worked like a charm.  Rose was on station and when I threw the Molly, flames lit up the night, and that was her signal.  She was in a perfect position to cover both the right front side of the barracks and the front door and she let loose with the 50 cal.  Her first goal was to just reap havoc, by spraying the sides of the building.  Those giant rounds punched right through those thin wood walls and had plenty of mayhem left to tear the shit out of human flesh. Perhaps even better for our purpose were the tracers.  Every fifth round was made of phosphorus.  It burned bright even in daylight, but at night it looked like a beam out of a Buck Rogers ray gun.  When those super-hot mini flares hit that fresh gas, whoosh.  More fire.

Rose really poured it on.  She didn’t have to worry about melting the barrel.  We had to skedaddle fast after this.  That gun would just slow us down, so she was going to fire it until it melted.  Then run like hell, just in case there was anyone left alive to chase us.

It didn’t take long for the barracks and the armory to be engulfed in flames.  Anyone that bailed out a window on my side or rushed out the side door got cut down by my Thompson.  I also did some firing blind through the windows.  More than a few black shirts made it out of the front and rushed through the doors.  Rose was on the other side of the building so I couldn’t see her fire at first.  I could certainly hear it and see the effect it was having on the occupants.  Between her strafing and the fire inside, those guys were catching hell.  Suddenly I could see her tracers as she shifted fire to the front door.  A bunch of black shirts were clearly outlined in the flames and those tracers cut right through them.  I don’t think any of them survived.

We caused a hell of a ruckus and I could hear alarms going off and heard other guards shouting.  I knew they were headed our way.  Rose was safe enough.  She was three hundred yards away at the edge of the jungle.  If they tried to rush her, she’d pick them off like so many fish in a barrel.  But I was in the brush a hundred feet from all the action and could easily get trapped between the surviving black shirts and the regular guards.

It was definitely time to go.  My muzzle flashes were telling anyone nearby exactly where to aim if they wanted a piece of me.  I stopped firing and quietly withdrew back into the jungle.  Rose kept up her firing for a few more minutes.  But cut down a little on her rate of fire.  She had switched to short bursts.  The barrel was probably close to melting.  When it starts to go, it glows bright orange, then the barrel actually wavers.  Not for long, but long enough to see it.  That’s when rounds start to cook off.  They don’t need the trigger pulled and the gun is ready to blow up.

I wasn’t headed straight for her.  We had a rendezvous point picked out along with a couple of backups.  I headed for the first one and prayed Rose would be alive to meet me there.  I was deep in the jungle when the 50 fired its last burst, then the M1 opened up.  The shots were much further apart.  She was picking her targets and I was sure that every sound was someone dying.  ‘Time to go, baby, I mentally urged her.  Not that it would do any good, she had a mind of her own that girl.  If it was anyone else, I would have worried more.  But she was death with that rifle in her hands.  It would take a platoon to flush her out of that spot we had chosen, and I don’t think they had a platoon left.

Eventually, there were no more shots.  The last three were single shots well-spaced.  If they had charged her, there would have been a lot more firing. Concealed as she was, the chance of another sniper taking her out was almost nil.   She had selected a firing nest, separate from the machine gun position.  When the 50 gave out, she would have moved to her better protected position. No real need to worry.  I had every confidence that Rose had coolly picked her last three targets, then quietly slipped back into the jungle, just like I had.  The only signal the bad guys had that she was gone, was that their comrades quit dropping dead around them.

I waited at the rally point for about twenty minutes.  One minute I was alone, and the next, she was beside me.  I never heard a sound or saw a rustle in the brush.  She had taken to the jungle like a duck to water.  After three years with the partisans, she was no stranger to wild country or playing hide and seek with enemy patrols.  But that terrain was very different. 

The high dolomite peaks, the steep mountain valleys, and the broad meadows.  The air was clear and fresh with warm days, cool nights, and low to moderate humidity.  The jungle was much the opposite.  The humidity was high and the heat oppressive.  In the mountains, you could see your enemy coming for miles, but the jungle was a thick green blanket that hid death at every turn.  It wasn’t just your adversaries.  It was infested with biting or stinging or poisonous vermin of all sorts.  They crawled and slithered and flew and the foliage was thick with them.

Despite her aversion to the creepy crawlers, Rose had taken to the jungle and the swamp like an old pro.  Her sense of direction was unerring, and I was glad to follow her lead on more than one occasion.  That must have been some war she thought because she was a better soldier than many of the Marauders I fought with in Burma.  The ease with which she adapted her battlefield skills, honed in the mountains of southern Europe to the dense tangle of greenery that surrounded us, was impressive. 

“That was fun” she declared in a soft voice as she leaned into me.  Giving me a bit of a snuggle.

“Any sign of pursuit?” I asked.

“No.  They’ll be coming.  But not tonight.” She assured.

“That bad?” I asked.

“Yea, we hurt them bad.  Real bad.”

“That was the idea” I offered.

“They’ll want blood, but they’ll need to regroup first.  We really cut them down to size.  Our odds can’t be more than twenty to one at this point,” she commented.

“That’s a lot better than the eighty to one we started with.”

“But now they’re pissed, and they know better than to take us for granted.  When they come, they will come hard,” I advised.

Dawn was breaking and the blackness of the night was yielding to a dim grey.  The jungle was coming alive with sounds from every direction.  That was comforting because if anyone else was near, they weren’t moving.

“Let’s get going.  I’m hungry” Rose declared.

“We should have stashed some food,” I said.

“Yes, you should have!” she insisted.

The painful truth was, it was either carry extra food or extra ammo.  But Rose knew that.  She just liked to needle me.  This was definitely a spicy relationship, both in and out of the sack.

Rose led off following a barely-there trail through the jungle.  She had a better sense of direction and a canny way of finding game trails through the thick brush.  So, I followed a few feet behind.  Even in those khaki pants, she had a provocative ass and I loved to watch it swing.  Thoughts of last night flooded my mind.  We had taken a risk with Rose’s little game, but not much of one.  A roving guard might have stumbled upon us at the edge of the jungle, but the chances of them barging in on a guest in the middle of a passionate night were very slim.

*****


Chapter 20 - Tigers, Tigers Burning Bright

Even at 6:30 AM, the Philippine sun burned hot in a cloudless sky.  Fifty men stood at parade rest.  It was post-chow muster and Marine Gunnery Sergeant ‘Ace’ Coffin was addressing his men.  He was a short stocky man that seldom smiled.  A bull of a man and every member of his platoon would follow him into hell itself.

Suddenly he called “Attention” and came fully erect himself, hands at his side, back straight as a ramrod.  He had seen a man approach out of the corner of his eye and as the man got closer the Gunny saluted.

“At ease, Sergeant” announced the newcomer. “No need to salute me.  I’m a civilian now, but it’s good to see you Gunny. “

“Same here, Sir,” snapped the Gunnery Sergeant in a quick retort.

“Rest your men” Gunnery Sergeant.  This will take a few minutes.”

“Platoon, Parade rest” he ordered, spitting out the order in a loud and clear voice that carried halfway across the parade ground.

“Tired of training?  Want some real action?” asked Mickey Spotts.

“You got something interesting, Sir?”

“Very interesting and right up your alley, Ace”, Spotts lowered his voice so the men would not hear him call the Gunny by his first name.

“Your men ready?  How many combat veterans in your platoon?”

“About 40% are battle hardened.  I could swap out with some of the other platoons if you need a higher count.”

“40% should be fine, but let’s keep the door open on the other options. There’ll be a mission planning meeting at 1300 hours at battalion G2. I’ll let your CO know I need you.  I’ve been given carte blanc for this one.  I’ll need your men equipped and ready to jump off by 1800 today.  So, saddle em up Gunny.”

“Great to serve under you again Sir.”

“I am extremely glad to have you around for this one also,” replied Spotts.

*****

We laid low for a couple of days, moving quietly from one location to another, always careful not to leave any sign of our passing.  Continuously on the lookout for scouts tracking us or guard patrols searching for us.    We stayed clear of the swamp.  It had been a great hiding place, but they knew we had a fondness for it, so we crossed it off of our list.  Instead, we kept to the jungle on the southeast side of the island. 

It wasn’t exactly a comfortable existence.  Cold camps, sleeping in trees, and rationing our food supplies.  There wasn’t much left, and I was hesitant to hunt, lest it give our position away.  It worried me that we saw no sign of either aggression or reconnaissance.  We hit them hard and they had to be planning how to deal with us.

I don’t know how I saw him.  He was well hidden in the brush about twenty yards away and wearing camouflage fatigues.  I don’t know whether he moved slightly, and I caught the motion, or I just happened to look at him at the right angle.  It was like one of those pictures with the hidden objects.  One minute you can’t find it to save your life, the next it’s right in front of you and you can’t believe why you couldn’t find it.

I almost froze when his image came clear, but I thought better of it.  I didn’t want to give myself away.  I prayed it was a scout and not a sniper when I turned my back to him for just a moment.

“Don’t look around and act natural but be ready.  We have company” I said quietly as I unslung the Thompson as inconspicuous as possible.  I stooped a little, pretending that I was going to lay it on the ground and then sit down.  But instead, I spun and sprayed the brush where the man had been.  I was all done in less than a few seconds.

I saw him go down, but I laid on the trigger and chewed up the foliage in the immediate area.  Rose reacted quickly and pumped in a few bursts to the left of mine.  Then we slowly advanced.  He wasn’t a sniper, just a guy keeping tabs on us.  I doubt if his gun was even in his hands.

We flipped him over and went through his pockets and his pack.  Not much useful except he had a better pair of field glasses than I did.  We took that along with some rations.  His pack was a nice carrying case.  We didn’t have one that big.

I was surprised to see one of them going solo.  He must have been just a scout trying to keep tabs on us.  Near as I could tell they had at most thirty men left and only a few of their precious black shirts.  Any force they sent against us would severely limit their ability to guard the rest of their operations.  The burning building and our middle of the night firefight had to have worried many of their guests.   There were probably a lot of people screaming to get off this island the next morning.  I wished we were closer to the airport so we could keep a better eye on what was going on.  For all, I knew they had a fresh bunch of mercenaries flown in and we were fucked.

Sooner or later this thing was coming to a confrontation.  I was relying on Spotts to bring in the Marines before it got to that point.  We had no way to communicate, but I figured the Navy would be doing overflights.  I hoped they did one right after the raid; the buildings would have still been smoking and the ground littered with Rose’s handiwork.

We had taken up residence in a very tall Balete tree, almost directly east of the swamp, ten miles or so from White Slaver’s Bay.  It was an ancient sucker and its branches were thick, sturdy, and plentiful.  It was impossible to stand on the ground beside it and see anything beyond the lower branches.  Just too many limbs and leaves.

They came at us midafternoon on day three and I wished we had been in that tree.  Instead, we were out doing some recon of our own and looking for game.  The rations we had stolen were getting thin and unless we supplemented them with some local meat supply, the jig would be up.  We wouldn’t have the energy to fight or even hide effectively.

I was on point, holding my Thompson submachine gun.  Rose was about twenty feet behind with a Thompson of her own.  We both had M1s strapped to our shoulders and I had a 45-automatic stuffed in my belt.  The tiger came out of nowhere.  There was a barely audible rustle and the foliage in front of me moved a little.  Not much, kind of a green shimmer.  Then an orange face came out of it like some Hollywood special effect.

There wasn’t time to even bring up the barrel of my gun. Fuck the cat was fast!  If I had been his intended prey; I wouldn’t be alive to tell this tale.  Its great mouth was open, and I could smell its foul breath and count its teeth.  I was inches away from five hundred pounds of walking death and a chilling wave washed through me.  I stood there in the hundred-plus degree jungle and felt icy cold.   I knew my passing was going to be violent and painful, but quick, and I thanked fate for its mercy.

Then it bounded away, brushing my shoulder as it went by.  I could actually feel its powerful muscles flexing when our bodies touched as it ran past.  I stood frozen for a fraction of a second, then wheeled with my Thompson up ready to protect Rose.  She was faster than I was, but she also had more time.  Her Thomson was up and ready to empty into the chest of the Tiger.  She hesitated because I was also in the line of fire and quickly sidestepped.  Then the fearsome beast was gone, blending back into the jungle.

The tiger left no sign of its passing save our rapid heartbeats and the lumps of fear knotted in our guts.  Then I heard the distant shouts and the beating of a drum.  No, lots of drums.

“What the fuck?” I said. I was at a loss.

“They’re driving the cats” explained Rose.  “They’re low on manpower and they’ve turned the tigers loose.  They’re driving them toward us.

“Fuck” I exclaimed, and the icy chill returned.  She was right.  They were making one hell of a racket off in the jungle somewhere.  Drumbeats and the clanging of metal on metal.  They kept it up continuously.

“We need to climb” I yelled, looking around with more than a little urgency.  Find a tree!”

A few minutes later we were twenty feet up and had time to pause and think. 

“How many tigers do you think they have?” asked Rose.

“Besides sex, it’s their number one draw.  They make it easy for some asshole to come bag a trophy cat and then go home and brag about their manhood. They had dozens of cats locked away behind the facility.  They’d give some rich fuck an easy hunt and they get laid before and after.  From a business standpoint, it was one hell of an attraction.”

“So, there could be twenty or more tigers running around down there?’ she speculated.

“At least!”

We both sat quietly for a moment.  The tree was a good vantage point and we saw two tigers running south.

“You do know they can climb trees?” opined Rose.

“Of course, but right now they are just trying to get away from the beaters” I assured.

Then I saw a leopard run past. He was a big sucker and black as midnight.

“Those can definitely climb trees” Rose pointed out.

“Yeah,” I said slowly, in a low voice.  My brain was whirling with tactical solutions.  I couldn’t recall anything I’d ever seen or heard about a situation like this one. 

“We need a plan,” Rose said urgently.

“I’m thinking,” I replied.

“While you’re doing that, I’ll think a little too” she quipped.

That’s when another leopard charged out of the brush and landed about six feet up the tree that we were in.  It spread its legs out, dug its claws into the tree trunk, and scampered the next five feet to a thick branch just like it was walking across a room.  It took up residence on the limb a few feet below.  It didn’t take it long to notice us and it didn’t like sharing the tree one bit.

It wasn’t as big as the tiger, maybe a hundred and twenty pounds, but it climbed a hell of a lot better.  I had no doubt that it could clear the distance between us in the blink of an eye and slid my finger over the trigger of the Thompson and kept the muzzle pointed directly at the leopard.

“She’s a female” offered Rose.

“How do you know that?” I responded.

“Besides the size, she doesn’t have any balls” she answered.

“And that information helps us how?”

“Just saying.  She’s beautiful” she declared.  “Don’t shoot her.”

“I may have to, but a shot will tell them where we are” I answered.

That’s when we heard the dogs yelping and baying.  They were way off in the distance, but they were coming.

“That’s why she jumped up here” Rose speculated.

Rose was right.  She was incredible.  Long and sleek and all muscle. This one was spotted with an almost golden coat.  Black stripes and dots covered her back and sides, but her belly was a soft white.   She was looking at me like she knew damn well she could take me.  She had big round eyes, greenish-black.  No whites like our eyes.  Fuck they were intense.  If we were going to have a stare-down, I knew I would lose.

The tree wasn’t worth fighting over anyway.  We had to leave it.  Those dogs would eventually track us right to the base of the tree and that would be the end of it.  Trapped and outnumbered.  I wasn’t going to let that happen.  We were out of hand grenades and Rose’s sharpshooting would be of little help because there were no open fields of fire.  They would swarm out of the jungle’s protective cover and we’d be treed.  That only ends one way and it wouldn’t be good for us.

“We need to go,” I said.  “Those dogs change things.”

“I know” replied Rose.

“Any suggestions on how we get past your pet?”

“We’ll just slip right past,” she said.  “Whatever you do, don’t try and pet her.”

“Cute!”

“You go first” she offered.

I smiled and shook my head in response and eased myself to the other side of the tree.  Then down to the next branch down.  I was on the same level as the cat now and she wasn’t happy about it.  She growled and let out a scream that curdled my blood.

“Don’t piss her off” Rose warned. 

“Nice kitty cat” I soothed.

I heard Rose laugh.  The cat was on her feet now.  She didn’t move toward me, but she was growling and hissing.  Her mouth wasn’t as big as the tiger’s, but it was scary enough and those long claws that were out and stuck into the tree bark were also a little disconcerting.  They made a karambit blade look like a butter knife. 

At four feet she could be on me in a flash.  I aimed the Thompson at her and kept my finger on the trigger.  I don’t know whether I held back from fear of having the shots heard or because Rose didn’t want it hurt.  In either case, I didn’t shoot and slipped past her without further incident.  The leopard just watched me as I dropped from the last limb and hit the ground. 

Rose was still in the tree.

“Your turn Hot Stuff,” I said.

All of a sudden Miss “Don’t Hurt Her” wasn’t as sure about the situation and she hesitated for a long time.    She finally eased herself off that limb and down the other side of the tree.  The cat didn’t give her half the sass it had given me, but I kept my Thompson on it the whole time anyway.  If that leopard had so much as twitched in Rose’s direction, it would have been its last.

“Easy Peasy” Rose announced as her feet hit the ground.  “I told you she was harmless” she grinned.

I didn’t answer. Life with Rose was always interesting.

The leopard was scary enough, but the tigers were pure terror.  Three or four times the size of the leopard.  They didn’t remind me of a pussy cat at all, just a killing machine.  I’d faced sharks deep in the ocean.  Even killed a great white 120 feet down in the grey-dark cold depths.  But these tigers were a true terror.  How could something that large be so silent, so hidden and so fucking fast?  They just boiled out of the brush like the jungle was creating them at will. One second there was nothing, not even a rustle in the undergrowth, the next they were coming at you all teeth and claw and screaming their own version of a battle cry.

The assholes had this well planned.  They were driving us onto a peninsula with the ocean on two sides, and the swamp on the other.  The further in they drove us the narrower it got.  My impulse was to climb another tree, but that was almost certain death, so we moved deeper into their trap.

The further we went, the denser the tigers.  They had nowhere else to go.  We were down to two or three hundred acres of jungle and there had to be a couple of dozen tigers prowling around.  The guards were banging drums and metal pots or shaking cans filled with gravel.  There were at least three separate packs of hounds howling and barking.  Plus, something else that made a hell of a lot of noise.  Loud shrieking whistles, I think they were air driven.  They were also firing off their rifles and shooting off fireworks as they pushed toward us. 

The tigers were spooked as hell and snarling and charging one another.  They’d roll around in a tangle and leave a few marks on one another, then spring apart and run in separate directions.

They were pressing us hard and twenty minutes later we were down to less than a hundred acres.  There were angry tigers all over the fucking place. They’d come boiling out of the brush, pissed as hell.  Rose and I finally went back to back.  We each had a Thompson and our fingers were on the trigger. 

I gave Rose the lead and I brought up the rear walking backward.  We had a little debate over shooting to kill or scare them off.  A tiger isn’t easy to kill, even with a few 45-caliber slugs and the last thing we needed was a wounded cat, pissed off and fighting for its life.  So, we decided, if there was time, to shoot in front of them to scare them off.  Make them veer in another direction.  They were all jumpy anyway. Ready to spring this way or that. 

I readily admit I was scared shitless.  My hands were sweating, and my heart was about to leap out of my chest.  Visions of my beautiful Rose being torn asunder by long claws and razor-sharp teeth haunted me.   Everywhere I looked there were tigers.  Really big, fucking upset Tigers.  Their roars, the beating sounds of the guards, and the baying of the hounds were deafening.  We had to shout at each other, even though our backsides were periodically physically touching.  I have never been more terrified.

Most of the leopards had taken to the trees.  The cats still on the ground were mostly giant orange ones.  We scared off a good half dozen that crossed our path.  But one just kept coming and I put it down with a spray of bullets.  He was coming fast and wouldn’t stop for anything.  I laid on that fucking trigger and he collapsed at my feet.  So close that its head landed on the toe of my boot.  That was the second time I got up close and personal with a Tiger and I didn’t want a third.

I wanted to just lay on the trigger and spray in 360 degrees, but we were low on ammo and one way to make things even worse, would be to throw a few wounded tigers into the mix.  Besides, every time I pulled the trigger, it told those assholes chasing us precisely where we were.

The cats were getting as thick as flies at a picnic.  Most of the leopards had taken to the trees, but the bigger cats just clumped into a smaller and smaller area.  We had cut down the resort’s manpower, but not nearly enough.  There were a good twenty or thirty beaters out there making a God-awful amount of noise.  These tigers were freaking out and their roars were just mixing with the racket from the beaters.

I started to wonder if we had played this wrong.  Many of the leopards that scampered up trees, were just bypassed.  Maybe Rose and I should have climbed high and crossed out fingers.  We might be behind them by now.  But I was betting those dogs had our scent somehow.  Probably from our little dalliance at the bungalow, before we fired the barracks.  Damn.

I figured that they couldn’t push us much further.  We were down to just a few acres of jungle and if they closed in on us anymore, they’d have to deal with the tigers themselves.  I doubted they wanted us that badly.  Management maybe, but not these cadres.  Odds were they wanted to survive this hunt and coming in here with the tigers and us, was no way to make it home in one piece.

Neither were the dogs still a threat.  Any pack that came into this melee, even if they were dead on our scent, would have the cats to contend with and they were pissed.  In no mood for hounds.  Especially ones that had been chasing them.  No, it was safe for us to seek cover.  If these tigers didn’t kill us, they were our protection.

I needed a small cave, or a tall tree and I was going to crawl into whichever came first.  Rose and I were still back to back and we traveled a couple of hundred yards without incident.  We were less than a quarter mile from the beach where the Marines had landed, and we were running out of land damn quick.  There were some low cliffs just short of the shoreline with a few caves that would be perfect shelter.  But I didn’t think we could make it that far.

“They’re like a swarm” declared Rose in a loud voice.  “We better do something fast!”

“I know” I yelled back.  

Everywhere I looked was a pissed-off tiger or two or three.  I could damn near reach out and touch the nearest ones.  It was like the lion tamer at the circus.  We were center ring and the big cats were all around us.  I remember thinking a ridiculous thought.  ‘Glad they’re not lions.’  What the fuck difference would that make?  We would be just as dead and I was sure the pain levels of evisceration by tooth and claw would be about the same, with tigers as with lions.

“Think Mother-fucker” shouted Rose.  “Do something!”

My brain was spinning, the fear was starting to overwhelm me. I was getting as frantic as these hyped-up cats.   Think, think!  I told myself, Rose is depending on me and things just keep getting worse.  I started to yell, “That tree.  It’ll have to do.”  But the words never formed.

Something struck me a mighty blow square in the middle of the back and the wind literally flew out of my lungs.  I was propelled forward, and searing pains streaked down my back.  It felt like it was being ripped open.  Simultaneously there were explosions and muzzle flashes immediately to my right.  I felt the heat from the barrel and the powder spray burnt my skin.

I landed face down, desperate to breathe.  But I couldn’t draw in any air. The tiger was dead, but its limp body lay right on top of me. All five hundred plus pounds.  His head must have been right above mine because I could smell the gases from his stomach as they belched out and the drool from his mouth dripped on the back of my neck and down my left cheek.

The tiger had charged suddenly, with no warning.  Rose fired just as it sprang, and she instinctively ducked out of the way but turned and kept firing. She put a dozen rounds in the big cat and it was dead when it landed, but it struck me square in the back, claws out as it fell.  Its momentum threw me forward and it landed on top of me.  Its claws raked my back as if it were still alive.  I shuddered to think what it would have done to Rose’s lovely body.  I didn’t fault her.  There was no time to think and her quick reflexes saved us both.

Rose spun in a 360-degree arc, spraying the ground with machine gun bullets.  The cats in the area backed off a respectable distance and between Rose’s pulling and my wriggling, I managed to crawl out from under the dead beast.  Between the two of us, we flipped him over and grabbed my Thompson.  Then we went back to back again and made for the nearest tree.

It wasn’t the best tree around.  They were getting sparse down toward the beach.  Given a decent selection, I never would have chosen it.  But it was what we had.  Forty feet up we discovered a leopard.  Sucker was black as night.  He was on the branch above us, still jacked up.  He was snarling like a junkyard dog.  I didn’t really want to do it, but I was tired and desperate and in no mood for mercy.  Once it got dark, we wouldn’t stand a chance against this big guy.  So, I pulled the trigger and the tree was ours.  At least for the time being.

“Let me see how bad it is.  I’m sorry.  I just reacted” she declared.

“Not your fault.  I’m glad you moved.  You might be dead or at the very least a mass of wounds.” I soothed.

I turned around and peeled off my shirt. 

“Oh, Shit” Rose exclaimed. “That must hurt.”

“It does” I assured. 

“Hug the branch.  This is going to hurt.”

I wrapped my arms around the branch, gritted my teeth, and clung tight to that sucker, while Rose cleaned yet more wounds with what was left of rum that we had snatched from the bungalow.  I was glad it was in her pack because mine was in shreds.  If it hadn’t been for my pack, my injuries might have been lethal. The pain was fierce.  My back felt like fire. I wanted to scream my head off, but I didn’t want to give away our position.  Probably would not have mattered, because I doubt anyone could hear me over the beaters and the growling and snarling tigers.

“One of these is really deep.  I am going to have to sew it” she warned.

“Go for it” I replied, tightening my arms even more around the limb as she put three stitches in my upper back, close to the shoulder blade.

“God damn” I screamed as she poured the last of the alcohol over it.

*****


Chapter 21 - The Cavalry

Rose was just finishing sewing me up when she noticed a ship in the distance.  One of the reasons we had been sticking so close to the shoreline was that Spotts promised to return by sea and we had been watching for a US Navy craft prowling around the island waters.

“It’s a Tin Can” I announced.  “Where’s that signaling mirror?”

She dug through what was left of my pack and nothing.  It was in shreds. “The mirror must be down there somewhere on the jungle floor” Rose replied.

“We got anything else we can use?”  

Rose rummaged through her pack and retrieved a compact and held it up.  “Seems too small,” she judged.

“Where’d you get that?”

“Stole it from that little tart in the bungalow,” Rose informed.

I laughed.  “The one we tied up?”

She opened the compact and handed it to me.  The mirror was small.  The size of my palm, but the sun was low in the western sky and the Destroyer at almost a forty-five-degree angle. 

“Unless you have a better idea, might as well try it,” I said.

*****

Marine Gunnery Sergeant Ace Coffin stood just outside the bridge of USN Bache.  She was a Fletcher class destroyer patrolling designated waters of the Philippine Islands. Coffin was a para-marine, dressed in camouflage pants and an OD green t-shirt.  His upper arms were the size of sewer pipes and the hula girl tattoo on his biceps, wiggled when they flexed. 

“I see flashes Sir” he announced.  Pointing to the island in the distance and handing off his field glasses.

Mikey Spotts put the binoculars to his eyes and pointed them in the direction that the Gunnery Sergeant indicated.  There were definite flashes.  Someone was wiggling a mirror or other signaling device.

“Good catch Sargent.  How’s your Morse code” asked Spotts.

“I can read it for you, Sir.”  Spotts handed him back the glasses.  “Reads ‘About time Spotts’, Sir.”

“That’s them” confirmed Spotts.  Saddle up your men Gunnery sergeant, we’re in business” commanded Spotts.

Then he stuck his head into the bridge door.  We’ve got them, Skipper.  Can I get a signalman up here?” he asked.

A few minutes later a seaman was flashing back.

Spotts heard the Captain say “You have the con, Lieutenant” as a short barrel-chested man stepped out of the bridge hatchway and stood behind him.

“Is it safe to land?” said Spotts and the signalman pointed the signal lamp toward the flashes and worked the handle in a series of short and long blips.

“No Tigers all around.” read the signalman as the island returned a series of flashes.

“You sure you got that right?” asked Spotts.

That’s what they said, Sir.  “Tigers”

“Explain” Spotts replied and the signalman flashed back.

“Adversaries are low on manpower, so they turned the tigers loose and drove them toward us.”
This end of the peninsula is full of pissed-off tigers.  Repeat pissed tigers.  Beware!  Their words exactly Sir.”

“Send: Recommendations?” ordered Spotts and the sailor punched out the message.

“Twenty to thirty beaters two hundred yards north of position forcing tigers south.  We’re in a tree.  Use five inchers to drive the tigers north.  Methodical pattern.  Turn them back on beaters.  Five inchers on the beach.  Three shells fifty yards apart laterally.  Walk landward, increments of twenty yards. We will spot. Bring Thompsons, plenty of ammo, and some kickass marines.”

Spotts turned to the man behind him.  “Can we do that skipper?

“Sure can.  As long as your boy keeps broadcasting.  But it’s gonna be dicey.  Those shells could come in mighty close.

“They can handle it Sir” assured Spotts.

“Then join your team, Mr. Spotts.  You can go in right behind our barrage” ordered the Captain.  Then he stepped back onto the bridge.  “Sound general quarters” he announced.  “I have the con, Mr. Tuttle”

“You have the con Sir” came the quick reply.

*****

The team on the Destroyer was quick to figure out what I needed done.  We worked out a system that designated shells by numbers 1,2 and 3 starting with the shell furthest on our right when facing north.  Then to increase each salvo by 20 yards and we would signal the number of shells per salvo as 1, 2, or three.  Example.  2, 3 means skip the furthest right shell.

In less than ten minutes they fired their first round for effect.  It hit the beach dead on but was forty yards to the left.  I advised to adjust and fire for effect.  There were two tigers down on the beach when the two shells hit.  Neither one caught any shrapnel, but they sure hauled ass off that beach.  There was a little rock bluff at the beginning of the beach.  Those giant cats cleared it like it wasn’t even there.  They sailed through the air like giant orange birds.

I had them put two more shells on the beach, every fifty yards to the left of the other.  Then they started walking their fire inland at twenty-yard increments.  We fired one for effect at each increment, just in case it was getting too close and six volleys later most of the tigers had moved north of us.

It was getting too dark to signal.  The sun had dropped behind the western treetops, so they stopped firing, but held their position.  A storm was coming in from the south and the sea was starting to churn.  There was enough light to make out four small boats coming ashore.  I assumed that was Spotts and the cavalry.  But four boats didn’t look much like the cavalry to me.

Most of the tigers had moved north, so Rose and I climbed down the tree and headed toward the beach.  Real fucking cautiously.  I could still hear the beaters banging away in the distance.  It surprised me that they didn’t hightail it out when the light started to go.  But they stayed and we would have to deal with them.  But we were gonna have help.

By the time we got to the beach the waves were kicking up and Spotts’ rubber boats were only fifty yards or so offshore.  They were starting to bounce around and give the marines a rough ride.  They were bobbing around like corks. 

A few minutes later I could see Spotts in the bow of the first boat.  The marines were paddling like crazy, but they didn’t have much control.  He smiled at me and waved and then a shoaling wave caught the boat and hurdled it shoreward.  The boat broached and it was every man for himself. 

Even in that choppy sea the wave was much bigger than the others and flooded high on the foreshore, leaving marines and their equipment strewn across the beach like so much flotsam. I walked over to spots and helped him up.  He was face down in the sand and we were still ankle-deep in the receding water.

“Good to see you,” I said. “That was one hell of an entrance.”

The little guy laughed, then hugged me.

“You didn’t bring much help,” Rose announced.

“More than it looks and I can call in more if I need it” assured Spotts.

The other boats came in and just kissed the beach. The marines jumped out and pulled them quickly to high, dry ground.

“No lights” ordered Spotts. 

“Don’t they know that already?” I jibed.

“Just being careful” Spotts assured.

I looked around.  They did know their business.  More than a dozen of the marines had taken up defensive positions on the ledge that transitioned from the beach to the jungle.  Others were securing equipment from their boats and the supplies that were strewn across the beach from the first boat.  They all had Thompsons, except for a machine gun team, and I was damn glad to see them.  I was especially glad to see that someone else was going to carry the fifty for this trip.

“Gunnery Sergeant,” called Spotts.  “Can I see you for a minute?”

“This is undercover operative, code-named Rose, and this is Jack Straw,” said Spotts.

“Mam, Sir,” replied Coffin nodding at Straw, but not taking his eyes off of Rose.  She was dirty, her clothes were a baggy guard’s uniform, and the light was low.  But she was still beautiful and had a radiant sex appeal that couldn’t be hidden from any male under the age of ninety-nine and a half.

“You can depend on them both.  Rose was with the resistance in the Balkans and she is probably the best shot on this island, including your marines.  Straw wasn’t a marine, but he was with the Merrill’s Marauders” explained Spotts.

“Same as” answered the Gunny. “Hell, of a job!”

“Good to have you at the party, Gunny” announced Straw.

“Same here” joined in Rose.

“I need some guidance here, Sirs, Mam” stated the Gunny

“Spit it out, Gunny” declared Spotts.

“What’s the plan and what’s the chain of command?” asked the Gunny.

“Well, it’s a little looser than you’re used to” answered Spots.  “But for the immediate future.  I’m going to defer to Straw or Rose.  They’re more familiar with the immediate situation and I trust both of them to make the best tactical choices.”

“Jack.  You take the lead,” offered Rose.  “If you fuck it up, I’ll take over.”

The Gunny looked from me to her at that last comment.  He didn’t say anything, but amusement flashed across his face.

“Here’s how I see it,” I informed and had no sooner spit out the words than a lightning strike lit up the sky.  It was close because the thunder rolled in right behind it.

“We hit these guys pretty hard a few days ago.  Took out more than half their top cadre.  This morning they turned their caged tigers loose and drove them toward us.  They had a large stockpile of tigers because they sold big game hunts right along with their other activities.  My guess is they are short on manpower and didn’t want to risk more casualties.  So, they tried to let the cats do the job for them,” I summarized.

“Two or three hundred yards North are not more than forty Filipino guards, probably less than thirty.  They’re armed with M1s and a few Thompsons.  They used noisemakers to concentrate the cats on this peninsula hoping that one of them would take Rose and me out.  They’ve stayed into the night, which was foolish, and they don’t know you’re here.  I propose to walk in artillery strikes ahead of us.  That will drive the tigers back into them and then continue the shelling right into their position.  We’ll advance at a safe distance behind as a cleanup force.”

“Understood Sir,” replied Gunny.  “Simple enough.  What about prisoners?”

Maybe later.  For now, it’s kill on site,” interjected Rose.

“Get a hold of the ship and get fire control set up” ordered Spotts.  “Let’s put some heat on these bastards.”

“Aye, aye skipper” snapped Coffin.

The Gunny got on the horn and the destroyer started shelling.   A few seconds later the jungle shook with explosions.  Everything was pretty anticlimactic after that.  When the shells were landing about a hundred yards ahead, we moved out in a line of attack with guns ready.  There were about ten feet between us, so our line was about seventy yards across.  I would have liked it wider, but it had turned pitch black and flashes from the exploding shells, as well as the periodic lightning, were playing hell with our night visions.  I tried a few tricks to preserve it, but they weren’t working in this chaos.  Just about the time, my eyes dilated enough to see the guy next to me.  I was blinded again.

The noise was deafening.  Between the thunder and the shelling, the jungle literally shook with sound and its concussion.  The wind had whipped up also and the treetops were shaking like King Kong was stomping through.  The shells were rolling in every few seconds and the spotter was doing a great job of putting them right where they needed to be.   As loud as the noise was, I don’t know how the ship understood anything we were broadcasting. 

Between explosions, I could hear a few screams.  Some of the tigers had to be at the beaters' line.  I imagined those huge, angry cats, completely pissed and frightened out of their wits, charging out of the brush and coming face to face with one of those guards.  They wouldn’t have their guns in their hands.  They’d be too busy making their damn noise.  Those cats were fast.  I knew that from experience.  The beaters wouldn’t stand a chance.  I wondered how many were getting dragged off into the jungle for dinner.  I silently prayed they didn’t die on the first pounce.  I wanted them alive for a while as those teeth gnawed on their flesh.

At four hundred yards the Navy stopped firing but stood by for any additional support we might need.  It was getting too rough out in the passage to guarantee that the shells wouldn’t land on us.  The Gunny shouted for us to tighten up.  Without the light from the exploding shells, we couldn’t see ten feet to the next man.  We moved ever forward in a line.  The storm was right on top of us and it had started raining.  The lightning had increased and there was barely a lag, before the thunderclaps. It was even louder than the five-inch shells.  The ground shook continuously, and the rain was driven sideways. 

It felt like a portal had opened and hell was leaking through.  We started finding bodies.  Too dark to tell how they died.  I’m sure we missed some in the blackness.  Our guys fired a few times, adding muzzle flashes to the mix. I stumbled over one corpse but caught myself.  The lightning hit just then, and I saw an Australian campaign hat lying next to the body.  It was the guy in the hat from the swamp.  I was sure of it.

I smiled and kept moving.  Rose was on my left and Spotts on my right.  None of the guards fired back, at least that I could see.  I saw a couple of grenade flashes, someone down the line had seen something.  It was a turkey shoot.  Just like flushing pheasants out of a cornfield, except we couldn’t see them take flight.  They either died where they were or lit out for the relative safety of the main resort.


Chapter 22 – Final Push

We had moved inland several miles and we were making no contact and finding no dead bodies.  We were out of the kill zone and it was as dark as the far side of the moon.  Our counterattack had been a rousing success, but we had no idea where the enemy was or what it was doing.

“Why push it?” Rose asked.

“Your right” I answered.  “We need to regroup.”

“I agree” offered Spotts.  “Gunny, let’s hold it up.’

We made a cold camp.  We were wet and chilled despite the heat and exhausted as well.   The rain was coming at us sideways, driven by great gusts of wind that whipped through the trees and set the jungle foliage in continuous motion.  Periodically we heard a branch crash to the ground.

Gunny had some spare rations and Rose and I both wolfed one down and split a second. The marines were a little bummed that none of them saw a tiger.  I told them to hang loose.  They were still around.  We slept with half of us on guard.  I wasn’t too worried about the bad guys.  It would take them time to regroup, if ever.  But it pays to be cautious, besides all those tigers were still out there in the night.  No one wanted to meet one of them in the dark.

Rose and I were exempt from guard duty and we slept like babies, side by side. At some point during the night, our hands found one another.  We had complete faith in Spotts and Gunny to keep us safe.  Rose hated the creepy, crawlers on the jungle floor, but this night she was too tired to care.  It seemed like I had just dozed off when Spotts kicked me at daybreak.

“Wake up sleeping beauty.  Miles to go before we sleep” he announced.

I rolled out of bed and winched.  My back was alive with pain.

“Got a medic?” I asked.

“Doc, you got a patient” yelled Gunny.

The medic worked on me for about twenty minutes while we all considered the next step.  The tiger claw lacerations that Rose had mended on the fly were infected, inflamed, and oozing puss.  The medic cleaned them up, put sulfa in the wounds, and gave me some sulfanilamide tablets.  He also mixed up a new antibiotic from a powder and water and gave me an injection.

While the Doc was working, I was listening to the discussion of what to do next.  There were two basic options.  Call the ship and bring in two more twelve-man squads or take the airfield and fly in a whole company of troops. 

“Why don’t we do both?” I asked. 

“Straw’s right,” agreed Rose.  “Never hurts to have more manpower.  We still don’t know how badly we’ve hit them.  Two dozen more marines sounds good to me.”

“Call the ship Gunny and get them moving,” ordered Spotts.  Then turned to me, “Jack, you up to meeting them and guiding them in?”

“As long as I don’t have to fight any more tigers,” I quipped.  “Sure.  I’ll do it.  But shouldn’t we coordinate our attacks?  Hit the airfield and the resort proper at the same time?”

“That has advantages” agreed Spotts.  “But if we hit the airfield first, everyone at the resort will be concentrating on us.  You can come in the backdoor.  They won’t be ready for you.”

Then he turned back to the others.  “Rose, I’ll leave five marines to keep you company and take the rest.  We’ll secure the airbase and be back with even more troops.  Please hold until we get back with reinforcements.  Do nothing but recon.”  Spotts raised his voice to emphasize the last sentence.

“Understood,” replied Rose.  But I didn’t quite believe her.   I knew how anxious she was to tear these guys a new asshole.  It was personal for her.  There was some kind of phycological transference going on and she had murder in her heart.  Not that these bastards didn’t deserve it.  I was just worried she’d get too reckless.  I didn’t want to lose her.  It was a good plan.  It not only increased our manpower, but it had the advantage of a lot more logistical support and the personnel to properly sort this mess out from a law enforcement perspective.   I would just have to cross my fingers and hope that Rose didn’t just charge ahead before I got back to cover her advance.

Two battle-hardened marines and three rookies stayed with Rose.  Spotts and Gunny took the rest of the marines to secure the airport.  I hauled my ass through the jungle to lead in another couple of squads.

*****

It was a hot day and the jungle floor was filled with detritus from the storm.  The mud was deep and slick.  I made good time and had no trouble.  No tigers, no bad guys.  The cats were all probably sleeping it off because they were well fed. Our attempt to turn the cats back on our pursuers was a roaring success.  Excuse the pun.  I found a lot of freshly chewed up bodies, at least a dozen bad guys had been something’s dinner.  They say that once a cat has tasted human flesh, they’re forever hooked. So, I wondered how many man-eaters were prowling through the brush?  I kept my Thompson ready and made a mental note to warn the clean-up teams to be especially careful.

I didn’t make it all the way to the beach.  The marines had already landed and were several miles inland when I ran into them.  We hadn’t arranged an exchange code, and they didn’t know me from Adam, so there was a tense moment when I came out of the jungle holding a Thompson.  But it was short lived, and we made friends quickly and hustled on toward the resort.  Thankfully we found Rose patiently waiting.  She was amped up and ready to attack, but she was true to her word and hadn’t killed anyone yet.

I cautioned Rose, reminding her that we would have resort guests running through the jungle, without a blocking force coming from the airfield. 

“Fuck em”, she declared.  “That’s what they get for being here.  Did you see any boy scouts in this bunch?  If you do, point them out and I won’t shoot them.”

“Let’s at least have a plan” I argued.

“I’ll agree to that,” she grinned.  “But we need to make our move” she demanded.

“If you’ve got a plan.  Brief the marines”, I said.

“Listen up guys”, yelled Rose.  She was way too loud to keep our presence a total secret, but I wasn’t sure it mattered anymore.

I heard someone in the rear ask his buddy, “She giving the orders?”

“She’s giving the orders,” I called out.  “Any questions?”

It was answered by silence and Rose hardly missed a beat.

“Sergeant.  I assume you can break into fire teams?” she asked.

“Yes, Mam.  Eight three-man teams.”  His answer was fast and snappy, and all questions of command vanished.

“Six will attack abreast with Straw and I in the center.  Two can follow in support.  We’re going to hit the barracks on our right first.  Kill anyone in a khaki or a black shirt.  The black shirts are highly trained and extremely dangerous, especially at hand to hand.  Do not engage in that manner unless absolutely necessary.  Use your Thompsons.  If you get close enough to use your knives, your too fucking close.  Shoot.  Clear?” Rose directed.

“Clear” mumbled through the ranks.  They didn’t like the advice, they didn’t like to think there was an enemy they should be afraid to tangle with, but it was good advice.  If the black shirts got a chance to use their karambits, there would be some carved-up marines.

“You see any other males, use your own judgment.  If they’re armed or they resist, put em down.  If they run off into the jungle, let them go.  Try and corral all the women.  There’s a huge room just inside the manor house.  It’ll be full of dining tables.  We’ll hold the women there.  Remember some of these women are professionals, they just came to ply their trade.  Others were kidnapped and forced to be here.  We need to sort it all out.  Don’t hurt any females, unless they attack you” continued Rose.

“When we hit the bungalow area.  There shouldn’t be any guards inside.  Those are guest quarters.  But some of the guards may seek shelter in them.  The reserve fire teams are going to need to cover us as we put out backs to them.  That’s critical, gentlemen or the lead teams could get shot from behind.”

“Let’s get in formation” Rose ordered the sergeant.

Our discussion was interrupted by small arms fire in the distance. It was barely audible.  You really had to strain to hear it, but it came from the direction of the airfield.  It sounded pretty intense for a few minutes, then silence.  We had a good vantage point and could see the main entrance to the manor house.  A couple of people on the porch looked and pointed in that direction.  They were about a hundred yards closer and could probably hear better. 

Someone must have spread the alarm because a lot of people were filling the porch and the lawn in front of the main house.   They were all looking in the direction of the airfield.  Then the firing stopped, and the crowd milled around.

The radio blared and the radioman replied.  “They’ve taken the airfield” he announced.

As we watched a couple of jeeps came flying down the road to the airfield.  Both came to a skidding stop in front of the manor house.  They came close to crashing into the crowd.  The jeeps had not only guards but also guests.  They were either trying to leave and couldn’t or just landed during the attack.  Either way, they were yelling and shouting, and the crowd was starting to freak out.

I saw the thin man.  He was yelling at a guard and pointing in our direction.  I thought for a minute they had seen us and a few seconds later a khaki guard came racing in our direction.  But he veered on the path.  He was headed toward the black-shirt barracks.  The one we had burned out, but there was another building for the khaki guards in a further clearing. 

“Need to take him out, sergeant.  No noise,” I whispered.

“Miller,” the Sergeant called out in a low voice.  “He’s yours.  Quietly.”

“Got em,” came a gravelly voice from the ranks. 

We advanced on the barracks six teams abreast with the reserve teams covering our flank.  Miller peeled off toward the stray guard. 

Our previous attack had been aimed at the Black Shirt’s compound.  A larger barracks, closer to the main grounds housed the less formidable, khaki guards.  It wasn’t as full as when we arrived.  We had cut their numbers down significantly, but it was a good place to start.  There weren’t many in there, as I suspected but it robbed them of a staging area, and we couldn’t leave it in our rear.  There were some tents they had thrown up to replace part of the burned barracks.  We shot those full of holes and tossed a few grenades in to boot.

We stayed low and hidden as much as possible until we got to within fifty yards of the buildings.  There were two khaki guards and one black shirt near the entrance.  Rose opened fire without any warning, and they all went down.  Then the marines rushed the building.  They came in firing and kicked down the doors.  Front and side.  Then they fell back and threw in a few more grenades.  I don’t see how anyone could have survived that assault, but the marines went in to make sure.  They hit both doors, submachine guns blazing. 

Then we moved on, sweeping through the bungalows, the barracks burning behind us.  Some guests ran out.  We yelled for the girls to follow us and they formed a group between us and the rear fire team.  Most of the male guests ran off into the jungle.  I wondered which ones would find a tiger and if they had paid for a hunt?

Most of the guards ran either in front of us or off into the jungle. Both black shirts and khaki were unassing the area.  Three or four fired in our direction, but they never stood a chance.  Most didn’t even get to fire a shot.  Just aiming at us was enough to make them dead almost instantly.  These marines didn’t fuck around.  It wasn’t their first firefight. 

*****

An hour later there was chaos, but there was also the beginning of some order.  The dining hall was filled with over a hundred women all of them beautiful and alluring and all sitting quietly, but anxiously.  They were apprehensive but willing to stay put and wait for the clean-up crew.  I spotted the Irish whore who shook me a Pina Colada the night I arrived. 

“Glad you’re safe, Red,” I said.

She saw the Thompson in my hand and gave me a cold look.  “This your shit show?” she accused.  “I knew you were some kind of cop.  You really fucked things up for me.”

“They were snatching young girls off the street and selling them into slavery.  I couldn’t let that pass” I replied.

“Can you get me out of here?”

“They’ll process you pretty quickly.”

“Yeah, right!  What about my money?” she demanded.

“If you have a private account somewhere, I’m sure it’ll be fine.  If you left it on deposit with these guys, you were never gonna get it anyway” I declared.

“Do Gooding asshole!” she spat back.

Beautiful woman, but she had a black soul.  I just walked away shaking my head.

Spotts, Gunny, and the other marines were back from the airfield and the Navy was landing a couple of transports filled with a myriad of support staff, medical personnel, squads of shore patrol, the congressman, and some other police-type guys.  The marines had split into teams and were going from bungalow to bungalow and room to room in the other resort buildings.  Resistance had been light.  The guards had lost their taste for taking us on.  Between the patrols that didn’t come back, the two barracks we burned, and the fiasco with the Tigers they were tired of getting their asses kicked, and most just wanted to vamoose. They were tough men, but I guess they saw no percentage in dying for someone else’s dreams of grandeur.

I tagged up with Rose and we went searching for the assholes that dreamed up this place.

*****


Chapter 23 – The Head of the Snake

We found both the thin man and the fat man in an office at the end of a long corridor branching off the main house.  They were emptying a safe.  It was just the two of them.  A suitcase was open on the desk, it was filled with cash and papers.  But it must not have been enough, because the fat man was standing behind the desk, stuffing more into the case as the thin man dug in the safe and handed it up to his plump, stubby fingers. 

“What have we here?” asked Rose standing in the doorway with a Thompson submachine gun in her hand.  Both of the men froze.  The fat man raised his hands and the thin man remained stooped. 

Rose entered and walked toward the fat man and I followed.  She stopped about two feet in front of the desk.  The fat man stood on the other side.

“Captain Straw and wonder woman” greeted the Fat Man, his arms high in the air.  “You two are quite the destruction team.”

“We’re not finished yet” declared Rose and she was deadly serious.  The fat guy thought he was being cute and clever, but I could see the regret on his face.  The guy wished he had kept his smart mouth shut.  I’m sure he could see how much Rose wanted to just lay on that trigger and watch him topple over.

“There’s a lot here.  Maybe we can make a deal” he suggested, gesturing toward the pile of cash. 

I glanced at the suitcase and had to admit that it was a lot of money. 

“Take the cash and the jewels” he offered.  The papers are bank accounts.  I can get you more later.  Just let me live.”

“Why don’t I just kill you and take it all?” asked Rose.

Fat boy didn’t have a slick response for that.  He just looked worried.  Real fucking worried.

I should have closed the door behind us. It was a mistake and I realized it when I saw the fat man’s eyes widen.  It was a glimmer of hope and I immediately spun my body and my Thompson with it.  A black shirt was coming through the doorway behind us.  He had a Thompson in his hand and the business end was pointed toward Rose and me.   Maybe he hesitated because the fat man was in the line of fire if he missed Rose or maybe I was just faster than he was.  Makes no difference because the forty-five caliber slugs threw him backward into the hall.  He was dead before he hit the floor.

I immediately swung back around, and the thin man had taken the distraction as an opportunity to attack and pulled a thirty-eight revolver out of the safe.  It was foolish to try and outdraw Rose, especially with a submachine gun in her hand.  We both fired, hers went off first, but mine wasn’t far behind.  The sound exploded in the tiny room.  The thin man crumbled against the safe and bled out quickly.

I have to give it to the fat man.  Rose and I were distracted for only a flash of time, but it was long enough for him to close up the valise and swing it hard enough to knock Rose over and into me.  She was aiming to her right and fat boy hit her on that side.  She fell into me and we both went down.  By the time we got to our feet, he had dived through a window that seemed far too narrow for him to fit.  But he managed it and then he somehow rolled to his feet and ran down a jungle path.  I would never have believed he had it in him.  Fear and desperation can sometimes give you strength you don’t realize you have.  On occasion, it certainly has to me.

Rose was on her feet and firing out the window, but she was just a hair too slow.  He was disappearing into the foliage.  We piled out the window in hot pursuit.  Sadly, nowhere near as gracefully as fat boy, but quick enough to be close behind.  

He grabbed a jeep and sped away.  It took us a while to find another vehicle, but we were soon speeding after him.  Rose didn’t give me a chance to drive, she just jumped in and roared away.  If I hadn’t jumped in quickly, I would have been left behind.  She didn’t wait for me.  Just expected me to keep up.

“Slow down” I warned.  She was flying down the narrow roadway, barely wide enough jungle path would be a better description, at almost fifty miles an hour.  We were both spending more time flying out of our seats than we were in them.  I wasn’t sitting in my seat; I was bouncing off of it and I was amazed that Rose could keep her foot on the gas pedal as much as we were being thrown around.  She didn’t seem to need the break.

“This road only goes to White Slaver’s Bay; he can’t get away.  No sense killing ourselves” I advised.

“What if he has a boat waiting?”

“Then we radio the Navy.  They can pick him up” I answered.

“They’ll just lock him up.  I want him dead.”

“And I want us alive” I countered.

She slowed down a bit, but not much.  I just hung on and hoped for the best. Rose finally showed some sense when we got to that long steep slope down to White Slaver’s Bay.  But she still took it way too fast and I thought for a moment it was all over for us.  That road was little more than a chute cut into the rock and our jeep shot down it like we were in a two-man bobsled. 

Between downshifting and literally standing on the brakes we hit the bottom at a less than fatal speed.  Rose is a good driver; I’ll give her that.  Not sure I could have taken that final curve without flipping us over.  She came close and we were up on two wheels for what seemed like forever, but then all four tires hit the ground and we spun like a fucking top.  Once, twice, three times around.

“Whewwww” yelled Rose, laughing like a schoolgirl climbing off a roller coaster.

“There’s fat boy,” I said, pointing seaward.  There was a sailboat at the other end of the cove.  Looked like a forty-footer and the other jeep was parked right next to the gangplank.

Rose started the jeep; it had stalled during the spin-out and drove us to the boat.  She parked right next to the other jeep.  We climbed out with our Thompsons at the ready.  No one was in sight, so we moved up the gangplank and stepped on board.  It’s customary to ask for permission to board, but I skipped that courtesy.

“No crew?” asked Rose.

“Don’t really need one.  One person can easily sail this girl” I answered.  She was a beauty.  Rigged as a sloop, she had sleek lines and all the latest self-sailing aids.  Her decks were polished teak and I hated to step on them with my jungle boots.

The stern hatch opened, and a man climbed out of the engine room.  I caught the motion out of the corner of my eye and whirled fast.  He froze when he saw us and raised his hands high.

“Who are you? '' I asked.  He was a nondescript man. Average height, black hair, and a weathered face.  His expression told me that he didn’t understand a word I was saying.

He said something that I didn’t understand, and I shook my head.  He spoke again.  This time the language sounded slightly different.

“He’s the Captain,” said Rose.  She was covering the rest of the boat and had her back to me and the man.  The first phrase was Dutch, the second German.

“I thought that was German” I replied.

“Who else is aboard?” asked Rose without turning, still scanning the rest of the boat.

“The owner” he answered quickly.

“No one else?” she snapped, and I made a point to aim the barrel right at this face.

“No one Fraulien” he assured.

I waved the barrel of the Thompson toward the shore, clearly indicating for him to skedaddle.  He was clearly confused.

Rose spun for just a fraction of a second, spitting out the word “gehen”.  She repeated it three times in quick succession, then turned back to cover the rest of the boat.

The man ran rushed off the boat and was last seen running down the beach toward the road.

We found the fat man in the galley.  He had the suitcase open on the table and was rummaging through the contents.  It was the same case he had slugged Rose with at the resort’s manor house.

He heard us come down the ladder but didn’t look up.  His brow was furrowed, and he was inspecting his documents with an intense focus.

“We have to get underway quickly Dieter” he commanded without looking up.

He spoke in German or Dutch; I don’t know which?  Either way, I didn’t understand a word he said, but Rose did. 

“Dieter’s not coming” she answered.

His head jerked up.

“Lose something?” I asked.  “You left in quite a hurry.”

No smart answers this time.  Just an I’m fucked look.

“Sit down” I ordered.  There was a built-in bench beside the table, and he slid in.

“All the way over” I demanded, pointing with the barrel.  He did as instructed and I moved closer.

The suitcase was full of cash, jewels, gold coins, and quite a few records.  I picked up a ledger and tried to read it.  Didn’t make sense to me.  The numbers were legible, but the words weren’t, and I didn’t know what currency the values were in.  But the numbers were big.  Certainly, big enough to kill for.

“Can’t read this” I said and handed it to Rose.  She took a look. “German” she informed.  “Lots of money here.  Swiss banks, Hong Kong banks.  Account numbers, codes, everything a girl needs to make herself rich.”

“Name your price?” the fat man said.

“All or nothing” replied Rose.  “You can fight for it.  You like those claw knives so much.  Hand to hand, the winner takes it all.  We have two karambits.  You might get lucky” she smiled wryly.

“Against him.  I wouldn’t stand a chance” declared the fat man.

“Against me” Rose declared.  “You like picking on women so much.  You get to try me on for size.”

“I don’t think that’s a good Idea,” I cautioned.

“Why not? It'll be therapy.  My shrink says I need to work out my repressed aggressions and Chubby here reminds me of an SS Major I met a few years back.  I can pretend that I’m carving up that pig.  It’ll be fun.”

“You have a shrink?” I asked.

“The CIA insisted.  It’s part of the process.  I’m damaged goods and they needed to know how damaged.  The OSS didn’t care.  They just pointed me where they needed me.  But this new bunch is a little stuffy about the rules” opined Rose.

“I would like to discuss this” I suggested.

“Jack.  He’s in custody.  If I shoot him now, it’s murder and I might not get away with it.  But if we duke it out, he has his chance.  I’m not leaving this island with both of us alive.  It’s him or me.”

I could see this was important to her.  I didn’t want to risk her life in a knife fight.  I had every faith in her abilities, but anything can happen in a face-off.  I considered just shooting the son-0f-a-bitch myself and getting it over with.  But she wanted to be responsible for his death.  Somewhere in that shattered psyche of hers, she needed it.  The war and the Nazis had stolen a normal life from her.  Maybe she was never slated for a home and kids and a loving husband.  Who knows?  I certainly didn’t.  But any chance at that had been taken off the board one sunny afternoon in a mountain meadow.  If cutting up this bastard would somehow help heal those wounds, it was fine with me.  I didn’t like the idea of this asshole swinging a karambit in her direction, but I would be her backup.  If this asshole gained any advantage at all, and I was going to blow his balls off with my Thompson.

“Alright.  Let’s do this” I agreed.

Once on deck, they faced off.  Those karambits were nasty. The farmer’s handy tool had been transformed into a deadly weapon as lethal and frightening as any blade in history.  It was ideal for hand to hand combat.  One it was small and transportable, fitting easily into a belt.  Two the handle magnified striking power, by reinforcing the fist of the holder.  The four-inch curved blade could cut and rip more effectively than a tiger’s claw.  I wouldn’t want to face one, but Rose seemed eager.  What a gutsy girl! 

The one Rose held had a mahogany handle, custom carved to fit the owner’s hand.  The guy she took it off of must have been a smaller man because it fit nicely in her feminine hand.  She slammed her fist into her other open palm.

Feels nice” she announced.  “Real solid.”

Chubby held his karambit in his right hand, Rose’s was in her left.  He took a wrestler’s stance, holding his right low.  Like he was going to bring in a crushing blow to devastate his opponent and save the day in one explosion of power.  I’d bet he was a brawler in his day, long before he doubled his weight and grew three chins.    A bull of a man, accustomed to using his size to frighten and intimidate, beating down lesser men and imposing his will on women. 

He stalked her, waiting for his chance to use his strength and bulk.  Rose was just the opposite.  Light on her feet, her stance, well-balanced.  Always ready to attack, retreat, or slip casually aside depending on what was needed.  Someone had trained her well. He worshipped the God of power, but she embraced speed and agility. 

She held the karambit in her palm.  Her fingers wrapped around the metal core, reinforcing her fist, turning its striking power lethal.  The four-inch blade protruded from the heel of her palm.  Razor-sharp and curving forward to end in a deadly ripping point.

They circled each other briefly, then Rose threw a few flicks with her left.  Every jab ready to tear flesh.  He pulled back from the first, then tried to block the next with his own left.  But she twisted her wrist at the last moment and the blade of her karambit tore into his hand.  He pulled it back and Rose hit his face twice with lightning speed. He reeled from the force of her blows and one raked across his cheek laying open a four-inch gash.

He swung wild with his right, but he went for her head, not her body.  She easily slipped his haymaker and his blade sliced air as he lost his balance.  Rose stepped back in before he could recover, her blade ripping across his back from torso to mid-lung.  The power of her attack drove him to the deck, and he landed face down.

“I like this knife” Rose exclaimed as she backed off, bouncing jubilantly on the balls of her feet.  Her voice full of life and exhilaration.

I could see black blood seeping down the fat man’s back.  She had nicked a kidney or torn right through one.  Either way, it was just a matter of time.  The Navy might have a doctor that could save him, but I doubted anybody was gonna call them.  He tried to rise and used his right hand to brace himself.  That effectively neutralized his blade and Rose moved in and landed a hard kick to the nose.

He rolled, his face filling with blood, then staggered to his feet.  She let him take his stance.  He was tired and bleeding heavily, breathing in heaves, and blood filled one eye blocking his vision.  If it was me, I would have followed up and sliced something vital.  But Rose was playing with him, her blood was up.  It was going to be death by a thousand cuts.  But it was still a dangerous sport.  One mistake, one misstep on a slippery deck and he could still do damage.  Substantial, life-threatening damage.  I didn’t like this game and if she didn’t end it soon, I would.

He stood there bellowing and swinging blindly, like a wounded bull in a ring.  Rose closed on him.  She had switched the karambit to her right hand and he didn’t even realize it.  She threw a few quick left jabs he didn’t see them coming and was slow to react.  They spit the open cut on his cheek deeper and closed his right eye permanently. 

She backed off to inspect her handwork.  She danced closer, taunting him with a target right at the edge of his reach.  He swung wild again and when the blow was passed, she stepped in and brought her right across his body.  Slashing upward from waist to shoulder, then slipping quickly to his right to avoid any backhand.  But he didn’t have it in him.  I could see his guts spilling out and he tried to put them back in.  

“Enough,” I said.  “Finish it.”

Rose stepped back and looked at him.  The deck was covered in his blood and more was pouring from his wounds.  His entrails were in his hands and I don’t think he could see us through his swollen, blood-soaked eyes.  Rose turned away from the sight.  Her anger seemed to be gone.  At least for now.

“You finish it,” she said, her back still to him, but well out of his reach.

I didn’t answer her.  I just raised the barrel of the Thompson and put two rounds in his head.  The fat man went over the side backward.  I didn’t bother to see where he landed.  I didn’t really care.

Rose didn’t speak for a long while and I let her have her space. 

*****

There was a lot of wealth in the suitcase.  We were standing in the galley, inspecting the contents of the fat man’s ill-gotten gains.  A fortune in jewels alone.  Mostly gem-quality diamonds, good-sized ones, cut and polished.  A few emeralds and rubies as well and plenty of cash.  Stacks and stacks of American greenbacks, hundred- and thousand-dollar bills all stored into neat little packets.  There was also an impressive number of British pounds sterling.  But the big catch was the bank records.  Private accounts in a dozen countries all known for their bank secrecy and all neatly laid out in a ledger.  The corresponding bank books were stuffed into the case. 

“What are you going to do with your share? You earned half” she said. “We did this together.”

“Nothing.  It’s yours.  I didn’t do this for money” I declared.

“I didn’t either” she assured.

“You’re not turning it in?”

“The government will just keep the money.  No one will benefit except the bureaucrats.  It’ll never get to the right people.”

“Who are the right people?”

“The survivors.  Those poor women in the dining hall back there.  Their lives have been shattered.  They’ll be dealing with emotional trauma for the rest of their lives.”

“I never thought of it that way.”

“That’s because you’re a man.”  Her tone took me aback a little, but she was right.  It wasn’t exactly scorn, but damn close.  I had to admit that I had failed to fully grasp the female point of view of all this.   For thousands of years, women had been second-class citizens.  Little more than property in many societies.  But they were coming of age and I guess it’s about time.  I felt ashamed because I’d been a typical male asshole more than once in my life.

“Ouch!” I exclaimed.  “So, how do you change that?”

“I’m going to put these funds in a trust and have some swiss banker parcel them out based on needs.  I’ll get a list of eligible women from the police records.  Spotts will give me that, then I can go from there.”

Rose held up a square cut diamond.  “You’ve had some experience with these” she teased with a huge grin on her face.

“Not the pretty ones.  But I know people” I answered.

“You don’t want just one tiny souvenir?” She tossed me the diamond with a sudden flick of her wrist. 

I caught it and held it up for a good look. It was big, beautiful, and sparkled like hell.  Probably worth a small fortune all by itself.  “For your expenses” she suggested and the twinkle in her eye was every bit as radiant as the diamond.

I put the diamond in my pocket, and she laughed.

“Can you help me cash in the rest?”

“Glad to.”

She closed the suitcase and stored it under the table.  Then came in close and slid her arms around my neck.  God her lips were inviting.  She kissed me softly.  No tongue, romantic all the way.  Then she flowed into me, gently kissing my neck. 

“I need a favor” she whispered.  The way her body was pressing into me, there wasn’t much I would’ve refused her. 

“What?”

“Teach me to sail this boat.”

“You mean now?”

“I mean right now.  Our job is done.  I don’t want to go back.  Spotts and the marines can handle the rest.  Let’s just sail her out of here.  You and me.  It’ll be fun” she promised. 

I had no doubt of that.

Her hands were roaming all over my body.  Making it clear that fun had several meanings.

Why the hell not? I thought. 

*****

Chapter 24 - Loose Ends

Rose had no trouble getting into the bedroom of the defense minister.  She simply walked past his security and knocked on the front door.  The eyes of the guards were glued to her every move and the short kimono style robe she wore left little to their imagination.  She handed one a written message that simply announced that she was a gift from the Head of the Secret Police.  Neither wanted to interfere with such a gift nor delay the delivery of this luscious woman to their boss.  The taller one recognized opportunity when it presented itself and gave Rose an extremely thorough frisk.  Rose submitted without complaint and even smiled warmly when he slid his hand up her thigh and touched her vaginal entrance.  Once the great doors had closed behind Rose, the man held his finger up to his fellow guard and they both laughed as they enjoyed Rose’s fragrance.

The man watching Rose had a gnarled face and cruel eyes.  She was just an object to him.  A body for him to possess.  A vessel to empty into.  Her pleasure was unimportant to him.  Her pain?  That was another matter.

Rose wore a dark grey kimono robe of pure silk.  It was short and displayed her tanned thighs.  It covered her upper torso completely, but clung to her curves provocatively, blatantly broadcasting the charms of her lithe body that lie behind the thin material.  He was a big man.  A brute of a man.  Sex with him would be far from romantic.  It would be degrading, humiliating, and hurt like hell.  But still, she smiled seductively. 

None of her fear or disgust showed.  Her eyes were soft and welcoming as she played to his male superiority and his macho ego.   His hands were huge and powerful.  They could easily crush her.  She would have to be clever.  The physical advantage would be his.  His eyes devoured her, and he salivated.  Rose could see saliva overflow from the corners of his mouth.  It sickened her, but her smile deepened.

She reached behind her and let her long blonde hair loose.  She shook her head and it cascaded down over her shoulders.  He was watching her body and the way she flung her head.  He did not see her palm the hairpin and hide it with her forearm.  It was longer than most and stronger.  Made of high-test stainless steel.

Rose shrugged her shoulders and let the short kimono drop to the floor.  She was completely nude, and he rubbed his crotch as his eyes inspected every inch of her lovely body.  She moved forward, offering herself freely.

His first move was to grab her hair and pull her face to his.  He kissed her cruelly, harshly, open mouth.  His lips crushing hers.  Rose slid her right hand around his neck, moaning as she flowed into him. Then he straightened and stepped back.  He swung at her, but she had moved away and ducked the blow.  He clutched at the back of his neck, but he was losing strength quickly and his eyes were glassing over.  

Rose moved again as he fell forward, landing on the floor.  The back of his shirt was filled with blood.  He was dead, the elaborate pattern of the hairpin’s decorative handle sticking out of the back of his neck.

I was waiting for Rose in a black 1945 Oldsmobile that I had parked just down the street from the minister’s residence.  Close enough to watch the door, but far enough away not to arouse attention.  The minute I saw the front door open I started the car and pulled forward.  She ran down the steps and was in the back seat in a flash, the two guards watching were uncertain.  But they were trained to keep people out, not chase someone, even if they were acting like they just stole the family jewels.

I didn’t hesitate for a fraction of a second.  The moment Rose’s sweet ass hit the back seat my foot was on the accelerator and we were speeding away even before the car door was closed. Rose had waited twenty minutes before leaving.  Taking the opportunity to rifle through any personal papers in the bedroom.  She found a wall safe behind a portrait of his plump wife and it took her less than a minute to open it.  She found some interesting documents, fifty-two thousand dollars in greenbacks, and an elegant matching emerald necklace, bracelet, and earrings.  She wore the jewelry and stuffed as much of the cash into her purse as would fit.  She also selected two especially incriminating documents and folded them in with the cash.

“Your turn big boy,” she announced.

“You like my new necklace?”  she teased.

I looked in the rearview mirror.  “Lovely” I exclaimed.

*****

There was a party going at the home of the Head of the Secret Police.  I was surprised that the Minister had not been invited.  Looked like a hell of a bash, with the ‘who’s who’ of Filipino society in attendance.

I drove past and found a quiet spot to park overlooking Manila Bay, then crawled in back with Rose.  She still had on her kimono and her new jewelry.  But that was all.

“We're going to ‘park’?  That’s so cliché.  I love it” she announced softly, pulling the belt on her robe.  God, she was lovely.  The moonlight streamed through the window, highlighting parts of her body and hiding others in the shadows.  She reached for me and flowed into me.  Pushing my pants down with a hand on each side of my hips.  Then shifting her grip to my hardness as I kicked my pants off of my ankles.

“I’ve never fucked in a car.  This is exciting,” she whispered.  Her warm breath hot against my ear.

“I haven’t either,” I responded as her fingers closed around my cock, stiffing it right up.

“I thought all you American boys lost your virginity in the back of a ford,” she teased, continuing to stroke me.

“I was fourteen when I left the states.  Hadn’t ever dipped my wick.  Not that I didn’t try.  Spent a lot of time one summer dry humping Janet Saxon in the bed of a pickup.  She was a year older than me and had a way of wrapping her long legs around me and getting us both off.  But she refused to take off her panties.”

Rose laughed.  “Your cock throbbed a little when you mentioned Janet Saxon.  Bring back memories?”

“At fifteen she was a vision and I blew off to her at least twice a day.”

“Punching above your weight even way back then.  Bet she’d fuck you now.  War hero; World class adventurer; Sailor of the Seven Seas” she giggled.  “Tall, handsome, muscular, and a hot cock.  She doesn’t know what she’s missing” laughed Rose as she worked my dick faster.  God, she had marvelous hands. But the foreplay was over, and she leaned back, spreading her legs and guiding me into her opening.

“Of baby,” she moaned as I entered her.  “I am going to miss this!”  then she flung her hips at me, driving me in as deep as possible, desperate to take all I had.

*****

The party was winding down as we drove up to the house.  Rose dropped me down the street and I moved into the shadows.  In all the commotion, no one noticed. 

An hour later the Honorable Bayani Oreta was seemingly alone in his study.  I noticed a pretty brunette passed out on his couch.  A lovely girl with big tits and a full bush. Oreta was in his skivvies and pouring himself a drink from a decanter on the table.  Looked like cognac or maybe brandy.  It didn’t matter.  It would be his last pleasure. 

I stepped from behind the curtain, the automatic with the silencer in my right hand, but down at my side.  It took him a moment to realize I was there.  Then he looked at me startled.  There was no real alarm.  I think for a moment that he thought I was a guest that just hadn’t left yet.

Then he noticed my gloves and I raised the gun.  He put his hands out.  Not high in the air like the movies.  More like he thought he could stop the bullets with them.  “Who are you?” he asked.  “Whoever you are.  I will pay more.”

He got some of his self-assurance back with that last phrase.  But still kept his hands out.

“This is for one US Marine Lieutenant and fifty brave Filipino boys.  Some were not old enough to shave.  I waited for the recognition in his eyes to sink in.  When I was sure he knew why he was going to die, I pulled the trigger.  The silencer did its job and I doubt the sound made it out of the room.  It was just a soft phtt.  The bullet tore into his belly and he curled into a ball as he fell to the floor, bright red blood seeped onto the plush carpet.  He rolled and looked at me.  “I would have paid you more” he managed to say, his eyes showed confusion. He had finally met a man he could not intimidate or buy.  Then I shot him twice more and he lay still as the puddle of blood grew ever larger.

The girl had not stirred.  I covered her with a robe that lay nearby and slipped out the window.  Rose saw me moving in the shadows and pulled the car up to meet me.  Then we were off to the Vassar and a night of torrid goodbyes.

*****


Epilogue

Tropical sunsets are the stuff of movies and travel brochures and tonight's was no exception.  It was breathtaking.  A giant ball of fire sinking into the sea, showering the horizon with pinks and blues with some violet thrown in. 

The water was quiet.  Almost glassy and I sliced a lime and poured myself some rum.  I felt refreshed.  It had been a tough two weeks and when it was over, I had slept around the clock.  All I wanted was some solitude and a relaxing evening.

I didn't hear her coming down the dock.  My boat was way off by itself and the fishermen had all deserted their rigs in this area for the night.  So, it was quiet, and the rum was as smooth as Kentucky bourbon from the good old USA.

“Good evening Captain Straw.”  She had a soft, sensual voice with just the hint of a southern drawl.  Her greeting drifted over the water like a melody.  I turned to see Lisa Winters; her lovely mouth curled into an enticing smile.  Those big blue eyes twinkled, and she held a bottle of champagne.  One of the big ones.

An island girl in a sarong is exotic.  Makes your dick ache and conjures up all manner of fantasies on warm tropical nights.  But to see a blue-eyed blonde from the states wrapped up in that same piece of flimsy cloth.  Her hemline short, and the bust line low. That gives new meaning to tropical heat.

Lisa was twenty-two or three if she was a day.  A sweet tender college girl, but what she was offering wasn't kid’s stuff.  She had obviously come for some serious fucking.

“Permission to come aboard,” she asked, stepping on the gangplank, not giving me a chance to answer.  Not that I would have said no in a million years.  Even if my conscience was screaming too young, my cock had already voted.

Lisa has a slender, sumptuous body with a nice rack.  But her best features were those long, sexy legs and those taut, tanned thighs.  God, she had a set of gams, and she wore a pair of spiked heels to further accentuate their elegance.  The sarong was short, and the legs were long and when she raised her one to step onto my deck, she gave me a peek at her soft blonde fur.  Fuck she was exquisite.  No man had ever had better and no matter how much she squealed; I wasn't going to let her lose until dawn.

*****

If you like this story, please give me a review or a rating.  Thank You.
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