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The last Chapter One
 
A well-crafted deadly arrow flew through the air and imbedded itself into a tree.
“What the…” But he didn’t finish his sentence, as a second arrow hit its mark.
“Arrrhhh” as he grabbed his shoulder, falling backwards into a pit of snakes. Firing off two rounds as he fell, both shots hitting the assassin’s right between the eyes. .
Pause.
delete, delete, delete.
 
There was a long silence as a face stared at the screen of a computer, waiting for inspiration. The screen did its best, but could think of nothing. The Mexican standoff finished when the screen saver kicked in. 
 10.46 AM appeared and floated, bouncing around the screen. The screen was relieved. The face kept staring. 
“Four hours to go.” 
 “What’s that dear?’ 
 “Four hours to finish the last chapter. I have to have it in by three.” 
 
“Oh, to your publisher do you mean?” 
 The face kept staring. “I can’t decide how to finish it.” 
 “Oh you will dear, you always do. You’ll be fine.” 
 Then suddenly, the screen saver froze, and then disappeared. Keys were being tapped quickly. 
 “What the…” exclaimed Daniel, as a well-crafted arrow flew inches from his face. A second followed, striking him in the shoulder. Spun backwards, Daniel narrowly avoided the pit of snakes, and managed to fire off two rounds as he fell. The would- be assassins ducked and ran. Daniel stood shakily to his feet and fired more rounds at them as they disappeared into the trees. 
 “Are you alright?” Debbie had fear in her voice as she asked. Daniel was the only thing keeping her alive, and her only chance of escaping this nightmare. 
 
“Flesh wound. I’ll be fine. Hand me that first aid kit. Bastards. I didn’t hear them.” 
 
Debbie grabbed the kit and began looking for the right bandages. As a trained nurse she knew what to do. Daniel sank back against a tree. His eyes fell on her cleavage for a moment. A full cleavage, held in a tight top, with a lace bra outlined just… 
 
Delete, delete, delete. 
 
Debbie grabbed the first aid kit, grateful her training, as a nurse would be useful. She tended his wound. Thankfully not serious, as the arrow glanced off Daniels leather strap. A nasty wound, but not likely to slow them down. Daniel caught a glance at her cleavage as she worked to bandage the shoulder.  
 
“No. Not now,” he scolded himself. He must remain professional. No distractions. Getting her out alive was the goal. They were only three more miles…(delete line) 
They were only three clicks to the border. There, a recovery team was waiting.  Light was fading. They would have to find somewhere to stay the night. Daniel checked his map. Caves. They’d be dry and safe for the night. 
 
“Let’s go,” he said forcefully.   
 
 Daniel leant back against the wall of the cave. The fire was giving off some warmth, and Debbie was dressing his wound. Her cleavage…(delete) He felt her warmth…(delete) He (delete). As she leant in close he looked down at her shape, and found himself staring at her breasts. Stretched against a tightly fitted blouse and a lace bra partially exposed. Daniel lost the strength to fight against it. He didn’t avert his eyes. Debbie caught his look and reached for his hand. She held it up to her breasts. 
Daniel pulled his eyes away and his hand. “Must not…” he tried to say. 
 “I am glad you like me. I want you to know that. If it wasn’t for you, God knows what would have happened to me back there.” 
 Daniel knew this was true. 
 “I want you to have me Daniel, right here, right now. If we never get out of this alive, at least we had this time now. Take me Daniel, I want you to.” 
 “Cup of tea dear?’ 
 
“OK ta,” 
 
Daniel looked up at her face. A young pretty face with full lips and long lashes. He let her put his hand on her breasts, and felt her warmth. Debbie leaned forward and began kissing him. She found his mouth and their tongues began exploring each other. Daniel felt a stirring in his lions… (delete) loins. It had been a long time, and he had wanted this since he first laid eyes on her. He began unbuttoning her blouse, and then she reached around her back and un-hooked her bra strap. Her full majestic bosom fell forward onto his face. Daniel moaned as he  
 “Sugar?” 
 
“Yes ta” 
 
“I thought you were cutting back?” 
 
“After this last book.” 
 
…pulled her close to his chest. Debbie reached down and began undoing his trouser fly. She expertly pulled his man hood free. She gasped at its size. Daniel smiled to himself. Woman gasped when they saw him. He had never tired of that fact. He was feeling the flow of blood… 
 
“Riiing. Riiing!” 
 “I’ll get it.” 
 Daniel laid her gently onto her back and tugged at her pants. Pulling them down, and then free. He looked down at her stunning figure. 
 “It’s Terry, about tonight. Are you still going?” 
 “Yeah I’ll be there.” 
 
He ran his hand over her legs and up to her… 
 
“Is six OK?” 
 “Fine.” 
 
She grabbed his manhood with both hands and guided him towards… 
 
“Here’s your tea dear.” 
 
“Thanks.” 
 
She moaned with delight as he started to… 
 
“Ohh that looks interesting dear.” 
 
“Don’t read over my shoulder dammit.” 
 
“No need to snap at me.” 
 
His thrusting began to fall into a rhythm with her and soon they were in unison. Grinding towards a union..(delete) a completeness. As they both felt each others rising, closer and closer … 
 
“Is Marge going tonight as well?” 
 
“Don’t know, think so.” 
 
“Oh if she is going, then I might come as well then. Do you know for sure?’ 
 
Daniel held back, knowing he was close; he wanted to let her be first… 
 
“Do you know for sure? If she’s going?” 
 
“No, ring her and ask I don’t know for sure.” 
 
She looked up at him. She was about to explode, her eyes rolled back and she clung to him tightly, digging her fingernails into his back… 
 
“Oh hello, is Marge there?” 
 
She let out a yell and held him so tightly he was smothered. But Daniel wasn’t there, and he continued his rhythm…  
 
“Marge? Oh hello dear, yes about tonight.” 
 
He felt his own climax coming, Debbie held onto him as she felt her own passing, but realised he needed her for more. She began pushing back, he was closing… 
 
“Oh you can borrow mine dear, I have one in lime green, should go with those shoes you got last Friday.” 
 
Daniel exploded and gasped, clutching her tightly.. (delete delete) clutching her with both arms, and then slowly let himself sink back.. 
 
“Oh No. Really? Left that nice man for the gardener? What ever for?” 
 
Debbie was the first to speak. She cradled his head into her bosom and spoke softly to him. “We will always have had that, just us.” 
 
“But her husband was a lovely man. What on earth was she thinking? The gardener won’t have prospects…” 
 
Daniel began to fall asleep, angry with him self for letting into his desires. Now he would do anything to save her. Now he had put the mission in jeopardy.. He let his consciousness slip away. The new day would bring the last challenge, and he needed his strength… 
 
(Delete paragraph) 
 
Daniel watched as she slept. He would keep guard. They were not out of the woods just yet. His keen eye scanned the horizon looking for signs of trouble. Tomorrow they would head off just before sunrise, and head east. About two hours in this terrain, and then freedom. After that, he wasn’t sure. She should go back with her husband, but after what just happened.   (delete delete) Daniel knew her husband would be waiting for her at the border. But there was something he didn’t trust about him. His senses were warning him things were wrong. The enemy seemed to ambush them too easily. As if they knew which route he was taking. Only three people had his plan. And one was the husband... 
 
“Conrad? Is he going as well? I never liked him. Neither of us did, after that last Christmas party.” 
 
Daniel didn’t trust Conrad at all. The whole thing began to smell. All the money to get his wife out, how the kidnapping took place. Now the plan to rescue her, and at every turn, there are people waiting for them. Daniel decided to use another route out. He looked at his map. 
 
“And he has the most adorable young wife. What’s her name? Oh yes that’s right. “ 
 
Daniel looked up through the bushes. He and Debbie had come along the west side of the river, and circled back around to the pick up point. Coming up from the opposite direction. He looked carefully into the dense bush, and could make out four, maybe five bodies. Lying in wait. Waiting for them to come up the path he had chosen for his escape route. But now, he would ambush them. Daniel carefully set the charges to his claymore mines, and signalled to Debbie to move backwards. This would get their attention. 
 
“Well he called him fat dear. To his face!  I couldn’t believe it. At the party. And said he was a has been hack or something like that, what was it he called you dear?” 
 
“An over the hill has-been hack writing stupid adventures for old farts.” 
 
“Yes that’s right. He said he was a …” 
 
Boom! The claymore mines went off and Daniel picked up Debbie (delete delete) grabbed Debbie’s hand and they ran for the clearing where the trucks and support crew were waiting. Daniel didn’t stop running when he got to the site; he kept running straight into Conrad and floored him to the ground.  
 
“I thought it might come to blows, but then Conrad is much bigger and younger so I am glad it didn’t.” 
 
Daniel fired first a left then a right into Conrad’s jaw; the loud crack sounding as if he had broken it. Conrad stumbled to his feet and jabbed out with his right, catching Daniel on the chin. Tired after three days with no sleep, Daniel realised his was in no condition to fight, but anger drove him on. He dove again at Conrad and dragged him to the ground. 
 
“Well you could have cut the air with a knife dear, ruined the party really. Yes he was drunk, but really, there was no need to talk like that. He’d only been at the firm a short time.” 
 
Conrad was getting the better of Daniel in the struggle, forcing him to the ground, and punching him furiously. Body blows and to the head. Daniel managed to block then strike out, pushing Conrad off him. A quick knee swirl movement and Daniel was on his feet.  
“You set us up you bastard!” Daniel yelled at him. 
 
“I needed the insurance money. And you were such a patsy,” sneered Conrad. 
 
Daniel flew a left jab into Conrad’s mid-drift and followed with a right hook into his jaw…(delete delete) Conrad doubled over as Daniel’s left fist drove into his stomach. A right hook landed squarely on Conrad’s jaw and he fell back onto the stony ground.  
He was about to get up when Debbie’s foot came down onto his nose, hard. 
 
“You bastard!” yelled Debbie. “You were going to let me die in there, and Daniel too, after he tried to save me. For what; money? You can’t stand the fact my family has more money than you will ever have.” 
 
Conrad grabbed his nose with one hand and pulled a
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