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PROLOGUE
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...The black man’s large hand covered his friend’s. "It is for me to go," Connors said. After all, he was the guard assigned to protect the tourists and the motor coach. "As you said, we are trapped here. Once they close in for the kill, it will be too late. If it is one, or two, even three, I will know what to do."

"And if there’s an army of them?" Hennessey inquired.

"Then I will die."

"Connors—"

"I must go. I am sure they have seen the women."

"I’ll go with you," Hennessey volunteered.

"No!" Connors said adamantly. "I am better alone. And you must see to the passengers.

Hennessey withdrew his hand and nodded. Ira Krausner would serve the snipers’ domestic needs and within the year turn into an old hag. Carole Santini would serve their sexual needs, and survive. Florence would fight them tooth and nail.  She reminded him of Connors, not just in the color of her skin, but in the intensity of her gaze. As for Mary Juliette? His mind’s eye saw again the upturned nose, the guileless eyes, and the rosy blush. He felt a tiny knife pierce his gut. 

...He turned, rifle in hand. Mary Juliette sat back on her heels. Hennessey’s face mirrored his exasperation. "Are you still looking to die young?" he inquired.

"Kindly tell me what is going on?" she demanded, her chin rose resolutely. She was not moving until she had an answer.

Her hair was mussed. There were black smudges on her dark green slacks and on the palms of her hands from crawling on the rubber matting. Her nails were short and uneven ... a nail biter, he guessed. "I don’t know what’s going on," he said, "except that those men out there are not our friends."

He felt a distinct urge to smooth back her hair. "You better get back under your seat," he told her. Her eyes reminded him of milk and coffee.  The bus shook and metal splintered as the marauders renewed their fire...
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"Darn!" Mary Juliette muttered under her breath, and glanced out the window of the motor coach. She slid lower into her seat, and stamped her foot. She had done it again. Once more her dark eyes had betrayed her attraction to a handsome face. And Hennessey was not the first male quietly to laugh at her. She was an incurable romantic, the sort whose emotions showed readily. But the eighteen year-old who had started work as a typist seven years ago with not an unusual girl’s fancy to meet "Mr. Right," was destined to be slowly disillusioned.

Certain to find her "Mr. Right" among the pleasant-faced young men who worked alongside her in the bank, when one caught her fancy, her words and actions demonstrated her feelings clearly. And in her naiveté, she expected him to respond in like manner. But the pleasant-faced young man had laughed at her behind her back and sometimes to her face, and the girls in the bank had tagged her "naive." They had also nicknamed her "MJ". It had taken her a long time to accept that her plainness and unpretentious character made her expectations improbable.  

Her parents were gentle folk, comfortable in their gray clapboard house with an enormous Maple in the front yard, and a vegetable patch in the backyard. The "moderate type," they were quite content with their simple lifestyle. Family gatherings and an occasional movie were all they expected. When at twenty-five years of age, Mary Juliette announced she was taking a three-week vacation in South America they were shocked and bewildered.

"Why?" her father asked.

"You just can’t," her mother exclaimed. "A girl alone, and so far away!"

"I have to," Mary Juliette replied.

"Why?" her father asked again.

"Because that’s where I’ll find him."

"Who?"

"Mr. Right."

Both parents thought she had lost her mind.

No amount of arguing could dissuade her. And here she was in South America in a motor coach following an insane hunch that the man with whom she would spend the rest of her life was somewhere nearby waiting for her.

She had already drawn his picture in her Sketchbook.

Mary Juliette loved to paint. She had taken every art course available in her small town. Canvases that reflected the strength and depth of her emotions filled the attic (her studio) in her parent’s home. She was also a dreamer, living out her fantasies in her sketches and paintings. She carried her sketchbook everywhere. At the moment one was ensconced in her tote bag under her seat.

When James Hennessey, the guide, climbed into the motor coach, she was one of the four female passengers who craned their necks and sharpened their hearing to better see and hear him. Not surprising, since he was quite attractive, a tall, broad-chested man, with a casual air that matched his safari poplin shirt, pants, and wide-brimmed hat. The two male passengers hardly noticed Henn-essey, until he purposely cleared his throat and stood at the front of the bus and faced them. From his shirt pocket he took a card containing the names of the tourists seated in the motor coach. Behind him, Enrique slipped into the driver’s seat and checked the fuel gauge to make sure no one had siphoned the gasoline during the night.

"Okay, folks," Hennessey drew their attention. He had a deep, even-keeled voice.  "Let’s make sure everyone is here." He scanned the card. "Mr. and Mrs. Barry and Ira Krausner?"

"We’re here," Ira acknowledged in an eager tone. She raised a slim, nail-tinted aging hand and waved. Beside her, Barry Krausner nodded, and adjusted his corpulent figure to better fit into the upholstered seat next to the window.  Hennessey acknowledged them briefly, and then went on to the next name on the card. "Miss Carole Santini?" He glanced up when there was no answer. "Miss Santini?" he repeated.

A belated, "Present and accounted for," came from a dark-haired, blue-eyed young woman. She moved to the seat next to the aisle, to be sure that he saw her. She was slender and voluptuous where it mattered, dressed in sleek brown slacks and a clinging white silk long-sleeved blouse. Not the smartest attire for a four-hour ride through the Amazon, Hennessey thought.

He continued, "Professor Emil Rutger."

"Yo!" the professor lifted a forefinger and bobbed his gray head.

"Right," Hennessey acknowl-edged.

"Miss Florence Mallory?"

"Right here," a woman responded.

Another beauty, Hennessey observed. This one, ebony skinned like the night; not as slender as the alabaster one, but firmer, gutsier, her straightened hair and the pensive look in her eyes revealing more than she realized.

"Miss Mary . . . Juliette . . . Kensington," he read.

Mary Juliette missed neither his pauses nor the laughter that threatened to curl the corners of his mouth. "Awful, isn’t it?" she said. Men that handsome never noticed her, except for her name. They took notice of that.

"Actually, it’s a nice name," Hennessey replied, and it fit her, he observed.  "All right, folks. We’re about ready to leave. Just a few words of caution. I advise strongly using the safety belts. The animals sometimes dart unexpectedly across the road, which necessitates a quick stop. Also, keep your windows closed. As soon as the bus starts to roll, the air conditioning unit will turn on automatically. I repeat, keep your windows closed, for your










































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Dy Sawla Freda
atba Mavianne Dova Kase





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





