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Africa, sometime in the 1850’s...
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The dark-skinned beauty sped through the jungle, her lithe, strong body gliding forward smoothly and effortlessly, weaving gracefully as she made her way around, over and under the lush vegetation. As she ran with long and purposeful strides towards the place where the loud, sharp crack had come from, her eyes blazed and there was a grim, set expression on her alluring face. It was obvious that she was angry and all who knew her could tell that nothing good would befall whoever had incurred her wrath. They also knew that nothing good would befall whoever got in her way – inadvertently or otherwise – and that was why all the locals prudently kept clear of her path. Neither beast nor man wanted to have to deal with Alika when she was angry. She was the queen and protector of the jungle, as mighty as she was beautiful, and she would not hesitate to use force whenever she deemed it necessary. 

Seemingly increasing her speed with every stride, she surged ahead, a low growl forming deep in her throat. The origin of the sound that had attracted her attention was no great mystery to her and neither was the reason for it. She had seen the big boats in the harbor and knew their presence could only mean one thing: The white men were here again. Those pale-skinned, oddly dressed brutes who put her people in chains and took them to their boats, never to be seen again. Alika knew all about them. It was because of them she was left an orphan at an early age. They were the ones who had once slaughtered most of the people in her village, including her mother, the queen, and had then taken those that were left alive to their boat, battered and shackled. 

Growing up, she had learned what happened to those who were taken and sold into slavery in faraway lands. And the more she learned the more she began to hate and despise those white jackals. As she grew, so did her anger – and her power. She became Alika of the jungle, the daughter of a queen and now a queen herself; a figure of myth and legend, considered a jungle goddess by some and respected and feared by all who inhabited the land. 

She also became the slave traders’ worst nightmare, having vowed to do all she can to put a stop to their evil deeds and drive them from her native land for good. None of those who had stood face to face with her would ever forget their meeting with the fury of the jungle in the form of that magnificent and powerful woman. And even though most of them survived those encounters (Alika’s inherent magnanimity prevented her from killing any foe unless she absolutely had to), none of them ever returned to Africa. Fleeing in fear, they invariably gave up on the slave trade, looking instead for a safer line of work. 

Alika’s ultimate goal of putting an end to the trade was far from being accomplished, though. True, those she had dealt with did not return, but in their place came others, just as cruel, greedy and ruthless, looking to bring misery and destruction to her beloved homeland. Here they were now, yet again, no doubt eager to make deals with the local slave traders and corrupt tribe rulers and in the meantime kill just about every living thing they saw, as they always did. She had already met several of them in the past few days and she knew those men would no longer even think of killing and enslaving. Still, there were others out there that she had not been able to get to – as was evident by the bang she had just heard. She knew the sound meant that yet another unfortunate jungle creature had been killed needlessly and she gnashed her teeth in anger. Running at full speed, she headed straight for the nearby clearing, in the middle of which she knew there was a small lake. She was certain that she would find both the victim and the culprit there. 

Not wanting to rush straight into the barrel of a gun – or several of them – Alika slowed down her pace as she approached the tree-line and then climbed one of the trees with cat-like agility. Surveying the clearing, her eyes widened in surprise. Mentally prepared for an encounter with slavers, she had been expecting to find some of the scruffy-looking, burly white men she usually had to deal with. The person she saw, however, was neither burly, nor scruffy-looking, nor indeed a man, although the color of the skin was decidedly white. 

It took Alika no more than a glance to appraise the situation. The woman was walking towards the lake with the obvious intention of going in. She was fully naked, her clothes strewn along the ground. She was also alone; there was no one else in the clearing. More importantly, she was unarmed at the moment. There was what to Alika’s untrained eye looked like a short shotgun in a scabbard on the side of the saddle of the chestnut horse which was tied to a shrub, but that was some distance away. That was all Alika needed to see and she was down from the tree and moving forward in an instant, covering ground rapidly and silently to get between the woman and the horse. 

The woman just continued to walk towards the water, unaware of the danger that stalked her. Only when Alika was right behind her, almost able to touch her, did she sense another presence and turned around with a startled little squeal. 

“Who are you? What are you doin’ here?” she asked breathlessly, her eyes wide and alarmed as she instinctively folded one arm across her chest and put her other hand between her legs to cover herself. 

“She is scared,” Alika thought. She also thought that this was understandable. It was a natural reaction for a naked woman in a foreign and wild land, who had just been surprised by someone else when thinking that she is alone. 

Perhaps the fact that Alika was a woman herself helped the white girl to get over her initial shock. She was still frightened, but her face, which had turned deathly pale at the first sound and sight of the queen of the jungle, was now beginning to flush. The flush was one of anger, not embarrassment. She was no longer shielding herself with her arms and hands, but stood brazenly exposed, her fair skin gleaming in the sun as she glared at Alika. 

“Who are you? Speak up!” she demanded again, her voice still a little unsteady. 

This was the first time Alika was seeing a white female and she looked at the stranger with curiosity. The girl was very young – she could not have seen more than twenty summers, Alika guessed – and she was also very beautiful. A little above average height, she carried her taut, fully developed body proudly erect, shoulders squared, chest thrust out. She had long, well-shaped legs that flared into generous, sturdy hips below a narrow waist and a flat belly. Her wonderful breasts jutted out of her chest, large and firm, their upswept slopes capped with a pair of stiff, pink nipples. What especially caught Alika’s attention were the fine golden hair which cascaded down the girl’s back all the way to the top of her well-rounded buttocks, the bright blue eyes and the smooth, milky-white skin. Those were all things that the African woman had never seen before and she subconsciously let her eyes dwell on them. 

Alika did not gaze at the girl for long, though. Yes, the blue eyes were pretty, but they were also hard as stones in the lovely face which had a cold, haughty look itself. Alika may not have seen white women, but she had certainly heard all that she needed to hear about them. There were some former slaves who had managed to escape their plantations in America and somehow make it back to Africa to tell the tale. It was from those slaves that she had learned many things about the white people, including their language. They had also spoken a lot about the beautiful white women who called themselves ‘ladies’ and who passed themselves as gentle, noble and delicate creatures, but in reality were far more callous and vicious than any man. She had been told that these women often brutally abused their slaves – especially the female ones – and would sometimes even beat them to death with a whip without any remorse. And as she looked at this girl, Alika could very well believe those stories. The queen of the jungle was not at all naive, despite the fact that she did not have that many years behind her, and she judged that the beauty here was only on
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