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The Home of Great Western
Fiction!


Captain Gringo dodges death
in revolution-torn Mazatlán!

First he gets double-crossed
by a beautiful black-hearted blonde. Then he’s cold-cocked by an
American officer obsessed with bringing “The Renegade” to the U.S.
for hanging. If that isn’t enough, he’s got himself trapped in the
middle of a bloody revolution—and either side would be happy to
separate his head from his shoulders. But Captain Gringo’s greatest
threat won’t come in the heat of battle—it’ll come in the heat of
blood-boiling lust from a supple and sensuous señorita who knows
the way to a man’s heart is definitely not through his
stomach.
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Captain Gringo wasn’t
looking for a woman or any other kind of trouble as he sat alone at
a sidewalk cantina table facing the main plaza of San José. The sun
was setting, so the evening paseo would be starting soon. Captain
Gringo didn’t intend to take part in it. The paseo was a neat way
to pick up muchachas. But he had a muchacha,
one who’d be getting off work in about an hour.
He’d been keeping company with her since getting back to the
comparative safety of San José, and he saw no need to look for
another. The girls of Costa Rica were renowned for their good looks
and relatively sweet dispositions. Old Maria lived up to the rep
and then some. So why change horses in midstream?

Captain Gringo didn’t intend to. It made him
appreciate his pleasantly passionate Maria even more, to sit here
sipping cerveza in smug anticipation as the purple shadows
lengthened, the trade winds promised a cool long night of loving,
and the losers started prowling out there in the plaza.

The paseo wasn’t a bad way
to meet a broad, if a guy liked to walk a lot. The way the game was
played down here in the tropics was perhaps more civilized, or at
least less complicated, than the way a guy got laid back in the
States. After supper, all the single lads and lassies told the old
folks they were going for a stroll to settle their tummies. Then,
everyone who wasn’t married, going steady, or deformed, headed for
the plaza. The guys circled the plaza one way. The gals strolled
against the male current. Since it was understood that proper young
ladies wouldn’t think of speaking to or even smiling at a gentleman they’d never
been introduced to, their usual chaperons stayed home by tacit
agreement. The results were predictable, albeit sometimes
exhausting. A guy was almost supposed to bump into an oncoming
señorita at least three times as each circled the whole damned
square before he got around to nodding at her in passing. She, of
course, paid no attention to him until he’d nodded politely a
half-dozen times or so and given her a chance to check out all the
other good-looking guys at the paseo that evening. If she decided
on anyone, she had the option of nodding back, or, if she was
really hot, smiling.

The civilized part was that nobody ever had
to feel rejected. If an ugly girl wasn’t nodded to by a boy she
fancied, she could always tell herself he was too shy to make
advances. It worked as well for ugly boys. No gal ever told him she
thought he was a miserable toad. She just went on ignoring him
until he decided she was too shy, too. The paseo lasted until
everyone had met somebody or gotten too tired walking to give a
damn. Captain Gringo watched with an indulgent smile as the fun and
games began. The early arrivals, as usual, were the very young
and/or very desperate. There was nothing in a skirt out there a
grown man would want to mess with.

So he kept an eye on the guys until he had
them all checked out as harmless locals he’d seen before. He and
his sidekick, Gaston, were as safe here in San José as two wanted
outlaws could be in any part of Latin America. But that was no
reason to start being careless. Costa Rica had a relatively stable
government and no extradition treaty with any of the countries
where Captain Gringo and Gaston Verrier were wanted. But when a
knock-around guy has a dead-or-alive price on his head, he can’t
afford bad habits. Letting down one’s guard was a bad habit that a
Yank wanted for desertion, murder, and fighting on the losing side
more than once could ill afford!

Getting drunk was another. So, he nursed his
schooner of cerveza and lit a Havana claro while he watched the
paseo and waited for Maria. Old Gaston, too, had said he might drop
by the plaza that evening. The two soldiers of fortune hadn’t spent
as much time together as usual since coming back to San José. The
whole point of this informal furlough in one of the few banana
republics that saw no need of their services had been to see a
little less of each other. Gaston was about the only guy down here
whom Captain Gringo could trust, up to a point, but they’d been
getting on each other’s nerves, as well as watching each other’s
back, of late in the field. Aside from being pretty fair fighting
men, the two soldiers of fortune had little in common. Gaston
Verrier was old enough to be the tall American’s father. Captain
Gringo was a West Point-trained ex-officer of the U.S. Army. Old
Gaston had deserted the French Legion as a gunnery sergeant. The
only things they really agreed on was that it probably felt bad to
get killed and it definitely felt better to sleep with almost any
woman than with each other.

But, though each had gone
his own way since escaping back to Costa Rica after that last wild
job up north, their funds and hence their vacation time were
beginning to run low. Gaston had said he knew a guy who knew
another guy who might have a job for them. Captain Gringo hoped
Maria would show up first. They weren’t that broke, and Maria hadn’t started
to nag him yet.

He knew she would in another Week or so.
Dames were like that. It just couldn’t be helped. Men and women
both deserved something better than each other. But there wasn’t
anything else he wanted to try, so what the hell. Meanwhile, he and
old Maria were still in the honeymoon stage of their relationship.
So, she probably wouldn’t start nagging him to marry her and get a
decent job for ... oh, maybe another week or so. He’d been sleeping
with her for three, had enough cash to last a full month, and that
was why they called it a honeymoon, right?

A willowy brunette with an organdy rose
pinned to the hip of her red fandango skirt smiled down at Captain
Gringo as she passed his table. He didn’t smile back. He had to
think about that, and he knew she’d be back as she completed her
circuit of the plaza.

He blew a thoughtful smoke
ring after her and watched her hips sway as the smoke made a
bull’s-eye of her ass. She swayed good, and her face wasn’t bad,
either. He wondered, idly, why she’d flirted with him so soon.
Captain Gringo didn’t suffer false modesty. His mirror and more
than one woman had assured him he wasn’t a bad- looking guy when
he’d had a shave and wasn’t mad at anybody. The muchacha in the red skirt was of
course Hispanic, and he supposed his blond hair and Anglo features
were a novelty to her. From the bold way she walked, he figured she
knew all the local talent worth knowing, in a biblical sense. She
could be a puta. It was an unwritten rule of the paseo that neither whores nor
married women were supposed to pick guys up like that in the plaza.
But if everyone in Latin America obeyed all the rules, soldiers of
fortune like himself and Gaston wouldn’t get nearly as many job
offers.

He decided to pass on her offer. She was as
pretty as Maria and offered a very interesting change of pace, but
he’d learned, the hard way, that when dames down here acted too
good to be true, they generally were.

He’d nursed his beer to a stale puddle in
the bottom of the schooner by now. He looked at his watch, saw he
still had time to kill, and held up a finger to the waiter lounging
in the doorway under the awning.

The waiter ducked inside to get him another.
Meanwhile, a woman with ash-blond hair and wearing a black dress
sat down uninvited across from him at the tin table. He didn’t say
anything. He had to think about this, too.

She was dressed like a European or North
American, with a matching small black hat and veil perched atop her
upswept blond hair. The veil covered her face to the tip of her
nose. But she looked familiar as well as very, very pretty. As he
tried to place her, she said, “I heard you were in town, Dick. I’m
still very cross with you, but I need your help again.”

The waiter came back with Captain Gringo’s
cerveza. The waiter looked surprised to see the blonde sitting
there. That made two of them. The tall Yank asked the girl what she
was drinking, and when she said gin and tonic, the waiter said he’d
be right on it.

As soon as they were alone again, she said,
“I have to run over to the west coast and pick up something in
Puntarenas. It’s over fifty miles, and they tell me bandits have
been stopping the stagecoaches again.”

He didn’t answer. He knew the face. But the
world was full of ash-blondes, and somehow everything didn’t fit
together right in his memory. She asked, “Is your friend Gaston
still working with you, Dick?”

He said, “Maybe. I hadn’t heard about
banditos on the Puntarenas Trail. Costa Rica has a pretty good
national guard, and if anyone’s gone into business for himself in
the hills to the west, I’m sure your coach will rate an armed
escort. I’m an ordnance officer, not a professional bodyguard. I
doubt you’d want to pay my going rates, even if you could afford
’em.”

The waiter came back out and put her drink
in front of her before she said, a bit coldly, “I already paid you,
Dick. I gave you a thousand dollars in Cayenne that time, and you
never showed up as we’d agreed, remember?”

He remembered that time, and the dame who
had almost gotten him killed. He studied her new hair and dress as
he let blue smoke trickle out his nostrils. Then he nodded and
said, “You used to be a brunette with a phony French accent. They
told us later that you were a German agent working to stir up more
trouble for the French over the Dreyfus affair. I thought you’d
been arrested, Claudette.”

“Pooh, and I heard you’d
been eaten by crocodiles on the Hondo. Never mind who I’m working
for these days, Dick. The point is that I gave you earnest money
and you never showed up to do the job!”

He took a sip of cerveza
and said, “We showed. Gaston and I went to the address you gave us
and walked into a goddamn ambush. I didn’t see you there when those effing bounty
hunters shot it out with us. We blasted every sonofabitch laying
for us, and they were all in your house in Cayenne!”

She looked sincerely
startled as she said, “But Dick, there was no gunfight at the
address I gave you! Why would we have ... wait, I remember.
There was a
gunfight that night in Cayenne! It happened about two blocks away
from where we were to meet. But not at the address I gave you. I
swear it!”

He nodded and said, “Gaston and me figured
it out later. A Yankee bounty hunter called Klondike set us up by
marking phony house numbers with chalk. That still means somebody
in that phony-baloney rescue operation of yours was in on it.
Klondike never had time to give me all the details when I turned
the tables on him. He died sort of sudden.”

She wrinkled her pert nose and said, “I
can’t tell you if one of the other agents working with me played us
false or not. It is true most of them were picked up by the French
constabulary, thanks to a tip from you and British Intelligence,
you mean old thing. As you see, I got away. What are we going to do
about that thousand-dollar advance, Dick?”

It was a good question. Captain Gringo had
about eight hundred in cash at the moment and needed it all. He
sipped some cerveza as she said, “I paid you to help me and you
never delivered. Now I need help again. It’s only fifty miles or
so, Dick.”

He didn’t answer. She said, “They say it’s
an overnight trip by stage. You can be back here by this weekend,
and as for a few bandits—”

“Screw the bandits.” He
growled, adding, “It’s you I’m worried about. Tell me more about
this job of yours. Are you still working for Der Kaiser, Claudette?”

“Of course not. Like
yourself, I work for the highest bidder, and we both know the Brits
broke up that operation in Cayenne. I’m working for a private
syndicate now. French, if you have to know their nominal
nationality. You know, of course, about the stalled Panama Canal
situation?”

“Yeah. One of the reasons
it’s stalled was because of Gaston and me helping out some
Panamanian rebels a while back. I’m not about to go to Panama City
with you, Claudette. The Colombian authorities down there don’t
like me, and they’ve got a Colonel Maldonado working for them who’s
almost as good as me!”

“Pooh, I said I only
wanted to dash over to the Costa Rican seaport of Puntarenas. We’ll
be coming right back.”

“We? You mean it’s a round
trip? You must want to be guarded pretty good, Claudette. Which way
are you headed and to deliver what?”

She hesitated, then said, “If you must know,
I am to meet a coastal schooner in Puntarenas. They’re going to
give me something. I am to see it gets back here to the capital.
That’s all there is to the mission.”

He took out his watch to
check the time. She said, “You owe me money, darling.”

That was true. He knew
she’d called him darling to remind him of other things she might
think he still owed her, damn it. He felt a tingle in his pants and
tried to ignore it. The pale cool Claudette was built nothing
at all like his
short dusky Maria, and he couldn’t help wondering if Claudette had
bleached her hair all over.

On the other hand, the adventuress across
the table was about as safe to handle as an open bucket of
bushmasters, and, while her story made some sense, he couldn’t help
remembering the last time he’d made a date with her. He’d walked
into a machine-gun ambush at close quarters!

She reached a hand across the table and
placed it on the back of his as she slid a high-button shoe tip
against his mosquito boot under the table and said, softly, “I
don’t have anyone else to turn to, Dick. I don’t have enough money
to hire any local bravos. I don’t get paid until I deliver. But if
you get me and a certain package back from Puntarenas safe and
sound, I may be able to swing a bonus for you and Gaston.”

As if he’d heard his name being paged,
Gaston Verrier materialized out of nowhere and sat down between
them, saying, “You are looking lovely this evening, m’mselle. One
must assume the French constabulary failed in their duties
again?”

Claudette smiled wanly and said,
“Good-evening, M’sieur Verrier. I am flattered you remembered me at
once. I fear Dick, here, may have trouble remembering old, ah,
friends.”

Gaston shrugged and said, “He is younger and
better-looking than I. So naturally he has more, ah, friends to
remember.”

Then Gaston turned to
Captain Gringo and said, “Speaking of friends, Dick, I just came
from the bodega where your Maria is employed. They are taking inventory this
evening and she asked me to tell you she may be very late,
hein?”

Claudette sniffed and said, “Maria, eh? I
might have known. But about that thousand dollars, Dick ...”

Captain Gringo shushed her with a wave of
his cigar as he turned to Gaston and asked, “Could we scrape up a
thousand to spare between us, Gaston?”

Gaston shook his head and
said, “Mais non, all the banks are closed for the night, my old and impossibly
generous. I thought we had settled the matter of that droll cash
advance in Cayenne, hein?”

Gaston turned to Claudette
and said, “You hired us to meet you at a certain place with a view
to doing something about the trés fatigué
affaire Dreyfus. Eh bien, we went to the address you
gave us and nearly got shot. And later, when we were dragged into
the business about Captain Dreyfus despite ourselves and tried to
rescue him from Devil’s Island, he said he did not wish to be
rescued since he had friends in Paris working on a full pardon for
him at the moment. Add it all up, m’mselle, and you can see we owe
you nothing for the modest front money you offered us,
non?”

“Offered
like hell! I gave
you two scamps a thousand dollars,
U.S.!”

“Now, now, let us not get
picky, m’mselle. The point is that whether we did exactly as you
asked or not, we don’t have
the money anymore. So why are we having this
tedious discussion, hein?”

She repeated to Gaston her plans about
running over to the west coast and back. Captain Gringo kicked him
under the table, but Gaston still asked Claudette what she was
supposed to pick up and deliver.

She looked down hesitantly, sighed, and
said, “Oh, very well. If you must know, it’s emeralds. Colombia has
this ridiculous export duty on gemstones the damned old Andes are
absolutely filled with, and—”

“I see the light,” Gaston
cut in, adding, “Your friends cannot take emeralds out via the
usual railroad across Panama province because of the
fatigué customs
officials in both Panama City and Colon. On the other hand, Costa
Rica takes a more casual attitude than the Colombian junta and
tends not to notice visitors who don’t happen to be biting anyone
on the shin at the moment. That, of course, is why Dick and I lay
up here between jobs, and why you and your syndicate find it such a
friendly country to do business in, hein?”

She said, “Exactly. As I just told Dick,
here, there is no danger involved in meeting the schooner and
picking up the rough emeralds. I was planning to make the run
alone, until I heard there were bandits in the hills to the
west.”

Gaston smiled noncommittally as he stared at
Captain Gringo. The tall American said nothing. Claudette said,
“I’ll forget the thousand and pay you each a hundred a day after we
get back. I don’t have a machine gun for you, but I have a brace of
.44-40 Winchesters if you need them.”

“We’d need them,” sighed
Captain Gringo, adding, “if we were going with you. There’s no way
you’d smuggle anything through happy-go-lucky Costa Rican lawmen
after arriving by stage with a machine gun braced out a window.”
Then he turned to Gaston and said, “You know all the roughnecks in
these parts, Gaston. Couldn’t you scout up a couple of tough
hairpins who’d work for a hundred a day?”

“Mais oui!
I could hire a platoon of rogues for that kind of
money. The complication would be hiring honest rogues though. M’mselle would
no doubt be safe enough going west, empty-handed. Coming back with
a bag of untraceable emeralds in the rough might be another
matter!”

Claudette nodded and said, “You two are the
only rogues I can trust. You have to help me, Dick. My hotel’s not
far. Why don’t we talk about it some more as I show you the new
weapons I just bought?”

Captain Gringo hesitated.
He had a pretty good idea what she wanted to show him. But even if
she did trust
him, he didn’t return her trust worth a damn. Gaston stood up and
said, “Guard our seats and we’ll be right back, m’mselle. Come,
Dick, I think I’d better have a fatherly talk with you,
hein?”

The blonde remained seated
at the table as the two soldiers of fortune moved out of earshot,
under an archway. Gaston said, “I vote oui, Dick. What have we to lose? The last time
we worked with her we made an easy thousand, non?”

“It wasn’t that easy. We
damn near got killed. Do you buy her story this time, Gaston? The
last time she tried to hire us, she handed us a real line of
bullshit.”

“True. She may be shitting
us now. But what of it? We could use the extra cash, and it makes
me uneasy to have a woman wandering about San José weeping that we
owe her a thousand dollars.”

“Yeah. The cops here don’t
bother us because they see no reason to. But there could be limits,
even to a Costa Rican lawman’s tolerance, if she bitched to them
about us. But do you think she could? She’s not exactly as pure as
the driven snow, either.”

Gaston shrugged and said,
“Why worry about the unpredictable moods of a woman when it seems
so easy to keep her happy, hein?
There are no bandits in the mountains to the
west. None I have heard of, at any rate. The ride to the coast by
stage will be fast and reasonably comfortable. Why not go along
with her droll tale and discharge our modest obligations to the
attractive pest, hein? Who knows, we may even find out what she is really up
to.”

Captain Gringo smiled crookedly and said,
“You don’t buy that story about smuggled emeralds either, eh?”

“Mais non.
It is all too complicated. Why go to the trouble
of sneaking illegal gemstones through even a nice banana republic
when they have a clean run north to the gem market of San
Francisco, hein?”

“Maybe they want to
smuggle ’em back to France?”

“I doubt that very much.
Nobody pays more for jewelry than your Yankee nabobs by the Golden
Gate. Europe is not only trés
lousy with gems, legal and otherwise, but three
times as far by sea as jolie
Frisco. I hazard a guess she is still working for
young Kaiser Willy. The German navy is doubtless still interested
in how things are going at the Pacific end of the bogged-down
Panama Canal project and—”

“Gotcha. The old shell
game again. She’ll probably really pick up some rough emeralds, or
something that looks like rough emeralds, and ask us to guard the
hell out of ’em while she packs stolen or copied documents in the
lining of another carpetbag.”

“Oui. Leave that part to me, Dick. You watch her emeralds and, if
possible, distract her with amour
long enough for me to steal or make a copy of our
own, depending on opportunity.”

Captain Gringo looked blank and asked, “What
the hell for? We don’t work for Colombia. What the hell do we care
if the Germans are spying on them or not? The Kaiser seems to be a
nasty little prick. But the junta running things to the south is no
better.”

“Eh bien.
And meanwhile nobody can figure out when and if
the triple-titted canal will be built, or by whom.
Der Kaiser won’t be the
only prick willing to pay good money for whatever Claudette and her
chums have to deliver to the German embassy here in San
José, hein?”

“Jesus, you’re
right! That’s why
she only wants to deliver her so-called smuggled goods here to the
capital, smack in the middle of the highlands!”

“Qui. If the intent was to smuggle them to France, she would have
wanted us to accompany her all the way down to Limón, on the east
coast. There are a few bandits haunting the lowland jungles down that way.
This whole droll scheme is a snipe hunt, as you Yanks say. But, as
you also say, what the hell, it’s a pretty snipe, with possible
added attractions in the form of ill-gotten gains to sell to the
highest bidder along Embassy Row when we get back,
hein?”

Captain Gringo nodded and said, “It’s
starting to make sense. Sort of. There’s still a piece missing. Why
is she hiring us at all if she isn’t picking up real emeralds and
there aren’t any bandits along the trail?”

Gaston shrugged and said,
“Perhaps she thinks there may be, non? On the other hand, since we
know she is a spy, and others may know she is a spy, she may have
some other spies after her, non?”

“That makes even more
sense. But whose spies? The States’, Great Britain’s, France’s?
Hell, for all we know, the Imperial Russian Navy may be just as
interested as Germany in the Panama Canal project. How do we find
out? I doubt like hell Claudette’s about to tell us!”

Gaston shrugged and
replied, “What does it matter, Dick? We are soldiers of fortune. We
fight for the flag of the highest bidder. Up to now, nobody but
Claudette has offered us a centavo. You run along and see her guns
and other charms. I shall stay here and make your apologies to
Maria when and if she arrives, hein? Don’t look at me like that,
Dick. Of course I won’t try to steal your girl while you set things
up with Claudette in order to rob her blind!”

~*~

The little hotel Claudette led him to
surprised Captain Gringo. He never would have picked it as a
hideout. Prices in the tropics were so low that while it might have
passed as second-rate in the States, down here it was the sort of
dump the local cops tended to keep an eye on, with good reason. He
wondered idly whether she was broke or just had a lot to learn
about traveling submerged.

There were some advantages to the shabby
little hotel near the plaza. A wan, wee lamp was burning in the
vestibule, but there was no desk clerk or any other sign that the
landlord gave a damn who came or went. The well-dressed blonde led
him up a narrow flight of rickety stairs and along a dark narrow
hallway to her corner room. She struck a match as they entered.
Joints like this one had never heard of Thomas Alva Edison and
couldn’t have afforded the new Edison bulbs if they had.

Claudette lit a candle on the washstand near
the door and moved over to the shuttered windows to open the
jalousies. She said, “I hid the guns under the mattress. Let’s hope
they’re still there.”

They were. Captain Gringo lifted a corner of
the mattress and slid out the two Winchesters. The carbines were
spanking new and, when he levered open the chambers, loaded. He
nodded and leaned both guns in a corner by the bed, as the blonde
took a pasteboard carton from under the pillows and asked, “Are you
still carrying that same .38, Dick?”

He smiled crookedly and said, “Hardly the
same one. But, given my druthers, I favor a double-action .38 under
the same old armpit. Why?”

She held out the carton and said, “Extra
ammunition for your sidearms, if you and Gaston should need
it.”

He stuffed the carton in the side pocket of
his linen jacket and said, “You must really expect a lot of trouble
between here and the coast, doll.”

Then he took off his sombrero and jacket and
sat down on the bed to take off his boots. Claudette blinked and
asked, “Just what do you think you’re doing, Dick?”

He said, “Make sure the door’s locked. What
the hell do you think I’m doing? Enough of this foreplay. Take off
your clothes.”

She moved to lock the barrel bolt between
them and the hall, but said, “You certainly seem to take a lot for
granted, Dick! I know we, ah, used to know each other well. But I’m
still a little cross with you, and—”

“Look, do you want to be
friends again or don’t you?” he cut in, adding, “You were the one
who asked me up here, doll face. I just stood up a nice little
enchilada for you. But it’s not too late to keep my date with her,
if you’ve suddenly vowed celibacy for some dumb reason.”

“You’re a beast.” She
sighed, unpinning her hat and hanging it up as she snuffed out the
candle. There was enough light through the open windows to follow
the rest of her motions as Claudette undressed, muttering to
herself that all men were alike.

He beat her into bed, not having as much to
remove and having started earlier. Claudette got down to her
corset, knickers, and long black stockings before she suddenly
giggled and asked him, “Will you be staying the night, dear?”

He said, “I’d better not. Have to check with
Gaston later at our own hotel. Why?”

“I’d better leave this
corset on, then. I have a few last-minute errands, too, and it
takes forever to get in and out of the silly thing.”

She moved over to the bed and slid off her
black silk knickers. He saw that, sure enough, she was still really
a brunette. As she got into bed with him, he took her in his arms,
rolled atop her, and said, “Hi. Long time no see.”

She started to protest his
matter-of-fact approach. But he kissed her to shut her up as he
spread her silk-sheathed thighs and parted her pubic hair with his
erection. She gasped but tongued him as he drove it into her to the
roots and started pounding. He wasn’t usually this brutal with a
woman. But the nice thing about looking up old bedmates was that
you knew right off how they liked it best. This wasn’t the first
time he’d been in Claudette. The last time she’d practically
raped him!

He raised himself on braced elbows to let
them both breathe as the action heated up and the damned cinch
around her narrow waist began to chafe his own bare belly. The view
was inspiring. Claudette had an hourglass figure even when she
wasn’t trying to cut it in twain with a black band of whalebone and
silk lace. In the romantic glow of the streetlamp through the
nearby window, her bobbing breasts were highlighted in old gold and
shaded into deep purple. Her face wasn’t bad, either, as she smiled
up at him and said, “I’d forgotten how good it was with you,
darling. Have you been true to me since last we met like this in
Cayenne?”

He laughed down at her and replied, “About
as true to you as you’ve been to me, I’d say. I like that new trick
you picked up with those internal muscles, doll. But could you move
your ass a bit more?”

“Oh, you’re just horrid!”
she protested, raising her knees to hug his hips with her thighs as
she started bouncing better but still went on milking him with her
educated vaginal contractions. They both went crazy for a while,
came together, as old pals tended to, then lay still in each
other’s arms as they recovered their wind and lowered their guards
a bit.

He was soaking silently in her when
Claudette broke the contented calm by chuckling fondly and
murmuring, “I’m glad you haven’t changed, Dick. I confess I’ve
always been a little coy, for a dedicated sex maniac.”

“Yeah, I noticed you
seemed a little prim at first this evening. How come? You must have
known I’d lay you as soon as we were alone, doll.”

“I was hoping you’d still
want to. But this means a change in plans. I was hoping to go right
back to the plaza with you as soon as we picked up the
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