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 El Generale
Portola, the ‘Butcher of Leon’ waved money in Gringo’s face. The
message was clear—he had to blow up the new dam on the Dorado or be
sliced up in little pieces himself.

The construction company building the dam
sent a counter-offer, via a lady who was blonde, beautiful and very
smooth. She had a way of communicating between the lines—and the
sheets—that really reached him.

But no matter whose side he was on, Gringo
was damned if he did, damned if he didn’t … and probably stone-cold
dead, too!


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 El Generale
Hernan Portola, Liberator of the South, or Butcher of Leon,
depending on whom one asked, stood in uffish thought atop a pile of
coral block rubble as he regarded a scene of almost total
devastation.

According to the ordnance map of Nicaragua,
there was supposed to be an old Spanish fort here. According to
one’s own senses, there was only a flat plain of shattered masonry
and glass that smelled just awful. The sea-scented trade winds from
the Mosquito Coast to the east helped a little. But the sickly
sweet stench of death and the acrid reek of detonated high
explosives still clung to the razed fortifications.

El Generale’s men poked here and there amid
the chalky rubble in hopes of salvageable weaponry. An army on the
march needed all the spare parts it could find. As they moved
about, wispy clouds of buzzing blowflies rose like smoke from where
they’d been feeding—on charred lumps of human flesh, embedded like
raisins in the debris. The soldados wore damp kerchiefs over their
faces. It didn’t really help. But orders were orders, and when one
marched with El Generale Portola, one expected to smell death.

A pair of junior officers approached El
Generale across the razed ruins. They marched in step, waist-high
in flies, until they stopped, within easy conversational distance,
saluted, and hit a brace as one.

El Generale stared down at them without
expression as he asked, “Well?”

His senior aide answered, “We have spoken to
the Indios in the village to the south, as you commanded, El
Generale. As we suspected, it was the work of that Yanqui maniac,
Captain Gringo. Los Indios say they were most grateful he warned
them in time to escape the explosion here. They say they all ran
well clear in time, and it only took them a day or so to put new
thatch roofing on their miserable shacks.”

El Generale stared pensively out across the
ruins for a moment before he observed, “It’s a waste of time for
our muchachos to poke through the ruins for salvage, if those
miserable Mosquito Indians have had all this time to pick over the
rubble. On the other hand, it keeps the troops from plotting
mischief if one keeps them busy.”

He turned back to his aides with a slight
frown and added, “So, the renegade, Ricardo Walker, is responsible
for this mess as well as the carnage a good day’s march to the
west, eh?”

The senior aide said, “Si, my generale. As we
figured his latest rampage, Captain Gringo and that loco little
Frenchman he rampages with wiped out a whole column of guerrillas
on our side, another column of guerrillas fighting for the other
side, then shot up a river steamer before marching over here and
blowing up all these European gunrunners.”

The other aide pointed out across the ruins
and said, “The Indios say he did this all by himself, without the
help of even the loco little Frenchman! In God’s truth, I have
heard of homicidal lunatics in my time, but this one seems a
one-man Horde of Attila!”

El Generale nodded thoughtfully and said, “He
certainly did a job on this place, and you say he did it all by
himself? Madre de Dios, what manner of man can this Captain Gringo
be?”

The less excitable aide shrugged and said,
“He is supposed to be a dead man, my generale. They keep trying to
kill him. Yet he lives. It is said he became a Yanqui renegade when
the Yanqui army court-martialed him and sentenced him for to hang.
It is said the Mexican Rurales tried to execute him too, when he
escaped across the border from los Yanquis. Since then he has
bounced all over Latin America as a soldado of fortune and most hot
potato. Naturally, responsible people like ourselves wish to see
him dead. But, the lousy pobrecitos who do not see the advantages
of sensible government tend to lie to us about his whereabouts
and—”

“Silencio!” El Generale cut in with an
imperious gesture, adding, “I am not interested in the soldado of
fortune’s biography. I wish for to know his whereabouts at this
moment. Did any of those Indios say they knew which way the Yanqui
and his French associate went after blowing up this place, or do we
have to beat it out of them the hard way?”

The senior aide shook his head with a smile
and replied, “We already pointed out the advantages of behaving as
public-spirited citizens of Nicaragua, my generale. In truth, more
than one seemed somewhat displeased at the ringing Captain Gringo
left in everyone’s ears as he left. They say Captain Gringo, the
Frenchman, and their harem of adelitas left for that British navy
base at Greytown, just down the coast.”

The other aide shrugged and said, “By now
they will have made it. It’s been several days since they destroyed
this gunrunners’ nest. I don’t know why, but our central government
won’t let us invade that damned British colony squatting on
Nicaraguan soil.”

El Generale said, “We’re working with
Washington on that. Meanwhile, there are many ways to skin the cat,
no? Captain Gringo and his friends could not have been invited to
Greytown by Queen Victoria. So if he is in Greytown, it is as an
illegal visitor the British do not know they have. I see no reason
why two or more can’t play the same game, do you? I need a couple
of volunteers, muchachos. You, and you, will don civilian clothing
and pay a visit on this Captain Gringo for me, no?”

The two aides exchanged glances. The more
sensible one said, “We shall arrange the matter at once, my
generale. I see no difficulty in slipping into Greytown disguised
as what the British tend to dismiss as mere natives. Finding a
fellow tourist in Greytown may be more difficult. But rest assured,
my generale, if he is there, we shall track him down and kill him
for you as you wish!”

El Generale rolled his eyes heavenward and
groaned, “Listen to them, God! Am I really the only officer in this
army you created with enough sense to unbutton his pants before he
takes a piss?”

He glared down at his subordinates and
roared, “Idiots! Captain Gringo has left Nicaraguan soil after
proving to everyone with the brains of a mosquito that it’s suicide
to tangle with him! He’s obviously trying to get back to his
hideout in Costa Rica, where he presents no danger to either side
in our civil war. Yet you think I’m about to throw away even your
miserable lives in an almost certainly futile assassination
attempt?”

They stared, bemused, afraid to speak, since
El Generale had obviously gone loca en la cabeza at the mere
mention of the renegade’s name. Finally one of the aides screwed up
the courage to ask, “If you do not wish the Yanqui dead, my
generale, for why you are sending us to look for him?”

El Generale waved an expansive hand out
across the rubble as he replied, “To proposition him, of course.
Look at the mess he made of this place all by his little self!
Madre de Dios, I couldn’t have done a better job with my whole
army! I don’t want to kill Captain Gringo, muchachos, I want to
hire the crazy bastard!”


The British protectorate of Greytown looked
like someone had built a little bit of England, cheap, and marooned
it on the Mosquito Coast.

The hotel Captain Gringo and his sidekick,
Gaston, had checked into under false pretenses was pretending to be
an English coaching inn that had somehow wandered into a mangrove
swamp. The roofing was corrugated tin instead of thatch, and any
paint they’d ever applied to the outside had been stripped by the
muggy heat and constant trade winds. But at least the outside had
weathered to a reasonably dry shade of silvery gray. It was more
quaint inside. The wallpaper in Captain Gringo’s corner room was
fuzzy green with mold, and mushrooms sprouting from the rug in one
corner. The brass bedstead, despite the smell of polish, was
cheap-wedding-ring green in the cracks, and the room had
cross-ventilation.

Gaston had said it was one of the better
hotels in town. Captain Gringo didn’t want to think what conditions
in the native quarter could be like. As old hands at the
knock-around life, the two adventurers had ditched the native girls
they’d started out with and checked in here as a pair of traveling
banana brokers from New Orleans. It didn’t really matter if the
management believed that, as long as their money held out. Gaston
was out trying to scout up passage down the coast in his usual
furtive gray way. So the tall blond American lay, hot, sticky,
nude, and bored, across the fresh but already wilting linens on the
bed, smoking a claro as he studied the ceiling. He was trying to
decide whether the cracks in the plaster looked more like a map of
Africa or of South America. He had decided it didn’t really matter
by the time he heard a discreet rap on the door across the room. It
wasn’t Gaston’s rap. It was too polite to be a cop out there in the
hall. So he guessed it was the maid. He got up, wrapped a towel
around his middle, pulled his double-action .38 from its shoulder
rig draped over a chair near the bed, and moved over to ask,
“Yeah?”

A feminine voice replied from the other side,
“I have to speak with you, Captain Gringo.”

He didn’t answer as he thought about that.
The hotel help hadn’t gotten his professional title from anything
he’d signed downstairs.

He moved to one side and unlatched the door
as he said, “Come right in.” So she did, as he shoved the muzzle of
his .38 against her ribs and slammed the door shut behind her with
his bare heel, saying, “Don’t turn around. Walk over to the bed and
put both your hands on the brass. If you know who I am, you must
know the form, toots.”

His feminine visitor protested, “This is
silly!” but did as anyone else with a .38 poking them in the ribs
would do. As she moved to the foot of the bed and clasped the rail
with both hands, he saw that she was a strawberry blonde with a
silly little straw boater perched atop her pinned-up hair. She
filled her Gibson Girl summer outfit—a thin white blouse and khaki
whipcord skirt—rather nicely. She wore her skirt “Rainy Susie”—an
inch or so higher around the ankles of her high-button buff kid
shoes than Queen Victoria might have approved. He said, “Okay, move
your feet back and spread ’em.

She did, but protested. “I’m off balance, you
mean thing.”

He said, “That’s the general idea,” as he
started patting her down with his free hand. Up until then, he’d
been using said hand to hold the towel around his waist. But
modesty was less important to a man with a price on his head than
making sure nobody figured to collect it. So as he searched her,
standing behind her, he was nude. As he made sure she wasn’t
packing a rod between her thighs, she gasped, “My God, that’s me
you’re grabbing there, Captain Gringo!”

He grinned and stepped back, saying, “Okay,
only one of us has a gun. Just let me get my towel back and
...”

She turned before he bent to pick up the
towel. She was pretty as hell, considering the startled expression
on her face when she saw what else he was pointing at her.

He laughed, picked up the towel, and said,
“Sorry about that. Feeling pretty ladies up always does that to the
little basser. Sit down, if you like, and tell me what the pitch
is, miss, ah ...?”

“I’m Gloria. Last names don’t matter, in my
line of work.”

“Oh? What kind of work are you in, Gloria?
It’s only fair to warn you I’m too romantic-natured to pay, no
matter what you just noticed before I got this towel back in
place.”

She lowered her lashes with a becoming blush
and said, “I know all about your reputation as a lover, Captain
Gringo. That’s not what I came to see you about.”

“Oh, hell, it’s starting to cool off a
little, too. Okay, you’re not a hooker and you’re too pretty to be
a house detective. But you keep using my name in vain. Who sent
you, Gloria?”

“I’m, ah, not at liberty to tell you just
yet. Do you have anything to drink? It’s true that the trades are
picking up now that the sun’s moved to a less beastly angle, but
it’s still bloody hot and I’m perishing with thirst.”

He nodded and moved to the dresser where he’d
left the water olla, rum, and hotel tumblers. He could see her in
the mirror, so he put the gun down. And still needed two hands to
mix drinks, so he let go of the towel again. As it fell, exposing
his bare buttocks, she repressed a smile and asked, “Do you often
pose for sculptures, Captain Gringo? I mean, you do have a nice
body, as well you know, but really—”

“What can I tell you, Gloria? I can see by
your outfit that you’re an old tropic hand, so don’t try to tell me
you don’t lay around in the buff during la siesta, too.”

She fluttered her lashes at his bare ass and
replied, “Of course, but I almost always dress for company!”

“I wasn’t expecting company. You want water
with a little rum or rum with a little water, Gloria? I used to
have some ice, but not since I found myself south of Mexico.”

“We British don’t share your Yankee madness
for ice. Make mind half and half, please.”

He did. It was a point in her favor that she
admitted being a Brit. He’d picked up on her educated English
accent already, of course, but some dames lied even when the truth
was in their favor. She was dressed sort of Yank, or at any rate
more like American girls dressed in hot weather. He picked up the
tumblers, thought about the towel on the rug at his feet, and
wondered what the hell he had to hide that she hadn’t already seen.
So he just turned around and walked over to the bed with the
booze.

She politely avoided looking down as she
accepted her drink with a nod of thanks. He decided he’d look less
naked sitting beside her than on the chair across from her. She
repressed a flinch as he sat beside her, raised his own tumbler,
and said, “Mud in your eye.”

He let her take a good belt before he said,
“Okay, are we going to get drunk or did you have a tale to tell me,
Gloria?”

She took another sip of her drink and said,
“Let’s start by telling about you, Captain Gringo, alias Dick
Walker. We know about the naughty things you just did up the coast,
and we heartily approve. Both sides in that silly civil war are a
bore.”

“I found them sort of tedious. Who’s we?”

“I’m not finished, Dick. At the moment your
little French friend, Gaston Verrier, is under observation. Don’t
get excited. He’s in no danger. I only mention him because you
ought to know he’s not going to be able to book passage out in the
near future. It’s the hurricane season and only the bigger steamers
will be putting out to sea, for important reasons.”

As if to prove her point, something tapped on
the tin roof above like a ball-peen hammer. She blinked and asked,
“Good Lord, what’s that?”

He got to his feet and walked naked to the
window to hold his glass of tepid rum and water outside as he said,
“Hail. Looks like we’re in for a real thunder-buster. Sure you
don’t want some ice in your glass?”

She sniffed primly and said, “No, thank you.
Do you have to expose yourself like that?”

He let a few hailstones plop into his drink
as he replied, “I’m not exposed to anyone outside. If you don’t
like the way I dress in the privacy of my own digs, you can always
leave. It’s too hot to argue about formal attire, dammit.”

“Well, for heaven’s sake, sit down again and
stop waving that ... you know, around. Be serious, Dick. I have
important business to discuss with you.”

He sat back down beside her, tasted the
drink, and said, “Not bad. Okay, let’s get to the good parts. Who
sent you and who do they want Gaston and me to shoot up?”

The hail was really coming down now. It
sounded like a couple of skeletons were making mad gypsy love on
the roof, using a tin can for a rubber. Gloria raised her voice and
almost shouted, “Lean closer, dammit. I don’t want the whole hotel
to hear this.”

He moved until his bare hip was against her
skirt, but said, “Don’t worry, doll. The way it’s hailing, we
couldn’t be overheard if your husband was under the bed.”

She laughed, unbuttoned her collar, and said,
“I can’t understand how it can be so bloody hot with ice bouncing
off the roof! Would you mind if I, ah, got a bit more
comfortable?”

He reached up, unpinned her straw boater, and
said, “Hey, you can strip to the buff for all I care. When in Rome
and all that rot, right?”

“Down, boy! I only mean to, ah, loosen up a
bit,” she warned, as she took another healthy swig of rum and
water. He went on unbuttoning her blouse. The rum seemed to be
loosening her up pretty good, but it was still hot and muggy in the
room. She either didn’t notice or didn’t care as she said, “The
people I work for don’t want you to do anything particularly
violent, Dick. It’s a straight security job for an, ah,
international trust; and speaking of trust, that’s all the buttons
I think we’d best unbutton until we know each other a lot better,
dear.”

He’d already known from having patted her
down that she was too smart to wear underwear on a tropical
afternoon. So he stopped undressing her and didn’t comment on the
perky pink nipple peeking out at him from her open blouse as he
asked, “Where is the job, and, again, who’s paying to have it
done?”

“The engineering works you’ll be guarding is
up the San Juan, about halfway to Lake Nicaragua, Dick. There’s
been a little, ah, trouble with the natives. But if you were there
with a machine gun or two —”

“Stop right there!” he cut in with a frown.
The hail pounded hard enough almost to drown him out when he
continued, “Trouble is all they grow in Nicaragua, and we’re not
about to go back for more, doll!”

She had to lean closer to be heard as she
insisted, “It’s not in the war zone, Dick. My company has paid off
both Granada and Leon, so no regular troops from either side will
bother you!”

“Screw the regular troops. Have you heard
about the guerrillas? Half the idiots running around with guns in
Nicaragua these days don’t know or care which side they’re supposed
to be on! But let’s talk some more about your so-called natives.
Are you talking about Indians or just old-fashioned peones? I don’t
like fighting either, Gloria. So far, the only good guys I’ve met
in these parts have been poor barefoot boys trying to survive.”

She took another drink from her tumbler, held
it out empty, and, as he rose to refill it, shouted, “You’re not
listening, Dick! Nobody wants you and Gaston to fight anybody! Your
job will be simply to guard the dam site. The workers you’ll be
protecting are as poor and doubtless as noble as Don Quixote might
wish.”

He rejoined her, handed her the stronger
drink he’d mixed, and said, “Let me help you out of that blouse.
The only things you have to hide under it are sticking out anyway,
so why should the rest of you be hot and sweaty?”

She didn’t resist as he peeled her to the
waist, but lowered her drink to blink owlishly at him and observe,
“You must be trying to get me drunk. I’m sure the queen would never
approve of this, but, God, that does feel ever so much better!”

“Told you it would. Why don’t we slip off
that heavy skirt while we’re at it, doll?”

“Oh, I couldn’t. I’m not wearing anything
under it, Dick!”

“That’s a lie. You’re wearing shoes and
socks, right?”

She started to laugh. She couldn’t stop, even
when he kissed her. So he took her now half-empty glass, set it
aside, and lowered her to her back across the mattress as he went
on kissing her while he unbuttoned the waistband of her skirt. She
kissed back with considerable enthusiasm, but when they came up for
air the blonde protested, “Stop it, you naughty thing! Are you
trying to seduce me, Dick?”

He slipped his free hand inside the loose
waistband of her skirt, slid it down her bare belly to home plate,
and, as he started massaging her clit, explained, “No, I think you
came in here to seduce me. But what the hell, I can be a good sport
if they send a really pretty dame.”

She gasped, grabbed his wrist, and made a
gesture of trying to remove his hand from her privates. But she
didn’t really put her back into the effort as she sobbed, “This
isn’t fair! You’re asking advantage of the heat and humidity to …
Oh, God, let me get this perishing skirt out of the way so we can
do it right!”

They did. He saw she was blond all over as he
stripped her to only her high-buttons and gartered silk stockings.
Of course he’d had to let go his advantage long enough to slip the
whipcord out of the way, so the dumb dame went through the motions
of trying to cross her legs, and would have doubtless said
something as dumb if he hadn’t kissed her, hard, and massaged her
pale thighs open in welcome. As he rolled into the saddle she
smiled up at him and said weakly, “They warned me something like
this would probably happen.”

Then, as he entered her, her eyes opened
wider. So did her thighs, as she added, “Oh, I’m so happy it
did!”

They went deliciously crazy for a while as
the hail beat on the tin roof above them and heat lightning
commented on her hot love box when it contracted in orgasm on his
thrusting shaft. The storm cooled the air a little, but not enough
to keep them from getting pretty moist. When she said she was all
sweaty and icky, he withdrew, rolled her over on her hands and
knees, and proceeded to pound her from behind with his bare feet on
the gluggy carpet, asking her if that felt better.

She giggled, arching her back to aim her pale
rump up at him as he slid in and out of her blond thatch. She said
it felt ever so much cooler that way, which was a lie, because she
was taking him hot and deep. He came in her, hard, and she slid off
weakly to roll onto her back, holding up one hand to grasp,
“Enough! I surrender, dear. But can we dry off and get out
breathing back to normal before we do it again?”

He said that sounded fair, and fumbled out a
cigar and matches from his shirt before sitting beside her on the
bed. The match didn’t want to light at first, but he finally got it
going, lit up, and leaned on one elbow next to her, saying, “Thank
you, Lord. I was expecting a much duller afternoon. Now could we
just have some evening breeze, for chrissake?”

She smiled wanly up at him and said, “I never
thought it would be too hot to fuck, once I saw your lovely dong,
Dick. But now that we’re back to earth again, you were about to
tell me you’d take the job, weren’t you?”

He blew a smoke ring at her breast, neatly
ringing the nipple, and said, “You were going to tell me who we’d
be working for, Gloria.”

She shrugged and answered, “The company’s
called Consolidated Construction, Limited. As I said, it’s an
engineering firm.”

“Okay, so who are they working for?”

She frowned up at him in apparent confusion
and replied, “What do you mean, who are they working for, dear?
They’re working for themselves, of course.”

“Honey, nobody works for themselves. You say
they want to build a dam somewhere. Okay, who are they building a
dam for? You don’t just send a mess of men and gear up a jungle
river and pretend you’re a beaver, you know. The jungle on either
side of the San Juan belongs to some damn body! Are we talking
about the Nicaraguan bank or the Costa Rican bank of the San Juan,
Gloria?”

She started to fondle his sated shaft as she
said, “Who cares? I think it must be on the Nicaraguan side of the
border, since that’s who they bribed for permission to start work.
The dam’s not to be built on the main channel of the San Juan. I
think they’re damming a tributary. Some rapid little stream running
down from the hills just to the north. Speaking of rapid streams,
darling, why don’t you put out that silly cigar and fill my main
channel some more?”

He laughed but went on smoking as he said,
“We’ve got plenty of time for that, doll box. Business before
pleasure, if your outfit’s really serious about hiring a
professional machine-gun team. You were about to tell me who they
were building this dam for, remember?”

She stroked him harder, and with hardening
results, as she replied, “I was? Honestly, darling, I have no idea
how the small print of that construction contract might read. I
only work for C.C., Limited. I’m what you might call a personnel
manager.”

“You’re managing my person swell, babe. But
you’re still trying to sell me a pig in a poke.”

“Oh, poke it in me and we’ll talk about pigs
later!”

She was taking an unfair advantage of him, he
knew. But since she was hot as a two-dollar pistol, two could play
at the same game. He deliberately took a deep drag of smoke, blew
it down across her heaving torso, and insisted, “Business is
business. Before I give you the business again, let’s nail down a
few lines of that fine print, doll box. I’ll take your word that
you don’t know who your outfit’s working for. But since you work
for them, you ought to at least know who the fuck they are,
right?”

“Oh, yes, fuck me right! It’s a London firm.
You can look it up. For God’s sake, Dick you’ve hired out as a
machine gunner for people who can’t read or write! What’s so bloody
important about my company’s mailing address? I’ll give you one of
their bloody business cards if you want to cable them about my
credentials. But could we please make love again first? I’m ever so
hot, now that it’s beginning to cool off a bit in here!”

Despite what she was doing to his dong, he
shook his head and said, “I hate to relight a good cigar once it’s
been snubbed out in a dank ashtray. What’s your hurry, doll box?
It’s still broad daylight, or it would be if that fucking storm
would only let up.”

She started playing with herself as well as
him as she replied, “I can’t stay much longer. But I have to come
again before I go! Let me get on top if the rest of you isn’t up to
it. I see this part of you has risen for a lady like a proper
little gent!”

She jerked it to full attention and added,
with a giggle, “Heavens, did I say little! Go on and smoke your old
cigar, dear. I’ll just huff and puff at this end.”

He lay back to blow smoke rings at the
ceiling as Gloria forked a silk-sheathed leg over his pelvis and
settled onto his shaft with a moan of pleasure. It felt great to
him, too. But as she threw her head back, eyes closed, and
proceeded to play pony boy on his naked lap, Captain Gringo asked
conversationally, “Where are you going from here? Back to tell on
me to teacher?”

She murmured, “Yes; I’m meeting my superiors
for dinner at my own hotel. Oh, that feels so loverly! Ah, you did
say you were coming with us, didn’t you, darling?”

He grinned and said, “You keep that up and
I’m coming for sure! But I have to think about the rest of the
deal. I never sign a contract in the dark. I used to, but I got
screwed that way a few times, and I don’t mean this kind of
screwing! Maybe if I met the guys you’re fronting for. What hotel
did you say you were staying at, honey?”

She didn’t answer. With a wild, wicked laugh
she slid off his erection and dropped to her knees on the carpet,
spreading his thighs as she lowered her blond head to envelop his
trembling love tool in her lush pursed lips. He blinked in surprise
but hissed in pleasure as she started to give him a fantastic
French lesson, taking it beyond her gagging point to grip the head
between her tonsils, with the warm wet tip of her tongue teasing
him at the root.

He did what any man would have done, and
doubtless what she wanted him to. He lay back and enjoyed it. But
even as he watched the part of her strawberry-blond hair bobbing up
and down, and, in the mirror beyond, saw she was fingering herself
to orgasm at the same time, Captain Gringo was man of the world
enough to know why she was doing it. A lady could hardly answer
questions with her mouth full. Ergo, she didn’t want to tell him
whom she’d be meeting at what hotel.

But what the hell, that was fair, since he
had no intention of romping through the Nicaraguan jungles with her
or anybody else in the near future. He and Gaston had left with
both sides in the current civil war mad at them. To top things off,
they’d wiped out a gang of international gunrunners before making
their graceful but somewhat noisy exit. Nobody she could be working
for could possibly pay enough to make it worth his while to visit
Nicaragua for a while.

He came deep in her throat. She gulped and
kept swallowing his hard-on, hard, keeping it that way as she
strummed her old banjo with the wet fingers of her free hand. As he
watched her in the mirror behind her, it inspired him for a
rematch, despite the fact that he’d have been running low on ammo
by now with a less athletic and/or attractive partner. He wanted
more, but he was sated enough to think clearly, and so he couldn’t
help wondering whether British intelligence or his old pal Sir
Basil Hakim, of Woodbine Arms, Ltd., had sic’ed her on him. Gloria
was too pretty and too skilled to be merely an enthusiastic
secretary for some bush-league construction company.

But obviously she wasn’t going to tell him,
and meanwhile he was about to fire again in her pretty bobbing
head, so he thought it only polite to mention it.

She slid her lips down the full length of his
erection, tightly pursed, then rose to leap aboard him right, doing
a cancan-girl’s split with her long silk-sheathed legs on either
side as she took him to the base of his shaft in a now impossibly
tight opening.

She fell forward, pressing her aroused
nipples to his chest as he tried to move and found, since they were
both almost there and she was literally milking him with her
fantastic internal muscles, that he didn’t have to. They came
together. It felt so good they both nearly fainted. It was quite
some time before he remembered he had been smoking in this bed and
weakly looked around for his cigar.

It was burning where he’d let it fall on the
sheets. Thanks to the damp, it had only burned a dime-size hole
before he picked it up and tossed it out the window across her
lovely naked derriere. He said, “To hell with smoking and enough of
this foreplay. Let me get on top so we can do some serious
fucking!”

She laughed and rolled off him. But then she
sat up and said, “I have to go now. Save me some for later,
darling. I’ll try to get back before midnight, if you promise.”

“What’s to promise? You see any other
strawberry blondes
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