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Captain Gringo in a gunman’s
graveyard in Guatamala!

The curvaceous blonde twins
named Flora and Dora need a troubleshooter to “shoot some trouble.”
Gringo’s their man—in more ways that one—only now these two
luscious lovelies have got him trapped between the Mexican army on
one side and the black-hearted rebel leader El Caballero Blanco on
the other. But even worse, Gringo is boxed in next to a
lava-spewing volcano! The molten rock is hot, all right—but not
nearly so hot as the nympho nurse who really knows how to make a
man’s temperature rise!
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The three thugs who saved Captain Gringo’s
neck that night in Punta Carreta were hardly out to do him any
favors as he slugged it out with them in a dark alley near the
waterfront.

He’d been on his way back to the schooner
when he’d been jumped by the usual three-man team in a fairly
professional manner. Their basic mistake had been the assumption
that two of them were about to pin the big soldier of fortune’s
arms and hold him long enough for the third thug to pat him down
for goodies.

He’d proven them wrong by throwing the first
one who’d grabbed him over his shoulder, kicking the next in the
nuts, and putting the third on the ground with a nice right cross.
But then, as he’d tried simply to leave it at that and walk away,
the dumb sons of bitches had gotten back up and come to him again.
So by now it was starting to look like they really wanted a serious
argument.

The tall blond American was in pretty good
shape to offer them one. He was packing a double-action .38 in the
shoulder rig hidden under his linen jacket. But he didn’t want to
draw attention to his presence in Punta Carreta if it could be
avoided. A knock-around guy with a price on his head and no
understanding with the local law could attract more attention than
he really wanted to by shooting up the local citizenry.

As the one he’d decked with the right cross
moved into range, the big Yank proved how some guys never learn, by
dropping him again with the same punch. But, before he could stomp
the idiot, another bored in, windmilling, and had to be stopped
with a left hook. It stopped him pretty good. So now there was only
one left on his feet, and if he’d had any sense he would have been
scampering off by now. He was the smallest of the three.

The remaining thug didn’t like the odds,
either. So he whipped out a six-inch blade to give himself a
literal edge as he dropped into a knife fighter’s crouch, slowly
waving the blade from side to side, as if he thought he was an
alley cat and the knife was his tail or something.

Captain Gringo shook his head wearily and
said, “You’d better put that thing away before one of us gets hurt,
muchacho. I’m not carrying enough dinero to justify a killing.”

The knife fighter minced closer as he
purred, “I do not wish for to cut you for your money now, Yanqui.
There is a saying in my village. When the tree refuses for to bend
for the wind, one must cut it down!”

“Hey, that’s really neat.
Did you ever hear what the Mexicans say about the open mouth
attracting flies?”

The ladino didn’t answer as he braced
himself for the final rush.

Captain Gringo braced himself, too. Like
most knock-around guys, the big American had learned by now, the
hard way, that a man seriously intent on stabbing someone seldom
waved the blade about for inspection or announced his intentions in
advance. On the other hand, none of these guys was acting too
sensible this evening and there was always the chance of meeting, a
jerk-off who didn’t know the rules of the game.

In the dim light, Captain
Gringo tried to read the other man’s eyes. He could just make them
out. The knife waver’s face was blank. But his alley-cat eyes
betrayed expectancy, as if he was waiting for something to happen
before he made his move. So Captain Gringo didn’t move. A tense
million years went by. Then a familiar voice behind Captain Gringo
snapped, “Dick! Hit it!”

So Captain Gringo dove for the dirt, just in
time, as another knife spun end over end through the space his back
had just filled.

The thug he’d been facing didn’t move fast
enough. He caught the thrown blade to the hilt with his chest,
gasped, dropped his own knife, and followed it down.

Captain Gringo rolled over, drawing his own
.38 as he growled, “Enough of this shit.” But then he saw he didn’t
need his less-silent weapon after all and put it away. He rose to
his feet, nodding, as he said, “Thanks. Last time I counted, there
were three of the pricks. I only see two now.”

Gaston Verrier finished wiping his own blade
clean on the shirt of the thug he’d stabbed, slipped it back in its
sheath under his collar at the nape of his neck, and shrugged as he
replied, “One must assume he no longer wished to play, hein? The
last I saw of the species of insect, he was running away as if the
devil incarnate was after him.”

That sounded reasonable.
Old Gaston didn’t look scary, normally. He was much older and a lot
smaller than Captain Gringo. But he looked dangerous enough,
and was, with a
knife in his hand. He fought pretty good with his feet or a gun,
too.

Captain Gringo saw that both of the thugs on
the ground would never bother anyone again and said, “I must be
getting old. I should have known that one, there, was trying to
distract me as his buddy was coming topside again.”

Gaston said, “If I had not
seen what was happening before you
did, we would not be having this trés amuse
discussion, Dick. But if you wish to discuss it further, may one
suggest we do it somewhere else, tout de suite?”

“Good thinking. Let’s get
back to the schooner before the one that got away comes back for a
rematch, with company. That’s where I was heading anyway, before I
was so rudely interrupted.”

Gaston shook his head and
said, “Mais non! Not that
way, mon hasty youth! Follow me. I have better
cockroach instincts at times like these, hein?”

Captain Gringo didn’t
argue, at first, as he chased the little Legion deserter around a
couple of corners into the dark maze of the waterfront slums of
Punta Carreta. But as he started to get completely lost he grabbed
Gaston’s elbow and reined him to a walk, asking, “Hey, we should be
clear by now. So where in the hell are we going? The docks are
over that way,
Gaston.”

Gaston said, “Unhand me,
you rude child. I know where the waterfront is. That is why we must
go this way if we
don’t wish to be caught and hanged by our adorable necks,
hein?”

“What are you talking
about? Those local toughs we just tangled with didn’t know we were
off the Nombre Nada. But the one who got away has to have more friends in town
than we have. So the schooner has to be the safest place for us to
run for, right?”

 


“Wrong. The reason I was
looking for you just now was to tell you not to go anywhere near
that ugly little boat or your pretty gunrunning girlfriend,
Esperanza! It’s a good thing I found you playing with those other
children before you made it back, non?”

The hairs on the back of Captain Gringo’s
neck began to tingle. They’d been doing that a lot since the day a
U.S. Army court-martial had tried to put a hangman’s noose around
said neck. He fell back in step with Gaston, wherever the hell they
were headed, and said soberly, “Okay. Tell me exactly what
happened, without all that amusing French bullshit! Have Esperanza
and her crew been grabbed, and by whom?”

Gaston growled, “Merde alors, he tells one
to come right to the point and then he won’t shut up.”

“Damm it,
Gaston—”

“Wait. Before you strike a
man old enough to be your father, your big Basque beauty and her
ugly little schooner are in no danger. They are not wanted by anyone along
this particular stretch of the Mosquito Coast. I wish one could say
as much for the unruly child at my fond side, hein?”

Captain Gringo frowned and said, “I told you
to cut the wisecracks. I’m not wanted here in Costa Rica either,
dammit. That was the whole point in asking Esperanza to sail this
way with us.”

“Really? I thought the two
of you had other things in mind. But perhaps it was merely the
motion of the vessel that’s been making her bedsprings sound like
that and ...” Captain Gringo broke stride, spun Gaston around, and
said, “Get to the fucking point.”

So Gaston replied, “The
U.S.S. Maine just
dropped anchor in the harbor. Is that plain enough for
you?”

Captain Gringo whistled softly. Gaston
nodded and said, “It is a bare possibility your moody Uncle Sam
sent a U.S. Navy battleship into this remote banana port because
their shore patrol is interested in picking bananas. But do you
want to take the chance?”

“Not if I don’t have to.
You’re sure Esperanza and the others are okay?”

Gaston tried not to look evasive as he
asked, “Why would even your trés fatigue former country be after
Esperanza and her crew? Merde alors, half the guns she runs are for
people your President Cleveland and his secret service seem fond
of, for some reason that escapes me.”

“I didn’t ask
why they might be after
our pals, dammit. I want to know if
Did Esperanza tell you it was okay for us to just
take off like this, or are you being practiqué again?”

“We turn right at the next
corner, Dick.”

“You worthless little
rat!”

Gaston snapped, “Fermez la
bouche! You are not that
much bigger than me, and, for a species of idiot
who persists in telling me I talk too much, you certainly do listen
well! I know the Maine is not after anyone but you, because we are on our way to
meet the rogues who tipped me off in the time of Nick. One of them
contacted me earlier this evening as I was scouting the paseo for a
species of pussy who admires older men. They told me to warn you
and meet them later at the posada I am leading you to. One assumes
they have a deal to offer that has to be more enjoyable than
returning to the States in irons, non?”

Captain Gringo came to
another complete stop, one eyebrow raised, as he said, “I think I
liked it better back there in that alley with guys I understood
better. These guys contacted you over on the plaza. Have you even
seen one guy in
U.S. Navy whites in town tonight? I know I haven’t!”

Gaston frowned and asked, “Are you
suggesting I would be dumb enough to lead you into a trap,
Dick?”

“Why not? I’ve been dumb
enough to lead you into a couple. Tell me some more about these helpful pals of
yours—and, by the way, have you any idea who the fuck they
are?”

Gaston said, “Picky, picky, picky. A person
is good enough to warn you of danger and you insist on a formal
introduction?”

Captain Gringo didn’t answer. It was just
light enough to make out a drainpipe running down from a tile roof.
Better yet, there were no windows on the streetside wall of the
stucco house in question.

As he started hauling himself up, hand over
hand, Gaston shrugged and followed. They couldn’t discuss what they
were doing until they’d both made it to the crunchy terracotta
tiles of the low-pitched roof. Then Gaston asked, mildly, what they
were doing up there.

Captain Gringo didn’t answer as he gingerly
rose to his feet for a better look across the rooftops between him
and the harbor. He was more worried about cracking a tile than
falling. So he told Gaston to stay put, once he spotted what he’d
hoped he wouldn’t see.

Then he dropped down
beside the lighter Frenchman to spread his weight on the tiles
before he sighed and said, “I can’t swear it’s the U.S.S.
Maine. But there’s a
fucking big battlewagon for sure in the harbor right now. It gets
worse. They’re sending a steam launch ashore.”

Gaston nodded and said, “Eh bien, one tends
to doubt they are landing mere tourists. Would the rogues who
tipped us off have done so if they were working for the U.S. Navy,
Dick?”

Captain Gringo shrugged
and said, “Guess not. Maybe we’d better go see who in hell
they are working
for. We can’t stay here all night, and if our pals aboard the
schooner have a lick of sense they’ll be putting out to sea any
minute!”

~*~

When they got to the posada they found out
that the gang, or whatever, hadn’t merely rented part of it. They’d
taken over lock, stock, and barrel. A notice nailed to the front
door said, in Spanish, that the inn was closed for alterations.
Another sign, in English, said less politely that the joint was off
limits to U.S. military personnel.

Since neither notice applied to soldiers of
fortune, they went in. The main-floor cantina was dimly lit and
almost deserted. A not-bad-looking ladina was reading a magazine
behind the bar. A tough-looking bozo in a rumpled linen suit was
seated alone at a table near the entrance, with a sawed-off shotgun
and a schooner of cerveza in front of him. Four other knock-around
guys were playing cards at another table across the room. They
looked about as friendly as the thugs who’d jumped Captain Gringo
in that alley. But Gaston recognized the two who’d contacted him
earlier at the paseo. So nobody got tense when the guy with the
shotgun got up to casually lock the door behind them.

One of the gunslicks who knew Gaston said,
“The big chiefs are waiting upstairs to talk to you. What took you
so long?”

Gaston muttered something about the crude
manners in Punta Carreta and Captain Gringo said nothing as the two
of them crossed to the stairwell and went on up.

The hall above was illuminated even lousier.
All the doors but one at the far end of the hall were closed. That
one was open and spilling brighter light. So that’s where they
went.

It was obvious that two Anglo women—seated
side by side on one of the leather couches by the beehive fireplace
in the parlor of the suite they’d taken—were identical twins. They
were both tough-looking but not unattractive blondes who could have
been either side of thirty. There was a coffee table between the
facing couches, and, better yet, there was a tray of glasses and a
bottle of Jamaica rum to go with them. One of the women said, “Sit
down. We’ve been expecting you boys. You can call me Flora, and
this is my sister, Dora. Not our real names, of course. We work
together for obvious reasons.”

Captain Gringo waited until he and Gaston
were seated and Flora was pouring drinks for them before he asked
who they worked for. Dora said, “It’s such a bother to make up
names. Let’s just say my sister and I are insurance agents.”

“You’re out to sell us
insurance, ma’am?”

Flora laughed as she handed him his drink
and said, “Hardly. You boys couldn’t afford the premiums our
company would charge to insure anyone in your line of work. What my
sister meant was that we’re, ah, troubleshooters for a big American
insurance firm. We want to hire you to shoot some trouble.”

Captain Gringo didn’t answer as he tasted
his drink. It wasn’t bad. Gaston smiled and said, “Forgive me,
m’mselle. I find it rather odd that an insurance firm would need
our usual services.”

Flora said, “That’s because you don’t know
much about life insurance, Lieutenant Verrier. Our firm made the
mistake of issuing a double-indemnity policy on what they thought
was a good risk. A young lady from a good Chicago meatpacking
family was on her way to Europe. Our underwriters assumed she meant
to take the usual grand tour, of course, when they allowed her
parents to take out a rather alarming but short-term policy on her
continued existence. They had no way of knowing, at the time, that
the girl was gaga, see?”

Captain Gringo shook his head and said, “I’m
afraid I don’t see. We’re not in Europe. We’re in Central
America.”

“So is the nutty and over
insured meat packer’s daughter,” said Dora adding, “She’s with the
International Red Cross in Guatemala, trying to get herself killed.
If she manages to do it, our company is out a hundred thousand
Yankee dollars. Need we say more?”

Captain Gringo said, “I wish you would. For
openers, how did you two know Gaston and I were here in Punta
Carreta, and what makes you think we’d be any help to you in
Guatemala?”

Flora said, “We were
waiting for you in Limón, knowing you were on your way back to
Costa Rica after that last job. We found out the U.S. Navy was
keeping tabs on your career, too. So we rode clown the coast like
hell, and fortunately got here faster than the Maine. Never mind how we read the
U.S. Navy’s mail. As to your qualifications, do you recall the lady
named Vera, who works for Lloyd’s of London?”

“Very fondly. Is she the
one who recommended us?” Dora giggled and said, “In more ways than
one. We insurance agents work together now and again, and Vera told
us how understanding you were that time in Nicaragua.”

Flora said, “You saved Lloyd’s a bundle by
taking out those crooks in such a delicate manner. This job we have
for you may involve the same kind of work. Would you like to see
the machine gun we bought for you now?”

Since she was rising, Captain Gringo rose
too. On her feet, Flora was something worth rising for. She had to
be wearing a corset under that thin summer print. No mortal woman
could have a natural waistline that slender if her other parts were
real. She probably had some bracing for those big knockers, too.
They were riding high, considering their size.

She led him into another, darker room and
struck a match to light a candle on a large round table in the
center of the room. The candle was not alone. A Maxim .30-30 was
perched on its tripod mount atop the table. It was covered with
shipping grease and looked spanking new. He nodded approvingly,
stepped over to it, and opened the breech to inspect it as he asked
where the ammo belts were. She said, “Under the table. As you see,
we haven’t cleaned it or messed with the head spacing. Our game is
insurance. We leave weaponry to former weapons officers.”

“Oh, you know about my
past?”

“Did you think we hired
people we didn’t know about? Please don’t tell me you were framed
by the U.S. Army, Dick. Every gunslick we meet seems to have been
framed for some damned thing or another, and it gets to be a bore.
We know you’ve been a good boy since you escaped from that army
guardhouse in the States. Can I cable the home office you’ve taken
the job?”

He said, “Maybe. Let’s talk some more about
the fine print. Where’s Gaston, by the way?”

“With Dora. I won the
toss. We can talk more comfortably in the next room, and I see
you’re going to take some convincing.”

He followed her as she picked up the candle
and led the way into yet another room. When he saw the four-poster
and nothing else to sit on, he smiled thinly and asked, “Is your
sister trying to convince Gaston, Flora?”

She laughed and said, “I told you she lost
the toss. Why don’t we get the sexual tension out of the way before
I explain just what else I want you to do for us, dear?” Before he
could answer, Flora slipped her dress over her head and sat on the
bed to unpin her hair. He repressed a gasp of delighted surprise
when he saw she wasn’t wearing another stitch, save for her long
black stockings and high-button shoes. He’d been wrong about her
needing whalebone underwear. Flora was built like an impossibly
constructed brick shithouse. So what in the hell was he doing with
his own duds on at a time like this?

It took him only a little
longer to shuck everything but his socks and hang his shoulder rig
within easy reach of the bed as the statuesque brunette lay back
across it. But, though he was already rising to the occasion,
Captain Gringo didn’t like surprises. So he moved over to lock the
door from the inside before he turned to join her. As he did so,
she smiled up at him and said, “Vera told us you had amazing
self-control.” Then, as she glanced down between them, she gasped
and added, “Oh, my God, she might have warned me about
that!"

He said, “Flattery will get you everywhere,”
as he reclined beside her, took her in his arms, and kissed her
while he ran his free hand down her roller-coaster curves to warm
her up a bit, first.

When his hand got to home plate, he saw she
didn’t need much foreplay. Her love maw was almost gushing. So, as
she tongued him deeply, he just rolled into the saddle between her
welcoming thighs and commenced to enter her.

It wasn’t as easy as he’d expected. Despite
her Junoesque hips and expectant lubrication, old Flora was built
sort of tight. She seemed more than willing to help him get it in,
judging from the way she opened wide and said “Ah!”, but it felt
like a ten-year-old virgin had somehow managed to get inside the
body of a more than full-grown woman and he was afraid that if he
really shoved hard he could hurt her.

She seemed worried about it too, and moaned,
“Jesus, take it easy, handsome. I haven’t been with a man for
months and ... Forget what I just said. Vera was right. It only
seems impossible at first.”

He chuckled fondly as he finally got it all
the way in, let her get used to it, and started moving gently. She
wrapped her silk-sheathed legs around him with a contented sigh and
purred, “Oh, yesss! I like tall men, don’t you?”

“Not this way. It works
better when one of us is a girl. So what’s with the other dame in
Guatemala, Flora?”

“Fuck her. Better yet,
fuck me! I’ll tell you about the job later, after you do a job on
me, you goof!”

That sounded reasonable. So he started
moving faster. She did, too, and though she stayed just as tight
after she came ahead of him, her insides were even wetter now, so
he could pound her harder without rubbing either of them raw. It
seemed to be driving her nuts.

She sobbed, “Oh, God, I’m so glad I won the
toss! Poor Dora doesn’t know what she’s missing!”

He didn’t say he doubted that. He knew there
was more to Gaston than met the eye, and, from the way women
pestered Gaston, once he’d shown them that dirty old men needed
love and respect, too, Captain Gringo suspected old Dora was in for
what old Queen Victoria regarded as crimes against nature. Captain
Gringo was as depraved as the average good sport, but Gaston would
eat anything, like a maniac.

The twin sister Captain Gringo was enjoying
seemed to be a maniac too, now that she’d gotten over her first
shyness with him. She was moving under him amazingly as he came,
hard, and let it soak in her a moment as he got his second wind.
She moved so well it hardly mattered that he wasn’t. She gasped and
said, “I can’t believe your stamina, darling. Most men are such
quitters!”

He repressed a grimace and didn’t answer. He
could see how a dame like Flora could have a problem keeping the
average guy going. Between her not bad looks, the way she moved
them, and the usual tightness between her shapely hugging thighs,
Flora could have made a fortune in Dodge any night the herds were
in town. She was a born three-minute trick.

He was saved from looking like a sissy to
her because of reasons he didn’t think it proper to discuss with a
lady. He’d been cruising up the Mosquito Coast, until this evening,
with a hell of a good lay named Esperanza. So he’d started with the
advantage of not being as hard up as the average guy old Flora had
probably crossed sex organs with in her travels.

He could tell she’d done so with many a man
in her checkered past. Few professional whores moved half as well.
But he made no value judgments about his hyperactive partner of the
moment. For in his own time he’d screwed around more than the queen
approved of, and, what the hell, she wasn’t charging for such nice
stuff. Or was she?

Knowing what had to be coming, besides
Flora, distracted him enough to keep him moving in her at a steady
lope without coming again, as he pondered on what else he and
Gaston might be getting into. She seemed to take his cool,
protracted lovemaking as a compliment, since she came again, or
said she had. He decided he might as well join her and started
pounding harder. She pleaded, “Please, Dick! I’m too sensitized to
do it again. Don’t you want to hear about the job in Guatemala
now?”

He didn’t answer. He was almost there, and,
Jesus, it was even better this time. She moaned that he was hurting
her as she thrust her pelvis up to take it all. As he shot deep
within her, she sobbed and said, “Oh, Christ, me too! You’re
killing me and I love every inch of it!”

He laughed, rolled off, and said, “Okay,
let’s talk. I have a smoke in my shirt pocket, if I can remember
where the hell I dropped my damned shirt.”

As he sat up and bent over to pick up his
shirt from the floor by the bed, Flora sighed and said, “God, you
have a lovely body. But as I was saying, this stupid lady from
Chicago is insured double indemnity against a violent death.”

“What happens if she just
catches consumption?”

“It only costs us half as
much, of course. She’s young, healthy, and our company doctors
checked her lungs before we insured her. We naturally assumed we
were talking about a little Miss Rich Bitch who intended to take in
a few cathedrals and art museums before she came back to Chicago to
settle down as a spoiled society matron. So we gave her goddamned
parents good terms on her goddamned policy. It was low premium and
short term. Fifty thou’ should she croak of natural causes while
out of the States. Double that, should she be eaten by cannibals,
murdered for her shoes in Paris, or something. I mean, how many
rich American tourists die of anything while they take the usual
grand lux tour, right?”

He got a claro and some waterproof matches
from his shirt, lit up, and leaned back to rejoin Flora as he
asked, “Two questions. Are all bets off once she returns to the
States, and what in the hell is she doing in Guatemala if she said
she was going to Europe?”

Flora snuggled closer and said, “I told you
the policy was short term. No definite dates, since our
underwriters assumed she’d just nip over for the summer and be back
in time for the social season. Our legal eagles have studied the
question of her destination. We’re stuck. She did go to Europe. She
hasn’t been back to the States in over two years. The stupid little
do-gooder joined the International Red Cross when she got to
Geneva. Her meatpacking papa says he had no idea his daughter was
out to save the world, the lying son of a bitch. He took out a
bargain double indemnity on her because he knew she might not be
long for this world. When we checked further, as we should have in
the first place, we found out she’s always been a tomboy who
worried her folks sick. While she was still a damned teenager she
tore off to Apache country to do social work among the Pueblo
Indians!”

He whistled softly and
said, “You wouldn’t have her as a client right now if she’d gone
out to serve tea to the noisier
New Mexican tribes. But how much trouble can even
a tomboy get into as a Red Cross nurse?”

“You want it alphabetical
or numerical? You know, of course, that the Guatemalan highlands
are infested with bandits and active volcanoes?”

“So’s the rest of Central
America. Though most of the volcanoes I’ve met have been quiet, so
far.”

“That’s what Vera told me,
bless her. But while the volcano you and Gaston met that time in
Nicaragua for Lloyd’s was a sleeping giant, there’s one in
Guatemala that’s a pisser. They call if Boca-Bruja. It’s up near
the Mexican border and it’s just blown its top. Earthquakes,
ashfall, lava flows, the works. The International Red Cross sent a
medical-rescue team into the disaster area a few weeks ago, and
guess who went with them?”

“Ouch. What’s her
name?”

“Cynthia Swann, of the
Chicago Swanns, the silly little bitch. We have to get her out of
there before she manages to get herself killed by Boca-Bruja or
that even sillier Caballero Blanco.”

“What in the hell is
Caballero Blanco? I mean, I know it means ‘White Knight,’
but—”

“Don’t ask
me why he thinks he’s a
white knight,” she cut in, adding, “He’s the local rebel leader,
bandit leader, or both. Whatever he is, he’s got the Guatemalan
government worried. He and that damned volcano have my company
worried, too. We want you to go in and get our over insured client
out, Dick. What’s it going to cost us?”

“Let’s worry about that
after I decide on the job. What if this client of yours doesn’t
want to come out with us? We’re soldiers of fortune, not white
slavers.”

Flora began to toy with his limp tool as he
smoked the firmer claro while she explained, “They’ll all want to
come out, if anyone can get into them. The last anyone heard from
the team, they were low on supplies, the natives were restless, and
they’d done all they could.”

“I know the feeling. So
what’s stopping the Red Cross team from just packing it in and
returning to civilization on their own?”

“They can’t. They’re cut
off. The only mountain trail in or out of the disaster area isn’t
there anymore. It seems to be covered with lava, a lake of boiling
acid water, or both. Reports are naturally a little sketchy at the
moment.”

By this time she’d taken
the matter firmly in hand and it was starting to get firm indeed as
she stroked it skillfully. He said, “Hold it. Better yet, let go.
It’s hard to talk sense with a hard-on, and I’m missing something
here. You say you want us to go in and get them out. Then you say
the only trail in or out is covered by lava and boiling acid. I’m
good, honey, but I’m not that
good!”

“You’re marvelous,” she
purred. As she went on playing with him, she explained, “I said the
trail from the Guatemalan lowlands was cut off. I didn’t say it was
the only one. Some Mexican smugglers tell us there’s another trail
into the disaster area, through the Mexican border
country.”

He frowned and said, “Ouch! Not what you’re
doing to my dong. I meant the country you’re talking about. Mexico
makes me nervous, doll. Sometimes I think I make El Presidente Diaz
nervous too. Every time I go anywhere near Mexico, his damned
Rurales wind up trying to shoot my ears off!”

“That’s why we got you the
Maxim in the next room, dear. We tried to reason with El
Presidente, too. But the prick won’t cooperate, and, hmm, speaking
of cooperative pricks—”

“Not just yet, dammit! You
know I’m willing to screw you all night, Flora. But I’m starting to
wonder about less attractive kinds of screwing. I’m missing
something. The Diaz dictatorship can be rude as hell to widows and
orphans, but that oily old bastard running it likes to stay in good
with Uncle Sam if it doesn’t cost him anything, and I don’t see why
he’d refuse to allow an American insurance company to do things the
easier way. So what’s all this bullshit with machine guns and
soldiers of fortune Los Rurales have orders to shoot on
sight?”

“Oh, for God’s sake, Dick,
if this was a ruse to capture you and Gaston, we’d have just let
the shore patrol from the Maine
pick you up.”

“We knew that or we
wouldn’t have come to meet you. Uncle Sam’s reward on my head is
bigger than the one Diaz has offered, too. But I still don
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