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Captain
Gringo—trapped in a bloody hellhole in
Honduras!

The Britishers say they’re
after a hidden treasure. Gringo doubts it, but he doesn’t argue.
After all, there are four sensationally beautiful women in the
search party—and to Gringo, they are just pure gold waiting to be
uncovered.

But enjoying his new-found
wealth of women won’t be easy—not when scores of crack foreign
troops wait in the jungle, itching to rip Gringo’s group to bloody
tatters. And definitely not when he’s caught in a bone-crushing
cannon bombardment. With death threatening him from every
direction, Gringo’s only chance is to stay right where he is, and
fight!
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Captain Gringo awakened
with a start, rolled off his bunk with his pillow gun, and wound up
prone, naked, armed, and dangerous in the dark before he was fully
awake. He lay with his weight on his elbows, both hands gripping
the double-action .38 trained on the stateroom door. His heart
pounded against the hard decking as he strained with all his senses
to determine what the hell he was doing down on the floor. He
hadn’t been dreaming. So something else must have gone bump in the
night. But what?

There was a sliver of lamplight under his
stateroom door. Said door had been locked from the inside before
he’d turned in, but nobody seemed to be out in the companionway
close enough to matter. He recalled that the companionway lamp was
on the bulkhead opposite his stateroom. Feet cast shadows, and
there were no shadows, so what was left?

He listened, holding his
breath. Save for his own heartbeat, all he heard were the usual
creakings of a rusty old tramp steamer under way. He shook his head
again and muttered, “I must be getting Fugitive Fever. It’s my own
fault for going to bed alone and sober!”

He climbed back onto the bunk, placing the
gun on the crumpled linens beside him as he groped in the dark for
his shirt and a smoke. He glanced idly at the small porthole across
the way, wondering what time it was. Then the penny dropped.

He muttered, “What the
hell?” as he resized what had awakened him. He hadn’t heard any
additional bumps in the night. In fact, he had awakened because he
had heard too few. When he’d turned in, the fusty old tub had been threatening to
pop the last of the rivets holding her together as they’d wallowed
south in the ground swells of the trade winds. Now they were
steaming smooth as silk. Ergo, they were no longer standing out to
sea. So where the hell were
they?

Captain Gringo picked up
his shirt, fished out a Havana claro and a box of wax matches, and
lit up before he rose to go to the porthole. He hadn’t thought to
worry about that side of the tiny stateroom before, since the
porthole opened out the sheer side of the hull, amidships. As he
peered out, he swore softly. Harbor lights were something a guy had
to swear at, this far north. He and his sidekick, Gaston, were
wanted in every port north of Limón. They’d been off Honduras when
he’d turned in for the night. There was no way this tub could have
steamed six hundred sea miles since midnight!

The deal Gaston had made with the French
purser had not included putting in this side of Costa Rica. Gaston
had assured Captain Gringo that the purser of this rust bucket was
an old pal from the Legion who knew the facts of life, and they’d
paid the son of a bitch double the going rate.

Captain Gringo pressed his nose to the glass
as he studied the ominous noose of shore lights they were steaming
into. One harbor looked much like any other at night. Wherever they
were, they were in trouble.

He took a deep drag on his cigar and used
the glowing tip to light the oil lamp over the bunk. Then he
dressed, pronto. He’d just slipped his linen jacket on over the gun
he’d put back in its shoulder rig when he heard Gaston’s knock.

He opened the stateroom door, and as the
older, smaller soldier of fortune slipped in, Captain Gringo said,
“I noticed. I thought you said we could trust these sons of
bitches!”

Gaston sat down and
sighed. “Merde alors, one would be a fool to trust his mother if she ever read all
the reward posters out on the two of us. But I don’t think it’s
that, Dick. I have enough on the rogues on the bridge of this
thrice-accursed vessel to assure their joining us in durance vile.
I just came from the bridge. They say the problem is salt
water.”

“They
say what? We were just steaming down
the Caribbean, you
idiot!”

“Ah, you
noticed that, Dick? The problem is not the salt in the sea. This
species of a rusty antique has salt water in her boilers, too.
Don’t look at me like so. I assure you I didn’t turn the wrong valve. I
don’t even know why a steam engine can’t run on salt
water.”

Captain Gringo grimaced and said, “I do. If
we’re boiling brine, we’re lucky to be moving at all. The damned
condenser tubes must have finally rusted through. I told you when
we boarded this tub in Mexico that it looked like nobody’d so much
as swabbed the deck since it was launched, God knows when!”

As if to make his point, an
added hush fell over the hitherto throbbing vessel. Gaston cocked
an eyebrow and said, “The engines have stopped, non?”

“The engines have stopped,
yes. We’re losing headway already. But the skipper turned in soon
enough to keep from going dead in the water out on the bounding
main. Do you have any idea where the hell we are, by the
way?”

Gaston nodded and said,
“Oui. Puerto Cabezas.”

“Jesus,
Puerto Cabezas, Nicaragua?”

“Sacre
bleu, don’t look at me like that, Dick. I told you I didn’t do it!
Look at the bright side, my tall tanned youth with glowering eyes
of gray. Puerto Cabezas is just south of the Nicaraguan border. A
sixty-mile moonlight romp through the jungles of the adorable
Mosquito Coast would see us safely across the Rio Segovia,
running trés amuse
through the jungles of Honduras,
hein?”

“For God’s sake, we’re
wanted in Honduras, too!”

“True,
but not as badly as in Nicaragua. I told you as we last left
Nicaragua that they would never forgive you for sinking that
gunboat so noisily, hein?
If we can make it to Laguna Caratasca, up the
Honduran coast, I used to know some rogues there who would no doubt
take us in. Coastal pirates can always use extra hands who know
which end of a gun the bullets come out, non?”

Captain Gringo moved back to the port as he
asked, “How long back did you say it was when you knew these
knock-around guys, Gaston?”

Gaston shrugged and said,
“Ten, maybe twelve years ago. Piracy is not my usual line of work.
But any old port in a storm is better than the one we seem to be in
at the moment, non?”

Captain Gringo looked out and said, “Shit,
we’re dead in the water and a tug’s coming out to take us in tow.
That’ll mean customs officials about to board. We’d better get out
on deck where a guy can duck more than one way.”

They stepped out into the
companionway, saw nobody in sight, and moved up a ladder. Their
supercargo staterooms had been booked under the amidships of the
three-island freighter, so when they got topside, they were in the
dark by the funnel, aft of the bridge superstructure. Two lifeboats
hung at either side of the funnel. So they were covered by the dark
shadows aft the bridge while gaining a bird’s-eye view of the
dismal scene below. A couple of guys in white uniforms stood in the
bow of the tug as it approached the steamer. Captain Gringo
muttered, “What did I tell you? Those are customs officials, sure
as hell!”

Gaston shrugged and
said, “Eh bien, our friends in the crew are old
hands at dealing with customs in strange ports. We are not in our
staterooms. Our passages will hardly be engraved in stone on the
ship’s no-doubt-quite-in-order papers. Since we did not put in here
to discharge any cargo, there is no need for anyone to make
a trés fatigue search of the whole vessel, hein?”

“I hope you’re right. Let’s
talk about pirates again. Even down here, piracy seems to be a
pretty obsolete industry. Didn’t the British navy go boom boom a
lot at some coast pirates off the Half Moon Reefs a few years
ago?”

“Oui. I read the names of the men they
hanged. None of them were anyone I ever worked with.”

“I’m so happy for you. The
point is that the Half Moons are just east of Laguna Caratasca, and
there’s been no piracy in that neighborhood since. What would these
old pals of yours be doing there now—gathering Spanish moss for
drinking money?”

“Merde
alors, how should I know? I told you I
haven’t dropped by for supper in the last ten years. I agree they
may not be there now. But do you have somewhere more important to
go?”

“Let’s
move behind the funnel. Those shits are sure to come up on the
bridge, if only to strut their stuff. We could probably take that
tug over. The top of her cabin’s too far to jump, but if we worked
our way down to the cargo deck …”

Gaston waited until they
were hidden in the shadow of the funnel before he sighed and said,
“Behave yourself, you naughty child! I am trés certain you could seize that poor
little steam tug. I’ve seen you seize everything from a railroad
train to a balloon since I made the mistake of escaping that firing
squad with you. But leave that tug alone. There’s nowhere to go in
a shallow-draft vessel from here. I know this harbor. It is
trés small and
trés land-locked. Our best
chance is to—”

“Hush! They’re coming
topside!” the tall blond American cut in, drawing his .38 with one
hand as he snuffed his smoke with the other.

Gaston murmured, “Good
thinking. Why should there be smoke from the vicinity of a dead
funnel, non?”

“Will you shut up? They’re
on the bridge, talking to the skipper!”

Gaston drew his own pistol, silently for a
change. As the two soldiers of fortune crouched in the shadows,
straining their ears, they couldn’t make out the words, but the
conversation up ahead didn’t sound excited.

A million years went by.
Then they heard the familiar bustle of crewmen making ready for a
tow. Captain Gringo hissed, “Cover me!” and crabbed over between
the lifeboats. Nothing happened topside, so he peeked over the
side, and, sure enough, the two guys in white were back aboard the
tug. They were standing on the fan deck, watching with idle
interest as the smaller vessel took the crippled tramp in
tow.

Gaston joined him, had his
own peek, and said, “Eh
bien, all is well
that does not end trés
fatigue. We have been exciting ourselves
over nothing, my old and nervous. They have bought our adorable
skipper’s story, since it is mostly true in the first place. Shall
we join him and find out how long we shall have to stay
here?”

Captain Gringo thought, nodded, and put his
gun away. Gaston did the same before leading the way to the bridge
via a hatchway opening on the deck they’d climbed to.

The skipper was not on the
bridge. But Gaston knew the French watch officer as well or better.
Captain Gringo listened, bemused, as the two of them spoke
machine-gun French too fast for him to follow. His Spanish had
gotten pretty good since he’d first jumped the U.S. border just
ahead of a U.S. Army hangman. High-school French worked only when
people spoke slowly. Unfortunately, he’d yet to meet a Frenchman
who did.

Gaston swore in French that Captain Gringo
could understand, since in their travels he called lots of people
motherfuckers. Gaston turned from the watch officer and told
Captain Gringo, “All is lost. For the moment they have satisfied
the local authorities. But we are putting into a shipyard for
extensive repairs. This offspring of an unfortunate incestuous
union of halfwits tells me that the captain applied for permission
to give his entire crew shore leave while this bucket of rusty
bolts waits for spare parts from New Orleans.”

Captain Gringo nodded soberly and said,
“Right. If we stay aboard, some nosy Nicaraguan is going to wonder
why. It’s almost four o’clock, and the sun will be up long before
we could leg it far enough to matter, even if I liked the idea of
running for a hideout that might not be there anymore. We’d better
hole up ashore and hope for another boat out.”

Gaston grimaced and said,
“Very funny. Puerto Cabezas is an out-of-the-way port of call and
one could kick one of your silly Yanqui footballs the length of the
main street.”

“Okay, since you know the
place so well, do you know a nice hotel with hot and cold running
no-questions?”

Gaston thought, shrugged,
and said, “Oui, but I was hoping to spend at least
some of that loot from Mexico on the good things of life in Costa
Rica. Bribery is trés expensive in Nicaragua these days. The unpopular current
government pays its police informers well above the usual
rates.”

Gaston started to move on.
They were alone in a companionway by this time. Captain Gringo
grabbed his arm and said, “Hold it. There’s nothing in our
staterooms we can’t replace. We’re packing our money belts and
guns.”

“Oui, but the staterooms have doors that
lock. As we put in, a swarm of Nicaraguans are going to swarm
aboard, non?”

“Exactly.
Let’s move down to the cargo deck. It’s dark. There’s bound to be a
certain amount of confusion. So we slip ashore before anyone can
get around to questioning us and—”

“But,
Dick, the purser owes us. Our deal with him was passage to Limon,
where neither of us are wanted by the trés fatigue law.”

“So? We’re two-thirds of
the way there, and we don’t have to let the son of a bitch in on
any future plans. You may be right about him not turning us in for
the rewards aboard this tub. But make him mad, then go ashore, and
what does he have to lose?”

“Merde
alors, don’t you
mean what does he have to gain? Eh
bein, I kiss my
lovely Mexican gold adieu. But I
must say, travel seems trés
expensive down here these days.”

~*~

The “hotel” Gaston remembered from his last
run through Puerto Cabezas wasn’t exactly a hotel, or even a
posada. It was a waterfront whorehouse. Captain Gringo said he
should have known.

The tall American waited in
the parlor downstairs while Gaston made a deal with the French
Creole madam in her “office.” Captain Gringo sat in a corner trying
to look invisible. It wasn’t easy. He had to take off his sombrero,
and not another guy in the place was a gray-eyed blond with
obviously Anglo-Saxon features. On the other hand, some of the
working girls were blondes, thanks to peroxide, and the local males
seemed more interested in dames of any color or complexion, so what
the hell.

There were six or eight
johns and a dozen whores lounging around among the red velvet
settees, potted rubber plants, and brass cuspidors. The guys all
wore the white linens of reasonably prosperous gents in these
parts. The whores wore next to nothing, with lots of black lace
and/or red sateen. A rinky-dink piano was playing ragtime in a
corner by the small bar. Both the piano player and the barkeep were
female, black, and not wearing much more than were their working
sisters. A couple of the latter were giving Captain Gringo the eye
as he sat there smoking a cigar and trying to look innocent. He
mostly felt dumb. What in the hell was keeping Gaston? The little
Frenchman had been alone with that shop-worn old redhead a lot
longer than it took to say yes or no.

A muchacha with iced-tea skin and
lemonade hair came over to sit on the arm of his red velvet chair.
Her face was fair, her body was fantastic. She must have been proud
of it. She was wearing only black mesh stockings, and she wasn’t
really blond all over. She smiled down at Captain Gringo and asked,
“What are we drinking, querido?”

He said, “If I order us gin and tonic, the
barkeep won’t have to put tea in your water. But all I have on me
is Mexican money. Can do?”

“Is it
paper or silver, querido?”

“Gold. My smallest change
is a twenty-peso gold piece.”

The whore laughed and said,
“For that you can get drunk as well as laid in this place,
good-looking. I am called Armida, and remember, I saw you first. Do
you really need a drink to get up your courage with me? I hate to
see a big spender throw his money away on club soda, but you can’t
drink here alone.” He said he understood the rules of the game as
he fished out a coin and handed it to her. She shrugged and moved
over to the bar, wiggling her bare brown rump more than she really
needed to in those high heels. Captain Gringo took out his watch.
Gaston had been gone nearly an hour, damn his horny hide. All but
one of the guys who’d been there in the parlor when he’d first sat
down had gone up to the cribs. The one guy who was still there was
across the room, pretending to read a newspaper. None of the whores
had joined him. He either had V.D. or, more likely, had to be the
professor, or a cop. He didn’t look big enough to bounce anyone.
Nobody but a cop would be allowed to fall back on that bulge under
his left armpit. Was there a telephone in the hall outside? Captain
Gringo thought back, decided he’d have noticed if there was an easy
way to call police headquarters from here, and tried to relax. If
the guy was a cop, it was just as likely he’d come to see the madam
for a payoff. He was probably wondering what was keeping her all
this time, too.

Armida came back with two
glasses filled with tepid liquid. His really had a little gin in
it. The tonic water had gone flat. Ice was a semi mythical, exotic
substance in a tropic dive like this. They had one of those new
electric ceiling fans, moving sluggishly above. It was still too
hot even to think about sex, even if he’d been in the habit of
paying for it. But Armida leaned to brush a nipple against his ear
as she husked, “Now that we have our drinks, what say we go
upstairs, eh?”

He said, “Not just yet. I’m waiting for
someone. I don’t suppose there was any change, huh?”

“Why do you want change,
big spender? I told you you’d paid for me as well as the
drinks.”

He was too polite to point
out that she couldn’t be worth half that much, and, what the hell,
he’d stolen the gold pesos. The guy across the way was staring over
the top of his paper, eyes opaque. He wasn’t looking at them in
particular, but he didn’t seem to be missing much. Captain Gringo
slid his free hand around the Mestiza’s naked waist to satisfy the
stranger’s curiosity as he told her, again, “I have to stay here
until my compañero finishes with your madam, querida.”

She chuckled and said,
“They’ve been alone in there long enough to do it all three ways,
twice. They must be old friends. Madam Fifi seldom entertains
customers herself. You say you hombres just came down from
Mexico?”

He hadn’t, but the coin he’d given her had.
He said, “I won some pesos playing cards the other night. My amigo
and me are from Costa Rica.”

The whore laughed and said, “No, you’re not.
If you are not a gringo, I am the Queen of England. But I
understand. We get lots of your sort here. Is it not fortunate that
Costa Rica is one of the few countries that has no extradition
treaty with Tio Sam?”

He felt her up, absently,
as he smiled sheepishly and said, “I heard you people here were
understanding, Armida. As long as we’re on the subject, who’s
that hombre over
there behind the newspaper, a cop?”

She shook her bleached head slightly and
said, “Not a cop. Don’t ask any more about him. He won’t ask about
you. Rules of the house.”

“I like your rules,
Armida.”

“You seem
to like my ass, too. I told you it was yours for the taking, but
for God’s sake let’s do it upstairs. Madam allows no shocking
behavior down here in the parlor, and you have a shocking finger
against my asshole. Are you trying to warm me up for Greek
loving? Bueno, I am game, unless you are as big all over. Shoulders like
yours can worry a girl!”

He doubted she’d be worried
by a well-hung stallion. But he raised his hand to the small of her
back, anyway. He knew she was trying to get him hot. The hell of it
was—he was. He’d thought when he parted company with that big dumb
Yankee gal in. Nuevo Santiago that he wouldn’t want to see another
snatch for at least a month. But the long slow sea voyage had done
wonders for his health, and it was hard to remember his own rules
while running his hands over well-stacked naked female
flesh.

He’d paid for it in his
time. Any man over twenty-one who hadn’t tried at least one whore
was probably a prude. But he’d never really enjoyed a whore, unless
she put out for free. Gaston accused him of having a
trés fatigue romantique nature. Gaston was probably right. But it sure felt dumb to
bounce up and down on a dame who was doubtless thinking about
something else, once you’d paid her.

He fumbled a sip from his
glass with the cigar held awkwardly in the same hand, since the
other was busy. Armida took the cigar, puffed it sensually, and
said, “You are going to burn your eyebrows. Would you like to see
me smoke this with my pussy?”

“Not hardly; it’s an
expensive cigar. I thought you said you weren’t supposed to do
anything shocking down here.”

“Silly, I
meant upstairs. Listen, if you let me have all the change from
these drinks, I am yours all day. La
siesta will be starting soon, and most of
our customers are required to go home and reassure their wives
during la siesta. I can smoke with my rectum, too. I
have fantastic control of my love muscles.”

His own love muscles were
getting out of control indeed, even though he knew he was supposed
to feel disgusted by this little waterfront bawd. What the hell,
she was younger than he, so how many more times than he could she
have changed partners, right? She apparently liked him, and it
wasn’t as if he’d paid her, exactly. He knew he’d never get his
change back without wrecking the joint, whether he took her brown
ass in trade or not.

Then Gaston came into the parlor, looking
tired but rather pleased with himself. The little Frenchman moved
his head to signal a move to the bar. Captain Gringo told Armida
he’d see her around the campus and got up to join Gaston. Armida
was too smart to follow.

As the two soldiers of fortune bellied up to
the bar together, Captain Gringo muttered, “It’s about time. How
many times did you come in that old pig?”

Gaston chuckled and
replied, “Now, Dick, is that any way to talk about our landlady? We
are, as you say, all set. Aside from being happy to see an old
friend, Fifi is a member of the Conservative party.”

Captain Gringo started to
ask a dumb question. Then he remembered that the so-called
Nicaraguan Liberal party had won the last revolution. The names
meant nothing. The Liberals were a bunch of totalitarian
militarists, and the so-called Conservatives were another, who
weren’t related to them closely enough to get on the public
payroll. The little people on both sides had been screwed, so why
they fought for either eluded Captain Gringo, but it wasn’t his
country so it wasn’t his problem.

Gaston said, “I hope you
didn’t pay for that drink. Now that Fifi and I have resumed our,
ah, companionship, everything is on the house. We have a couple of
cribs upstairs. Sanitary facilities should be amusing, since we
share the bathroom down the hall with les girls. Fifi says she will send
food up to us privately. I don’t think we should spend too much
time down here among the customers, hein?”

“When you’re right – you’re
right, Gaston. But are you saying you didn’t have to give the madam
anything?”

“Merde alors.
I gave her my all, and had to eat her, too! She
did accept a hundred pesos, graciously, but had I not made her
come, to her considerable surprise and delight—”

“Never mind your sex life.
I can see you’re fixed up, and I’m more worried about getting back
to our base in Costa Rica. What did she say about a ship out of
here?”

“Merde
alors, what could she say? As you see, Fifi
sells booze and broads, not steamship tickets. This is a
whorehouse, not a travel agency.”

“I noticed that. Look,
Gaston, not even your dicking is going to keep us here
indefinitely, and you were right about it being a small dull town,
outside. Let’s say we have, oh, seventy-two hours before Madam Fifi
has her fill of you. Then what?”

Gaston shrugged and answered, “I can usually
keep most women satisfied a month before they start nagging me
about not having a steady job and telling me I am only using them.
That is why they call it the honeymoon.”

The tall American sighed
and said, “I think I must have dated their kid sisters. But whores
have even shorter attention spans, Gaston. There’s no way we can
stay here more than a day or so.”

The black barkeep slid down to them. Gaston
ordered two more gin and tonics and said it was on the house. The
black girl said Madam Fifi hadn’t said anything about that to her.
As Gaston swore and put a coin on the bar, Captain Gringo said,
“See what I mean? You’d better put on your cape of invisibility and
start scouting up at least a southbound fishing boat.”

Gaston sipped his drink,
grimaced at all the water in it, and replied, “Eh bien, I learned in my youth never
to trust a place that waters drinks. I’ll go out after
la siesta. Even us small
gray cats draw a certain amount of attention when the streets are
deserted. Let us take a bottle along with these glasses as we climb
the stairs, hein? Fifi said she might be joining me for a siesta, and a man my
age needs to keep up his strength.”

Captain Gringo asked the black girl for a
bottle of gin. When she slid it across the mahogany, he said, “Take
it out of the change you forgot to give me before.”

She frowned and asked, “Aren’t you paying
Armida?”

“For what? She’s talking to
another john now, and that was a twenty-peso gold piece I gave you,
doll!”

He turned away with the bottle and Gaston
before she could bitch about it. As they left, Armida shot Captain
Gringo a hurt look from where she sat in another man’s lap,
bare-assed.

They went upstairs. Gaston
started counting off the numbers as they passed the close-set doors
on either side. He nodded and said, “Eh
bien, here we are. This one’s mine. Yours
is next door, Dick.”

“Don’t we get
keys?”

“In a whorehouse? Surely
you jest. Hopefully there are barrel bolts inside. Fifi says these
cribs are not currently in use, so, hopefully, we don’t have to
worry about the linen.”

A door down the hall opened and a tipsy fat
man came out, buttoning his pants. By unspoken agreement the two
soldiers of fortune made themselves scarce by ducking into their
respective cribs.

Captain Gringo found his small, paneled with
white-enameled pine, and already crowded as he stood in the narrow
space by the bed, which took up most of the room. There was a
narrow jalousied window. He opened the slats to see a blank stucco
wall staring him in the face across a narrow alley. He didn’t think
he could get out through such a narrow slot in any case. He left
the slats open to have some light on the subject.

He closed the door. It had once had an
inside bolt, but someone had kicked the door in at one time. The
brass hardware had never been replaced, and he saw nothing he could
prop against the door.

Save for the brass bedstead, the only
furniture was an end table improvised from a packing crate. There
were hooks on the walls and an Edison bulb hanging from the ceiling
on a threadbare wire. Since it was still early, it wasn’t important
whether the light worked. The idea of spending a whole night here,
dark or otherwise, was too grim to contemplate. So he didn’t.

He took off his hat and jacket and hung them
up. It didn’t help much. Even with the jalousies open it was hot
and stuffy. He pulled down the bed covers. The linen looked clean.
He took off his gun rig and slid his hardware under the pillow.
Then he sat down on the bed, wondering what the hell he was going
to do for the rest of the day.

His smoke was about gone.
He snuffed out the claro in a tin tray on the end table and didn’t
light another. He sipped one of the two glasses he’d brought from
the bar. Where the hell was the bottle? Oh, yeah, Gaston had taken
it on the way up. Gaston was like that. But once the streets were
safe again, nobody could beat Gaston at moving around unobserved.
Gaston didn’t sneak. He was too old a hand at invisibility to
pussy-foot. Gaston took advantage of the fact that nobody seemed to
notice a small middle-aged guy unless he made sudden moves. The
little Frenchman’s Spanish was letter perfect and he could pass for
a native in most Latin ports.

If there was a southbound
vessel with an understanding purser in Puerto Cabezas, Gaston would
find it. If there wasn’t … then what? That run for the old pirate
base in Honduras sounded lousy. Running in any other direction
sounded worse. The last time they’d been here in Nicaragua they’d
been fighting for the side that lost. The winning side had an
awesome reward posted on the two of them, dead or otherwise, and
Gaston’s old playmate, Madam Fifi, would sell you her
own ass, for small
change!

He took off his shirt and hung it up. It
felt so good that he took off his boots and pants as well. It was
still too hot, but the starched linen felt cooler on his naked
flesh as he reclined on the bed, draining the first glass and
picking up the other.

The door opened and Armida came in. She must
have noticed what a hot day it was getting to be, too. She’d even
peeled off her mesh stockings. So they were both naked as jays when
she sat down on the bed and calmly took his shaft in hand.

It was limp, of course. Captain Gringo had
more delicate feelings. He grimaced and said, “That was quick, even
for a pro.”

She said, “Don’t be vulgar.
Poor Pablo never goes upstairs with any of us. He just comes to
drink and listen to dirty talk before going home to his
mujer with renewed
inspiration.”

Captain Gringo was feeling inspired now,
too. For, despite a certain distaste for his surroundings and
present company, he hadn’t been getting any lately, and her strange
skilled fingers on his dawning erection sure felt better than his
own could have.

Nonetheless, he said, “Hold it, Armida.
Before we get into a dreadful misunderstanding, it’s only fair to
warn you there’s no more gold on its way out of my pocket.”

She held it indeed as she frowned down at
him and asked, “Don’t you think I’m worth it?”

“You would be if I made a
habit of paying. I don’t mind being overcharged for booze, even
when my sidekick winds up with it. But let go of my friend there
while we establish some new ground rules. You see, Gaston and I are
guests of Madam Fifi, not johns, and …”

Armida half-rose, cocked a
long shapely leg over him to plant one heel on the mattress, with
the other on the floor, and lowered her slit to sit herself on his
raging erection, saying, “I know all about that. Madam said I was
to make you comfortable and … Oh, yes! That
does feel most comfortable, no?”

He hissed in pleasure, too, as she gripped
hard with her internal muscles. It was obvious she’d told the truth
when she’d said she could smoke a cigar with her educated
pussy.

Armida moved up and down slowly with her
love muscles rippling faster. She gripped him so tightly it would
have chafed them both if she’d been drier inside. He was too polite
to ask if her lubrication was friendship or mineral oil. It sure
felt like the real thing. She leaned forward to place her palms on
his heaving chest for balance. Then she started moving her pelvis
astoundingly as he grinned up at her, admiring the view. Her
nipples were turgid and her breasts bobbed in rhythm with her
rippling lower torso muscles as she moved in a way that an Arabian
belly dancer would have envied. She was literally sucking him off
with her body, and he was tempted to roll her over and finish
right.

But he knew she’d expect to be kissed if he
got on top, and a guy had to draw the line somewhere. A whore
showing off was the best there was, but he wasn’t sure he wanted to
kiss those painted lips without assurances she’d gargled with
disinfectant since the last customer!

She moaned. “Oh, I can’t
believe it! I’m going to come! You’ll
ruin me for the day, you naughty thing!”

He didn’t see why he should believe that.
But as she fell weakly down against him, her nipples teasing his
chest as her spasming love box went on milking his tool, he closed
his eyes and ejaculated in her, hard.

Armida giggled and said, “I felt that. I
just came, too. There’s no sense going downstairs now
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