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With the light just beginning to color the Organ Mountains, Sam Colder squatted by his fire, waiting for his coffee to boil. 

The mesquite had browned nicely, and he was hoping it would boil up into a decent cup before he mounted up and left Baylor Pass. 

It wasn’t a long ride from here into Mesilla and mostly downhill onto the Santa Fe Trail.

He needed an early start because he wasn’t looking forward to getting there. That sounded dumb, but as of this morning, his job would get a lot harder. 

Mesilla was fine as far as towns went. It had doctors and lawyers, carpenters, and Frank Oliver’s store. Everything a man needed. 

Sitting at part of the crossroads of the Santa Fe Trail, it even had real coffee. As a cattleman’s town and a crossroads for travelers, they would have juicy steaks.

Even though he looked forward to a hot bath followed by a nice meal in an actual restaurant, and sipping a couple of stiff drinks, he had to resign himself to the fact that when he approached Mesilla, he would lose the trail of the outlaws he’d been following. 

He’d tracked Red Roye and Wyatt Hill all the way from Chisolm’s Jingle Bob Ranch, outside of Missouri Plaza. They’d headed west and gotten through Baylor Pass a couple of days ahead of him. 

The signs were clear. He’d found where they’d camped and seen the remains of a deer they killed. Up to now, it had been an easy tracking job but hard riding. He’d hoped to catch them before now, but Dancer, his filly, picked up a rock and bruised her foot.

The issue now was that once he came down out of the mountains and got close to the town their tracks would be buried under those of wagon trains, ore wagons, hunting parties, and dozens of other travelers. That would make it tough to figure out which way they headed when they left.

Sam doubted they would stay long. They were too smart to sit and wait to see if they’d been followed. They’d shot three men at Chisolm’s ranch when a card game went south and would guess someone would be after them. They were smart enough that he could expect them to grab a meal, spend a night and then take off.

But which direction would they go? That was what he needed to know. He didn’t mind riding a couple of days if he knew he could pick up their trail again. But that didn’t seem likely.

El Paso was an easy ride to the south, and they’d be following along a well-traveled route. Again, they wouldn’t have to worry about leaving a trail. From El Paso, Mexico would beckon like a beacon. They could continue on to Juarez or decide to head into West Texas.

But they might also head east, toward Deming. There wasn’t as much in that direction, not until you got to Tucson, but Sam hadn’t been able to learn if they had any plans at all. 

He hated been after these two. He had been scouting for someone else altogether when the foreman from the ranch told him about the gunfight at the ranch. More of a cold-blooded killing, he said. A couple of his cowboys identified Red and Wyatt from the wanted posters Sam had picked up in Tulsa a month before.

Now, if he had a chance in hell of finding these boys, he’d need to talk to people who might have seen them in Mesilla, find out if either man had said anything that would give him a clue to their ultimate destination. 

Sam’s problem was that, in a town like Mesilla, a place that bustled with transients, people didn’t like talking to bounty hunters about much of anything and didn’t talk to lawmen at all. That made his job harder.

A lazy lawman working on a monthly paycheck would ride in, set himself up in a popular saloon, and offer a reward for information. Then he’d sit all comfortable in Mesilla for a week or so until he heard something... a robbery, perhaps. 

Sam had ridden with men who worked like that and didn’t enjoy it. Besides, these two were ruthless men, and Sam had set his mind on stopping them before they killed again; he sure as hell couldn’t do that sitting on his ass in Mesilla.

After a relatively pleasant ride, they came into the town. Sam boarded Dancer, his filly, at the town stables, then took his gear over to the Corn Exchange Hotel. It wasn’t fancy, but it was centrally located and pretty much had what he needed for a short stay, including a shabby saloon next door.

The saloon was dingy and not too crowded. A cute black girl flashed him a smile when he came in; once he settled into a chair, she slid into the seat beside him. She had an intense smile and other assets to catch a man’s eye. The top of her dress came up high enough to cover her nipples, but it showed plenty of soft brown skin. She had ample tits.

“New in town?”

He grinned. “New as they get. I just arrived.”

“Long ride?”

“I’ve been on longer.”

“I’ll bet you need a drink.”

“And I’ll bet if I get a bottle, you’ll drink with me.”

“You’d win that bet, mister. Should I...?”

“Why not? I don’t like drinking alone.”

When she came back with the bottle and two glasses, he poured them each one. She told him her name was Rachael, and he told her he was called Sam. She raised her glass. 

“Well, Sam, I hope you have a pleasant stay in Mesilla.”

He stared at the tops of her brown breasts and grinned. “I’m already finding things better than I’d expected.”

She grinned. “If you ain’t broke, I can make your stay real pleasant.”

He sipped the whisky and drank in her lovely curves at the same time. “I ain’t broke.”

“We could go upstairs and have us some fun.”

“Well, unfortunately, I got to take care of some business. I came here looking for some men. Bad men.”

She scowled. “Bringing your business to a saloon?”

“Most likely kind of place for these men to drop in. They’ll be heading out pretty quick, and I need to get a line on them before they get far.”

She licked her lips. “These outlaws?”

“Worst kind.”

“And you might be willing to pay for information on where they are heading, even if they done gone already?”

“You are a businesswoman.”

“You bet I am. Do I understand the situation?”

“You do.”

“And if I can arrange to get you this information, would you spend the night with me at my regular price?”

“You think you can do that?”

“What can you tell me about these men?”

Sam took two folded wanted posters out of his shirt pocket. While she looked them over, he took out a hand-rolled cigarette and a match and lit the smoke. Inhaling, he ran his eyes over her.

“You give me about half an hour,” she said. “I’ll find out what’s possible.”

He smiled. She had nice curves that gave him arousing thoughts. “I been on the trail a spell. I was thinking about going over to the bathhouse and have me a nice hot soak. When I get back, if you tell me what I want to hear, then I’ll take you to dinner at a nice steakhouse. Then we can go to my room over at the Corn Exchange and get to know each other real well. “

Rachael swallowed. “How much is this information worth?”

“If you give me your word it ain’t a bullshit lead, I’ll pay ten dollars to whoever provides it, and give you five. On top of what the night’s entertainment costs.”

“I never heard of a lawman paying money out like that.”

He shook his head. “I’m a bounty hunter. If this works out, I’ll make it back with the rewards on their heads. If it don’t, I’m out the money.”

“Or if they kill you.”

Sam laughed. “That’s another possibility, but it is always there.” 

“So, if you get these men, after you get paid, you could come back here for more fun.”

“I could do that very thing. If I could get that information by tomorrow morning, I might even promise that.”

“You say they are already in town?”

“Yesterday or early today.”

“If I can find out anything, for sure we will know in the morning.”

***
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THE BATH MADE SAME feel like a new man. The water was hot, the lye soap burned in a good way. After his bath, he got a shave.

Rachael was waiting for him in the saloon.

“I got the word out. A couple of girls think they know something, or where to find it out. For ten dollars doing nothing more than poking around, they’ll turn this town upside down.”

With a bunch of whore detectives prowling for him, talking to people who would never talk to him, Sam took Rachael to dinner. She picked a place that wasn’t high end, but had good food.

Then they went to his hotel room, where Sam began undressing her. His hands ran over her smooth young skin, and he felt her trembling. Was it desire or something else? He didn’t know. All he knew was that he wanted her. She undressed him, and her tiny hand stroked his cock as he kissed her, sucked her nipples. Then he stretched her out on his bed and spread her legs wide.

Rachael started up at him with wide eyes as he entered her. “This is the way to do business,” she said. As he entered her, feeling her warm cunt envelope his hard cock, Sam had to agree.

He drove into her; the girl clung to him, taking all he could give her. They tangled together, writhing, exciting each other. 

“Fuck!” she cried out, her body a fiery entity that caressed his cock until he came, shooting deep in her.

They slept a time, then she woke him, her hands playing with his cock and balls, and then mounting him, riding his cock, her hands pressing into his chest. He bucked under her, wanting to drive his cock up into her, and she thrashed with another orgasm.

He was still hard, and she got off him, rolled onto her knees and offered herself to him. He stroked that soft ass, spread her cheeks apart and looked at her anus. 

“Take it,” she cried. “Fuck my ass.”

Needing no other encouragement, Sam pressed his prick into the tiny hole. She cried out. The fit was tight; it was incredible, and he worked his flesh into her. She clutched the sheets in tight fists and moaned. He straddled her ass, holding her hips and fucking her ass.

Amazingly, she was crying out as his climax welled up inside him. His balls tightened and they both exploded.

***
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AT DAWN, SAM WOKE. The window faced east, and the morning light was streaming in.

To his surprise, he was hard again. He’d been lying against Rachael’s warm body, and even in sleep she aroused him.

But she slipped out of the bed, and he realized someone was knocking on the door. Rachael had gone to answer it. A girl slipped through into the room. Her eyes went to Sam’s rigid cock as she whispered to Rachael. The two chatted like conspirators, and the girl giggled. Then Rachael held up her index finger and came to the bed. The girl stayed put. 

“El Paso,” Rachael said. “One of the men was telling the other that he was going to El Paso to kill a man.”

“Which one?”

“The one with a tiny patch of red hair left. He is the one going to El Paso.”

So they were splitting up. That made things harder. “And the other?”

“He didn’t say where he was headed.”

“Well, I reckon Red can tell me where Wyatt is going when I catch him. Did she get the information herself?”

“Yes.”

“I better get her the money I promised.”

He got up and dug his purse from his gear and handed the girl ten one-dollar coins. “You did good work.”

She took the money, still grinning, her eyes still on his stiff prick. Then she looked at Rachael. 

“He is going to chase after that man, but he’ll be back,” Rachael said. “You will come back after you get the reward money?”

“Sure.”

“She wants to fuck you when you do. We will make you a special price for both of us.”

“You are good with that?” Sam asked.

“No one eats pussy like she does, especially when it is filled with a man’s cum.”

Sam sighed. A man could learn to like Mesilla.
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As Ruth Barton walked down the empty main street, heading from the saloon to the jail, she was glad that Deputy Fitch had asked her to swing by.

Not that he was anything special, but he was a paying customer, and this far from payday, in the middle of a week in the middle of the damn month, not much was happening. 

Even though the Eagle, Becky’s saloon, was a popular one in El Paso, it had its slow nights. And this was one of them.

A girl couldn’t earn any money sitting around waiting for customers.

One man had come in who looked promising, like he had money. He was going bald and had a thatch of red hair. He went straight to the bar, like he had a purpose. 

When Becky poured him a drink, one of the Mexican girls went up to him, wiggling her ass and smiling. 

She whispered in his ear while rubbing his crotch. He grinned, nodded, and handed her a couple of coins. The girl brushed back her hair and squatted down, undoing his pants and getting his cock out. She sucked it with enthusiasm. The Mexican girls Becky hired preferred quick money. 

A blowjob in the bar meant not dealing with a room, or the man, really. You got him off, and other than giving Becky her cut, you made your cash. But you couldn’t ask much for that kind of quick service; the money didn’t add up fast enough. Not for what she needed.

Ruth watched the man come in the girl’s mouth and then went outside on the boardwalk to have a cigarette. She was standing there when he finished his drink and came outside.

“I saw you and liked what I saw,” he said.

“But you hired that chica.”

“She made a nice offer. I’m in a hurry, and that was a quick bit of honey. I had time for that, but I got business to take care of.”

Ruth turned to give him a look at her profile. Men went for her tits. “Shame you are in a rush.”

“If I take care of things, I’ll come in tomorrow and I’ll be in a mood to celebrate. I’d think celebrating between your legs would be nice.”

“If you got the money, I can make it real nice.”

He winked and slapped her ass. “Save a bed for us.” Then he left.

She smoked her cigarette and found herself thinking less about the balding redhead and more about raising money. That’s how her brain worked these days. 

So, when Fitch came by, stopping to talk to her, she was nicer to him than she might have been otherwise. He was only a deputy and didn’t have a lot of money, but she needed to earn something that night.

He touched her hair. “Say, Ruthie, why don’t you come by the jail a little later?”

“Tonight?”

“In about an hour. The sheriff brought in some fella, and he wants me watching the prisoner all night. It can get mighty lonely in there. He goes home to dinner in an hour, and a blowjob would sure take the edge off the loneliness of working nights”

“I like you and all...” she said.

“I got the cash for a decent blowjob,” he told her.

That wasn’t much, but it was something. She charged more than the Mexican girls. Inside the bar, the only alternative, a number of men playing poker, were ending the game. 

From what the men were saying, the mayor turned out to be the big winner, and he grabbed Megan’s ass. She giggled, silly like and led him upstairs. The rest of the men were broke or feeling broke, and they all went home. 

After that, it was clear that business wasn’t going to pick up, so she told Becky about her arrangement with Fitch.

“Going over there just to give him a blowjob?”

“He ain’t got a lot of money, Sal.”

Becky brushed back her hair and nodded. “Well, things are sure dead all get out here, so you might as well get whatever work there is. No point in you sitting on your ass around here.”

As long as she got her cut, Becky didn’t really give a shit.

When Ruth stepped in through the front door of the jail, Deputy Fitch turned in his chair at the big desk and gave her a big smile. “Glad you came, Ruthie.”

“Said I would.”

“Still.”

A scruffy man glared at her through the bars of the cell that faced the door. He stuck out his tongue, and she ignored him, going up the two steps to where the desk sat, facing the wall.

Deputy Fitch stood up, eager. “It’s good timing,” he said. He grabbed his crotch. “I been stiff thinking about your sweet little mouth. Them Mexican girls Becky has around don’t do it for me.”

“Not that you ain’t poked a couple of them girls, Deputy Fitch.”

He grinned. “Course I tasted some of that sweet brown flesh, Ruthie. A man can’t always afford to hire premium gals like you when he is aching for a woman.”

“You are quite the romantic, Fitch.”

“I’m a horny man, Ruth, what can I say? And by the way, I got me a couple of dollars more than I thought I’d have. So, instead of a blow job, I’d like a nice fuck.”

She glanced around. “Here?”

Fitch took her arm and pulled her toward him. He pressed against her, and she had to admit he was hard. He'd probably come fast.

“I want to bend you over this desk and take you from behind like a stallion mounting a mare in heat.”

She held out her hand. “Show me that you got the money for that kind of game, Fitch.”

He pulled open a desk drawer and took out some coins. “How about that? Is that enough?”

She smiled. Fitch was young and hadn’t been a deputy long. No doubt he’d taken the money off the prisoner. No wonder the man looked so surly. Fitch sure hadn’t had that much when he’d come by earlier.

She touched his cheek. “You want to fuck me proper?”

“You bet.”

“Well, when I came here, I told Becky you wanted me to suck you off. I’ll do what you want for this if you don’t let on it was more’n that.”

When he nodded, she hiked up her skirts. She didn’t wear anything under them, and when she faced the desk and bent over it, he had a good view of her bare ass. Naturally, he stroked it a few times, running his hand over one cheek and then the other. 

It felt nice. Just because she was a whore didn’t mean she didn’t like men touching her, or getting fucked.

Then he was taking off his gun belt and undoing his pants. She looked back over her shoulder and saw and him getting out a decent sized prick that was every bit as stiff as he’d promised it would be. He took his cock in his hand.

“You ready for this?”

She wiggled her ass, temptingly. “Looks nice,” she told him. “Stick it in my wet pussy.” 

He moved close and worked it into her, with her moaning for him, earning her money. He penetrated her completely, then held her hips and began thrusting hard into her.

The deputy was grunting with the effort, and she wanted to encourage him.

“Give me all of that big prick, Fitch,” she said. “Fuck me good.”

He was close to coming now, and she rocked her head back, enjoying herself as much as you could with an inexperienced kid who would come too soon.

That’s when she saw the posters. Nailed to the wall over the desk were wanted posters for several men. One of them looked familiar... it was a balding guy named Red Roye. That didn’t surprise her, but what got her attention was that there was a hundred dollar reward offered for taking him alive. Twenty-five if he was dead. 

He didn’t look all that dangerous. A few of the others did, and some sure didn’t have much of a reward for their capture. She figured he had information someone wanted badly. That was a hell of a lot of money. 

A hundred dollars would help her brother catch up on his payments to the bank. They might not get along, but she didn’t want him to lose the ranch. 

She sure as hell wasn’t earning enough whoring to pay it off; that had been the plan. Her plan. It was to make it up to him after they had their falling out.

Lester had turned his back on her when she got caught cheating on his best friend, the man everyone wanted her to marry. Actually, she hadn’t just cheated, she’d fucked a gambler who was passing through Columbus. And she’d done it for money.

The truth was that Ruth liked sex. Lester had no way of knowing that she’d lost her virginity to a cowhand when their daddy was still alive, running the ranch. She’d looked at other women’s lives, and the idea of getting married, becoming a slave of letting a man have her whenever he wanted didn’t strike her as the idea of a bright future. 

After their daddy died, Lester took over the ranch. He assumed control over the family and even arranged for her to marry his best friend.

It wasn’t like she ever really promised anyone anything. Why should she when men like the gambler would pay her to spread her legs, or use her mouth on them? Getting paid for fucking and sucking made a lot more sense to her.

But when the truth came out, everyone started treating her like shit. Lester kicked her out of the house.

She moved up to Deming, where her friend Rosie Sykes ran a boarding house. She whored there for a time, but work was spotty. It was Rosie who had suggested El Paso. 

“It’s a bigger place. Lots more men.” 

She moved there thinking she could earn decent money. Her dream was that she’d raise the cash to bail Lester out.

Then he’d forgive her.

But El Paso was expensive, and at the end of the day, what with Becky taking a cut and charging for her room, she didn’t earn that much more than she did in Deming. 

She found herself scrambling, earning a few dollars fucking men like Deputy Fitch.

And now she saw a way to make money. And Deputy Fitch was coming in her. 

“Oh, that is so fucking sweet!” he said as he pumped his seed into her. She stared at the wanted poster as he held her tight, letting his cock soak inside her.

Next to the wanted poster was a note someone (the sheriff) had written.

“Seen headed toward El Paso on Tuesday.”

She worked her cunt, milking the deputy’s cock, feeling it shrivel and finally slip out of her. As he sighed, she reached for the poster and yanked it down. Then she straightened and smoothed down her skirts. Fitch wore a contented look. Another satisfied customers.

“Now, you remember, as far as Becky is concerned, I sucked you off and no more.”

He nodded. “Deal.”

She clutched the poster tightly, feeling some odd connection to it. Just in case, she looked them all over again, committing the faces and names of Billy Collins, Clem Fort, and Wyatt Hill to memory.

“You best get that sweet ass home afore the sheriff gets back,” Fitch said.

“Fucking on duty ain’t allowed?”

“No, ma’am. It sure ain’t.”

She kissed him. Like in any business, she did what it took to get repeat customers.

“If you ever come into a few extra dollars, you come see me, Fitch. It ain’t that expensive to spend a night together when you ain’t working. I can promise you that a man gets a lot more value buying a night in my bed than he can afford getting services separate.”

He gave her a lewd smile. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

She scooped her money up into a fist. “I’ll go then.”

She walked back to the saloon holding the money tightly in one hand and the wanted poster in the other. 

Fitch’s cum was drying on her thighs as she walked, and she wondered about the man in the wanted poster. He had said he’d be back. For once she hoped a man wasn't bullshitting her about that.
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