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Chapter One
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Marshal Pete Williams’s office smelled of cigar smoke, dust, and sweat soaked into old pine boards. Sheriff Joe Cook sat stiff-backed in a straight chair, rolling a pair of handcuffs through his fingers, the iron clicking softly. He looked pleased. The kind of pleased that comes when a man thinks the hard part’s already done.

Deputy “Shorty” McKay stood off to the side, hat in his hands, eyes fixed on the floor.

Behind his desk, Marshal Williams leaned forward, voice thick with pride.

“Soon as that circular come in from Monte Vista,” he said, “describin’ that fancy-dressed cowpoke you was after for that bank swindle—eight hundred dollars gone clean—I started thinkin’.”

Cook lifted his eyes.

“Didn’t take long neither,” Williams went on. “This George DeNue rides into Gunsight City not two days later. Polished boots. Soft hands. Too much money for a man who don’t work. Talks smooth as river stones. I put two and two together, did a little quiet lookin’ around, and proved to myself he was your man.”

Cook nodded.

“I put him behind bars myself,” Williams said, thumping the desk lightly. “Then I sent for you.”

The sheriff reached into his coat and brought out a thick black cigar.

“Marshal,” Cook said, handing it over, “that’s solid work.”

Williams accepted it with a grin.

“When you sent over the description,” Cook continued, striking a match, “we took it straight to the bank. Cashier and teller both said it fit the man to the letter. Same build. Same showy clothes. Same silver tongue that talked ’em outta eight hundred dollars on a worthless draft.”

Williams leaned in to light his cigar.

“If we had more marshals like you in Colorado,” Cook said, “we’d catch more men who think they’re smarter than the law.”

Williams puffed, clearly enjoying the praise. But his eyes drifted to Shorty—and his smile thinned.

The deputy hadn’t moved. Hadn’t looked up once.

Williams studied him through the smoke.

“Deputy,” he said mildly, “you look like a man carryin’ a weight he didn’t come in with. That third piece o’ pie you had for lunch sit wrong?”

Shorty shook his head.

“No, sir.”

“But something had.

And whatever it was, it had nothing to do with food.
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Chapter Two
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George DeNue’s cell smelled of dust, iron, and old regrets. The single barred window let in a blade of afternoon sun that cut across the plank floor and stopped at his boots. He hadn’t moved since the chuckle left his throat, hadn’t shifted when Marshal Williams turned the key and opened the cell door.

Williams stepped inside alone.

Cook and Shorty remained in the office, their voices low, argument held in check by pride and habit. Men in law didn’t like doubt—it made the badge feel heavier.

Williams studied DeNue up close now. The man was well kept for a drifter: clean shirt, decent boots, no nervous twitch to him. His hands were steady. That meant either innocence or a professional calm earned through repetition.

“You find humor in your situation?” Williams asked.

DeNue lifted his eyes. They were gray and sharp, like a man used to watching horizons.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SIDNEY STONE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





