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1.  A Simple Arrest
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Sheriff Dobbs chewed on the little hickory stick he’d cut that morning, shuffled his feet in the dirt, and then looked up at Sam Colder.

Sam leaned forward in the saddle, his arms crossed, resting his weight on the horn. 

After riding most of the day, Sam was tired and dusty, and his back ached. But he waited patiently for the older man to speak.

“You say you ain’t here to start a gunfight with this fella?”

Sam gave a gentle shake of his head. “Not at all, Sheriff. My aim is to convince Mark Riley to give himself up real peaceful like. He was involved in a shootout over in Tucson and a man died. So they want the whole story.”

“So you think he’ll be tickled to go along with you to Tucson?”

“No sir. And I ain’t saying I’ll back down if he chooses to fight. But that ain’t what I want. I won’t draw on him first and I am seriously hoping he’ll see the sense if obliging me.”

“He might not see things that way.”

“That’s a fact.”

“And if he pulls a gun on you?” the sheriff asked.

“If I have to I’ll put a bullet in him and end it quick, so no one else gets hurt.”

The sheriff weighed Sam’s words. “And you are sure this Riley fella in my town?”

“Not entirely. I am certain he came to your town recently.” 

Sitting up, he pointed up at the ridge above the town. “I followed his tracks across that ridge. They turned down to the town. Now I know his horse has pulled up lame, so I reckon he’ll be having the smithy, or maybe even a vet, look at the animal before he moves on.”

“And if he ain’t here?”

“Then I’ll buy you a drink, have one myself, and get on to see if I can pick up his trail again.”

The sheriff grinned. “So, if he is here, you save yourself the price of a drink?”

Sam shook his head. “Heck no. If he’s here, no matter how it goes down, once he’s been dealt with proper like, tucked away in your jail, I figure I’ll owe you a drink then, too.”

The sheriff had taken the measure of him now, and he smiled. “In that case, it’s my pleasure to welcome you to Duncan, Arizona, Mister Colder.”

“It’s Sam, Sheriff Dobbs.”

The sheriff spat on the ground. “Make that Ryan. Ryan Dobbs.”

Sam chuckled. “You wouldn’t be the Ryan Dobbs that worked out of the marshal’s office in El Paso a few years back?”

The sheriff made a face. “Make that a lotta years back.” Then he pointed at Sam and laughed. 

“You! That’s why your face seemed familiar. You and that Tucker fella came to El Paso that time we had the problem with cross border raiders coming out of old Mexico. The Texas Rangers sent you to help us out.”

“They were terrorizing folk something fierce,” Sam said.

“With your help, we took care of them right enough,” Dobbs said.

Sam grinned broadly. “I guess so. But, as I recollect them days, an eager deputy marshal named Ryan something or other got wind of an attack they planned, and when they rode in, we were waiting for them.”

“I do recollect that,” Dobbs said.

“I also seem to remember that the same deputy rode out to meet them and shot their leader square in the face.”

Dobbs grinned. “That indeed was my pleasure. A bunch of cowards, the rest of them. After you two arrested the second in command, things quieted down a mite.” 

“You never stayed around to be the marshal?”

He shook his head. “No. I worked out that being a marshal wouldn’t suit me.”

“Looked like you had the knack to me.”

“Well, I didn’t mind dealing with the outlaws and bandits, but dealing with the government, doing all the damn paperwork it involves, getting permissions for every damn thing... I couldn’t deal with that. I took off and when I came across this place, it struck my fancy. As it happened, the folks here was looking to hire a sheriff.”

“Well, this town got itself a good man for the job.”

He shook his head. “Keep in mind that the fella you met in that marshal’s office was a younger guy who was eager to make a name for hisself. I don’t reckon I’m the same man at all. I sure don’t move like him or even see like he did.”

“That’s true for all of us.”

“Shit, Colder, you was just a pup back then. Barely even weaned. You was good enough with a gun, but still wet behind the ears,” Ryan Dobbs said. “Now that you got a few years of experience, my guess is that you are as quick as ever, and probably a lot more deadly.”

“Not so eager to stir shit up and a lot happier to keep things low profile.”

“Good to know,” Ryan Dobbs said. “You got a picture of the man you are after?”

“Right here.” 

Sam pulled a poster out of his shirt pocket and handed it down. Dobbs unfolded it and took a quick glance. 

“Damn if this man didn’t ride into town yesterday.” He grinned. “I noticed because his horse was limping. I think he took a room at the saloon.”

“They got nice rooms?” Sam asked.

“Nice enough, if you don’t mind the whooping and hollering from the saloon.”

“Show me a town that doesn’t have that,” Sam said.

“Well, if you are interested, we might as well go see if this fella is accepting visitors and find out if he is gonna need his room.”

“It’s only proper to be sociable,” Sam said. “And Rocky needs a rest.” 

Swinging down, Sam turned toward the saloon, holding the reins of his paint. An eagle-eyed boy hopped up off his seat on the boardwalk and ran towards him. 

“Need to board that fine-looking horse, mister? I can see to it.”

Sam looked at Dobbs. “This a friend of yours?”

“Billy gets a nickel for every horse he brings Max for boarding,” Ryan said. “The boy does love horses.”

“Well, that sounds right fine, Billy,” Sam said. “What’s the boarding fee, about a dollar?”

“That’d get him good grain and a combing as well as a stall for the night,” Billy said eagerly.

“So, is the fella who combs him any good with horses? Rocky here is a little particular about who takes a curry brush to him.”

The boy was stroking Rocky’s nose. “I’d be doing it for him, mister. I’d do him fine.”

“Well, then, we got a deal.” 

Sam fished a dollar out of his waistcoat pocket and put it in Billy’s hand, smiling as the boy led Rocky down the street. 

“You are quite the softy for a bounty hunter,” Dobbs said.

“The boy is talking to Rocky,” Sam said. “That pleases me.”

“They both look like they just made a new best friend,” Ryan said.

“Nothing wrong with that.”

Stepping into the saloon, coming out of hot but fresh air, Sam noted the smells of stale beer and a dozen other odors familiar to saloons—smells that Sam always avoided thinking about too much.

The small saloon held just a handful of men. Some stood at a rude bar that appeared to have been hacked out of a log. The rest sat at tables, talking or playing poker.

Heads turned when they came in. 

Sam didn’t mind. You got used to being given a looking over when you arrived in a new town. Curiosity, caution, and paranoia all fed an eagerness to get to grips with any change, however small. A new person, especially a man with a gun on his hip, wasn’t a small change. He might be a threat. 

For the bartender and the whores, he might mean some extra business. It was all in how you saw things and people.

The good news was that a large, flushed-face man standing at the bar drinking bore a strong enough resemblance to Mark Riley to pull Sam toward him.

Tension stiffened the man’s shoulders as he watched Sam walk right up to him. 

“Hey, Mark,” he said.

“You want something, cowboy?” the man asked.

“How’s your horse?” Sam asked. 

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“It looked like he did something to his right forefoot when you made him clamber up the side of that arroyo a couple of days back.”

“What arroyo?” He looked puzzled. 

“The one up by the lava rock outcropping. You remember. I figured maybe he picked up a piece of that in his shoe. It happens easy enough. I was hoping that was all that was and he didn’t hurt himself. I had heard that Mark Riley can be hard on a horse, so it worried me.”

“He’s fine,” the man said. “And how I take care of my horse ain’t none of your fucking business.”

“True, within reason. But you are my fucking business, Riley.”

He stepped back, pressing his back against the bar, giving himself room. 

“What the hell you talking about?”

“There is a reward for your capture.”

“My capture? For what?”

“The man you shot outside of Tucson died. The law back there has invited you to drop in for a little talk about that altercation.”

“It was a fair fight!”

Sam kept his hands in plain sight. “And I ain’t saying it wasn’t,” he said. “And if that’s true, if you are right, then hell, it shouldn’t be any problem at all to get that sorted out with the judge.”

The man’s right hand jerked downward, heading for the gun in its holster. 

In that same instant, Sam moved in... closing the distance between them and driving his open left hand down to strike the man’s gun hand. The blow pinned his hand against the holster, preventing him from drawing. 

As Riley froze in place, Sam stepped forward and struck the man in the face with the open palm of his free right hand. That blow snapped his head back and his body arched back over the bar.

As the man reeled, Sam’s left hand yanked Ryan’s gun free of the holster. Then he stepped back, holding up the gun.

Mark Riley straightened and looked down at his empty holster. 

“Fucking asshole,” he said. 

“Thanks for not fighting back,” Sam said, winking at Sheriff Dobbs. “I’ll see that the judge hears that you cooperated.”

Sheriff Dobbs came over to them, smiling. Sam handed him Riley’s gun, and he stuck it in his belt. 

“Okay, Riley,” he said. “This man showed me the reward poster that gives him the legal right to arrest you. Now we are gonna take a walk over to the jail and get you settled in so I can notify Tucson that you dropped by and are in residence.”

“I shot that fucker in self-defense, goddamn it,” the man said, still stunned by what had happened. He stared at Sheriff Dobbs. “This asshole didn’t even arrest me proper. He stole my fucking gun.”

Dobbs laughed. “He sure did. And if you expect me to be upset that he didn’t shoot you, well, I’m sorry as hell if he embarrassed you, but that was at my request.” 

He took the man’s gun from Sam and used it to nudge Riley toward the door. 

“I’ll see that he gets settled in his new accommodations,” Dobbs said, escorting the man out through the door.

“I’ll have your drink ready when you get back,” Sam called out.

“Best make it a tall one,” Dobbs said. “I forgot that bringing in the outlaws alive makes for thirsty lawman work.”
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2.  Unexpected Rewards
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That evening, when Dobbs finished his drinks and headed out to do rounds, Sam settled back into a chair with what was left of the bottle. 

He glanced over at a willowy redhead wearing a low-cut dress that gave him a tantalizing view of her firm, round breasts, each slightly rouged to draw a man’s eye to them. 

She flashed him a smile and sashayed over to his table carrying a glass. 

“Hey there, mister,” she said.

Then she sat down, her hard, green eyes boring into his.

“It’s Sam,” he said. “Sam Colder.”

He guessed she was maybe twenty. 

Women living that life, whoring in saloons, aged differently than women working ranches and farms. Not better or worse, but definitely different. Weather and hard work aged farm and ranch wives and booze and fucking aged whores. Both tended to get cynical over time.

As she picked up the bottle and poured herself and drink, then refilled his, the heady scent of her flowery perfume wafted across the table to him. When she sat the bottle down, she picked up one of the glasses, holding it to her red lips.

“Then hey there, Sam Colder,” she said. “I’m Gale.”

“Hello, Gale,” he said. 

“Pick up your glass so we can drink a toast to your victory,” she said.

“Is that what that was?” he asked.

“Well, close enough. Earlier, I watched you catch yourself a bad man without firing a shot,” she said. “I don’t see that often and it is impressive. Macho impressive.”

“Wasn’t much,” he said.

She shook her head. “Around here, when men confront an outlaw, they usually find it easier to shoot him dead.”

“That is efficient, but Riley wasn’t that bad an outlaw. Just a man in a mess. I didn’t figure he needed shooting.”

“Well, I’ll say that the entertainment it gave me deserves a little private celebration.”

Sam picked up the second glass and held it to hers. 

“I can drink to that with a pretty lady. I can drink to a lot of things with a pretty lady.” 

He could leave open the idea of celebrating.

“So, are you a lawman? A marshal or something?”

“Does it make a difference?”

She shrugged a bare shoulder. “I’m curious. I saw you being friendly with Dobbs, drinking with him.”

He watched her face, curious what her expression would tell him. Did she like lawmen or hate them? The question itself was interesting.

“Used to be a lawman. A while back, that is.”

“So you came here because you can’t break the habit of capturing outlaws, or what?”

He laughed. “It ain’t a habit, just a job.”

“So, you are a lawman.”

“These days, I’m a bounty hunter.”

Her tongue traced her lips. “From what I hear about bounty hunters, that makes you an independent lawman who earns real money.”

He laughed. Maybe the money was her real question. “It might seem like that.”

“Ain’t it true?”

“Some.”

“So, you’ll get yourself a bounty for arresting that fella, won’t you?”

“I will. Soon as I get his ass to Tucson, they’ll pay off.”

“And I bet you’ll get more for kicking his ass in this shitty little saloon than what Sheriff Dobbs will make in a month.”

“That might be.”

“And there is the difference.”

“For some. But that’s not why I quit the law.”

“No? Why then?”

“Because I’m real good at tracking down bandits, but not so hot at preserving other kinds of law and order. As if happens, I’m not worth a damn when it comes to doing what some city officials want their lawmen to do.”

She touched his hand. “The important men do use the law to throw their weight around sometimes.”

Before she got behind his chair, Sam could smell the perfume of another woman sashaying up to put her hands on his shoulders. A dark-haired woman, probably a couple of years younger than Gale, put her face to his cheek.

“Is she boring you, cowboy?”

“Not in the least,” Sam said. “We were talking about various aspects of law enforcement, which is something near and dear to my heart.”

“That is Kitty,” Gale said.

Kitty slipped around him, gliding into the chair on his right-hand side, pressing her breasts against him, and letting her hand slide inside his shirt to touch his chest near his heart. 

“So if you like talking about things with Gale that get to you here, what about a conversation with me that gets to you a little further down?” she asked.

Her tiny tongue touched her teeth, and she moved her hand to his crotch.

“I’d think that talking about things down here, near to your hard cock, would be much more stimulating.”

“This cowboy and me was having us a private conversation here, Kitty,” Gale said.

“Ah, come on, Gale. It’s slow in this dump tonight. That whisky drummer and Sam here are about the only live ones around."

Cindy dragged the drummer upstairs a while back. She’ll shag him all night to earn her laudanum supply. And I’m flat broke with a week left until the miners get paid.” She grinned. “Besides, Mayor Ben will probably come in later.”

“Why do you say that?” Gale asked.

“I saw one of his men driving their buggy out of town. Had his wife on board, and it looked like he was taking her to Safford to visit her sister. So Ben will be looking for pussy.” 

Kitty put her mouth to Sam’s ear. “Our mayor has a serious preference for Gale’s pussy. She must give him a special price.”

“He pays the same as any man,” Gale said. She put her nose in the air. “If he does drag his ass in here tonight, then I can fuck him.”

Kitty pouted. “I’ve already got things in hand here,” she said, which Sam knew was true. As they talked, the woman had managed to undo his pants and slip her hand inside. Now she wrapped her fingers around his cock. 

“Let me show him a good time.”

“He was about to buy me dinner,” Gale said.

Sam chuckled. “Was I?”

“Sure. You are going to need your strength when we go upstairs.”

Kitty frowned. “Sam, give me two bits and I’ll suck your cock like it’s never been sucked before while you wait for your dinner.” 

She snapped a look at Gale. “Give me that and then I’ll leave you two alone and hope Ben Harvey doesn’t use his wife’s absence to get in a poker game.”

“It’s up to Sam, not me,” Gale said.

Sam took out two bits and put them on the counter. 

“Sounds like a bargain to me,” he said.

“All right,” Kitty squealed, scooting her chair around beside him. Then she bent her face down to his lap, to where her hand had a firm grip on his swollen cock. 

Holding it prisoner, she ran her tongue over the tip of his cock, then licked the shaft before taking it in her warm mouth.

Gale refilled her glass and drank, frowning as she watched the other whore suck him off. Maybe it was meanness, just wanting to tease Gale, who was being a bit possessive, but Sam touched Kitty’s face, stroking her cheek. 

She rolled her eyes up at him and he sighed and gave himself to the glorious sensations her tongue and lips were generating. 

It had been a long ride from Tucson to Duncan, and Kitty was good at her work. Good indeed.

When he came, shooting his load in her mouth, she swallowed it, continuing to suck.

When she lifted her head, his cum on her face, she scooped up the coins and smiled. 

“Every little bit helps.”

“And you are a first-rate cocksucker, Kitty,” he said.

“I’ll go order us some food,” Gale said, getting up.

As she headed for the kitchen, Sam handed Kitty a dollar coin. 

“What’s this?” she said.

“I think I might stay another night just so I can find out if you fuck as good as you suck. That’s to make sure you don’t get your evening booked.”

Kitty grinned. “Gale won’t be happy if you are looking for a different woman after being with her.”

“Here’s the thing... in my line of work, when I make people happy, bringing them what they want, they pay me. Me making those people happy, don’t always please other bounty hunters or lawmen. But I don't care. They are the competition. It’s the same in your line of work. You stay in business by pleasing the people doing the paying. If Gale don’t like the idea of you pleasing me, that’s for her to deal with.”

***
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GALE WAS PROUD OF HER body. Rightfully so, it seemed when they got to his room and she dropped her dress and stepped out of it, giving him a proper look.

Sam knew she liked him looking and spent some time admiring it properly. 

When she undressed him, he was glad he had hired Kitty to get him off earlier, so he was able to make a thorough inspection, putting her on her back on his bed, and bending her legs back. 

The exterior looked so inviting that he plunged his cock into her and drove it deep. 

Her moans and squeals sounded like she was enjoying it, although you never knew for sure with a whore. Sometimes they thought that making you feel like a stud was a good thing.

He took her steady, standing there, withdrawing enough so he could enjoy watching his flesh part this sweet female arroyo, spreading apart its swollen banks as he drove his hard flesh back in deep again.

And when her cunt began convulsing around his cock, squeezing it, he was sure she was coming. 

When he came inside her and his cock happily shrunk down and slipped out of her, he rolled on his back and pulled her on top of him. 
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