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PROLOGUE 
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Before the infamous outlaw couple Bonnie and Clyde of the Great Depression era 1932-1934, there was a notorious outlaw pair; a gambler and a prostitute named Bonita and Clive. In frontier times they robbed people, banks, stagecoaches, and trains in southern Arizona. Not unlike their more famous counterparts, Bonnie and Clyde, who went on a crime spree some fifty years later. Robbing people, stores, gas stations, and banks, during their reign of crime as they traveled across the central United States. Or would fate take the outlaws Bonita and Clive down a different path? 
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Chapter 1 
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Bonita Contreras and Clive Dawson were outlaws. Bonita in Spanish means pretty or lovely. She was an attractive young woman of medium height, about five feet six inches tall. With her slender frame, she weighed about one hundred twenty-five pounds. She had a tiny waist and was endowed with a very ample bosom. With her sensuous full mouth, she nearly always wore a radiant smile. Her long flowing raven hair and stunning ebony eyes enhanced her extraordinary beauty. Her father was of Spanish descent from Hermosillo, Mexico. Her mother was Caucasian from Louisiana. Her dark hair and dark eyes were inherited from her father and her striking beauty from her mother. 

Clive, on the other hand, was an avid gambler. He was very muscular on his six-foot two-inch frame. He had dark wavy hair and penetrating hazel eyes. His unusually large hands gave him great dexterity dealing cards and could fast draw his Colt .45 when it became necessary. 

He had gotten into a fight over a woman a few months before meeting Bonita. Apparently, it happened when he was in a saloon in Tombstone, Arizona. He and another man had argued over a woman and the man had cut Clive’s face with his long blade knife. It left a slight scar on Clive’s left cheek from the corner of his eye down along his cheekbone. Fortunately for Clive, it didn’t detract from his otherwise handsome face. He had grabbed the man and snapped his neck like a twig after that, killing him instantly. Virgil Earp didn’t witness the fight between the two men. But based on other bystanders’ accounts it was deemed a case of self-defense so Clive Dawson wasn’t arrested nor prosecuted in the other man’s death. 

It was while Clive was drinking and playing cards in the Bird Cage Theatre that he met Bonita Contreras for the first time. He was immediately drawn to her. Her beauty and alluring smile and those captivating ebony eyes seduced and mesmerized him. He knew from the manner in which she was dressed that she was a prostitute. She wore a low-cut dress revealing just the appropriate amount of cleavage. When she noticed him she came on to him right away, but at the moment he was busy playing cards so everything else would just have to wait for now. 

Still, he managed to watch her out the corner of his eye. He was somewhat amused when he saw her coyly approach a man at the next table who appeared to be a business man. The man was attired in a nice suit of clothes. She played up to him, sitting on his lap for a few minutes. Then Clive saw her artfully relieve the man of his gold pocket watch, followed by his wallet inside his vest pocket. She gracefully got up and slipped away from the unsuspecting man and into the throng of other men standing near elbow to elbow in the crowded saloon. 

It was a couple hours later when he finally finished playing cards and made his way up to the crowded bar to order a drink for himself. He had just taken his first sip of whiskey when he felt someone rub sensuously up against him. He turned to see that same dark-eyed beauty standing very close to him now. Momentarily he feared he might be losing his own wallet too. 

In a soft sultry voice she whispered in his ear and asked him, “Buy a lady a drink, Mister?”  

He looked at her for a split second then said, “Why of course. I’d love to. What is the lady’s pleasure?”  

“Well now, are we still talking about alcohol?” she asked him, batting her long dark eyelashes at him and giving him that come-hither smile.  

Clive caught the barkeeps attention and ordered the lady a whiskey with a beer chaser. ‘Wow and this lady can sure drink too,’ he thought.’ 

The two of them stepped away from the crowded bar and luckily he found an empty table for them to sit down. When they were seated, he introduced himself. “I’m Clive Dawson,” he told her. “And you are?”  

“Bonita, Bonita Contreras,” she replied.  

“Glad to make your acquaintance. May I call you Bonita?” he asked.  

“By all means, please do,” she said batting those long eyelashes at him again. “Are you staying in town?” she asked.  

“Yes, I’m registered at the Grand Hotel in room twenty-four,” he told her trying not to sound too excited.  

“How lovely,” she said. “I’m staying there as well. I guess we’re practically neighbors. I’m staying in room twenty-nine. The Grand Hotel and Saloon opened for business in 1881. Big nose Kate is the saloon’s owner, I was told.”  

“She’s done quite well for herself then it appears,” Clive remarked. Bonita just smiled at him as they continued to talk and drink. All of a sudden Clive felt a hand on his leg under the table. For once in his life he was speechless. When he regained his composure, he said, “I do hope you will do me the honor of joining me for supper in the ballroom this evening.”  

“I’d be more than happy to join you,” she responded. 

As they continued their small talk they enjoyed a couple more drinks together. Then Bonita told him she needed to return to her room and freshen up a bit before joining him for supper.  

“I will accompany you back to your room then,” Clive said. The two them got up and casually walked out of the saloon and back over to the Grand Hotel. Clive made it a point to check and see if he still had his wallet on him before letting her out of his sight. Then he left her at the door to her room and watched her disappear inside. 

Clive returned to his room as well. He felt just a bit light headed and didn’t know if it was the effects of the drinks he had, or her charming demeanor that had left him in that state. Inside his room he washed up a bit, shaved, and splashed on some cologne. He could hardly wait to rejoin her for supper.  

Bonita followed suit. She was a bit taken with this man and she wasn’t quite sure why. She had certainly been around a lot of men in her short twenty-four years even though she’d never married. She wondered if he was married, or had ever been for that matter. She had meant to ask him earlier, but their conversation had never quite taken her in that direction. Still, she had found herself strangely drawn to this man. She also wondered how old he might be. He appeared to maybe be a little older than her. But just how much older she really couldn’t tell. Oh well, she would certainly find out over supper. She would see to that. 

Clive looked at his pocket watch, it was nearly time to meet her again. He hadn’t been with a prostitute for very long. Just long enough to do the dastardly deed really and then part company. But with her this was different and all new territory for him. Finally, it was time. He anxiously made his way down the hall to her room. He knocked gently on her door. To his surprise she must have been anticipating his knock. In just a moment, she answered her door. She still had on the same dress she wore earlier in the day, but she had arranged her hair differently. It was pinned up now on her head, but he still approved. It made her look even more beautiful and seductive. 

“Is Miss Contreras ready for supper?” he asked as soon as he saw her. She slapped him on his arm.  

“Oh, don’t be so formal,” she said with a seductive smile. The two of them made their way to the main ballroom. The place was pretty busy at five o’clock, but a waiter spotted them and directed them quickly to a waiting table. When they were seated, he handed them a menu which they looked over and made their selection. The waiter returned minutes later with a glass of wine that Clive had ordered for each of them. Clive made a toast to their chance meeting. Bonita nodded in absolute agreement. They enjoyed their meal and in their ensuing conversation. She found out Clive was thirty-two years old and like her, he had never married. 

After supper the two strolled along the boardwalk talking and laughing, and just enjoying one another’s company. When they returned to the hotel they each had another drink in the hotel bar and just like earlier, Bonita downed another whiskey with a beer chaser. Clive was amazed at this woman. She was beautiful and feminine on one hand, but she could drink like a drunken miner. He had to laugh to himself. She looked at him suspiciously now, not knowing what was so funny. 

Soon it was time to go back to their rooms much as Clive hated to call it a night. He thought perhaps she might invite him in, after all she was a prostitute and he had just bought her supper and drinks. But to his dismay, at her door, she gave him a light peck on the cheek and said perhaps they’d see each other at breakfast the next morning. Clive returned to his room feeling just a bit dejected. He had bought her supper and several drinks and had nothing to show for it except lots of casual conversation of course. He couldn’t quite understand. He’d never been rejected by a woman before now. 

Clive slept well though, he even dreamed about her during the night. The next morning, however, much too his surprise, he did see her again. Little did he know after this, it was only the beginning of a wild and crazy, sometimes harrowing and dangerous relationship, the two of them were about to embark upon together. Bonita and Clive’s outlaw crime spree was about to begin. 

Over breakfast they talked at a nonstop pace. They each learned a lot more about one another. Clive learned that Bonita was born in Rio Arriba, a little town in Northern New Mexico. Her father was Spanish from Mexico and her mother was Caucasian from Louisiana. They along with Bonita’s eight-year-old sister, Clarisa, had perished in a house fire when Bonita was twelve years old. Her life had been spared. She had been away at school when the fire started. After that she was placed in an orphanage. When she was fourteen, she had been molested by an older boy staying in the same orphanage and had unfortunately lost her virginity to him. 

She ran away after that. She eventually made her way down to Lordsburg, New Mexico where, at the tender age of fifteen, found work in different saloons as a prostitute. She needed to support herself somehow, after all. She grew up fast, hardened by the many men she dealt with day after day. She lived and worked the longest in the Last Chance Gambling House. She found it easy to relieve men of their money. They were almost always heavily intoxicated at the time and never remembered where they’d been, or who they had been with. She learned the artful skill of pickpocketing men’s pockets early on as well. Which proved to be pretty profitable for her. 

Finally, finishing what she had to say, she beckoned Clive to open up and tell her more about himself. He told her that he had grown up in Arkansas. His parents were farmers. He had a brother who was two years older than him named Cory. They hadn’t seen one another in several years now. Clive worked at farming early on, but didn’t care too much for hard strenuous work. He stole a horse at age twenty and spent some time in the Little Rock jail. It was in jail where another inmate introduced him to playing cards. The man said he was a professional gambler. Clive thought him more of a card shark, using sleight of hand techniques to win at poker. 

He caught on fast from all the man had to teach him. After several months he got out of jail and from that day forward earned his living mainly at cards. On a few occasions, when he had to, he resorted to robbing a store or two. He even hit a small bank once and that proved to be pretty rewarding. He was big and strong and was very good with his fists and became even more proficient in the art of quick-drawing his Colt .45 as well. It became an absolute necessity if he was going to stay alive dealing and cheating at cards. 

Bonita listened to him intently, hanging on his every word. She was captivated and even got excited when he spoke of his corrupt activity of out and out stealing or at misdealing cards.  

“We seem to be cut from the same cloth,” she thought.  

For the next few days they spent a lot of time together. They also shared their time in bed together as well. He was different from all the other men she had known or slept with. He came across to her as being gentle and caring and she liked that a lot about him. 

One day while they were out for a stroll, she spied a man. He had just come out of the Silver Spur Saloon and he had a wad of cash in his hands. Clive saw it, too. They followed him as he made his way down the boardwalk. The first alleyway he came to, Clive quickly moved forward and steered him physically into the alley. A couple of swift punches from Clive’s big hands and the man went down. They quickly relieved him of his bankroll. Then laughed excitedly as they both walked swiftly in the opposite direction. No one had witnessed them robbing him. When they got back to the hotel they split the take between them. It had been a rewarding stroll after all. The life and times of crime for Bonita and Clive had finally begun. 

They both stayed in the hotel for another week. Clive had been on a winning streak at poker early on, but now his luck was beginning to wane. Bonita had the pleasure of several sex starved men’s company during that week as well. It was a Sunday and they were having supper at the hotel’s restaurant. A man sitting two tables away kept eyeing her suspiciously. It made her increasingly nervous. Had he recognized her from somewhere? She couldn’t be sure.  

When she told Clive about the man watching her, Clive said matter-of-factly, “Well, perhaps it’s time we moved on, that is if you’re interested in coming with me?” he asked. “We could catch the morning stage to Tucson and check out the saloon trade there,” he uttered.  

She smiled a broad smile then reached across the table and gave his arm a squeeze. “Why, Mr. Dawson, I do declare, are you trying to suggest I go with you, our not being married and all?”  

“You got that about right, darlin’,” he said giving her a big playful grin. 

The following morning they caught the early Wells Fargo stage to Tucson as he’d suggested. Clive helped her get seated in the coach. She was seated beneath the driver which was the most comfortable seat on the stagecoach. When he climbed in beside her, she looked at him and shrieked, “What is that poking me?” she groaned. He pulled his suit coat back and she saw he was wearing his Colt .45, it was tied down snuggly to his right thigh. 

The driver helped an elderly grey-haired lady aboard. Then, after their luggage had been properly stowed in the boot, they were on their way. Sitting across from them in the coach, Clive noticed her hair pulled back in a tight bun. Soon after their departure Clive spoke out to the elderly woman. “Hello ma’am, allow me to introduce ourselves. We’re the Dawson’s. I’m Clive and this is Bonita.”  

“Oh, what a lovely name,” the old lady said, “And my name’s Sybil Mathers.” She extended her gloved hand to shake each of theirs. “I’m a school teacher in Tucson,” she added. “I’ve been here visiting my son and daughter-in-law. My son’s a deputy for Marshal Virgil Earp,” she stated rather matter-of-factly. Sybil was well past middle age, with her grey hair in a bun, she wore a plain dress and was rather frail looking. “What exactly do you folks do, if I might ask?”  

Bonita nearly choked when Clive spoke up. “Oh, we’re traveling missionaries from the Church of Latter Day Saints,” he said. “We’re here from our home in Chihuahua, Mexico.”  

The old lady’s eyes looked across the coach to Bonita sitting there quietly. The swell of her bosom was obvious in the low V-neck red dress she was wearing. Then Sybil’s eyes drifted over to Clive, and more precisely down at the Colt .45 protruding from the opening under his suit coat. She said nothing, but Clive watched her throat as she swallowed nervously and sat back in her seat. She smiled slightly at both of them with her gracious school teacher smile. It was going to be about a seventy-mile trip to Tucson, which would amount to a hot dusty long trip for the three passengers, to be sure. 

Before long, the old lady nodded off as the coach rumbled on. Bonita gave Clive a sharp elbow to his rib cage and if looks could kill, hers would have. She whispered in his ear. “What were you thinking?”  

Clive flashed her a devious smile and leaned his head back in the coach, then closed his eyes too. The last thing he saw was Bonita’s dark sultry eyes glaring at him. When he awoke both Bonita and the school teacher were both sleeping. ‘At least he hoped the teacher was sleeping. You just never could be sure with these old folks,’ he thought. 
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Chapter 2 
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Somewhere, perhaps half way between Tombstone and Tucson, the stage pulled into a stage stop. It was a small flat-roofed, mud-brick hacienda looking structure. The driver and guard both hopped down and proceeded to unharness the team of horses. They would get fresh ones for the remainder of the trip. The abrupt stop hadn’t awakened Grandma, though. Clive was now starting to get a bit concerned. He helped Bonita down from the coach. She needed to stretch her legs as did he. He wasn’t too sure about Sybil though. 

He and Bonita meandered into the way station, a woman and two men were inside. The woman was busy setting out plates of what appeared to be beef stew with hot biscuits and coffee. The driver and guard quickly consumed their plates and downed a couple cups of coffee then left. Bonita kind of picked at her plate, stirring the food around with her fork. Clive could tell she wasn’t overly impressed. He managed to eat his though, it wasn’t all that bad. He washed it down with a cup of coffee at any rate. 

Suddenly, he looked up and there stood Sybil. She was kind of listing to one side, he wondered if she might have an afflicted hip and the trip had aggravated it. She finally sat down and commenced to eat. Now Clive wondered where Bonita had wondered off to. He got up and went outside. He saw her coming around the side of the building. She must have visited the outhouse. He was more certain of it, when he caught sight of her lovely face, her hair was all askew and she didn’t look very happy. 

The driver yelled out, “Leaving in five minutes!” The guard was already aboard the stage, his shotgun nestled in his arms like he was holding a baby. Sybil finally appeared next to Clive and he gave her a helping hand back up into the coach. Then he did the same for Bonita. Before he boarded, he looked up at the guard and the two men exchanged nods. Clive wondered if the stage had ever been stopped and held up. He was hopeful they could avoid that circumstance this trip. 

He had no sooner settled back into his seat when he heard the crack of a whip and the stage seemed to nearly lurch into the air as it began rolling full-tilt down the trail. Darkness came upon them soon after their departure. A big, nearly full moon lingered overhead lighting their way. That was nice. It was a cool October night. Sybil was wrapped in her shawl. Clive slipped his suit coat around Bonita’s shoulders and sat close to her so they could share their body warmth. The three occupants rode along in silence, until finally the school teacher nodded off again and Bonita followed suit. Before long, Clive fell into a restless slumber himself. 

The next thing Clive realized was the sun streaming under the window shade on Bonita’s side of the coach. Grandma was still in slumber-land. Clive patted Bonita on the leg and she finally stirred. She looked at him and batted her sexy, sleep-filled eyes at him. He smiled back at her. It was perhaps not much more than an hour later the stage coach pulled into the stage stop in Tucson, Arizona. Sybil was awake now; a few drops of drool ran down the corner of her mouth and she dabbed at it with a lace hankie. Clive climbed down from the coach and helped Sybil down, too. Then he extended his hand and helped Bonita down as well. Their next order of business would be to find a hotel or boarding house for them to stay in. 

The last he saw of Sybil, she had met an older looking gentleman. He loaded her small trunk into the back of a surrey, then he and Sybil promptly rode off. She made no effort to introduce who Clive expected perhaps might be her husband to either of them. The stage driver off loaded Clive’s leather valise and then a small steamer trunk and a valise containing Bonita’s belongings. 

Clive inquired about finding the nearest hotel or boarding house. The ticket agent at the Wells Fargo stage office mentioned two that were close by, the Royal Hotel and the Madera House. He also mentioned that both were in close proximity to lodging, shopping, dining, saloons and various gambling parlors. That tidbit of information caught Clive’s attention. Clive knew they would need help with their baggage, though. 

Clive lucked out. A young fellow standing nearby had overheard his conversation inquiring about lodging. He told Clive he would be happy to take them to the Royal Hotel for a small fee. Clive jumped at the offer and within less than a half hour the man had transported the two of them and their baggage to the hotel. The hotel, as it turned out, was located just one street over from a bevy of saloons. ‘Couldn’t be more perfect,’ Clive thought. 

They registered at the desk taking individual rooms and using their own names, just as they had at the Grand Hotel in Tombstone. The Royal Hotel wasn’t near as nice as what they had before, but it was suitable and surprisingly even had a bath facility. Bonita liked that. The town seemed to be overrun with cattlemen, cowboys, and miners. No surprise there since Arizona was in the midst of a silver boom. They were given the keys to their rooms and both quickly got settled in. 

When they got back together, Clive asked Bonita if she could ride a horse. She said, “Most certainly.”  

“Do you have riding clothes and boots?”  

“Well no,” she admitted. 

They soon learned from the desk clerk where the nearest mercantile was. It, too, was nearby. They promptly walked to it and outfitted Bonita with pants and a couple shirts, of course boot’s, a bandanna, and last but not least, a man’s hat.  

“Why a bandanna? Are you wanting to make a cowboy out of me?” she asked giving him a puzzled look.  

“Out here you can’t always look like a ...” he paused.  

“Like a what?” she asked him.  

“Like the beautiful woman you really are,” he said. That drew an amusing smile from her. 

Back in her room they examined her purchases as she tried everything on for Clive, except for the hat. She didn’t want to mess up her hair. As she sat there looking at the clothes. He asked her point blank if she owned a gun.  

She grinned, “Well of course, silly man. A woman has to protect herself.” With that said, she suddenly hiked up the skirt of her dress showing him the .41 caliber double-barrel derringer in a garter holster strapped to her thigh. 

Clive was impressed at the sight of the lethal weapon. “Is that your only gun?” he asked, stimulated and breathing heavy now at the sight of the silky-smooth ivory flesh of her thigh.  

“I can only shoot one gun at a time. How many more do I need?” she asked.  

“Can you use it?” he asked.  

“Can I, or have I used it? That would be yes, to both questions,” she said rather matter-of-fact.  

Clive gave her an approving smile. This lady is going to be just fine, he thought. He told her he had one more place he needed to go and that he would meet her back in the hotel for supper.  

She smiled broadly and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. “See you later then,” she told him. 

Clive set out to find the livery stable. After receiving more directions from the hotel desk clerk, he headed out like a man on a mission, which he really was. It seemed like he’d walked quite a long way before he came upon the livery. He went in search of the stableman, and found him tending to some horses in a corral out behind the barn. He introduced himself to the young man, a short, skinny, Mexican lad probably in his late teens or early twenties, who actually spoke pretty good English. He said his name was Felix Lerma. Clive told him he wanted to buy two young strong riding horses complete with tack for each horse. 

The Mexican lad spoke told Clive that he was looking right at them. There were five, maybe six, horses in the small corral. Clive asked Felix which two he thought were the best. The Mexican lad pointed out two big Bay mares. “Si, I would choose these,” he said with a big wide animated smile.  

“And what about saddles and bridles?” Clive asked.  

The boy motioned him back inside the barn. He pointed at several saddles lined up on a low wall, a variety of bridles were hanging loose on another wall behind the saddles. 

Clive negotiated a price with Felix. When he liked the price he said, “Fine, pick me out two of the best saddles and bridles you have there and we have a deal.” Then he told Felix he would also need to board the horses for a while. Again, they agreed on the boarding fee. Then the Mexican wasted no time catching the two horses and moving them into two stalls in the barn. Clive paid him and started to leave, when he remembered one more thing. “Oh, I’ll need a saddle scabbard, too.  

Felix disappeared into another room, then almost instantly reappeared holding a leather scabbard. “No charge senor,” displaying that big smile of his again. 

Things were beginning to fall into place. With their transportation needs satisfied, such as they were, he moved on. His next items of necessity would be guns. The gunsmith was only a few doors down from their hotel. He quickly purchased a Winchester rifle for himself and a Colt .45 handgun along with a belt and holster suitable for Bonita. She probably wouldn’t be thrilled with her new acquisition, but it was of vital importance if they were going to carry out his plan. The tiny derringer she carried just wouldn’t be adequate. 

By late afternoon, with his shopping spree ended, he was back in the hotel. He put the guns in a wardrobe cabinet sitting on the opposite wall from his bed. He looked in the mirror and slicked his hair down, then washed his hands in a porcelain bowl sitting on a table next to the wardrobe. Now the only thing he needed was a drink and perhaps a quick card game before time to meet Bonita for supper. He was anxious to tell her all he’d accomplished today. Then he headed downstairs and down the boardwalk to the nearest saloon. 

The first saloon he found was called Gilly’s Gambling House. He went inside. The place was like most saloons, smoky and crowded. A bevy of men, miners, cowboys, every size, shape, and description lined the bar, drinking and smoking to their hearts’ content. He stepped up to the bar and ordered a whiskey, but no chaser like Bonita would have had. He took the drink in hand then looked around the room. Several tables had men at them engaged in some form of card game. 

Clive found one closest to him with an open chair. He asked politely if he could join them. They motioned for him to sit down. He saw a couple prostitutes circulating among the tables. Then, he found a barmaid also circulating amongst the tables and he ordered another whiskey. He even ordered a round for the other three gents at his table. Their game was stud poker, his specialty. They continued playing. 

After perhaps an hour had passed, he heard the man sitting to his left suddenly look away and let out a groan as he expelled the air from his lungs. Clive wondered what had caught his attention. He looked up and saw Bonita sashaying past the table next to them. She had changed into another red dress and wore her hair down now. ‘She is breathtakingly beautiful,’ he thought. The man sitting next to him must have thought so too. He had obviously noticed her and been totally distracted by her. 

She walked on by them, not acknowledging Clive sitting there. A man sitting at the next table next to them took a swig of his beer and at the same time grabbed her by the arm as she passed by. She backhanded him, hitting his beer mug he had in his hand dosing him as the beer sloshed out and down the front of his shirt. Clive braced himself for the man’s reaction, but to his surprise, the man just chuckled, wiping the beer dripping from his hand on his shirt sleeve. The man was probably a gambler himself, he guessed, based on the apparent way he was dressed. Clive went back to his card game suppressing a smile of satisfaction on his face. 

After playing a couple more hands, Clive looked around the saloon to see if he could spot Bonita, but she was nowhere to be found. He wondered if she might have gone back to her room at the hotel and if she had gone alone. He ambled up to the bar and ordered another whiskey still keeping his eyes peeled for Bonita, but to no avail. He laid some money down on the bar to pay for his drink. A fella standing next to him with a drink in his hand reached over and palmed the money when he thought Clive’s head was turned. He felt a sharp painful jab to his rib cage. Looking down, he saw the barrel of Clive’s Colt .45 pressed up against his rib cage. He chanced a quick glance at Clive and saw him shake his head side to side. Then he slowly pulled his hand away from the money back on the bar and, in the next instant, he was gone. Clive holstered his gun and he too walked out of the saloon. 

Back in the hotel, Clive didn’t know if he dared knock on Bonita’s door. He thought better of it and walked on over to his own room. Once inside his room, he washed his hands and face and stretched out on his bed to relax for a bit before it was time to meet Bonita. He felt himself get just a bit aroused thinking if she was with another man and what they might be doing. After that he must have dosed off for a short time for he was suddenly awakened by a light tapping on his door. He grabbed his Colt and stuck it in his belt then slowly made his way to the door. 

In a low voice, he asked, “Who is it?” The person didn’t answer back. They either didn’t hear him or didn’t care. He finally opened his door a crack. The person staring back at him had beautiful, dark, penetrating eyes. It was Bonita. He opened the door fully and allowed her to come in. She looked down at the Colt in his belt and hesitated. He took the gun out and tossed it on the bed. 

“What time is it?” he asked.  

“It’s supper time,” she replied. “I’m hungry.”  

“Oh, and did you work up an appetite?” he asked her. She just chuckled in a seductive voice. ‘Come to think of it, her voice was always kind of seductive,’ he thought. Again, she didn’t respond to his previous comment. He noticed she had put her long hair back up on top of her head. She was dressed in a more casual skirt and blouse this time. The first three buttons on her blouse were left undone; that he did notice. Tonight, rather than eat at the hotel’s restaurant, he decided they could walk down the street to a little café off on a side street. He had seen it when he had gone to the gunsmith’s shop earlier in the day. The café served Mexican food. “You do like Mexican food, don’t you?” he asked her.  

She just looked at him kind of bemused. “I’m Spanish, you knew, that right?” she chided. Then they both laughed out loud.  

Inside the café they each ordered Margarita’s to drink. It was probably the biggest Margarita Clive had ever seen, and it was oh so good, too. 

While they enjoyed their drinks and their conversation, she asked. “Do you always answer the door with your Colt?”  

“No, but in my business, it’s a good habit to get into,” he said.  

“And by the way you own one too now.” Her big ebony eyes blinked a couple of time as if in utter surprise.  

“You can shoot?” he asked her again.  

“Well you saw my gun,” she responded.  

Clive laughed, “That’s not a gun, it’s just a toy,” he said.  

“Well let me shoot you with it then and see if you still call it a toy,” she said. Then they shared more laughter. 

“Have you ever shot anyone with it before?” he asked.  

She went silent for a couple of minutes then she said, “Yeah, I had to shoot a man in Tucumcari, New Mexico more than a year ago now. He got a little over zealous and hurt me,” she said.  

“And did he think it was a toy?” Clive asked.  

“He really couldn’t say, then he died,” she replied in a solemn voice. They were both silent after that. 

They finished their supper and headed back to the hotel. At the hotel, they stopped at the bar downstairs and bought a couple drinks. A whiskey for each, and a beer chaser for her. They took them to her room this time. Clive noticed her bed looked like it had been hastily made up, but he said nothing. They sat at a small table in her room it had two straight back chairs. “I’ll be back in just a moment,” he told her. He slipped out of her room, when he returned he was carrying a bundle under his arm. He threw it on her bed. She opened it up. “I told you I got you one,” he said when she opened it up and saw the Colt .45 and a holster. 

“I said you had one, too, now,” he chuckled. She pulled the gun out. “Be careful, he warned her, it’s loaded. To his surprise she checked it.  

“No, it isn’t,” she replied.  

“No, but it could have been. Always assume a gun is loaded, it’s much safer that way,” he admonished her.  

To his surprise, she picked up the holster wrapped it around her skirt and buckled it in place. Then she slid the gun back in the holster. Looking directly at him, she reached down and pulled the Colt in quick-draw fashion.  

To his surprise, she was able to draw it much faster than he would have ever imagined. He bent over and kissed her on the mouth. “You’re an amazing woman, Bonita Contreras. We’re going to make a great team you and me,” then he kissed her a second time.  

She wasn’t too sure about his reference about them being a team, but she let it go. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3 
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“You’re full of surprises yourself, Mr. Dawson,” she quipped batting her long eyelashes at him and giving him a sultry smile.  

“I have one more surprise too,” he said. “But it can wait until tomorrow,” he told her.  

She bit her lower lip and feigned a devious little pout. “You’re really not going to tell me now?” she said in an almost timid childlike voice.  

“Oh alright, I also bought each one of us a horse earlier today, and I have them both boarded over at the livery.” 

Now she showed some excitement in her eyes and her voice, after him having told her that. ‘She is kind of childlike,’ he thought.  

“How far away is this livery stable?” she asked. 

“It’s just a couple of short blocks from here, not far at all,” he replied.  

This time she threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. The taste of her made him a bit woozy and light-headed, perhaps it was just the Margarita on her breath? he chuckled to himself. 

“Tomorrow morning dress in your riding clothes, and after we have breakfast we’ll take the horses out for a short ride to get them acquainted with us,” Clive told her. Her eyes really sparkled when he said that. “You did tell me you could ride?” he prompted her.  

“Yes of course, and I can shoot too,” she teased him back.  

“Good, well then be sure to wear your Colt and we’ll just see if you can,” he chided her some more. 

Reluctantly, he told her he was tired and was going to turn in.  

“Old men need their sleep then, I guess,” she told him with a snicker.  

He left then headed down the hall to his room. He was a bit tempted to sneak out and hit one of the saloons for some more gambling. His luck had been pretty good earlier at Gilly’s. But, once he was settled back in his room, he thought better of it. He guessed maybe she was right. He was getting old and probably should just get some shut-eye. ‘Morning would come soon enough,’ he thought. 

Morning did come much faster. It seemed almost as though he’d barely been asleep at all. Much of his night had him dreaming about her. It had been a long time since he’d ever dreamt about a woman. Looking out his window the sun was already up well over the roof tops.  

A dusty haze hung in the air. He could feel the heat already penetrating through the glass window. He quickly dressed and normally he probably wouldn’t have taken time to shave, but this morning he did. No sooner had he finished when he heard that light tapping on his door. Who could that be, he chuckled to himself. This time though, he answered the door without his Colt in his belt. 

When he opened the door he wasn’t surprised to see Bonita standing there. But he was a little dazzled at the sight of her. She had on her riding clothes alright. Her riding britches were form fitting and her shirt was, no surprise, opened at the first three or so buttons. But even more surprisingly, she had her Colt .45 buckled low on her waist. He hadn’t realized just how tiny her waist really was until now. Perched on her head was the Stetson he’d picked out for her. She must have somehow gotten all her long dark hair concealed beneath the hat. “Wow, you look really amazing,” he told her.  

She did a slow turn for him to give him the full effect.  

“Wow,” he exclaimed again, shaking his head. “Annie Oakley has nothing on you,” he told her.  

“Annie who?” she said with a coy laugh. Then they hurried down the stairs to have breakfast. 

She drew more than a few stares from the men and a couple of women too, as they walked into the hotel’s small café. They ate their breakfast fairly quickly then headed over to the livery stable. Felix Lerma was already hard at work when they walked in. Clive introduced Bonita to him. Felix could hardly get the words out with his mouth hanging open and his eyes roaming over every inch of her. He and Clive saddled the two horses and Clive watched in awe as she put her foot into the stirrup and lithely glided up onto the saddle. Then the two quickly rode out of town. 

After they had gone a couple miles from town, they found a dry creek bed to stop at. A high bank rose on either side. It was perhaps twenty-five feet across. Clive figured this was as good a place as any to try out their new guns. He didn’t bring the Winchester this trip. Apparently, someone before them had thought this was a good place to target practice too. They found a couple of empty wooden dynamite boxes and several empty bean tins lying scattered along the creek bed. They would provide them with decent targets. Clive crossed the dry creek bed and set them up about fifteen to twenty feet out. 

“Do you know what we forgot in our haste to get out here?” he asked her. She gave him a bewildered look and shook her head. “A couple canteens and some water,” he said.  

“You’re right,” she answered.  

He told her, he would make it a point to get those when they got back to town. “We’ll be needing some saddlebags, too,” he lamented.  

“Well, let’s get our shooting done then, and head back to town,” she said.  

Clive went first. He was no slouch with a gun, she could tell that right away. A can danced after every shot he took. When it was Bonita’s turn, he was again surprised. She had a pretty good eye and had few misses to show for it. They fired quite a few rounds between them. Bonita was no sharpshooter, like Annie Oakley, but she was much better than Clive would have expected. ‘With practice she would get better and better,’ he thought. 

The sun was relentless beating down on them, and after perhaps an hour or so of shooting they were both ready to call it quits. They finally fired one last load, then decided to pack it in for the day. On the trip back Clive found himself watching Bonita as she rode along. Her large bosom bouncing seductively beneath her cotton shirt, keeping a steady rhythm with each step her horse took. Soon they would be back in town. Right now, all Clive could think about was gulping down a big mug of beer. 

When they got back to town they dropped their horses off at the livery. Then Clive and Bonita headed for the saloon. They didn’t even bother to change their clothes first. Gilly’s Saloon was their first stop. Clive was surprised when he ordered a beer and Bonita did as well. “What no whiskey and beer chaser this time?” he asked her.  

“I’m thirsty,” she replied, taking a big gulp the minute, the barkeep set her beer mug on the bar. Clive chuckled over that. She downed the mug and banged it on the bar to order another.  

‘Not very lady like,’ he thought. 

Two mangy-looking cowpokes standing next to her at the bar drinking, gave her a sideways glance. One man spoke something to the other man. Clive couldn’t hear what they said. Bonita leaned in close to the one man who’d spoken out. “I can, and I will,” she said to him rather matter-of-factly.  

Clive heard those words loud and clear. The two men downed their beers and moved on. “What was that conversation all about?” Clive asked.  

“No conversation, the man asked me if I could shoot, and would I, if he were to feel my arse? I told him I can, and I will. I guess they believed me, they moved on I see.”  

After drinking a couple of beers, they headed back to the hotel to wash up and change their clothes before having lunch. 

When they met for lunch Clive wore pants, a shirt and leather vest, and of course his Colt .45 strapped on his leg. Bonita had changed back into her red dress. They had a quick lunch then the two of them went over to the Mercantile so they could purchase a couple canteens and two saddlebags. While Bonita picked out some lady’s necessities, Clive bought extra ammunition to replace what they had used up during their target practice. Then they returned to the Royal Hotel together. 

The following morning after having their breakfast, Clive and Bonita saddled up and rode in a southeast direction. About three or four miles out of Tucson they reined in their horses. A top a high bluff to their immediate left was as good a place as any to ride down and intercept the Wells Fargo stage coming out of Tucson headed for Tombstone. Before leaving town, Bonita had tightly wrapped her upper body in a muslin sheath to downplay her large bosom, dressed as she was now you would never guess she was really a woman. Her voluptuous womanly attributes were now carefully concealed. Her disguise was hot and not very comfortable to be sure, but it would have to do if she were to conceal her true identity. 

Clive took a quick sip of whiskey from a flask in his saddlebag. He was somewhat nervous for sure. The stage should be carrying a large sum of money, transferring the miner’s payroll for the Copper Queen in Bisbee is what they were hoping for. Clive and Bonita waited impatiently for the stage. It was hot as sweat trickled down their backs while they waited. After nearly an hour they began to wonder if they had somehow miscalculated and missed the stage. 

Then suddenly Clive saw a big ball of dust rolling across the desert floor perhaps a mile up the trail from where they lay in wait. Their hearts began to race and their palms were wet with sweat. It would be difficult to even hold their guns at this rate. The stage was closing in fast. They pulled their bandannas up to conceal their faces. Clive pulled his Winchester out of his scabbard and trained it steadily on the shotgun guard sitting to the left of the driver. A moment later as the stage pulled into range, Clive fired two shots. He saw the guard slump in the box. The guard never knew what hit him. Clive and Bonita raced their mounts down to intersect the approaching stage. The driver was frantically whipping the horses to get more speed from them. 

Clive and Bonita raced up alongside the stage. They could see passengers in the coach, but they weren’t putting up any fight. Bonita fired a couple of rounds from her Colt .45. The driver must have decided then to bring the coach to a stop. He braked hard and the horses complied. After about a hundred yards the stagecoach came to an abrupt halt. As the driver turned in his seat and pulled his gun. Clive fired two more times as the driver slumped in the seat atop the fallen shotgun guard. 

Clive yelled at the passengers in the coach to step out. A man, probably in his late fifties with snow white hair and pallid complexion, jumped down out of the coach followed by a woman, perhaps his daughter. She looked to be thirtyish, thin with long red hair. Bonita stayed mounted holding her gun on the pair. Clive rode up next to the stage and found the driver to have only a shoulder wound so he was still able to move about. He ordered the driver to throw down the strong box beneath his feet. He struggled somewhat, after being wounded and all, but finally managed to throw the strong box to the ground. 

Bonita ordered the lady passenger to throw her satchel up to her, as she caught it in mid-air. Clive dismounted and ordered the male passenger to hand over his wallet and a watch if he had one. The man quickly responded. Clive then shot the lock off the strongbox. He grabbed what appeared to be two money sacks out of the box and shoved them into his saddlebags. While his back was turned the male passenger made a move to grab him from behind. Bonita, seeing this, fired another round from her Colt, causing the man to grab his left arm. The lady passenger, seeing what happened, let out a blood curdling scream and ran to the man’s aid. Then he, too, slumped to the ground. Clive quickly remounted, gave a quick wave to Bonita and she and Clive rode swiftly away from the stranded Wells Fargo stagecoach. Going back in the direction from which they had come. 

They rode at full gallop for probably a mile, then finally slowed their pace to give their horses a break. Then, casually, they rode back into town, but stayed off the main trail and followed parallel to it so as not to encounter any other wagons or riders on their return trip back to their hotel in Tucson. When they were back at the livery Clive made a point to look for Felix the stableman, but they didn’t see him anywhere about, that was lucky for them. Clive quickly unsaddled both horses then grabbed his rifle and saddlebags and the two of them carefully headed back to the hotel. The hotel had a back door, so they used it to enter, hopefully without being seen. 

When they were back in Bonita’s room, she quickly undressed, taking her hat off carefully so as to not mess her hair up any worse than it already was after having been stuffed in a hat all this time. Clive was a little taken aback when he saw her strip out of her clothes and down to her unmentionables. She unwrapped the muslin that had restrained her bosom and Clive just watched in awe. She paid him no mind. After watching her undress, he finally turned his attention back to his saddlebags that he’d thrown on the floor. As expected, the two cloth bags did contain a substantial amount of cash. Not the payroll that they had hoped for, but a sizeable amount of money nonetheless. Overall, not too bad for an afternoon’s work. He chuckled out loud. 

Bonita pulled on her robe then grabbed her soap and a towel and told him she was going to take a bath. The hotel’s bath facility was at the end of the hall about four doors or so down. Clive said he’d wash up a bit too and change out of his trail clothes. He shaved and was about to undress when he heard a tapping on his door. He grabbed his Colt and cracked open the door. 

Of course, it was Bonita. She smelled nice and fresh, even at this distance. “I saved you some water if you hurry,” she said.  

Clive thanked her, grabbed his soap and towel and disappeared down the hall. Having a bath facility in the hotel was a real nice perk, certainly. ‘Not all hotels were so accommodating’, he thought. 

About an hour later he tapped lightly on her door this time. She answered, wearing his favorite red dress. “Is the lady hungry?” he asked.  

“I’m famished,” she responded.  

They ate supper in the hotel. They didn’t dare discuss the robbery, certainly not in public, to many prying eyes and ears, so to speak. After they finished eating they walked the boardwalk seemingly like any loving couple, whether they were husband and wife or not. Men passersby ogled her in her red dress. Clive couldn’t much blame them. She was a beauty to behold. 

They skipped going to Gilly’s on this night and sought out a different saloon. ‘If it had gambling, so much the better,’ Clive thought. Just a short way down from Gilly’s, they found the Emporium. It appeared to be a little higher-class saloon. Bonita liked the looks of it, so they went inside. To Clive’s pleasure, they had quite a few gambling tables. They also had some soiled doves roaming about the saloon. But none had quite the looks or class Bonita Contreras had, that was for sure. Up at the bar, Clive ordered Bonita her whiskey and beer chaser. He settled for a whiskey, then set out to find a card game. She downed her whiskey in a single gulp, then took a long sip of frothy cold beer. This saloon had ice, the cold beer felt good going down. She was going to need another real soon. 

Her drinking was interrupted when two men approached her. Both wore tin stars on their chests. The lanky dark-haired stranger sidled up next to her with a stern look on his face. The other man, probably his deputy, stood back just watching her as well, as the other patrons in the bar. “You must be new in town,” the lawman said.  

She gave him a sensuous, yet at the same time friendly smile.  

“I don’t believe I’ve had the pleasure, my names Russell Karns, Sheriff Russell Karns, but friends call me Russ,” he said.  

“A sheriff with friends. I’m impressed,” she replied.  

Russell Karns was tall and lanky with dark wavy hair. He had handsome chiseled features, and a sinewy muscled body with broad shoulders. He just looked at her, she wasn’t sure he appreciated her comment.  

“I’m Bonita Contreras and my friends call me,” she licked her lips seductively, “many things,” she said. 

“All good I hope?” the sheriff answered.  

“They all seem to think I’m good,” she told him. She could see, he was focused on her chest. She wasn’t even sure he’d heard a word, she said.  

“Well I need to get back to patrolling, perhaps I’ll see you again sometime?” he said. He still hadn’t looked her in the eye.  

“I will look forward to that sheriff,” she said, in a whispery sultry voice. 

Bonita finished her beer then looked around the saloon to see if she could spot Clive. She saw him sitting at a table with three other men. From the stack of currency in front of him it appeared he might be having a really good night as well. She made her way over to his table and stood just behind him and put her hands on his shoulders. He looked up at her and gave a loving smile. A few minutes later she sashayed away from his table.  

“Is that your lady friend?” one of the three men asked him.  

Clive nodded.  

“And you’re sitting here playing cards with us?”  

“Appears so,” Clive nodded again, with a sly grin. 

After a couple more hands were played, Clive bought drinks for the table, then politely folded his cards and excused himself saying that it was past his bed time. The three men looked around the saloon, he knew who they were looking for. They all just smiled at him appreciatingly. He looked around the saloon himself as he got to his feet. After some looking about, he finally located Bonita she was sitting near the back of the saloon at a table with three other ladies. Well not exactly, they were obviously prostitutes. He could tell by their manner of dress kind of sleezy. 

When he approached the table, Bonita got up. She said something to the others, which with all the noise in the place, he couldn’t hear what was said. The three at the table gave him a big smile. “I’m ready to leave,” he told Bonita.  

“Yeah, it’s probably past your bedtime, I’m guessing,” she said with a hearty chuckle.  

Clive put his arm around her shoulders and led her outside. On the boardwalk they passed by the sheriff and his deputy, but they didn’t acknowledge Bonita and Clive. 

Back at the hotel, Clive asked if she wanted something. She hesitated for a moment. “Oh, from the bar, you mean?”  

Clive wasn’t quite sure how to take her comment. He got a whiskey and she did too, no chaser this time though. While they sat at a table Clive asked her. “Who were those floozies you were sitting with in the saloon?” 

Bonita batted her eyelashes at him. “Why, were you interested?” she asked.  

“Not me,” he nodded.  

Bonita laughed. “They’re working girls just like me,” she said.  

“Not like you,” Clive was quick to reply.  

“The one is owner of the saloon, she offered me a job, but I declined her offer. I told her I’m selective who I sleep with,” Bonita said.  

Clive just looked at her. “You could say I free-lance,” then she chuckled again. “The owner said that’s fine with her. ‘Just don’t be free-lancing in here’ she told me.”  

Clive finished his beer. Bonita chugged down the last few drops of hers and then they headed upstairs to bed. 
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Chapter 4 
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For the next several days the outlaw couple relaxed and frequented some of the other drinking and gambling establishments in town, but never straying too far from their hotel. In the meantime, Clive was busy planning and plotting their next adventure. To his utter surprise Bonita was urging him to branch out and explore other nefarious means for increasing their wealth. One day over lunch, as they enjoyed a casual conversation, Clive asked her, “Perhaps robbing a bank would be more to your liking?” 

She gave him a devious smile. “So, when do we do it, and which bank?” 

There were two banks in town that he was aware of; the Bank of Tucson, and the Cattlemen’s Bank at the southern edge of Tucson. Early the next day they saddled their horses and did a little surveillance of the two locations. Bonita went in the Bank of Tucson under the pretext of exchanging some larger bills into smaller denominations. The money she exchanged was some of what they had stolen days before from the Wells Fargo stage hold-up. The bank had a single teller window. A man stood nearby, she suspected he might be the banks guard. She couldn’t see the banks vault, if they even had one. 

It was Clive’s turn next. They rode their horses over to the Cattlemen’s Bank. Clive went inside and used the same premise as Bonita, exchanging large bills for smaller denominations. He later told Bonita the bank had a teller cage handled by a grey-haired older woman wearing spectacles. Clive said her eyesight seemed rather poor. He saw what appeared to be a large safe rather than a vault and at that hour at least the safe’s door appeared to be left ajar. In either case, neither bank seemed to be busy at the time. He didn’t see any signs of the bank having an armed guard there either. 

The two would-be bank robbers rode back to the livery and dropped off their horses. Felix, the liveryman, told them he would unsaddle their horses for them. All the while he was looking at Bonita dressed in her riding attire. Clive thought the little Mexican was about to drool over her. 

When they were back in their hotel bar, “It’s not going to be as easy as the stage hold-up had been,” he told Bonita. The Cattlemen’s Bank, in his estimation, seemed like a better choice to rob. It wasn’t as busy, no signs of a guard, at least he didn’t see one. And the little old lady will probably pee all over herself when they flashed a gun at her. The best thing though was the location. It wasn’t very close to where they were staying at the hotel. 
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