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Chapter One
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Sam Colder was cold. It was spring and midday, but this high up in the Black Mountains, it was chilly. 

When Dancer pulled up on a rise, they both stared out at the land below them.

“Still more than half a day’s ride to Orange,” he told Dancer, patting her neck. “But we ain’t in no rush, and it looks like there is a cantina down there. Looks like it's got a sweet little barn. We can arrive rested and well fed.

The filly snorted and ended the discussion by starting down the hill.

The idea of stopping at the little cantina was attractive. He’d be in the town soon enough, and he’d learn what he could. But locals could be closed mouthed about things when talking to a stranger. But out here, talking about your neighbors, especially snooty townfolk, was practically a great American pastime. 

As they approached the welcoming cantina, a small suntanned boy ran up to him, running alongside and then taking Dancer’s reins as he dismounted. “You stay?”

“We will see, but if you want to earn a coin, you can feed and water Dancer for me.”

The boy held her head and stroked her nose with a confidence that suggested he and horses got along just fine. “She is muy bonita, this one.”

Dancer flicked her ears at the compliment and Sam figured he was leaving her in good hands.

The cantina was a little dark and smelled of smoke, but also food. His stomach growled as he walked up to the bar. Behind it, an old man sat, still as a statue. 

“Hola,” he said.

There was no movement. No answer.

Through the doorway into the kitchen in back, he saw a fine-looking young woman cooking on the wood stove. Stirring a fine-smelling stew. At a glance, he guessed she was Indian. Apache.

Just then, a Mexican woman came past her, bursting into the room. She was a tiny bit on the plump side. He made her to be in her late twenties. She greeted him cheerfully. 

“Hola, señor. Welcome."

"Something smell good in there," he said.

"Si. We have a rabbit stew and homemade bread. To drink we have a decent mescal, and rotten whisky,” she said.

“I’ll take a meal and a mescal,” he said. “Do you have rooms?”

She ran her eyes over him and twisted her mouth. After a minute, she nodded and poured him a glass of yellow mescal. “Si. They are simple and the bed is rough.”

“That sounds fine.” Looking through the door, he saw the boy had unsaddled Dancer and was grooming her. “Seeing as the boy seems to be stabling my horse, if he ain’t adopting her, I guess I’m not going anywhere.” He flipped a coin on the counter. “I’ll take a rough room and board for one night for me and my horse.”

She put the coin away and hurried off to get his food from the kitchen, which was partly outside in the back. 

Sam took his drink and sat at a table. He positioned the chair so that when he sat, the front door was slightly to his left and the doorway to the kitchen to his right.

She brought the food in a bowl, with warm bread wrapped in a towel. She had a gun stuck in the belt at her waist.

He dug in. She refilled his glass and then went behind the counter. She glanced at him periodically.

“Expecting trouble?” he asked.

She looked at him. “Trouble?”

“You are packing a gun and doing a fine job of keeping an eye on me.”

She chuckled. “The day before, two men came here. Passing through, they said. Headed for Orange. Looking for work, they said."

“Jobs? I’d think that failed miners would take up whatever jobs there are.”

"They were not nice men and not miners.”

“Men that don’t pay for services rendered, for instance?”

She looked embarrassed for a moment. Just for a moment, then she realized he wasn’t judging her. “They were men who think it is right to take what they want. There is no law up here and they were young gunmen.”

“Curious. A mining town hiring gunmen. Maybe one or more mines had a big strike and worry about bandits making off with it.” He’d heard of a town doing that. 

She laughed. “If George Roberts is hiring those men to keep bandits away, then he is a foolish man who hires the fox to guard the henhouse. But I think he is no fool."

That seemed as far as that conversation could go, but as Sam returned to his meal, he got to wondering what sort of plan this Mr. Roberts had up his sleeve. 

Jenna Ellis had told him that Roberts owned the general store and freight company. That let him act as town banker as well. That wasn’t an unusual setup. The people who sold things to miners were often the only people in mining towns to strike it rich. But it was also a setup that made it easy to use the law and bookkeeping to rob people.

When he finished, the woman took his bowl and refilled his glass. He had just rocked his chair back against the wall and lit a cigarette when three men rode in. They wore sour faces and spoke in loud voices. 

The boy came running up to them, as he had Sam. One of the men, a man with a scar on his cheek, yanked his foot out of the stirrup and kicked him, sending him tumbling in the dirt. 

“You stay away from us, you filthy brat!”

The boy got up, brushed himself off, and went back to the barn.

The men stomped in, brushing trail dust off, and sat at a table across the room.

“Whisky,” Scarface shouted.

The lady didn’t mention that all they had was bad whisky. She simply brought a bottle and three glasses to the table. A small man paid her for it. Scarface put his hand on her ass. 

“We been traveling a ways,” he said. “A man works up an appetite traveling.”

“We have a stew,” she said. 

“I was thinking of something more along the lines of some sweet Mexican pussy.”

She shrugged. “Such things have a price.”

“How much?” 

“For you?”

He smiled at the others and nodded. 

With an embarrassed glance at Sam, she bent down and whispered in his ear.

He ran his hand over her ass. "That'll do," he said.

She turned to walk toward the back. But he grabbed her arm. “Not in back,” he said.

He stood and took off his gun belt, putting in on the back of his chair. “We will do it right here, chica.” 

He pushed her back against the wall and hiked up her dress, putting his hand on her pussy. Then he dropped his pants. He was hard. 

He moved between her legs, lifting them. She grunted as he shoved his prick into her. 

His hips twitched a couple of times, then he shouted: “Damn!”

He put her legs down and stepped back, pulling up his pants. 

"That was quick," the youngest man said, chuckling.

"That weren't no fuck," Scarface said. He yanked up his pants and sat down. "I ain’t paying you for whatever that was, chica.”

She pulled her dress down. “You agreed to a price. It is not my fault if you come so fast.” 

He glared at her. “Yeah, well whose fault is it? Maybe we should all fuck you and see whose fault that is.”

Sam got up and walked over to the table. The woman’s eyes grew wide. He stopped and looked at the men. “Pay the lady what you agreed, mister.”

Scarface glanced over his shoulder. “You mind your own business, cowboy.”

“You made a deal and you are gonna stick to it.”

The man stood, and turned, but Sam reached for his cross-draw holster and had his Colt in the man’s face before he was completely facing him.

“Pay the lady.”

“What lady? You mean this whore?”

Sam pulled the hammer back. “Pay the lady the money you agreed on for that sweet Mexican pussy you wanted.”

“That weren’t no fuck.”

“Her part was. It ain’t her fault if that was as close as you could get to one. So pay her.”

“Or what?”

Sam chewed his words a bit. “Or I’ll shoot you in the kneecap.” He stepped closer and used his left hand to slip the man’s pistol out of the holster hanging on the chair. “Then, while you are crying like a baby, I’ll dig in your poke and give the lady twice what you agreed to. For damages.”

“I’m unarmed,” the man said.

“Your two trigger-happy friends aren’t. And their eager manner is putting your life in danger.”

The man stretched out his arm, trying to make it a casual gesture, but Sam knew the movement. He slapped the man’s wrist with his gun barrel. The derringer strapped to the man’s wrist went off, the shot slapping the wall.

The small man looked stunned and froze; the third man went for his gun. Sam shot him in the chest with Scarface’s pistol, the bullet knocking him over backward. 

As the man fell, Sam waved the barrel of his colt at Scarface’s eyes. “Okay, now that changes the situation. You are going to pay the lady twice what you agreed, and leave.”

The man’s face had turned pale. “You killed him.”

“That’s what I do to people who draw on me.” He smiled at the small man. “Keep that in mind."

Scarface reached in his pocket and took out some coins and put them on the table. Sam glanced at the woman, and she nodded. 

“Put them in her hand and thank her for the lovely fuck.”

Scarface was trembling with rage, but he went through the motions. 

Sam pointed his gun barrel at the door. “Now you best leave, taking your late friend along with you. Take him into town, where you can get him a decent burial. You got a half-day ride to Orange ahead of you.”

Scarface glowered. “Bastard.” 

They carried the dead man out, with Sam following to watch them drape him over his horse. Scarface was tying the man to the saddle and fidgeting. Then he made a play, going for the gun in the dead man’s holster. 

As it cleared leather, Sam shot him in chest. A strange look of surprise came over him and he collapsed into the dirt and lay still.

When things started happening, the small man ducked between horses. 

Sam moved to get an angle on him and squatted down to find the man’s legs. The man lurched out behind Sam. Another shot rang out, followed by a scream. The small man pitched forward. 

He had his gun out, but now he sprawled face down in the dirt. Dead.

The boy came out of the barn carrying Sam’s Winchester rifle. “I hope you don’t mind,” he said.

“Not hardly,” Sam said. “That was damn good shooting and much appreciated.”

The boy beamed. “I shot my first elk this year.”

“Well, then you'll understand that now we have to do the dirty work.”

“Dirty work?”

“Killing is necessary at times, but it comes with responsibilities. I am going to need you to help me bury these assholes.”

“We can drag them into the brush. The coyotes will be grateful.”

“The problem is that we don’t know much about these fellas. They might have friends. If someone comes looking for them, we don’t want them stumbling by the bodies close by. If we haul this trio a distance and bury them, I don’t think they’ll be much missed.”

“Si. I will empty their pockets first, okay?”

“And their saddlebags. Keep anything of value. We will need to get rid of their horses.”

The woman put her arm around Sam. “My neighbor down the hill knows people who will buy guns and horses without asking foolish questions.”

Sam smiled. They were in wild country and the guns and horses would be gone fast. “Some people just don’t appreciate the value of good neighbors.” 

While the boy got a pick and shovels, the woman took the reins and led the horses down the hill. Sam appreciated their pragmatism.
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The boy, whose name was Paco, clutched his rifle and looked at Sam. "I never killed a man before."

"Needed doing," Sam said. "And you did it right fine."

"Si. A vicious animal must be killed."

Sam was impressed by the way he accepted that it had to be done. It didn't upset him. But then, out here staying alive wasn't easy. You had to fight. 

“How old are you?"

"Ten."

"So, you made it all the way to ten without having to kill. Not bad.” 

The Mexican woman was named Consuela; the younger woman he’d seen in the kitchen, was Lito. As far as the old man went... “call him abuelo,” Paco said. “Everyone does.”

So, grandfather it was, even though speaking to him was like talking to a tree stump.

“We are a band of strays,” Paco said proudly. “Like a pack of lobos grises — gray wolves.” 

The way he explained it, abuelo lost his family to disease and accident. He took Consuela in when her parents died. They'd been vainly trying to farm a nearby plot of land. Paco ran away from his family when they were passing through, headed to work farmland on the Rio Grande for some landowner. And Lito was a widow. Bandits killed her husband and burned their house.

Now they lived by catering to travelers. It should have been a boring existence, except that now he and Paco were burying the bodies of these recent travelers in a spot of soft earth a far distance up on the hillside. Far enough from the cantina to not be obvious.

It was getting dark when they returned. Consuela brought him a drink, and they all ate dinner together. Seeing Abuelo opening his mouth to eat was reassuring.

Paco left for the stable. “It is my kingdom,” he said. “Like the Inca warriors.”

“But nicer,” Sam said.

Lita slipped away. Consuela cleared the table and poured Sam another drink. When he finished it, she lit a lamp and sat with him. She touched his arm. “Our Lita is taken with you,” she said.

The comment, that Consuela would tell him, surprised him. “She is lovely.”

Consuela nodded and stood. “I will show you to your room,” she said.

She led the way. The lamp wasn’t necessary, as the room wasn’t far and the night sky was clear and bright.

Inside the room, she put the lamp on the table and went to open the shutters. The shadowy light let him see Lita. She lay on his bed,  gloriously naked. She was stretched out, staring at him with big eyes, running her hands ran over her own body, stroking those firm dusky thighs. A delicious invitation.

Sam stepped to the bed and she opened her legs and touched her pussy. 

Consuela came close and undid his shirt and slipped it off him, then moved behind him, her hands stroking his chest, her soft breasts pressing into his back. 

“Her husband was a warrior. She misses him greatly. What you did earlier, killing those men, aroused her.” Consuela’s hand undid his pants and slipped down to his hard cock to stroke it. “Our Lita misses the insistent thrust of her warrior’s hard lance penetrating her.”

Sam needed no encouragement. He shoved his pants down and sat on the bed, slipping off his mocassins and then his pants. As he turned toward the woman, she rolled over, getting on her knees, and raising her ass up... offering herself to him. Sam’s hand stroked her soft ass cheeks and then traced the lines of her swollen pussy lips and she let out a low guttural cry... a cat in heat. 

Consuela sat on the bed, leaning back against the wall. Sam was aware of her watching, hiking up her skirt and putting a hand between her legs as he held his stiff cock and moved behind Lita. Consuela licked her lips as he pressed the tip of the prick between the soft lips and slid his hungry, stiff flesh into her. 

A soft moan and the welcoming warmth of her wet, waiting cunt surrounding his cock greeted him as he penetrated into her. He rocked into her, plunging his prick into the depths of her pussy. The woman rested her cheek on the sheets and pressed her ass back to meet his thrusts. 

Sam held her hips and settled into a rhythm as a slim, delicate hand snaked back to touch his balls. The finger moved to tease the underside of his cock as it moved in and out of her while his balls slapped against those slender fingers.

“Take her hard.” Consuela’s finger were thrusting into her cunt; her face was flush and her voice was strained. She was coming.

“Yess...” Lita moaned. Her cunt contracted around his throbbing tool as she came. The delightful squeezing pushed Sam to the edge. He pounded into her as he came and he enjoyed the spurting of his seed as he emptied his balls into the woman.

When he slipped out of her, Lita sighed. Next to them, Consuela was coming too. After her climax she sat there, slumped against the wall, breathing with her mouth open. Lita put a finger in her own cunt and then put it in Consuela’s mouth.

They lay together in the bed and slept. But in the night, Sam woke to find Lita kissing Consuela on the mouth, then working her way down her body. Shudders escaped Consuela’s lips and her hand stroked his stiff cock. 

He watched them, putting a hand on Lita’s back, running down over her ass. Then he shifted so he could suck each of Consuela’s nipples in turn. The woman was getting close to coming. “Explode, amiga,” he told her.

Her body convulsed and she moaned.

As she relaxed, Sam sat up and lifted Lita turned her and putting her head to toe over Consuela. Consuela began fingering her. 

Sam got up and stood behind Lita, bending over to spread her ass cheeks apart. Consuela guided his cock to Lita’s pussy and Sam filled the woman’s cunt. But after a few strokes, he pulled out of her and brought it to her anus. 

Lita tensed, but Consuela was fingering her, working her hand into Lita’s cunt as Sam pressed his prick through the tight opening, impaling her. As Sam felt Consuela’s fingers against his prick, Lita let out another anguished animal cry.

Her ass was tight, and the pressure of Consuela’s fingers on his prick made the pleasure incredibly intense. Gripping her hips tightly, he plundered her ass, reaming it out.

“Ayah!” she cried, her body shaking. “Come for me. Come in my ass!”

After a time of hard thrusting, that’s exactly what he did, unleashing a torrent of cum inside her.

He lay on her, satisfied, and then they slept.
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Early on a clear spring morning in the town of Orange, Nicki Foggarty kissed her husband goodbye and walked him to the door. 

When he turned and headed through the early morning light, strolling down the main street of the town, she pulled back the curtain to watch him. 

He stopped a few doors down, having reached at the assay office. Elijah said a perfunctory good morning to the armed man guarding the place, unlocked the door, and stepped inside to begin a day's work. 

It was the same every morning, for Elijah was a man of routine. He would be at his desk until noon, when he would have lunch with other important men at Kathy’s restaurant. 

When the workday ended, he’d stop in Roscoe’s for a beer. Just one beer. Then Nicki would see him when he came home to dinner.

Once she was certain of how closely her husband stuck to his routine, that suited her just fine. And on days like this, when she could see sheriff Ralph Means standing on the boardwalk, smoking a hand rolled and looking over at her door, she liked it even better. 

Releasing the curtain, she smoothed her dress and went into the kitchen, heading to the back door, inhaling with pleasure when Ralph Means opened the door and came in. 

She shivered a little at the sight of him and the hunger in his eyes. 

He looked good. Too damn good. Although his hair was a sandy color, he had a dark, sinister look that excited her. The man wasn’t handsome and he sure as hell wasn’t charming, but he had a sense of danger about him. He’d killed men. And a dangerous man, a man who would kill, and who was attracted to her, a man like that could be useful. 

He came to her wordlessly, taking her in his arms, kissing her and then smiling at her. That smile was hardly what she would call friendly. It was lusty, however, and matched the twinkling sparks in his eyes.

His hands caressed her ass. “You didn’t come yesterday,” she said, trying not to make it sound like an accusation. 

He shrugged. “I couldn’t find that fool deputy of mine. Will ain’t nowhere to be found."

"So?"

"It was freight morning. One of us needs to be around to supervise the unloading of the freight wagon.”

“George’s wagon,” she said.

“George’s freight company.”

“Well, that bastard tried to get it on with me.”

He took off his gun belt and put it on the table, then put his arm around her. “Did he now? Can’t say as I blame him.”

“Me and Elijah had dinner with him for no apparent reason, except he invited us. The whole time we was eating, he had his hand on my leg. When Elijah was busy, he asked me to go up to his office. He said I should be nice to him because he could get other men to do the job Elijah does easy enough.”

“Probably true... about Elijah, anyways,” Ralph said. “Maybe you need to remind me why I care what happens to your husband.”

“You shouldn’t care what happens to him, but you might want to think about his wife. If he gets fired, he would have to go to another town to find work. I’d have to go with him.”

He undid the top of her dress and fondled her bare breasts. “Thinking about his wife is all I been doing all morning, Nicki. Now I want you to remind me of what I’d be missing out on if you left.”

“You are a pig, too, Ralph Means.”

“No, I’m your stallion and I’m smelling a mare in heat.”

“And?”

He rubbed his body against hers. “I’m gonna mount you soon enough, but I woke up feeling real sexy. Before I can give you a fine reaming, you need to calm me down.”

She smiled at him. In some ways, Ralph was predictable as all get out and that was good. She counted on it. As long as she played the game he enjoyed, she had a chance of getting him to work with her, of doing what she needed done. The problem was his strange loyalty to George Roberts. Not to him exactly, but to his job as sheriff. He had odd ideas of law and order.

And the ploy of getting him jealous, thinking George was coming onto her hadn't really worked. She couldn't believe he didn't care, so maybe he didn't believe her. Deciding to let that go, she put her hands on his chest, then slid them down to undo his pants, opening them, reaching inside for his hard cock. 

While she stroked his cock, she got up on her tiptoes and kissed him, tasting his tongue. "I know what you want," she said, smiling and sinking down onto her knees. She looked up at him knowing he liked seeing her holding his swollen prick, taking it in her mouth. Hesitating a beat, just to tease him, she bent her face down and ran her tongue over his hard fleshy stalk. 

He sighed as she licked the damn thing, getting it wet. But when she finally took it in her mouth, he held her head and let out a joyful moan. She used her tongue and lips to arouse him, sucking his cock. 

“Oh you are a lovely cocksucker, Mrs. Foggarty,” he said. 

He loved to call her Mrs. Foggarty when he was screwing her. But then, she liked it too. It reminded her that she was cheating on Elijah. 

"Suck harder," Ralph said. She did and he came, his prick pulsing as he shot his jism in her mouth. When his prick softened, she released it. He smiled and wiped it on her cheek.

“Let’s have a drink,” he said. “You can tell me all about the grief George is giving you.”

His lack of outrage disappointed her. She wondered if he was teasing her. 

“I can handle him. I just wish that he would stop it,” she said, getting out a whisky bottle and glasses. She kept it in a cabinet behind the sink. Elijah didn’t drink.

“Well, not much we can say to him about it. He’s the boss of the town. I'm just the sheriff. Unless you want to charge him with rape...”

This was her opportunity. “I want to talk about why he is the boss,” she said.

Ralph gave her a strange look. “He’s rich. He runs the store and loans people money while they wait to strike it rich.”

“And he forecloses on them, buys up their claims. He is risking everything now.”

He scowled. “What are you thinking?”

“An old thought and a new one. I've always said that it’s a crime that George Roberts is getting filthy rich while you and Elijah are picking up the crumbs.”
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