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About the Book




Liz Kelley was the orneriest hellcat Saddler
had ever run into. But he liked the money her millionaire father
offered him to bring her home, and he loved the way the sexy
spitfire tried to fight him. The only problem with his plan was her
desperado boyfriend. Before he knew it, Saddler had the outlaw hot
to put him six feet under, and the wildcat heiress even hotter to
gun him down—between the sheets or anywhere else.

 



 







One




 


Denver had changed a lot since the last time
I’d been there. The wild old town had grown into a real city. They
didn’t have electric streetcars like they did back East, but it
wouldn’t be long now, everybody said. There was a big, new, stone
public library and piped-in water and even a gaudy, just-built
opera house.

I wasn’t too interested in the library or
the opera house, and I hardly ever drink water when there is
something better available. The last high stakes poker game I was
in, down in Sandstream, New Mexico, had left me flatter than a
flapjack. I dropped everything but my horse and saddle and guns and
my daddy’s wind-up silver watch.

I’m a firm believer in luck—every real
gambler is—and the cards had been running against me in New Mexico
and other places one town after another. I could have sweetened the
odds by working a few tricks I knew, but I resisted the temptation
because once you start card tricks it gets so you can’t do it any
other way. Not to mention that you can get shot or lynched.

So I rode north to Colorado, figuring that a
change of scenery might bring a change of luck. Denver was the
place to go, and that’s where I went. The Mile High City was the
liveliest burg in the whole Southwest, though I wasn’t feeling all
that lively when I arrived there. There was an empty feeling where
my belly usually was; I had used up the last of the tobacco and
whiskey days before.

It was night when I rode in, and my belly
growled when I passed one restaurant after another. Steak, oysters,
roast duck! Jesus Christ! I was hungry.

That’s how it is with me. One day I’m living
high on the hog, the next it’s cold beans straight from the can. I
had held out just enough money to put my horse up for a couple of
nights; only a fool looks out for himself before he takes care of
his animal.

A lot less than a dollar was in my pocket
when I went into a saloon and bought a mug of beer, which entitled
me to dig in at the free lunch counter. Or so I thought. I was
lifting the cover off the bowl of pigs’ feet when the bouncer, a
gent with the build of a beer barrel, came over and put the lid
back on the bowl.

He looked as if he had been a prizefighter
in the past. An iron-jawed face thickened with scars; he was far
from friendly and determined to earn his pay.

“For that you have to buy two beers,”
he growled. “House rule. We can’t let you spend a nickel and think
it’s Christmas. Buy the other beer or take yourself
off.”

I bought the second beer and went back to
the pigs’ feet. I used the wooden tongs to probe in the mess of
brine. After I got one out and smelled it, I decided one was
enough. The chopped red cabbage didn’t look that bad, but the
pickle I put beside it was soggy.

I managed to get it all down and it stayed
down after I thumped myself a few times in the gut. The bouncer
watched me with his kindly, dangerous smile. Those pigs’ feet
tasted as rank as they smelled.

I was drinking the last of the beer when a
big blond woman came in and spoke to the bouncer. There was
something about her that I couldn’t place.

The bouncer was saying, “No, I ain’t seen
him today. Yesterday I did, not today or tonight. If he comes in
I’ll send him home.”

The blond woman nodded and turned to go. I
still couldn’t tie her to a time or a place. She looked away from
me and then looked back. A slow smile spread across her heavy,
pretty face.

“Is that you, Saddler?” she said,
coming close.

“Sure,” I said.

“You big Texas bastard,” she said,
still smiling. “I’ll bet you don’t even remember who I
am.”

I didn’t. “It is you,” I said.

“Who am I?”

I looked around. “It wouldn’t be polite to
mention a lady’s name in a place like this.”

“Smooth as ever, aren’t you? I’ll give you
a hint—Rosie’s place in El Paso. Five years ago.”

“Ellie Manx!” I said. “Sure I
remember. What a time we had that week.”

“More like two weeks,” Ellie said,
smiling. “It could have been a month for all you knew or cared. I
never did see a man enjoy himself more. Whiskey, cards, fine
fucking.”

“I enjoyed the last part best,” I
said.

For a girl who had been the star attraction
at Rosie’s she blushed. But happily.

We went to a table, and the bouncer brought
us a bottle. “Sorry about the pigs’ feet,” he said. “You should
have told me you were a friend of Ellie’s.”

Before I poured drinks I said, “I’m kind of
short, Ellie. Thought I’d let you know.”

“You fool, Saddler. That time in El
Paso you gave me enough money to buy a whole saloon.”

I found it hard to remember; it had been a
long, boozy two weeks. “Did I do that?” I said.

“How do you think I got out of
Rosie’s? You gave me a thousand dollars. After you left I came up
here and opened the hotel I have now. I was able to get a bank loan
because your thousand took me out of the deadbeat class. The hotel
isn’t much, but it’s mine. I could make a go of it if my brother
...” Ellie didn’t finish the sentence. It was plain that her
brother was causing her grief. “What’re you doing in here?” I
asked.

“Looking for my brother. What are you
doing here?”

“Everybody said they have the best
pigs’ feet in Colorado.”

“Their pigs’ feet stink and you know
it. The cards going against you, are they?”

“It’ll get better.”

Ellie laid her hand on mine. “’Course it
will. Meanwhile you’re going to stay at my place. Don’t argue with
me. I won’t have it, you hear?”

“I hear.”

“We have a lot of catching up to do,
Saddler.”

“I’d like that.”

“So would I. Let’s get on over there
and I’ll fix you a real Texas supper.”

Elbe’s hotel was on Chivington Street. I had
never figured her for a businesswoman and I guess she wasn’t. The
place was rundown; I liked it fine.

“It rightly belongs to you,” she said.
“You want half, I’ll give you half.”

“I’ll settle for the supper and some
whiskey.”

“Like hell you will. You’re going to
stay here till your luck turns, which won’t be long if I know
you.”

After two thick steaks and most of a bottle,
Ellie showed me my room. She was a little past thirty, I knew, but
she had a body like a young farm girl. Big and hefty, something you
could take hold of without fear of breaking anything. It was like
El Paso all over again, and maybe it was better.

“You smell kind of stale, Saddler,”
she said while we were taking off our clothes. “Wait there. I’ll be
back in a minute.”

Ellie came back with a big pail of water, a
cake of soap, a washcloth, and a stack of towels. “Tomorrow you can
take a real bath. This’ll do for now. Got any objections?”

“Not a one.”

“Better not. Now lay still and let me
do it.”

It wasn’t that easy to lay still, not after
she really got going. She kept soaping me and I kept grabbing for
her. I discovered that I wasn’t tired any more. I really didn’t get
randy until she started to work down around my crotch. The hot,
soapy towels felt great, but I was far from relaxed. There we were
naked as jaybirds and I couldn’t get at it.

Finally, it was all too much for me. She
whacked me with the towel when I made a more determined effort to
pull her into bed. She laughed and backed away from me; the pail
turned over and went all over the floor.

“Now look what you’ve done,” Ellie
laughed and hit me again with the towel. What I had done was
nothing to what I did to her once I got her into bed. I don’t know
how long she had gone without a man; the way she behaved, it must
have been ages.

I got her legs spread and drove into her
hard. I needed to do that and she needed to have it done. We rolled
around in that big bed and it went on and on after the first
fuck.

That was just for openers. I knew we were
going to fuck till morning, which was a long way off. Fucking my
good friend Ellie jogged my memory, and I began to recall some of
the wild things that had gone on during those two weeks in Rosie’s
whorehouse in El Paso. Things I thought were lost forever. I had
known Ellie in a few other towns, but that was my first visit to
Rosie’s.

Rosie’s was famous all over Texas; somehow
I hadn’t been there before. Maybe it was because Rosie’s prices
were so high—she catered to politicians and other horny rich
men—and I was too broke to fuck her handpicked whores. But the
night I got reacquainted with Ellie, I was in the chips and
chomping at the bit.

After a four-day poker game at Jimmy
Dolan’s tables, I was ahead by twenty thousand dollars, and it was
burning a hole in my pocket. I think I’m a pretty cool gambler—you
have to be—but going at it night and day for four days can build up
a certain amount of tension. I never drink when I play, so I needed
whiskey, and more than that, I needed sleep and something better
than saloon grub.

Ellie was not engaged when I walked into
the parlor where the whores sat between fucks. Later I was to learn
that Rosie had given Ellie the privilege of turning down men she
didn’t like. Ellie’s steady clients were the biggest of the big
shots—even the Governor of Texas came to her for his monthly poke.
The Governor’s salary was only five thousand dollars a year;
nonetheless he was a millionaire. He had an arrangement with Rosie:
no one else got fucked on the night he got fucked. I believe his
words were: “I want to go in on a clean deck.”

Maybe he had been a seaman in his younger
days.

Rosie was so pleased with Ellie that she
allowed her to keep the tips given to her by the big spenders.
Ellie would have ended up rich if it hadn’t been for her kid
brother. He gambled, he drank, he wrote rubber checks, he got into
shooting scrapes that had to be fixed with the police. He killed a
prize stallion because he didn’t like its owner. That and all his
other misdeeds had to be paid. Ellie paid no matter what her
no-account brother did, and she kept on paying. When Rosie barred
him from her place, he threw a brick through the expensively
scrolled parlor window. Ellie paid for that too. She loved the son
of a bitch, and he used her love to bleed her dry.

Rosie told me the story. I knew Ellie had
a brother, but she seldom mentioned him. I’m pretty sure he wasn’t
around during my two wild weeks in Rosie’s. Maybe he was in jail.
Rosie said he had served two short sentences for bad checks and
fraud. The sentences were short, thanks to Ellie’s influence with
the Governor and other bigwigs.

I had no idea Elbe was in Denver, but here
she was in the somewhat ample flesh. Back at Rosie’s she had been
well padded, with plenty of soft curves. She had been just short of
plump then; it was the sort of plumpness that can be very
appealing. When you got into bed with Ellie, you knew you were in
for a ride. But it was more than a well-rounded body and a pretty
face that attracted the big spenders. I’m not sure what it was, but
she had it.

Now she was plumper than ever, and I guess
she felt she could let herself go a little now that she was in the
hotel business. One hotel and not too prosperous-looking—if you
wanted to be mean, you could call it a dump. The place was
run-down, but not Ellie; she had the same merry smile, the same
bounce in her step. She fucked me so lustily I knew I’d have to
rest for a while. While I rested, she played with my
cock.

“I knew you needed a good fuck even
before we got in bed.” I nodded and she went on. “You looked tired
and kind of downcast when I met you in that saloon. I said to
myself, ‘What my old friend Jim Saddler needs is good whiskey, good
food, and a good fuck, in that order.’”

“And so it came to pass,” I said,
smiling at my ample friend.

“It’s the least I can do for
you.”

“Forget that. How are you doing? How’s
business? This place ...”

“I know. It’s not the Fremont, is it?
I can’t seem to get ahead. So many expenses apart from the hotel
itself. I don’t want to go into that. Let’s have ourselves a good
time while you’re here. Maybe you’d like to stay here permanent and
help me with the operation.”

“We’ll get back to that,” I said. I
didn’t say I’d probably beat her rotten brother half to death the
first time he came around. I figured he didn’t live at the hotel;
not posh enough for a man-about-town like him.

“You’re right,” Ellie said. “Let’s not talk
about business. Let’s fuck. I’m going to give you a night of
fucking such as you’ll never forget. I’m going to give you a
rocking-chair fuck, and a whipped-cream or mashed-potato fuck,
whichever you prefer. You ever have a fuck in a rocker?”

“Can’t say I have. I have a sort of
general idea though.”

“Well, it’s just what it sounds like.
You sit in the rocker over there with your legs apart, then I sit
on top of you with your cock coming from behind, sticking through
my legs and into my cunt. Then we start rocking and cocking. I know
it sounds crazy, but the rocking makes it a different kind of fuck.
You don’t have to do a thing. The rocker does it for you. I’d like
us to come together while the rocker is rocking hard. The sensation
is ... I can’t describe it, it’s so different. Back in El Paso, a
certain state senator couldn’t cream any other way. Now I’ll tell
you about the whipped-cream or mashed-potato fuck.”

Ellie got up, took a leather case from a
closet, and showed me a large glass syringe with a rubber ball at
the end of it. “You fill this with whipped cream or warm mashed
potatoes. When you’re ready and have made your choice, I’ll squeeze
the rubber ball and fill my cunt with whipped cream or mashed
potatoes. Like with the rocking chair, you’ll get one hell of a
different feeling when you put your cock in me. I recommend the
mashed potatoes. They make for a stiffer, warmer fuck.”

“Mashed potatoes,” I told
her.

We did it in the rocking chair and with the
warm mashed potatoes. The potatoes, as they cooled, made her cunt
tighter. I had to pump a little harder, but the soft friction on my
cock made me want to howl.

It went on far into the night, and neither
of us was ready to call it quits. First light was breaking when
Ellie finally rolled out of bed and started to put on her
dress.

“I hate to leave, Saddler,” she said.
“But a lady has to get her sleep. I have a hotel to run, remember.
You sleep as long as you like and holler when you want
breakfast.”

“Anything go with the
breakfast?”

“Sure—me!”

I slept through half the next day and woke
up with the feeling that the world wasn’t such a bad place after
all. There was still whiskey left in the bottle, and I drank some
of that before I got up.

Ellie sat me down in the dining room and
served up the biggest lunch a man ever ate. After all the fucking
the night before, I needed it.

“Sorry I missed breakfast,” I said,
digging in like a man who might never get another meal.

“Me too,” Ellie said. “What do you say
to another late supper tonight?”

“I say yes. You sure you want me hanging on
like this?”

“Just you try to run out on
me.”

After I got through eating I went out to
take a stroll around the town. On the way back to the hotel, I
stopped by to take a look at my horse.

Ellie looked nervous when I got back.

“What is it?” I asked.

“A man was here asking about you. You
aren’t in any kind of trouble, are you?”

“Not that I know of unless it’s
something very old. What kind of man?”

“Sort of funny looking. Small, thin,
all wrapped-up, had an Irish or Scotch accent.”

“How old?”

“Late fifties, early
sixties.”

“And all bundled-up like he was
freezing to death?”

“That’s right.”

It had to be Macready, the cold-blooded
little Scotchman who worked for Sam Kelley. Kelley had interests
all over the West, in Mexico too, and Macready looked after all of
them. He had spent twenty years in the Mexican desert and was
forever cold after he left it. Even in summer he walked around in a
heavy wool suit and scarf.

“What did you say?”

“I said I didn’t know you.”

“Good girl, you did right.”

“You think he’ll be back?”

“No doubt of it. Macready is a weasel.
He never lets go. He’ll be back.”

“Is there trouble?”

I shook my head. “No trouble, but I wonder
what the hell he wants. Send him up to my room when he comes.” I
went upstairs and whiled away the time by cleaning my guns.
Macready was a son of a bitch, and I still had no idea what he
wanted. He was always up to something sneaky. Never in my life had
I met a man who was less straightforward. He always used the back
door even when he could have come in the front. You could have
written all the nice things about him on the head of a pin. When
Sam Kelley was a younger man and hadn’t come into money yet, he did
his own dirty work. Now that he was a millionaire, Macready did it
for him, and he was well paid for every underhanded trick he
pulled, not that you’d know it to look at him. Few Scotchmen are
the skinflints they’re made out to be, but Macready was. I think he
got his start in life investing the first two pennies he stole off
some dead man’s eyes.

But he did have Sam Kelley’s bankroll behind
him, and at that moment, I was very much interested in money. If my
poke got any flatter I would have to give serious consideration to
selling my Daddy’s silver watch, much as I would have hated to do
it, but then Daddy was dead and wouldn’t know about it. And even if
he did, I knew he would understand.

I wasn’t hurting for grub and other good
things, not while my old friend Ellie was around. On the other
hand, I’m no bummer and it went against the West Texas grain to
leech off a woman. Oh, I’ll do it—sure—when the belly growls, but
for the most part I’d just as soon not. The problem of being shy of
money is that you feel hungry even when you’re not. You keep
thinking of where the next meal is going to come from.

Knuckles rapped on the door, and I never
thought I’d be so glad to see the pinch-faced Scotchman.

“Come in,” I said.

It had to be Macready. I hoped it was.

It was.





 


Two


 


“How do, Saddler?” Macready said when he came in all
muffled-up like a man on his way to Alaska. His dead eyes inspected
my room with dry amusement. He sat down on the bed without being
asked.

“Make yourself at home,” I said,
moving my guns from the bed to the top of the dresser.

“It isn’t the Fifth Avenue Hotel,” he
observed, as if I didn’t know.

“Be it ever so humble. That doesn’t
mean you’re going to hire me cheap.”

Macready lifted his ginger eyebrows. “Did I
say I wanted to hire you? I didn’t, but I do. I think I do. You
want to listen?”

“I’ll stop you if I don’t like what I
hear. I don’t like you, Macready.”

“And I thought we were friends. Shows
you how wrong a man can be. Damn it, I’ll never get used to this
cold.” The Scotchman eyed my bottle.

“Help yourself,” I said.

Macready took a glass off the dresser and
blew dust out of it. He filled it as full as he could and drank it
down so fast his eyes watered. I watched while he filled it
again.

“Nothing like a little drop to keep
out the cold,” he said, beating on his chicken chest with his hard
little fists.

“What does Kelley want now?” I said.
Some years back I had worked as head troubleshooter for Sam Kelley
when he was having trouble at one of his mines. I was low on funds
at the time and needed a job. I didn’t mind keeping the strikers
from planting dynamite and killing foremen, but Kelley didn’t think
that was enough. He wanted me to take my men and burn their
shantytown and shoot a few dozen just for good luck. No way I could
see myself doing that. I barged into a fancy dinner party at his
marble mansion arid told him what he could do with his job. I knew
he didn’t love me.

“What I’m going to tell you must be
held in the strictest confidence,” Macready said. “Do I have your
word on that?”

“For chrissakes, Macready!”

I let him have another drink, then I took
the bottle away from him.

“Here it is, Saddler. Mr. Kelley has
lost his daughter and wants to get her back. He’s willing to
pay.”

“How much?”

“That’s what I like about you,”
Macready said. “Always to the point. We’ll get to the money in a
minute. After we talk.”

He reached into his pocket and brought out
a studio photograph framed in heavy cardboard. Handing it to me, he
said, “The young lady’s name is Elizabeth—Liz—and as you can see
she’s quite a looker.”

She sure was. Even the stiff studio pose and
the fake waterfall behind her couldn’t hide that. The face was
arrogant, the eyes defiant, as though telling the whole world to go
to hell. There was a contemptuous curl to the full lips.

“What color is her hair?” I asked. There
was no way to tell by looking at the picture.

“Light brown, her eyes are green. Liz
is twenty-three and I can’t say she’s never been kissed.” Macready
sniggered at his lame joke. “Mr. Kelley sent her to the best
finishing schools in the East. All three of them. When that didn’t
take, he took her on a grand tour of Europe. I suppose he hoped
she’d marry some prince or duke or something elegant like that. In
London she ran away to Monte Carlo with a French jewel thief and
ran up big losses in the casinos. Mr. Kelley went after her, but
couldn’t find her. I got a cable to come over on the next fast
boat. Three weeks later I caught up with her in Rome.”

“You would,” I said. “How old was she
then?”

“Over twenty-one, if that’s what you
mean. Legalities don’t mean much to Mr. Kelley.”

“You don’t say! What happened to the
jewel thief?”

I already had a good idea.

“The police found him floating in the
Tiber. That’s the river that flows through Rome. They think he fell
in with bad company.”

Macready grinned complacently at a job well
done. I wondered how much he had paid the thugs who dumped the
thief in the river. Not much, I guessed. A lot less than he
reported back to Kelley.

“Liz was hopping mad,” he continued.
“Mr. Kelley brought her back to Denver and watched her like a
hawk.”

“You mean you did.”

“Same difference. Not an easy job, I
can tell you. Liz is a restless, not to mention a reckless young
woman.”

“How many times did she run away after
that?”

I was beginning to like her.

Macready said, “Twice. Twice in one year.
Once to Montreal. Why that place I can’t imagine—so damn cold!”
Macready shivered at the memory. “The next time to Chicago. It took
time and money to bring her back.”

“Who’s the man this time?” I
asked.

Macready swelled his narrow chest with a
deep breath. “Ben Calder,” he said.

“Well now,” I said.

Macready knew he didn’t have to tell me who
Ben Calder was.

“You’ve got nothing to
say?”

“Not yet. Get on with it.”

“That’s who the man is. Mr. Kelley says she
was kidnapped. I mean that’s what he insists happened. It never got
in the newspapers. The newspapers know about it, but God help them
if they print a word.”

“Something made him think she was
kidnapped. How much did he pay?”

Macready looked foxy. “How did you know
about that?”

“It’s an old story,” I said. “Daughter
runs off twice with men, so now Daddy makes sure she can’t get her
hands on any more money. No money, no checks she can forge, no
jewels she can sell. Along comes another man and he doesn’t have
any money either. They run off together and send a ransom note to
Daddy. Daddy pays but doesn’t get daughter back.”

“That’s how it happened, all right. A week
after Liz ran away with your old pal, Mr. Kelley got a note
demanding a hundred thousand, or he’d get a finger in the mail
every day he was late with the money. As you say, Saddler, it’s a
story with whiskers.”

“Did you make the payment?”

Macready gave me his weasel’s smile. “What
do you take me for, friend? I don’t know Ben Calder as well as you
do, but I know a few things about him. All bad. Sure I was supposed
to deliver the money, but how could I when I ate some bad oysters
and was puking for a week? I’m not much, friend, but I’m all I’ve
got. Kehoe, who heads up the company police, went instead of me.
Alas, poor Mike Kehoe was never seen again.”

That sounded like Ben Calder, all right;
he always did like to keep things neat.

“You can imagine how mad that made Mr.
Kelley,” Macready said. “Inside of ten days he lost a daughter, a
hundred thousand, and the best skull-buster who ever worked for
him. After that there was nothing to do but bring in the
Pinkertons. The Denver office sent four of their best agents into
the mountains to look for Calder and the girl. Three of them were
found shot to death in a ravine near a place called Soledad. Nobody
knows what happened to the fourth man.”

Macready looked at me. “I know what you’re
thinking, Saddler, and you’re right. Calder made a bad mistake when
he murdered those Pinks. Now they’ll keep after him no matter how
fast or far he runs. I hear Charlie Siringo will get the case as
soon as he gets back from Central America.”

“I’d hate to have Siringo after me,” I
admitted. Siringo, soft-spoken and slightly built, was the best
operative the Pinkertons had. A few years back he had tracked an
old friend of mine all the way to southern Argentina.

“Mr. Kelley doesn’t want to wait for the
Pinks, not even for Siringo. He wants his daughter back
now.”

“And he wants Ben Calder
dead?”

“Oh yes! He’ll pay twenty-five
thousand for the girl, another ten thousand for Calder’s head. The
whole body would be better, but he’ll settle for the
head.”

“What does he plan to do with it?
Mount it on the wall of his library?”

“Mr. Kelley wants proof,” Macready
said without the trace of a smile.

“But he’d settle for the
girl?”

Macready nodded and reached for the
bottle. Twenty-five thousand dollars looked good to me, so I let
him have the whiskey.

“Why pass up an extra ten thousand?”
he said. “It shouldn’t be too hard to kill him, not for a man like
you. You and Calder were good friends in the old days.”

I didn’t know what kind of friends we had
been. “I’d hate to kill him for money.”

“You’ll probably have to kill him
anyway.” Suddenly Macready became brisk and businesslike. “We’re
wasting time. Do you want the job or not? Personally I don’t give a
rat’s ass what you do with Ben Calder. Bring the girl back is all I
want you to do. Is it a deal? Because I like you, Saddler, I won’t
even ask for a commission on this one.”

“You wouldn’t get it anyway. But it seems
to me we’re leaving one thing out. That’s the girl. I can probably
find her, but what if she doesn’t want to come back?”

Macready frowned irritably. “The girl has
nothing to say about it. How you bring her back is your business.
Tie her, gag her, fill her full of whiskey—I don’t give a
damn!”

“I know you don’t, you Scotch weasel.
All you’re asking me to do is double-cross an old friend, steal
away his woman, and kill him if I can, just for money.”

All the free whiskey he had soaked up didn’t
have any effect on Macready. That figured because you have to have
blood in your veins before booze takes effect.
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