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A Western Tale Book One

C. R. Blackfeather

If there is one thing I can’t stand it’s a gunfight, the noise, the bullets slicing over your head, the blood, and last but by no means least the pain.  Ever been shot?  Hurts like hell.  And yes, I know from firsthand knowledge.  So when possible I try to do things quietly, like right now.  And with skills like mine, a gun becomes a last resort.  

I ride over the small knoll and there below me is the campsite.  These boys are amateurs, they’ve even got a big sage wood campfire burning announcing their location to anyone within a mile who’s got a nose.  I dismount Henry; if I was Sioux I could ride him right into their camp and they’d never know I was there, but I go with my strengths.  I check my throwing daggers and tomahawk make sure they’re in place around me and slip down into the sage and move toward them on foot.  These idiots didn’t even post a guard, they don’t deserve to call themselves outlaws.  I make it to the edge of the firelight and start counting, I make out three shapes there should be four.  That’s confusing, maybe one is posted somewhere.  I decide to circle the camp, and that turns out to be my first mistake, I step into a prairie dog hole and grunt as I sprain my wrist.  The noise is enough to wake up one of the sleepers who starts shooting in every direction with his wheel gun.  I flatten out hoping not to get hit by a stray bullet.  His two companions wake and also start shooting none of them knowing what they’re shooting at or which way to shoot.  After they empty their pistols they stand up and peer into the darkness “who’s there?”  ‘Might want to ask that first,’ I think.  One of them says as they start to reload, I figure this is my chance, this is my second mistake.  I rise up throwing dagger ready in my left hand but as I get ready to throw a blow lands on the top of my head, hard and heavy.  Well, I now know where number four is.  I stagger and he slaps the knife out of my hand and points his rifle at my face.  

“Brother Jake, get the weapons off him.”  The rifle owner says and a boy maybe fifteen comes over, I see he was the first one to wake up and start shooting.  He starts to pat my body and lands both hands on my chest giving my breasts an exploratory squeeze then drops his hands quickly and swallows.  

“I’m sorry Ma’am, didn’t mean to get fresh.”  I have to roll my eyes at that two seconds ago he was trying to kill me.  Then the one with the rifle pushes me into the firelight and all four inspect their attacker now prisoner.  The one with the rifle stays posted right behind me barrel sticking right in my back.

“Damn, she ain’t hard on the eyes for an Indian.”  One says, his face splits into a lecherous grin which forces the scar on the side of his face to move over to make room for the grin.

“You think she’s an Indian?  Look at those green eyes,” The boy asks.

“She sure as hell ain’t Swedish Jake, look at that hair, black as coal.”  Scarface retorts.

“Fetch a rope Jake,” The one with the rifle says quietly.

The boy swallows again his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down “Aw Frank, do we have to hang her?”

Scarface breaks into another grin “be a shame to kill this little filly before we have a ride or two.”  ‘Uh-huh yeah, that’ll happen.’  I think but stay silent.

“Not going to hang her you dumb fuck, going to use her until we get to Santa Fe.  Then we hang her.”  Frank says.  This is very bad news, maybe more for me than them but what they don’t know is I can’t cook, and I don’t fuck.  The rope is placed on my neck and they tie my hands and wrists and put me between them in the campsite.  I am stripped of my weapons by the boy who misses the two daggers I keep in a harness synched under my breasts.

“You think there are any more around?”  The last one finally speaks I am fascinated by his eyes, one is light blue the other is red and his hair is pure white.

Frank shakes his head “naw, they’d be on us by now Cotton.”  Frank turns to me and shouts at me slowly, “you speak English girl?  You know En-gil-ish?”  I stay dumb and just look at him.  The less they know the better.  “I think she speaks Indian only.  Never mind, a gun can get the point across.  You move,” he says then cocks the rifle and points it at my head “you die.”  I am kept tied for the rest of the night.  This time they all turn in and fall asleep.  At this point, I wish there were more of me.
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Next morning I am mounted on a mule they’ve been dragging along since the supplies on it were lost when they ran into Federales below Arizona territory.  This time I am tied by the boy who does his best to show compassion by not making the bonds tight.  His first mistake.  I am led by Scarface until mid-morning when he hands the lead over to the boy.  Scarface’s saddle slips and slides around under his seat.  The ropes on my wrists have come loose but still, I bide my time a little longer letting the late morning heat sap his strength.  By eleven he and the others are quiet, tired, and hot.  I’m comfortable enough to do what I have to.  I slip out of the ropes and pull my arms into my shirt and pull out my last two daggers.  With a quick slash, I cut the lead and turn the mule and start to ride off.  I cut the ropes on my legs as I hear the men starting to give chase.  I won’t get a second chance at this I know.  I throw myself off the mule and land on a sage bush which gives me a solid punch in the eye but I have to ignore the pain.  I await the first to reach me which turns out to be Frank.  I have shifted positions and buried myself in the sage.  He rides up his rifle ready for action so I let him pass me then stand up “Frank! Behind...” Cotton screams but it’s too late.  With a light flick of my wrist, the dagger buries itself in Frank’s back.  He stiffens tries twice to reach the blade and falls from his horse onto his back driving the blade right through his body with an agonizing scream.

“You’ll pay for that whore!”  I hear and turn to see Scarface riding me down.  His saddle nearly coming off the horse.  I wait and just as he reaches down to smash me in the face with his rifle butt I pull him from his horse, saddle, and one boot coming off with Scarface as he falls.  His horse also falls landing on its front knees on the ground. I ram my last dagger into Scarface’s chest. 

“Bought and paid for,” I say with my teeth clenched.  He grunts once and lies still.  His horse gets up annoyed and shakes the dust off, but the saddle, blanket, and tack all have fallen away and scatter onto the ground.  There lying on the ground next to the saddle shiny and almost new is my tomahawk.  I grip that and wait for the next attacker.  But there isn’t one.  The boy Jake and Cotton are racing away.  I search around and find my gun belt, and daggers scattered all over Scarface’s grave site.  I step away from the mess and whistle in a high-pitched note twice.  Henry breaks over the rise and trots over to me shaking his mane.

I put my hands on my hips and say “hey, I don’t need your attitude right now.”  Henry knickers at me and then gives me a kiss on the lips.  

“Typical man,” I say to Henry “that’s supposed to make it all better huh?”  I watch the last two ride off and shake my head.  I was hoping to bag the lot in one swoop.  No use trying to track them, I’ll lose the bounty on Frank and Scarface if I leave them to the wolves here.  I drag them both by their saddle blankets to their horses, wrapping their bodies in the blankets I tie a rope around each.  I center Frank’s horse first then throw the rope over its rump and tie the end to Henry and whistle.  Henry pulls and the body slides up on the horse as I hold it then I tie the corpse to the body of the horse.   Unlike Jake, I have no compassion so I tie the bodies good and tight.  With the two horses' leads and the mule in hand, I head to Santa Fe. 

It takes two days of travel to reach Santa Fe, I’m bruised, tired, and ready for a bath and a hot meal.  Unfortunately in Santa Fe, they expect money for these items and so my first stop is the Marshal’s office.  That’s not so bad.  The Marshal steps out of the place hands on hips and looks up into the sun and my eyes.  “Well as I live and breathe it’s my little sister with a fresh load of bad guys.”

“Hey, Big Brother.”

“Damn honey what happened to you?  These boys rough you up.”

“That,” I say pointing to the black eye, “was a sage bush.  The other bruises are just the overhead for my line of work.”

“Yeah, and you wouldn’t tell me any different even if it weren’t true.”  

I square my shoulders and look at my brother in as official a manner as I am capable of after a week on the prairie and with a black eye to say “Federal Marshal Mark Timmons I claim the bounty on these fugitives from the law.”

Mark snaps to attention and gives me his best Union Army salute with a big smirk on his face; we play this game every time I come.  He says in his official tones “accepting said fugitives.  As you are aware bounty hunter Little Wolf, due to the nature of these subjects return.  That is they’re dead you will receive the lesser of the reward monies offered.”  Mark pulls up the head of Frank then Scarface and says “damn little sis this is the Clench Brothers!  Hey, they’re should be four.”

“Two of them fled from justice,” I say dryly.

“You mean they escaped.”

“I didn’t say that Marshal.  But, ah, something like that.”

“They better count their
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It seemed so simple, go to Conquest New Mexico, track down and
kill a murderer. But that proves much harder than it should. A
er and a town filled with scared people willing to hang

clever
anyone they suspect puts Rain Dancer squarely in the middle trying
nocents, identify the murderer and stay alive. After all,

to save
Rain Dancer is next on the list of victims.

Buy your copy today!





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg
C R BLACKFEATHER

LITTLE WL

BOOK TWO BOOEREd
PO OS] wo BENResy

It seemed so straightforward: trail the Preacher and when
you find him, kill 'em. Anyway that's how Little Wolf sees
it. But when she and Mark lose the madman in the endless
grasslands of Colorado she realizes its going to take
everything she knows just to catch up. And she must catch
up, the Preacher is on the hunt for more victims.






