
SHERIFFS DON’T SCREAM

––––––––

CARA WILLIAMS


Table of Contents

Title Page

Sheriffs Don't Scream: A collection of thrillers

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

TABLE OF CONTENTS

SHERIFFS DON’T SCREAM

SPOOKY

Chapter One

It was the piano music that struck him first.  Not that there shouldn’t be music in a saloon.  Derick was well aware of how a tune played on the ivories could draw a crowd in to spend their hard earned dollars on rotgut whiskey.  What struck him as out of place here was that the song was in tune, and played with a lot of heart.  Not something he’d expect in a jerkwater town like San Bernardo, out here in the Oklahoma Territory.

Not what he’d expect to hear during a bar brawl, either.

In the dark outside the Flank Rider Saloon, Derick took two slow breaths and clenched his hands into fists to keep them from shaking.  This little ritual usually calmed his nerves.  Usually.  This was his first assignment.  His first town.  The job posting in the Utah Gazette had advertised for lawmen at a wage that he couldn’t turn down.  Hadn’t occurred to him until after they’d pinned this shiny bit of tin to his shirt and said “Go west, young man” that him and law enforcement might not be well suited.

Derick was a coward at heart.  Adding a gun and a badge to his wardrobe had not changed that like he’d hoped.

So.  Two breaths in, two breaths out.

The lights of the saloon blazed like the midday sun compared to the pitch black of the moonless night outside.  The town lamplighter hadn’t made his rounds yet.  Derick was guessing he was somewhere inside here, watching the show.

In the middle of the floor, wrestling back and forth and landing punches whenever either of them found an opening, two men were fighting like they had the Devil himself inside.  They could’ve been twins, but from what Derick understood they were actually brothers.  The McCainley brothers.  They were the size of grizzly bears, wearing filthy overalls and boots caked in mud and flannel shirts the color of whatever cheap beer had been spilled on them.  Their faces were both beat red under the scraggly growth of unkempt, black beards.

Every eye in the place turned to Derick when he walked in, waiting to see what the newest Deputy in San Bernardo planned on doing about this.

And the piano played on.

Derick looked over in the corner where the music was coming from.  A pretty young redhead was at the keys, the sleeves of her long blue dress swaying as her hands moved expertly over the keys.  She turned to him like everyone else, the freckles across her pale skin both complex and intriguing.  Then she winked at him, and went back to concentrating on her finger placement.

Clearing his throat, placing his hand on the butt of his six shooter as if the thing was a talisman that would give him strength, Derick took two steps away from the swinging half-doors of the entrance.

“You...you two stop what you’re doing, now,” he said.  It was supposed to be a command.  It came out in a tremulous squeak.

Laughter followed.

The brothers fell over against a table, breaking the heavy wooden top in two before crashing to the floor, fists swinging and boots kicking.  One of the brothers bit the other on the shoulder.  Derick swallowed and took another step.

“I said...”  He stopped, swallowing back whatever lump had formed in his throat.  Then he drew himself up to his full five-foot-eleven height, and set his shoulders back.  “I said, knock it off!”

Both of the brothers stopped mid-swing, and looked up at him.  “Who the hell are you?” the one said.

“Dead man,” said the other brother.  “That’s who.”

“I’m the law in town,” Derick told them, clenching his hand around the grip of his gun as much to keep the shakes away as to be ready for whatever the brothers might do next.  “Deputy Derick Hawthorne.  The two of you need to get up and come with me now.”

The brothers looked at each other, then burst out laughing.

“Derick?  What sorta name is Derick?”

“Sounds like a duck!”

“Yeah, a duck!”

“Hey, Deputy Quack Quack, whatchya gonna do if we say no?”

More laughter from the crowd.  Several of them were shaking their heads and turning away.  The bartender was crouched down until just his frizzy black hair showed over the scuffed surface of his bar.  Derick knew he was alone in this.  His stomach turned over one complete revolution before shrinking down to the size of a stone.

So he faked it.

Drawing his gun, he pointed it at the brothers, back and forth so that both of them could get the point.  “Get yourselves up.  You’re coming with me.”

Now the two of them did stand up, and Derick had to raise his gun to keep it level with their chests.  Big men, he thought.  Big, big men.  Together, the two of them advanced on Derick.

“You’re a dead man, Deputy Quack Quack.”

Derick took a step back.

“Maybe he ain’t a duck, brother.  Got himself a chicken liver, I’m thinking.”

“Which is it, Deputy?  You a duck, or a chicken?”

The brothers raised their ham fists, and Derick realized he was out of room to back up unless he wanted to run away into the night.  Which was maybe a good plan, he thought to himself.  Run away, drop the badge in the dusty, horse-dung filled streets, and keep going.

The brother on the right took a rushed, menacing step forward.

Derick jumped, and the gun went off.

The brothers stared, wide-eyed, as every sound in the saloon stopped.

At their feet, directly between the two of them, a bullet hole smoked in the floorboards.  Derick’s aim had been way off, and his finger had jerked reflexively, and he hadn’t meant to shoot in the first place because what the hell was he supposed to do after his six bullets were gone?

But the brothers took a step back, and Derick realized they thought he meant to do that.  So he did it again.

The second bullet made the brothers dance.  The brought their arms up defensively, as if that would be enough to protect them from the suddenly emboldened Deputy who was willing to shoot at them to get his way.  “Hold on, hold on!” the brother on the left was shouting.  “We didn’t mean nothing by it, Deputy Qua—  I mean, Deputy Hawthorne.  Yeah.  Right.  We were just leaving anyway.”

It was the gun, Derick realized.  They were respecting him because he had the gun.  He didn’t need to be brave, as long as he had the gun.

“You boys owe the saloon owner,” Derick told them, finding his voice at last.  “Drop some coins for the damage you caused, then get yourselves scarce.”

From their pockets, they produced silver dollars, and dropped them on the floor.  Four or five by the looks of it.  Wouldn’t be near enough to replace that table, and that chair, and those dents in the wall that Derick suspected was the exact shape as the brothers’ skulls.  It was the best the owner was going to get though, and Derick felt an odd sort of pride that it had been him that made it happen.

After the swinging doors had slapped both of the brothers on their asses, the saloon erupted in cheers for the new Deputy.  People slapped him on the back.  The bartender came scrambling over and picked up the silver dollars before anyone else could make off with them and then offered to buy everyone a round.  More cheering erupted and Derick found a glass of some red, pungent liquid stuffed into his hand.

He just might like this job after all.

At the bar, the pretty redhead from the piano slid up close to him.  He had always been a plain man, with a plain face and mousy brown hair, and having a woman come up to him like this was a new experience, to say the least.  “I’ll buy the next round,” she said, her liquid blue eyes smoky as she looked up at him.

Yes.  He was definitely going to like this job.

Chapter Two

When he woke up the next morning in the room he rented at the boarding house next door to the squat, adobe brick building that served as his office and the jail, he was naked.  His head was pounding.  His groin was positively throbbing.

And he couldn’t stop smiling.

He reached out his arm to the other side of the narrow bed, listening to the loose boards of the frame squeak.  Lisa wasn’t there.  Somewhere during a marathon few hours when the piano player had tried to make him orgasm a third time, she’d told him that was her name.  They’d shared so much last night.  Names and dreams and secret spots they liked to be touched.  Derick had learned more about a woman last night than he would have thought possible.  And to think, he’d been too scared to even imagine a night like that with her.  Too scared to ask her up to his room.  She’d been the one to suggest it.  She’d been the one who made it happen.  He was petrified she was going to run away from him, but she promised the night meant something to her.

So where was she?

Getting up slowly, feeling the ache of her love bites across his chest, he found his clothes and got himself together.  The gun belt hung low on his hip, but today it felt more comfortable than it ever had.  He remembered to reload from last night’s mess in the saloon, and then headed out into the hall with his hat in his hand.

He nearly bumped into the man coming from the other room on this floor.  He was an odd fellow.  Kept his head shaved bald, and always wore black.  Shirt and wool pants and boots, but black gloves as well.  Now he looked at Derick, and smiled.

Then he walked away.

Derick didn’t think much more about him.  He wanted to find Lisa.  On the main floor, he scouted around for the mistress of the house, the very stout Mrs. Haverwick.  She found him first, running up to him with both of her pudgy hands over her face.  “Deputy, Deputy!  Oh, it’s terrible.  The piano player from the saloon.  That Lisa girl.  They just found her laying dead in front of the church, sir!”

A terrible cold swept through him, and Derick had to fist his hands to stop the shakes he felt coming on.  The church.  Which way was the church from here?  He ran out the front door and up the street, rushing down the boardwalk next to the street until he got to the intersection and turned right and there was the street.  There, on the ground in the middle of a crowd, was a white sheet stained with splotches of red.

Two breaths in, two breaths out.  Again.  Again.

He wrapped his hand around the pistol’s grip.  Give me strength, he begged.  Give me strength.

When he got there, a tall and thin man in a black suit was smiling sadly at him.  His stovepipe hat was set low on his brow.  “Dead, I’m afraid,” the undertaker told him.  “I’m afraid it’s not...pretty.”

Derick knelt in the dust, but it was a long time before he got up the nerve to peel back the sheet and look.  Lisa was there, her blue eyes flat and staring, her mouth parted just so in a morbid parody of how it had looked last night in bed when she had cupped him forcefully and pulled him into her...

In the dirt around her body
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