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AN ENFORCER ADVENTURE SO BIG
IT COULD ONLY
BE TOLD OVER TWO BULLET-FAST BOOKS!

Johnny Cato’s life was hanging
by a thread. At any moment, Tris Griffin, a madman obsessed with revenge,
could simply snuff him out. The only way to keep Johnny alive was
for his partner, Yancey Bannerman, to sacrifice himself. So Yancey
rode toward a valley called Powderhorn and a showdown he knew he
couldn’t hope to win.

In the meantime, Johnny was
forced to create an all-new weapon for Griffin … a weapon he
intended to
use on Yancey himself!

And as if things weren’t already
complicated enough, Governor Dukes’ daughter, Kate, found herself
struggling to survive a-foot, and without water, in a harsh
desert.

None of them had a hope in hell of surviving
… but if they were going to die, they were determined to take
Griffin down with them!
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 One – Ultimatum

Yancey Bannerman stumbled down
the Del Rio street, reloading as he went—and knew he
wasn’t going
to make it.

Men appeared in doorways,
behind false
fronts and on balconies, their guns all pointed in his direction.
He figured they would riddle him with bullets before he had gone
another half block. Then Hammond stepped boldly out of the saloon,
calling orders for his men to close in. Yancey kept running,
continuing to reload, for there was nothing else he could
do.

He had gambled and lost. He had hoped to
stall off Hammond and his men long enough for the Rangers to get
there but they would arrive too late—if they arrived at all.

Then he checked in mid-stride.
Dust boiled up at the far end of the street and a bunch of eight or
ten riders came thundering into town. Seeing
Hammond’s
men, they chose their targets and lead began to fly as the
newcomers traded shots with the outlaws. Yancey dropped to one knee
and shot a man off a balcony. He threw himself sideways and rolled
in against the boardwalk, then bounded to his feet and
crouched.

Hammond pounded into an alley
beside his saloon; making no attempt to stay and fight
alongside
his men. As usual, he was leaving them to their own devices while
he made his getaway.

Guns cracked and horses
thundered through boiling dust; men screamed and cursed. Windows
shattered and wood splintered. Bullets ricocheted wildly. Yancey
ran through it all and pounded into the alley after Hammond. He
caught a glimpse of the man rounding a corner, fired, but missed,
seeing splinters showered from the clapboards. Hammond didn’t make any
attempt to return the fire and Yancey skidded up to the corner. He
paused, cocked his gun and looked around warily.

Hammond had had a horse waiting. He was
already throwing a long leg across the saddle, yelling at the horse
to get going when Yancey jumped out and started to bring his gun
into line. But the horse was moving very fast already and the alley
was narrow.

Desperately, Yancey flung
himself aside and crashed into the wall opposite. The horse
thundered down on him and Hammond began driving his lead into the
ground—inches from Yancey’s head.

The Enforcer rolled on his back and
triggered, chopping at the hammer wildly, afraid that Hammond—also
known as The Bearcat—was going to escape once more.

Yancey and his pard Cato had
been chasing Bearcat along the Rio for weeks, but because now it
seemed that the long chase was at an end because
Yancey’s
fusillade of shots had ripped upwards through the renegade’s body
and under his jaw, lifting the top off his skull.

Bearcat pitched from the
running horse, cannoned off a wall and thudded to the ground. A
glance was all that was needed for Yancey to see he
didn’t have
to put another bullet into him.

Yancey staggered into the
street and stared at the bodies strewn about. His vision was blurred a
little with pain as he saw a group of riders coming towards him.
Suddenly he realized that it was not the troop of Texas Rangers he
had been expecting, but that the men were hardcases—led by a gaunt
outlaw he thought he had killed two years previously.

“Griffin!” he breathed.

Tristram Griffin held his smoked rifle on
Yancey.

“After
all this time, we meet again, Bannerman,” the man
gritted.

Yancey sagged against a wall,
knowing he was beaten; an empty gun, near-exhausted, a busted
shoulder—and ten armed men facing him. All Griffin had to do was
pull that rifle’s trigger. And yet he seemed reluctant to do
it.

He stared at Yancey, his eyes
seeming to devour the Enforcer. There was a crazed glint in
Griffin’s
eyes as he opened his mouth to speak, but a man came riding swiftly
down Main, yelling urgently.

“Tris!” he bawled, skidding his mount to a halt. “Troop of
Rangers headed this way, lickety-split. Twenty or more.”

The men moved restlessly and
Griffin swore. They looked to him for orders as he continued to
gaze icily into Yancey’s face.

“All
right. Head out. You seem to have a reprieve, Bannerman. Once
again. But not for long. I heard you were in trouble here and
brought my men in to help you because I want you alive. To toy
with—before I finally finish you.” He laughed and there was an
insane edge to the sound. “I’ve got Cato, by the way. He’s at
Powderhorn, where my ranch is.” He glanced behind as the first
sounds of the approaching Rangers reached him. He spoke quickly and
began to gather the reins of his horse. “You can find your way
there. And you’d better come alone. You show up with any Rangers or
company of any kind—and I’ll have Cato’s head on my gatepost
waitin’ for you.” He spat at Yancey’s feet. “I’ve waited nigh on
two years as it is—a little longer won’t hurt. And it’ll be fine
knowin’ you have to come to me!”

He spurred his mount forward,
swung his rifle and slammed it against Yancey’s injured shoulder. The
Enforcer moaned and dropped to his knees, instinctively reaching
out to grab at Griffin’s leg. The man kicked him away and rode off
after his men.

Dazed, Yancey clambered slowly to his feet,
trying to absorb what Griffin had told him through the waves of
pain that flooded through his body.

His pard, Johnny Cato, was
Griffin’s
prisoner and Yancey had to find him, to go alone, or Cato would
die.

And Yancey knew he would die, slowly and
painfully, when he delivered himself to Tristram Griffin. But there
was no choice, of course. He had to go.

As the dust settled at one end
of Main behind Griffin and his Powderhorn riders, Yancey
wearily started out to meet the Texas Rangers as they thundered
into the opposite end of the town. He saw that Kate Duke was riding
with them and felt the pleasure briefly blanket the pain on his
left shoulder and arm.

Then the weariness from long trials and the
exhaustion from the action caught up with him. His legs buckled and
he dropped to his knees.

Kate just managed to reach him as he toppled
forward and spread out on his face in the dust.

 


The Ranger captain was
embarrassed as he stood in front of Yancey in
Hammond’s
office above the late renegade’s saloon.

“Sorry
we couldn’t get here any sooner, Mr. Bannerman,” he said. “Most of
my men were out on assignment, layin’ for a bunch of wetbacks, when
Miss Dukes arrived. I had to round ’em up first before he could get
across here.”

“Your
time was pretty good, Captain,” Yancey told the man, his left arm
in a sling. Kate stood at his side. “Your arrival saved me a deal
of trouble. I’m obliged.”

“Just
who were those fellows who rode out when we rode in, Mr.
Bannerman?” the captain asked. “Looked like a bunch of hardcases to
me.”

“Reckon you could call ’em that. Work at a place called the
Powderhorn. You know it?”

The captain looked
thoughtful, then
finally shook his head. “Can’t say I do. Well, sir, if there’s
nothin’ more you want me and my men for, I’d like to head back and
see if there’s still time to nail them wetbacks.”

Yancey stood up and held out his hand,
gripping firmly with the Ranger.

“Thanks again. Adios, Captain. I’ll see the governor hears
of your efforts.”

The Ranger nodded and gave a
little bow in Kate’s direction. “Ma’am,” he said, and left the
office.

Kate, looking tired and travel-stained,
turned to Yancey.

“What
about John Cato, Yancey?” she asked. “Do you believe that Griffin
has him prisoner?”

“We’ll
know as soon as we get the telegraph from McQuade in Latigo Wells.
It’s possible they might’ve figured we’d take Cato there because he
was wounded so bad. It’s likely the nearest town with a sawbones
and Griffin’s top gun, Chuck Anders, is smart enough to figure
it.”

“You
think they would have—have raided the town to get Johnny?” Kate
asked.

Yancey shrugged.
“McQuade was ridin’
with you for the Rangers; there was no other law to stop ’em. I
just hope they didn’t harm the old doctor.”

Kate chewed at her bottom lip.
She was the daughter of the governor of Texas, Lester Dukes.
Yancey Bannerman
and John Cato were her father’s two top Enforcers, an elite squad
of special operatives directly responsible to the governor himself;
trouble-busters who took on the chores that were too awkward or too
difficult or beyond the jurisdiction of the normal law enforcement
agencies.

Yancey, as top gun, had also
devised a training ground for new recruits when the governor wished
to expand his Enforcer squad, a place called Ironsite on the yucca flats
outside Austin. At the end of a long assignment, Yancey had spent
six weeks at the site, putting new men through their paces—and, of
course, being on hand to escort Kate around Austin’s nightspots and
social whirl.

Town living
didn’t
appeal to Yancey—if it had, he could, by now, be a vice-president
of his father’s giant financial empire with headquarters on the
Barbary Coast at San Francisco—and he was itching to get back into
the field for some action. Kate had so enjoyed his company that she
was reluctant to lose him again and had intervened twice to prevent
him being sent off across the State—one of the assignments had been
to track down Bearcat Hammond and, because of Kate’s intervention,
the chore had gone to Cato. When Cato had got into trouble, Yancey
wouldn’t allow anything—or anyone—to stand in his way, and he had
ridden out to help Cato, against Kate’s wishes. They had parted on
bad terms.

Realizing how selfish she had
been, Kate had set out to find Yancey and they had both landed in a
deal of hot water. For, out of Yancey’s past, had ridden Chuck Anders, top gun
for Tristram Griffin; the enemy Yancey had believed he’d killed two
years previously. Anders had captured Kate and used her to make
Yancey surrender. The man had told them that Griffin had been only
partially crippled by Yancey and that he aimed to wreak vengeance.
But, Cato, seriously wounded, had come across them in the badlands
and they had taken him to a doctor in Latigo Wells.

Yancey could only surmise that
after that, Anders had reported to Griffin and the man, hearing
that Yancey was in trouble with Bearcat Hammond in Del Rio, had
ridden in with his men to help him—but only so he could take him to the
mysterious Powderhorn and take his revenge at his leisure, then it
seemed as if the man must have sent Anders and some other men to
Latigo Wells to capture the smaller Enforcer.

By noon of the day after
Hammond and his men had been almost wiped out—a few of
Hammond’s
hardcases had managed to slip away during the fracas—Yancey’s
suspicions were confirmed. He received a wire from Sheriff McQuade
in Latigo Wells:

ANDERS BUNCH MURDERED DOCTOR AND WIFE.
ABDUCTED CATO. POSSE LOST TRAIL. REGRETS. McQUADE.

Kate was white-faced as she
read the telegraph message for the third time. She raised her eyes
to Yancey as the big Enforcer stood by the window in
Hammond’s
office, staring down into the street.

“It’s
true, Yancey. Griffin has Johnny prisoner. At this place called the
Powderhorn. What can we do?”

“He
wants me,” Yancey answered without turning.

Kate gave a little gasp and hurried across
the room. She grabbed his arm but he resisted her pressure to make
him turn and face her.

“You’re not going to search for this Powderhorn and ride in
there alone, surely, Yancey!”

“I’m
the one who fired the shot that crippled him. I’m the one he wants
most. He’s just usin’ Johnny got get me there.”

“Of
course he is! And if you realize that, it’d be plain suicide for
you to think of going there alone.”

Yancey turned to face her, his mouth
grim.

“I
can’t think of not going, Kate, you know that. Johnny’s too good a
pard to write off that way.”

She peered earnestly into his hard face.

“I
know that, Yancey. But you can’t simply—ride in openly and let
Griffin capture you, too. There’s no guarantee that he’ll release
Johnny. And, as far as I’m concerned, it would be—worse with
you—you captured.”

Yancey gave her a faint smile and placed his
big hands on her shoulders.

“He
wants the both of us, Kate, but me most of all. I know that if I
ride in there, it’ll be like signin’ my death warrant. I know too,
that if I don’t go, Johnny’s dead. With both of us still alive,
even if we’re prisoners, we’ve got a chance. We’ve been in tougher
spots, I reckon, and managed to get out.”

“Oh,
God! Yancey. It seems so—foolish. You knowingly riding into trouble
like this.”

“I
don’t have a choice, Kate,” he said simply.

She opened her mouth to argue, but then
closed it again. She sighed. She knew a man like Yancey Bannerman
had no choice, just as he said: it was his code. But the thoughts
of Tristram Griffin scared her.

She knew only that he had been
some vague political rebel with grandiose ideas of forming his own
army and taking over Texas at one time. But she knew he had been a
ruthless man, killing cold-bloodedly, walking over anyone who got in his
way. Now, with two years of hatred simmering in him and partially
crippled to boot—she shuddered to think of what he might have in
store for Yancey. Her Yancey.

But she had learned one lesson
recently about trying to clip Yancey’s wings and she knew now was no time to
make another attempt. All she could do was go along with
him—literally if at all possible—but at least in spirit if it
weren’t.

“There
is no damn way you can come with me, Kate,” Yancey told her curtly
when she put the idea to him. “For one thing, Griffin said come
alone, and while I know he meant don’t bring the law, it’s one more
reason you can’t come. But the biggest reason is that you’re the
governor’s daughter. Griffin’s an old enemy of your father’s. He
wouldn’t hesitate to use you to get back at the governor; maybe
unseat him from power altogether. And that’s not even mentionin’
the risk of your life. So, right here and now, Kate Dukes, you
forget any notions you might have about goin’ along with
me!”

“Yes,
Yancey,” she said meekly, but she saw that he was immediately
suspicious.

“Damn
it, Kate! I mean it. Forget it! Now!”

“There’s no need to shout, Yancey,” she replied quietly,
smiling innocently. “I said I’d forget about it.”

“Kate—you gave in too blamed easy. I suspect you got
something up your sleeve, but, if you have, I’m warnin’ you right
now—”

“You
don’t have to warn me about anything at all, Yancey Bannerman,” she
cut in, coolly. “You can just learn to believe me when I say
something.”

Yancey was puzzled. He knew what she had
said, it was the way she said it that bothered him.

“Anyway, what will you do first?” she asked, breaking in on
his thoughts.

“Why,
get you on your way back to Austin and the governor, of course. I
can’t work while you’re out here, Kate. You’re too vulnerable and I
just can’t spare time to be with you every minute.”

She smiled coyly and clung to his arm.

“Well,
that’s what I would like, Yancey, so why don’t I just stay with
you?”

He disengaged her hands abruptly, his lips
compressed into a thin line.

“I
thought we got that settled, not half a goddamn minute back. Now
here you are talking about stayin’ with me.”

“It
was just a suggestion.”

“Judas, Kate, don’t do this to me. Don’t make a game out of
it. Cato’s life is on the line, and so’s mine. I’ve got enough to
worry about without you hovering about in the background, being
mock-serious, so’s I can’t be sure whether you’re gonna buy in or
not.”

Kate stood on tip-toe and reached up to kiss
him lightly on the mouth.

“Very
well, Yancey, I won’t toy with you. I’ll do whatever you say—except
go back to Austin.”

Yancey swore savagely, making no effort to
stifle the cursing. He looked at Kate with eyes blazing and fists
balled up in frustration. He seemed as if he would like to hit her
and it startled her so much that she actually took a step
backwards.

“Kate,
I’m puttin’ you on a train to Austin, and if I can arrange it, I’m
gonna have a Ranger ride along with you for protection. And then,
and only then, will I be able to get on with this chore of trying
to locate the Powderhorn and Johnny. Now you make up your mind that
you’re gonna do as I say in this.”

Kate regarded him coolly.

“Being
the governor’s
daughter, Yancey, I’m sure I outrank you. And there’s really no way
you can force me to get on a train to Austin.”

“What
in hell’re you tryin’ to do,” he roared, seeing her cringe. “You
wantin’ to see Johnny Cato’s head stuck on Griffin’s gatepost? You
trying to get him killed?”

“Don’t
be ridiculous.”

“Then
get the hell on the first train out of here to Austin. Get out of
my hair and let me get on with my chores.”

“Your
shoulder is going to make it difficult for you, Yancey,” she told
him calmly.

“I’ll
manage.” His tone was clipped.

“Johnny’s my friend, too, Yancey. At least allow me to stay
until you get some kind of a lead. There might be something I can
do. Must be something. I can’t be entirely useless.”

Yancey stared down into her pleading face,
knowing she was sincere. He wiped a hand across his forehead and,
after a minute he sighed heavily then nodded curtly.

“All
right, Kate. I guess I was actin’ kinda rough. But, soon as I get a
lead that’ll take me to Powderhorn, you’re to get on the Austin
train with a Ranger and go all the way back to your pa.
Deal?”

She smiled.

“Yes,
we have a deal, Yancey. And don’t you dare try to seal it with a
handshake.”

Her smile widened as she lifted her face and
her arms slid
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