
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_c2bc96e28f62f9ea7f0df65c4fedfd22_zpczfY_html_3154281e.jpg]



 About the
Author

[image: tmp_c2bc96e28f62f9ea7f0df65c4fedfd22_zpczfY_html_m126edd6e.jpg]

 


Roger
Norris-Green was born in Brighton, UK and emigrated with his
parents to Australia when he was a schoolboy. He has written 140
published westerns under 6 pen names, plus 2 under his own
name.

Roger had
his first western ‘Apache Crossing’ accepted by the Cleveland
Publishing Company when he was a young man in his early 20s, just
married, living in the Adelaide Hills. The pen name he used for his
very first western was Cole Shelton. He went on to write his ‘Shane
and Jonah’ series under that pen name. Many of his westerns have
received ‘Best Western of the Month’ awards. Roger lives with his
wife Elaine in Moonta Bay, South Australia. Although retired, he is
still writing.

 


More on Cole Shelton

 


 


 



 


The Shane and Jonah Series
by Cole Shelton

 


Gun Law at Hangman’s
Creek

Two Guns to Apache
Wells

 


… And more to come every other
month!


SHANE AND JONAH 2: TWO GUNS TO APACHE
WELLS

By Cole Shelton

First Published by The Cleveland Publishing
Pty Ltd

Copyright © Piccadilly Publishing

First Electronic Edition: December 2019,
Revised 2025

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names,
characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the
author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or
dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any
form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the
publishers.

Without limiting the
exclusive rights of any author, contributor or the publisher of
this publication, any unauthorized use of this publication to train
generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly
prohibited. Piccadilly Publishing also exercise their rights under
Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and
expressly reserve this publication from the text and data mining
exception.

This is a Piccadilly
Publishing Book / Text © Piccadilly Publishing

Series Editor: Ben Bridges

Text © Piccadilly Publishing

Published by Arrangement with The Cleveland
Publishing Pty Ltd.

Visit
www.piccadillypublishing.org to read more about our
books

 



[image: tmp_c2bc96e28f62f9ea7f0df65c4fedfd22_zpczfY_html_m29e03d3.jpg]

 



Chapter One – Stage Ride to Hell

 


THE WESTBOUND
STAGECOACH
skidded to a
shuddering halt, its horses plunging at the line of boulders rolled
right across the trail. Dust billowed into the moonlit void and,
perched precariously on his driver’s seat, old Luke Stearnes felt
the stagecoach rock to a creaking standstill beneath him. From
inside the stage came sharp curses from one of the soldiers, while
his female passenger let out a stifled scream. And swiftly, like
the five fingers of an evil hand, the masked riders closed
in.

Luke Stearnes didn’t move.

He knew that the long rifle resting by
his boot was but a moment away from his grasp, but the old-timer
wasn’t planning to play the hero. Instead, he watched white-faced
as the outlaw band swooped. One of them reined in beside the stack
of boulders they’d rolled across the trail to force the stage to
its frantic halt. Two others sat saddle with guns poised, while the
remaining riders approached the stagecoach door, and when the
tallest outlaw glanced up at Stearnes, the old driver glimpsed the
cold, gray eyes slitted just above the bandanna mask.

“All right!” came the muffled
voice. “Open that door and climb down with your paws
high!”

“Driver!” The tone was
high-pitched, and the rider by the boulders leveled his six-gun at
Stearnes. “I reckon you’ll have a gun up there. Toss it
down!”

Stearnes bent down. Gnarled fingers
grasped the rifle barrel and lifted the Winchester high. The
outlaws watched him as he dropped it into the dust and began to
clamber down himself. His boots found the powdery trail dust and he
stood beside the stage as the door creaked wide.

“Well, now!” mocked the tall
outlaw. “A soldier-boy! Come on out, soldier-boy!”

Corporal Martin jumped down and stood
awkwardly next to Luke Stearnes. The tall outlaw sniggered beneath
his mask as Martin slowly raised his gloved hands high and muttered
a harsh curse. Another shadow fell from the stage door, bringing a
second jibe from the tall, lean outlaw. Trooper de Dino stepped
down, swaying a little uncertainly. He was red-faced, his eyes
puffed, and the half-empty bottle of whisky which had been his
constant trail-companion since leaving the way-station now rolled
on the stage floor.

“Come on, ma’am!” The lanky
outlaw leaned forward in his saddle. “Or do I have to climb in and
fetch you out?”

Rebecca Donnell was trembling and her
face was white with fear. Leaning out of the stage, she simply
stared at the stark riders and their naked gun-muzzles. The moon
framed her as she tentatively grasped the stage door and then
slowly eased herself out. Stearnes glanced at her, suddenly looking
back at the tall raider, whose eyes were now roving frankly over
Rebecca’s slender figure.

The outlaw continued to appraise her
like a man sizing up a steer he was about to buy.

“Held up a few stages in my time,
ma’am,” he said softly. “Run across a number of women, too. But you
sure are the prettiest filly I’ve come across to date.”

“Jeb!” The sharp, brittle voice
belonged to the rider who’d been sitting his saddle alongside the
tall man. “Get on with it! You know why we’re here!”

“Sure,” purred the rangy owlhoot,
Jeb. He surveyed Luke Stearnes menacingly. “Where’s the payroll,
driver?”

Stearnes swallowed and Jeb’s gun
swiveled around to point at his belly.

“What payroll?” Stearnes finally
found his voice.

For a long moment, Jeb merely stared
at the stage driver. Then he levered his frame out of the saddle
and stood in front of Stearnes. He was a lean, thin rake of a man
silhouetted against the drenching moonlight, and his masked face
was a dark menace. Stearnes held his breath and a split second
later, the outlaw’s gun butt smashed into his face. The stage
driver cried out in agony and reeled back against the stagecoach.
He clawed at the wheel, his head spinning, warm, sticky blood
gushing from a cruel groove below his left eye. He flopped to the
ground and Corporal Martin’s strong hands hauled him to his feet.
Panting, Stearnes stood shaking as the tall outlaw toyed with his
gun.

“Where’s the payroll, driver?”
the outlaw repeated slowly and deliberately.

“The Fort Sanderson payroll?” It
was Martin, standing stiffly to attention and taking over from
Stearnes.

They could see the outline of the
outlaw’s grin beneath the fabric of the red bandanna.

“Nice to see a soldier-boy
cooperating,” the raider smirked. “Sorta revives my faith in the
military.”

“It’s government money,” Corporal
Martin stated bluntly. He was red-faced and angry and his gray eyes
twitched. “Steal it, and the army will never let up in hunting you
down.”

“Hear that, boys?” Jeb mocked.
“We’ll be in trouble if we steal the soldier-boy’s
money!”

Several of them guffawed but the beefy
rider with the brittle voice spurred his horse right up to the
stage. The big bay he rode pawed the dust and the outlaw’s eyes
were twin furnace-holes of hot fury.

“For Pete’s sake!” he snapped
impatiently. “Quit playing games and grab that payroll!”

“Sure, boss,” Jeb shrugged. He
turned back to Corporal Martin. “You know where the payroll is,
soldier-boy. Climb inside and fetch it for us.”

The outlaw thumbed back the hammer of
his Colt and the metallic click echoed out in the silence of the
desert. The soldier stared at the cold gun muzzle and turned
around. He shoved past Trooper de Dino and peered in at the
darkness of the stage’s interior. He looked at the wooden seats,
the long, knotty planks upon which the passengers had bounced
together as the stage-wheels bumped over the trail-ruts. His eyes
dropped to the darker recesses beneath the seats. Mostly the bags
and cases there belonged to Rebecca Donnell. A woman on her way to
be married needs more baggage than most. Martin’s gaze fell upon
the tin box that he and de Dino were responsible for. The gray box
holding the fort’s payroll.

Sweat beaded his brow.

The army could hardly blame him in
this instance, but Corporal Martin knew instinctively that the loss
of the payroll would have a detrimental effect on his chances of
promotion.

The army rarely bought excuses.
Suddenly his eyes dropped to the army carbine, propped within arm’s
reach.

“Hurry up, damn you!” The outlaw
with the brittle voice pointed his gun at Martin’s back. “Fetch it
out!”

Corporal Martin clambered inside. His
right hand groped for the payroll box and he hauled it across the
floor. Holding the tin box, the soldier jumped out. With a heave,
he tossed the payroll container into the dust, and like vultures,
the outlaws swooped from their horses.

Yelling and laughing, the masked men
grabbed at the box, passing it from one to the other. Tall Jeb
finally threw it onto the ground again and leveled his gun at the
padlock. There was a deafening roar, and the padlock snapped like a
dry twig. Eager, hungry hands forced the lid open.

Furtively, Martin swung his body
around, edging his hand back along the floor of the stagecoach.
Blindly, his fingers raked the darkness for the carbine. Flesh
closed over steel. The soldier began to drag the gun across the
wooden floor, and with a sharp flick, he whipped it out of the
stage.

There was a wild cry of warning from
an outlaw mouth. Corporal Martin swung his carbine to aim at the
nearest renegade, but the beefy outlaw-boss already had his six-gun
aimed. The blast was like a whipcrack and the slug burned
point-blank into the soldier’s chest. Martin was lifted against the
stage and as he slithered downwards, he desperately tried to level
his carbine. Then he sagged and this time Jeb’s bullet slashed into
his ribs. Corporal Martin pitched forward like a felled tree, but
even as he hit the ground, his carbine exploded in a violent spasm.
The bullet winged low and wide, hitting the flank of the outlaw
leader’s horse.

The big bay reared in pain and terror,
its hoofs etched against the moon.

Hastily, the outlaw-boss stepped
backward, but the hapless horses thudded against him as its hoofs
stamped down like twin iron hammers. The outlaw croaked in anguish,
crashing to the ground only inches from the pummeling
hoofs.

Instantly, willing hands hauled him
up, but when he’d fallen, his bandanna had been dislodged, and now
it flopped down over his neck. The exposed face was ashen and
stubbled.

“By hell!” Luke Stearnes rasped
as he stared unbelievingly at the face he’d seen many times in
Boulder Bluff. “You! You leading this bunch of
bastards!”

The outlaw-boss blasted him, drowning
out any further words, ripping a hole through the old
stage-driver’s heart. Luke Stearnes plunged down without a murmur,
and Rebecca screamed frantically as he lay motionless and bloodied
at her feet.

The thick-set outlaw-boss pulled the
bandanna back over his face, but he knew that the damage had
already been done. Rebecca Donnell was staring incredulously at his
masked face, her lips framing the name of the man whose integrity
was unquestioned in Boulder Bluff. Even de Dino knew him, and now
the little trooper held his breath.

“Jeb,” the outlaw leader said.
“Take the payroll back to the camp. I’ll be riding out there
later.”

He stalked past the wounded bay and
selected another horse.

“What about these, boss?” the
tall Jeb wanted to know, indicating the trooper and the weeping
girl.

“Reckon you know the answer to
that one, Jeb,” the man grunted. “They’ve both recognized me, and
that sure means they can’t go riding back to town. In fact, they
can’t go riding back anywhere. Kill them, Jeb! I want no survivors,
no one left alive to talk!”

“Sure,” Jeb smiled.

“In fact,” the boss said
pensively. “I want no trace of anything. No stage, no survivors, no
clues. Get what I mean? Reckon there’s someplace in this desert
they can all be hidden permanently.”

“Leave it to me, boss.” Jeb
pulled down his red bandanna. His face was bronzed, like an
Indian’s, and there was a hideous black scar running down from the
corner of his left eye to the prominent bridge of his nose. “See
you in a couple of days.”

The leader wheeled his mount around
and headed east for the long, twisted ridge that sliced the moonlit
sky. The outfit watched his dust recede.

“Riding back to where he’s
respectable!” Jeb quipped to the petrified girl. “Bet you never
guessed he’s Long Knife, leader of this outfit, huh? They tell me
he’s a pillar of the community back in Boulder Bluff!”

Hands pulled bandannas down. Faces
were bared in the night. The dark, hard faces of the notorious Long
Knife outfit! Rebecca had ceased to weep. Sheer terror dried up her
tears and froze the pleas in her throat. Beside her, Trooper de
Dino was whimpering like a whipped dog and suddenly the gun blast
sounded. The soldier pitched forward, sprawling on his face. Blood
oozed out over the dust and Rebecca turned her head away, her hands
clinging to the side of the stagecoach. Any moment now she expected
the bullet which would snuff out her life, slice like a hot knife
into her back. She found herself whispering the name of the man
she’d been on her way to marry. She heard the hammer of the gun
being edged back. She shut her eyes tight as hard metal jabbed into
the flesh of her neck.

“Know something,
ma’am?”

It was Jeb’s voice, strangely hollow
now.

Rebecca shivered.

She was conscious that the shadows
were moving even closer, hemming her in around the stage. She could
hear their heavy breathing and the low snicker moments before Jeb’s
hand came to rest on her shoulder.

“Know something, ma’am?” Jeb
repeated. “Seems a damn shame to kill a pretty woman like you. One
helluva waste, that’s what I say.”

Jeb’s hand swiveled her around and now
she faced him. She shuddered.

Very slowly, Jeb replaced the gun in
its holster. “Mind, ma’am,” the tall outlaw said solemnly, “can’t
say as I blame the boss. He wouldn’t want anyone turnin’ up in town
and spillin’ out the truth. Of course, I could keep you alive but
make sure you couldn’t ever go back and spill what you know. How
about that?”

“Please!” Rebecca forced out a
pathetic whisper.

“And back at our camp, you sure
won’t be talking to no one, no one that is except us.”

Rebecca Donnell closed her eyes once
more. Her fate had just been spelled out for her, and there was
nothing she could do about it. She could scream, plead, even try to
run, but it would be all to no avail. She was in their hands, a
captive at their mercy. If they so desired, they could murder her,
just like they’d murdered all the other passengers on this doomed
stage.

But right now they had something other
than killing on their minds.

Jeb let his big hand slip from her
shoulder to her silken black hair, and Rebecca held her breath as
he stroked it. Then his hand roved to the swell of her young
breasts and his fingers lingered on the top button of her
dress.

“Well now, boys,” Jeb grinned as
their eyes burned at their prisoner. “Reckon we owe it to ourselves
to take a closer look-see at our prize.”

Petrified, frozen by the kind of
terrible fear only a woman can know, Rebecca stood there like a
statue as Jeb’s greedy fingers worked feverishly at her
buttons.

The wilderness which had been a heated
crucible by day was now a cold sea of dust, lifeless trees and
marbled boulders. The hundreds of flies that had buzzed and bitten
the posse men since sun-up had been replaced by hordes of droning
mosquitoes. It was sundown, and the dying veins of purple stretched
across the western void and painted the lonely old buttes that
stood like silent sentinels in this ancient land. A chill wind had
whipped in from the north and now it whispered around the tired
riders as they reined in beneath an awesome granite rim. No one had
actually suggested making camp, but every man knew that it was here
that they’d spend the night. Their horses were weary, Kenning’s big
chestnut was nearly lame and the men themselves were fit to
drop.

Only old Ridge Donnell stayed in the
saddle as one by one the posse men eased their tired frames to the
sand. It had not been their fault that this search had been a
fruitless one
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