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Chapter One

 

Life in Boise Idaho suited Samantha
Stone. At twenty-eight, she wasn’t married with children as most
women her age were. Life was comfortable and she was in no hurry to
move from under the care of her grandparents. Sally and Marcus
Smith took her in after her Mother died. Samantha was only five
years old at the time and a comfortable life with them in Boise
Idaho was all she ever really knew.

Samantha gave piano lessons in her
grandmother’s parlor and enjoyed the cultural events the big city
had to offer. Boise offered chamber music at annual festivals and
there was a new Carnegie Library in the center of town. Samantha
was known to many in the city because of her blazing red hair. She
grew up resenting the feature, but as she grew older she
appreciated its uniqueness.

After her mother’s death Samantha’s
father, William, entrusted her care with her maternal grandparents.
When he could not find work in Boise that suited him, he left for
the town of Newton where he bought a saloon. He loved Samantha
dearly, but he knew she would be safe and happy growing up in the
city. Life in a small town was not a proper place for his sweet
girl.

Samantha Stone’s life changed
drastically in the spring of 1892. It seemed to be a day like any
other as she made her regular stop at the post office.

“Miss Stone. I was about to hop on my
horse and find you. I received an urgent telegraph for you; from
Newton,” Luke the postmaster said. He was fidgeting and restless as
he likely new what it said.

Samantha took the note from his
trembling hand. She quickly read the message over and over again.
Samantha dropped down on a hard wood chair in the corner of the
post office and began to sob.

“It’s my father, William Stone. He has
passed away,” Samantha said. “I’ve inherited the Saloon he owned. I
have to get back to my Grandparents,” tears ran down her cheeks as
she tried to gather herself. “Luke, please can you take me
home?”

 

~ ~ ~

 

Luke escorted Samantha back to her
home on the outskirts of Boise. When he pulled up in front of her
house and Samantha thanked him for his help. She ran into the
house, looking for Sally and Marcus Smith. She always ran to them
when she needed comfort and reassurance.

Even before she spoke to anyone,
Samantha had decided that she wanted to sell the saloon in Newton.
She was perfectly happy with life in the city and could not imagine
it any other way. She entered the spacious clapboard home and found
her grandmother receiving visitors in the parlor.

“Grandmother,” Samantha said. “I’m
sorry to intrude upon your social time, but I have received the
most horrible news. My father has died in Newton. I don’t have any
more details other than I have inherited his saloon as
well.”

Sally’s visitors gave their
condolences and excused themselves. The two women were left to
lament over the death of William Stone. They cried until Marcus got
home and heard the news.

“I don’t expect you to run off to
Newton by yourself, Samantha. Settling your father’s affairs and
even staying one day in Newton is out of the question,” Marcus said
as a cradled Samantha’s head. “It was your father’s intention for
you to live here with us and be sheltered from the unsavoriness of
his world.”

“No, Grandfather. I think the trip
will give me time to clear my head. I will arrange for his body to
be taken care of and sell his saloon. It is the least I can do for
William Stone. He always intended to be buried next to my mother,
Claire. The undertaker and I will meet and make arrangements for
that to happen. I will travel by coach and comeback in a few days’
time. I’m not a child anymore and I can take care of myself,”
Samantha said firmly.

Sally and Marcus reluctantly agreed to
let her go by herself. Claire was their only child and Samantha
their only grandchild so they were vigilant about protecting her.
Sally helped her pack enough of her belongings for a couple of
days. She stayed up all night preparing baked goods for the
trip.


Chapter Two

 

Samantha left at dawn to make the trip
from Boise to Newton. Her destination was a town struggling to shed
its image as a lawless berg. The railroad had come to neighboring
Nampa, Idaho and it was hoped that this progressive image would rub
off on Newton. As much as they wanted to improve, they still had
their gambling and prostitutes, which held them back. In fact,
Newton was notorious for its saloon girls who seemed to flock to
the area.

The ride through the Boise River
Valley was fascinating to Samantha. She had never travelled more
than a three-mile radius from home. A light breeze whipped through
her red hair and the fresh air was intoxicating.

When they finally arrived, she stepped
off the coach Samantha stood looking at the strange new
surroundings. It was as if she had traveled to a foreign country
and she immediately felt out of place with her peach city dress.
She stood out in a sea of brown and drab green. She hailed down a
passerby.

“Hello, I’m Samantha Stone. My father,
may he rest in peace, William owned a saloon in town. Can you
please direct me to the place,” Samantha asked.

The woman did not introduce
herself nor did she smile. She gestured towards a rundown grey
building with a slanted sign that read ‘Saloon’.

“That must be it. Thank you and have a
nice day,” Samantha nodded her head and began to head into the
direction of the saloon.

“Good luck with yourself and whatever
kind of work you are seeking,” the woman growled under her breath.
Samantha did not understand why the woman was so rude.

Samantha strolled through the saloon
doors. It was not like anywhere she had come across in the city.
The Wild West really did exist and she was in it. Behind the crude
wooden bar sat a beast of a man. He was perched on a stool, which
looked like it was ready to break under his substantial girth. He
didn’t smile or say hello. He just nodded.

“You must be the Stone girl. Bill’s
Sammy,” he spoke.

“I am Samantha Stone, not Sammy and
William Stone was my father. He owned this – um – establishment and
now it’s mine. Since I am new here would you mind showing me
around? I should at least know what I’m selling,” Samantha said as
she extended her arm to shake his hand.

“Name’s Darryl. Call me Dog, ‘cuz
everyone else does,” he grumbled.

Samantha shook his greasy hand. His
nickname was appropriate because he smelled like a dog – a very
dirty dog.

“Not much to show really. Over
there is where men come and order their whisky. Some sit for a
while and some stand. Out of necessity mostly ‘cuz, we run low on
stools. They’re the first thing to go in a bar fight,”

Samantha looked where he was pointing
and made little mental notes of all the information the man was
divulging.

“That side we have tables for sitting
and gambling mostly. We serve food and the lunch special’s real
popular. No shortage of meat in these parts so we make a real fine
stew. Ladies hang out against the rail. We have regular saloon
girls and our customers take real nice care of them. Unless they
have it coming and then they get what they deserve. I’ll bring you
upstairs where your Daddy hung his hat,” He finished.

Dog was not being a charming host at
all. Before going up the rickety stairs, Samantha noticed a rat the
size of a house cat. It seemed very well fed.

“I am anxious to see where I will
stay tonight,” Samantha said. She was trying to remain optimistic
despite the deplorable condition of the 1st floor.

Samantha barely knew her father, but
she was shocked when she walked into his small apartment. She
suddenly felt badly for living a comfortable life while he lived in
squalor.

“This is it. I hope you brought bed
sheets. We threw out the ones that were here. After the robbery, he
made it back in here to die in his own bed. The mattress is still
good although I’m not sure I’d want to sleep where another man
died. He used this place mostly to sleep which wasn’t much. He was
always keeping bar downstairs and breaking up fights,” Dog
said.

“Dog can you point me in the direction
of a place where I can gather supplies to make a ‘For Sale’ sign? I
want to wrap matters up as soon as possible,” she asked.

“You can get stuff from the Merchant,
but it’s closed up for the day. The new owners can talk to me about
continuing as barkeep. I’m kinda getting used to the place,” he
sneered.

“I will leave it up to them, Dog.
Thank you for giving me a tour. I’m going to freshen up and I will
see how my father’s saloon runs after dark,” Samantha
said.

“See you down stairs later… if you
dare, Sammy,” Dog snickered.

Samantha sighed and took a nap under
her shawl on the floor. After Dog had mentioned that her father had
died on the mattress, she chose not to try it out.


Chapter Three

 

After a short and uncomfortable rest,
Samantha was mentally prepared to go downstairs. She swooped her
hair up and fastened it, as always, with a clip given to her by
Claire Stone. She would have tried to fit in with the women of the
town and wear dreary colors, but all she had were pastels. She had
to be careful descending the decrepit staircase because the
banister was in such a poor state that she feared the slightest
bump could send her tumbling through the broken
woodwork.

“Just look what the cat dragged in. It
has been some time since someone new popped up. What da ya think
boss?” A man spoke up from a table of thugs.

“I think it just might be our lucky
day. Like any new horse, a woman has to be properly broken in. I
say we introduce the lady to Newton. We should give her a proper
welcome,” said another who was just as disgusting as the first
one.

“Boys, I’m in charge around here so I
get first shot. She looks like a feisty one with that red hair all
tied back. She's snooty with her dress all buttoned up, but we can
take care of that. I can tell she has something special hidden
beneath that fancy dress.”

Samantha took a seat at a nearby
table. She was completely disgusted and hoped that they would tire
of their antics. They had better, she thought, or she would
explode. The leader of the thugs approached her table. His belly
poured over his pants and a cigar hung out of his mouth. As he got
closer, his stench grew worse. It was a combination of sweat and
too much liquor. With his dirty hand, he fingered her hair clip.
That was the last straw and Samantha snapped.

“Get your filthy hands away from me,”
Samantha said in a loud voice. “I won’t tolerate such behavior in
my saloon.”

“Your saloon? My boys and I are paying
customers and the likes of you will take what is given to you. My
name is Robert and I have power in this place. Ask anyone,” He
spit.

“I am Samantha Stone and this is
indeed my saloon. I inherited the place from my father, William. I
am not some hussy prostitute. Regardless, you will not treat any
lady with disrespect in my establishment,” Samantha
said.

It was not often any person confronted
Robert “the Rat”, let alone a woman. He puffed out his chest and
prepared to pull back his arm when Jacob Johnson stormed into the
saloon. Unlike the Rat and his thugs or the dimwitted bartender, he
was a healthy looking man.

His clear dark eyes and curly brown
hair made him look out of place among the others. He slipped
himself in between Samantha and the Rat. Jacob was not a big man,
but he was fit and came to Samantha’s aid. He pulled Samantha off
to the side. His grip was firm, but he meant no harm.

“You better have good reason to drag
me away from that hooligan. I am perfectly capable of handling
myself,” Samantha scolded at Jacob. “I was mistaken for a saloon
girl and he and his cronies were intolerable.”

“Listen to me ma’am. Those hooligans,
as you call them, are dangerous men. Your “can-do” attitude reminds
me of the former owner of this place,” Jacob spoke to her in a loud
voice as he gestured with his finger. Samantha tried to interrupt,
but he wasn’t allowing it. “The owner was killed by Rat and his
boys. They hung him up and gutted him alive real slow so he
screamed like a stuck pig. They wanted to teach the guy a lesson
and they sure did. It served as a loud warning to all of the
goodies who think they can change this place. That is why I dragged
you away Miss…”

“My name is Samantha,” She said. She
was horrified at the tale about her father’s death.

As Samantha stood speechless, Dog
walked by and whispered something in Jacob’s ear.

“Nice going, Johnson. This is Wild
Bill’s little girl. She’s the owner of this place now.” He
snickered and walked away.

The color drained from Jacob Johnson’s
face. He felt horrible for detailing Bill’s murder to his daughter.
He tried desperately to apologizing to an upset
Samantha.

“Had I known who you were I wouldn’t
have told you what I did. I’m an asshole and I’m sorry. Shit, I
just cussed in front of a lady,” Jacob cringed. “And now I did it
twice.”

“William Stone was my flesh and blood.
He was a good man. Perhaps a little rough around the edges, but
that made him tough. I am also tough and I refuse to listen to your
gibberish,” Samantha said.

“Whether you take my apologies or not,
I see you are selling the place and I want to make an offer. If you
serious about selling you should consider me as the next owner. You
don’t want this saloon falling into the wrong hands.”

“No thank you,” Samantha said. “As you
said, I don’t want this establishment falling into the wrong
hands,” She frowned and crossed her arms.

Jacob felt rejected, but at the same
time, her spunk impressed him. He turned to leave and spun around
to face her again.

“You are going to need some help
around here Samantha. For starters, you can use me for the bar
instead of Dog. I have lived in Newton my entire life and I can
tell the good from the bad. Why don’t you let me help until you get
your feet on the ground,” Jacob said.

Samantha thought about it.

“Okay, you have a deal, Mr. Johnson.
We will start tomorrow after I pick up a few things in
town.”

“Are you staying upstairs alone? It
gets out of hand here at night.”

“Thanks for the concern Jacob, but
remember I’m Wild Bill’s little girl,” Samantha winked and went up
the stairs.

Jacob admired her as she made her way
back up the staircase.

 


~ ~ ~

 

 That night, Samantha
had a hard time sleeping in the small apartment. In Boise, her
grandparents retired early and their house was located away from
the traffic. She wasn’t raised with siblings and didn’t go to
boarding school, so Samantha wasn’t used to all the
voices.

Samantha suddenly longed for her own
bed and her home. She was stuck in a different world and escaped
from its clutches felt unreachable.

She heard men yelling at each other.
Their words were vicious and it scared her to be alone in the lot
of strange thugs and thieves. Cussing didn’t shock her, but it was
the manner in which they said them that disturbed her.

Thoughts drifted to the way Jacob
described the manner in which her father was killed and it made her
shudder. Before the men stumbled out of the saloon and Dog got
around to locking the doors. Samantha had time to think. Perhaps
she ended up in Newton a reason. She was not only meant to inherit
the saloon, but her father left her a mission to bring peace and
justice to this awful town. To see that the thugs paid for their
crimes.

Samantha finally fell asleep. She had
a small bit of comfort knowing that Jacob Johnson was looking out
for her.


Chapter Four

 

Samantha woke up the next morning
surprisingly energetic considering how little sleep she had. She
put on a dress that was the closest thing to drab she brought
along. It was a forest green that matched her eyes and made her red
hair look like warm flames. Samantha looked at the pearl broach
that she normally pinned on her chest but decided against it. She
tightly secured her hair in place so she wouldn’t draw unwanted
attention to herself. Her red hair stood out like a beacon no
matter how hard she tried to conceal it.

She managed to walk down the wooden
stairs; maneuvering carefully to avoid falling. The saloon was a
mess. She needed to get it cleaned up and sorted out before they
opened for the afternoon lunch rush. Unfortunately, she realized
that this task would be falling on her shoulders alone.

The grumbling of her stomach made
Samantha realize that she was actually very hungry. She stepped
outside of the saloon and followed her nose as she left the
confines of the beaten down building. She had not had anything
sweet to eat since she finished the treats her grandmother had
packed for her.

Cathy’s Bakery stood in the corner and
movement inside the shop caught her eye. A lady was filling the
shelves with loaves of freshly baked bread. Steam gathered on the
windows and the look and smell of the place caused Samantha to lick
her lips.

“Good morning. The aroma is
intoxicating. I couldn’t help but stop in. Are you open yet?”
Samantha asked.

“Come in. Yes, we open at dawn and
we’re usually sold out by noon. Most folks still bake at home, but
several establishments like the mercantile and the hospital buy our
goods. Many elderly folks stop in as well when home baking becomes
too tedious. I’m Cathy Engler,” she said with a smile.

“Nice to meet you, Cathy. It’s so nice
to see a friendly face in town. I’m new here – Samantha Stone. I
inherited the saloon up the road for my father,
William.”

Samantha detected that the woman was
surprised and had preconceived notions about the
establishment.

“You have your work cut out for you
with that place. I am sure you have met Rat and his gang,” Cathy
said.

“Yes,” Samantha tried to put the image
of the filthy man out of her head for now.

“They cast a very dark shadow over
Newton. There are a lot of good people in this place that want to
get rid of the thugs. I hope you don’t think we’re all like them,”
Cathy said.

“No, I do not think that, Cathy. You
are a representation of all the good that Newton has to offer. I
hope to turn the saloon into a place you won’t be afraid to
frequent.”

“Let me know if you ever need my help.
I have a big mouth and I can get things done.”

“Thanks, Cathy.”

With her sac of fresh rolls, Samantha
continued down Main Street. She stopped at the mercantile next to
pick up some writing supplies and some fabric for a sensible
dress.

“Can I help you find something? I
don’t recognize the face, but you look Familiar. I’m Sue Henry. My
husband owns the mercantile,” she smiled and lowered her voice. “I
run the place.”

Both women burst into
laughter.

“Someday women will run everything,”
Samantha joked. “I’m Samantha Stone. My father, William, left me
the Saloon. I am still trying to make out whether it was a blessing
or a curse.”

“I’m sure by now you have met the
thugs. The saloon is their hangout and they’re a tough bunch. I’ve
always believed that it would take an outsider to run them out of
this town,” Sue cleaned her hands on her apron and fixed an
escaping hair strand back into place.

“Welcome to Newton, Samantha. I
admired your father a great deal and I think you should know what a
good person he was. My daughter was ill for the most part of last
year and he did many things for our family to help. In fact, we
would have lost the mercantile if it weren’t for him,” Sue
said.

“Thank you for telling me, Sue. I’ve
lived in the city my entire life and there is so much I don’t know
about my Father. It’s good to learn about his good side. I always
believed deep down in my heart that it existed. Now, let’s talk
shopping,” Samantha said.

“Oh! That’s my specialty, Samantha.”
The tall, spindly woman said grinned and hooked her arm into
Samantha’s. “Tell me what you need.”

“I need some proper clothes. Well, not
proper as much as appropriate for a saloon owner in the Wild West.
All the dresses I own are pastels and from the looks of the saloon,
they won’t do the dirty work ahead of me. I was planning to buy
some fabric and make my own.”

“Have you ever made a dress?” Sue
asked.

“No, but how hard can it be?” Samantha
looked hopeful.

“My daughter is still recovering, but
she could help you out with the sewing. She’s good and I fear you
would poke yourself to death with all the needles. No offense
intended.”

“None taken. I will pick out the
fabric and come see your daughter for fittings. Will you let me
know how much I have to pay her?”

Sue laughed. “That is not the way
things work in Newton. Friends do favors for one another and
everything eventually came full circle,” Sue explained the way of
things to Samantha.

A smile of relief settled on
Samantha’s face when she finally realized that Newton was, in fact,
an amazing place to live once you get past the unsavory elements.
Samantha left Sue’s shop with one last stop to make.

Samantha started to make her way over
to the post office. She had a short note in hand that she intended
to send to her Grandparents in Boise. She was hesitant to send the
short communiqué.  

 

Dear Grandfather and
Grandmother,

 


Newton is lovely. I am
going to stay a bit longer than anticipated.

Please do not worry about me. I
have made
friends who will assure my safety.

I will send a proper
letter soon with details.

 


Love and
Respect,

Samantha

 

As she approached the post office,
Samantha noticed a flurry of activity. Somehow she had come across
the hub of society in Newton.

“You must be Samantha Stone. We were
expecting you to make it this way eventually,” a lady dressed in
high fashion introduced herself to Samantha.

“I’m Jean Moll. I know of all things
here in Newton. If you have any questions about anything, I am the
one to ask,” Jean said. The woman spoke fast, allowing no time for
the interruption. “My condolences about your father, Bill,” Jean
lowered her voice. “I don’t know if you’re aware of it, but your
father wasn’t involved in any robbery. That was just a cover-up.
Rat and the thugs took him out because he stuck his nose in their
business.”

It was the second time Samantha heard
a story of her Father’s death. Her head was beginning to spin as
she considered that it might be true. Rat and his crew had a hand
in William Stone’s death. If one more person warned her about the
thugs, she was going to explode.

“I have heard so many things, Jean and
if I need anything I’ll know where to come. Thank you for the info
but right now, I have to focus on the saloon.”

 

~ ~ ~

 


When she finally made it back to the
saloon, Samantha found Jacob sitting at the bar. The floor was
swept and the tables were neatly arranged. There was still some
time before opening so Samantha took the opportunity to discuss her
plans with Jacob.

“Good morning Sam – oops, I believe
you prefer Samantha,” Jacob said.

His clothes were clean and he had
bathed. She was beginning to think no one in the Wild West had good
hygiene.

“You can call me anything if you clean
the place like you did today. Where’s Mr. Dog?”

Jacob laughed. “I gave
Dog
the day off and said
I would be in charge behind the bar until further notice. I hope
you don’t mind my forwardness.”

“I appreciate you handling Dog. I am
not sure what is going to happen in the long term,” Samantha
sighed.

“No decisions have to be made today
but know that I am here to help as long as you need me,” Jacob
smiled.

“Thank you. I don’t know what I would
do without your help. I met several women from town this morning
and I am starting to think I’m not alone. I do have one
question?”

“Sure. Ask me anything,” Jacob sat
upright, ready to answer.

“Why does everyone around here have an
animal nickname?” Samantha asked.

“I have no idea, Samantha.” Jacob
snickered.


Chapter Five

 

A few weeks passed and Samantha
transformed from a haughty girl from Boise into a proper Wild West
woman. She surprised everyone around her, but mostly she surprised
herself. She was well prepared for anything life threw her
way.

She fixed up the small apartment that
she now called home and got rid of the old bed. Cathy from the
bakery enlisted her handy husband to build Samantha a new one. He
also made new bar stools and repaired the old ones for the saloon.
Sue Henry’s daughter, Elsa, helped her with a new wardrobe that fit
her lifestyle. It turned out that in addition to being the gossip
queen, Jean Moll was also a fabulous cook. She fancied up the lunch
specials when she came by on Wednesdays. There was a line out the
door to sample her offerings.

Jacob enjoyed watching the changes at
the saloon and he liked the new Samantha. She laughed more freely
than she had when she arrived. Her heart was showing in everything
that she did and it was no secret that she was truly William
Stone’s little girl.

“Jacob, since food has become such an
important part of the saloon, I was considering throwing some
linens on the tables.” Samantha floated the idea.

“Slow down Sammy. I don’t think Newton
is quite ready for all of your city slicker ideas,” Jacob smiled.
“Give it a bit more time, fancy pants.”

Samantha frowned jokingly and went
back into the kitchen to cut vegetables. Jacob popped out to run
errands, leaving her alone in the saloon. She was humming a tune
when she overheard voices coming from the other side of the kitchen
door. When she leaned in a little closer to hear who it was, she
overheard Robert (Rat) talking to the thugs.

“The schedules might be a little off
on exactly when the train comes through town, but I know it will be
here. I have a scout set up who can give us warning. The thing is
gonna be loaded with loot,” Rat said.

“Yeah what about the girl?” One of the
thugs said.

“Don’t worry about her. Her father was
getting to close and we sorted him out. I’m not bothered by the
likes of a pretty little firecracker like her. She can push daisies
with her old man for all I care,” Rat said.

“I don’t think we have too much to
worry about. How much trouble can one girl be?”

The thugs started laughing. Samantha
was still in the next room and she was furious. The vermin just sat
there and made all their plans while she had to listen to their
vile manners.

A huge pile of potatoes sat in front
of her waiting to be peeled and she couldn’t move a muscle. She was
frozen with anger and fear when Jacob returned and found Samantha
in a ghostly state.

“Samantha? Hello Samantha,” Jacob
tried to snap her out of her state.

“Oh, Jacob sorry. I didn’t see you
standing there. The thugs. Robert killed my father. The train
heist,” she babbled.

“What are you talking about? You
aren’t making any sense, Samantha. Have a seat, put down that
peeling knife and tell me what’s going on,” Jacob
insisted.

Samantha told him the whole story
about how Robert really was responsible for her father’s death and
of their plans for a second heist.

“It’s time for you to step aside
Samantha. We have to go to Sheriff Braun with this. It’s far too
dangerous for a woman like you,” Jacob said. He knew immediately
that he misspoke.

“Like me? I am as tough, if not
tougher, than any person in this town is. We can’t go to Sheriff
Braun until I have collected enough evidence. I am the one to do it
because they aren’t intimidated by me. I heard them say so and it
lit a fire in my belly. You can agree to help me or keep quiet –
your decision,” Samantha said.

Jacob had never seen Samantha so fired
up. He reluctantly agreed to help her before she could get herself
killed. He couldn’t let that happen. He cared for Samantha. Perhaps
more than realized.

“I will help you because I can’t bear
to see you hurt,” Jacob said as he looked into her green eyes. He
leaned in to kiss Samantha and she showed no sign of backing away.
Their lips met and the world disappeared for a brief moment. The
heat pouring from Jacob’s lips made Samantha tremble with
pleasure.

The silence was broken by a squeaky
kitchen door.

“Sorry to interrupt,” Dog burst their
moment. “Not sure if I still work here, but I figured I would help
myself to some lunch special leftovers. William used to let me eat
‘em before he threw ‘em to the pigs.”

Samantha and Jacob regained their
composure, but the flame of passion was lit. Jacob went behind the
bar to stock the liquor shelf. Neither of them acknowledged that
anything had occurred. Dog stood in the center of the room,
completely clueless about the intimate moment he had just broken
up.

 


~    
~         
~

 


Samantha spent the next few days
playing detective. She tried to find out as much as possible about
the train heist. In the weeks she had been in Newton, she had made
many connections and she tried to exploit all of them to gather
every shred of information she could.

Sue Henry at the mercantile and her
husband were able to tell her what types of things the thugs were
stocking up on and any deadlines that they had. They needed eight
cloth sacks within a week. One of the thugs said they were to be
used to winter certain vegetation. Not Robert nor any of his men
toiled in a garden of any sort. Samantha figured they were going to
use them for transporting the loot.

Cathy at the bakery was a great help.
She had the most trustworthy smile in town and she could get anyone
to tell her anything. She worked her magic on one of the thugs with
her baked goods to tell her how many men were in the gang. Samantha
needed this information to give the sheriff so he could round up
enough deputies.

Jane Moll was the most helpful of all.
She wasn’t lying when she said she knew everything. She figured out
which train they were planning to rob and when. Samantha didn’t ask
how Jane derived this information, but she trusted her source.
Everyone helped and no questions were asked. Samantha did her part
by eavesdropping on as many conversations as she could between Rat
and his men. She would linger near their table after they were deep
into the whisky. It turned out that they tended to be sloppy and
loose with their words when drunk.

Jacob just watched Samantha from
behind the bar. He was always watching over her like a hawk and she
knew it. On occasion, they shared a glance across the room and
having his warm, reassuring eyes focused on her made her feel more
at ease.

 


Chapter Six

 

Samantha was exhausted and ready to
retire to her bedroom above the saloon. She had been collecting
evidence and created intricate timetables to deliver to Sheriff
Braun. She was quite proud of the work she had done. She would be
able to avenge her father’s death and get on with the life she was
creating for herself in Newton Idaho. She laid everything out
orderly and prepared her bed with a blanket sewn by Elsa
Henry.

The sound of footsteps coming up the
stairs caught her attention and she sat silently to make sure she
heard right. They were loud, heavy sounds; not like those of Jacob
or anyone else she wanted to see. The unlocked door suddenly swayed
open. Robert was standing in the doorway. He reeked of liquor and
tobacco and was sporting a lavish grin.

“I’m not disturbing you, am I? The
door wasn’t locked,” Rat played with the door knob and stared at
the rattled Samantha.

“As a matter of fact Robert, I am
about to retire for the evening and I do not allow uninvited
visitors in my home after dark. Especially from you,” Samantha
stood her ground and tried not to let the smell of Rat get to
her.

“I consider myself invited. I got the
impression you wanted to get something going between you and me by
the way you was always hanging out by my table.”

“You got the wrong impression. Turn
around and leave. I have a pistol and I know how to use it,”
Samantha lied.

Robert’s eyes shifted to the table
where Samantha kept all of the paperwork she intended to deliver to
the sheriff. He strode to the table and with his grimy hands, began
rifling through the papers. It dawned on him that she was planning
to reveal his plans for the robbery. His red eyes widened and he
cleared the papers to the floor. He took his rage out first on her
little apartment. He ripped the brackets off the walls and turned
all of her furniture. He tore apart her blanket and threw out the
contents of her drawers on the floor. Samantha had never seen such
a display of anger. She just stood in the corner
trembling.

“You bitch. First, your father meddled
in my plans and now you!” Robert was spitting mad and his anger
emanated like a heatwave from his body.

“You come here from the city, all high
and mighty, wanting to change the way things are done around here.
If you think you can get in the way of my plan, you think again
sweetie,” Robert ranted.

“Jacob! Help, Jacob!” Samantha
screamed at the top of her lungs. Jacob was outside busy sweeping
the front porch and couldn’t hear Samantha’s cries for help.
“Please leave Robert and I will forget all about the heist. You can
have your money and leave town. No one will be the wiser,” Samantha
pleaded desperately, but her pleas seemed to fall on deaf
ears.

Robert grabbed Samantha by the arms
and tied them behind her back. He shoved a piece of cloth in her
mouth, gagging her and muffling her attempts to scream for help. He
then strapped together her feet with his belt. Robert released her
red hair and sniffed it with his runny nose. Her worst fear was
that he would have his way with her, but luckily there was no time.
He threw Samantha over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes and
snuck away with her.

 

~    
~         
~

 

Oblivious to what had just happened,
Jacob climbed the stairs to Samantha’s apartment. Before he locked
up and left each night, he came up to say goodnight to Samantha.
Jacob liked to make sure she was safe and settled before he went
back to his own home. As he reached the top of the stairs, he
noticed the door was ajar so he peaked inside.

“Hello. Samantha,” He calmly called
her name. He quickly noticed that the apartment had been ransacked.
Samantha was gone and he knew Robert had taken her. He had to think
quickly and his first instinct was to find her safely. He wanted to
get Sheriff Braun involved but not if it could get Samantha
killed.

Jacob decided to find Samantha
himself. He collected the papers from her floor and stuffed them in
his bag. Running down the stairs at lightning speed, Jacob knew
there was just one place he needed to get to right now: Jean Moll’s
ranch.

“Hold on, Sam. I’m coming for
you…”


Chapter Seven

 

Jacob decided that Jean would be the
best place to start looking. She was the queen of gossip and may
have known where Robert might have taken Samantha. He pounded on
the front door and Jean’s son answered.

“Get me your mother. It’s an
emergency,” Jacob panted.

“Jacob Johnson? What are you doing
here at this hour?” Jean asked as she followed shortly behind her
son.

“Robert has kidnapped Samantha and I
need you to tell me where he may have taken her.”

“Calm down. He used to have a place
about six miles east from here in the lower foothills. I have seen
his horse out that way. Are you going alone? Where’s the sheriff?”
Jean was confused.

“Jean, I want you to go to Sheriff
Braun and tell him what you have told me,” Jacob shoved the bag of
papers in her arms. “Give him these and tell him that the thugs are
planning a train heist.”

“You had better get going, Jacob. I’ll
do anything to rid this town of those hooligans.”

Jacob found Robert’s hideaway without
too much effort. He assumed there were men on guard up in the hills
ready to take out anyone who approached so he got off his horse and
crawled up towards the shack. When he reached the simple wooden
hideout, he peered in the windows and saw his lovely Samantha tied
to the chair. Robert was pacing up and down with a revolver in his
hands. A surprise attack was all he could think to do. He hoped
Robert was drunk and therefore off his game.

Jacob burst into the shabby shack,
taking Robert and Samantha by surprise. Robert fumbled with his
revolver and Samantha managed to knock her chair into him. It gave
Jacob enough time to grab the weapon from him. The men on guard
heard the loud scuffle and shots began hailing down from the
darkness. Jacob managed to untie Samantha just in time before
Robert lunged his body at Jacob.

The gun flung across the room, sliding
on the dirty floor and came to a stop when it hit a wall. Robert
swung his fists into Jacob’s body. Samantha could hear the sound of
ribs making a cracking sound.

Jacob fought back and managed to land
a good punch against Robert’s temple, sending him stumbling to his
knees. Samantha saw a gap and dove after the revolver. She picked
up the gun and pointed it towards Robert’s head.

“This is for my father,” Samantha
pulled the trigger.

Jacob was stunned but overjoyed that
Samantha was safe.  He walked over to her and took the gun
from her hands. She stood there just staring at the corpse in front
of her when Sheriff Braun appeared in the doorway.

“We have all of Rat’s men. A few were
lost in the gun battle and I see Jacob took care of Robert,” the
sheriff said.

“Can’t take credit for that,” Jacob
smiled at Samantha.

Samantha and Jacob walked from the
cabin arm in arm.

“Promise me something,
Samantha?”

“What?”

“That you won’t pull a stunt like that
again. You have proven you are tough. I love you, Sam, and I need
to keep you safe,” Jacob said.

“I love you too, Jacob, but I have to
tell you something. We can talk on the ride back to my apartment. I
really need some rest.”

They rode slowly back to town. Jacob
cradled Samantha in his arms and held her tight against his warm
chest.

“What did you want to me?” Jacob
asked. He looked down at Sam and saw her eyes glisten in the
moonlight.

“Jacob, I have decided not to sell you
the saloon,” Samantha said.

“Didn’t see that coming. Who is the
buyer?”

“There is no buyer. I want to keep the
saloon and run it with you. We will make it the best in the
West.”

“That sounds like a fantastic plan,”
Jacob kissed her head and tucked her in closer. The remainder of
the ride home was in silence. The motion of the horse swaying
across the road lulled Sam to sleep and Jacob just sat quietly
watching her drift away in his arms.

When they reached the saloon, Jacob
smiled as he woke Samantha with a tender kiss. She opened her eyes
and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“Thank you for saving me,” Samantha
felt her heart begin to race a little faster and she pulled herself
back.  

Jacob slipped from his horse and
helped her off. He pulled her into a deep embrace, locking his
fingers in the loose red curls that fell so heavenly down her back.
Kissing her passionately, Samantha nearly lost her footing when her
knees buckled beneath her.

 

“Care to come upstairs with me? Let’s
see if we can fix my bed,” Samantha asked and Jacob carried her
upstairs.

Jacob gently laid her down and
caressed Samantha slowly.

 

~    
~         
~

 

Samantha’s arms wrapped around Jacob’s
neck and she pulled him down to her bed. His body covered hers and
she could feel his heart pounding in his chest almost as loudly as
her own.

“I’ve wanted you in my arms for so
long,” Samantha’s words hung in the air between them for a
moment.

“You are my entire world, Samantha,”
Jacob curled his fingers in Samantha’s red hair and brought her
face to his. His warm lips melted into hers and he kissed her till
both of them were breathless.

Jacob rolled next to Samantha on the
small bed and tucked her into his chest. His mouth trailed from her
hot swollen lips to her neck. She let her head fall back, exposing
more of her skin. Not letting her invitation fall on deaf ears,
Jacob ravished the bare flesh and felt her body tremble beneath
his.

Samantha let her hands run down
Jacob’s chest till it met the border of his hips. Her fingers slid
into his pants and she tugged gently at the fabric covering him.
Jacob didn’t stop her and let her explore on her own
time.

She fiddled with pants for a few
moments and suddenly, he was freed. Samantha reached further down
and gasped when her finger tips touched the rock hard flesh of his
manhood. A moist tip throbbed underneath her touch and
instinctively, she enfolded it and began to softly stroke
him.

“Holy shit, Sam, you are going to be
the death of me,” Jacob groaned and tried to breath as the pleasure
built up in his body.

Suddenly, he pushed her back
down.

“Did I do something wrong?” concern
flooded Samantha’s face.

“God no! But if you keep on touching
me like that, I am going to spoil our night,” Jacob kissed Samantha
again and took charge of the moment.

His hands reached down and began to
undo the buttons of her dress. Once all of them were undone, he
pulled her up and slipped off the material from her shoulders,
leaving her bare chested in front of him.

Samantha lifted her hips and helped
Jacob to kick off the dress, letting it fall to the floor next to
them.

Jacob sat up and looked down at the
naked Samantha laid out infront of him. He leaned forward and let
his fingers and tongue caress her entire body. His mouth covered
her breast and his tongue licked at the hard nipple filling his
mouth. His hand cupped the other breast and he just gripped around
the soft flesh.

Samantha moaned. Her body wriggled
with delight. She let her legs fall apart and wrap around his
waist. The hardness of his manhood was sticking out of his pants
and felt her warm, wet core pulsing against him.

Slipping off his own shirt and pants,
Jacob positioned himself comfortably between Samantha’s legs
again.

Their passionate kissing continued
until Samantha couldn’t take the teasing any longer. She pushed her
body up against Jacob’s shaft and rocked against it till she could
feel her core nearly on the brink of explosion.

“Please Jacob, do it…” a lust filled
whisper was all the motivation Jacob needed.

He nodded and kissed Samantha again
before he let his fingers disappear into her fleshy folds. He moved
in and out, letting her body cover his fingers with her wetness.
When he thought she was ready to take his size, Jacob reached down
and took the tip of his penis and pressed it against
her.

He took a deep breath and then slowly
pushed himself into her. Samantha held completely still and didn’t
move a muscle. She flinched when he filled her entirely, but soon
grew accustomed to the feeling of his thick muscle stretching her
tiny flesh apart.

Jacob didn’t move and waited for
Samantha. Then, her body began to move and she rocked her hips in
and out of his. The motion of her movement over his skin was
intoxicating. Jacob kissed Samantha deeply and let his finger find
the nubbin between the red curls covering her womanhood.

While he was grinding in and out of
her, his thumb rubbed her flesh bringing her to a screaming
orgasm.

The waves that washed over Samantha
was so intense that Jacob could feel her entire body spasm with
delight. It was too much for him to hold back and let himself go.
He punched faster into Samantha’s body, holding her to his chest
with a vice like grip before he came inside her.

After he collapsed tired and spent
next to Samantha on the tiny bed, Jacob cradled Samantha’s body
tightly against his and watched her fall asleep in his arms.
  

 


 



Epilogue

 

The day of the grand reopening, Jacob
revealed the new sign on the saloon. It wasn’t a generic Saloon any
longer. The new sign hanging proudly above the establishment read:
“Bill’s Saloon”.

It was the most fitting way Samantha
could think of to honor her father. The new reputation of Newton
spread like wild fire and people came from all over to visit the
small town and to enjoy the offerings at Samantha’s
saloon.

 

THE END
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