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  In this electrifying prequel to Clockwork Goldrush, the desert is a scorched frontier where steam-powered secrets and supernatural dangers collide. Willy—a cunning smuggler armed with Deadshot, an enchanted revolver of unmatched precision—rides into the wasteland on a perilous delivery.


  


  But Deadshot is no ordinary gun. Its bullets can pierce anything, yet their number is a mystery. With each pull of the trigger, Willy risks losing his greatest advantage forever. Forced to save his shots for only the most desperate moments, he faces an undead foe, cryptic warnings from a talking cactus, and a landscape where time itself unravels.


  


  As a sandstorm brews and the ghost town nears, every choice tightens the noose around Willy’s fate. The desert shows no mercy, and Deadshot’s story is far from over.
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  The hum of the engines fills the cabin, blending with the faint creak of the airplane’s structure as it cuts through the clouds. I lean back in the leather seat, the steady vibration a reminder of how far I am from the ground. Across from me, Don—slick-haired, sharp-suited, always grinning—sips from a crystal glass. Oblivious to the tension in the air, he’s distracted by his illusions of control. To him, this flight is routine. To me? It’s the final act.




  I stand, letting the slight turbulence carry a hint of menace as I move to the cabinet near the dashboard. The latch clicks softly as I open it. Inside, Deadshot gleams like liquid gold, its enchanted surface catching the dim light. I pick it up, the weight grounding me, its familiar heft filling my hand like it was made for this.
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  Don’s grin slips when he sees the gun. “What’s this?” he asks, voice tight. I don’t answer, just nod toward the cabin door. The latch groans as I pull it open, the wind howling, deafening.




  Don stiffens, his glass slipping and shattering on the floor, the sound lost in the roar. His composure cracks as his eyes dart between me and the open door. “What the hell are you doing?” he shouts, panic breaking through his bravado.




  I raise Deadshot, aiming at his chest. Its power thrums in my hand. “Get up,” I say, voice low but cutting through the wind. Don hesitates, raising his hands as if to placate me. “Come on, Willy,” he says, forcing a weak chuckle. “Let’s not do anything rash.”




  “Up,” I repeat, motioning with the barrel toward the door. Slowly, he rises, tentative, eyes locked on the gun. He takes a hesitant step forward, then another, his polished shoes sliding slightly on the carpet.




  “Nice view, huh?” I say, gesturing toward the open door. The clouds stretch endlessly, shapeless and gray.




  “You can’t be serious,” Don says, disbelief clear in his voice. He glances back, eyes desperate. “We can work something out. Whatever this is—”




  “It’s about you stepping out,” I cut him off.




  His face pales, reality sinking in. “You want me to jump?”




  “Jump, fall… your call.”




  The wind tears at his suit as he inches closer to the edge. His hands grip the frame, knuckles white, body taut with hesitation. For a moment, he looks back at me, defiance flickering like a dying flame.




  “You won’t do it,” he says, gambling with his voice. “You need me.”




  I cock Deadshot, the sound sharp. “Not anymore.”
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  The color drains from his face. He lingers at the edge, breath shallow, body trembling. Then, with a desperate glance, he steps forward. The wind takes him.




  He’s gone in an instant, swallowed by the clouds. No sound, no impact—just the rush of air and the faint creak of the door as I close it.




  I don’t holster Deadshot. Instead, I turn to the cockpit. The pilot’s already gone—Don made sure this leg was automated. That simplifies things.




  The engines hum steadily. Too steady. I raise Deadshot, aiming at the left engine through the side window. The gun feels eager, like it knows.




  “Time to even the odds,” I mutter, squeezing the trigger.




  The shot cracks like thunder, the bullet tearing through glass and striking true. The engine sputters, then erupts into smoke and fire. The plane lurches violently, the turbulence throwing me against the wall.




  I scramble to the parachute near the emergency exit, Deadshot still clutched in my hand. The alarm blares, a high-pitched wail matching the chaos. Wind rips through the open door, the plane spiraling into its death throes.




  Strapping the parachute to my back, I take one last look at the cabin—shattered glass, smoke trailing behind us, and Don’s empty seat. Then I leap.
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  The parachute billows weakly behind me, a thin, fragile thing that strains against the relentless desert wind. I feel the tug of it, pulling me in different directions as I descend, trying to steady myself, but there’s something else on my mind. Far below, I see the plane—a streak of smoke trailing from its wings as it tumbles out of control. The Deadshot gun’s shot was true, and now the aircraft is nothing more than a flaming wreck, its engine roaring in protest as it plummets.




  The nose dips sharply, and for a moment, I think it might pull up, but it’s clear the damage is too much. The flames are a violent orange against the midday sky, curling and twisting, licking the edges of the plane’s fuselage as the ground comes rushing up beneath it. My heart skips a beat, the knowledge that I’ve just sent a plane to its death hitting me hard. The wind shifts, swirling around me as I watch the craft begin to spiral, black smoke trailing in the wake of its descent.




  For a second, I think I’m watching it in slow motion—its desperate dive a tragic inevitability. The sound of the fire crackling in the distance is faint, muffled by the height and the rush of wind in my ears, but it’s there, heavy and consuming. I shift in the harness, bracing myself against the wind, eyes locked on the plane. The desert below begins to stretch farther as I glide down, but that wreckage is still pulling at me, its presence undeniable.




  Then, as though the desert itself can’t stand the wait, the plane crashes, and the explosion rips through the air. It’s sudden, violent—fire and debris scattering in every direction, filling the sky with a flash of white-hot light. The sound hits me like a punch in the gut, a roaring blast of air and fire that nearly knocks me off course. My ears ring from the sheer force of it. The heat from the blast stings my skin, even from the height where I’m still gliding, and for a moment, panic claws at my chest.
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