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​Chapter 1: The massacre in Mesquite
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The sun was already high in the sky, spreading its shimmering light over the small town of Mesquite. The dry desert wind kicked up dust that lay like a fine veil over the main street. It was an ordinary Monday morning, and the general hustle and bustle of the town was running its usual course. Merchants were selling their wares, housewives were running errands and children were running through the streets.

Sheriff Roy Smith sat in his office, his boots up and his hat pulled low on his forehead. His deputy, Mike Jones, leaned casually against the doorway, his eyes scanning the street vigilantly. Nothing much was going on-at least until the moment five strange riders rode straight down the street, headed for the bank at breathtaking speed and stopped in front of the building.

Roy immediately pulled his feet off the table and sat up straight. "Have you seen the boys before?" he asked as he peered through the window. Mike shook his head.

"No, never seen them. But I don't like the way they move."

As soon as the words were spoken, chaos broke out. The five men stormed into the bank and almost immediately shots rang out through the city. Screams rang out along the street and people fled in panic. Roy and Mike grabbed their guns and rushed into the street.

"Damn it, come on Mike, we've got to get in!" roared Roy, running towards the chaos-ridden building.

When they reached the bank, they were greeted by a scene of horror. The counters were shot up, the blood of the victims was mixed with the scattered banknotes on the floor. The five men had ruthlessly beaten down the employees and customers and were now robbing the cash registers.

"Get down!" shouted Roy, throwing himself and Mike behind an overturned desk. Bullets whipped over their heads.

"Come out, Sheriff, show us if you're as tough as they say!" shouted one of the robbers as he fired incessantly in their direction.

Roy gritted his teeth, his gaze hard and determined. He pulled the trigger and a bullet pierced the body of one of the gangsters, who collapsed. The others shot back, but also took the opportunity to stuff their pockets with cash.

Suddenly Roy saw one of the robbers lower his gun and grab a black suitcase filled with banknotes. The next second, the men jumped back on their horses and sped off, leaving a cloud of dust behind them.

"Damn it!" Roy threw his hat on the ground and ran out, standing in the middle of the street and firing wildly after them. The bullets missed their target, however, and the robbers became smaller and smaller on the horizon.

"Let's get the horses!" he called to Mike as soon as the dust had settled a little.

They hurried to the stables, saddled their horses at lightning speed and jumped into the saddles. The horses sensed the approaching disaster and began to snort wildly.

"Come on, there's no time to lose," Roy said grimly. "They've killed people. We won't let them get away with it."

They spurred their horses and left the town at a hard gallop as the sun slowly began to sink lower at their backs and the horizon gave way to the chase. The dusty ground trembled under the thundering hooves of their horses as Roy and Mike relentlessly pursued the trail of the criminals.

In the eyes of the men was the determined look of those who were ready to execute justice in their own way.

As the sun slowly approached the horizon and the evening sky turned fiery shades of red, Roy and Mike galloped on tirelessly. The dust left behind by the raiders led them through ravines and over hills, deeper into the increasingly rough terrain. The scarce light made it more difficult to keep track. But the two lawmen were determined not to let their prey get away.
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