
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A ZEBEDEE TITUS - MOUNTAIN MAN ADVENTURE

BOOK TWO

BLOOD ON THE POWDER ROAD

SILAS WHITMORE


Copyright © 2026 by J.C. Hulsey Books

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by J.C. Hulsey Books

No part of this book may be reproduced in any written, electronic, recording, or photocopying form without written permission of the author/publisher.

For information contact: info@jchulsey books.com 

Cover Design by J.C. Hulsey Books 

Published by J.C. Hulsey Books

April 2026

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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The Burned Post

The smoke had already thinned when Zebedee Titus saw it.

Not the thick column of a fresh fire. Not a prairie blaze. This was the gray, low drift of something that had burned hard and fast and now smoldered.

He reined in at the edge of the timber and studied the valley below.

Red Butte rose beyond the clearing, its stone face streaked with old iron stains. The trading post sat at its base — or what had been the trading post.

Now it was blackened timber and collapsed roof beams.

Zeb did not move for a long moment.

Snow lay undisturbed on the trail behind him. No other riders had passed this way since the last storm.

He nudged the mule forward.

The yard around the post was churned mud beneath thin snow. Hoofprints cut in every direction. Wagon tracks too — heavy, deep, loaded.

Not a random raid.

Organized.

Zeb dismounted without tying off the reins.

The cabin door hung open, one hinge torn loose. The roof had collapsed inward. Smoke still rose faint from a beam near the hearth.

He stepped inside.

Three men lay on the floor.

All trappers he recognized.

Harlan Pike near the door. Shot once through the chest.

Jonah Reed near the counter. Throat cut.

The third — young Ellis — near the rear wall, hands still wrapped around a rifle he never fired.

Zeb knelt beside Pike first.

Cold.

Dead since yesterday.

No scalping.

No tribal sign.

No scattered goods.

Shelves had been cleared carefully.

Ledger books gone.

Powder barrels untouched.

Rifles still in their racks.

Zeb rose and stepped back outside.

The snow told the rest.

Ten horses.

Maybe twelve.

They rode in from the south road.

Formed a line at the yard entrance.

Dismounted together.

Entered the post.

Remounted together.

Left north.

Not scattered.

Not panicked.

Disciplined.

Zeb walked to the rear of the building.

Behind the cabin stood the storage shed.

Door broken open.

Inside, traps and hides had been sorted.

Some taken.

Most left.

Only finished bundles missing.

He crouched and ran his fingers through the snow near the shed.

Boot prints.

Not moccasins.

Not rough.

Military style.

But not soldiers.

Private.

He stood and looked toward the northern ridge.

The Powder Road.

That was what the freight men called it now — the winter supply line running between scattered posts and eastern depots.

Whoever controlled that road controlled winter trade.

Zeb returned to the cabin doorway.

He stood over the bodies again.

Harlan Pike had signed no contracts.

Neither had Reed.

They traded fair.

Independent.

Zeb stepped outside and built a small fire beside the clearing.

Not for warmth.

For signal.

By midday, two riders appeared along the timber edge.

Crow.

They approached without hurry.

The older of the two dismounted first.
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