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Chapter One
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The prairie looked peaceful until the first shot broke the wind.

Tom Calder heard it before he saw the dust kick up. The sound cracked across the grassland like a splitting board, sharp enough to send the meadowlarks fluttering up from the tall stems. Calder had been riding slow, letting his horse pick the ground where the prairie sloped down toward the dry creek.

He stopped.

His hand drifted down toward the Colt on his hip.

Another shot rang out.

This one came closer.

Calder turned his horse and scanned the hills. The prairie stretched wide and pale beneath the summer sky. A thin breeze pushed the grass in long waves that rolled toward the horizon.

Then he saw them.

Two riders.

They were moving fast across the rise to the east, their horses throwing dust behind them. One of the men rode low in the saddle, leaning forward like he meant to run a man down.

The other rider turned and fired again.

The report echoed over the land.

Calder swung down from his horse and stepped behind a clump of tall grass. His horse snorted softly but stayed where it stood. Calder loosened the Colt in his holster and waited.

The riders came closer.

Now he could see what was happening.

One man was chasing the other.

But the man being chased had already pulled his gun.

And he wasn’t riding anymore.

He had turned to stand in the grass.

Calder narrowed his eyes.

This wasn’t a chase.

This was about to turn into a killing.

The horse thundered forward, its rider lifting his revolver.

The man on the ground spun.

Two guns came up at the same moment.

Calder drew his Colt.

The prairie exploded in gunfire.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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Tom Calder fired once and felt the Colt buck in his hand.

The rider jerked back in the saddle.

His shot went wild.

Dust burst from the ground beside Calder’s boot.
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