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CHAPTER ONE: Dusty Creek Calls
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It was high noon in Texas, and the sun painted the world with a hard, golden light. The town of Dusty Creek lay sprawled along a parched ribbon of trail, its wooden buildings shimmering with heat. Horses flicked their tails in the shade, and even the dogs lay motionless, hiding from the blaze. The only thing moving on the main street was a single rider—young, lean, and sunburned, the color of prairie dust.

He rode easy, like a man born in the saddle. His shirt was buckskin, worn and fringed, his hat white as a desert cloud. Tied low on his hips rode twin silver-handled .45s, the butts shining in the sunlight. Behind him paced a black stallion, so sleek and restless it might have been born from the night itself. Together, they cut a striking figure.

The townsfolk watched from behind dusty windows and saloon doors. Even old timers who’d seen a thousand riders pass through felt the prickling promise of something different. Word traveled faster than a prairie wind: Kid Wolf had come to Dusty Creek.

He reined in outside the weathered “Longhorn Saloon,” letting Blizzard—his loyal horse—drink from the trough. The Kid swung lightly to the ground, dusting off his jeans, eyes cool and blue as the Texas sky. He tipped his hat to a group of boys huddled near the boardwalk, their mouths open in awe.

“Afternoon, gentlemen,” he said, his voice soft, southern, with a lilt that was oddly gentle for a man so obviously dangerous.

A nervous hush swept the street. Only the saloon piano dared break the silence, banging out a tune that wobbled and died when the Kid pushed through the swinging doors.

Inside, the room froze—cards half-dealt, whiskey glasses paused. At the bar stood a broad-shouldered man with a star pinned to his vest: Sheriff Tom Barton, a lawman with a jaw like a mule and a temper to match. At his elbow, a trio of hard cases eyed the newcomer with suspicion.

The Kid nodded. “Just water, barkeep.”

The barman, a man whose nerves were shot years ago, shoved a glass across the plank. The Kid sipped, scanning the room with the careful calm of a man used to trouble.

Barton was first to break the silence. “Not many ride into Dusty Creek these days unless they’re hunting work—or looking for it.”

The Kid smiled easily. “A man can be hunting justice, Sheriff. Or just passing through.”

Barton snorted, but before he could answer, the door banged open again and a breathless boy stumbled in. “Sheriff! They’re robbing the freight office—now!”

Barton drew his gun, but the Kid was already moving, a blur of white hat and buckskin out the door, Blizzard close behind. He didn’t wait for backup, didn’t wait for a plan. When trouble called, Kid Wolf answered first.
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