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Chapter One
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The first shot came just as the sun slipped behind the red hills.

Emily Kildeer heard it echo across the canyon like a crack of thunder.

Her horse shied beneath her and she grabbed the saddle horn, heart pounding. The trail she rode twisted along the edge of a shallow ravine, the kind of lonely country where a sound carried for miles.

Another shot followed.

Closer.

Emily pulled the reins and turned in the saddle, peering back down the trail she had just ridden.

Dust drifted through the evening light.

And then she saw them.

Three riders.

They were coming fast.

Her stomach tightened.

She kicked her horse into motion again, urging the tired animal forward along the narrow path. The gelding had already been ridden hard all afternoon, and the foam along its neck told her it didn’t have much left.

But the men behind her were gaining.

The canyon walls rose steep on both sides, trapping the sound of hoofbeats and gunfire in a harsh echo that seemed to come from every direction.

Emily glanced back again.

One of the riders lifted a revolver.

The flash of gunfire burst in the fading light.

The bullet slapped into the dirt just ahead of her horse.

She gasped and leaned low over the saddle.

“Come on,” she whispered desperately. “Just a little farther.”

The horse lunged forward, scrambling over loose stones along the trail.

Behind her the riders spread out, riding hard.

They were good riders.

Men who knew the desert.

Emily’s mind raced.

If she could reach the road to Black Mesa before dark—

Another shot cracked through the canyon.

This time she heard the bullet whip past her shoulder.

Her breath caught.

They weren’t trying to scare her.

They were trying to kill her.

The lead rider shouted something to the others, his voice lost in the wind.

Emily risked another glance.

The three men rode in a loose line now, closing the distance steadily. The tallest of them leaned low over his saddle, guiding a black horse that moved like a streak of shadow across the desert floor.

She knew that rider.

Flint McGraw.

A hired gun with a reputation that stretched across two territories.

If McGraw was part of this—

Emily’s hands tightened on the reins.

She had seen too much.

That was the truth of it.

Too much blood.

Too much killing.

The memory came back to her suddenly—the stagecoach rocking to a stop, the masked riders surrounding it, the first gunshot that dropped the driver from the box.

Then the shouting.

The gunfire.

The man who tried to run and didn’t make three steps.

And Flint McGraw standing there with a smoking revolver.

Emily’s horse stumbled.

She nearly pitched forward out of the saddle but caught herself just in time.

Ahead, the canyon opened into a wider stretch of desert.

Black Mesa lay somewhere beyond those hills.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





