
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


GUNFIGHT IN THE DUST

REX SLADE


Copyright © 2026 by J.C. Hulsey Books

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above-mentioned publisher of this book, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review. 

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copy written materials. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales 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.

For information contact: info@jchulseybooks.com

Cover design by J.C. Hulsey Books

Published by J.C. Hulsey Books

May 2026

10987654321 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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The man in the dust did not get up.

He stayed on one knee with his head bent low, one hand pressed against his shoulder, the other still wrapped around the knife. Blood had soaked through the torn blue shirt and run down his arm, dark as axle grease in the sun.

Across from him, the rider held steady.

He sat high in the saddle on a chestnut gelding flecked with foam, one hand on the reins, the other lifting a revolver with the easy calm of a man who had done hard things before and never lost sleep over them. His face was narrow and weathered. His eyes gave away nothing.

The wind moved a little dust between them.

Nothing else moved.

“You done?” the rider asked.

The kneeling man spat into the dirt. It came out red. “Not yet.”

The rider nodded once, as if that was the answer he expected.

They were alone in a dry wash half a mile off the trail, where broken stone and greasewood gave a man poor cover and no comfort. The sun leaned hot over the hills. A pair of buzzards circled so high they looked like drifting ash.

The kneeling man’s name was Brock Rourke. He had ridden with men who robbed stage lines, stripped ranch houses, and burned feed stores when the owners asked too many questions. He had been useful with a gun and quicker still with a knife. But usefulness had run out three nights ago in the town of Red Hollow.

That was where he had made his mistake.

He had taken money that was not his.

Worse than that, he had taken it from the wrong grave-faced man.

The rider in the saddle was Duke Ransom.

Ransom had tracked him across thirty miles of open country, through a dry creek bed, over shale ridges, and into the wash where Rourke’s horse had stepped lame. Rourke had tried to run on foot. That had lasted less than a minute. He had tried to shoot. Ransom had shot first. The bullet tore through Rourke’s shoulder and spun him into the dirt, and now the only thing he had left was his knife and whatever nerve had not yet bled out of him.

“You should’ve stayed in Mexico,” Rourke said.

Ransom’s face did not change. “You should’ve left that satchel where it was.”

Rourke laughed once. It came out ragged. “Wasn’t yours.”

“It was in my keeping.”

“That the same as owning it?”

“It is to the woman waiting on it.”

That was the first sign of heat in Ransom’s voice. Not much. Just enough.

Rourke heard it and smiled through bloody teeth.

“So there is a woman.”

Ransom pulled the horse one slow step closer.

Rourke’s eyes shifted to the saddlebags hanging behind the saddle horn.
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