
DUSTWOLF’S DESTRUCTION

TOMBSTONE MC #10

TEAGAN SINCLAIR

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Teagan Sinclair
All rights reserved.
Cover picture by Magnific

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Epilogue

AUTHOR’S NOTE

SNEAK PEEK: REMNANT’S RECKONING

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Nell had her shoes off under the chair by ten.

She'd opened at eight the way she always did, key in the lock while the sun was still coming over the Swisshelms, the shop cold enough that her breath showed until she got the space heater cranked and the coffee going. By nine the first man was in her chair and she was working, hands in his hair and her mouth running warm and low over everything she'd heard since Sunday.

"Bobby Garza's wife kicked him out again," she told Ray Soto while she took his sideburns down. "Found his truck at the Roadhouse at two in the morning. Not the truck she minded. It was the two in the morning."

Ray grunted. He was sixty-four and had been coming to this chair since before Nell's license was dry.

"She'll take him back," Nell said. She tapped her nails on the counter, reached for the number-two guard. "She always takes him back. But he's sleeping in that truck another week at least."

The shop was small—two chairs, one mirror that ran the length of the wall, a counter with combs standing in blue barbicide and a register that still took cash. The linoleum was cracked where the door swung and the ceiling fan had a wobble nobody had fixed in six years. It sat on the main drag in Elfrida, Arizona, a town of eight hundred people and eleven thousand opinions, and Nell Prine had heard every single one of them from this chair.

She worked Ray through and took his ten dollars and swept the floor around her bare feet, and the next man was already settling in before the dust cleared. Charlie Jessup, who drove produce for one of the packing operations south of town. He sat down heavy and didn't say anything, and Nell read that the way she read everything—with her hands first.

"When'd they let you go?" she asked, already running her fingers through his hair, finding where it needed to come down.

Charlie looked at her in the mirror. "Friday."

"Huh." She reached for the scissors. "Well, I needed the practice anyway. Sit still."

She cut him for nothing and he knew better than to argue about it. That was how it worked in this valley. You sat in Nell's chair and she fixed what she could reach, and if what needed fixing was below the neck she'd talk you through that too. She knew who owed what to whom, who was sleeping where they shouldn't be, which packing sheds had cut their crews, and which haulers were three payments behind on trucks they couldn't afford to park. She repeated about a third of it. The other two-thirds she kept, and the valley trusted her with it because she'd never once used what she knew to hurt anyone who didn't have it coming.

By ten-thirty her shoes were under the chair and the shop smelled like Barbicide and coffee and the dry desert air that pushed through the screen door every time someone walked in or out. She had her sleeves pushed up and her curly brown hair pinned back with a clip that was losing its grip, and her long nails tapped against whatever surface was closest—the counter, the back of the chair, the edge of the sink. She was built soft and round and she dressed to be looked at, and she had never once in her life apologized for any of it.

At eleven, Dustwolf was in her second chair.

He'd been coming every three weeks for four years. He rode down from Tombstone on a bike that announced him two blocks before he arrived, parked it at the curb where the whole town could see the patch on the back of his cut, and walked in without saying much of anything. She'd cape him and start working, and he'd sit there quiet as a stone while she talked her way around the room.

He was six-one and rangy, built like a man who'd spent his life working outside, shaggy brown hair that she kept threatening to take shorter and never did. There was a wolf's head tattooed on his shoulder that she could see when his collar shifted, and a jagged scar across his palm that she felt every time she tilted his head to get at the back. He smelled like leather and engine heat and the dry sage country between here and Tombstone.

She stood close enough to be felt. She always did with him, and they had never once talked about it.

"You're overdue," she said, running her comb through the top. "Been almost five weeks."

"Road kept me."

Three words. That was Dustwolf. She'd had more conversation out of fence posts.

"Mhm." Her fingers worked down to his nape, and she let them stay there a beat longer than the cut needed. His shoulders dropped a fraction of an inch. She noticed. She always noticed. "Well, you're here now. Hold still."

She worked his cut the way she always did, precise and slow, taking her time because she'd decided four years ago that this was a man who needed someone to take their time with him, and nobody else in his life was doing it. Her fingertips moved through his hair and across his scalp in long steady passes, and she could feel the tension bleed out of him with each one. Forty minutes of her hands and her voice. That was what he came for. She'd known since the second year.

She was finishing his neckline when she noticed the truck.

Black dually, idling at the end of the block. She could see it in the mirror over his shoulder—just sitting there, engine running, windows too dark to see through. It had been there when she'd started his cut. Maybe before.

She didn't say anything. Her nails tapped once on the back of the chair, but her hands stayed steady.

"Somebody from the feed store came through earlier," old Ray said from the bench by the door where he'd stayed to cool off. He was reading a two-day-old paper and not looking up from it. "Said a man was asking if Del Prine's daughter still worked in this shop."

Nell's hands went still in Dustwolf's hair. Just for a second. Then she was moving again, brushing the clippings off his neck with the soft brush, pulling the cape free.

"Del Prine's been dead four years," she said. Her voice didn't change.

"That's what I said." Ray turned a page. "Fellow didn't seem to care."

In the mirror, Nell watched the black dually. Her father had been a lot of things—charming, fast with numbers, generous when it suited him, and crooked in ways that had taken her years to fully understand after he was gone. He'd moved hay and produce and other men's money up and down this valley, and he'd taught her to count it before she could ride a bicycle. He'd also died owing someone a number she'd never been told, and the fact that someone was asking about her now, four years later, meant the number was big enough to outlast a dead man.

She glanced down at Dustwolf. He was watching the mirror too. His eyes had gone flat and still in a way she'd never seen in four years of cutting his hair.

"You expecting trouble?" she asked quietly.

He didn't answer. His hand moved to the armrest and she saw the scar across his palm, the one she'd felt a hundred times and never asked about.

The bell over the door rang.

Three men walked in. The shop wasn't big enough for three extra bodies and they knew it, crowding the space between the chairs and the mirror with shoulders and belt buckles and the smell of diesel and chewing tobacco. The one in front was thick through the neck and shoulders, feedlot muscle gone a little soft, and he carried a tire iron down along his leg the way other men carried a clipboard. Behind him, two more, younger, spreading out to cover the door and the back.

Nell's nails went still on the counter.

The one in front looked past her like she was furniture and then looked back, which was worse.

"Your daddy owed Richard Braddock one hundred and forty-two thousand dollars," the man said. He had a voice like a truck crossing a cattle guard. "Six years of collections, skimmed off every run. Mr. Braddock's been patient. Mr. Braddock's done being patient."

The shop was very quiet. The ceiling fan wobbled overhead. Charlie Jessup had gone white in the bench by the window, and old Ray had set down his paper.

Nell looked at the man the way she looked at everybody—straight on, warm, like she was about to offer him a cup of coffee and a seat.

"And what exactly," she said, "does Mr. Braddock think I'm going to do about my dead father's business?"

The man smiled. It was the worst smile she'd ever seen.

"That's between you and Mr. Braddock." He set the tire iron on her counter, right next to the barbicide jar, and it made a sound like a judge's gavel. "He'll be in touch about the terms. Sincerely hopes you'll be reasonable."

Dustwolf sat in the chair with the cape still half-knotted at his throat. Her straight razor sat on the counter beside him, three inches from his right hand.

He hadn't moved. He hadn't said a word.

But Nell could feel it—something in the air behind her had changed. The way the temperature drops before a storm rolls over the Dragoons. The man in front of her was still talking, saying something about timelines and reasonable expectations, and Dustwolf was sitting in her chair looking at the three of them the way something four-legged looks at a fence it has already decided to go through.

She kept her eyes on the man with the tire iron. Her heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her bare feet on the cold linoleum.

The man picked up his iron, tapped it once on the counter, and turned for the door.

"We'll be back Thursday," he said over his shoulder. "Have an answer."

They walked out. The bell rang. The black dually pulled away from the curb with all three of them in it, and the street went quiet again.

Nell stood behind her chair with her hands on the leather and her bare feet on the floor and the sound of her own breathing filling the shop.

She looked down at Dustwolf. He was looking up at her, and his eyes had not changed.

"Thursday," she said.

His hand closed over the razor on the counter. Not picking it up. Just touching it.

"They're not coming back Thursday," he said. It was the most words she'd had from him in a single sitting in four years.

The way he said it made her stomach drop and her pulse kick at the same time, and she realized with sudden absolute clarity that whatever was about to happen in her life, this man was going to be in the middle of it.
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Dustwolf was out of the chair before the bell stopped ringing.

The cape was still knotted at his throat, trailing behind him like something half-shed, and Nell's straight razor was in his right hand before he'd cleared the door. The black dually sat at the curb with its engine running, and the three men were still on the sidewalk—the big one with the tire iron leading, the other two shoulder to shoulder behind him, all three walking like men who'd said their piece and expected the world to sit still for it.

The big one heard the door and turned.

Dustwolf hit him chest-high and drove him backward through the shop's plate-glass window.

The mirror inside—the long one that ran the length of the wall—came down in a sheet of silver and glass that exploded across the linoleum, and the big man went through it on his back with Dustwolf on top of him. Dustwolf caught his wrist before the tire iron came up, bent it backward until something gave with a wet pop, and slammed his head into the base of the barber chair hard enough to leave him blinking at the ceiling.

The second man came through the broken window frame with his hand going for his belt, and Dustwolf met him at the shampoo bowl. He folded him over the porcelain rim face-first, cranked his arm up between his shoulder blades, and held him there with one hand while the man's boots kicked and slid on the wet floor. The razor sat in Dustwolf's other hand, closed, untouched. He hadn't needed it. Hadn't even thought about it.

The third man was already running.

He made it three steps toward the back of the shop before Nell stepped out from behind her chair and put a bare foot into his ribs so hard he doubled over and hit the floor on both knees. He tried to crawl for the door and she stood over him with her arms crossed and her chin up, barefoot in broken glass, and she looked down at him the way a woman looks at something she's found on her floor that doesn't belong there.

"This is my shop," she said. Her voice was steady and warm and absolutely furious. "You tell Mr. Braddock that Del Prine's daughter doesn't owe him a goddamn thing, and the next man he sends through that door is leaving through the window."

Dustwolf couldn't look away from her.

He was standing in the wreckage of her shop with another man's blood on his knuckles and a barber's cape hanging off his neck, and all he could see was Nell Prine standing barefoot in glass with fire in her eyes and her chin up, and something inside his chest locked into place with a sound he could almost hear.

He dragged the first man up by his collar, dropped the second one on top of him, and hauled the third up off the floor by his belt. He marched all three of them out onto the sidewalk and threw them into the bed of their own truck one at a time, the way a man throws hay bales—without hurrying and without gentleness. The big one was conscious enough to look up at him from the truck bed, cradling his wrist.

"You go back to Richard Braddock," Dustwolf said. He leaned on the tailgate. The cape was still around his neck and there was glass in his hair and his voice was the quietest thing on that street. "You tell him the woman in this shop belongs to the Tombstone MC. You tell him the next crew he sends into this valley is going home in bags. And you tell him I said so."

He slapped the tailgate twice and the driver—some kid who'd stayed in the cab with his hands on the wheel and his eyes the size of dinner plates—put it in gear and pulled out so fast the tires broke loose on the gravel.

Dustwolf stood on the sidewalk and watched the dually disappear south toward the highway, and then he stood there a while longer, letting the dust settle and his hands stop shaking. The knuckles on his right hand were split across the top two rows and beginning to swell. The scar on his palm throbbed like a second heartbeat.

When he walked back inside, Nell was already sweeping.

She had the big push broom from behind the counter and she was working the glass into a pile against the far wall, barefoot, moving around the debris the way she moved around everything—like the room belonged to her and always had. Her hair had come out of its clip and hung in her face, and there was a thin line of blood on the sole of her left foot where she'd stepped on something, and she hadn't stopped to look at it.

"Sit down," he said.

"I'm sweeping."

"You're bleeding."

She looked down at her foot, looked back up at him, and kept sweeping.

He crossed the floor in two steps, took the broom out of her hands, picked her up by the waist, and set her on the counter next to the register. She made a sound of outrage that he ignored completely, and he crouched down and took her foot in both hands and turned it to find the cut. A sliver of mirror glass, thin as a needle, buried in the ball of her foot.

"Hold still," he said.

"I was handling it."

"You were walking on it." He pulled the glass out in one clean motion and pressed his thumb over the cut. "That's different."

She looked down at him—this man who had just put three bodies through her shop and was now crouched at her feet holding her ankle like it was made of something breakable—and her expression did something complicated that he couldn't read and didn't try to.

"You called me yours," she said.

He looked up. "What?"

"Out there. You told them the woman in this shop belongs to the Tombstone MC." Her nails tapped once on the counter. "But that's not what you said first. You said she belongs. Then you corrected yourself."

He hadn't realized she'd heard that. He'd been standing at a truck bed with three bleeding men at his feet and his blood still up, and what had come out of his mouth before he'd caught it was—

"Doesn't matter what I said first."

"It matters to me."

He held her foot. She held his eyes. The shop was silent except for the settling of broken glass and the ceiling fan wobbling overhead in a room that now had no window.

"Tell me about Braddock," he said.

She let him change the subject. She was generous that way, or maybe she was just smart enough to know she'd already won the point. She hopped down off the counter, found the first aid kit under the sink, bandaged her own foot before he could do it, and then she told him.

She told him all of it—standing in the ruin of her shop with glass crunching under the tape on her heel, her arms crossed and her voice running the way it always ran, warm and steady and organized, like she was laying out the week's appointments.

Del Prine had moved Braddock's collections for six years. Every hauler and packer in the Sulphur Springs corridor paid Braddock a percentage to keep their trucks running and their loads unspoiled, and Del had been the man who picked it up. He'd driven the route from Elfrida to McNeal to Pearce to Willcox and back, collecting cash from men who'd been paying so long they'd stopped thinking about it, and he'd skimmed off every single run. Not a lot. Never enough to notice on any one trip. But six years of small numbers added up to a number that wasn't small at all, and by the time Braddock had figured out how much, Del Prine was dying of pancreatic cancer in a hospital bed in Tucson where nobody could reach him.

"He died owing Braddock a hundred and forty-two thousand dollars," Nell said. "And Braddock has spent the last four years working out exactly where that money went." She looked at Dustwolf. "It went into the ground with my father. There is no money. There's just me."

"And Braddock thinks you're the account."

"Braddock thinks I'm what's left of the account. The only thing with the Prine name still attached to it." She tapped her nails on the counter. "He's not wrong about that part."

Dustwolf leaned against the barber chair and looked at her. She stood in the middle of her destroyed shop with her hair falling down and blood on her foot and not a trace of panic anywhere on her, and she looked back at him the way she always did—straight on, warm, like she already knew what he was going to say and was waiting for him to catch up.

"How long has this been coming?" he asked.

"The truck's been showing up for two weeks. This is the first time they came inside." She paused. "I wasn't sure they would."

"And you didn't tell anyone."

"Who was I going to tell? The sheriff?" A small, hard smile. "Richard Braddock has taxed every independent operator in this valley since before you and I could drive. Everyone knows. No one does anything about it, because the men who tried are talked about in the past tense."

He looked at her a long time.

"The club rides through this town every week," he said. "I sit in that chair every three weeks. You could have told me any time in the last two weeks."

Her chin came up. "I don't need rescuing."

"What happened in here five minutes ago says different."

"What happened in here five minutes ago is that I kicked a man in the ribs in my own shop while you threw two others through my mirror." She stepped closer to him. "That's not me needing rescue. That's me being outnumbered."

Something hot moved through his chest. She was standing close enough that he could smell her shampoo through the dust and the blood, and her eyes were bright and hard and completely unafraid, and his hand moved to her hip before he'd decided to let it. Just his palm, flat against the curve of her, fingers spread wide.

She looked down at his hand. Looked up at him.

"Dustwolf."

"Yeah."

"Your cape's still on."

He reached up and ripped the cape off his neck and threw it on the floor, and she laughed—a real laugh, full and sudden—and the sound of it hit him somewhere below his ribs and stayed there.

He didn't take his hand off her hip. She didn't ask him to.

"I'm taking this to the club," he said.

"I know you are."

"Braddock runs that valley like he owns it. He's got men in every town, he knows every road, and he's been waiting four years for you. This isn't a problem that goes away because I put three of his boys in a truck bed."

"I know that too."

"So you're coming with me. Up the hill. Today."

Her nails tapped on his wrist—the one attached to the hand on her hip. Three quick taps, like she was counting something.

"I have a two o'clock," she said.

He stared at her.

"I'm kidding." She put her hand over his where it sat on her hip and pressed it there. "Take me up the hill."

He rode out of Elfrida ten minutes later with Nell on the back of his bike, her arms locked around his middle and her hair whipping behind them in the hot desert wind. He could feel her pressed against his back—the whole warm solid length of her—and his blood was still running high from the fight and from the way she'd looked standing in that glass, and he took the curves on the road to Tombstone harder than he needed to just to feel her hold on tighter.

Behind them, the black dually was gone and the shop sat empty with its window broken out and glass on the floor and the OPEN sign still lit.

Ahead of them, the road climbed into the Dragoons, and Dustwolf rode it with one hand on the throttle and a woman on his back who had just watched him destroy her shop and then laughed at him for wearing a cape, and he knew—the way a man knows weather, or ground, or the sound of trouble coming—that Richard Braddock owned every road in that valley and had been waiting four years for her, and that none of it was going to matter.
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Nell crossed the compound yard barefoot with her shoes in her hand and had two brothers talking to her before she reached the door.

She hadn't meant to take them off. The ride up from Elfrida had shaken the last of the glass out of her hair but not the buzz out of her blood, and when Dustwolf had pulled into the yard and killed the engine, she'd swung off the back of his bike and stepped onto hot packed dirt and realized she'd left her shoes sitting under the barber chair in a shop full of broken mirror. So she'd pulled off the sandals she'd grabbed on the way out—the emergency pair she kept in the back room—and walked across the yard the way she walked across everything. Like it was hers.

The compound was bigger than she'd expected. Thick adobe walls the color of dried blood, a main building that looked like it had been standing since before Arizona was a state, and a garage behind it with bay doors open to the heat. Bikes lined the yard in neat rows, chrome catching the afternoon sun, and the smell of mesquite and motor oil hung in the air like something permanent.

A brother with a shaved head and tombstones tattooed down both forearms stepped off the porch and looked at her feet, then at the bandage on her left heel, then at her face.

"You the barber?" he asked. He had a grin that promised trouble.

"I'm the barber," Nell said.

"Dustwolf's barber," another one said from behind him—lean, weathered brown skin, twin scars down his cheekbone. He said it like it was a distinction that mattered.

"I'm everybody's barber." She shifted her shoes to her other hand. "Who cuts yours? Because somebody should answer for it."

The big one laughed—a real laugh, loud enough to bounce off the adobe. "I like her," he said to nobody in particular, and held the door open.

Inside was dark and cool after the yard, and it smelled like leather and beer and old wood smoke. A bar of scarred mesquite ran along one wall, and the great room opened up beyond it with couches, a pool table, and a fireplace she could have stood up in. Men were scattered through the room—some at the bar, some on the couches, all of them looking at her with the same measuring expression she'd seen a thousand times in her chair. Men deciding whether to talk.

She decided for them.

"Nell Prine," she said to the room. "I cut hair in Elfrida. Or I did, until about an hour ago when your boy threw three men through my shop." She set her shoes on the bar. "I hear you have a chapel. I have information you need, and I'd rather say it once."

Dustwolf was behind her. She could feel him the way she'd felt him for four years—a presence at her back that ran warmer than the room. His hand came to rest at the small of her back, fingers spread, and she felt the pressure of it through her shirt like a brand.

"Chapel," he said. One word, to the room. Men moved.

The chapel was smaller than the great room—a long table, battered church-pew seats, the door closing behind them with a sound that meant whatever was said in here stayed in here. Nell counted eight men, including the two from the yard. Dustwolf pulled a chair out for her at the table and she sat in it, and he stood behind her with his hand on the back of it, fingers close enough to her shoulder that she could feel the heat of them.

The man at the head of the table was older, maybe forty-two, rawhide build, deep desert tan, and a scar across his jaw that she tracked without meaning to. Dark eyes that took her apart and put her back together in the time it took to sit down. This was the president—Boothill, the brothers called him. She'd heard the name in her chair a hundred times and never once let on.

"Tell it," Boothill said.

So she told it.

She laid out Richard Braddock the way she laid out everything—organized, warm, thorough, like she was running through the morning's appointments. Braddock had been taxing every hauler and packer in the Sulphur Springs corridor for the better part of two decades. Every independent operator from Willcox to the border paid him a percentage, and they'd been paying it so long most of them had stopped calling it what it was. The men who'd stopped paying had their equipment ruined first and themselves ruined second, and the two who'd taken it further than that were talked about in the valley in the past tense.

"My father ran his collections for six years," she said. "Del Prine. He drove the route, picked up the cash, and skimmed off every run of it." She didn't flinch saying it. She'd made peace with who her father was a long time ago. "By the time Braddock figured out how much, my father was dying in a hospital bed in Tucson. He passed four years ago. The money went into the ground with him."

"How much?" Boothill asked.

"Hundred and forty-two thousand. That's Braddock's number, anyway. I don't know if it's right. Doesn't matter. He's decided it's right, and he's decided I'm what's left of the account."

The room was quiet. Dustwolf's fingers brushed her shoulder—once, light, and then back to the chair. She doubted anyone else saw it. She saw it. She felt it in her teeth.

"He sent three men into her shop this morning," Dustwolf said. His voice was level, but there was something underneath it that made two brothers at the far end of the table look up. "Tire iron on the counter. Told her the number. Told her he'd be in touch about the terms."

"And then this one put them through my window." Nell tilted her head back to look up at him. "Which I appreciate, but I'd like to point out I still had customers waiting."

A couple of the brothers grinned. Boothill didn't.

"Three men walked into a shop in a town we ride through every week," Boothill said. He wasn't talking to Nell anymore. He was talking to the room. "Put a tire iron on a woman's counter and told her she owes for a dead man's debt." He let that sit. "That's our road. That's our town. And that man thinks he can walk into it and put a claim on someone we know."

The brother with the tombstone tattoos—Crypt, she'd heard him called—cracked his knuckles against the table. "That's club business."

"That's club business," Boothill said. He looked at Nell. "You understand what that means?"

"It means I'm not going back down to that valley alone."

"It means Braddock wants the number paid or he wants you made an example of, and he doesn't much care which. And it means the club is going to make sure neither one of those things happens." Boothill leaned forward. "You stay up here until this is handled. That's not a request."

Nell agreed warmly with every word of it, which was how she agreed with everything—warmly, completely, and with the full intention of doing exactly what she'd always planned to do.

"I have a Saturday book," she said. "Regular clients. Some of those men have been in my chair for a decade."

"Your Saturday book can wait."

"With respect, it can't. Half those men are haulers who pay Braddock. They talk to me because I've had my hands on their heads for years. You want to know how Braddock's operation runs?" She looked around the table. "I've been cutting the hair of every man in that valley since I was twenty. I know things about Richard Braddock that Richard Braddock doesn't know I know."

That changed the temperature of the room. She watched it happen—eight men recalculating what she was worth to them beyond the obvious, and she filed that away the way she filed everything.

The meeting broke up and the brothers scattered, and Nell stood in the chapel doorway with the afternoon light cutting through the great room and watched the club move around her. This was a world she'd been hearing about from the edges for years—from men who came through her chair smelling like engine grease and trouble, from the rumble of bikes on the highway at night, from the way certain names were said in certain rooms. Now she was standing inside it, barefoot, with a bandaged heel and no shop and no car and a man behind her who'd said forty words to her in four years and then put three bodies on a sidewalk for her in under a minute.

She turned around. Dustwolf was leaning in the chapel doorway with his
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