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When Ezekiel Allen crept through the crevice to enter the cave, and lifted his torch to see the shambles someone had made of his home, it occurred to him that perhaps it was a sign that he wasn’t meant to forge a life in the American frontier.

With a weary sigh, he lowered the torch, not caring if a bear lurked beyond its light. Mayhap he should just lie down and let the good Lord take him—or perhaps the devil, the way his luck had gone lately. First, his trapping partner Collins had run off in the night with both pack mules and the entire winter’s take of furs, leaving Zeke with little but the leathers on his back. Zeke had given chase when he’d awoken to find the wretch gone and realized he’d been double-crossed, but with several hours’ head start and Zeke on foot, it had been a fool’s errand.

He’d managed to eke out a living on his own in his cabin by the Cumberland Gap until a month ago—the first of July, by his reckoning—when he’d returned from a day-long hunt to find his home stolen from him too—occupied by a troop of Hessian soldiers.

The five men with the strange, thick-soled boots, who spoke in the guttural tongue of the Germanic peoples had no interest in discussing the matter diplomatically. They’d helped themselves to Zeke’s provisions, and Zeke had no trouble understanding their odd, blunt, blackened pistols that fired eight rounds without reloading.

He’d vowed he’d get his cabin back—or at least steal one of the Hessians’ horses so as to make his way back east.

But crawling back to Norfolk with no money and no furs would be his last resort.

So instead, he’d made camp in the cave, where he’d begun storing the furs he’d taken since Collins’ departure on the off-chance the miscreant returned. The pile of pelts had grown to a tidy collection indeed, one that would likely pay his way back east come spring with other trappers who were sure to arrive in another couple of months. With luck, the Cherokee would stay away and remain up north at the Great Lakes, fighting the French.

His face curled into a snarl. The Hessians would not beat him. He’d found the house empty that morning, and had managed to spirit out his large kettle, a lamp, some miscellaneous dishes and tools, and a bag of dried beans before one of the lowly worms returned, pointing his odd, all-iron pistol at Zeke. “Da house is ours,” the man had said, then the degenerate had spit at him. If his weapon hadn’t been enough to convince Zeke to leave, the return of two of his companions bearing similar weapons was.

More bad luck. He’d known they’d come back—they always had before—but this time, at least, he’d had the foresight to secret the supplies beneath a tree, before they’d returned. It gave him a small measure of satisfaction to consider the difficulty they’d have preparing food without the kettle and tools—all of which Zeke and his various fellows had outfitted the house with over the past three years.

He squeezed his musket, gripping the torch tighter in his other hand as the cave’s unchanging, damp chill settled into his bones. He would not lie down and die. He would not let those blackguards win, nor Collins. Gritting his teeth, he lifted his torch to survey the damage, leaning on his left foot to steady himself on one of the sloping slabs of rock that made up most of the cave’s floor.

The beaver furs had been pulled from the three lashed-wooden racks he’d laid against the side wall, though they lay a few feet away, none the worse for the wear, or so he could tell at this distance. Other furs too, including that from the bear he’d killed back in June—lay strewn around the cave, though like the beaver furs, they appeared undamaged, thank the Lord for small mercies. Little appeared out of place in his meager collection of cooking pots and tools that lay piled in one of the few relatively level spots in the cave, near the chamber’s center.

His gaze flicked to the fire pit—luckily, the cave was high in places, and the smoke traveled up and out quite tidily—and there lay the worst of the disarray.

The two wooden racks full of deer jerky were destroyed, lying in pieces scattered around the empty fire pit. And the deer jerky—gone, or trampled in the dirt.

His stomach growled, as if he needed reminding that the afternoon’s hunt hadn’t been successful. “Bloody hell!”

Something moved amongst the furs.

He lifted the torch and took a careful step nearer. “Come out, whoever you are,” he growled. His mouth tasted as if he’d swallowed a musket ball. Had the Hessians found his hideaway? He’d thought the cave well-hidden, its entrance but a slash in the mountainside, concealed by a stand of pines. But who else could have done this? The fissure through which he entered wasn’t big enough to admit a bear, at least an adult—one of his prime considerations for making his home there.

A ’coon, perhaps?

He snorted, and twisted to the right, scanning the far corner of the chamber. As mischievous as the little masked miscreants were, even a ’coon couldn’t have wreaked that much destruction—though perhaps a whole family might’ve.

He squinted toward where he’d seen the movement. Hard to see in the dimness of the cave, so he took another step.

It moved again, this time with a snuffling sound.

He crept closer, moving the torch around—there it was, the whites of its eyes shining in the firelight. It wriggled, furry and black, almost blending into the shadows, aside from those white half-circles of its eyes. Thicker than a baby deer—and deer in these parts weren’t black, anyway—but longer than a bear cub, though it had a short, stubby tail like a bear’s...

That wiggled from side to side as the thing lowered its head and... whined?

Zeke jerked backward. “What the blazes?” He lifted his musket, ready to fire if the thing decided to pounce...

Then it rose up on four spindly legs, revealing a brown underside and a silvery, chain-link-like collar about its thick neck, with a metal tag.

By the devil, that was no bear cub, it was a dog!

It whined again.

Zeke crept closer, keeping his musket trained on the creature. He’d never seen a dog like that, with a sleek, black coat that shone in the torchlight as he moved closer, nor with such odd markings, in a rich, mahogany brown going down the underside of his face—for it was now obviously a he—to his belly, and stockings on his feet, with a little spot of brown above each eye, like eyebrows.

Zeke stopped when he was just out of arm’s reach. “I should shoot you right here, mangy cur,” he grumbled, even though the dog was anything but.

He expected the dog to bark. But instead, the stub of a tail wagged more furiously. The dog opened his mouth, and the way the brown markings lined his mouth, Zeke could swear he was smiling.

Zeke lowered his musket. No matter the shambles the creature had made of his cave—and eaten every last bit of his deer jerky! Zeke couldn’t bring himself to shoot him.
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FLORIE LIFTED THE AXE, her gaze focused on the chicken’s head poking through the hole in the corner of the feed bag, and brought it down in a spray of blood. Taylor flinched.

Florie put the axe down, unable to hide her smirk at her friend from the future. Were things so different in the twenty-first century compared to here and now, in 1943? Or maybe it was simply because Taylor was a city girl. “Think you can grab the head there?” Florie asked.

The other woman squeezed her frilly, black skirt, raising a cloud of grasshoppers from the tall grasses that filled the Cumberland Gap House’s backyard. “Ugh... can’t we just leave it for the... uh, coyotes or something?”

Florie grabbed the back end of the bag. “That somethin’ would be buzzards. And with this heat, it’ll stink to high heavens before they get to it.”

Taylor sighed. “Okay.” Florie waited while Taylor gingerly pinched the chicken’s red comb between her neatly-manicured thumb and index fingernails.

At least they weren’t black this time. That would raise eyebrows in 1943, and Florie would hate to use even a few drops of their gasoline rations to remove the outlandish polish, as they had when Taylor had visited four years earlier. Like Taylor, Florie and her mama were time travelers, but the neighboring folk weren’t, and they would find it mighty strange.

They trudged up the gravel walk to the House, raising more grasshoppers as they went. The things were feasting on the yard, even up in the mountains, it was so hot and still.

“What do we do now?” Taylor held the bloody chicken head out in front of her.

“Mama’s gotta scald it.” Florie grabbed the door and held it for her. “Then we pluck the feathers. Did folks not do that in the twenty-first century either?

“...Margaret, you have to do it,” Chad’s voice drifted out from the kitchen. “The First Rite’s not that big a deal. She’s twenty-three, for Pete’s sake. Been jumping back in time since she was little, and with your health now—”

“Charles,” Mama said in a warning tone of voice as Florie and Taylor rounded the corner.

“Where’s the trash?” Taylor held out the chicken head.

Margaret LeBeau grabbed it from her. “Lawsy no, that’s for stock, hon.”

Chad gave Taylor his ever-present grin. “Waste not, want not. Especially during wartime, right?” His black ponytail wiggled with his nod.

Florie gave Taylor’s time-traveling companion a wink. “She’s not an old hand at livin’ in the past like you.” She handed the bag to Mama, who dumped the chicken into the boiling pot on the stove. “What were you talking about?” She glanced at Chad.

“Watchkeeper things.” Mama’s mouth clamped shut with a finality that told Florie there’d be no further discussion of the matter. She nodded toward the door. “You wash off the axe?”

“I’ll take care of it now.”

Florie headed for the old pump in the backyard and rinsed off the axe. Had Chad been telling Mama it was time Florie got to take the First Rite? She’d wanted to for as long as she could remember, but Mama’d always told her it wasn’t her time yet.

She carried the axe into the barn, wondering. Could it be time now? Chad seemed to think so. But Mama’d said she wouldn’t know until it happened. As she hung the axe on its hook, the barn door slammed closed.

Must’ve been the wind. She pushed the door to exit, but instead of giving, it held fast.

She pushed harder. What in tarnation? She pushed again. No go.

How in the world had it gotten locked? Or even shut? She gave the barn door one more shake, then stepped back and stared at it in disbelief.

She was locked in. “Mamaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!”

She stared at the wooden door, and the thin, dust-mote-laced spears of sunlight slanting in through the cracks between the boards. “Chaaaaaaadd! Taylor!”

She waited, but no one came. Think, Florence. For heaven’s sake, she was twenty-three years old, and a college graduate, courtesy of the Saturn Society. Surely she could figure out a way to escape her own barn.

Never mind that she still couldn’t figure out why she had to—where had everyone gone?

She stuck her hands into her dress pockets, and found a paper-wrapped packet of beef jerky. What in the—oh, yes. Mrs. Ramsey over in the next holler had given it to her as a thank-you for tutoring her boy Joe-Bob, in hopes he’d do better in school, come fall.

Not that the jerky was any help to her now.

Florie withdrew her hands from her pockets and peered around the barn, her eyes having already adjusted to its dim interior. She shuffled through the straw coating the barn’s wooden floor, raising a cloud of dust and the fragrance of the fresh straw. She wasn’t sure how much good the hoe would do, but perhaps that spade...

She grabbed it and hurried back to the door, but quickly found the shovel to be too curved to fit into the crack around the door. The big machete her mother used to clear tall weeds fit through the crack, but it was too thin to budge the heavy wooden door.

The rake was too flimsy, and all she did with the hoe was straighten it. 

“Fiddlesticks!” She tossed the garden implement against the wall. “Think, Florence.” There had to be some way out...

In the corner, the big old tractor lurked. She could start it up and drive right through the barn door—except that there was no fuel in it, hadn’t been since they’d plowed the garden in the spring, thanks to gasoline rationing.

Not much else in the barn besides chicken feed, more bales of hay, and the canteen she’d left in there... what, over three years ago, when Zeke Allen had been brought forward from 1756 in a time bubble, and they’d sneaked out to the barn to talk away from her mama’s pitcher-like ears.

She leaned against the wall with a sigh. How long would she be trapped in the barn? What if there was an air raid?

“Oh, come on, Florence!” What a silly thought that was! Even if the Japanese or the Germans could get this far inland, why on earth would they bomb Nowheres-ville, Tennessee?

In the distance, a car or truck rattled across the bridge that led to the Cumberland Gap Saturn Society House.

The car finally drew near, and the engine cut. A door slammed.

The she remembered. Doc Sutherland was due from Middlesboro to check on Mama. She’d been free of the pneumonia for the past couple weeks, but it kept coming back, and each time, it seemed to take her longer to shake it, thanks to her hypoadrenia—or so the doctor said. Doctor Kember was much closer, but no one in Hollowville wanted anything to do with Florie and her mother since they’d seen Mrs. LeBeau’s Society guests in that brawl in the ravine behind the House—a brawl that ended with people disappearing into thin air, and the LeBeau women branded as witches.

Florie and her mother couldn’t exactly tell them those people hadn’t disappeared, but had jumped into another time—as she and Mama could also do—so the witch rumors had persisted. Florie could only hope that someone, in that other time, had caught those horrible rogue time travelers who’d narrowly escaped—

Florie jerked straight, fingers pressed to her mouth. “Oh my!”

That’s how she was supposed to escape. “The First Rite,” she whispered.

Could it be? She’d been after her mother to administer the Saturn Society tests for years, but Margaret had always refused. “When you’re ready, Florence. Not before.” Her tone of voice and use of Florie’s given name made it clear that the subject was closed, every time.

Florie didn’t even know what the Rites were, only that one had to pass them both in order to be a Watchkeeper—a Society member who kept watch over a Society House, and served as host to any visitors from the future. Or past. Florie thought of Zeke, the devilishly-handsome frontier explorer who shouldn’t have been able to come forward, especially since he wasn’t even gifted with the time travel ability. The Society Council could only conclude that he’d been brought forward in a time disturbance, a fracture in time caused when those with the Gift deliberately manipulated the past to suit their own ends. He’d disappeared two months later, just like someone from the future getting the Pull, the force that snapped one back to his or her own time.

Florie had no way of knowing whether Zeke returned to 1756, or if he was further caught in a time disturbance and taken to some other time, but she’d always intended to go back and find him.

Her mother forbade it. “My word, Florie, you have no idea how dangerous it was back then, especially for a woman. It’s not like when I was a girl, nor my mother.” Both times that Florie had visited aplenty. “There were no roads, no doctors, only the most primitive living conditions, hostile Indians... and many of those frontiersmen... believe me, honey, most of ’em weren’t like Mr. Allen. Frightening to imagine what they’d do, if they come across a pretty girl like you, after not seeing a woman for who knows how many months...”

“I suppose you’re right, Mama,” Florie had agreed. Let her think Florie went along with her.

Then her mother had insisted that she go to college, especially since the Society would pay for it. Florie agreed, and it was time well spent. She’d studied American history in college, focusing her research on the Tennessee and Kentucky frontier whenever practical. She’d spent two summers at the Saturn Society House in Marietta, Ohio in 1794, taking in more history, and learning the etiquette and customs of the eighteenth century from the Watchkeepers there, who were used to entertaining guests from the future. They’d taught her all sorts of practical things, like how to skin game, treat the furs, and preserve the meat, and how to cook in a pioneer kitchen, as well as herbal remedies long forgotten even among the mountain people. They’d even taught her a few words and phrases in the Shawnee language, though Cherokee would be more useful where Florie lived.

She’d planned to jump back to look for Zeke after she graduated and returned to the Cumberland Gap House, but then her mother had taken ill, so she’d decided to wait until Mama’s health improved.

But now, someone had locked her in, and left her in the barn. She raised her fists to bang on the door some more, when a realization struck her.

This was the opportunity she’d waited over three years for. The perfect opportunity to find Zeke. And yet, she couldn’t shake feeling like she was standing on the big, arched, wooden bridge that led to the House and was staring down into the valley, hundreds of feet below, but unlike the real bridge, there was no railing, and she could plunge to her death if a breeze rattled the structure too much.

She swallowed and moved around the barn. What should she take back in time with her? The canteen, of course. She’d be thirsty, and the chances of someone being there to help her were slim to none. The Cumberland Gap House was built in 1752, by Society explorers in that day, but it hadn’t been regularly occupied by a Watchkeeper until years later. Mama would be angry if Florie went back that far; especially after she’d given her word that she wouldn’t. A shiver burst through her. Her mother wasn’t exaggerating; the eighteenth-century frontier was indeed a dangerous time and place.

But Zeke...

They’d spent hours under her mother’s watchful eye, him telling them all about what the Cumberland range had been like back then, about the Indians he’d met, some of whom were friendly, and some of whom weren’t, about the plentiful game he’d hunted right on what was now Society property, and what the government was planning to make into a National Park after the war was over. Her mother had at least let him take Florie hunting, and he’d told her about tracking deer, and bear, until Florie told him there weren’t any in the area anymore.

He’d been pretty bewildered by that, but once he’d gotten over it, he’d helped her improve her aim at smaller game. Always patient and kind, and when he asked questions about the current times—especially about the farm truck, or the tractor—and she reminded him why she couldn’t tell him, he’d understood. Just the sound of his gentle, deep voice, and remembering the feel of his warm, calloused hands on hers as he pointed out a hollowed spot where a rabbit had nested, sent a warmth through Florie’s body, chasing away her chills.

He’d be there, in 1756. She had to do this.

The canteen still hung on the hook over the long-empty feed trough, as it had since she and Zeke had left it there after a walk in the woods one day, over three years ago. She grabbed it, and dropped the long, leather strap around her neck. 

She wandered around the barn slowly. What else should she take? A weapon, of course. Too bad she didn’t have a shotgun—not that she’d have left it in the barn. She grabbed the machete off the rack of implements. In 1756, there’d been nothing but forestland where the barn stood, mostly pines, of course, this high in the mountains—

The dizziness started, and she stumbled, flinging the machete to the ground. “No, not yet!” She focused on the old tractor, the long-empty cattle trough, the locked door, but it was too late. She lurched forward, grasping for the garden tool, right before everything went black and she crashed to the ground.
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As the dizziness passed, Florie pushed herself up, wincing as the mat of pine needles and weeds she’d landed on pricked her palms. She sat up, shading her eyes against the sunlight filtering through the trees.

Slowly, she stood, peering up the mountainside. Shouldn’t the House be... There it was, where the end farthest from the barn would be. She’d forgotten, the L-shaped log cabin had been added onto many times since it was first built, not to mention rebuilt completely twice, after being burned. Only the very end of the recovery room wing was in the same spot as the original cabin. But my, even though she’d known that, how small it looked!

The barn—little more than a corncrib—was far off to the side, nowhere near where the barn was in Florie’s time. The tiny stable was barely large enough to hold maybe four horses beneath its roof. And from what Florie could see, it wasn’t even walled in, other than the side facing her.

With a sigh, she started trudging through the tall grasses, stopping to crouch by the stream that ran down the hill from a spring that bubbled up just behind what would be the kitchen—undoubtedly the same spring that served the House’s well in Florie’s time. “Well, let’s hope it’s just as safe in this time.” She scooped a handful of cold, clear water and slurped it up, then took a moment to fill her canteen before she hurried on. She’d be thirsty when she woke from recovery, and given that she’d jumped back almost two hundred years, she doubted she’d have long before the fatigue set in. There might not be a Watchkeeper at the House in this time, but Mama’d told her it was usually left stocked in the early days with sealed, preserved food, and necessary equipment like tools, a musket, and ammo.

As she walked, coyotes howled in the distance—or was it wolves? Another reason she needed to reach the House, and soon. Going back this far, she’d likely sleep for a good week in recovery. She pulled out the dog tag necklace from beneath her dress, just in case.

The Society had encouraged all its members to get the identifying tags after reports of several being buried alive, though actually only asleep in recovery. If it happened when one went to the past, well... the traveler returned home, alive, but what a terrifying death to endure.

And occasionally, it happened to someone returning to their own time from the past—which meant they died, and stayed dead. A shiver went through her.

Finally, she neared the House—still couldn’t believe how tiny it was—not much more than a shed—and crept around toward the front, her feet growing heavier by the second. Please, don’t let the door be locked, she prayed. Of course, in frontier times, that was likely to be little more than a wooden latch, but slipping into recovery, she hardly had the mental capacity to remember that the door was where the end of the wing was in her time, much less figure out how to break in.

From inside the House, a man said something in words she couldn’t understand.

Florie froze. A man? At the House? And what in creation was he saying?

A second man responded, in the same harsh, guttural language.

Though she didn’t recognize the words, a chill skittered down Florie’s body. German! At least that’s what it sounded like. But who were they? Were there even any Germans in Tennessee in 1756? She didn’t think so. Society guests, from a different time than hers?

Of course. That had to be it. There were Society Houses all over the world, after all. These Germans were probably from some earlier or later era, and wanted to experience the American frontier. Gosh, they could even be Americans—plenty of German immigrants in the nineteenth and twentieth centuries became loyal U.S. citizens, but still spoke their native tongue.

“Dämon!” the second man yelled.

She shivered. That sounded like... demon?

It’s just the times. Her time. Of course she didn’t want Germans in her House, but that was a prejudice of her time, one she had to set aside in this one.

She followed her ears until the voices grew louder, leading her to a gap in the mud chinking in the House’s back wall. She peered through it, but could see little besides the opposite wall. But she could hear enough to pick out four, maybe five, distinct voices.

A yawn cracked her face. Recovery. She hoped these men were honorable Society men, and that there was room in the House for her to recover. Because if there wasn’t...

Another coyote—or maybe a wolf—barked, closer, as if Florie needed the reminder of her predicament.

A third man said something else.

Worry laced the first speaker’s voice as he replied about the demon.

Florie’s knee wobbled. She had to do something. As the three men further discussed whatever it was, Florie gripped the log wall and leaned around the corner of the House. The door opened.

Two men stepped onto the wood plank porch with their backs to her, one with his hand on the door handle. Both wore buckskin jackets and leggings, typical of the time, but the boots their trousers were tucked into were definitely not colonial-era. Smooth, black leather, with thick soles...

Like army boots. Like those worn by the German soldiers she’d seen on the newsreels, last time she went into town to the movies.

Shouting more German, the man at the door yanked on the handle, and when he pulled his hand back, Florie stifled a gasp.

On his finger was a thick, gold ring with etched insignia clearly visible in the bright sun: a Nazi swastika.

Biting back a scream, Florie pushed herself off the House’s wall and stumbled back down the hill as fast as she could go. She couldn’t ask those men for help, not Nazi soldiers!

Right as she reached the relative safety of the pine trees, she tripped on the bumpy ground and fell face first on the ground.

The men continued their discussion as Florie pushed herself up—lordy, it was as if her body were made of lead!—and spit out pine needles.

The other man said something else about Dämon before raising his voice. “Dämon! Kommen!”

Florie forced herself to her feet—it would be so easy to just lie there—but she couldn’t give up, couldn’t let those men find her, hurt her, kill her. If she died, she’d go back to her own time, alive, but she had to complete her First Rite. For Mama, for the Society, if not for herself. And whatever the First Rite was, she doubted it included dying.

She somehow managed to stumble to the tree and dove under it. Footsteps clomped across the House’s wooden porch, then faded to shuffling sounds as the men’s terse chatter continued.

She scooted farther under the tree. No time to do anything else. If she tried to make a run for it, they’d catch her in seconds, fatigued as she was with recovery coming on. She pushed herself as far under the pine as she could, wincing at the needles littering the ground poked her, until her hip bumped its trunk. Then she lay quietly.

Somewhere in the next valley over, a wolf howled. A bark rose from somewhere much nearer in answer, then turned to a howl.

The shuffling sounds—the men walking through the tall grasses that were the House’s yard—and the men’s talk grew louder, nearer. Lordy, what had she gotten into?

The shuffling, clomping sounds grew nearer. One of the men bellowed what sounded like orders to the others... and the demon.

“Ja, Herr Hauptmann,” one man said. The three others echoed him.

Footsteps receded. But were they all gone? Florie squeezed her eyes shut—not that she could see anything besides the dark mat of pine needles above. Think, Florence!

She had fifteen, maybe twenty minutes before recovery set in and she’d be able to do no more than fall into the sleep of the dead. Maybe time to hide somewhere, if those men weren’t around. But where, with them also in the House? Perhaps the ravine...

In the distance a coyote barked. From the deep sound a big one, loud and ferocious—maybe a wolf.

It’s far away, she told herself, trying not to think the animal could come nearer any time.

The men’s shouts had faded. If she was going to make a run for the ravine, she had to do it soon.

She rolled onto her side and peered out from under the pine’s drooping boughs. Only the thick grasses of the House’s yard filled her view. 

Maybe the men were gone.

Breathing hard—even that small motion was tiring, with recovery starting to hit—she reached for the machete, only then remembering she’d dropped the darn thing as she’d jumped—

“Was ist das?” Black boots appeared in the grass.

Florie froze. Go away, she willed the man. You don’t see anything here.

But he crouched down, and dark, blue eyes bored into hers.

Florie’s mouth opened, but only a squeak came out.

The man’s expression, barely visible in the tree’s shadow, went slack. His words sounded doubtful. 

“Please...” Florie whispered, her mouth as dry as if she’d stuffed it full of pine needles. “Don’t hurt me.”

The man’s brows lifted. “Ah... Ah merry-cahn? Saturngesellschaft?”

The wolf barked again, closer this time, sending a chill racing down her.

He looked away and muttered under his breath, something about mein Führer. He leaned farther under the tree, peering at Florie closely. “You vurth much to mine leader. Mine comrades find you, dey brink you back to Germany, have Saturngesellschaft children. But I cannot do dis. Run, Fräulein.” He backed away and stood. “Run, far from here...”

Florie clapped her mouth shut, barely daring to breathe. This man had all but confirmed her worst fears—if they caught her, they’d take her back to Germany, no doubt to perform heinous experiments on her like she’d read about in the Society’s newsletter. Or worse, make her have time-traveling babies for them.

And yet, this man was letting her go.

“Be quick, Fräulein!” he whispered.

Breathing hard—Lordy, pray she could get to somewhere safe before she collapsed into recovery—she rose onto her knees and elbows as far as she could, still under the tree’s boughs, then crawled out.

“Hey!”

Florie’s head whipped around.

The kind man had already disappeared around the stable, but another buckskin-clad Nazi coming from around the House pointed at her. “Der Springer!”

Still yelling—she assumed for the others—he rushed down the hill toward her, as another appeared from around the House.

Florie lurched to her feet and ran, glancing behind her as she raced for the ravine, hoping the geography hadn’t changed since the twentieth century. The wolf was nearer, too, right behind the House, from the sound of its furious barking. Trying to push aside the sluggishness of oncoming recovery, she stumbled to the drop-off. She could climb—she hoped—down to the second ledge. Maybe she could lose them where it narrowed. But as she dropped to her belly to slide over the edge, the Germans—now three—were right on her tail.

Darn it! If only she hadn’t dropped the machete! Though a fat lot of good it would do her, with three of them.

“Du bist mein, Fräulein!” The nearest one lunged for her and grabbed her ankle.

“No!” Summoning energy she didn’t know she still had, Florie yanked her canteen’s strap off her shoulder and hurled it at the man.

The metal canister bounced off his head, but he barely glanced at it as he said something in a snide tone.

His hand clamped over her leg and pulled, muttering something about “mine.”

Florie clawed at the ground. Roots and grasses pulled loose in her hands. She twisted. Tried to jerk away from the man’s grasp. No go. The taste of dirt filled her mouth as he dragged her away from the drop-off.

He loomed over her, his mouth curled into a grin as he spoke—something about der Führer. Would he take her to Hitler?

Florie tried to twist away while bracing herself for his weight to land on her, when a huge, black shape flew out from the woods, and launched itself at the man, knocking him to the ground.

Out of breath, Florie could only watch as the bear—no, a dog—bit into the German’s upper arm. He shrieked, trying to get up and shake the creature off him. “Dämon! Nein!” He rolled from side to side, but the dog held fast, growling all the while. Florie tried to take advantage of the diversion and squirm out from under the man, but he was so heavy, and she was getting so tired...

“Dämon! Halt!” One of the other men rushed to his cohort’s aid and grabbed for the dog, but his hands slipped on the dog’s smooth, black coat, and failed to get the animal’s attention at all. He tried to grab the dog’s tail, but all the dog had was a bobbed stub, too short to grip. Finally, the fellow grabbed the dog’s hind leg and pulled.

With a shrill yip, the dog let go of the German on the ground and leaped for the  newcomer, but the other saw it coming and leaped aside—

Florie barely heard the padding on pine needles.

The third German, crawling on his belly, almost in her face—

Florie shrieked. As the last of her scream faded, a menacing black shape bounded across the clearing and leaped into the space between Florie and the third man, its brown rump in her face, barking ferociously.

“Damon! Nein!” The man scrambled to his feet and bolted, joined by the other two, the first one cradling his bloodied arm. The one who’d been kind to Florie burst from behind the stable, yelling something, then three ran off to meet him.

The dog barked three more times, as if for good measure, then stood stock still, waiting, its stance one of high alert.

Florie barely dared to breathe as she stared up at the dog’s backside. Not all black, it—or he, rather—that was now unmistakable—sported brown “socks,” and a star-shaped blaze of lighter fur beneath his stubby tail. Wherever this dog had come from, he was no mere farm dog, nor a frontier hunting dog. Why had he attacked the Germans, especially since they seemed to know him? And would she be next?
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THE DOG STOOD SO STILL for so long, he might have been a statue. But Florie’s arm was falling asleep, and she needed to move. Slowly, she sat up. Don’t let him see your fear. Her mama had taught her that when she was ten, and a stray mutt had shown up in their barn. It worked, and Rusty had ended up staying with them until he died while Florie was away in college.

No use trying to run—that would be even more futile than trying to outrun the Germans, especially with recovery starting to hit her but good.

The dog snorted—more like a half-sneeze—and wheeled around.

Florie sat motionless, bracing for attack, then forced herself to relax as the dog sized her up. 

But this dog didn’t run at her barking, the way Rusty had. He stood, in a straight, regal stance, poised to jump.

His mouth opened, and he panted, and the brown markings that came up the underside of his jaw almost made it look like he was smiling. He had little brown eyebrows, too, which added to the effect.

Florie pondered the dog. She really needed to get the heck out of there before the Nazis came back, but feared the dog would attack her if she moved. The sun cast a bright sheen on his black coat, which was more what she’d expect to see in a show ring than in the eighteenth-century frontier. He was marked like a Doberman, but with floppy ears, a much more muscular body and a squarish, blocky head. Come to think, she had seen a dog like this before—in a magazine. A new show breed if she recalled, though she couldn’t remember what it was named. But most importantly, a metal pinch-choker collar encircled his thick neck, with a diamond-shaped tag at his throat, wiggling with the motion of his breathing. Definitely no ordinary frontier dog. Did dogs even wear collars and tags in the eighteenth century? That alone made Florie suspect that the dog didn’t belong here and now, any more than she did.

The dog closed his mouth and made a tiny whine, then opened it again.

That didn’t sound very threatening.

Florie held out her hand. “Pretty boy.”

The dog crept closer and sniffed. Florie bit back a giggle as he snuffled all over and around her hand, his whiskers tickling. “Guess I’m okay, huh?”

He took two more steps, bringing him right next to her, and continued sniffing, her hair, her neck, then down to her waist, where he lingered, pushing his nose into her. “What is it—Oh!” She jerked straight, and the dog backed up a step, peering at her intently.

The jerky from Mrs. Ramsey! Florie’d forgotten all about it.

The dog leaned in for another sniff, but backed again when she twisted to reach into her pocket. His stance taut, his legs trembling, his gaze remained riveted on the package as she pulled it out and unwrapped the greasy paper. “Hungry, huh?” She tore off a bite of jerky and held it up.

The dog sat, a trail of drool stringing from his mouth.

Florie tossed the jerky, and the dog caught it in a swift, smooth motion.

Instead of wolfing it down, he dropped it, then lay down, the jerky between his front paws and stared at her.

Florie’s mouth fell open. Holy mackerel, that was a well-trained dog. Who on earth did he belong to? “Go on, eat it.” She nodded toward the jerky.

He snatched it up and swallowed it in one gulp. Then he lay there, looking at her with an expectant, mouth-open smile.

Of course. He knew she had more, but—

Recovery. She had to get to someplace safe to bed down, fast. “Not now. I have to find a place to rest first.”

She pushed herself up, peering up the hill. A shout came from the House. The Germans, probably coming after her and the dog, this time with their big guns—and probably not time-appropriate, single-shot muskets, either.

The dog’s ears perked up, and he bounded down the hill, toward the drop-off.

Florie bolted down the hill and into the woods. 

When she got to the ledge, she hurried along it as fast as she could, with her legs starting to feel like concrete. She stumbled downhill to where—in her time, at least—it would meet up with the other ledge, and finally, the floor of the ravine, where the creek from the House’s spring pooled in a little pond.

She’d taken Zeke there once, before he’d disappeared, presumably back to this time, but a sense of something bad had fallen over her, and she’d avoided the place since.

Her mother had told her that something bad had probably happened there in another time stream, and someone had gone back and changed it, but the remnants of that other time stream remained. The fact that Florie felt that sense of foreboding meant that she’d been involved somehow, a possibility that neither she nor Mama wanted to contemplate too much. Intentionally changing the past to suit one’s own ends was punishable by death in the Society—or worse. Whatever it was had happened in 1939, right after Zeke had come to them, but before he woke from recovery. It was when Bethany and Taylor had come to them from the twenty-first century, and that horrible Theodore Pippin had come from Dayton to apprehend Bethany’s father Tony, who he claimed was guilty of just such a thing. Whatever it was, Flory didn’t want to know.

Her breathing grew more labored as she walked along the edge of the ravine as fast as she could, glancing back every so often when she heard a shout from far behind her. The dog had run on ahead, but sometimes he came back, stopping to sniff the ground, or to water a tree, which he seemed to need to do to every other tree that lined the ravine. Finally, they reached the pond, and the dog lapped busily at the stream before Florie could even scoop a drink into her hands, wishing she hadn’t chucked the canteen at the Germans.

The water tasted great—it was safe in her time; she hoped it was in this one as well. The dog stood beside her, no doubt hoping for another bite of jerky.

When she rose up, her head swam—not from a time-travel jump, but from being so tired—recovery was near. She had to find somewhere, or else she’d just collapse...

“Der Teich!” one of the men shouted.

Florie jerked upright. Had she almost fallen asleep in plain sight?

Then the dog burst past her in a blur of black. She followed, unsure what else to do. She didn’t think, except to look where she was going, because the last thing she could afford to do was trip and fall. Ahead, the dog wove his way through the trees, sometimes disappearing. She knew he was still up ahead only because she could still hear the jingle of his tag and his tromping through the underbrush.

Behind her, the agitated shouts in German continued, along with louder, heavier footsteps, and Florie realized the men were drawing closer.

She ran on as fast as she could, her breath coming in labored puffs. So tired, her muscles ached, couldn’t go on much longer...

The dog ran back to her and waited a few yards ahead, tongue hanging out, then burst back through the woods the way he came, and a realization struck Florie. Of course! The little cave on the Society’s property was down that way. It had been so long since she’d been there, she’d forgotten all about it. She had no idea if that was where the dog was leading her, but could only hope the Germans hadn’t happened upon it.

She glanced back. She still couldn’t see them, but the voices were growing louder. Nearer. She pressed on. About halfway down the hill, she started looking for the rocky water runoffs between the trees, hoping the geography hadn’t changed much in two hundred years... there was the first one. She ran faster, barely remembering to look down as she crossed the ridged spot so as not to trip and fall.

The dog stood waiting for her near the third water runoff, panting heavily. Florie slowed, breathing heavily, searching for the slanted opening in the rocky mountainside... there it was, behind those pines. Of course they weren’t there in her time, but they’d help to conceal the cave opening, which she’d have missed herself if she hadn’t known it was there.

She ducked inside the diagonal fissure, stepping over the thin trail of water that cut down the middle of the cave’s floor. The dog’s toenails clicked on the rock as he followed her in, panting loudly. The fissure widened after a few feet, and Florie turned around, listening for the Germans, hoping they wouldn’t be able to hear her own hard breathing.

She climbed over the slanted slab and boulders that made up the entry passage’s floor and leaned against the rock wall, trying to catch her breath.

One of the men hollered something. Another answered.

Florie pressed herself against the cool, rocky, cave wall, as if that would hide her should they discover the cave entrance. 

Loud footsteps tromped through the underbrush, the first man muttering in German.

So close... he had to have been right on the other side of the pines at the cave entrance. Florie couldn’t believe they didn’t hear the pounding of her heart. Luckily, Damon’s panting had quieted.

One of the man called out questioningly.

“Nein,” the first man answered, echoed by another.

The questioner shouted something commanding.

Florie’s fingers scrubbed at the rock wall. Her right foot was starting to go to sleep, no doubt because of the awkward position she stood in, on the sloping cave floor.

Or maybe because of recovery... her knees were trembling, could barely hold her up, she was so exhausted. Need to sleep...

The conversations grew fainter, and she let out a breath and pressed her hands against the chill, stone wall to push off of it.

This would be as good a place to recover as any.

Barely able to see in the bit of sunlight filtering into the cave entrance through the pines, she crept farther back into the cave, where there were a couple of flat spots in the floor—at least, there were in her time. When the water channel narrowed and its sloped sides gave way to smoother surface, the passage turned a corner, then another, and it was totally dark. Only the faint rasp of Damon’s breathing and a trickle of water farther back in the cave broke the silence.

Maybe she was safe here for now.

She tapped the ground. Flat, packed mud or smooth rock, hard to tell. Not that she cared, she needed to lie down, and her dress was filthy as it was. She would have liked a light, but there was no help for it.

The dog’s toenails clicked behind her as she crept along the passageway, carefully placing one foot in front of the other over the rocky, uneven floor, trying not to slip on any water-slicked spots. If memory served, there should be a big, flat spot just around the bend—she reached out for the boulder that should be ahead and to her left—yes, there it was—and brushed her leg along the one she remembered protruding from the floor on the right—there that was, too—and finally made her way to the flat spot.

The dog’s tag jingled as he trotted on ahead—he must know the cave well. Then, instead of hard, flat, rock, her boot met a surface that gave and cracked faintly.

With a gasp, Florie jerked backward, barely grabbing the cave wall in time to avoid falling. What in the world—

Whatever it was, it hadn’t moved.

Sounds of intense sniffing came from a short distance away. The dog. Or so she hoped.

So tired—

Her knees buckled, and she tumbled to the ground.

With a snuffling sound, the dog’s tags jingled back over to her, and something wet flicked over her hand.

Florie caught a shriek. “Sakes alive, y’almost gave me a heart attack!” Just the critter licking her!

Probably wanted the rest of her jerky.

As she moved farther into the cave, the temperature dropped, and a musty smell tinged with smoke permeated the air, along with a faint undercurrent of some kind of meat.

She could almost taste the fried chicken dinner she’d be enjoying with Mama, Chad, and Taylor, if she hadn’t jumped.

Oh well, there was no help for that.

She moved on. So tired, she had to recover, soon...

But she could manage another treat for her rescuer, especially since she might need his services again. She braced her hands on the floor, but pressed into thick, coarse fur instead of rock, that gave, and this time, something rolled into her.

Something small, a little larger than her hand.

She touched it. Cool, smooth, metal, in a cylinder, with a piece looped across one side—a tin cup.

That crackling sound... a lot like when she’d rolled under the tree. Pine boughs, under the animal fur.

“Oh, lordy,” she whispered.

She’d landed in someone’s bed.

She tried to push up, but her hand slipped on the coarse fur.

It was no use. She was too far into recovery. All she could do was hope the cave’s occupant had either moved on, or if not, pray he was kind.

Something soft, warm, and wet dragged up her leg, and she was faintly aware of a stinging line—she must have cut herself at some point when she’d fled the Nazis, and the dog was licking her wound. Then the blackness fell over her.
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Three
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Zeke rounded the last corner of the passageway leading into the cave and stopped, mouth agape. The rabbit and possum he’d collected from his traps slid right out of his hand, and he almost dropped the torch.

The dog had brought him a woman.

Damon—or so the tag on his collar read—had stayed with Zeke nigh four days, and had proven to be a fine hunting dog indeed. Even when not with him, many an evening Zeke had returned to his home to find Damon there, sitting on the bear skin, a fresh kill of rabbit or beaver or possum on the cave floor before him.

But this time, his prize lay on the fur beside him, very much alive. Zeke was relieved to note the slow, even rising and falling of her breath. Trepidation rising beneath his ribs, he quietly stepped closer. Damon lay still, other than moving his head to follow Zeke’s motion, smiling up at him from beside the sleeping female.

While not the fair beauty his former betrothed had been, this one was plenty pleasing to the eye, despite the mighty strange style of her clothing and hair. Wearing a man’s laced shoes and naught else but a nightdress, she wore her curled, brown hair shorn so it barely touched her shoulders—much shorter than Zeke’s, even with it tied in his usual queue.

Zeke stopped at her feet, facing Damon. “Where in blazes did you find this, boy?”

The dog kept grinning like the cat that ate the caged songbird, his stump of a tail wagging like a hummingbird’s wings.

Zeke studied the woman’s still form, his confusion growing by the second. Where, indeed, had the dog found a female in the mountainous frontier, when Zeke had seen nary a one in the ten months he’d been here? She looked to be roughly Zeke’s twenty-and-five years, though it was hard to tell with her sleeping on her side, her legs halfway curled beneath her—

Zeke closed his eyes. Her legs. That nightdress was unseemly short, baring them above her ankle-high boots. He shouldn’t look, it was dishonorable, yet...

He couldn’t stop himself from opening his eyes. Shapely and pleasant to look upon, those legs were indeed.

And a thin, red line ran down one—

As if he’d read Zeke’s thoughts, Damon leaned to the side and licked the woman’s wound, drawing his wide, pink tongue up in a long slurp. When the dog pulled away, Zeke could see that it was naught but a surface cut, and the pink tinged skin around it told him Damon had been tending it for some time already, and had likely stopped the bleeding.

But who was she? And how did she come to be here?

Only one way to find out. “Ma’am?”

The woman didn’t stir. Beside her, Damon smiled up at him. 

Zeke moved closer, until he perched on the tilted slab of rock beside the hollow he’d filled with pine boughs where the woman and dog now lay. “Ma’am?”

Her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, with long spaces between. Long enough one might easily mistake her for dead, though her skin had enough color that she clearly was no stranger to working outdoors in the sun.

He wedged his torch into a pile of rubble near his shoulder, and something above her bosom glinted in the light.

He leaned closer. A necklace, and one as strange as everything else about the woman. The chain was made up of tiny, dull, silver beads, the like of which he’d never seen, and the plain, rectangular tin plate hanging from it wasn’t very pretty. And oddly, resembled the one on Damon’s collar—it even had words etched on it, like the dog’s tag.

Zeke tentatively reached for the silver-colored plate, hoping the woman wouldn’t wake and think him a lecher for touching her. Damon jerked upright, his gaze following Zeke’s every motion.

“Easy, boy. I’ll not harm her.” It was good his intentions were pure, for Damon’s intent stare left him no doubt that the dog would defend her honor if Zeke did anything untoward.

But the dog watched in wary silence as Zeke reached for the necklace, then sucked in a breath as his hand brushed the woman’s neck, her skin as soft as the finest silk. Confound it, but it had been so long since he’d touched a woman, he’d forgotten the effect one could have on him. A lesser man would think only of the tightness in his trousers, never mind that the woman slept like the dead.

But Zeke was not that lesser man. Clenching his jaw, he lifted the charm to read the inscription thereon:

Florence Ella LeBeau

He dropped the tag as if it burned him, and a chill coursed over him like the waterfall on the other side of the Gap.

Beneath the name was a curious symbol, that looked like the ringed planet Saturn, with three stars on its lower right.

It was the same symbol that was burned into his cabin’s front door.

Three days after he’d hung the door, he’d stepped outside first thing in the morning, and there it was, that very symbol. He hadn’t any idea who might’ve done it, or how they’d done it without waking him or either of the men who’d traveled with him that year. Though Zeke slept well at night, he’d also learned to wake at the slightest unusual noise, for that could mean the difference between living another day, or dying beneath the teeth of a wild animal, or at the hands of hostile Indians.

Who weren’t so hostile once they saw that symbol on his door. In fact, after it had appeared, they’d treated Zeke with a sort of reverence, and called him what he later learned roughly translated to “Man from House of Many Tomorrows.” For the most part, they stayed away from Zeke’s house, until the fighting had begun with the French in New England, and the Cherokee had left to fight beside the English.

But that symbol, he’d never seen anywhere else since—until now.

He squinted at the flat, tin charm hanging from the woman’s neck and read the verse:

Though dead for days I might appear to be

Please don’t bury me.

I’m only sleeping,

and will gladly pay for my safekeeping.

What connection did she have to his house—and to whoever had burned that symbol into his door? What did it mean?

At any rate, he wasn’t likely to find out until she woke—which could be a while, if the words on the charm were truth. “Well, Miss Florence Ella LeBeau, you certainly are a woman full of mysteries. And you do sleep like the dead.” And what kind of payment was she offering?

His gaze drifted up her scantily-clad form. While her nightdress revealed more than might be proper, its tartan-like print hardly looked like something a tavern moll would wear to entice customers.

He sat back against the slanted rock slab, Damon’s gaze never leaving him. “Fortunate you are, to have this fellow bring you to me.” For as comely as Zeke found her, some of the other wilderness explorers he’d met in passing wouldn’t be so honorable as he, and might not even wait for her to wake before they took it upon themselves to collect payment from her.

Nor would they care about the curious planet Saturn symbol—if they even knew what it was. Most frontiersmen had little use for education, Zeke being a rarity amongst them, thanks to his mother’s employer.

He watched the strange woman a while longer, until Damon laid his head down.

With a sigh, Zeke rose to collect the rabbit and possum, along with another rabbit Damon had brought him that morning. Tavern moll or not, Florence Ella LeBeau would likely be hungry when she woke.

They had much to discuss once she had a full belly.

Satisfied that the dog would look after the woman, Zeke took the rabbit and possum to where the creek sprung through the rock wall a short distance from the cave entrance, and began preparing the kill.

Of all the things he’d hoped to find when he’d first left for the frontier all those years ago, a woman wasn’t one of them. Freedom to live off the land, in the life he chose, squirreling a bit more wealth away each spring when he returned to Virginia with his furs, with plans of elevating himself above the constant toil and drudgery of the tobacco farm where his mother had worked since her arrival as an indentured servant from England, before he was born. Mayhap someday he’d like a family of his own. But not any time soon, particularly after he’d returned home the past spring to find his would-be bride wed to another.

The meat skinned and the offal far enough from the cave to not attract unwanted guests, he filled his kettle, and returned inside to start a fire.

Quick with a tinderbox, he soon had the kettle on, thankful the air currents in the cave carried the smoke up to the ceiling a good three times his height, and out some unseen vent—a blessing indeed, else the interlopers in his cabin surely would have discovered the cave by now. Damon rose and loped out the exit, apparently having decided Zeke could be trusted with his charge.

Zeke considered his uninvited, but not unwelcome guest. Perhaps her arrival in his cave was a sign that it was indeed time for him to settle down. He might not have chosen this one, but he couldn’t complain, with her pretty face, and generous bosoms and hips, perfect for childbearing.

And for the pleasures that came before, pleasures he hadn’t partaken of in many months.

Then he caught himself. He mustn’t fancy her his wife, not when she could very well be another’s. And even if she wasn’t, with the way his luck had gone lately, she’d like to as not have a disposition as sour as three-day-old milk, or a tongue that could fell an oak. With her soft, fair skin, she was most likely from a wealthy family—what would she see in a poor, uncouth frontiersman? Especially one of questionable parentage?

But he could at least make himself presentable, and bathe and rid himself of his beard before the woman woke, lest he send her running away in fright.

So bathe and shave he did, and re-tied his hair in a tidy queue. He returned to the cave and had just started to clean his musket when a rustling arose from his bed.

He froze, his hand and cloth still on the gun barrel. There it was, again. And a faint mewling.

He laid his musket down and hurried to the woman, stumbling on the cave’s rocky floor. “Ma’am?”

Her eyes remained closed, but she turned her head, and her lips moved. “Seeee,” she croaked.

Water, she needed water.

He hurried over to the stream and scooped some into a wooden mug he’d carved one rainy day, then scooted back to her side. 

Her head moved from side to side again, but only dry breath came from her lips.

Zeke steadied her with one hand, and lifted the mug to her lips with the other. “Here, ’tis safe to drink.”

Without opening her eyes, she took a swallow.

Zeke held the mug up to her, but she didn’t take any more, so he set it aside. “Ma’am?”

Her eyelids fluttered, then closed again. He thought they were blue, but it was hard to tell in the flickering firelight. Then her lips moved again. “Zeke?”

Zeke fell backward, knocking over the mug. How in blazes did she know his name?
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FLORIE WOKE TO DAMP, cool air that smelled musty beneath the tang of smoke, cool on her face, though she was warm otherwise. She couldn’t see anything, though water dripped somewhere, and someone was snoring, very close by. She felt as if she’d swallowed too big a gulp of icy spring water. 

Calm down, Florence! She’d never figure out what was going on if she let her thoughts run away with her. Gradually, the memories fell back into place. Being locked in the barn, arriving in 1756, finding the House already occupied—she sucked in a thick breath—by Nazis!

Then that big, black dog runnin’ ’em off when that one started talking with an unmistakably lecherous tone of voice...

The dog! Something warm beside her... She tentatively reached out, and let out a breath when her fingertips brushed thick, smooth fur she knew was his. And it was he who snored.

He’d stayed by her side, for however long she’d been in recovery, since leading her to the cave that was evidently much bigger now than in her time, when boulders covered its back wall.

A place she hoped was safe not only from bears, but also the Nazis.

For she might be alone with the dog now, but she hadn’t been the whole time. There had been a man, not one of the Nazis, nor an Indian, but a white man dressed in buckskins, like Zeke had been when he’d come to them in 1939.

She at first thought that man who lived in the cave was him, for like Zeke, he wasn’t too tall, and had the same muscular build. His voice was about the same pitch too, deep and strong. But this man had a thick, bushy beard—at least he did the first time she recalled seeing him, though she also recalled seeing him clean-shaven. And while Zeke had been fastidious about his person, this feller had a pungent, manly smell when he held a cup of water to her, then helped her walk, half-asleep, over the uneven, rocky cave floor outside when she’d needed to—

Her face heated. Oh Lordy, how embarrassing. Recovery slowed bodily functions, but not entirely, especially if one was given water during that time. Had that man watched her drop her drawers and squat behind the bushes?

Her strength slowly returning, she brought a hand to her neckline and let out a big breath. Her collar was still fastened, though her new Saturn Society dog tag lay on the outside of her dress.

Apparently, the tag had served its purpose.

She managed to bend her knees, the dirty cotton of her skirt soft against them. Nor did she feel sore, so it was a safe guess that the man hadn’t
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