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Captain Casey stepped closer and raked his eyes over her, taking in her disheveled appearance. With surprising gentleness, he swept her hair from her forehead. When his fingers touched her flesh, her breath froze in her lungs, and every muscle in her body coiled. Shocked by the electricity in that brief touch, her knees buckled, and she sank back down to the sofa. When he hunkered down in front of her and took her chin in his strong hand, her breath caught in her throat. 

“You really are hurt. What happened?” The deep timbre of his softly spoken question was like the man himself—sexy. 

She met his probing gaze before lowering her eyes to the floor. “My horse threw me and ran off. I don’t know what spooked him, and I don’t know where he is.”

He rose to his feet and curled his lip. “Where are your trunks?”

“They’re due to arrive from Pecos later this week,” she said, unable to meet his gaze. 

“Why would you leave your trunks in Pecos and travel alone on horseback? Why not wait at the hotel for the next stage to Canyon Creek?”

She was nervous enough without him towering over her, so she rose to her feet and forced herself to hold his intimidating gaze. “I felt a lot safer taking my chances on the road dressed as a man than I did staying in some skeezy hotel in Pecos where everyone knew I was a woman traveling alone.”

It was a reasonable explanation. She was wearing jeans in a time when women didn’t even wear slacks, and she had just shown up without taking the stage. He might have actually believed her if it hadn’t been for her modern vernacular. 

He raked his eyes over her with a quirked mouth and skeptical lift of his brows. “You couldn’t fool a blind man in those clothes, and no man would wear an undershirt that color. You even smell like a woman,” he added, sniffing the air around her neck. When his nose grazed the tender flesh behind her ear, goose bumps raced down her arms. 
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Canyon Creek, Texas. Friday, March 31, 1871. 

Dylan Casey knew it was over when he heard Mary Tillman was engaged to Lieutenant Tommy Walters. Yet some perverse need to humiliate himself again made him saddle his horse and ride out to the Tillman farm a week after Mary’s father died. He wanted to offer his condolences. He needed Mary to look him in the eye and tell him she didn’t love him. With the colonel gone, he’d hoped she would have the guts to follow her heart and marry him instead of Walters. 

He should have known better. 

The tan sorrel tied to the hitching post proved she was no different from every other white woman of his acquaintance. Despite her declarations of love, she couldn’t see passed the color of his skin. He might have been a fun diversion, but he was still just a half-breed—a half-breed who’d made the mistake of falling in love with the colonel’s daughter. 

Still, he shouldn’t judge without proof. Perhaps Mary had ended the engagement, and Tommy had come to plead his case. His being here while her housekeeper was away didn’t prove anything. That’s how rumors started, and Mary had had her fair share of rumors already. 

Determined not to jump to any wrong conclusions, Dylan swallowed his pride and stepped onto the porch. The windows were open, allowing a gentle breeze to blow in from the back of the house. It carried with it the heated sounds of desire. 

Mary hadn’t ended her engagement. She’d invited Walters into her bed. 

Fury knotted Dylan’s gut, and his fingers curled into fists at his sides. He should have paid attention to the whispers instead of listening to his heart. But everything in life came as a teacher, and he would learn. But could he walk away without hearing the truth from Mary’s own lips?

Indecision left him standing on the porch too long, cursing his foolish heart for wanting what he could never have. When movement inside drew his attention, he turned to leave, hoping he could escape before being discovered. 

“Wait!” a strangled voice softly called from the open window. 

Dylan’s left boot hovered in midair. He lowered it to the first step and turned as Mary opened the door. With his right foot still on the porch, he crossed his arms over his raised knee and leaned forward. His heart beat like a war drum inside his chest. 

Mary pulled up her bodice and stepped onto the porch. “Please, Dylan. Let me explain.”

He eyed her kiss-swollen lips and whisker-scratched cheeks. Her enraptured moans echoed in his brain, hardening his heart. “I’ve heard enough.”

She clutched her loose bodice to her chest and looked at him with beseeching eyes. “Shh. Keep it down. Tommy’s asleep, but it’s not what you think.”

He ground his teeth against the furious words he wanted to spew, holding on to his temper by a thread. “It’s exactly what I think.”

“But you don’t understand,” she whispered through her tears. “I have to marry Tommy. I don’t have a choice now that Papa’s gone. If I don’t marry him, everything goes to Uncle Ben, and I get nothing.”

He’d never liked the colonel, but the man had loved his daughter. Forcing her to marry a white man was his way of protecting her. But why hadn’t Mary confided in him?

Why did she let me find out from Tommy?

Pain tightened his throat. “We could have worked something out.”

“No. We couldn’t. Papa made sure of it.”

Dylan heard the pain in her voice. He also heard resignation. For once, she was going to do exactly what her father wanted. In the past, she’d done as she pleased, believing the Tillman name and her father’s reputation would protect her from scandal, but she’d underestimated the power of gossip. 

He met her gaze, his heart in his eyes, holding back nothing. “You could have married me.”

She pursed her lips, but tears glistened in her eyes. “That wasn’t one of the choices listed in Papa’s will.”

And there it was. The truth. She cared more for her home and reputation than she did for him. “There’s always a choice, and you’ve made yours.”

When he turned to leave, she grabbed his arm. Her eyes begged. Her voice pleaded. “You don’t understand. If I don’t marry Tommy, I’ll lose the farm, and my reputation will be ruined.”

“I understand perfectly.” If nothing else, her betrayal reminded him of who and what he really was. 

“Damn you,” she cried. “I don’t have a choice. It doesn’t matter that you’re Cherokee instead of Comanche or Apache, and it doesn’t matter that your father is Irish. You’re still a half-breed, and I can’t marry you. If you really loved me, you’d understand, and you’d want me to marry Tommy.”

“So marry him.” Unable to meet her gaze, he looked over her shoulder. She’d left the door open, and Tommy Walters stood in the darkened interior of the house, his posture taut with anger. Dylan sympathized. Mary had betrayed them both. 

Keeping his eyes on Walters, he said, “You’ve made your decision. There’s nothing more to say.”

“But I love you,” she whispered in a tight voice, obviously unaware of Walters’ presence. “I’m only marrying Tommy because he’s white. It doesn’t mean things have to end between us. If we’re discrete—”

“There is no us.”

Dylan stepped off the porch and mounted his horse without a backward glance. And later that day, Mary Tillman disappeared without a trace. 
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Chapter 1
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Friday, March 31, 2017

Selena Tillman turned off the main road and followed the rutted path through overgrown weeds and buffalo grass until the abandon farmhouse came into view. She’d inherited the property two years ago after her parents died within six months of one another, but it was in worse shape than she’d imagine. The paint was peeling, a section of roof was missing, windows were broken or boarded over, and the foundation sagged. 

Her heart sank as she climbed out of the car, her fingers drifting to the antique locket that once belonged to her ancestor, Mary. The house had been Mary’s before she disappeared without a trace a hundred and forty-six years ago today. On the anniversary of her disappearance, a half-Native American army scout accused of her murder came to the house, either to revisit the crime scene or search for clues to prove his innocence. Despite the lack of evidence against him, someone shot him and then scalped him with his own knife in a sort of vigilante justice. 

Captain Casey bled out on the porch, and the house had been haunted ever since. Some said Mary’s ghost sought justice. Others claimed the scout’s ghost sought revenge. But for some reason, both of their spirits haunted Selena’s dreams, and she lived in Virginia. 

Her cousin, Jeff, believed an attachment spirit haunted her through Mary’s necklace. If that were true, then the disembodied energy originated here—where Mary and the scout died. Dangerous or not, Selena was going inside the house. If she didn’t find some way to communicate with Mary, the dreams would continue—or the spirits would become more aggressive. As long as she dreamed of Mary, she’d never find peace. As long as she dreamt of Captain Casey, she’d compare every man she dated to the fantasy man in her dreams. 

It had to stop. 

Taking a deep breath to calm her nerves, Selena climbed the first step. It held her weight, but the second step had completely rotted away. It wasn’t too big of a gap, so she reached for a porch column and stretched her leg over the missing step. As she was pulling herself up, the wood beneath her back foot gave way, and she started to fall. To avoid a face plant or broken wrist, she drew her arms to her chest, tucked her chin, squeezed her eyes shut, and dove for the porch. 

Her shoulder hit first, and she rolled into a ball, coming to a stop on her right side. When she opened her eyes, a dark stain was mere inches from her face. It looked like a bloodstain. 

A shiver raced down her spine, raising the fine hairs at her nape. She rubbed her neck to ease the prickling sensation and rose to her feet, but her gaze drifted back to the dark stain. “That’s where Captain Casey died. They never washed away the blood.”

No wonder the house was haunted. 

Earlier in the day, Selena had stopped in Canyon Creek to get gas at the only store still open in the dying town. The people she’d talked to about the Tillman house claimed they’d seen strange things over the years. One man said he’d seen the murderous “half-breed” on the porch. Another swore he’d seen Colonel Tillman’s ghost, while the clerk claimed he’d seen ghostly storms and weird weather patterns most locals attributed to paranormal activity. 

Selena had the cell number for Jeff’s paranormal investigator friend, but she wasn’t quite ready to place the call. Despite feeling strange since stepping off the plane yesterday, she’d wanted some sort of proof that ghosts from Texas were invading her dreams in Virginia. Rather than driving straight to the Tillman house this morning, she’d gone to Fort Davis first. 

Mary’s father and Captain Casey had led a regiment of Buffalo Soldiers from the army garrison at the foot of the Davis Mountains. Eerily enough, Selena had felt the same sense of overlapping time at the fort. It was almost as if remnants of the past lingered in the shadows of the present, but the feeling was even stronger here at the house. 

The skin between her shoulder blades prickled, as if someone was standing behind her. She spun around, but she was alone. 

She rubbed her arms through the sleeves of her denim jacket, but the chill persisted, and it wasn’t just from the gathering storm clouds that now blocked the sun. The chill went soul-deep. 

Selena shivered and looked at the door. The hinges were rusted shut, but the doorframe was no longer flush with the door, leaving a gap wide enough for her to squeeze through. As she slipped through the space between the edge of the door and the doorjamb, she snagged her shirt on a rusty nail and nearly fell as she stumbled inside. She quickly righted herself and touched her side. The skin along her ribs throbbed, and there was a small tear in the fitted green t-shirt she wore beneath her denim jacket, but the nail hadn’t broken the skin. 

“At least I won’t have to go to an urgent care for a tetanus shot,” she said aloud as her eyes adjusted to the gloomy interior. 

The oak floors were warped and worm-eaten, and the foundation sagged low enough in the parlor that one wall was separating from the floor, exposing rotten floor-joists beneath the house. Collapsed beams and other rubbish were strewn about, and the wind blowing in through the cracks and crevices stirred up a century of dust, deepening the shadows. 

At the end of the hall, feeble light shone through a hole in the roof, calling to Selena like a beacon to a trapped miner. Unable to resist its pull, she picked her way over rotten planks and sloping floors until she made it to the kitchen. 

Dirt and debris camouflaged whatever color the room had once been, and nothing remained of the cabinets or appliances but a cast iron woodstove—the same woodstove Selena had seen in her dreams. 

The air thickened, an oppressive weight that made it difficult to breathe. Selena inhaled sharply when the weight settled between her shoulder blades like an unseen hand, nudging her forward. 

“It’s just a drop in barometric pressure due to the approaching storm.” It was certainly not the proof she needed before calling a paranormal investigator. 

Knees shaking, she stepped over a fallen beam to reach the filth-encrusted woodstove. When she touched it, the air crackled around her, and a cold, electric tingle raced from her fingertips to her shoulder, setting off an explosion of light behind her eyes. Then a faded image flickered before her like the remnants of a dream. 


Mary stands at the stove. She’s wearing a thin gossamer wrapper. Her long, dark hair is unbound. It’s early morning, and the sun is shining through the kitchen window. 

Dust motes float in beams of dappled sunlight as she turns from the stove holding two steaming cups of coffee. She smiles and walks toward the table. Her hips sway gracefully. 

When she leans forward, the deep V in her dressing gown exposes her breasts as she sets her cup on the table and offers the other to her lover. His large, bronze hand takes the cup and places it on the table next to hers. Then he reaches for her, and she falls into his arms. 


“I never meant to hurt him,” a voice whispered in Selena’s ear—a voice coming from over her left shoulder and not from the hallucination playing like a movie clip inside her brain. 

“Shit!” Selena jerked her hand from the stove and spun around. The air stirred as if someone had passed behind her, but she was still alone. 

She released a pent up breath and turned back to the stove. Her hand shook as she reached for it again, touching it with hesitant fingers. She quickly tapped it as if checking a hot iron before placing her palm flat on the rusted surface. When the vision failed to reappear, she allowed her fingers to linger. 

If she’d simply remembered a dream, it didn’t explain the voice whispering in her ear as clearly as if someone had actually spoken. Any doubts she’d had before vanished. The house was definitely haunted. She’d just seen Mary Tillman and Captain Casey’s ghosts. 

Yet even if ghosts did exist, they were nothing more than fingerprints of the past left on the fabric of time. They would be fleeting images seen from the corner of one’s eye, not holographic movie clips played on the back of the eyelids, but she had seen something. She just wasn’t sure if it was real or her imagination working overtime, and she wanted proof the house was haunted—not empirical evidence she was crazy. 

She stepped away from the stove, and the floor sagged under her weight. If she left the way she’d come in, she could fall through the floor before reaching the front door, but the path to the kitchen door didn’t look any safer. It was just closer. 

Keeping an eye on the floor, Selena made her way to the back door. Like the front door, the hinges were rusted shut, so she put her shoulder against it and pushed. The wood groaned, but the gap widened, and she was able to step onto the back stoop. 

While she’d been inside, the sky had grown increasingly dark, and storm clouds swirled overhead. Thunder rolled and lightening sizzled just before a wind gust ripped the door from her hand and sent it tumbling end over end across a waving sea of sun-dried broom straw. 

“Holy crap!” She jumped back and nearly fell off the porch as a section of tin roof flew over her head and chased the door across the field until the door toppled to the ground two hundred yards away. The sheet metal wrapped around a scrub oak, creating an eerie sawing sound that accompanied the moaning wind as rain mixed with hail pinged the tin roof in a rapid staccato that sounded like gunfire. 

Selena pressed her back against the house, trying to escape the rain and hail stinging her cheeks. Before she could turn around and dash back inside, it stopped raining. There was a brief moment of calm before the wind began to gust, whipping her hair across her face. When she raked her hair from her eyes, her heart lodged in her throat. The swirling, dark clouds had sprouted a white, funnel-shaped-finger that ripped through the field of sun-dried brook straw on the other side of the creek bed, eating it up like a hungry beast. 

Fear tightened her chest, making it difficult to breathe. Trying to outrun a tornado in a car was suicidal, and the house was a deathtrap—unless it had a storm cellar. 

She jumped to the ground and ran around the house, searching for a basement or some sort of underground shelter. The remains of a barn were to her left, and a pile of rubble that may have once been a foundation was on the other side of the dry creek bed. The house didn’t have a basement or underground shelter, but several yards away, Selena spotted what might be the partially buried entrance to a storm cellar. 

A surge of adrenaline sent her running toward it, her legs pumping like an Olympic sprinter, but the opening was no bigger than a rabbit burrow. One door was missing, but weeds and thick roots blocked the entrance, and the earth had reclaimed the remaining door years ago. It would take a shovel to get inside, but Selena was out of options. Heart pounding, she dropped to her knees and began digging as thunder rumbled, and lightening charged the air with static electricity. 

Earth and tangled roots scraped her knuckles and broke her nails, but Selena didn’t stop digging until she heard the telltale sound of a roaring freight train. Only then did she stop long enough to look over her shoulder. 

“No,” she whispered, fear tightening her throat. 

The tornado had almost reached the house, but before she could resume digging, a dark-haired woman wearing a long skirt rushed out the back door and started running toward the storm cellar. The Victorian-clad apparition looked like Mary, and the house from which she ran no longer resembled a weather worn relic. It looked like the Tillman house, perfectly restored to its former glory. 

As her ancestor drew closer, Selena reached out to her, but her fingers passed through Mary’s body as though she were made of smoke. Then the ghostly figure glanced over her shoulder. When she turned back around, her mouth opened in a silent scream, she reached for the storm cellar door—a door that was no longer missing. Like the house, the storm cellar was now intact, and it had two doors. 

Staring in disbelief, Selena watched Mary jerk open the previously missing door as the wind pulled against her—a wind Selena no longer felt. 

Mary’s eyes widened, the color leaching from her face as the twister lifted her feet from the ground. Her grip on the door tightened, her knuckles turning white mere seconds before the twister sucked her and the cellar door into its swirling vortex. Then the wind returned along with Selena’s fear. Before she could react or even offer up a prayer, the tornado took her just as it had taken her ancestor one hundred and forty-six years ago. 
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Chapter 2
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Selena was lying face down with the sun warming the right side of her face when she opened her eyes. The ground beneath her was dry, but her clothes were damp, and there was an abrasion over her left eye. She touched the raw, sticky wound and then pushed herself to a seated position. When she blinked to clear her vision, a horse came into focus. It grazed in a corral next to a small barn, but neither her house nor rental car were anywhere in sight. Then she remembered the howling wind and darkness, and her heart thumped against her sternum. 

A tornado had struck, lifting her off the ground and tossing her around like a rag doll. Her ears had popped, and she’d been unable to breathe. The pressure on her chest had been so intense she’d passed out, but at least she wasn’t dead. She didn’t seem to have any broken bones either, but she could still have a concussion. 

She reached for her cellphone, but it was no longer in her back pocket. Nor could she find it when she searched the ground around her. 

So much for calling 911. 

When her head stopped spinning, she slowly pushed to her feet. Her denim jacket and jeans were dirty, and her shirt had a small tear in the side. She was also missing one earring and her locket. The earring wasn’t valuable. She’d bought it in Odessa yesterday, but the necklace was her strongest connection to Mary. Even if Jeff’s theory was a bit whack-a-doodle, she’d hate to lose a family heirloom. 

The house to her left looked like a restored version of the Tillman farmhouse, and the storm cellar was in a similar location. It was even missing a door—only it wasn’t old or overgrown with weeds. 

A quiver started in the pit of Selena’s stomach and worked its way up her spine. If she were no longer on Tillman land, then she shouldn’t have the exact same view of the Davis Mountains behind a house that looked like hers, only restored. There was even a guesthouse fifty or sixty yards away, located the same distance from this house as the pile of rubble she’d seen behind the creek bed at the Tillman house. The only difference between the landscape here and the landscape at the old Tillman house was the creek. This one had a steadily flowing stream within its narrow banks. 

It was an eerie coincidence, nothing more. The tornado must have carried her beyond its path of destruction because this house was relatively undamaged. Aside from the missing storm cellar door, it didn’t look as if there’d been a storm here today. Even the roof was undamaged, but oddly enough, it didn’t have a vent pipe. 

How can a house have plumbing without a vent pipe?

There weren’t any power lines or utility poles overhead either, and Selena could no longer hear the sounds of traffic in the distance. Then again, the tornado had probably carried her away from the interstate, and the power lines were most likely buried. It didn’t matter. Even if the house didn’t have electricity or a landline, the owners were bound to own a cell phone. 

Pushing crazier thoughts aside, Selena strode across the yard, but as she climbed the undamaged steps to the porch, her legs began to tremble. If she’d seen a bloodstain, she would have freaked. Yet even without the stain, she knew this was Mary’s porch. She’d been seeing it in her dreams for years. 

Impossible. This couldn’t be Mary’s house, but knowing that didn’t stop the fear from coiling in Selena’s gut when she knocked on the door. No one answered, but as she turned to leave, the eerie screech of creaking hinges drew her attention. When she turned back around, the front door stood ajar. 

Selena took a shaky breath. “Hello?”

Silence greeted her. 

“Is anybody home?” She poked her head inside, and a nudge from behind sent her stumbling over the threshold. 

She yelped and caught her balance before spinning around to face her attacker, but no one was there. She was alone in the house—a house she’d been in before. The foundation wasn’t sagging, and there were no holes in the roof, but it was the same house—or at least—it had the same layout as the house she’d inherited. 

Her heart beat faster, her pulse drumming in her ears as she hesitantly entered the living room. There were no electric lights and no television—just Victorian style furniture that didn’t look antique—just eerily familiar. 

An overwhelming sense of déjà vu slowed Selena’s steps as she walked toward the kitchen, praying someone would grab her and demand to know what she was doing in their home, but no one did. Like the rest of the house, the kitchen looked familiar. There was even a woodstove in the kitchen like the one she’d seen in Mary’s house. Only this stove didn’t produce ghostly images when she touched it. 

“This is still the twenty-first century, and this isn’t Mary’s house.” To believe otherwise was crazy, and she wasn’t crazy. Concussed maybe, from a blow to the head, but not crazy. So, there had to be a rational explanation. 

Trying to control her rising panic, Selena closed her eyes and took  deep breaths—in for two out for two. She was a third shift x-ray technologist at a level three-trauma center in Richmond. She didn’t panic. By keeping calm, she  could provide the doctors with diagnostic quality images, even under less than ideal circumstances. She could handle a crisis, and this was definitely a crisis. She just needed to stay calm and think. 

A quick search of the premises didn’t reveal a phone or electricity. There wasn’t even an indoor toilet. There was a small metal bathtub in a hall closet, but the only sink was in the kitchen, and it had an iron hand pump and no hot, running water. 

In one of the bedrooms, she found Victorian era dresses and old-fashioned underwear. In the other bedroom, a picture of Mary sat on the dresser. It wasn’t old and faded like the one in Selena’s locket, and in a drawer beneath the frame, she found a stack of cash. The bills were unbelievably crisp with dates predating her existence by more than a hundred and twenty years. 

Her mind raced as fast as her pulse. Captain Casey hadn’t murdered Mary. No one had. A tornado killed her, and Selena had witnessed it in real time. Somehow, a phantom storm from the 1870’s had jumped forward in time to pull Selena into its swirling vortex before ejecting her into the past. Maybe it had taken Mary forward in time—or perhaps Mary’s body had been lying undiscovered in the desert or some rocky crevice in Limpia Canyon for the last century and a half. Either way, it proved Captain Casey was innocent of murder. 

No wonder the Tillman house was haunted—a violent death and an innocent man murdered for a crime he didn’t commit. Jeff had been right all along. Mary’s spirit was attached to the locket. But that didn’t explain the tornado—unless Mary’s ghost had somehow been responsible for that as well. 

Yet, even if Mary had found a way to send Selena back in time, Selena couldn’t clear Captain Casey’s name. It wasn’t as if she could march into town and announce she was from the future and had witnessed Mary’s death while time-traveling on a tornado. They’d lock her up in some nineteenth-century insane asylum, and she’d never find her way home. Then again, if time travel was a supernatural phenomenon she couldn’t duplicate, she couldn’t go home, and she had no idea how she’d survive. 

In this century, she had no friends, no family, and no place to go. She was knowledgeable of the past but ill equipped to live in it, and her only job skill was in a field of medicine that didn’t yet exist. The German scientist, Wilhelm Conrad Roentgen, wouldn’t discover x-rays until 1895, so she was definitely out of the current job market. Unless of course, she was on a historic farm, and the real world was just outside her door waiting for her to stop acting crazy. 

She didn’t have a phone or a car, but there were horses in the corral, and she knew how to ride. She’d just saddle up a horse, ride into town, and find a phone. Then she’d take a cab or an Uber back to the hotel. From there, she’d pack her bags and hop the next plane back to Virginia. But she was sure as hell getting out of Texas. 

She’d left her job and apartment in Richmond, and her parents and grandparents were dead, but she still had family in Fredericksburg, Virginia. Besides Uncle Robbie, Aunt Jane, and Jeff, she had Uncle Pete, his wife, Carol, and their two sons, Lance and Larry. Jeff was the only one who was still single, but one of her relatives would let her stay with them until she found another job and a place to live. She’d even go back on third shift if she had to. She just wanted her life back. 

With a new and saner plan in mind, Selena opened the front door—and came face to face with the living legend of her childhood fantasies. 
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Chapter 3
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Selena yelped, and her legs nearly buckled. The man standing on the porch was tall and broad shouldered with longish black hair, high cheekbones, and a strong square jaw. He looked Native American, but his eyes attested to the fact he wasn’t full blooded. They were a piercing blue. 

“Ma’am,” said the man standing next to the Native American. Until he spoke, Selena hadn’t even noticed him. 

He was shorter and heavier than his companion was and not nearly as good-looking. He wore a blue cavalry uniform with a plumed hat, and a bushy brown mustache covered most of his lower face. 

His companion wore a double-breasted red shirt and buckskin britches with a gun holstered to his right leg and a long bladed knife strapped to the left. He didn’t need to give his name for Selena to know it was Captain Casey. He’d been haunting her dreams since she was ten. 

“Ma’am?” the Cavalry officer said again. “Are you ill?”

Selena shook her head and swallowed bile. Either she’d lost her mind or she really was in the nineteenth century. 

“Are you Miss Selena Tillman?”

She nodded, unable to speak. 

The cavalry officer smiled and swept the plumed hat from his head. “I’m Major Andrew Davis, and this half-breed is Captain Dylan Casey, an Injun scout for the army.”

The room spun. She wasn’t dreaming, and she wasn’t crazy. Proof she was no longer in her own time stood before her as alive and real as she was. Her legs shook. So did her voice. “I am Selena Tillman, and this is my house. I inherited it, and I have a right to be here.”

She just wasn’t Mary’s first cousin...more like her tenth cousin or second cousin five times removed or something, but for now, this was her house, and she wasn’t leaving. She had nowhere else to go. 

“We’re not here to evict you,” The major said after a brief pause. “The army is still investigating the disappearance of your cousin, and we’ve been keeping an eye on the place until your arrival, but your cousin has been gone nearly a year. What took you so long to get here?”

“A year?” Her stomach dropped. If a year had passed since Mary’s death, then it was the spring of 1872, and Captain Casey’s life was in imminent danger. 

“Yes ma’am. We expected you a couple months back, but why did you come here before going to the lawyer’s office? The telegram Mr. Dudley sent your father clearly stated that you were to contact his office immediately upon your arrival to legitimize the claim. Were his instructions unclear?”

Selena had never even heard of Mr. Dudley. A deed search of the Tillman house had shown that it passed from Colonel Tillman to Mary and then to Mary’s uncle, Ben. Ben then gave the house to his illegitimate daughter, Selena, the ancestor for whom Selena was named. When the first Selena died en route to Texas, the home then went to Ben’s son, William, who was the first Selena’s half-brother and Selena’s great, great, great grandfather. Nearly a century later, Selena’s father inherited the property. 

And he left it to me. 

But if this was 1872, then the house rightfully belonged to William Tillman. He just didn’t know it yet. 

Although the first Selena carried her father’s name, he’d never officially recognized her as his daughter, so more than a year went by before he learned of her death. Now, Selena was hoping he’d never discover the truth because she needed a home until she could figure out what had happened and why. She also needed a reasonable explanation for her untimely arrival and her disheveled appearance. 

“I was on my way to the lawyer’s office when my horse threw me and knocked me unconscious.” That would explain her dirty clothes and the cut over her eye, but not the delay in her arrival. “I would have been here sooner, but after taking the train from Richmond to Louisville I got sick,” she said, recalling that the first Selena died in Louisville. “It was a couple of months before I recovered enough to take the train to...um...Fort Worth. Then . . . I . . . eh . . . took the stage before buying a horse at the last stage stop. When the horse threw me, I was closer to the house than to town, so I came here to freshen up. That’s when y’all got here.”

The major beetled his brow. “You rode? By yourself? From Pecos? Why didn’t you just take the next stage to Canyon Creek?”

Selena’s heart hammered in her chest, and her palms started to sweat. She wiped her hands on her jeans and tried to think of a rational explanation, but her throat felt as if it were closing. 

Dear God, she couldn’t do this. She couldn’t make up enough lies to explain the unexplainable, and the truth wasn’t an option. She wasn’t even sure of the truth herself. For all she knew, none of this was even real, and she was standing in an abandoned farmhouse having one hell of a hallucination. 

It was more than she could bear. Sinking to the floor with her back pressed against the door, she broke down and cried. The major quickly dropped to his haunches and gently pulled her to her feet. Then he tucked her under his arm and guided her into the parlor. 

“Come now. It can’t be that bad,” he said as he lowered her onto the floral, Victorian-style sofa and took his seat beside her. He gave her hands a brief squeeze and then slid over, leaving a respectable distance between them. 

Captain Casey entered the room behind them and stood with his arms crossed over his chest. His expression was about as readable as a rock. 

Selena hiccupped, and the major handed her a handkerchief. “There, there my dear. You just take your time. “

Captain Casey grunted, making it abundantly clear he wasn’t the least bit sympathetic. “If you rode a horse from Pecos, then where is it?”

Selena swiped a tear from her cheek and looked up at his stern, handsome face. “I don’t know. I don’t know anything right now.”

Major Davis glared at the captain before turning back to Selena. “Don’t worry, Miss Tillman. It doesn’t matter why you got off the stage in Pecos. You’re safe now, and we’ll find your horse.”

“You can’t possibly believe this nonsense,” Casey groused. 

Davis’ eyes filled with hate before he turned to glare. “Remember your place, Casey, and don’t ever speak that way of a white woman again.”

Selena looked from one man to the other, feeling as if she’d fallen down the rabbit hole. Major Davis’s dislike for Captain Casey was obvious, and the knowledge wasn’t lost on the captain. It was evident in the pained expression that briefly flashed across his handsome face before he carefully schooled his features. 

Tension crackled the air before the major turned back to Selena. He gave her hand a firm squeeze and then rose to his feet. “Why don’t you rest while we look for your horse? Then when you’re feeling up to it, I’ll escort you to the lawyer’s office so you can sign those papers.”

“Thank you.” Selena stood on shaky legs and faced Captain Casey. She couldn’t very well save his life if she antagonized him. “I’m sorry I snapped, but I’ve been a bit confused since I woke up on the ground with a busted eye.”

Casey stepped closer and raked his eyes over her, taking in her disheveled appearance. With surprising gentleness, he swept her hair from her forehead. When his fingers touched her flesh, her breath froze in her lungs, and every muscle in her body coiled. Shocked by the electricity in that brief touch, her knees buckled, and she sank back down to the sofa. When he hunkered down in front of her and took her chin in his strong hand, her breath caught in her throat. 

“You really are hurt. What happened?” The deep timbre of his softly spoken question was like the man himself—sexy. 

She met his probing gaze before lowering her eyes to the floor. “My horse threw me and ran off. I don’t know what spooked him, and I don’t know where he is.”

Dylan Casey rose to his feet and curled his lip. “Where are your trunks?”

“They’re due to arrive from Pecos later this week,” she said, unable to meet his gaze. 

He grunted. “Why would you leave your trunks in Pecos and travel alone on horseback? Why not wait at the hotel for the next stage to Canyon Creek?”

She was nervous enough without him towering over her, so she rose to her feet and forced herself to hold his intimidating gaze. “I felt a lot safer taking my chances on the road dressed as a man than I did staying in some skeezy hotel in Pecos where everyone knew I was a woman traveling alone.”

It was a reasonable explanation. She was wearing jeans in a time when women didn’t even wear slacks, and she had just shown up without taking the stage. He might have actually believed her if it hadn’t been for her modern vernacular. 

He raked his eyes over her with a quirked mouth and skeptical lift of his brows. “You couldn’t fool a blind man in those clothes, and no man would wear an undershirt that color. You even smell like a woman,” he added, sniffing the air around her neck. When his nose grazed the tender flesh behind her ear, goose bumps raced down her arms. 

“Casey!” the major snapped. “You will keep your distance from white women, or you will suffer the consequences.”

Captain Casey took a step back and stood ramrod straight as if standing at attention. The major cleared his throat and turned to Selena. “Don’t you fret, now, Miss Tillman. I won’t let the same thing happen to you that happened to your cousin, and once we find your horse, I’ll escort you into town to sign those papers.”

Naturally, they never found any sign of her non-existent horse, but Dylan found the missing earring she’d purchased in Odessa yesterday—more than a hundred and forty years in the future. It defied logic, but somehow, it was true. 

She had travelled back in time. 
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Chapter 4
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Dylan grunted and tightened the cinch on the Appaloosa’s saddle. Major Davis had wanted Miss Tillman to ride in front of him, but she insisted on riding Mary’s horse into town. She also refused to change into something more suitable than the odd colored undershirt and dirty denims she wore, but as she’d so aptly pointed out, her trunks were still in Pecos. He just didn’t believe her. 

“Allow me.” Davis nudged Dylan aside and helped Miss Tillman into the saddle. Then he cast a brief, hostile glare in Dylan’s direction and added, “And don’t you worry about Captain Casey. I’ll protect you.”

Miss Tillman didn’t respond. She didn’t even glance in Davis’s direction. There was no coy chin duck or fluttering lashes, and the look on Davis’ face made Dylan smile. And it had been a long time since he’d actually smiled. 

Again today, he and the major had spent the better part of the afternoon fruitlessly searching for clues into Mary’s disappearance. Had it been a legitimate search, he wouldn’t have been so angry, but his superiors thought he might confess to Davis if they were alone because he and Andy had served together during the war, but he had nothing to confess. 

He’d had nothing to do with Mary’s disappearance, but it was easier to blame the savage Indian scout than admit a white man may have killed her because she’d been with a half-breed. Yet Mary’s fiancé, Lieutenant Walters, wasn’t even a suspect. 

Dylan ground his teeth and climbed into the saddle. He didn’t know why Miss Tillman was lying, but she was definitely lying. Nothing about her story made sense. Even if she’d felt unsafe at the hotel, it was safer than traveling alone. She wasn’t even armed. Maybe if she’d had a gun or even a knife in her boot, he would have believed her, but her jeans and that shirt hugged every luscious curve of her lean body, and she damn sure wasn’t hiding a weapon in her jacket. Even that was snug fitting. 

Hell, for all he knew, she was lying about her identity. Even if she weren’t, she was lying about something, and he was damn sure going to find out what it was. 

As they made the half-hour trip into Canyon Creek, Andy would occasionally remark on the landscape, but otherwise, they travelled in silence. Miss Tillman kept her eyes open and her mouth shut, but as they neared town, she became increasingly agitated. 

Dylan rode up beside her and cast a sideways glance in her direction. Color drained from her cheeks, and a thin film of perspiration beaded her brow. If she was lying about her identity, the attorney would discover her duplicity, and she’d be out on her ass. Maybe then, she’d tell the truth. 

As they passed Holloway’s Dry Goods and Peterson’s Mercantile, Miss Tillman began to visibly shake, and when Andy helped her dismount, her knees buckled. 

Andy grasped her elbow to steady her. “You must be exhausted after sitting a saddle for so long, but don’t worry. This won’t take long, and then I’ll escort you home.”

Miss Tillman nodded but said nothing. Andy cast a warning glance in Dylan’s direction and guided Miss Tillman into the lawyer’s office. Dylan followed them inside and stood at attention when a tall, thin man with dark, slicked-back hair rose from behind a desk and shook Andy’s hand. “Ralph Rawlings, at your service. I’m Mr. Dudley’s secretary.”

Andy nodded and released his hand. “Major Andrew Davis, and this is Colonel Tillman’s niece, Miss Selena Tillman.”

Mr. Rawlings ignored Dylan and cast Miss Tillman a dubious look. “Have a seat. I’ll let Mr. Dudley know you’re here.”

Miss Tillman sat on a leather couch next to Andy while Dylan remained standing. She shifted in her seat, looking everywhere but at him. Mr. Dudley cast another disapproving glare in Dylan’s direction and left the room. 

Dylan knew he wasn’t welcome in the lawyer’s office, but he’d been ordered not to leave Andy’s side. He was still a suspect in Mary’s disappearance, and his superiors feared he’d run off before telling anyone what he’d done with the body. If not for Colonel Harper, Andy
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