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Author’s Note

The language used in this book may offend some readers. My goal is to use all the tools at an author’s disposal and all the tools in my author’s toolkit to create as exacting a sensory experience for the reader and to be as accurate and authentic to my story as possible. Sometimes that means language or situations which may offend some are used to create such discerning sensory images.

I have worked hard to make this story the best that it can be, but I am human. Please be forgiving if you happen upon typos or other errors, and please,  call them to my attention to help make my writing better in the future.

Characters, events, places, and things described, or depicted in this work are fictitious. Any similarity to actual persons, events, places, or things is purely coincidental.

Forward

I think I drove my beta reader crazy with this book. She has researched the tropes of time travel fiction, and it seems that I crossed a few. She told me all the reasons why the events of my story couldn’t happen, why it just wasn’t possible. My response to this is that to my knowledge, time travel is not possible, and everything in this tale is fiction. And because it is fiction, the author is allowed to take a few liberties, which I did.

But to prevent confusion for my readers, I will explain my time travel logic here. This series runs on a single timeline, but when Nick goes back in the first book, he sets in motion a series of events which cause there to be a series of loops. If a time loop lands the character at a point before Nick’s arrival in 1887, they will be on the same timeline, with the possibility of running into another version of themselves, like when Cowboy and Rock Star come back in the first book and meet Nick, who was hanged the first time around, and another version of LeRoy. And by changing the events along that timeline, they have the potential to change how the events unfold. 

When Amaryllis goes back to her own time, in the first book, she finds that something they did in the past has changed her future, and her life is not as she remembered. In fact, she can’t seem to find her life at all. This sends her on a mission to ‘fix’ the past, and so the story before you came to be.

Like book 1, this story was inspired by the music of The Pretty Reckless and various other artists. Each chapter is titled with the title of Its corresponding song. All of Amaryllis and Rock Star’s chapters are The Pretty Reckless, while the songs for LeRoy and Cowboy, and the other POV characters are a mixture of artists from multiple music genres. I’ve provided a playlist with a YouTube link to the official audio or music video, if you’d like to crank some tunes to put you in the appropriate mindset for each chapter.  It’s color coded, so if you have a favorite POV character and want to hear only the songs found on their personal playlist, you can do that, too. The color code is as follows: Amaryllis, LeRoy, Catalina, Rock Star, Monique, Original LeRoy, Cowboy, Nick, and Shaman Woman.

I had so much fun, and enjoyed so much music, while writing this series. I had even more fun writing the second book, than I did with the first. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 😊 

Playlist


	Miss Nothing—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hFlHsKExcYg


	There’s Gotta Be Something More—Sugarland: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Gp5foT32tKM


	Loser—Jeff Beck: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YgSPaXgAdzE


	Nothing Left to Lose—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CUOv7KVhWEY


	One way or Another—Blondie: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=valVixMpzQY


	Only Love Can Save Me Now—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hRAdR9ryTbk


	A Horse With No Name—America: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=na47wMFfQCo


	Yeah, Yeah, Yeah­ - Uncle Kracker: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UsOXkkhkOyI


	Got So High—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4tGfNW_RgXI


	Dirty Deeds—AC/DC: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jsjdjWGDvFk


	The Waiting—Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uMyCa35_mOg


	Do It Again—Steely Dan: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yCgHTmv4YU8


	I Won’t Back Down—Tom Petty and the Heartbreakers: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nvlTJrNJ5lA


	Some Kind of Madness—The Pretty Reckless: 


	Hot on the Trail—Steam Powered Giraffe: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5F1awDvbx9s


	Absolution—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ur3tFq53dBI 


	Renegade—Styx: htps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E9eLz4DrwF8t


	Breaking the Law—Judas Priest: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L397TWLwrUU


	Why’d You Bring a Shotgun to the Party? —The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZsO6a0sLENs


	Take the Money and Run—Steve Miller Band: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=r9oW1dHBZ5M


	Panic—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=58RY5_6I34g


	You—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eUMwFaXTM3s


	Bad Boys—Inner Circle: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=jjl2Xy49gF4


	How You Gonna See Me Now?—Alice Cooper: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=c_Bv8UkzW7g


	My Bones—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GFy96AgT_kY


	Joker—Steve Miller Band: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dV3AziKTBUo


	Fugitive—Dokken: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XZ0CocSSpzw


	Far From Never—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cAdaKLAdoj4


	Mad Love—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=R1EnZszXxEU


	Fear—Siouxsie and the Banshees: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FSIRCH7JiHA


	Rapture—Blondie: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pHCdS7O248g


	Outsmarted—The Hives: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MTRXCTGFU58


	Blame Me—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0XynEtJh2lM


	Coming in the Air—Phil Collins: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YkADj0TPrJA


	TNT—AC/DC: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NhsK5WExrnE


	Do or Die—Ani DiFranco: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=quSvEOzZqhI


	Follow Me Down—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vfwJ-SoYw4U


	I’m Still Searching—Glass Tiger: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=psq2JBcmtPs


	Heaven Knows—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rHBxJCq99jA


	Witchy Woman—The Eagles: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=clqsYJfQ6GQ


	Turning Gold—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=sPTrlqCq3zc


	Good Luck, Bad Luck—Lynyrd Skynyrd: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCipLjr-h2iaEBWMJVfK2e2A


	Unsung Heroes—Town Mountain: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Gl1-wVfToKs


	And So It Went—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9W-nlfhh8Uo


	Who You Selling For?—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MTtRbLTSNMs


	Time of the Season—The Zombies: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T8ecsAI3FhY


	Make Me Want to Die—The Pretty Reckless: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=txBfhpm1jI0


	All Again—Charles Wesley Godwin: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ny85i2eSSKg


	If Today Was your Last Day—Nickleback: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lrXIQQ8PeRs
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Amaryllis–2030

Things are different in this now.

She and LeRoy had gone back in time and changed things. Now things are different in this time, which should be her time, but as far as she can tell, Amaryllis Maria Sanchez was never even born. To make matters worse, she’d lost LeRoy on the trip back here to 2030. In a way, they were both lost. She didn’t know how to find either one of them. But, the Las Vegas Library seemed like a good place to start.

That is what she is searching for now, as she scrolls through the digital records with a woman who had been her best friend, but had no recollection of growing up with her, or their friendship, and they were coming up empty. Monique was different, too. She wasn’t the bright, vivacious woman who she had called Shaman Woman because of her abilities to see the future. The woman who was helping her now looked like the same woman, gnarled and wrinkled, from Crone’s disease, but she was more reserved and down to earth, claiming to have no psychic abilities. But she couldn’t help but think that the woman she knew was in there somewhere.

“I think I found something,” Monique said, bringing Amaryllis out of her reverie. Her crone’s body was sitting, bent over a screen reader, scrolling through the old records, her wiry red hair pulled back neatly in a bun at the base of her neck. “Come here.”

Amaryllis abandoned her own reader, moving over to see what Monique had found. They had been searching through the records to see if they could discover what had changed back in LeRoy’s time, which would have affected things in the twenty-first century to change things so drastically.

“Didn’t you say your grandmother’s name was Sally Jean Stanton?” Monique asked. 

“Yeah, so what did you find?” she asked, peering over Monique’s shoulder to see the screen, tucking a dark lock which had strayed from her ponytail back behind her ear. 

“This article is out of The Black Rock Herald, from March 15th , 1888,” Monique said. “That’s about six months after you made your jump through time, right?”

“Yeah. It happened in August of 1887, so that sounds about right,” Amaryllis said. “Why? What does it say?”

“It looks like Sally Jean Stanton was abducted about three days after your departure by some men calling themselves the Johnson gang,” Monique said, summarizing the newspaper article for her. “That could be the event you’re looking for. I’m going to see if I can find an article that tells the outcome.”

“Good idea,” Amaryllis said. “Maybe when we’re through here, you can throw your possum bones and do a reading. That might give us some insight, too.”

“Look, I told you, I am not that person that you call Shaman Woman,” Monique said. “I’m just a librarian, in charge of the records department, who has access to lots of information if I’m willing to put the work into doing the research. There’s nothing psychic about it. I don’t read the bones, or anything like that. If you’re right, and you have altered time, that woman you know may never have existed.”

“So, your grandmother didn’t give you her possum bones before she passed?” Amaryllis said, skeptically. This woman was too much like the Monique she had known in 2025. She knew deep down, the Shaman Woman was in there, just waiting to come out. “I know you see things.”

“Once in a while, I see something, but I don’t know the meaning of what I see,” Monique said. She rose from her reader, walking over to her desk, opening the top, right-hand drawer. She pulled out a black velvet drawstring bag, holding it up for Amaryllis to see. “And yes, my grandmother gave me her bones. But I don’t have the first clue about how to read them. They are right here, where I put them the day I got them. I keep them to remember my grandmother by, but I’ve never tried to use them.” 

“Well, I’ve been going through the birth and death records, which were pretty sketchy back then,” Amaryllis said. “I didn’t find a death record for Sissy, but I did find a marriage certificate for my great-great-great-grandfather, but he married some other woman, a Lydia Louise Mayfair. For some reason, he didn’t marry Sissy, so that’s why she was never my grandmother. I was never born. I guess I’m just Miss Nothing.”

“You must have been born,” Monique said. “I keep telling you, if you were never born, you wouldn’t be standing here now. You must have been born under different circumstances in this time. Technically, that would make you a different person. You could be Miss Everything for all we know. We need to figure out who you are, and why Sally Jean Stanton didn’t marry your grandfather.”

“Well, if she died, she wouldn’t be able to marry him,” Amaryllis said.

“True, but that can’t be the only plausible reason,” Monique said. “We need to look at all the possibilities.”

“So, you’re telling me I was born in this timeline, but I’m somebody else?” Amaryllis said. “That’s great. Maybe I should be searching for clues to who I am, then, since we know who I’m not.”

“If you had any idea where to start looking that could be possible,” Monique said. “We can only search with the facts that we know.”

“Hey, look at this,” she said, glancing down at the eye-catching cover of a book which had been left on the desk next to her reader by some inconsiderate library patron who couldn’t take the time to place it on the cart, so it could be re-shelved. “This couple on the cover looks just like LeRoy and I.” She picked it up for a closer look. “It’s a time travel novel. Check this out. The Rock Star & The Outlaw.”

Monique came over to see the book in question, as Amaryllis flipped through the pages, reading little snippets of the story. “Look, this is our story; the same one I’ve been telling you. Even the names are the same. How could she know all this?”

“When was this published?” Monique asked.

Amaryllis perused the front pages for the copyright. “2024,” she said. “A year before LeRoy and I met at that throwback from the seventies club.”

“Well, we already know time is irrelevant,” Moniques asked. “Who’s the author?”

“Some woman named Kaye Lynne Booth,” she said. “According to her bio, she lived in Colorado.” Amaryllis read a few more passages. It was the story of her and LeRoy’s adventure in time, right down to the smallest detail. “Wait. You don’t think...”

“It’s a place to start. I’m punching her name and the information we have into the ancestry database now,” Monique said, turning to her computer station, frantically typing the data in. After a few minutes of staring at her screen, she said, “Well, there’s nothing to confirm or deny that premise. I can trace the author back a generation, but her mother was adopted, so the trail ends there. The adopted parents aren’t in your family tree.”

“So, what does that mean?” Amaryllis asked, rolling the possibilities around in her brain. “She is, or isn’t me?”

“She would be a different version of you, shaped by the circumstances of the life she’s lived. There’s no way to trace it to know for sure,” Monique said. “But it is possible. No, wait...” She squinted down at her computer screen. “The dates don’t line up. This woman was much older than you.” She shut the unit down. “Let’s call it a day, huh? My eyes are tired, and I could use a soak in the hot tub with a nice glass of carrot juice. Tomorrow, we can check the birth records to see if that author had any kids. It might explain it if she had a daughter your age.”

Amaryllis looked over the book once more, fanning the pages before setting it back on the desk. “Bring those bones with you,” Amaryllis said, pointing to the bag of bones. “You never know when they might come in handy. There’s got to be a way to take it back.”

Monique shrugged, scooping up the black velvet pouch, placing it in the pocket of her wide legged, cream-colored pants. She wore loose-fitting clothes to hide her crone-like condition, an effect of the Werner’s Syndrome which plagued her. Just one more thing that was so like the friend she grew up with, yet different. Where Shaman Woman had worn bright-colored moo-moos and kaftans, adorning herself in gold and silver jewelry, this Monique wore neutral colors and wore her unruly flame-red hair pulled back in a neat bun.

Their conversation came to an abrupt halt when they were interrupted by a man in a gray duster stepping into the records room, drawing both of their attention.

“Can I help you?” asked Monique.
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Catalina - 2030

Agent Catalina Duncan stared at the screen on the micro-processor strapped to her wrist. “I know the signal came from these time coordinates and this general vicinity, Reggie,” she said to her partner. She liked to tease him, calling him Reggie, although she knew he really hated it.

She was referring to the Las Vegas area in the year 2030; the same time coordinates that would have displayed on his wrist processor, as well. That was the destination of the latest activation of a time module prototype that was checked out by a temporal tester named Nick Umbridge, who then disappeared, literally, into time over a decade ago.

Her partner glared at her, his dark eyes delving into her as if trying to pierce her soul. “How many times do I have to tell you? My name is Reginald Thompson,” he replied dryly. “As my colleague, Agent Thompson would be the appropriate address.”

“Aw, come on Reggie,” she said with a grin. “We’ve been partners for three years now. Surely that’s long enough for us to drop the formalities.”

The older man scowled, adding more wrinkles to his ever-creasing forehead, drawing up his cheeks so tightly that there was only a minute space between them and his brow, so she could barely see his eyes. “All right. Fine,” he said. “I guess you can just call me Thompson.” He relaxed his facial muscles a little and said, “Now tell me again why we’re here. I don’t see any sign of Umbridge.”

“You should know. We picked up a signal from the time module registered to Temporal Tester Nick Umbridge. We followed it here, to 2030,” she said with a sigh, as she quickly tapped at the tiny keys of the wrist micro-processor. Catalina was all business now. “It beats the boring surveillance assignments we usually get. At least we get to go into the field instead of staring at a computer screen, watching and waiting for a temporal loop or a time ripple that never appears.”

“Well, we are here because one did appear, as you just pointed out,” he said with a scowl. “Really, Duncan. There’s no need to exaggerate so. I’m starting to think you don’t like our job.”

“And you do?” she said. “Really? Nothing ever happens. In all the agency’s history, Umbridge is the only one who has ever broken the rules. After he did, they added a remote retrieval switch that calls them all back from the command center. His prototype is the only one that doesn’t have it. We sit, monitoring a screen for something that can’t possibly happen. There’s got to be something more out there. Don’t you ever want to go find it?”

“What?” Thompson said, raising a bushy brow. “Let me see”. His eyes fell to his own wrist. He began tapping the tiny keys with more concentration than she thought necessary, totally blowing her off.

At least this would distract him from being peeved at her. He couldn’t express his disapproval if he was ignoring her.

Thompson was a hard man for her to read, even after three years. When he had first been assigned as her partner, she had found his aloofness attractive, even entertaining fantasies of pairing up with him outside of their cases. But he had kept her at a distance far past arm’s length, rejecting every offering of friendship that she’d made. Even their relationship as partners remained strained. 

“Let’s just stick to the pertinent facts, shall we?” Thompson said without looking up. “Tester Umbridge started a number of temporal ripples when he went back to 1887 with a prototype module approximately five years ago, in 2025. He’s been on our watch list ever since. It looks like it’s made its way back to the twenty-first century once more. I believe this is the second time it has come back. We’ve got to stop him before he jumps again.” 

“But where is he?” Catalina said. “I don’t see anyone that matches the image on file.” She scanned passersby, scrutinizing all faces, comparing them to the image of Umbridge on the micro-processor on her wrist.

“The module was set for this time. The tracker node says it’s in this area,” said Thompson. “Even if I could pinpoint the exact location where he landed, that was this morning. By now, he could be anywhere within a thirty-mile radius. It’s too bad we didn’t pick up the alert sooner.”

“That’s what happens when you work for an agency where nothing ever happens, Reggie,” she said, teasing him again. She just couldn’t help herself. “The agents get lax, and stuff slips by unnoticed.”

“You know, you’re right, Agent Duncan,” he said with a grimace. “Regulations are lax, procedures are lax, and our coworkers have gotten lax. It’s disgusting. When I joined the agency, you really had to stay on your toes. Now, nobody cares. In the not-so-distant past, agents called one another by their title and surname, not silly nicknames.”

“Check out your tracker node,” Catalina said, ignoring his verbal jab at her. “Mine is showing a blip within a small, triangulated area. We’re close.”

A look of unexpected pleasure came over his face, but passed as quickly as it had appeared. “Maybe you are learning something from me,” he said, pushing his glasses up on his nose with one finger. “You may have potential after all.” 

She knew it was just his way of telling her he was pleased with her without speaking the actual words, but it still felt like he had reservations about her abilities as an agent. She couldn’t help but be a little hurt by it. “Maybe so,” she said, turning her head away to hide a pout forming on her lips. Reggie is a hard ass. He had been the whole time they’d worked together. So, why did his hard ways still sting so much?

“It looks like he should be in that building, there,” she said, pointing to a blond-brick building across the street from the park they were in as she turned her attention back to the task at hand. The signage declared it to be the Las Vegas Public Library.

“Then that is where we’ll go,” Thompson said.
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LeRoy - 1888

LeRoy staggered into Maggie’s Place through the batwing doors. Maggie raised her eyes at the sight of him from behind the bar. The new bar top was made of mahogany, shining in the sunlight coming through the doorway behind him. A new plank floor had also been installed the previous week. “LeRoy! I haven’t seen you since you went off with that new sweetie-pie of yours last year,” she said. “What are you doing back this way? Where’s your gal?”

“She left without me,” he said, the words feeling like sand in his mouth and throat as he stumbled toward the bar. He’d walked into town through the desert heat. It had taken him most of the day. When he’d been thrown away from Amaryllis, he’d awakened in the middle of the Nevada desert with the sun blaring down on him, his horse grazing a short distance away on the sparse prairie grasses. His saddlebags had been intact, but the flask hanging off his saddle had been empty. 

They had planned to refill their water at the cave, but when Harvey and the gang had intercepted them, Amaryllis had pushed the red button early. That’s why LeRoy had been wandering through the desert, his throat was so parched, he felt like he’d been baked in one of Mrs. Parker’s ovens along with her loaves.

Sissy came out of the back with a washtub full of clean glasses, her face lighting up when she spotted him. “LeRoy!” she exclaimed, causing all eyes in the saloon to turn his way. “You came back!” She set the glass tub down, running to his side, throwing her arms around him. 

He was too weak to object. Besides, he needed to lean on her for strength to make it the rest of the way to the bar. “You got any water back there?” he said in a croak from a parched throat as Maggie stepped up to greet him.

Maggie held out a tin cup to him, and he gladly took it from her. Placing both hands around it, he gulped the liquid greedily until he felt a burn down his throat, all the way to his gullet, causing him to cough and sputter. “That ain’t water, Maggie!” he croaked out at her.

“Looked to me like you needed something stronger,” she said, laughing. “What do you mean? She up and left you?”

“She left you?” Sissy said with a hopeful tone. “You mean, she’s really gone?”

“Sissy, that will be enough,” Maggie said, scolding her in a harsh tone. “I don’t think that is what LeRoy needs to hear right now.”

“All day in the desert,” he croaked. “Water.” 

Maggie said. “Sissy, fetch him some water.”

Sissy snapped to attention, running out the back to get him a cup of water at the pump.

“LeRoy, what happened?” Maggie asked. “Where’s the girl?”

LeRoy shook his head. How could he explain to Maggie that Amaryllis had disappeared in time? He could hardly grasp the event himself, and he’d lived through it. One minute Amaryllis was there as she pressed down the red button on the time doohickey. The next thing he knew, he woke up, thrown into the middle of the desert, but he had remained in his own time, or maybe a short time after, but he definitely hadn’t gone with her into the future as planned. “I don’t know,” he said. “Wherever she went, I couldn’t go with her. I’m the loser once more.”

Sissy returned with a tin cup, which she handed to LeRoy. He took it from her, gulping the cool liquid down, letting it sooth his parched thoat.

“What do you mean?” Maggie asked. “Where did she go?”

“It doesn’t matter where she went,” he said when he’d emptied the cup. “I ain’t with her, and I can’t follow her. She’s gone.”

“I’ll take care of you, LeRoy,” Sissy said, pouting. “You don’t need her, anyway.”

Amaryllis had warned him to let Sissy down easy. He’d thought getting her the job at Maggie’s and setting up the trust for her would be enough, but he knew she’d been hurt when he’d left with the older woman who she considered a newcomer. Sissy would always be like a little sister to him. That’s the only kind of love that could ever be between them.

“Sissy, I appreciate what you’re saying, but...” he said, placing a hand on her shoulder.

“Don’t say it,” she said, turning away from him, wrinkling her nose. “I know I ain’t the one you’re in love with.”

“Sissy, it’s not that. I care for you. I truly do,” he said, taking her shoulders in his hands, gently turning her back to face him. “But it ain’t the right kind of love. Looks like I’ll always be around here to look after you, though.” Maggie’s words finally hit him. He turned to her. “Maggie, what did you mean last year? How long have I been gone?”

“Well, let me see,” Maggie said, looking up toward the ceiling for a moment as she thought about the answer to his question. “You all took out of here in August last year, so I reckon it’s been a good six months. We really missed you at Christmas time. It was the first Christmas any of us ever spent without you. Just felt like something was missing, you know?”

“Six months,” LeRoy said aloud, scratching his chin. “So, this is March 1888? I lost almost a half a year?”

“Yeah, LeRoy. Tell us where you been?” Sissy said, piping in without being asked, as usual. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to answer her, but the truth was, he didn’t remember anything between the time Amaryllis made the jump through time and the time he woke up in the desert this morning. He didn’t know where he had been, but he knew where he hadn’t been—wherever Amaryllis had gone. He’d lost it all. Instead, he avoided the question, replying, “There’ll be plenty of time to talk about that later. Looks like I’m here to stay.”

“Well, if you’re staying, this town could use a good sheriff,” Maggie said, setting a beer down in front of him. “Red Parker has been filling the spot since you shot Clavin. But, if they give him the position permanently, we’ll all be in trouble. He’s a bigger horse’s ass than Clavin was.”

“Well, now, Maggie,” he said, feeling suddenly uncomfortable. “I don’t think I’m sheriff material.”

“Why not?” Maggie asked. “You turned yourself in, returning all that money, because you got a strong sense of right and wrong. That is what I call sheriff material.”

The batwings swung open as the large, hairy figure of Harvey Johnson entered the saloon. A lump formed in LeRoy’s throat and his heart sped up. This could only be trouble.

“McAllister, I thought that was your horse outside. I been looking for you for months. Where’s that bitch you were with? Where did the two of you get off to?”

“You always know how to cut to the chase, Harvey,” LeRoy replied, his hand going to his gun. The last thing he wanted was to bring more trouble for Maggie. “Can’t say it’s good to see you. Maybe we could take this outside, away from the ladies.”

“Hell, them two ain’t ladies any more than that bitch of yours,” Harvey said, swinging an arm, inviting him toward the door. “But if you want to take it outside, I ain’t stoppin’ you.”

“Don’t go, LeRoy,” Sissy said with dismay in her voice, grabbing hold of his arm.

“Stay out of this, Sissy,” he said, shaking off her hand as he stepped away from the bar. He braced himself mentally as he walked through the batwing doors, pausing to look back to make sure Harvey followed. Blaze was at the hitching post, right where he’d left her, figuring he wouldn’t be taking her back to Monique after all. Harvey’s men lined the boardwalk. LeRoy resisted a sudden urge to make a dash for the horse. “This don’t seem fair, Harvey,” LeRoy said. “I came out here to settle with you, not the whole gang.” 

“I never said nothin’ ‘bout being fair, McAllister,” Harvey replied. “Now, where is the bitch? The score I got to settle is with her. If I can’t find her, I guess you’ll have to answer instead.”

“She’s gone, Harvey,” LeRoy said, turning to face him, keeping his hand on his gun, sounding a lot more confident than he felt. “I guarantee you won’t find her. So, I guess it’s me you want. Let’s get this over with.”

“Thought you were pretty smart, didn’t ya?” Harvey said, his hand resting on his holster. “I don’t know how you two disappeared like that, but you won’t get away this time. You’re gonna tell me where that bitch is, or you’ll take it to your grave.”

“I can’t,” LeRoy said, staring him in the eyes. “I don’t know.”

“Well, now, I don’t believe you, McAllister,” Harvey said. “What do ya say to that?”

“You just drop that gun now, Mister,” said Sissy. She pushed open the batwings, stepping onto the boardwalk with a gun aimed at Harvey.

“Sissy, what are you doing?” LeRoy yelled out in surprise. “Get back inside now!”

“I ain’t gonna let them kill you,” Sissy said, tears running down her face. “I just got you back.”

It wasn’t like that, but LeRoy didn’t think this was the time to argue the point. “No, Sissy. It will be all right. Just go back inside.” Out of the corner of his eye, he saw movement. “Sissy, look out!” he cried.

But it was too late. Vince Brown, the only negro in the Montoya gang, came up behind Sissy and grabbed her, pulling the gun from her hand. Sissy wiggled in Vince’s grasp, but his big, meaty arm wrapped around her tight, pinning her against his body. 

“Harvey, don’t you let him harm her,” LeRoy said. “I’ll do whatever you want. Just let her go.”

“I don’t think you’re in any position to make demands, McAllister,” he replied. “Now draw.”

“Are you sure you really want to do that?” LeRoy said, stalling for time. “We all know you can outdraw me. Let the girl go. We’ll settle this, man to man.”

The sound of a gun being cocked came from behind the batwing doors, drawing everyone’s attention. Double barrels appeared above them. Then, Maggie stepped through, sticking those barrels right in Vince’s face. “I don’t know what’s going on here, but you’ll kindly turn that young girl loose right now.”

Vince dropped his hold on Sissy. She pulled away from him, running to Maggie’s side. Maggie turned the barrels to the men on the dusty street, aiming in Harvey’s general direction. LeRoy knew that with that scattergun, Maggie could take out half the gang members with one shot. 

“Now, the rest of you clear out of here before I lose my patience. There’s not going to be any shots fired here tonight, unless it’s me doing the shooting,” Maggie said, her eyes sweeping the crowd. The men froze in the street, not moving. She raised her voice to be heard better. “Are you all deaf? I said clear out.” 

That did it. Her raised voice must have broken whatever spell they were under, as all the men broke away then, several taking off at a run as if they couldn’t get away from there fast enough. All except big, dumb Harvey, who remained in the street with his mouth agape, his bushy brow furrowed, his eyes dull and confused. 

LeRoy stepped up onto the boardwalk next to the ladies, pulling his gun from his holster. “I wouldn’t skin that gun if I were you, Harvey,” he said. “You might get me, but I’m pretty sure she won’t miss. She’s got them barrels centered right between your eyes.” 

Harvey turned his gaze on LeRoy. There was a brief glimpse of recognition in his eyes as he began backing slowly away.

“You’d best move faster,” LeRoy said. “My lady friend has been holding off that trigger a while. Her strength might give out. That shotgun might just go off accidentally.”

Harvey turned at that, breaking into a run, his size making him look oafish as he hurried to get away. “He ain’t exactly graceful, is he?” he said to Maggie, placing an arm around her waist as they watched him exit town. 

When he reached the far end of the street, Sissy broke out laughing. “I don’t believe we just did that,” she said with amazement in her voice. “The three of us chased off the whole Montoya gang.”

“You two shouldn’t have interfered,” LeRoy said. “Now they can identify you as my known associates. They could come after you.”

“Oh now, LeRoy, you know I can handle things,” Maggie said. “Don’t you worry about us.”

“But, Maggie...,”

“Don’t you but Maggie me,” she said. “We’ll be just fine. I’ll send Sissy over to alert Sheriff Parker. Until we get a new sheriff, he’s in charge. Now, you go on. Get out of here while the getting is good.”

“Where do I go?” LeRoy asked. “I can’t go out to my pa’s place. Anyone I’m associated with is in danger.”

“All right then, you’re already associated with us,” Maggie replied, turning to go back inside. “I guess you’ll just have to stay here. We’ll stand against them when they come.”

“I can’t let you do that, Maggie,” LeRoy said, protesting. He dropped his arm from her waist, placing his hands on her shoulders. “There’s been enough damage from my poor decisions.”

“You said yourself that you don’t have anywhere else to go,” Maggie said, placing an arm around his shoulder, guiding him back inside the saloon. “I’ve taken care of you since you were little. I’m not about to stop now.”

LeRoy let himself be led through the batwings. He had to admit that he always felt safe with Maggie.
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Amarylis - 2030

“Excuse me,” a man in a long gray duster with an embroidered black insignia of a timepiece said, entering the records room. “But there doesn’t seem to be anyone else about.” A woman in an identical coat stood in the doorway behind him. Beneath their dusters, they wore matching gray jumpsuits. Their dull gray outfits made Monique’s tan and cream block shirt, and matching wide-legged dress pants look like a ray of sunshine. These two grey buffoons looked they just stepped out of a black-and-white dimension, where color doesn’t exist; only shades of grey. “We’re looking for a man in his forties, tall, salt-and-pepper hair. Have you ladies seen anyone like that?”

“No, I haven’t seen anyone like that,” said Monique, brushing a wiry wisp of red hair out of her face. “We’ve been in here most of the afternoon.”

“What do you want him for?” Amaryllis asked, suspiciously. She recognized the description as fitting Nick, the man who set this whole wild ride into motion with a trip back to 1887 to fulfill some sort of childhood fantasy. She was immediately set on her guard.

“He’s just an old friend we’ve been trying to locate,” said the woman in the door.

“I think I might have seen him earlier,” Amaryllis said, manufacturing a lie, for reasons she wasn’t sure she understood herself. Something told her to steer these two in a different direction. Her fear was that they might not be after Nick as much as they were after his time device which was in her possession. “Do you have an image of him?”

Monique gave her a puzzled look, but she didn’t contradict her.

“I do,” said the woman, stepping into the room. She pushed some keys on a device on her wrist which looked like an oversized timepiece, then held out the wrist-device for Amaryllis to see. It was a small screen, but the image it displayed was Nick.

“Is that one of those new wrist computers?” Amaryllis said, stalling so she could think. “Is it really an entire computer in that tiny little box? Can it do anything that a bigger computer does?”
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