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      This novel combines historical reality with fiction. Certain real people, locations, and events from the postwar year of 1947 appear within an imagined narrative alongside entirely fictional characters and storylines.

      The future world of 2143 portrayed in these pages is speculative fiction and does not represent actual events, institutions, or persons.

      History provided the shadows. Fiction created what moved within them.
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      “Mom, Dad, we need to talk,” Lizzie said as she stood in their living room.

      “Uh, oh, Mary,” her father, Gavin said, “what did we do wrong this time?”

      “Well, you didn’t steal any cursed diamonds, so I think we’re good for now,” Mary said with a laugh.”

      “That was years ago,” Gavin said. “I’m a changed man.”

      “Of course, dear.”

      “Oh, come on, you guys, this is serious,” Lizzie said, exasperated. Her parents were always reliving how they met back when her father was an accomplished jewel thief working for Lloyd’s of London.

      “Okay, honey, what’s on your mind?” her mother asked.

      “I’m going to travel back to 1947. Now.”

      “What? Why?” her father stood up from his chair.

      “As a well-known chef here in New York, I want to go back to the time when the three most popular restaurants in Los Angeles were at their heyday. I want to see how their world-renowned dishes came to be.

      “Why not do that here, in New York?” her father asked. “We have world-renowned chefs, famous dishes, and are well-respected for our food.

      “Because, I want to learn what makes a great dish, what makes it last across the centuries.” Lizzie sighed. “I want to know why certain dishes become favorites across time.”

      “Why 1947?” her mother asked.

      “It’s the height of the Golden Age of Hollywood. Classic movies, classic stars, classic cars. It’s the food we still make today. It’s classy. I need inspiration. I’m feeling my creativity has dried up.”

      “It’s only two years after World War II. I’m worried, honey,” her mother said.

      “Mary Benjamin MacAfee,” her father said, “you brought Lizzie up to be a strong, independent woman. Let her go. Everyone else in this clan of an extended family has time traveled. It’s her turn. She’s the last to go.”

      “You do know that everyone who’s time traveled somewhere, has come back with the man of their dreams,” her mother said to Lizzie, “including me. Are you ready for that kind of a commitment?”

      “Lizzie sighed. “I’m going back to better my skills and reawaken my foodie senses. I need this. I’m stuck. Besides, I’m not going to find a husband, Mom.”

      “Famous last words,” Mary muttered.

      “Well? Do I have your blessing?” Lizzie asked. Her parents looked at each other. She new their answer when they nodded to each other.”

      “You have our blessing, honey,” her mother said with a long sigh. “Just be safe, and always, always, have your time travel device on you, but hide it from prying eyes.”

      Lizzie threw her arms around her mom and dad. “You two are the best! Thank you.”

      She pulled out her device and held it in front of her.

      “Just one more thing,” her father said in a stern voice.

      “What?” Lizzie was impatient to go.

      “Check in regularly, so we don’t worry, and be back by Christmas.”

      “Of course! I love you guys!”

      Lizzie stepped away from her parents and pushed the button on the device. A tangerine cone of light fell softly over her. Within seconds, the light turned to orange, then gold.

      And Lizzie MacAfee disappeared from the room.
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      When the world cleared, Lizzie stood in a women’s bathroom. She burst out laughing. “Of course, this is where I’d land,” she said to her image in the mirror over the sinks. Luckily, no one was in the restroom at the time.

      She picked up the suitcase she’d brought and sucked in a bracing breath. “Let’s go, girl. Let’s see what restaurant I’m in.” Straightening her back, holding her head high, she walked into the dining area of the restaurant. As soon as she saw it, she knew which restaurant it was. Some of the walls were covered with hand sketched celebrity caricatures.

      Lizzie stood next to a wall in The Brown Derby, and even through it was lunchtime, the lighting in the room was moderate and warm, to invoke an intimate feel. The tables were small, with their signature brass derby-shaped lamps throwing a soft light on each table. A vase with red and white flowers surrounded by greenery brightened every table for the Christmas season. It was beautiful.

      The restaurant was full. Everywhere Lizzie looked she saw celebrities. Tyrone Power sat at at table with another man. Clark Gable sat with a lady friend, or co-star, Lizzie wasn’t sure which. Rita Hayworth, Louella Parsons, and Hedda Hopper graced other tables in the dining room.

      She was really here. She’d heard from her cousin Jules about her experience during the Berlin Airlift, her cousins Max and Jack had real adventures, too. Lizzie didn’t care so much about having an adventure, she just wanted to regain her creativity to make unusual, colorful, delicious dishes. She considered herself an artist and food was her palette.

      Lizzie went across the street to the hotel where she’d booked a room before she left. The Hollywood Plaza was noted for its elegance and its famous guests. After checking in, she freshened up in her room and walked across the street to The Brown Derby. Before she’d left 2143, Lizzie had made an appointment for an interview at the restaurant.

      She walked into the kitchen at precisely three in the afternoon and sucked in her breath. It was absolute chaos. There were at least thirty people there, cooks at many stations, the sous chef was hollering instructions to those she oversaw. Not knowing where to go, she took a step further into the kitchen.

      “Coming through!” A waiter yelled. Lizzie got out of the way just in time to avoid a collision. He slammed through the swinging doors and into the dining room.

      “Are you my three o’clock appointment?” A man wearing a chef’s jacket came up to her.

      “Yes, I’m Lizzie MacAfee.”

      The chef turned to the room and yelled, “Jill! Take over.”

      Jill yelled, “Yes, chef!” without stopping what she was doing.

      They had barely entered the office when the chef said, “I’m Chef Robert Williams. You are?’

      “Elizabeth MacAfee, sir. Please call me Lizzie.”

      “And you want to be a cook here?”

      Lizzie hesitated. “Well, er, I’d like to work as a chef.”

      Chef Williams eyebrows rose. “Do you have any experience?”

      “Yes, sir. I’ve worked at a few good restaurants, but nothing like this one.”

      “Why The Brown Derby?”

      “It’s the best,” Lizzie said simply and passionately.

      The chef looked at her closely. “I’m swamped, we can always use good workers.” He sighed. “Make me one dish of your choice. If I like it, I’ll give you the job, but one screw up and you’re fired, understood?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “You start now. Follow me.” He left his office and with brisk steps, walked back to the kitchen.

      Lizzie didn’t think the chef was very pleasant. But the minute they walked back into the kitchen, he was bombarded with a thousand questions. She noticed he answered each one in the order they were yelled at him, with a stern, but calm precision. She was impressed. He might not be the most personable, but he was obviously an excellent kitchen manager.

      “Dorothy!” Chef Williams yelled to a woman at a station down from where he stood. “Give this girl a place to make a dish. Watch her, and tell me how she does. Then bring me the dish to taste. Put her where she’s out of the way,” Chef Williams said.

      A pretty girl ran up to Lizzie. “Hi, I’m Dorothy, call me Dot. I’m a demi-chef, the assistant station chef for the Rotisseur station, which is a fancy way to say we cook the roasted meats and braised dishes. What’s your background, what do you like to prepare best?”

      “I’m Elizabeth, but everyone calls me Lizzie.” She looked around the kitchen at the different stations.

      “I love to make everything. Chef Williams told me to make a dish of my choice, is that okay with you?”

      Dot was distracted for a moment, but turned her attention back to Lizzie. “Sure, make whatever you want. Here’s an apron.”

      Lizzie put on a basic white chef’s apron and got to work. She gathered her ingredients for one of her favorite recipes, seared scallops with corn cream. It was a fast and simple dish to make, and she hoped Chef Williams would be impressed. She gathered the scallops, two ears of white corn, chicken broth, butter, salt, and cayenne pepper. For the scallops, she grabbed a red Fresno pepper, canola oil, kosher salt, smoked paprika, butter, and a lemon. As an afterthought, she took a little bit of radish sprouts to the prep station.

      With Dot’s keen eyes watching her, Lizzie made the corn cream. After cutting the kernels off the cob, she added them to the chicken broth, butter, cayenne pepper, and the salt she’d put in a saucepan. She brought them to a simmer, reduced the heat to medium-low, and cooked them for about five minutes, until they were tender. Then she poured the corn mixture in a blender, pulsed them a few times, then left the blender on blend until it was smooth. She poured it through a fine-mesh strainer, into a saucepan and seasoned it with a little more salt.

      With the corn cream done, she patted dry the scallops, and tossed them in a bowl with slices of the Fresno pepper, Kosher salt, and smoked paprika. Lizzie took out the slices of the Fresno pepper, set them aside, and heated a cast iron skillet until it was very hot. She cooked the scallops in the skillet for a few minutes, then turned the scallops and cooked them a few more minutes. While the scallops were cooking, she tossed the sliced peppers on the side of the skillet. She transferred the scallops to a plate, but left the peppers in the skillet. After adding a little water, and a tablespoon of butter, she waited until the butter melted and drizzled lemon juice over it.

      Lizzie grabbed three bowls, put the corn puree on the bottom, four scallops over that, and topped it with the glazed peppers. She added the radish sprouts for a garnish on top.

      She walked the dish to Chef Williams, handed it to him, then handed one to Dot. The last bowl was for her. Lizzie waited while Chef Williams and Dot tasted her creation. Chef Williams looked carefully at the display. Lizzie knew he was rating the colors, the artistry of the dish. Then he took a bite. Before he could stop himself, he moaned with pleasure. He took another taste, picked up a scallop with his fork and studied it, then he looked closely at the consistency of the corn cream. He never once looked at her.

      Lizzie waited on pins and needles, but didn’t show her nervousness. After long moments, he looked steadily at her.

      “This is fabulous! The scallops are perfectly cooked, the flavor is exceptional, the display, well, beautiful.” He took another scallop and ate it. “Where did you say you worked?”

      “At a restaurant in New York City, Chef.” Lizzie would have been thrilled if he hadn’t asked that question. “Would you excuse me for a minute, I need to use the restroom.”

      “Certainly, but before you go,” the chef paused. “You’re hired.”

      Lizzie smiled and left with a nod of her head. She didn’t go to the restroom, she found the door to the back of the restaurant, slipped outside, and ran down the alley to a spot she thought was private enough. She pulled out her small travel device and said, “Text only. No hologram. Message Mom and Dad.”

      Texting Mom and Dad, no hologram.

      Instantly her parents came on the line. “What’s up, are you all right?”

      “I am. I just made my scallops and corn cream as an interview dish. The chef loved it, but I need to tell him which restaurant I worked at in New York. Please contact them immediately to warn them he’ll be giving them a call. He won’t know he’s calling 2143.”

      “Already done. You’re safe to give him the number.”

      “Thanks, you guys. You’re life savers. I’ve gotta go.”

      “Wait!” Her father asked. “Did you get the job?"

      “Yes! Bye!” Lizzie hung up and ran back into the restaurant, this time, ducking into the bathroom, where she checked her hair, then walked to the kitchen.

      “I’m sorry it took so long, Chef,” Lizzie said. “I had to search for the phone number of the restaurant I worked for in New York. It was at the bottom of my purse.”

      “Ah, the mysteries of a woman’s purse,” he said with a laugh. “Well, give me their number and I’ll call them for a reference.” Then his tone changed to all business. “You have a gift, Elizabeth. You will be working the Poissonnier station with station chef, Judith Taylor. Now get.” He sounded a bit gruff, but Lizzie chalked it up to him being a busy man.

      Lizzie had been assigned the fish and seafood station. She found it, and walked up to the station chef. Judith was busy, but she saw her approach. Without stopping what she was doing said, “Hi, I’m Judy, I hear you already worked in some big New York City restaurant. Chef Williams might run this one differently.”

      “Hello, Judy, I’m Lizzie. I’m sure he will. I’m happy to be here, and ready to do whatever you want me to do.”

      “Good. Let’s get to it.”

      For the rest of the day, Lizzie cooked all kinds of fish. Scallops, not her recipe, halibut, trout, shrimp, whitefish, crab, sole, salmon, and so many more. She loved every minute of it.

      At the end of the day, Chef Williams came to see her. “Your New York restaurant gave you a glowing review. They told me to tell you they miss you.”

      For a moment, Lizzie had a pang of homesickness. But she wasn’t planning on staying here for long, so she brushed it aside. “Thank you for telling me. I miss them, too, but this is where I want to be right now.”

      “Well, go home and rest, then return at eleven for the lunch crowd. As a reminder, we’re open for lunch and dinner, and late into the night. Expect to work the different shifts.” Without letting her respond, Chef Williams left.

      He was abrupt, but Lizzie wasn’t bothered by it. She said goodbye to Judy and went to her hotel room across the street. As she walked through The Plaza lobby she saw a few celebrities sitting in the chairs, or checking in. She wasn’t the type to get star-struck, figuring underneath their fame, they were just people, too. After she showered, she checked in with her parents.

      “Call Mom and Dad.”

      Calling Mom and Dad. Want hologram?

      “Yes.” A life-sized rendering of them appeared floating in the room. She missed them.

      “Hello, sweetheart,” her mother said. “How’d your first day go?”

      “It went great. I am now a cook at the fish station, pompously called the Poissonnier station.” Lizzie laughed.

      “Oh, my, that is pompous,” her father agreed with a chuckle.

      “Thanks for helping me out, Chef Williams did call New York and he told me they gave me a glowing review.”

      “Do you like this Chef Williams?” her mother asked.

      “I do, but he’s a little gruff at times. I certainly don’t know anything about him, but he runs a fast, efficient kitchen.” Lizzie sighed. “Only time will tell, I guess.”

      “See any celebrities?” her father asked.

      “As a matter of fact, I did. I saw George Burns, Doris Day, and the musician Harry James. Doris Day sat in the lobby, and the other two were checking in.”

      “You look tired, dear,” her mother said “Get a good night’s sleep. We’re glad you arrived safely.”

      “Thanks, I am exhausted. Eight hours of straight cooking. I loved it, but I need to get used to it. I’ll check in with you guys in a few days. Love you. Bye.”

      “Love you, too, Lizzie,” her father said, “Bye.”
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      Three weeks later, Lizzie had grown used to the fast pace. She learned most of the cooks and chefs liked Chef Williams, although he kept a professional distance from them. Jill, the sous chef, was a hard task master, but she did it with a smile. No one crossed her, though. She could skewer them with one look, and that’s all the kitchen staff needed to stay in line. It was an atmosphere of dedication, dotted with laughter. Some of the people Lizzie worked with were very funny. And talented cooks.

      One day they were short-handed for waitstaff, and Lizzie was asked to deliver some entrees to the diners. She didn’t mind, because it gave her a chance to see the celebrities that were in attendance that evening.

      A waiter came into the kitchen and said, “Camille St. Claire is at table nineteen!” He didn’t say more, because he was running out entrees, but a murmur ran through the kitchen. No one seemed happy to hear that.

      Lizzie knew who the actress was. Noted for her incredible beauty, she was also noted for her pickiness, and stuck-up attitude.

      “MacAfee! Table nineteen entrees are ready!” Jill shouted.

      “Yes, Chef!” Lizzie picked up four dishes and walked them out to the diners. She handed the plates to the people at the table and said, “Enjoy.

      As she turned to leave, Camille St. Claire said, “Wait!”

      Lizzie turned back to the actress. “Is there something I can get you?”

      “Yes, this spaghetti with meat sauce is horrible!” She picked up her plate as Lizzie bent over to take it from her. But St. Claire threw it in her face. “Now, get me another entree.”

      The entire dining room had gone quiet. Lizzie stood stock still, sauce, noodles, and meat sauce dripping down her hair, her face, and neck. She stared at the star, but didn’t say a word. Incensed didn’t cover the depth of her anger. After very long, tense moments, Lizzie turned and left the table. She held her head high, but her hands were balled into fists. When she entered the kitchen, Chef Williams had heard the altercation, and stood waiting for her.

      “What did you say to her?”

      “Nothing.” She walked to her station and he followed her.

      “We’re remaking the entree.”

      “No.”

      “What?” Chef Williams tone told her he wouldn’t take anyone talking back to him.

      Looking him right in the eyes, Lizzie said between clenched teeth. “I’ll take her something else.” Without asking if it was okay, she gathered some ingredients from the pantry and made one of her favorite dishes to prepare, Filet Mignon Oscar.

      While Chef Williams watched, she patted the filet dry, seasoned it, put it in a cast iron pan with olive oil and butter. She partially cooked the filet, took it out of the pan and put the asparagus in the same pan, sautéing it until it was tender crisp. She took out the asparagus, put the filet back into the pan, and after two minutes, put the asparagus back into the pan with the filet. As the asparagus and filet were keeping warm, she heated the crab meat in butter, and seasoned it with a touch of her secret recipe for crab meat seasoning, and made the Hollandaise sauce. When the filet was cooked to medium-rare perfection, she took it out of the pan, placed it on a plate, put the asparagus on top of the filet, the crab on top of the asparagus, and poured her Hollandaise sauce over it.

      With the entree in her hand, she turned to Chef Williams. He nodded yes, with a slight smile on his face.

      Lizzie walked back into the dining room, still covered in spaghetti, and gently placed the entree in front of the witch. Without a word, she turned and left.

      When she entered the kitchen, everyone erupted into applause.

      “Back to work, people,” Chef Williams said. But he wasn’t gruff, or upset. Lizzie took off the soiled apron and tossed it into the bin to be laundered. She went into the bathroom to wash her face and get spaghetti out of her hair. Her anger had abated, but not by much.

      “My office, now,” Chef Williams said, but not with anger. She followed him and sat in the chair, the first time she’d sat down since the incident.

      Lizzie hadn’t said a word since the witch threw her food in her face. She expected to be fired.

      “I’m impressed, Miss MacAfee.”

      “What?”

      “I’ve never seen anyone deal with a major celebrity who’s a stuck up bitch the way you did. You didn’t raise your voice, you didn’t call her names, which she well deserved. In fact, you didn’t speak to her. You made her a fabulous entree, put it in front of her, and left. The best part to me…you didn’t apologize for the spaghetti. Why?”

      “Because I knew there was noting wrong with it. Camille St. Claire just wanted to tell the world she was more important than anyone else. Besides, what good would talking back to her have done?” Lizzie was shocked that Chef Williams backed her up. “I’m not fired?”

      He stood up behind his desk. “Fired? Not on your life. As soon as I can, I’m moving you up to a Station Chef position. I watched you make that Filet Mignon Oscar from scratch, and from memory.” He came around the desk and gently pulled her up from her chair. “You’re a rare find, Elizabeth. I’m one lucky chef to have found you.”

      There was a commotion in the kitchen, and Chef Williams and Lizzie raced from his office to see what it was about. Camille St. Claire had waltzed into the kitchen, without an invitation, and was shouting for whoever made her entree.

      “What are you doing in my kitchen, Madam?” Chef Williams demanded. “Get out, right now!”

      “Do you know who I am?”

      “I do, and I don’t care. Nobody comes into my establishment and treats one of my kitchen staff the way you did. You are no longer welcome in my restaurant. Get out!”

      Lizzie couldn’t believe the chef and the actress were arguing in the kitchen about her. Most of the cooks had stopped to watch.

      “Well, I never!” St. Claire said. Her face was flushed, her chest heaving from indignation. “You have no right to speak to me like that!”

      “Yes, he does,” a man said.

      Lizzie turned and saw an Air Force Captain standing in the kitchen, with another man by his side.

      “Oh, my, God!” Jill whispered. “That’s Chuck Yeager!”

      “Who?” Lizzie asked her. She’d only researched food establishments in 1947, not military or politically well-know people.

      “He…he…just broke the sound barrier in an experimental airplane. He’s the most famous man on the planet right now.”

      “What?” Lizzie blurted out.

      At that moment, Yeager came up to Lizzie. “Are you okay, Ma’am? My friend and I saw the whole incident, our table was right next to Camille’s.”

      “I…uh, yes. I’m okay.”

      No one had noticed the kitchen had come to a complete stop. Then Chef Williams yelled, “Back to work, people, we have diners waiting who have no idea what’s going on back here!”

      The kitchen ramped up like a jet engine, but only Lizzie would know that analogy.

      Chuck Yeager turned to Camille who’s mouth had dropped open. “You are no more important than I am, and no less. But, Miss St. Claire, you are more despicable.” He turned to Lizzie. “My friend and I would like to take you out for a drink tonight. Would you meet us across the street at The Plaza Hotel’s bar?”

      “I..uh,” Lizzie turned to Chef Williams. He nodded yes. “Yes, thank you, I’d love that.”

      Then let me introduce my good friend, Dan Covington, we met in World War II. Dan, this is⁠—”

      “Elizabeth MacAfee, but I go by Lizzie.” She turned to look at the man, and was struck dumb by the stunning handsomeness of him as he stood before her. He was tall, with rich brown hair, and soul deep blue eyes. There was a light in his eyes, as if he could see her darkest secrets. Lizzie felt an electric connection, a sizzle, a calling. She needed to know this man. Needed to touch him. Nothing else mattered to her right now.

      Dan Covington stepped toward Lizzie and took her hand into his. “Nice to meet you, Lizzie.”

      His voice was deep, velvety, warm. His hand tightened around hers. Chills raced through her body, and Lizzie’s world spun. Then she fainted right into Dan Covington’s arms.
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      The soft stroke of the man’s fingers brought Lizzie back to awareness. Erotic sensations flooded her body, and she caught her breath while trying to slow her racing heart. People were speaking, but she didn’t hear them.

      “Lizzie, are you with us?” Dan asked. “You’re okay. You fainted.”

      She looked at the man still holding one of her hands and stroking her face with the other. He had kind, intense eyes. Her eyes fell on his lips. Lips she desperately wanted to kiss. Lips she knew would fit hers perfectly. How could she feel these emotions from a touch? From the sound of his voice?

      “Yes, I’m here.” She felt her face flush. “I…I’ve never fainted before.”

      Dan smiled, and what a beautiful smile it was. Lizzie stared at his lips again and heard him suck in a breath. “Please give her some room.” Chef Williams, Jill, and Chuck Yeager stepped back. He looked at Lizzie. “Would you like some water?”

      “Yes, please.” She licked her lips for two reasons. The first, she was thirsty. The second, well, her lips were dry.

      Dan groaned under his breath. “Stop that,” he said quietly with a tortured voice.

      That’s when Lizzie knew. He’d reacted to her the same way she had to him. Her face broke into a wide smile, and she felt as if she was finally complete. She sat up, and covered the hand that was still stroking her face, although she didn’t think Dan realized he was still doing it. She took his hand away from her face and brought it to her lap, where she buried it between both of her hands.

      “I’m sorry I fainted. I don’t know why.” But she did. She knew exactly why, and was wrapped in wonder. This man, this stranger, was meant for her. He was the man she never realized she’d been looking for. Lizzie had never believed in love at first sight, yet here it was.

      A sudden thought filled her with terror. She stood up and wobbled. Dan held her steady, a bit too close. He smelled of freshness, clean air, and musk. Without thought, she grabbed his left hand and brought it to her face. No ring. No white ring mark. She had to be sure.

      Before she could ask, Chef Williams said, “Lizzie, go home for the day. Rest. Be back here tomorrow for the dinner shift.”

      She smiled at him. “Yes, Chef.”

      “I’ll take you home,” Dan said.

      Lizzie couldn’t help herself. “If only you could.” She walked away, gathered her belongings from the employee lounge, and came back to Dan Covington and Chuck Yeager. Chef Williams gave her a pat on the shoulder, then went back to work.

      They walked out of the front of the restaurant and crossed at a signal. When Lizzie walked into The Plaza hotel, Dan said, “Well, this is convenient. Chuck is staying here, too.”

      Fate. Not only was meeting Dan fate, but it was convenient that his famous friend was staying here, too.

      “I’m going to my room,” Yeager said. “If you’re up to it, drinks at the bar in an hour?”

      “Absolutely, Captain Yeager. I’d love to.”

      “Please, call me Chuck.”

      “Thank you, Chuck. See you soon.”

      Yeager left and Lizzie stood still. Dan took her hand. “Let me walk you to your room.”

      She studied his face for any underlying meaning, but only saw sincerity. “I’d like that.”

      They went up to the fifth floor. When Lizzie stopped her her door, she turned to Dan. “Thank you for⁠—”

      He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. His hands roamed her face, her neck, her shoulders. Her body had glued itself to his body. They were a perfect fit. Lizzie’s head swam, her legs weakened, she would have fallen to the hallway floor if he hadn’t held her up.

      A man walked by and coughed to tell them they were being inappropriate in a public place. They parted, both smiling.

      “I don’t know what just happened,” Dan said intently, “but I know my life just changed.”

      “Mine too, Dan.” Lizzie looked at him for a long moment. “May I ask you a personal question?”

      “Always.”

      “Are you married?”

      Dan waited a moment to answer. Lizzie waited a lifetime for his reply.

      “No, I’m not married, and I never have been. You?”

      “No. I’ve not even had a steady boyfriend, ever.” She dropped the word ‘ever’ to a whisper, embarrassed that she’d said it.

      “I can’t believe it.” You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.” He leaned forward and kissed her again.

      Lizzie felt his reluctance when he pulled away. “I don’t want you to leave, but I understand that in this time, morals are quite different.”

      “In this time?” Dan’s eyes narrowed. “Is there another time?”

      Oh, crap! Lizzie had blundered, badly. “Uh, no. I’m just…” she gave him a peck on the cheek and said, “I’m going to take a shower to freshen up. I’ll see you at the bar in a bit.” She shoved her key in the door and stepped inside, nearly slamming the door in Dan’s face.
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      Dan flopped on the bed. No wonder he and Lizzie hit it off. She’s from another time. Just like he is. His feelings for her are deep, magical, unreal. Never in his life had he been so attracted to a woman. Needed a woman so badly. Wanted one so desperately. He didn’t know anything about her, and wanted to know everything about her. When was she from? Why did she come here, to 1947? What was her family like?

      He threw his arm over his eyes and and saw her as clearly as if she was standing over him. Her perfect, oval face, dark lashes that shaded deep emerald eyes, arched eyebrows, all framed by beautiful, brown hair with soft red highlights. He could almost touch her oh, so kissable lips. Her skin so soft and warm.

      Dan groaned and sat up. “God, I have it bad,” he muttered to himself as he went into the bathroom, brushed his teeth and took a quick shower. He put on his Air Force uniform and went downstairs to meet Chuck and Lizzie in the bar.
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      Lizzie, Dan, and Chuck, sat in a booth in a dark corner of the bar. Lizzie had a glass of white wine in front of her, Dan, a dark red wine, and Chuck drank a beer.

      “Okay, Lizzie you start,” Chuck said. “Where are you from? How’d you become a chef, and tell us about your family.”

      “You don’t ask for much, do you?” Lizzie shook her head. “Okay, my life in the Reader’s Digest version. I’m from New York, Manhattan. I grew up there. Went to college at the CIA,” she paused, then laughed at the looks on their faces. “The Culinary Institute of America in New York. I received a Bachelor of Arts degree in Culinary Arts, which included baking and pastries, and added a specialized degree in food science. I learned my love of food and cooking from my mother, who owns two restaurants in New York that each have a two Michelin star rating.” She sipped her wine. “My parents are special, wonderful. They have a unique history, and with
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