
Table of Contents

Time Lines

Dedication

Acknowledgments

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Books by the Author

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Time Lines

By

Karen J Mossman

​​​Copyright © 2020 Karen J. Mossman
(www.karenjmossman.com)
[image: A close-up of a circular light fixture

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
Republished in 2025 by Electric Press
––––––––
[image: ]


Cover art by J.M. Northup 

THIS BOOK IS A WORK of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are being used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the author’s permission.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication


[image: ]


For my dad, who introduced me to the TV programme Time Tunnel in the sixties. It was the first time I’d seen someone go back in time, and it fascinated me.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgments


[image: ]


Thanks to my editors, Julie and Sahara, for all their support and encouragement. 

Thanks also to my beta readers, who’ve helped enormously. 

Finally, thank you, dear reader, for buying Time Lines and taking the journey to the past with me! I hope you enjoy it.

Contents

Dedication 

Acknowledgments 

Chapter 1 

Chapter 2 

Chapter 3 

Chapter 4 

Chapter 5 

Chapter 6 

Chapter 7 

Chapter 8 

Chapter 9 

Chapter 10 

Books by the Author 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1


[image: ]


​​A noise woke me from a deep sleep, and it took me a moment to come round. When I did, the first thing I noticed was my simple bedroom, which had no personal touches. I didn’t recognise it, and for a moment, I racked my brain. 

Am I on holiday?

A deep rumble vibrated the room, quickly followed by an explosion. 

I leapt from the bed, suddenly wide awake.  Racing to the window, I could hardly believe what I saw. 

Soldiers poured into the village, firing guns. They shot at anyone in their path.

People ran screaming in terror, and smoke spread upwards from a burning building.

My apartment shook from another explosion.  It called my attention back to my situation, reminding me I needed to get out fast. 

It was then I realised my apparel.  Despite having been in bed, I stared down at my dark trousers and plain top. 

“What the hell?  I’m fully dressed.”  Confused, I looked around the room.  Spotting shoes tucked slightly beneath the bed; I shoved my feet into the flat, conventional style footwear. 

Where am I, and how’d I arrive here? I wondered. Is this a dream?

Running out of the bedroom, I barely noticed the sparsely furnished lounge as I darted for the hallway.  I threw open the apartment door and legged it to the stairs. A burnt smell followed me through the corridors.  

The crackling of fire fed my fear, which only intensified when I stepped outside and saw an unfamiliar village. Where am I?

The sky was a vibrant, clear blue.  There wasn’t a cloud in sight as the morning heat rose.  The brightness made me squint until my eyes adjusted to the light.

Cows and goats wandered around unattended, bleating in bewilderment.  They sounded just as perplexed by the noise and frantic activity as I was.  Bellows of protest added to the chaos as another explosion shook the surrounding buildings.

The old structures appeared aged and somewhat dilapidated, as you’d expect from a historic town.  Built in a valley beneath the mountains, the village would be beautiful at any other time.  However, at that moment, it just felt like a war zone.

I moved from the doorway to a building across the street.  My survival instinct was on high alert, so I kept close to the wall.  

Please don’t let me die here – wherever this is.

As I turned the corner, I came across a woman on her knees with a dead child in her arms. The mother wailed, an awful bereft sound that tugged at my heart as blood from the boy’s crushed head pooled on the ground. She looked at me beseechingly, but what could I do? 

I kept on running, hiding, and dodging.

With every nerve in my body on fire, my heart thudded uncontrollably, and I could hardly breathe. I was about to run into the open when a soldier aimed a gun at a man on his knees, stopping me dead in my tracks.  It shocked me when he fired his weapon, causing the victim to collapse while his distraught family screamed and cried out helplessly. My stomach lurched, and I turned to vomit behind a wall.

Dropping to the ground, I retched and then crawled into a space between outbuildings. As the scene unfolded, tears streamed down my face. What kind of hell did I wake up to?

Tanks rolled through the village, bringing further destruction. They crashed into buildings and ran over fences. The machines demolished anything in their path. 

Some villagers were being killed indiscriminately; shot on the spot by the invading soldiers. Others became prisoners, herded up like animals for slaughter. Their fates were unknown. 

Fear fizzed in the air, and the noise of terror was deafening.

Crouching down, I screwed my eyes shut. My hands covered my ears. I wanted no part of this, yet here I was with no idea of what to do or where to go. Things weren’t looking too favourable that I’d escape safely from this nightmare.

“Du!” an ugly voice, too close for comfort, yelled. “Hure!” 

It took a moment for the words to translate as I opened my eyes. You, whore!

About 10-feet in front of me stood a German soldier in a World War II uniform. My heart seemed to stop as he aimed his gun in my direction. My stomach hit the floor, and I thought I would vomit again.

Climbing out from behind the wall, I rose to my feet with my hands up in surrender. Please, God, no. I don’t want to die.

Suddenly, the soldier’s eyes flicked to the right, and he looked confused before fear coloured his face. As his rifle lowered, I turned to see what startled him. 

Standing there watching us was... me.
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After the world seemed to shift yet again, I recognised the curves of the Travel Room’s recliner supporting me. Hands pulled me to my feet, and I’m filled with anxiety.  

A familiar voice calls out.  “Julie? Julie?” 

Feeling confused and sickly, I begrudgingly opened my eyes to my colleagues, Ricardo and Marcus.  My gaze locked with Jason, our director and boss, who stood next to the door with an alarmed expression.

“I’ve got her.” Ricardo lifted me, exited the dark Travel Room, and hurried down the corridor with the rest of our team trotting by his side.

My head lolled against his chest, and my muscles stopped working as if someone had drawn off my energy. I had nothing left inside me, and if Ricardo would’ve put me down, I’d have collapsed in a heap.

“She’s barely conscious,” Jason muttered in a concerned tone. “What the hell went wrong? Where’s she been?”

“I don’t know,” Marcus, our engineer, replied from beside us.  “Perhaps reviewing the tape or Jules’ explanation will give us answers.”

I bounced down the corridor in Ricardo’s arms, feeling disconnected from the conversation.  The skin on my face felt tight, as if it had lost its moisture, and tears threatened.  However, that took more than I had to give. 

A displacement like this had never happened before. Ricardo and I were both seasoned travellers, and neither of us experienced anything like this.  The anomaly was more cause for concern than my response to it, but even more reason for me to pull myself together.

I forced my eyes open.  Not only did I want to see my colleagues, but I also needed to reassure myself that I really was home.  It comforted me to hope that everything had somehow been a dream.

With a whoosh, the sliding doors to the hospital bay opened. Stepping inside, Ricardo gently laid me on a bed. 

Exhausted, my eyes closed again the second I hit the sheets.  Darkness consumed me as I slipped into unconsciousness.
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LATER, I AWOKE WITH digital bands around my arm and sticky probes on my chest.  They transmitted my vitals to a monitor mounted on the wall behind me. Although I felt a little better, I still didn’t have the energy or the curiosity to tilt my head back to gaze at what was being relayed. Not that I’d understand the graphs or readings; that was our resident medic, Dr Goad’s, job. 

“Welcome back,” the doctor said, making me jump. 

I hadn’t realised Dr Goad was there, though I should have. He was always around to monitor and care for his patients. 

“How do you feel?”

I groaned and regretted moving my head so quickly. My brain bounced from one side to the other, and my eyes stung. “Exhausted, but all right.” I blinked as everything rocked back into position. 

Dr Goad seemed to wait for me to come round and settle before he
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