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      Emma McDaniel sat in the Douglas Commercial 3, and listened to the droning, rumbling noise of the piston engines. She looked out the curtained window past the propellers and stared at the brown mountains dotted with blue lakes. A little black spot moved along the curving roads. Someone drove in solitary silence. It echoed her mood. Lonely, sad, depressed. How had she come to be on this terrible airplane ride? She’d give her soul to change her future.

      Emma wondered why her life had come to this point. She pictured her little, ranch-style home in the suburbs of Los Angeles and felt very lucky that she and her husband could afford it. After all, eight thousand six hundred dollars was a lot of money to spend on a two-bedroom, one-bath house. Luckily, Emma’s husband’s large $4,000 yearly salary selling airplane parts at Douglas Aircraft Company gave them the ability to live comfortably.

      Especially now.

      There was nothing like a war to boost the sales of airplane parts. And this war had been raging for just over two years now. Once the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor, the Americans entered World War II.

      Now the unpressurized airplane bounced along at 170 miles per hour through the darkening clouds. Odd little flashes of lightning flitted through the gray puffiness. Sparkly, multicolored lights, and an unusual circular rainbow glinted off a nearby cloud. A strange feeling of electricity hung in the air. The ten passengers onboard were silent in the spacious twenty-one-seat cabin. Emma looked around the interior of the airplane. Her comfortable seat was next to one of the seven windows on her side. The seat next to her remained empty, something she was grateful for, considering why she had to make this lonely trip.

      The smartly-dressed stewardess walked down the aisle, comforting her passengers. “May I get you anything to drink, Mrs. McDaniel?”

      “No, thank you. How much longer before we reach Chicago?”

      “About three more hours.” The stewardess started to walk away, then turned back. She sat in the empty seat next to Emma. “You look so worried. Are you frightened of the weather?”

      Tears formed in Emma’s eyes. “No.” As the stewardess got up, Emma grabbed her hand to pull her back into the seat. “Wait. Please. I…uh…need to talk to someone. Do you have a minute, Miss Andrews?” Emma saw her name embroidered on her royal-blue coat, just under her wings.

      “Certainly. And please call me Dorothy.” She sat back down, turned, and gave her full attention to her passenger.

      “My husband was killed in a bombing raid in London.” Emma couldn’t stop the tears that fell down her cheeks. “He had gone to England to do business.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Dorothy said. “This war is awful!”

      “Yes. We’d been married for thirty years. He’d left upset with me.” Emma thought back to the day her husband had left for his business trip. She hadn’t wanted him to go that January day. The latest news reels said Hitler had started bombing runs over London. Emma had a premonition something terrible would happen to James.

      And it had.

      The stewardess squeezed Emma’s hand for comfort. “I’m so sorry, Mrs. McDaniel. If there’s anything I can do, please let me know.”

      “Thank you, dear. You’re very kind to listen to me.” Emma suddenly felt all of her fifty years. She decided to go to the restroom, freshen up and take a nap. The airplane lurched up and down, so she cautiously got up holding onto the seatback in front of her. She stepped into the aisle and carefully proceeded to the bathroom. Having only taken a few steps, the DC-3’s propellers changed to a high-pitched whine. Immediately, the little airplane dropped. Emma’s stomach flipped over. Caught off guard, she felt the floor fall out from under her as she rushed up to meet the ceiling. With a scream, she tried to protect herself, but her head hit the ceiling before she could steady herself. Her last thought was how funny that odd-shaped funnel cloud outside the airplane had looked. Pain rushed through her head. Time stopped. Then all went black
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      Emma heard the noise first. A strange, steady whine, like nothing she’d ever heard before. The floor vibrated, almost soothing in its rhythm. She slowly came back to the present and realized the airplane was headed downward in a gentle descent. Landing. She opened her eyes and looked around. The stewardess bending over her looked different. Her furrowed brow indicated her concern as she looked at Emma. In a rush, Emma remembered the funnel-shaped cloud, almost like a vortex, that she’d seen outside the window. Her head ached.

      “Here, drink this,” the stewardess said kindly, handing an aspirin and water to Emma.

      “Thank you.”  Emma sat up. Then she gasped. “What happened to the airplane?” Emma’s eyes widened; her vision blurred as she looked wildly around. Where was she? Everything had changed. The seats were three across on each side, instead of two, with a narrow aisle in the middle. Bright lights glowed over strange compartments that lined the upper walls. The windows didn’t have curtains anymore, but strange, flat coverings. People sat side-by-side, crowded in the long, wide cabin.

      Agitated, Emma stood up. Dizziness caused her to stumble. Strong hands steadied her from behind. Turning to thank the person for helping her, Emma’s breath caught in her throat. The blood rushed from her head, causing her to sway. Incredible sky-blue eyes bored into hers. She felt the tall man’s hands slide familiarly up and down her trim waist, almost touching her breasts. Jerking away, Emma turned back to the stewardess. “What happened to the airplane?” she asked again. “Where am I?”

      Deep and husky, the sexy voice from behind her whispered in her ear. “You’re on an airplane descending through 30,000 feet. Don’t you remember hitting your head on the ceiling?”

      Emma spun around to the gentleman. “Of course, I remember.” “My head throbs. I’m hardly able to forget it! She winced in pain.” How dare he speak to her like that? Besides, she hadn’t asked him the question. Where she came from, men didn’t interrupt conversations they weren’t involved in. His hands roamed over her shoulders, kneading them, trying to soothe her. His touch sent shivers racing along her spine. Sparks of electricity shot through Emma. Her hands trembled. His touch felt familiar. She looked into his eyes, eyes that exactly matched the blue sky outside the funny-looking oval-shaped windows. Emma pointed her finger at the man’s chest. “Don’t touch me.” She jabbed him. “I’m not talking to you, I’m talking to the stewardess.”

      “Stewardess.” The man laughed. “Lady, what century are you from?”

      “What?” The offhand remark struck a chord in Emma. The look of the cabin interior had finally sunk in. Rows of streamlined bins clung to the ceiling with some kind of lights hidden underneath them. Bluish-gray carpet ran up the aisle. Carpet? This didn’t look like any carpet Emma had ever seen. She glanced out the window. All she saw were brownish-green, flat squares of land. They seemed so high up. 30,000 feet. Is that what the man said? Impossible. Airplanes didn’t fly that high. What happened to the mountains, lakes? Where was the car she had seen on the twisting road below?

      “Lady, this is the twenty-first century. We don’t call them stewardesses anymore. They’re flight attendants.” The man shook his head.

      Emma craned her head as she looked him up and down. He wore a uniform. Dark blue suit, white shirt, wide, dark tie. There were four white stripes on his sleeves and he had a set of wings clipped to his left breast pocket. A pilot. A pilot? “Excuse me, but…who’s flying the plane?” Emma’s head pounded. “And what kind of an airplane is this?”

      Shaking his head in exasperation, the pilot chuckled and said, “I’m not, that’s for sure. There are already two guys in the cockpit doing a fine job of flying this Boeing 737. I’m just deadheading on this flight.” He stuck out his hand. “Thomas Wells, at your service.” And, oddly, he bowed an old-world courtly bow.

      Emma sank to a seat. Deadheading? What did that mean? Twenty-first century? She lived in the twentieth century. She lived in 1944. World War II. Hitler. Japan. She glanced at the stewardess. They weren’t called that anymore? A feeling of foreboding flooded Emma. Her head pounded. Her heart raced. The extra-bright light in this strange airplane hurt her eyes.

      Captain Wells leaned closer to talk to Emma, eye to eye. “Look, you hit the ceiling pretty hard. I’m sure you have a nasty bump on your head.”

      He’d leaned in so close to her, Emma felt his breath tease her hair. She saw the crinkles around his eyes. He smelled faintly of coffee and soap. The masculine scents wove around Emma and embedded themselves inside her. She felt her pulse race, her breathing quicken. Nothing made sense. Frightened, Emma asked, “What year is this?”

      “What year—?” Tom Wells chuckled. “Lady, you’re a piece of work. Where have you been? It’s the year 2022.”

      2022! Seventy-eight years in the future? How can that be? Emma sank into the nearest seat.

      Yet, everything looked different, felt different, sounded different. The pilot crouched next to her. He stroked her hand. Tendrils of smoke rose up her arm. She pulled it away. “Look. Really…this is a joke.” Her voice wobbled.

      “No joke.”

      Emma saw Captain Wells stare at her. His eyes roamed her 1940s-style clothing. She smoothed her sharp, slim, knee-length skirt and straightened her tailored coffee-colored jacket with its square-cut, padded shoulders. Emma’s white blouse matched the tiny white wrist-length gloves she wore on her hands.

      “You’re quite the beauty,” he whispered. Captain Wells reached out to touch her flawless, creamy skin. “Stunning.”

      Why would this stranger say those things to her? “It can’t be 2022,” she whispered. “I live in Los Angeles. In 1944.” Anxiety and fear caused her to blurt out her truth. A truth she realized no one would believe.

      Shock rippled across Tom’s face. He leaned closer. “What? Are you sure?” He whispered as he studied her face intently. Emma watched as he quickly glanced around the airplane. He looked outside and frowned. Then he turned back to her and looked into her eyes again.

      “Positive,” she stated, staring steadily back at him.

      Tom slid into the empty seat beside Emma. Leaning in very closely he asked, “What’s your name?”

      “Oh, I’m sorry. Mrs. Emma McDaniel.” At that, it all became too much. Emma started to cry.

      Emma didn’t see the momentary panic cross the captain’s face. Or his disappointed look. He pulled her to his chest and wrapped his muscular arms around her. “I feel this strange connection to you,” he murmured. “Do you feel it too?”

      Light puffs of breath tickled her ear as he asked her that question. Emma’s tears slid down her face.

      “Don’t worry, Mrs. McDaniel, we’ll work this out.”

      “How is this possible?” It had only been one month since she’d heard the news about James. Everything seemed so unreal. He couldn’t be gone. James. Her life-long partner, her boyhood love.

      Her difficult, distant spouse.

      Emma thought back to when they’d met in college. He’d been on the Varsity football team, she a cheerleader. One afternoon, during a football game, he’d run a touchdown pass into the end zone. With the football tucked under his arm, he continued running out of the end zone. With a whoop and a holler, he ran straight over to the cheerleading squad. He threw down the football, grabbed Emma, picked her up, and twirled her around. With her legs flying out behind her, he’d kissed her. Emma had fallen in love, right then and there. Two years later they were married.

      Life with James had been difficult. A controlling, demanding, almost harsh man, Emma had chalked it up to his parents’ death in a carriage accident when he’d been seven, in 1901. In those times, children were shipped off to orphanages. And orphanages in Germany, where James had been born in the late nineteenth century, were not nice places to be living. Eventually, James had been adopted by a couple from the United States. They brought him back to Los Angeles, where he grew up.

      During their early years, Emma had wanted children, but James adamantly said no. That had caused a deep rift between them. He’d become distant, remote. He didn’t hug, kiss, or even laugh with her, and their life together had become drudgery.

      A voice started speaking. Emma looked up startled. Where had it come from? It sounded loud, distant, yet close. Pulling away from the captain’s strong, steady arms, she fearfully glanced around, looking for the stewardess. A young lady came by, dressed as the first one had been. There’s more than one stewardess on this strange airplane? On her flight, there had only been one. Emma looked closely at the outfit the girl wore. Dark, navy-blue skirt, way too short, above the knees. A white blouse, with a funny design embroidered on the front, just above the top button. She wore a matching jacket, but it wasn’t fitted in the style she was used to. It didn’t tuck in at the waist, or have broad, padded shoulders. Instead, it just hung loosely, almost straight. Emma grabbed the girl’s shirt sleeve. “Miss? Miss?”

      “Yes, Ma’am?”

      “What’s that noise?” Emma glanced nervously around. “Where’s that voice coming from?”

      Tom Wells looked sharply at Emma. “Calm down, Mrs. Wells.” His voice soothed Emma.

      “It’s the P. A. system, Ma’am.” The stewardess saw Emma’s confused look. “You know…the public address system.”

      Now really frightened, Emma sat stunned. She’d thought public address systems were only for outdoor events with large gatherings. She wasn’t outdoors, but this certainly looked like a crowd to her. In fact, as she glanced up and down the long aisle, she noticed most of the seats were filled.

      Just as she watched, a young man from a nearby seat got up and walked past her. Emma noticed he wore funny, faded, ripped blue jeans. She’d only seen farmers wear pants like that. And never old and worn. Nobody in their right mind would go out in public looking like that. And what kind of shirt did he wear? It looked like cotton, with short sleeves, and no collar. But it had a picture and writing all over it. Something with a dragon spewing flames out of its mouth, and the words, “We light up your life.”

      “Please fasten your seatbelt,” the young stewardess asked Emma kindly. “We’ll be landing in a few minutes.”

      Emma fumbled with the belts. The captain next to her noticed and reached across her to grab the end farthest from him. His arm brushed her breast. Her nipples tightened, sending chills racing through her. Immediately, Emma straightened up in the seat, leaning back to get as far away from that powerful arm as she could. Captain Wells looked intently at her. His face was only an inch from hers. Emma saw something spark in the golden flecks of his blue irises, then she watched his eyes fasten on her lips. Her breathing quickened, her mouth fell slightly open. She heard the pilot catch his breath and watched his face come closer to hers.

      When their lips touched, the electric flash burned her. Stunned into immobility for a moment, Emma could only react to the flames licking her body. With a quiet moan, she plastered her lips to his, opening her mouth for more. Never had she been kissed like this. Never had she felt like this. The captain shoved his tongue into her mouth, tasting her delicate flavor. Emma soared like the airplane she sat in, flying through space and time.

      The bump of the airplane touching down brought Emma back from her magical bubble. When the pilot pulled away, she realized she’d all but thrown herself at him. Shocked and mortified, Emma turned to look out the windows. She needed to think. But the scene she saw stunned her.

      “What happened to the cars?” Emma asked. “What are those funny-looking trucks? What are those long, square arm-like things stretching from the huge buildings?” The more she saw, the faster she spoke. Her voice rose higher and became frantic. Everywhere she glanced, she saw a totally different world than the one she’d awakened to this morning.

      Before she realized her intent, she stood up. Her face was white with shock, she frantically searched for anything familiar looking. Not seeing what she wished for, Emma realized she had indeed entered another world. Another time. Her face drained of any residual color, and she slowly slumped to the airplane floor.
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      Emma awoke and realized she lay on the floor of the airplane. Someone had put a yellow mask over her face. She felt a slight wind as she breathed in, and realized it was a new type of oxygen mask. Struggling to sit up, she felt strong arms help her. His scent told her who it was. That captain. His clean, musky, masculine scent invaded her senses with a feeling of comfort. Whoever he was, he comforted her through her terror of the unknown. The pilot helped her to a seat, allowing the staring passengers to get off the airplane.

      “Mrs. McDaniel, are you feeling better?” one of the young stewardesses asked.

      Pulling the yellow plastic mask off her face, Emma answered, “Yes, dear. I’m feeling a little better. Thank you.”

      “We could get you a paramedic if you wish,” the woman said.

      What’s a paramedic? Emma thought. Knowing this world was vastly different from the one she left this morning, and not wanting to show her ignorance, Emma said, “Uh, no…thank you.” She stood up. “I’ll just leave you all now. I appreciate your kindness.”

      Emma began to leave the airplane when a large hand clamped onto her wrist. Startled, she frowned down at the long, graceful fingers. A thought occurred to her. This man seemed to like touching her. Were all men like that now? Her husband hadn’t been comfortable with touching. Emma had always missed the intimacy of two people hugging.

      “Mrs. McDaniel, let me escort you into the terminal,” Tom Wells said. “I’ll help you find your way around. Chicago is one of the world’s largest airports.” He intertwined his large fingers between her gloved ones and led the way off the airplane.

      Well, at least she’d ended up in the first city she’d planned on going to, Emma thought. They walked through a long, square tunnel, and followed the passengers into the building. When they emerged, Emma gasped. “Oh my God,” she whispered. Masses of people, bright lights, loud announcements, and squalling children assaulted her senses. Square, black boxes with writing in them hung from the ceiling. People carried and rolled suitcases. Rolled? Emma looked more closely and saw they had tiny wheels on them, and were dragged by long black handles. For a minute, she stared. What a great idea. Who would have thought of that? A loudspeaker announced a flight departure, and Emma jumped.

      “Don’t worry, Mrs. McDaniel,” the captain murmured in her ear. “Take a moment to acclimate yourself. I’m sure this seems terrifying to you.”

      Grateful for his kindness, Emma nodded. He directed her to some chairs that faced the streaming people going in different directions. He gently settled her in one and sat down right next to her. Emma saw worry cross his handsome, expressive features. Her hands shook, and she clasped them together to hide the shaking.

      “Captain Wells?” Emma asked shakily.

      “Please, call me Tom.”

      “You’ve been so kind…please call me Emma.” She sat, dazed. “I don’t know what to do…I’m so frightened,” she whispered.

      Tom leaned close to Emma. She heard him inhale. “I love the way you smell.”

      What kind of a man would say that to a stranger? First, he commented about her looks, now her scent. How odd.

      “If your claim is true, Mrs. McDaniel, then you must be out of your mind with fear and worry. More likely, you’re probably suffering from a form of mild dementia. Can’t a trauma to the head do that?”

      Emma sent him a sharp glance.

      “Do you have a place to go to?” Tom asked changing the subject. “Any friends or family?”

      “I told you. I live in Los Angeles. In 1944. And even there, I have no one.”

      “What about your husband?”

      “He was killed in the war last month.” Emma’s voice caught. “A bombing raid in London.” Even though the attack had been considered a failure for Hitler, it had wreaked havoc on Emma’s life.

      Emma saw a look of relief cross Tom’s face. Why? Then, almost immediately, she saw compassion cross his features. For Emma, her husband had been killed only the month before. Not seventy-eight years ago.

      “Why don’t you come with me? I have a nice home here in the suburbs, and we can sort through this situation.”

      “Oh, I can’t impose on you.” She looked at the strikingly handsome man. Even at his age, which she figured to be around fifty, she saw health and vigor. Something compelled her to remain at his side, though. His blue eyes radiated empathy, tinged with a little skepticism. “Your wife might be upset when you bring home a very strange woman.” She laughed weakly.

      “I’m not married, Emma.”

      “I’m sorry, Tom. What about your children? I’m sure they wouldn’t be happy when you bring home a weary, mixed-up woman.” A woman who’s out of her time and place, she thought.

      “That’s a story for another time,” Tom said. “My daughter won’t be upset. She’s a grown adult now.”

      A strange young couple walked by as Emma pondered this. They were probably in their twenties, but Emma wasn’t sure. The young man had on those ripped and faded jeans, torn at the hems, like the pants the man on the airplane had worn. A sleeveless undershirt, like the kind her husband wore under his freshly starched, white business shirts, seemed to be the only apparel covering his chest. Emma had never seen a black undershirt before. The young man’s jet-black hair stuck straight up, creating a strange, pointed look. Like one of those Indian tribes, she thought. But strangely, he didn’t look Indian. The young woman with him had blue-black hair, long and straight, parted down the middle. Her floor-length dress, all black, clung to her skinny frame. Strands of long beads hung around her neck and wrapped around her forearms. She jangled as she walked past them.

      What an odd new world this was. Emma wished she were dreaming, but she knew this to be real. How had she ended up in this time? 2022. It sounded like some fantasy. A futuristic time period. A time Emma had never thought she’d see. Yet here she sat.

      Thinking back to her morning flight, Emma decided something must have happened during the turbulence they’d encountered. The strange, swirling, horizontal funnel cloud might have had something to do with it. All that electricity surrounding the vortex seemed odd, too. No matter. Always a realist, Emma knew she was here and must deal with it somehow.

      “Tom,” Emma sighed, “if you really mean it, and it’s not too much trouble, I’ll take you up on your kind offer.” What else could she do?

      Emma was amazed to see Tom’s face light up. He seemed genuinely happy to have her with him for a while longer. “It’s no trouble, Emma.” He helped her out of the seat and took her to the front of the terminal. Emma goggled at all the strange sights. “I have to drop you at the front of the airport. I’ll go around to the employee parking lot, get my truck, and bring it around to pick you up. Wait right here, it’ll take about twenty minutes.”

      Emma panicked at the thought Tom would leave her alone. How would she manage? Where would she go? Who would believe her? “You’ll come back and get me, won’t you?”

      Her eyes frantically searched his face.

      Tom pulled her close to his chest. She felt him breathe in deeply. Then he said huskily, “Yes. I’ll be back. When we get to my house, we’ll try to sort this out.” He lightly kissed Emma on her temple. “Something about you intrigues me,” he said. Then he strode briskly away.

      Emma reacted emotionally to Tom. She thought she could trust him. He acted as if he believed her. She even felt he knew her somehow. There seemed to be a silent connection.

      She stepped outside of the airport and sucked in another breath. Lately, all she’d been doing was gasping and trying to breathe. Emma stood under a roadway in the dark arrivals area.

      Futuristic cars zoomed by at alarming speeds, considering the amount of pedestrian traffic in the area. Buses coughed brown exhaust into the air, choking her. Long, black, stretched-out cars with many doors on each side, coasted slowly along the roadway. A sea of yellow taxis lined up by the curb. The noise was deafening. What kind of a world had she entered? Weariness overcame her and she slumped onto a low retaining wall.

      Emma wanted to go back home. To her time, her place. Even with a war raging, she knew where she belonged. Knowing her husband wouldn’t be there to order her around, demand his dinner and starch his shirts, was almost a relief. Immediately feeling guilty for her thoughts of reprieve, Emma watched the amazing show of life teeming in the twenty-first century.

      People rushed everywhere. Carts full of bags were pushed and pulled, luggage was piled up on the sidewalk. A man in a suit, finally something she was used to seeing, had been reading a newspaper and started to throw it away in the nearby trash can. “Excuse me, sir. May I have that?” Emma asked.

      “Sure. Here.” He handed her the Chicago Tribune and went to stand in the taxi line. “It’s all bad news anyway.”

      The first thing Emma did was check the date. February 20, 2022. So, it was real. A sinking sensation in her stomach preceded a wave of depression so strong Emma felt twenty years older. She didn’t know anything about time travel, but now, she suspected she had taken a route that many others hadn’t thought existed. Mired in her thoughts, her shoulders slumped forward, Emma wished she could curl up into a fetal ball. She didn’t notice the black truck pull up to the curb.

      Tom honked his horn, but with so many other horns blaring Emma didn’t notice. He got out of the car, risking a parking ticket, and strode toward Emma. “Emma! Over here,” he shouted and waved.

      Emma looked toward the voice and saw Tom striding toward her. A feeling of such profound relief washed over her that her knees weakened. For a moment she didn’t think she could stand up without falling. “Tom, thank God! I didn’t think you’d come.” Emma drank in his handsome, chiseled face, his endearing, dimpled grin, and wished for things that couldn’t be. “I feel as if I’ve awakened in another time, another place.”

      “I told you I’d be here. I keep my word, Emma.” Tom’s gaze searched her face. “You’re so pale. Are you feeling okay?”

      “A man gave me his newspaper…” Emma’s voice faltered. “I looked at today’s date…”

      Emma felt one hundred years old. She must look a fright. She was exhausted and knew her eyes would be accented by dark shadows.

      Tom took her gently by the arm and walked her to his truck. “Here, let me help you in.” He lifted her by her waist, letting his hands linger too long before letting go. He frowned. Then he leaned over and fastened her seatbelt. Tom stiffened, then slammed the door. Once he got into the truck, he sucked in a breath. She thought she heard him mutter to himself, “Really disgusting for a fifty-year-old man.”

      They exited the airport, and Tom took the northwest tollway toward his home. After exiting, he entered a housing development and turned onto East Bluebonnet Lane. Halfway down the street, Tom turned into his driveway.

      “Oh, it’s lovely,” Emma said. Tom’s house looked like a more modern version of the type of home she lived in. Two stories, with an attached garage, the stucco home had a shake roof. A flower bed lay under the front windows and followed a slightly winding path to the front door. However, right now it was lightly covered by snow. “Have you lived here long, Tom?”

      “Yes, about ten years,” Tom said. He punched a black button on a square thing on his visor.

      Emma’s mouth dropped open when she saw the garage door automatically open. “How did you do that? You didn’t get out of the car.”

      Tom chuckled. “This device is called a remote control, Emma. All I have to do is touch this button, and the garage door will open and close without me leaving the car. It comes in very handy during the winter and snowstorms.”

      “What will they think of next?” Emma said with wonder in her voice. What other marvelous inventions would she see in this world?

      “Here we are.” Tom pulled the car into the center of the two-car garage and pushed the button to close the door.

      Emma swung around to watch the door come down. She noticed Tom’s delight at her enjoyment of the new invention. Once it had touched the ground, Emma got out of the truck. Even with her lightweight coat on, she shivered. “Gee, it’s cold here. I’m used to a more moderate climate.”

      “Well come on, we’ll go inside quickly. The house will be warm,” Tom said. He escorted her through the connecting door into the kitchen.

      Tom’s kitchen was huge. White cabinets with frosted glass doors surrounded the large space, with a gray-colored free-standing cabinet in the middle. Emma saw a white porcelain sink in the center cabinet with a tall silver faucet sticking up. The counter next to the sink looked like planks of wood, and she saw knife marks throughout. Who would carve marks in the beautiful wood? She looked around and saw the biggest refrigerator she’d ever seen. It had two matching silver doors on the top two-thirds of it, and a drawer on the bottom. “I feel like Alice in Wonderland,” Emma said. “Everything is so new, so different. Why did someone scratch your wood countertop?”

      Tom laughed. “I scratched it. It’s meant to be like that. That’s a wood chopping block built into the counter. It makes it very easy to cook in the kitchen. Come and let me show you to your bedroom.” He led her into a large family room, then upstairs to one of the bedrooms. “Here you go.” With a wave of his hand, Tom indicated to Emma she should precede him into the room.

      “Thank you.” She entered the room and stared at the large bed in the center of one wall. Why, that was the largest bed she’d ever seen. When did everything get so big? Emma saw pine end tables, mixed with a cherry nine-drawer dresser. A beveled mirror hung over the dresser. She looked at the funny “drapes.” They hung vertically, like standing rows of white Venetian blinds. Clever. Emma sank to the bed. Weariness stole over her, bringing her headache to full force.

      “You must be exhausted.” Tom stepped up to her. “Why don’t you lie down for a while? When you wake up, we’ll discuss your situation more fully.”

      “I think I will. So much has happened, I can hardly process it.” She lay on the bed.

      Tom bent over her and stroked a lock of her russet hair from her face. His fingers skimmed her skin, causing shivers to run up and down her spine. She stared into his mesmerizing blue eyes and sighed. Why did this stranger feel so comfortable with her? There was no denying the electric current that ran between them. “I can’t thank you enough for all you’ve done. You’ve taken a strange woman, with a strange story, into your home. I’m grateful to you Tom, and if there’s anything I can do to repay you, please let me know.”

      “There is one thing you can do, Emma…” Tom leaned over and kissed her.

      The kiss started gently, then became more demanding. Passion leaped between them, scorching Emma’s lips first, then moving down to her throat. A tiny moan escaped her. Her husband had never kissed her like this. Not this open-mouthed, tongue-searching, wet kiss of fire. Emma’s world tilted and spun out of control.

      Tom hastily pulled back. “Take a nap, Emma. I’ll be here when you wake up.” He left the room and closed the door with a thud.
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        * * *

      

      Emma woke to bright sunshine pouring through the vertical blinds. She had no idea how long she’d slept, but the smell of bacon frying had her mouth watering. She threw back the covers on the bed and cried out. Staring at her bare legs, she saw she wore a long baggy shirt that came down to just above her knees. Tom had undressed her. Who did he think he was? Anger raced through Emma. She stormed out of the bedroom and down the stairs. Following the scent of the bacon she found her way back to the kitchen.

      Tom stood with his back to her, flipping pancakes. Emma stepped up behind him and pushed his broad shoulder. “Who do you think you are, buddy? I can’t believe your nerve!”

      Tom whirled, flinging pancake mix all around from the batter-covered spatula. “Don’t you know not to sneak up on someone like that?” But he grinned at her sleep-tousled look. “Well, you look much better today. All bright-eyed and bushy-tailed.”

      “Don’t try to distract me. You undressed me,” Emma said with a squeak.

      Tom’s eyes drifted to her t-shirt-clad body. “I sure did. You were out. I felt you’d sleep more comfortably without the restricting suit you were wearing. I like my t-shirt on you,” he said huskily. “Very much.” His eyes glittered.

      “No strange man has ever undressed me. My husband didn’t even do that until we were married.” Emma paced around the kitchen.

      “Have a seat. Want some coffee?” Tom said mildly. He pulled a glass container out of a square machine. He poured dark, black coffee into a mug. “Cream, sugar, or sugar substitute?”

      “What’s sugar substitute?” Emma asked, distracted from the conversation for a moment.

      “You really did come from the past, didn’t you?” Tom paused for a minute. “Otherwise, you’d know about all the new inventions made since the forties.” He turned back to the pancakes, expertly flipping them on the griddle. “There’s an awful lot to explain to you. Sugar substitute is fake sugar. It’s made from chemicals. It tastes like sugar but has no calories. That way people can lose weight, but still get the taste of something sweet.”

      “Why not just eat regular sugar? Who wants to lose weight?”

      “Emma, in 2022, two-thirds of the population is overweight. Almost everybody wants to lose weight, without watching their food intake.”

      Taking a sip of her coffee, Emma grimaced. Too strong. “Maybe I will have a little milk and sugar.” She watched Tom walk over to the refrigerator and pull out a carton. “What? No milk bottles anymore?”

      Tom laughed. “No, actually. They’ve gone by the wayside. Now it’s milk cartons. Easier to dispose of.” He poured the nonfat milk into Emma’s coffee and added two teaspoons of sugar. “There is so much that’s different today. You’ll be amazed.”

      Emma sat quietly for a few moments, staring into the white coffee. “Tom, I have a question to ask you. A really important question.”

      “Yes?”

      “Did we win the war?” Emma held her breath while she fiddled with her mug. She thought the Allies must have won since she hadn’t seen any swastikas hanging around. She knew if they lost, the United States would be under Hitler’s rule.

      Tom jerked, startled by the question. He stared at her for a long moment. Emma wondered what he thought. He sat down next to her and said, “Yes Emma, we won. The war ended in Europe on May 8, 1945, and it ended in Japan on August 15, 1945.”

      A feeling of such profound relief flooded Emma that she couldn’t speak for a few moments. Tears pooled in her eyes. She thought of freedom and beliefs. Never had she been so afraid before. The newspapers had all been bad news, and with war raging in Europe and the Pacific, bad news surrounded the world. Finally. “Thank God. We lost so many young men. Families shattered, lives changed forever. At least it wasn’t all in vain.”

      “No, it wasn’t. We fought to keep our way of life and won. At a great cost, but we won.” Tom got up and checked the pancakes on the griddle.

      Emma looked at the milk carton. How much had changed? It seemed a great deal.

      “What other changes will I notice?” she asked.

      Giving her a mysterious glance, he said, “You’ll see.” He placed a stack of pancakes on her plate and a rasher of bacon next to it. “Now, eat.”

      The way Tom talked, Emma thought he might actually believe her outlandish story. How could he? She didn’t believe it herself. But proof stared her in the face. Nothing here was the same. The air even felt different.

      Going back to her first thought when she awoke, Emma asked, “What did you do with my clothes?”

      “I hung them in the closet. You’ll be much more comfortable when you have other clothes to put on, so after breakfast, I’ll run to the department store and grab a pair of jeans and a couple of shirts for you.”

      Emma had taken a bite of the pancakes. “I’ll go to the store with you. Then I can try everything on.” She crunched on the perfectly cooked bacon. “God, this is delicious. Wait, how will I pay for the clothes?”

      “Don’t worry, Emma. We’ll work everything out.” Tom poured sugar-free syrup onto his pancakes. “I’ll loan you the money, and you can pay me back later.”

      “Why are you doing all this for me?”

      An inscrutable look crossed Tom’s face. He answered, “Your clothing is odd. Your surprise at the world around you seems genuine. Your delight in the garage door’s remote control was infectious. I believe you, Emma.”

      A bright wetness formed in Emma’s eyes. She hadn’t realized how frightened she felt until this man had come to her rescue. And he believed her. How remarkable was that? “I never thought about time travel before. It just didn’t seem possible. Now here I am…” she choked.

      Tom pushed his chair back and came over to Emma. He pulled her up and led her to the family room couch. Gently pushing her onto the sofa, he sat next to her and held her hand.

      “Look, something weird happened. You say you left 1944 yesterday morning. Now you’re sitting here in my house seventy-eight years later.” He stroked her hand, spreading her fingers and running his forefinger between each of hers. “We have so many modern conveniences that are completely different from your time. You see the way houses have changed, appliances, cars.” He sighed. “You know it happened. How or why are the questions we’ll look for. But be prepared to accept that you’re here and that you might never be able to go back.”

      That thought frightened Emma so much she pulled her hand away from Tom’s gentle stroking and wrapped her arms tightly around her waist. She closed her eyes and rocked back and forth. A small keening sound came from her. Tears leaked out of her eyes, one river streaming down each side of her face.

      Tom wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into his strong arms. Without a word, he lifted her up and set her on his lap. He rocked her back and forth, murmuring soothing words. Emma gave in to the feeling of being protected and cried.

      A long while later, she straightened her back and wiped the tears from her face. Life wasn’t always easy, and it certainly wasn’t fair. Right now, it was downright odd. Always a realist, Emma knew she had to face the facts and deal with her predicament. She looked into Tom’s face and saw the gentleness in his eyes. Before she had time to think, she reached up with her hand and stroked the hollows in his cheeks. Then she leaned forward and kissed him.

      What started out to be a gentle, thank-you kiss, exploded into a raging furnace kiss. Passion mixed with fear and anxiety fueled a blaze of intense desire. Emma’s hands stole through Tom’s hair, finding the coarse texture intriguing. His soft tongue licked the outside of her mouth, then invaded hers, probing past her teeth to the molten depths beneath. Emma groaned. She couldn’t get enough. Starved for affection for thirty years, Emma felt as if she’d reached the end of the rainbow. Purple, pink, yellow, and orange colors floated behind her eyes. Her body felt light, as if she could fly. Tom’s masculine, clean scent drove her wild. Grasping his shirt to pull him closer, she pressed her breasts to his chest.

      With a sudden, harsh jerk, Tom pushed her away. “No, Emma.”

      There was something so elemental between them, that for a moment, Emma thought the universe had meant for them to be together. But through space and time? Then she watched dumbfounded as Tom got up and walked away. Obviously, she was wrong.
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