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        December 21, 2022

      

      

      

      Multicolored Christmas lights sparkled as light snow fell past the window. Scott Forrester sat on the sofa in his brother’s house. Today was make-the-obligatory-call day. Each year Scott and Mike invited their father to Christmas dinner. Each year he refused. Scott wondered why they even bothered.

      A note had been taped to the door when Scott arrived earlier. “Come in. We ran to the supermarket. Make yourself at home.” Scott grabbed a beer out of the fridge and wandered through the new home his brother and his wife of one year, Shauna, had just purchased. The appliances were new and shiny. Tables gleamed from the warm color of rich maple. The scent of a real Noble Christmas tree mingled with vanilla and cinnamon from a batch of freshly baked cookies that sat on a plate on the kitchen table.

      All he wanted was a small, family Christmas. Life had been pretty crazy the past year as he learned his new job as a firefighter, but now he felt settled and looked forward to a celebration at home. Never one for big gatherings, he craved a quiet Christmas with Mike and Mike’s wife in their new home.

      While he pondered calling his father, Scott thought about raucous family gatherings his friends told him about. He’d never had one, thankfully. Scott didn’t like being the center of attention, didn’t like large groups of people. He felt better in the background listening and watching others.

      He gulped the beer to fortify himself for the cold refusal his father would give them and wondered why after twenty-four years he hadn’t gotten used to the indifference of his father. What the hell, just get it out of the way, he decided. Then when Mike and Shauna got home they could drink and commiserate together.

      Scott reached for his iPhone and realized he’d left it in his car. Damn. He wanted the call over with but didn’t want to brave the sixteen degree temperature or the ice on the sidewalks to go get his phone.

      He wandered the house thinking about his father and why he still felt like the little boy who’d been rejected by the one parent left in his life. After all, he was a grown man who saved lives. Responsibility had been ingrained in him since he was a boy by his Aunt Evelyn and it grated that his father had shirked his duty to them when their mother died at Christmas all those years ago.

      Scott had been only two years old at the time and he didn’t remember his mother. Mike told him it was better that way, no sad memories to remind him of their tragedy each Christmas.

      Buck up, buddy, he told himself. You’re old enough to accept the facts.

      Scott wandered to the front window and stared at the snow. His eyes fell on the iPhone lying on the entry table. Great. He’ll make the call on Mike’s phone and be done with the nagging, depressing responsibility of the season.

      Scott picked up the phone and turned it on. When it booted up he pressed the numbers for his father’s cold, stark apartment in Sisters, Oregon, twenty miles from his own apartment here in Bend. Nothing happened. Scott shook the phone and punched in the numbers again.

      Nothing.

      Damn. How hard was it to make a phone call? The iPhone had some different features than from his and he figured his brother had a newer model. Scott pushed various buttons to see what would get it to work but nothing did. He smacked his hand against the right side of the iPhone and a tangerine light surrounded him. At the same time a high-pitched whine filled the room. Scott pounded the phone hoping to get the sound to disappear. “Goddamnit!” he shouted over the piercing noise. He punched numbers at random but the sound continued. The tangerine glow brightened causing Scott to glance up. The front door to the house burst open and his brother and his wife ran into the room. “How do I turn off the noise?” Scott shouted.

      “Push the button on the bottom right front of the phone,” Shauna, Mike’s wife shouted.

      “What?”

      “Push the button!” Shauna pointed to the bottom of the phone.

      Scott shook his head. The glow brightened and now the walls seemed to shimmer. “I can’t hear you.”

      “God damn it,” Mike shouted, “push the button on the front!”

      Shauna glanced at her husband with a look of apology. She stepped forward to grab the  iPhone out of Scott’s hands as the high-pitched whine settled to a steady sound. “Give it to me, Scott,” she hollered.

      Scott couldn’t hear them. He continued to bang on the phone until he realized the whine had increased and the color around him had changed to gold. He glanced up at Shauna. “Can’t you get it to stop?”

      “Too late,” she shouted and Scott disappeared from the room.
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      The whining wound down as the gold glow faded and disappeared. Scott stood on a dirt street in a cloud of dust. People ran down the street hollering and pointing. “Fire! Fire!” Instinct kicked in and he shoved the iPhone into his pocket as he ran toward the flames he saw coming from a wooden structure. Scott pushed through the looky-loos and quickly assessed the situation. The front of the building was engulfed in flames. He heard the clanging of a fire truck amid the roar of flames and shouts of men.

      “There’s someone inside!” a voice shouted.

      Scott grabbed a towel that lay on the ground and plunged it into a nearby bucket of water. He threw the towel over his head and ran into the building. The man was unconscious on the ground next to the door. Scott picked him up, tossed him over his shoulder and ran out of the building. The fire trucks pulled up and started spraying water on the building.

      “Out of our way, people,” a fireman shouted. “Come on, move it.”

      People parted and let the men do their jobs. Scott lay the unconscious man on the ground and checked his pulse and pupils. He had a pulse so he knew the man was still alive. “Oxygen! I need oxygen.” A firefighter ran over with a bottle and slapped a mask over the man’s face. Within a few minutes the man coughed and opened his eyes. “Don’t get up,” Scott said. “Keep the mask over your nose.”

      The man nodded his understanding and took great gulps of oxygen. He coughed. Tears made tracks down his face through the dirt. Scott wiped the soot from his own face and checked the man for burns. He seemed okay. Lucky for him he was near the entrance to the building when Scott found him.

      “Mr. Goodman. Oh, thank goodness you’re alive,” a female voice said from the crowd.

      “Don’t get up yet, sir. You need more oxygen,” Scott said. He placed his hand on the man’s shoulder to restrain him.

      “You saved him,” the woman said. “Thank you.”

      “It’s all part of my job,” Scott said. He checked the man’s pulse again and felt it strong and steady. “Give him a few more minutes and he should be well enough to get up. Then he needs to see a doctor.”

      “All right. I can’t thank you enough,” the woman said.

      “No need.” Scott patted the man on his shoulder. “You’ll be good as new by tomorrow. Don’t push it too much today.”

      Scott stood and surveyed the situation. The fire was now under control, and smoke had cleared enough for him to see his surroundings. He saw other wooden structures and realized they were only the fronts of buildings. Where were the backs? Scott turned in a circle. Nothing made sense. Why were the cars and trucks so old? Why was the street made of dirt? Wooden boardwalks?

      He scanned the crowd and saw people dressed unlike anything he’d ever seen before. Women wore straight, tubular dresses with dropped waists. No curves were evident and they looked like boys. Skirts were a few inches below their knees, hair was short and bobbed. All the women looked the same. Men wore slim trousers and almost every one had a hat. Some men were wearing jeans and work shirts and others had guns slung on their hips and wore cowboy hats.

      This just didn’t make any sense.

      As Scott scanned the crowd a panicked feeling rushed through him. He studied the men and women and then saw the surrounding fire equipment that had been hidden behind the smoke and the fire trucks. While the feeling mushroomed into full-blown hysteria his eyes fell on a beautiful young woman. She stood out because her sunny, yellow hair was long and wavy, a direct contrast to every other woman on the street. She wore the same style of clothes as the others but stood aside from the crowd, slim and regal.

      A magnetic pull propelled Scott toward the woman. Her big blue eyes widened. Her mouth fell open and she licked her lips leaving them wet and shiny. Need shot through him like wildfire, stopping him cold in his tracks. He clenched his jaw and forced his mind away from the intense raging desire. Who was that woman? Where the hell was he?

      “Hey, Mister,” a deep male voice called. Scott turned and saw the man he’d saved standing behind him. “Come here a minute.”

      Scott turned back to glance at the woman again but she was gone. A feeling of emptiness raced through him so fast he staggered. He scanned the crowd to find her but she had disappeared. Damn. Forcing his tangled thoughts to the background he walked to the man. “Hello. I’m glad to see you’re feeling better.”

      The man stared at Scott. “My goodness.  Jesus. You’re perfect.”

      “Perfect for what?” Scott indulged the medium-sized man’s odd behavior. Oxygen deprivation can cause confusion for a while after a fire. He studied the man’s horseshoe of hair that surrounded his head, mussed and sticking up in different directions. It enhanced his round wire-rimmed glasses and slightly pudgy cheeks. The man’s color looked good, though.

      “Selma, come here,” the man said to a woman. She was the same one who had thanked him for saving her friend. “He’s perfect, isn’t he?”

      Scott felt as if he were under a microscope. The woman, Selma, studied him like a test subject.

      “Yes he is, sir.” She smiled at Scott but he felt it was more predatory than welcoming.

      “Son, what’s your name?” the man asked.

      “Scott Forrester. And you are—?”

      “Sidney Goodman. Thank you for saving my life.”

      “You’re welcome, Mr. Goodman.” The men shook hands. Scott looked around again and this time he saw rough wooden signs hung hanging in front of the buildings that said, hotel, baths, apothecary and saloon. “Uh, can you tell me where I am?”

      Sid Goodman boomed out a laugh. “You take in too much smoke, son?”

      Scott wondered if he had. Nothing was familiar. The street, the way people were dressed, even the sunshine felt different. A skittering of apprehension ran up his spine. “I might have. So…what is this place?”

      “Forrester,” Sid Goodman said. “You’re on a movie set. We’re filming The Gunslinger’s Wife.”

      Relief flooded Scott. A movie set. That’s why everything was so unfamiliar. Now the fronts to the buildings made sense, the clothes, the old trucks and cars. But wait…there weren’t cars in old westerns. People didn’t dress the way these people were dressed when they worked on a movie set. Scott stared at Selma. A beautiful woman, she too wore the long, straight dress that other women wore and had a short, dark bob. Beads hung down the front of her dress. Another rush of fear tingled through his blood. “Mr. Goodman—”

      “Sid. Call me Sid.”

      “Okay. Sid. Ah…what year is this?” Scott wasn’t sure if he wanted the answer to that question.

      “Maybe you ought to sit yourself down, boy. You knock your head on something while rescuing me? It’s the year of our Lord, 1925.”

      “1925?” mumbled Scott. “It can’t be 1925.” He blindly turned away from Sid Goodman and walked around the movie set. People were cleaning up from the fire, but Scott didn’t see any of it. His body felt heavy, sluggish. His mind felt clouded with fog. His heart thundered and he heard a ringing in his ears.

      Ringing. Scott shook his head. That reminded him of the iPhone weighing down his pocket and the high-pitched whine he’d heard just before seeing the fire. An overwhelming feeling of dread slithered through him and he sank to a wooden bench under the sign for the saloon.

      Scott realized he’d picked up his sister-in-law’s time travel device, not his brother’s phone. She must have redesigned it to look like the most popular electronic device of their time, a iPhone. That way no one would find out she’d come from the year 2121.

      Shit. For the first time in his life, Scott felt lost and alone. For the first time in his life, Scott Forrester felt fear.

      For here he sat on a movie set in 1925 and he had no idea how to get back home to his time.

      “Look son, I don’t know what’s wrong with you, but I do know how to get that glum look off your face. Here, follow me and Selma.”

      Scott watched the two walk away from him. A feeling of panic rushed through him at the thought that these two strangers would leave him.

      Galvanized, he jumped up from the bench and followed them. Sid Goodman and Selma with-no-last-name, strolled deeper into the studio lot past the sets for the western they were shooting, past a street with the fronts of row houses like those in New York City and further along, past a set that looked like something from the moon. He caught up with the pair when they turned left onto a street that looked like an industrial park. Sid opened the door to a building and entered, leaving the door open for Scott. Selma followed behind.

      The sign on the door said, Sidney Goodman, President, Artists Unlimited. Scott raised an eyebrow at the title but didn’t say anything when he entered the large office in the back of a larger room.

      “Sit. Sit,” Goodman said. “Selma, get the young man something to drink.” He turned to Scott. “Excuse me Forrester, I need to make some calls.” Before Scott could say anything Sid picked up the phone and said, “Gracie, get me Damon Westerly and that young Gant boy, you know the one.” He slammed down the phone and stared at Scott.

      “You didn’t let her answer,” Scott said. He felt foggy, as if he were having an out-of-body experience.

      “She’s the operator. For God’s sake, boy, I don’t let them speak, they do what they’re asked and that’s it.”

      Operator. Oh, God. People had to go through operators to make a call. Scott pushed himself up from the chair and walked to a stack of magazines and newspapers on the coffee table. He picked up a copy of Time magazine dated December 14, 1925. The cover showed someone named Charles Gates Dawes. As Scott flipped through the magazine he read that Dawes was the President of the United States. God. That’s who’s president now? He tossed the magazine on the table.

      He lowered his head into his hands and wondered at the fact that he sat at a coffee table in an office on a movie studio set in 1925.

      The phone rang and Sid Goodman picked it up with a booming, “Whatcha got for me Gracie?”

      Scott watched him nod his head, scratch his balding pate and rub his nose. Sid grunted a few times then said, “Gotcha. Send ‘em over when you can.” He motioned for Scott to move closer to his desk. “Okay, thanks girl.” Once he’d hung up the phone Sid said, “Now. Tell me about yourself.”

      A bubble of nervous acid rose to Scott’s throat. He couldn’t tell this man about himself. His mind raced to come up with something plausible. His knee bounced up and down with nervous energy. “Well, I’m twenty-four years old. I have an older brother, Mike, he’s two years older…” Scott realized he was rambling and couldn’t stop. “I’ve been a firefighter for a year and—”

      The door opened and Selma entered. “Here’s the script, sir.” She dropped a heavy bundle of paper on Sid’s desk.

      “Good. Now get going. I’m expecting Westerly and Gant any minute.” Selma turned and left the room, but not before giving Scott one long appraising look. “Can’t live without that girl,” Sid said to Scott. “She’s the best assistant this side of the Rockies.”

      Scott hoped that he wouldn’t have to come up with anything more about his background and his wish was granted when two men walked into the room. They took one look at Scott, glanced at each other and nodded their heads. The younger man took out a sheaf of papers and laid them on Sid’s desk. The other man studied Scott.

      “You’re right as usual, Sid. He’s perfect,” said a middle-aged man wearing brown framed glasses, a fedora and what looked like slim, custom-made slacks.

      “I’ve got the papers here for him to sign,” said the younger man, a good-looking guy with a shock of red hair and bright blue eyes that showed his intelligence.

      Irritation washed over Scott. Anger flooded his system. The strangeness of the world, the knowledge that he’d accidentally time traveled to 1925 and had no way to get home, and the mysteries of these studio people cut his normally long fuse short. “What am I perfect for? I’m tired of being looked at like I’m a toxic specimen under a microscope.”

      All three men jerked. They obviously weren’t expecting a tirade. It took Scott a long time to lose his temper but when he reached the end it snapped like a frayed rope holding a piano out a second story window.

      Sidney Goodman rose from behind his desk and strolled to Scott. He put his hand on Scott’s shoulder and said, “My dear boy, I’ve been remiss. This  is  Damon Westerly, director of my latest movie, Jonas Smith, head of publicity for Artists Unlimited, and this is Matt Gant, our lawyer.” Scott shook hands with the men. “I should have told you sooner what I had in mind. I wanted to thank you for saving my life earlier today, so I’ve decided you’re perfect to play the second lead role in my newest movie,  The Gunslinger’s Wife.

      Horror flooded Scott. He couldn’t be the center of attention. “I’m no actor!” He shot to his feet and stared at the three men. “I’ve never been on a movie set in my life. I live in a small town. In Oregon. Where are we anyway?”

      Goodman shook his head and said to the two men, “He took in too much smoke when he dragged me out of that fire.”

      Both men nodded and gave Scott sympathetic looks.

      “I did not inhale too much smoke.” Scott laughed at himself and shook his head. He felt a little hysterical. “I did not inhale…too funny,” he muttered. He continued to mumble for another moment ignoring the worried glances the three men gave him, then the irony of parroting President Bill Clinton from the twentieth century, here in the nineteenth century, faded away. “So…where are we?”

      “Hollywood, California,” Goodman said.

      Great. Hollywood, 1925. This lunatic wants to put him in pictures. The world completed its upside-down spin and Scott sank to the couch.

      “Come on, boy, sign the papers. You’ll be the in our movie. I’ll hook you up with all the beauties of the day. Believe you me,” his smile reached from ear to ear. “They’ll want to be seen with a good-looking guy like you. Why the newspapers will have a field day when they see you. I’ve never seen a better looking man than you.”

      Scott gaped at Sid Goodman. The man must be nuts. He wasn’t good looking. Scott knew very well that he was average. Well, not in height, he stood six feet four, but his wavy brown hair and matching brown eyes were average. Scott ran his hands through his hair leaving it parted in rows. He sucked in a deep breath then said, “I don’t—”

      “The next movie you’ll star in. I promise.” Sid Goodman’s face lit up with delight. His skin turned a light shade of red from excitement.

      Star? Why would he want to do that? Scott couldn’t contain himself any longer and paced the room. “Mr. Goodman. Your thanks are enough for me. I don’t need to be in pictures.”

      “Sure you do. Look in the mirror, boy. You’re perfect star material.”

      “I don’t want to be a star,” Scott said. “I never wanted to be a star. I don’t like speaking in front of groups of people. And you haven’t even heard me speak lines.”

      “What lines? You don’t speak in these movies, you act.”

      Scott noticed the two men step away from Goodman’s desk at his sharp tone. Goodman was beginning to lose his temper. Both men held their hats in their hands, one kept running the rim through his fingers. “What do you mean I don’t speak?”

      Goodman heaved a sigh and sat at his desk. “No one speaks in movies, boy. They act, music is added to heighten the drama and words are put on the screen for the people to understand what’s going on.”

      Oh my God, thought Scott. This man was talking about silent movies. The talkies hadn’t been invented yet. Scott barked out a laugh. The three men jumped at the sound.

      Scott wore a line in the rug as he thought about his options. He had no job, no place to stay, no money and no clothes. If he accepted this offer he’d be able to support himself until he could figure out a way to get back home. He’d just have to put aside any anxiety about being the center of attention. His stomach tied into a large knot. If he weren’t in such a dire situation he wouldn’t consider it for a second.

      But he was. He had to eat and survive until his sister-in-law could find him and bring him back to his time. The knot began to subside. He’d look at this as an adventure. After all, firefighting had taught him to put aside worry and get the job done. The inevitable reaction would come later. And what the hell, it might be a kick to make a silent movie. He let the decision roll around inside him for a minute. It felt right under the circumstances. With no other option to consider, Scott made his decision.

      A strange calmness came over him. “Okay. I’ll do it.”
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      Scott entered the studio at six the next morning. A guard looked up his name. “Third building on the right. They’ll give you your identification badge and a pass to be on the lot. When you’re done with that Mr. Goodman wants to see you in his office.”

      “All right. Thanks.” He walked to building number three. A woman sat at the desk just inside the door. She wore the same bobbed hair style and straight, below-the-knee dress that all the other women of the day wore. “I’m here to get my identification.”

      “You are—?” The woman was busy typing a document on an old, manual typewriter and barely looked at Scott.

      “Scott Forrester.”

      “Oh!” Her face flushed and she jumped out of her chair. “Excuse me, Mr. Forrester. Mr. Goodman wants you processed right away.” She led him down a hallway and through a door. “Once you’re finished, meet me at the front desk and I’ll hand you your pass to move around the lot.”

      It didn’t take long to get his I.D. and pass. Scott entered Sid Goodman’s office just as the man came in from a back room. “Right on time, I hear. Good. Movies have to be on schedule, you know.”

      Scott didn’t know but figured he’d find out.

      “Here’s what were going to do. I’ll take you over to building fourteen where we’re filming The Gunslinger’s Wife. Here’s your script.” Goodman shoved a thick bunch of papers into his hands. “Study the pages, they tell you what’s happening and what’s expected of you in the story. You play the part of Alex, the hero’s best friend. The director, Damon Westerly, will tell you what he wants from you. Follow me.”

      Goodman didn’t wait for a reply from Scott. He set off at a brisk pace for building fourteen. Scott rummaged through the script. He read as he walked, glancing up every so often to make sure he was still following the president of the studio.

      Building fourteen was a huge, hangar-like building. The door looked small compared to the rest of the building. Sid opened it for Scott who entered, still reading the script. When he looked up Scott gasped. People rushed everywhere. A full-sized train rolled along a track, smoke rising out of its stack. A woman hung out the window of the train screaming. A man yelled and waved his arms, cameras on wheels were pushed here and there. “More, Sandra! I want more fear, panic. Wave your arms faster. Cue music, Simon. Crescendo it up a little.”

      Goodman stepped ahead of Scott and marched up to the director. “Damon, here’s the Forrester boy.”

      “Cut!” Westerly roared. “God damn it, Sid. Don’t just walk in on a shoot.” He ran his hand through his already rumpled hair.

      “I know the business, Damon. Remember who you’re talking to.”

      Goodman’s brows were lowered and his voice had an ominous sound to it. Scott watched the play between the two men with interest. It seemed the director wasn’t intimidated one bit by Sid Goodman’s warning.

      “You hired me to do a job, Sid. I’m doing it. Now, this is the boy you told me about?” Westerly asked.

      “Yes.” Goodman turned to Scott. “Scott Forrester, Damon Westerly, the director of your new picture.”

      Scott and the director shook hands. “Thank you for having me, sir.”

      Westerly’s eyes darted to Goodman. “Show some spine, kid. Your part is a tough one. You’re the villain.”

      Scott hadn’t gotten that far in the script. “I am?” A feeling of excitement and fear bubbled inside him. “I haven’t read much yet.”

      “Well, there’s a trailer next to this building. It’s yours. I’ll have one of the workers put your name on it, but right now there’s a piece of paper taped to the door telling you it’s yours. Read the script the rest of the day, be here in the morning, six sharp and you’ll get to kidnap the girl first thing.”

      Scott laughed. “You got it, Mr. Westerly. Just point me in the right direction.”
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      Once Scott found his trailer he put the script on a table and holed up inside with the time travel device. He knew there must be a way to make it work. He turned on the iPhone and it hummed. Anticipation rushed through him. If it worked he’d go home and no one here at the studio would miss him. They’d just think he decided against the part and left. Scott pushed every button on the device but nothing worked. The power on-off switch wasn’t the same. What the hell did Shauna do to this? He knew she was a scientist, but she must be brilliant to have cleverly disguised her time travel creation to look like a century old cell phone. Shit. How would he get a message to Mike? At least Mike and Shauna knew he’d traveled somewhere. Maybe they’d figure it out and get him back.

      The first moment of panic he’d had yesterday, the feeling of being all alone faded away. Scott liked adventure or he wouldn’t have become a firefighter. He just never thought he’d be on this wild trip to the past. His frustration with the device faded. Well, he was here for now.

      Scott picked up the script and read through it. He finished it at eleven o’clock that night. It wasn’t bad. His character, Alex was a tad shallow and self-centered, but that didn’t bother Scott. What bothered him was the love scene he had with the heroine’s best friend. He’d have to pretend to make love to a stranger in front of strangers. Scott didn’t know if he could do that.

      He tossed the script on the table and stretched out on the sofa. Last night Sid Goodman had put him up in a nearby motel, another way of thanking him for saving his life. Tonight he was fine with the trailer. Hell, it was a very nice one, with a living room of sorts and a bathroom. Scott didn’t need much, so he decided he’d stay here for the duration of the film. Once he had some money saved, then maybe he’d look for an apartment.

      With no TV, no iPad, no computer and certainly no cell phone Scott fell asleep to the sound of complete quiet.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The lights blinded him and a trickle of sweat ran down his spine. They’d been shooting the same scene for three hours. Scott’s character Alex Weller was a con man. He swindled people out of their money, their homes and their livelihoods.

      The scene on the train was where Alex confronted William, the hero and Alex’s former friend, about William’s right to run Alex’s father’s ranch. Alex hated William because he had everything Alex wanted. A stable, loving home, wealth, and a beautiful woman. But the train kept breaking and the actor playing William was drunk and kept flubbing his lines.

      Scott wasn’t impressed with Carey Chambers who played the hero. He’d heard the name once or twice on Turner Classic Movies and knew he’d been a huge star in his day. But he hadn’t paid much attention. Now he found the man rude, obnoxious and down right mean to those around him.

      After lunch they changed scenes to give Chambers the chance to sober up. This scene was where his character, Alex, sweet-talked the heroine’s best friend, Susie, into helping him retrieve documents that were related to the ranch. It didn’t help that Susie was also the hero’s sister.  When she says no, he kidnaps her.

      Scott took his mark and waited for the actress playing Susie to make her appearance. He ran through his lines, well, not lines, but what the script said he was to do. He didn’t want Damon Westerly to get upset with him too, the man’s temper was already frayed.

      “Scott,” Westerly hollered. “You ready? I know this is your first day, but I’d like to make up as much time as I could if possible. Carey has us way behind schedule.”

      “I’m ready,” Scott said. “Just bring on the actress.” He laughed as if he’d made a joke.

      Everyone in the area stopped. “Bring her on what?” Westerly asked.

      Scott realized he’d spoken as if he were in 2022. “Uh, never mind. I’m ready whenever she is.” It occurred to him that he’d have to watch how he spoke. Otherwise people might look at him just the way the crew here had. With suspicion. He’d better pay attention to how people spoke in 1925.

      Scott took in deep breaths to calm himself. Filming the other scene had been okay because there were four of them on the set. But this scene was between Alex and Susie. The focus would be on him and he was a little worried he’d mess it up.

      “Remember, Scott. Susie comes into the room in a rage. She’s upset that you and her brother argued about your father’s ranch. Ready,” the director yelled, “and… Action!”

      A beautiful blonde woman barged into the room. Her blue eyes flashed, her arm waved and she shouted, “Who do you think you are? Where in the world did you get the idea that I would help you ruin my brother?”

      Scott’s mind went numb. Here stood the woman from yesterday, the one who stood out from the crowd of 1925 Barbie dolls all staring at the fire. Her pink lips were full, shiny and luscious. Her dark eyebrows were raised and her stunning aqua eyes flashed flames.

      Scott’s body hardened and his libido jumped into overdrive. Desire raced through him like molten fire. His muscles clenched and he felt as if a fist had punched him in the gut. He opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out.

      “Cut!” the director yelled. “What’s the matter with you, Scott? You forget you’re supposed to act?”

      Scott forgot everything. The woman before him tilted her head. She stepped forward and leaned toward him. Her hand reached out as if to touch him, then fell to her side. She licked her lips as she stared at Scott for a minute, then lowered her eyes.

      “Forrester!”

      “Oh, sorry, Mr. Westerly.”

      “Get it right. You know your next move?”

      “Yes, sir,” Scott said. He was supposed to disarm her by pulling her into a passionate kiss.

      “Okay. Ready…. Action!”

      The woman entered the room again in a blazing fury. Scott didn’t know why, but her eyes aroused him to the point of pain. Every part of his body hardened. He strode over to her, yanked her into his arms and kissed her.

      The room faded away, the hot lights felt like steam. Her lips were his whole world. She tasted sweet and salty. Scott pulled her closer and plunged his tongue into her mouth. She struggled for a minute then melted against him. Her arms circled his neck. Scott’s heart hammered so hard he thought it would jump out of his chest. Need replaced thought.

      He needed more.

      Scott cupped her face with his hands and tilted her head to settle her lips at just the right angle. She smelled of sunshine and clean air. He kissed her again and again. When he pulled her body close to his to feel his hardness she froze.

      The actress shoved at his chest. She pounded him and screamed. Bewildered, Scott didn’t know what to do for a moment. A need so strong he felt weak raced through him and he couldn’t come down from the desire that hardened him. “Don’t worry, I won’t hurt you,” he murmured.

      “Let me go, you letch!” The woman playing Susie slapped Scott’s face and turned away.

      “Cut!
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      “Can you get him back home?” Mike asked his wife. “I mean, you created the damned contraption.”

      “No,” Shauna muttered while she fiddled with her invention. She took a strange tool that looked like a tiny tuning fork and placed it on a chip in the side of a second redesigned iPhone. “God damn it.” She twisted the fork a bit, muttered, then twisted it some more.

      “What’s wrong?” Mike paced the kitchen. His brother was in some time period and didn’t know how to get back. Now it looked as if Shauna couldn’t get her time travel device to work and bring him back home, where he belonged.

      “I can’t calibrate it enough with the tools I have here in 2022. I need to go to my time. This device isn’t advanced enough to bring him back. I could go get him, if I knew what time he went to, and bring him back with the device he has, but I haven’t finished this one yet.”

      “So what are our options?”

      Shauna gave her husband an apologetic shrug. “I have to finish building this device, but that’s going to take some time with the tools I have here. Once it’s finished I can travel to 2122 and get the advanced tools I need to trace backwards and find what time period Scott disappeared to.”

      “Great. Just great. My brother is probably wild with fear by now.” Mike ran his hand through his hair.

      Shauna rose from the kitchen table. “Look, he knows what I do, where I came from. I’m sure he’s figured out what happened. Scott’s a big boy and an intelligent one. He’ll find a way to take care of himself until I can get him back.”

      “I know, honey, but he’s my only brother.” Mike wrapped his arms around his wife. “I’m sorry. I know I haven’t helped this situation by barking at you.”

      “I know you are, and I understand,” Shauna said. “I just hope Scott makes the most of his little adventure.”
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      “Great scene, you two!” Damon Westerly ran up to the two actors. “I could really feel the sizzle between you. And Maggie, you were terrific. The slap was perfect.”

      “That was no acting, Damon,” Maggie said. “That man practically mauled me.” She pointed her finger at Scott and took a step backwards.

      “I didn’t maul you,” Scott said. Anger rose at her words. He wasn’t the type to fly off the handle. “And you were pretty involved in that kiss if I recall.” Irritation replaced anger. Desire simmered just below the surface. Scott couldn’t believe that this woman—Maggie something—had the nerve to say he mauled her. “Who are you, anyway?”

      Damon Westerly chuckled. “That’s your co-star, Forrester. Meet Margaret Ingram. Maggie…Scott Forrester.”

      The name flowed over him like cool water. He liked it. As ticked off as he was with this woman, he still wanted her. So much it hurt. “Well, Maggie Ingram, we’re stuck with each other for a while, so I suggest you buck up and rise to the challenge. Or are you afraid of little ‘ol’ me?” Maggie’s face turned bright red. He knew he’d thrown down a gauntlet and wanted to see how this sexy woman would react.

      “Who do you think you are?” She marched two steps to Scott and poked him in his chest.

      “I’m Scott Forrester, villain of this little silent movie. You, doll, are the fluff that draws the men in to the theater.”

      “Why you overbearing, creep!” Maggie pulled her arm back to slap Scott again.

      “Oh, no.” He grabbed her wrist and held it near his face. “Once was enough for me.” Then he pulled her closer. Maggie’s ample chest heaved with exertion. Irritation faded as amusement filled him. No pushover here. They would have some spectacular disagreements, and he knew that making love with her would be incredible.

      That thought caused his body to burn. He didn’t need that right now and gritted his teeth to keep from saying anything else that would inflame her—or him.

      “Let me go,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “You’re hurting me.”

      “Okay you two, enough kissy, kissy,” Westerly interrupted. “Let’s get back to work.”

      Maggie turned to pull her arm away from Scott but he held firm. “Not before this,” he murmured. Before she could react, Scott pulled her into his chest still holding her hand away from his face. He saw her lick her lips. Her eyes narrowed showing her uncertainty. But desire lurked in them too.

      Scott lowered his head. He felt and heard Maggie’s ragged intake of breath. Her bosom swelled higher, pushing into him. With no concern for those around him, Scott licked Maggie’s lips once, slowly. Then he disarmed her by kissing her with gentleness. He used a firm but steady pressure and tickled her lips with his tongue. When she sucked in a breath, he found his way into her mouth.

      She moaned. Her body molded to his, liquid and soft. She draped her arms around his neck and kissed him back with heat and intensity.

      This woman fitted him perfectly. Her curves were meant for his hands. Her thighs nestled next to his and her hands ran through his hair.

      “Get that on film,” Westerly muttered to a cameraman.

      The man moved closer and whispered, “Rolling.”

      The kiss felt eternal. Scott knew his life had just changed, but he wasn’t sure how to react to it. With one small nip on her lower lip, he broke contact with Maggie Ingram and felt a sudden, unnerving sense of loss.

      She stood there with glazed eyes. Her slick lips glistened. Two red splotches highlighted her cheeks.

      Scott tenderly wiped her cheek, saw her eyes dilate even more and whispered, “It’s sure been nice to meet you, Maggie
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