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      I wish to dedicate this book to my family for all of their support. Doug, thanks for helping with the title. Mom, thanks for taking me to the airport to watch airplanes take off and land when I was young. I wouldn’t have fallen in love with them if it weren’t for you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          DECEMBER 21, 2024

        

      

    

    
      “Make sure I don’t appear in-flight,” Evie said to her friend Shauna. “I don’t want to have to lie and explain where I came from. Nobody would believe it.”

      Shauna rolled her eyes. “Evie, I’ve been working on this time travel device for years. I know how it works. You know how it works, you’ve already time traveled with it. Just ask Scott and Maggie. I found them when Scott disappeared and ended up in 1925, remember?” And I found Joshua when he accidentally time traveled to you and Addie and Mary in 1890 Oregon. And you know how that turned out.

      Evie sure knew. Her whole life had changed. She, her sister, and her aunt had all time traveled from 1890 Oregon to 2023. What a shock! The airplanes, automobiles, appliances, clothes. The pace was frantically fast. “I guess that’s what happens when an out of time, time traveler falls in love with the local girl from another time, pisses off the local sheriff, who’s a bully by the way, turns the town against said sheriff, and runs to the future.” She laughed gaily.

      Evie loved this time period. It was so easy compared to the harsh environment of 1890. She glanced at the Christmas decorations in Shauna’s home. The eight-foot tree shimmered with multi-colored lights and sparkling red, green, blue, orange, and yellow glass balls. A beautiful white angel topped the tree in her long, Grecian gown.

      “There’s such a romance about the TWA Boeing 307 Stratoliner. There were only ten airplanes made and one was for Howard Hughes. It would have been the first private plane ever delivered, but he never flew it around the world the way he’d wanted to. I did my research,” Evie laughed. “Those planes had lounges, beds, real food, silver and china —all the comforts of home. And do you realize that in those days it cost the equivalent of ten thousand dollars for a trip? Who could afford it?”

      “Only the rich people, I assume.” Shauna fiddled with her almost perfected time travel device. She had the back off the reconfigured iPhone and was using the strangest, littlest instrument to calibrate it. It looked like an L shaped Allen wrench but with two forked prongs on the end.

      “1936 or so would be good. I don’t want to be too close to the beginning of World War II.” Evie jumped up from the couch with excitement. “Just think, I’ll get to wear the beautiful TWA uniform. Those were the days when a uniform meant something. Glamour, excitement, adventure. Besides, the color should show off my eyes really well.”
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        * * *

      

      Shauna glanced up from her work. Evie Benjamin was a very pretty young lady. A little self-absorbed, but a very kind girl. Her sunny blonde hair and sky-blue eyes would be a perfect complement for the TWA uniform. Her pert nose would offset the stylish hat and white gloves. The swingy skirt would highlight her long, slim legs.

      But Evie’s incredible smile would win the hearts of the passengers. It already did. Evie was a flight attendant for today’s world’s largest airline. She had men falling all over her. They’d leave their business cards stuffed in her apron pockets with phone numbers scribbled on the back and pleas for a return call. Evie wouldn’t find them until she got home. Shauna sighed again. “Okay, nearly done.”

      “Are you going to tell Aunt Addie?” Evie asked, then rushed on speaking. “She won’t want me to go. But how can she say no? I’m twenty-two and have flown for a year already. I earn my keep and I don’t live at home anymore.”

      “Yes, I’m going to tell Addie,” Shauna said. “But not until after you’ve left.”

      Evie bounced over to Shauna and threw her arms around her. “You’re the best friend ever! I’m so glad Aunt Addie married Joshua. I wouldn’t have met you.”

      Shauna smiled. “Well, coming from a family of time travelers, it doesn’t surprise me that you want to visit another time.” Shauna’s face became stern, her voice lowered. “Remember, Evie, you can’t change anything on your own. The other people involved must be willing.”

      Evie threw up her hands in despair. “Oh, really, Shauna. You’ve told me a hundred times. I just want adventure.”

      “I thought coming from 1890 to the present time would be adventure enough for you.”

      “That wasn’t planned. And I had no real choice. I wasn’t going to let Aunt Addie leave without me.” Evie laughed. She lived every day to its fullest. That’s why she’d decided to become a flight attendant. The world was at her fingertips and she meant to see every inch of it and be paid for it.

      “Well, go put on the uniform. I know you had it tailored to fit and you do look fantastic in it.” Shauna gave Evie and indulgent smile. Once the girl matured, she’d be an amazing woman. But for now, Evie had some growing up to do. Maybe this time travel jaunt would ground her. Shauna laughed out loud. That’s an oxymoron, considering her current job. She ignored Evie’s bemused look. When Evie finished changing into the uniform Shauna asked, “All set?”

      Evie straightened the seams in her stockings, tilted her hat to a rakish angle and held out her arms to Shauna for a hug. “Tell everyone I love them.”

      “I will. Here. This is your time travel device. Don’t let anyone see it. Don’t lose it. I’ll be tracking you and if you don’t check in once a week, I’ll send in the Army.”

      Evie laughed a low, musical sound. “Oh, all right.” She glanced at the item in her hand. “It doesn’t look like an iPhone.”

      “No, I did that on purpose. It’s the same size as my device from my time. I wanted you to have a smaller one to carry. An iPhone would be too cumbersome. You don’t want anyone seeing it by accident.”

      “You’re right. Thank you for thinking about that.” Evie held the two-inch black square in her hand.

      “That’s my job. Now go stand in the middle of the room,” Shauna said with mock seriousness. “I’m going to be in so much trouble for this,” she muttered. “You sure you took a leave long enough to cover the time you’ll be away from work?”

      “Positive. Now hit the button, will you?” Evie fiddled with her gloved hands, twisting them from nervous excitement.

      Shauna pointed her reconfigured iPhone at Evie and pressed the hidden black button on the bottom right side. “1936, here comes Evie Benjamin. You’ll never know what hit you.”

      Evie laughed at Shauna’s comment. Her heart pounded with trepidation and intense excitement. The room started to waver. A bright tangerine bubble surrounded her. The Christmas lights on the tree wavered, the walls blurred and a high-pitched whine filled the air.

      Evie smiled a wide, beautiful smile and when the tangerine color changed to gold, she gave Shauna a happy wave and was gone.
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      The high-pitched buzzing wound down and the world around her cleared. Evie stood stock still while her equilibrium settled. It only took a minute and she glanced at her surroundings with awe.

      Men in Transcontinental and Western Air uniforms walked by carrying their black suitcases. Women in deep, royal blue stewardess uniforms, high heels, white gloves, and pert hats lounged in the crew waiting area.

      She’d made it!

      Excitement rushed through Evie as she glanced at the crew room. Thankfully no one noticed her. She was glad she’d arrived near a wall in the back of the crew room and stood with her mouth gaping open. The room was large and sported a couch and metal chairs. A counter stood centered at the front where a few people bustled behind it coming and going on busy errands. Pilots and stewardesses checked-in with a woman who sat at a desk behind the counter, her red lipsticked smile permanently fixed on her face.

      Evie laughed to herself. There were no computers, no televisions, no Rollaboard suitcases lined up against the walls. The stewardesses in the lounge sat and refreshed their makeup, read newspapers and magazines, or chatted with each other. She noticed that they didn’t associate with the pilots too much. Sexism was rampant in the mid 1930s and Evie knew she’d have to put aside her twentieth century mores from her time while she was in this century.

      “Stewardess Evie Benjamin, you’ve been assigned a trip,” the woman behind the desk said to the room at large. “Please check in with me.”

      Evie jumped. She was on the roster! She didn’t know how that happened and vowed to ask Shauna when she got back. Straightening her shoulders and taking a deep breath, Evie walked to the front of the room. Other stewardesses smiled at her but no one seemed to recognize her.

      “I’m Evie Benjamin,” she said to the woman.

      “Hello, Miss Benjamin. Welcome to Transcontinental and Western Air. I see this is your first trip with us today. Congratulations!”

      Evie beamed at the woman. Her first trip. That would be perfect for her when she explained why she didn’t know the airline’s procedures as well as she should. “Thank you, Miss…” Evie looked at the woman’s name tag. “Miss Walker.”

      “Looks like you’ve been assigned a transcontinental trip on the brand new Boeing 307 Stratoliner,” Miss Walker said. “That’s one of the best flights we’ve got. Why we only started flying the airplane two days ago. All the girls wish they could fly the 307. You’re very lucky to get it on your first trip.” Miss Walker glanced at her paperwork, shuffling through some pages. “Sign here and initial over here that you’ve been assigned the trip and acknowledge your departure time of eight-thirty p.m. That’s two hours from now.”

      Evie glanced at the clock on the wall. Six-thirty. She’d have time to get to the gate and check out the airplane well in advance of the other stewardess. “Where am I flying to?” she asked Miss Walker.

      “Oh, dear, didn’t I say?” The woman fished through some more papers. “Oh, here it is. My, I’m a little scatterbrained today.” She fluffed her gold, curly hair with one neatly manicured hand and organized her crew lists. “You’re flying to Los Angeles and you’ll be working with Miss Hanford.”

      “Which cabin?”

      Miss Walker gave Evie a curious look. “What do you mean which cabin? You’ll be working the whole airplane, Miss Benjamin.” The woman shook her head in despair.

      Evie knew she’d blundered. She was so used to working first class on the Boeing 787 doing her round trips between Los Angeles and New York that she’d forgotten there were only two stewardesses on the whole airplane in this time and they cared for all twenty-five passengers. She hoped that Miss Walker chalked it up to nerves and the fact that this was her first flight.

      Excitement thrilled through Evie. She was about to embark on the adventure of a lifetime by working on one of the first wide-body-type airplanes ever made and on the same route she flew in 2024. Her hands shook with nervousness and even a little fear. “Thank you.” Evie turned to leave.

      “Miss Benjamin? Here are your newspapers and magazines. You know that Transcontinental and Western Air wants their stewardesses to be knowledgeable about current events. Once you get settled on the airplane and finish setting up, flip through these so you can talk comfortably with the passengers.”

      Evie grabbed the bundle off Miss Walker’s desk and stuffed it into her tote bag. She already missed her Rollaboard. She picked up her suitcase in one hand and her much heavier tote bag in the other. Hoping that she wouldn’t trip in her heels with the heavy luggage, Evie proceeded to leave the crew room.

      “Oh, Miss Benjamin,” Miss Walker said. “Your flight leaves from gate three.”

      Evie smiled over her shoulder and said, “Thank you, Miss Walker. I appreciate the help.”

      Gate three was a short walk from the crew room. A few passengers strolled the New York Municipal Airport. Evie started when she saw the sign on the way to the gate. New York Municipal? When she’d researched which year, she wanted to time travel to she had looked at all the years between 1935 and 1942 to see which was the best time for her to explore and decided on 1935 or 1936The Stratoliner hadn’t started flying until July 8, 1940. Originally, Evie hadn’t wanted to fly too close to World War II.  She only wanted to see the glamorous early days of flying, meet the men and women of the times, and see how they fared just after the Great Depression. But the airplane lured her to 1940. She wanted to work the first commercial airplane to be pressurized.  She wanted to make the seats into beds for the passengers. She wanted to find the glamor of flying that had disappeared in her time.

      Something felt wrong.

      In her research she’d found that Idlewild Airport, the precursor to JFK, hadn’t been built until 1942. She’d also read that LaGuardia Airport had originally been named New York Municipal Airport because mayor Fiorello LaGuardia had arrived at Newark Airport and made a fuss that his ticket said New York on it, not New Jersey. New York Municipal had opened in 1939.

      She should be at Newark Airport.

      A tingling sensation pricked her skin and her breath caught in her throat. She dropped her two bags and rummaged through her tote grabbing the New York Times. Evie stared at the date.

      Oh, great. Shauna messed up. July 10, 1940. The headline read, “Russia Seizes Estonia, Lithuania and Latvia.”

      She’d ended up in World War II anyway. Crap.

      The panicked feeling that raced through Evie spread warmth through her limbs weakening them. Her hands trembled as reality sunk in. Seeing the date proved that she really had time traveled to 1940. She sank onto her suitcase to let the feeling pass. Shauna wouldn’t know what year she was in.

      Should she go back?

      “Miss? Are you okay?”

      The deep, raspy voice poured like honey down her spine. Evie looked up into the dark, mesmerizing eyes of the handsomest man she’d ever seen. His brow was furrowed with concern and his sharp, chiseled jaw showed strength and courage.

      “Uh, yes, I’m fine,” Evie said in a weak, lame voice.

      The man reached down to help Evie rise from her suitcase. “You sank onto your bag so fast I thought you were going to faint. You look pale.”

      Waves of sensation rolled over Evie. The man’s voice sang to her, called to her, touched her deep inside her soul. She stepped toward him and automatically reached out to touch his face, but her hand fell uselessly to her side. He had an accent, British, she thought. What would that voice sound like in the dark of the night with a midnight sky above blanketed with sparkling diamonds covering them? Erotic. An involuntary shiver shuddered through Evie as she stared at his strong, masculine hand, smooth yet covered with blue-tinged veins as it touched her elbow. His fingers tightened and twitched. He pulled his hand away. As soon as his fingers left her skin, emptiness flooded her, leaving her bereft.

      “Really, I’m fine.” Evie sucked in a breath of air. For some reason she couldn’t breathe. Her heart banged against her chest and her hands shook. “I’m a little excited. This is my first trip.” Her first trip in a time period eighty-four-years in her past.

      Oh, God. What was she doing here? For a minute Evie felt displaced, confused. She mentally shook her head to clear it.

      “Well, then. I’m sure you’ll be fine.” The man smiled at her showing beautiful white teeth that had just a slight overlap of the two front teeth. His eyes sparkled with humor. “Are you going to Los Angeles, by any chance?” His voice had a musical quality to it, lifting and lowering with precise pronunciation and diction.

      “Why, yes I am.” Evie glanced at the huge behemoth parked a few feet from the terminal door. The nose sat high over the front wheels while a small, single tire held up the tail. “The Stratoliner is so big…” Big by today’s standards but little compared to the Boeing 767 she normally flew.

      “Yes, it’s the newest airplane and the most luxurious. Just what I’m looking for. I guess we’ll be seeing a lot of each other on the flight, then.”

      Evie dragged her eyes away from the 307. Something in the man’s voice caught her attention and fuzzy images of them tangled together flipped through her mind. “I guess so.” She couldn’t think of another thing to say. Air swirled in her head. The man towered over her and she stood a respectable five-feet-four inches without her heels.

      “Well, good show, then. I’ll look forward to fantastic service on this flight. By the way, let me introduce myself, I’m Jamison Jeffries. But everyone calls me James.” His smile widened and he reached out his hand.

      His name was as beautiful as the man, Evie thought. “Evie Benjamin. Nice to meet you, Mr. Jeffries.” She intended to shake his hand but he enfolded it between both of his causing darts of current to skitter up her arm. Evie shivered. She pulled her hand away, but before he broke contact with her James Jeffries held on long enough to let her hand slide sensuously, slowly along his palm and fingers leaving intense tingles in its wake.

      “Lovely to meet you, Miss Benjamin. I’ll see you on the flight, then.” Jamison Jeffries’ wicked, wide smile lit up his ruggedly handsome face showing deep groves on either side of his mouth. Tiny lines fanned out from his sensual dark eyes.

      Evie’s legs almost gave out and she sank to her suitcase once again. Good thing Mr. Jeffries had turned to purchase a newspaper at the nearby stand. He might feel he needed to rescue her a second time.

      With physical contact broken, thoughts flooded Evie’s brain, bringing her back to the present and her problem. The question she’d asked herself moments before resurfaced. Should she go back to her time? Her hand touched the time travel device in her pocket. Her link with home. Evie kept it close in case she needed it in an emergency.

      She straightened her back and lifted her head. No. She wanted adventure and this was it. No one said that time travel was a precise science, she reminded herself. With a glance around the terminal, she wasn’t expecting to be in, she checked to see that the seams in her stockings were straight, jerked the white cuffs of her blouse to straighten them and moved her hat to a more comfortable position.

      Evie sucked in a huge breath and stepped out of the terminal onto the asphalt, ready to face her new adventure. Across the tarmac hulked the giant Boeing 307 Stratoliner, its four prop engines looming on the leading edge of the wings. Majestic mobile stairs with a red carpet snaking up it stood at the left side of the airplane near the tail, ready for the influx of businessmen, socialites and the rich and famous.

      She wasn’t the first one on the airplane as she had hoped. The other stewardess was settling her luggage in the crew stowage area in the back of the plane. Evie’s first impression of the airplane was luxury. Wide open spaces with high, curved ceilings and no overhead bins, the spacious twelve-foot-wide cabin had overnight berths that could be set up for the passengers to enjoy on the flight. Excitement, wonder, and joy filled Evie as she strolled the empty cabin.

      “Good evening,” Evie said to the woman in the galley at the back of the airplane. “I’m Evie Benjamin.”

      The stewardess, a beautiful blonde, turned toward Evie. Her eyes narrowed to slits and her mouth formed a straight line. “Oh. You must be the new girl. I’m Julia Hanford, the head stewardess.”

      Evie stuck out her hand to shake Julia’s, but the woman glared at her as she ignored her proffered hand. “Here are the rules for all the new girls.” She straightened her uniform jacket. “I’m in charge. You will do as I ask without complaint. If a passenger has a question you can’t answer, you will politely tell him you’ll ask me and I will give him the answer.”

      “Oh, sure…” Evie said.

      “Breaks are not allowed. Sleeping is grounds for termination. We eat in shifts. I tell you when you can eat. You will be at the beck and call of the passengers. No request is too small to fill.”

      “That’s fine—” Evie said.

      “Since it’s your first flight, you will go through the airplane and point out all of the features to me so I know you are familiar with everything. Let’s do it now, since we have a full airplane and all twenty-five passengers will be boarding in an hour and a half.”

      Evie stared at Miss Hanford. What kind of girls were hired in this day and age? She sure didn’t have a pleasant personality.

      “We’ll start at the back of the Stratoliner, since we’re already here. On the way forward you can tell me how to make up the berths for sleeping and point out where the food will be loaded for the galley, where extra lavatory cleaning and washing supplies are hidden and where we keep the playing cards, our signature note paper and up-to-date newspapers and magazines.”

      Evie gritted her teeth and answered all of Julia Hanford’s questions as they checked out the cabin from back to front where they ended up next to the men’s room.

      Barely holding her temper in check, Evie said, “Did I pass your inspection?” and plastered a false smile on her face.

      Julia Hanford glared at Evie. “You will never speak to me in that tone of voice again. When I am in control of an airplane, I run a tight ship.”

      “I’m sure you do,” Evie muttered. What a load of crap. “May I ask how long you’ve been flying, Julia?”

      “You will call me Miss Hanford and you will call all the other stewardesses you meet by their proper name. This custom will last throughout your time as a stewardess with Transcontinental and Western Air.”

      Oh for God’s sake. The woman was a control freak. Evie stared at Julia Hanford for a long moment then said, “I think we’ve gotten off on the wrong foot, Miss Hanford. I just want to have a fun and pleasant trip. I’m willing to work hard and defer to your expertise.”

      “Good. Then we’ll get along just fine.” Julia Hanford left the front cabin and marched to the aft galley.

      Obviously, the apology didn’t matter, Evie thought.

      As Julia Hanford stomped up the aisle Evie wondered how she passed stewardess school. Etiquette, deportment, and social graces were the most important features a stewardess needed to know in this time. In Evie’s mind, Julia was a dismal failure at all three.

      Emergency evacuations were not taught in 1940. Medical equipment was lacking, no AEDs, or Automatic External Defibrillators, were onboard, no medical kit with intravenous equipment. Pills for nausea and headaches, gum for ear problems and bandages were the extent of emergency medical equipment onboard. Evie noticed a few cumbersome fire extinguishers but thought the pilots were supposed to use them, not the stewardesses.

      Evie worked in the back galley putting away dishes and utensils. She checked the catering to make sure everything had arrived for the twenty-five passengers. By the time Julia came to monitor Evie’s progress her scowl had deepened.

      “Have you finished the preparations in the galley? After all, this is a new airplane and we have to learn how the ovens work, get the drinks ready for boarding and prepare the appetizers. It takes a lot of work to feed a full flight on these long trips.”

      Julia hovered around Evie in the small galley. Evie was shorter than Julia. Julia reached around her to check the list of supplies hanging on a clip in the galley. Evie kept her mouth shut and continued pouring Champagne for pre-departure beverages. She’d already set up the soft drink tray.

      If only Julia Hanford knew what it was like to serve two hundred people on a wide-bodied airplane in a two-hour time period, Evie mused. Then she’d know the meaning of work.

      After one hour they were ready.

      “Time for boarding, Miss Benjamin,” Julia said over the public address system. “Freshen your makeup, straighten the seams in your stockings and put your most winning smile on your face. Here they come!”

      Evie swiped red lipstick on her mouth and checked it in the mirror in the galley. She took her place at the closet in front of the ladies dressing room in the back of the airplane, ready to hang coats and help stow luggage.

      The wealthy, well-dressed men and women streamed up the portable stairs and entered the airplane. Most of them stared at the wide, luxurious interior as they found their seats. Evie heard murmurs and sighs as the passengers left their one piece of luggage under the seat in front of them. She reminded them that their bag had to be stowed in a compartment set aside for that purpose. It wasn’t like modern-day airliners, there were no bars to stop forward movement of any bags stowed under the seats and even though there was no policy against putting the bag there, Evie was trained for safety and that meant she wouldn’t let any bag become a missile during turbulence. Since the airplane flew at an altitude of fourteen thousand feet, Evie knew there’d be plenty of opportunity for turbulence.

      As Evie helped the passengers settle in, she thought about how different securing this airplane was from 2024. No closed bins ran along the curved ceilings, the Boeing 307 Stratoliner sported a full-sized closet. She hung up coats and offered beverages. Orange juice, champagne, mimosas, and any drink a passenger asked for was made and promptly delivered. These passengers were the cream of the crop and they deserved to be served whatever they wished. After all, they were paying top price for the privilege of flying in a brand-new airplane across the country.

      Compared to the flying standards from her day, these passengers expected to be pampered. Coats were hung, pillows and blankets offered, pre-departure candies were handed out for takeoff to alleviate pressurization changes and drinks were offered. She served everything on fancy china throughout the airplane, real silverware, crystal glasses and linen napkins. Everyone was considered First Class. As a matter of fact, there wasn’t a designation between cabins. The Stratoliner had four sectioned off cabins, A, B, C and D. Each section on the right side of the airplane had six seats, two groups of three, facing each other. The left side had nine single seats running the length of the airplane. Evie loved the curtains that hung at the windows. No flat, plastic shades for these people.

      Busy hanging a coat for a passenger, Evie jumped when she felt a strong hand on her shoulder. Even before she turned, she knew who it was. Her body reacted as if she’d touched a live wire, bursts of current ran down her spine causing a shiver.

      “Hello again, Miss Benjamin,” Jamison Jeffries said. “What a beautiful airplane this is.”

      God, that voice. Evie plastered a smile on her face and turned. The moment she saw his face her knees knocked. What the hell was wrong with her? She’d never reacted to a man like this before and needed no distractions at this moment. “Hello, Mr. Jeffries. May I take your coat for you?”

      He stared at her for a long moment as something indefinable swirled between them. Something hot and electric sizzled in the air. A ghost of apprehension raised goosebumps along her arms. Uncomfortable with his nearness, but not wanting to show it, Evie stepped sideways and reached into the closet for a wooden hangar. When she turned back to James Jeffries, he had stepped so close to her she bumped into his chest. With no place to go, she leaned back against the closet, trapped.

      “Do I make you nervous, Miss Benjamin?” James leaned forward, his lips almost touching hers as he whispered his question.

      Evie twisted in the cramped space between his arms and the closet to give James her back. The air backed up in her lungs and scalded her when she sucked in a breath. She felt his breath tickle her neck as she hung his coat. The tiny hairs stood up in defiance, all but shouting to James that he unnerved her.

      “Yes. Right now, everything makes me nervous since this is my first flight,” she said as she turned back to him and stared at his imposing chest. After a long perusal of his paisley tie, she slowly raised her eyes to his. “Would you give me a little space, Mr. Jeffries?” Evie placed her hand on his chest to give him a light shove.

      “May I speak to you, Miss Benjamin?” Julia Hanford said. “Now.”

      The look she gave Evie would slay dragons. Oh, great. It hadn’t taken but fifteen minutes and Evie was in trouble. Though it was no fault of her own, she knew that head stewardess Julia Hanford would be telling Transcontinental and Western Air that she was a screw-up.
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        * * *

      

      Julia all but hauled Evie to the aft galley and launched into her speech. “You are not to fraternize with the passengers. It is stated in the rulebook. You are not to look or act like a loose woman and you certainly looked like one, all mashed up against that man’s chest. What were you thinking?”

      “I didn’t have a—”

      “Whatever you are going to say won’t matter. From now on you will represent this airline with poise and dignity. One more incident like that and I will have you replaced at the first stop.”

      “Will you let me expl—”

      “No. Get back to your station, now.” With grace and dignity Julia stomped up the aisle to the front of the airplane.

      Evie felt her blood pressure rise. The woman was insufferable! Naturally, Julia assumed that Evie was at fault. She took a few deep breaths to calm herself and glanced in the mirror on the wall. Her lipstick was smeared from biting her lip and her hat had tilted to an alarming angle. Evie pushed the offending hat up with an impatient shove and wiped her mouth with a tissue she grabbed from her blazer pocket. She reapplied her lipstick took a few more gulps of air, plastered a smile on her face and went back to her passengers, ready to do battle with her lead stewardess and one amorous passenger.

      Once the twenty-five passengers were comfortably settled in their seats, the captain asked the stewardesses to take their seats for take off.

      Hearing the rumble of the four props was new to Evie. Used to the high-pitched, steady whine of jet engines, she loved the deep sound and distinct vibration the props made.

      Head stewardess Julia Hanford made her announcement as the airplane taxied to the end of the runway.

      “Good evening, Ladies and Gentlemen. We’d like to welcome you aboard Transcontinental and Western Air’s Super Sky Chief flight 7 to Los Angeles, California. Your captain today is William Noah, your co-pilot is Theodore Johnston and your flight engineer is John Andrews. I am your lead stewardess, Miss Hanford. Miss Benjamin will be working this flight with me today. Feel free to ask us for anything you may need to make your flight more enjoyable.

      “We will be flying in this brand new, marvelous Boeing 307 Stratoliner at an amazing fourteen thousand feet above the earth. Your flying time will be only fifteen hours and eight minutes from coast to coast. I want to reassure you that everyone will be quite comfortable in our pressurized cabin with heated air to warm us and we will be flying high enough to avoid any weather interruptions.”

      Evie snorted to herself at that comment. James Jeffries glanced at her with amusement in his eyes. She felt a blush begin, knowing he had heard her derisive reaction.

      “This aircraft is divided into four passenger cabins each with six seats and nine ample-sized individual reclining sleeper seats along the left side of the airplane next to our beautifully large windows. All four cabins will be made into sixteen sleeping berths later in the flight for your comfort. The men’s lavatory is in the front of the airplane on your left and women’s lavatory and dressing room is in the back on the right. Both have stunning skylights to allow ample light during the day and a peek at the brilliant stars at night.

      “Flight 7 will be making stops in Chicago, Illinois, Kansas City, Missouri, and Albuquerque, New Mexico before we reach Los Angeles, California.

      “May I mention a few items? Ashtrays are available at every table and seat. Miss Benjamin and I will be through the airplane to take your meal preferences after takeoff. Please let us know what time you would like to eat.

      “Other than that, we ask that you relax and enjoy your first flight on Transcontinental and Western Air’s Boeing 307 Stratoliner. Thank you and welcome aboard.”

      Evie wandered through the cabin making sure the passengers were ready for takeoff. She checked seatbelts to be sure they were tight and low on the passenger’s hips. When she came to James Jeffries seat, she gave him a cool smile and walked by. He laughed softly and reached out to touch her trailing arm as she passed him. Evie caught her breath at the sand-papery sound of his gritty laugh and the bolt of electricity that raced up her arm.

      A thought came unbidden and startled her. For a brief but intense moment Evie wished that she and James Jeffries had met in her time, not here in 1940.
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