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"What am I doing in London?" I thought out loud. I closed my eyes and summoned air back into my lungs. It was suddenly hard to breathe.

He was in front of me in seconds, furrow of concern on his forehead.

"You've gone very pale," he took my elbow and eased me down onto the bed. "I apologize for worrying you."

I stared at him and drew in a breath. The tip of my tongue wetted my lips as I took in the sight of the man in front of me and wondered what I had done to deserve this.

"I'm all alone," I choked, tears finding its way down the sides of my face.

He brushed his knuckles tenderly along my cheekbone, his warm fingers wiping away my tears.

"That's not true," he said, hair falling into his eyes as he leaned down to look at me. I closed my eyes and tried to think of anything other than how soft his lips would feel on mine.

"Cora, open your eyes," he said. His breath tickled my skin.

I opened my eyes.

"Good. Now breathe," he urged, hand rubbing my cheek slowly. His left hand was on my knee, warm and heavy.

He leaned down and his lips touched mine. The realization that I was letting a complete stranger from god-knows-what century kiss me made me whimper, a desperate unbound noise that I've never heard myself make before. Nothing mattered except for what an incredible kisser he was.

His breath smelled like cinnamon. I was vaguely frightened and more than a little bit lost, but his lips were warm, comforting, and tender against mine. I leaned into the kiss, shuddering as I felt his tongue dance across my lower lip.

I reached up and curled my fingers into his hair and was pleasantly surprised by how soft the strands felt under my fingertips.

I melted into his touch easily. If this was just a dream, I wanted it to last forever. His fingers around the back of my neck and he pushed me to him tightly. His body was warm against mine, fingers trailing down my back to bring me to his hard chest. It didn't matter where we were, or who we were.

This was perfect.
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Wrong Time
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"Shit!" I startled myself out of bed with the thought of being late for work. There was a dull thud behind my eyes pleaded me to get more sleep but I forced myself awake. I reached for my alarm clock to shush it only to realize in the deafening silence that it hasn't gone off yet. The ringing was coming from inside my ear, which made no sense.

Still, I heaved a sigh of relief. I wasn't late for work. At least, not yet.

My eyes eased opened with surprising ease. The blinding streetlamp that had been shining into my eyes for the past few weeks wasn't working. Thank god. Maybe one of my neighbors took it into their own hands to get some uninterrupted beauty sleep.

My head ached and everything seemed muffled. Slowly, I surveyed around me. My vision was fuzzy, but the black spots had gone and everything was slowly coming to focus. I waited for the world to stop spinning before turning towards the window. It was still in the middle of the night from the lack of light coming through.

Instead of blazing artificial light, soothing moonlight shone into the room through the open window.

It was a full moon. The outline of the curtains showed as a breeze blew it. The holes in them reminded me yet again that I should be looking for a replacement.

My bedroom was dark, darker than it should be, even without the streetlamps. My housemates should be awake but there was no light coming in from the open door.

I sighed and drew in a deep breath. The room smelled different too - smoky and woody, with an underlying scent of freshly-baked apple pie that reminded me of the bakery down the street.

A soft crackling of ember emanated from the fireplace and I shot up from bed.

We didn't have a fireplace.

I rubbed an ache behind my neck and tried to remember where I was to no avail. "Where am I?" I said uneasily, my voice sounding unfamiliar to myself. My voice felt... softer somehow.

My tongue felt dry, pinned to the roof of my mouth. I scanned the room to find absolutely nothing familiar. There was no laptop, no study desk, no campus bed, no lamp, no cupboard, no- nothing.

I sat up from the velvety sofa I had been sleeping on. I was in front of the fireplace that was crackling as the wind blew in from the open window. The light I had suspected to have originated from the window was actually from the dimming embers in the fireplace. It gave me enough vision to take in the sight of the antique furniture and thick rug that looked like it had been a bear once upon a time.

It was a lovely room, but it wasn't mine.

Rising shakily from the sofa, I walked on unsteady legs towards the window, hoping a view of the outside world would give me a better idea of where I had gotten myself to.

Did I get drunk and follow a guy back to a period-themed hotel? Those were pretty popular. I couldn't remember what I had been doing before waking up, which was worrying.

I swallowed, my mind scrambling to catch up with my eyes. A shiver of alarm rolled icily down my spine when I saw what was outside.

Wagons travelling on a dirt track, driven by people in century-old clothing. The steady procession of horses and mule-drawn carts creaked by slowly. They were dirty-faced, coarse clothed men with too much facial hair.

I heart tried to lodge itself in my throat and I swallowed hard. Wherever - whenever I was, I needed to get back. Maybe this was some sort of elaborate role-playing village.

I frowned as I backed away from the window. The first thing I needed to do was figure out where I was so I could go home. It would help if I remembered how I got myself in the confusing situation in the first place.

"How'd you get in here?" a deep voice broke into my thoughts. It had a thick accent of an Englishman.

I turned to the source of the voice and found myself staring at the man in front of me. He was too good looking to be real.

He was an older man, probably in his mid thirties or early forties. He carried himself with an elegance and poise that made me feel inferior immediately. His short slipped black hair was combed back and unlike the men I had seen outside the window, his facial hair was kept to a neat, short length.

He dressed- well, he was quiet undressed at the moment. His white button up shirt was open, revealing his toned muscles, dripping with water. His black pants hung to his hips seductively.

My eyes went up his torso to this strong, chiseled jaw to his eyes. They were a beautiful shade of blue that where staring at me as though I had done something wrong.

"What are you doing here?" he asked.

I gaped at him. "I'm... I'm not sure."

"You're not dressed well enough for a courtesan, so you must be a prostitute," he deduced out loud.

"I am not!" I looked down at myself with bewilderment. I was wearing my pajamas, which, granted, wasn't the best-looking attire I owned, but not nearly revealing enough to be considered scandalous or prostitute-like. They covered everything that needed to be covered.

"Then, what are you doing here?" he asked.

I stared at him and tried to understand what had happened to me.  "I don't remember," I said honestly.

"You don't remember?" he sounded disbelieving.

"I'm telling the truth," I said. "I don't know how I got here. I don't even know where I am," I moaned.

"Then you should leave," he said.

He ignored me. He gripped my arm and started to lead me out of the room. I considered fighting him, but he was probably right. I didn't even know where I was. It was highly doubtful I had permission to be in his room.
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