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Prelude

Sometimes, time travelling can throw un expected curves into my present day life. For instance, one of my present girl friends. It was only after I had finished a mission in the 18th centaury that I discovered that the woman I got involved with on that trip was actually Shirley’s great x5 grandmother. Which meant that quit possibly, I was Shirley’s greatx5 grand father. And yet, I met Shirley two years before I had that mission. This freaked me out somewhat, I can tell you. Since then, I’ve been a bit more careful about what I – err – get up to in the past. Especially as I have a sneaking suspicion that the present line of Egyptian royals have got a few of my genes too. (But for goodness sake don’t tell the Admiral that!) On the following mission, I found time was playing tricks on me again.

Chapter One

Three Times a Lady
Time: Sunday January 2nd 1994  10:00
Place: America. Philadelphia, FORCE HQ
Driving in Kittan through the snowy, quiet streets of Philly, I wondered what the New Year would bring.

“I hope the old man doesn’t want me to do anything too physical today” I muttered ruefully. I was still suffering the effects of my Wilde New Years Eve party that had only finished the night before.

*Well don’t expect any sympathy from me.* Kittan said, *I did warn you not to drink too much. I must say, it’s alright for you, 0009, gallivanting off partying for 24 hours. I was bored stiff parked out on the drive* she complained.

“Sorry, partner. I didn’t intend it to go on for that long. Tell you what; next year I’ll throw a drive in party, ok?” 
*Now you’re teasing me!* the Ferrari snapped, testily.

“No, I mean it. Hm, wonder what the Admirals got in store for us this time?”

*At least we have a job. Remember the New Year in 1987? When we were both outlaws on the run?*  

“Yeah” I grinned, “that was one crazy New Year wasn’t it?”

*It most certainly was. Ah, here at last.*

I parked her in the underground parking bay, and went through the concealed double door lift entrance, going through the usual security measures of card, hand and voice print, up in the lift to level 6. I strolled along the deserted corridor; most agents were still on vacation; and into the Admirals outer office. 

“Happy New Year, Alice” I smiled at the old mans secretary. She never seems to have time off.

“Hello, Happy new year to you too, Danny.”

I checked my appearance in the office mirror.

“Will I pass, Alice?”

She looked me over, appraisingly.

“You look a little jaded dear, but you’ll do. Go on in; I doubt if he’ll notice if you’re a bit hung-over.
“Thanks.”

She pressed her intercom.

“Sir, 0009 is here.” 

The inner door opened.

“Come in” grunted the Admiral as I went in, “and don’t slam the door.”

Oh yeah? He’s got a hangover an’ all!

“Happy new year sir” I said, shutting the door carefully behind me.

“Hm? Yes yes, thank you. Sit down, Wilde.” 

I sat down opposite him at his large mahogany desk.

“What’s up, sir?”

The Admiral pressed a button. The large screen on the right hand wall lit up, with a photo of an old lady in a wheel chair.

“This is the Countess De Bourcerne. Are you aware of the political situation in the province of Auverne in France?”

“Err, vaguely” I frowned. “You mean that small place that’s been stirring up trouble between rival factions in Europe?

“Correct. Or rather, it’s the Count Bourcerne who’s been war-mongering.”
He flashed some more photos up.

“The Countess, who you see here, should have been the rightful ruler of that province. However, a crippling accident she had as a child left her a permanent invalid, forcing her to live in nursing homes, and leaving her younger brother to take over. It’s well known she doesn’t have his bad attitude, but she’s powerless to stop him.”

“Ah, I get it.” My heart sank.

Oh no it’s a Time mission.
“Yes, we need you to go back and prevent the countess from being hurt. We’ve run all the scenarios on the computer as to how history will be affected. If she gets to rule in her proper place, then that part of middle Europe will be a more peaceful place. “This” he pointed at another photo, “is the earliest picture we could find of her before the accident.”

Staring down at me from the screen was a cute, very demure 5 year old girl, in a 1940’s style romper suit. I studied her face to memorize it.

“Just what happened to her, sir?”

“It was an unlucky co-incidence, really. She had been sent indoors to the chatue, which belongs to them, because of some bad behaviour at a garden party. The rest of the staff and children were out playing on the lawns. It was just unlucky that a V-2 landed on the chatue shortly after she went inside.”
“A V-2?” I swallowed, “you mean, like in World War Two?”

“That’s right, Wilde. Your time line is 1943, July 14th. The rocket hit sometime midday, but were not sure exactly when. You’ll have to go back a little earlier, so you’ve got time to find the countess and get her out of the chatue. After you’ve got her out to safety, come back immediately – don’t let anyone else see you. She’ll only be a child, so you can tell her you’re a guardian angel or something.”

How corny can you get?
“Ok sir. Dose she have a first name? And I need some personal details, to gain her trust.”

“Her first name’s Marianne. Hers the information you need” he handed me a file over the desk, “read it, then I’ll meet you in the Time room in 30 minutes. Don’t worry about costume; you won’t be there long enough in this case.”

I hope not!

After speed reading the file, I gave Kittan a call as I went down to the Time machine room.

“Kittan? Hang in there partner. I’ve got a solo T.M. Shouldn’t be too long.”
*Alright. Good luck. Be careful.*

“Thanks, bye.”

I got some sea-sick pills from the dispensary on the way down, and took them with a quick coffee from the machine in the corridor. Then I pushed through the blue doors that lead into the Time Machine complex in the heart of the building. 

There was the usual one second of dizzy feeling as I went through. The area surrounding the machine is full of files and computers, all within a ‘time stasis zone’. This ensures that when we come back from a mission, we still have versions of the before and after history; otherwise, how would we know if we’d altered anything!  

“Hi” I grinned at Tracy, who was at her usual position at the Machine controls. “Have you been dragged in early too? Happy new year!”

“Thanks trouble 0 nine” she nodded, smiling; “someone has to keep the place running. Scrub up.”

I nodded, and went into the small tubular steel chamber in one corner, put on the dark glasses, and waited 10 seconds while the sterile blue light scanned me. I tried not to breathe as it always smells of acrid metallic metal in there.  Ping. The normal light came on again. I stepped out of the tube again, removed the glasses, and went over to the Machine.

“Done to a turn, as usual, Trace.”

 “Good boy"   Tracy nodded, “Go on, make yourself comfortable in the peculator.”
“Ok” I sighed, climbing into the left hand side of the machine, and sitting down. 

The ‘peculator’ is the nick-name our agents have given the machine. Tracy bolted the door on me. The Admiral came in, and joined Tracy behind the protective shield.

“Ready, 0009?”

“Yes sir” I grimaced. 

I hate time travel

“We’ll put you in the garden of the chatue one hour before we think the rocket struck. That should give you enough lee-way to find your way around and get Marianne. All right, Ms Gateway. Send him off.”

Tracy peered through the thick glass wall at me, sympathetically. She knows how much I hate time travel; and why, having been through it herself.
“Ready, Danny?”

I shut my eyes and nodded, gripping the arms of the seat. I took a deep breath.

“Ready.”

“Ok. Here you go.” 
She turned on the Scrambler. This reverses the particle of your body, so you can go backwards though time without getting ripped up. It’s a whirling sensation; like being an egg in a blender is how I think of it. Anyhow it’s not pleasant. Bang! I transferred into the right side of the Machine. I tried not to open my eyes, because I knew that everything outside would look like a colour negative and I had a headache as it was. Just as I felt sick, Tracy hit the send switch, and beamed me back to 1943. That bit’s rather like being a milk shake being sucked up a straw...
TIME: July 14th 1943. 13:10
PLACE: France. Auverne, Chatue Peistille

Crash! I landed with a thud, halfway in a flowerbed by some rosebushes. I staggered to my feet, and saw the chatue about 200 yards away across open lawn and gardens.

Uh-oh!

I went behind the bushes and threw up. Sometimes, the pills don’t work. Feeling better, I studied my surroundings. I could hear children’s talk and laughter a little way off in the grounds. Peering from behind some bushes, I saw a group of 15 children and 7 adults, playing around a table set with party food. A small boy was teasing a girl. He pulled her hair, spitefully. Incensed, she picked up a bowl of desert from the table, and dumped it over his head, to the delight of the other children. He began to wail. One of the adults scolded the girl, and pushed her towards the chatue. 

Ah that must be Marianne

She ran inside, sulking. 

Id better get in there fast.

I ran across the lawn, unseen by the party, to a side door of the chatue. But it was locked. 

Dam I cant go round the other side, the others will see me. 

I took a plan of the chatue from my pocket, and worked out where Marianne’s room would be. 

I stared up. There was a balcony. 

Right; that should be her room up there.

Luckily there was an ancient ivy bush growing up the side of the wall by the window. 
Gingerly, I began to climb up it.
Oooh, I shouldn’t have had that last martini...

Slipping a few times, after a struggle I got up onto the balcony, and fell over the edge of it onto the inside.

“Ow!”

As I stood up, a small voice piped up in French.

“Hello! You are rather clumsy for a cat burglar. Who are you?”

“Hi, Marianne.” I smiled at her.

“How dare you use my first name without an introduction!” she said, indignantly. 

“I beg your pardon” I bowed, “Countess Bourcerne.”

“That is better” she nodded. “But, how do you know my name? I have never seen you before; are you a new manservant?”

“No. I’m your guardian Angel, Marianne.”
She thought about this, and smiled.

“If that is so, why didn’t you just fly up here, instead of climbing the ivy? You don’t look like an angel” she added, brushing some soil from my jacket, “why are you here? Have you come to rob my chatue?”
“Angels don’t steal” I shook my head “And I’ve forgotten my wings today.”

“I don’t believe you are an angel” she giggled.

“Oh, yes I am. I’ll prove it.  You think of something; anything – and I’ll tell you what it is. 
Angels know everything you see.”

“Oh, very well” she smiled, and screwed up her eyes closed, “I bet you don’t know what I am thinking of right now.”

I read her mind. She opened her eyes.

“Well?” she asked defiantly.
“Charlene is your favourite doll” I smiled, “and you wish you had a new dress to put on her.”

“OH!” she gasped.

“I told you. You know, you don’t behave much like a countess; pouring trifle over boys heads. 
Even if he did pull your hair. But your little brother’s not very nice is he?”

“NO” she shook her head, amazed. “Why are you here, angel?”

“To stop you from getting hurt.  Grab your doll, and let’s get outside.”

She picked up her doll and I took her hand.
“Why do we have to go outside?” she asked, as I led her down the stairs.

“Because you’ll get hurt if you stay inside” I said, undoing the locked side door as quietly as I could.

“Why?” she asked.

“You’ll see why. Come on! There isn’t much time. I don’t want to lose my angel licence if you get hurt.”
“All right” she smiled, as I hurried her outside, and across the lawn.
 Just in time. We had only gone 50 yards when the building exploded behind us. I threw Marianne to the ground, covering her with my body as bits of debris came flying over us. She screamed. 
I got up as it stopped. 

“Are you ok Marianne?” I said, helping her up.

“Yes” she said, in tears, “Thank you Angel.”

I knelt down to her level.  She hugged me. In the distance, figures were running towards us. Any moment now and they would see me.

“I have to go now, Marianne. Be good.” 

I kissed her fore head, put a finger to my lips, and pressed my ‘return’ button. To Marianne, I simply vanished into thin air. Seconds later, her mother ran up.

“Oh, thank heavens you are safe! What made you come out of the house, darling?” she asked, hugging her.

“It was an Angel, Mama” Marianne whispered tearfully.

TIME: Jan 2nd 1994 11:30

PLACE: Time machine room, FORCE HQ

Crash! I was back in 1994. I waited for the red light to turn green, and then the door opened. I climbed out of the machine.

“Phew! Mission accomplished sir, I almost – what’s wrong? I asked, seeing the Admirals disgruntled expression. 

“Sorry, 0009. You haven’t quite finished yet I’m afraid. Come over and see the scenario.”

Oh brother, now what?

Tracy handed me a coffee as I joined her and the admiral by a computer.

“Thanks, Tracy. What’s gone wrong sir?”

“You did your job fine, 0009, but now it appears that the countess died in a car crash in 1961. You’ll have to go back and prevent it; her brother is still ruling and causing havoc.”

“Ok” I sighed, “let’s have the info.”
Forty minutes later, I was back in the machine again. Tracy set the controls very carefully, as this time I was going to make a more radical entrance...

TIME: May 3rd 1961 15:34

PLACE: Cannes, France. Inside a moving limousine on a mountain road.

The Countess was on her way to a social function in Cannes, sitting in the back of her silver chauffer driven limousine. She was chatting happily with her driver about the event to come, when the back tire suddenly blew out. The man struggled to control the car, got thrown forwards, and was knocked out on the steering wheel. The countess screamed as the car started to pitch out of control.

Crash! I landed in the front passenger seat, banging my head on the windscreen.

“Ouch!”

“Sacre' blue! Mon Angel!” Marianne gasped.

I grabbed the wheel and steered the car round a sharp bend, just in time before it went over a steep ravine. I managed to stop the car and got out. Marianne got out too, and came up to me as I pulled the unconscious driver out of the front seat.

“Hi, Marianne. Are you ok?” I asked her, in English.

“Angel! It IS you!” she replied, also in English.

I smiled.

“Here, please help your man; he needs a hospital.”

“Oh, my poor Henry. What is wrong?”

“He’s got a concussion, dont worry he’ll be ok. You look after him while I change the wheel. Then I’ll drive us to the hospital.”

Once I’d changed the wheel, I got the injured man into the back of the car, and went to get in the front to drive. Marianne started to get in the passenger seat. 

“No, you stay in the back and look after Henry.”

“But I want to come in the front with you.”

I shook my head, and pushed her firmly into the back of the car again with a light smack on the behind. “Do as you’re told, countess!”

She stamped her foot as I shut the door behind her, then I got in the driving seat and set off for the hospital. I know Cannes well, and the hospital hasn’t moved.

“Ooh, you are infuriating Angel!” Marianne said angrily, “I want to kiss you for saving my life, and hit you for your insubordination!”

“Thanks!” I laughed, “I like angry beautiful women. You’ve grown a bit since I saw you last.”

“Yes” she said, puzzled, “but you do not seem to be any older than I remember you. How can that be?”
“I’m an Angel, remember?”

“And that is another thing. You do not behave much like an angel. And; an angel with an American accent?”

“And why not?” I grinned.

This banter went on till we got to the hospital.

“Here we are, countess. Well, its time I wasn’t here. Goodbye, Marianne.” I pressed my return button.

“Wait!” cried Marianne, “I haven’t said thank you!”

But Id vanished again. She sighed.

“Ah, Môn angel. Will I ever see you again? I wonder.”

TIME:  Jan 2nd 1994 12.10

PLACE: Time Machine room, FORCE,

As the light turned green, I shot out of the machine and dashed strait past the admiral into the rest room.

“’Scuse me sir!”  Just barely made it, too.

“Really!” muttered the admiral.

“Please don’t take offence, sir” Tracy said, “he wasn’t being rude, it’s the effect of the Scrambler, I’m afraid, it induces nausea.”

“Ah. Yes, I’ve heard it can have side effects. Very well, Ms Gateway. Set up the new co-ordinates please.”

He’s never been through it himself of coarse. I came out of the rest room, feeling rather light headed, and joined them by the computers again.

“I’m sorry about that sir, couldn’t help it.”

“Forget it. Now, I’m afraid things are still not right, as you can see from this read out” he pointed at a screen. “We need one more trip to-“

“Have a heart, sir!” I groaned, “Two trips at one go is bad enough. Three in a row’s asking too much. 

Cant another agent go this time?”
“No! It has to be you now because the countess will recognise you. Now get back in the machine. Or do I have to threaten you with disciplinary action?” he growled menacingly.

Oh, my head

“No sir” I sighed, I’ll go. What’s the score this time?”

“Excuse me sir” Tracy interrupted “but I really do think we should allow 0009 time to recuperate. The machine puts a lot of stress on the body; if we send him back immediately he probably won’t be conscious when he arrives, let alone able to carry out his mission.”

“Hmm. Very well” he nodded, “as you advise, Ms Gateway. Right, Wilde, do as she said. Go and get yourself rested. I’ll expect you back here in approximately three hours.”

Is that all I get?

“Thank you sir.”

As I left the room, I blew a grateful kiss at Tracy behind the old mans back.

Thanks Trace; I owe you one!

I went to canteen for a drink and some chow. Then I took 40 winks on a couch in the lounge area of the reccy room. Usually it’s so busy in there you cant here yourself think, but today there were only three other agents there. When I woke up again, we had a drink and game of cards. Then I snatched a quick shower before dragging myself back to the TM room.
Why me?

“Ah there you are at last” the Admiral said impatiently. “Right, have a look at this.” He handed me another file. I read it through again. Things had apparently been going fine after 1961, with the countess ruling peacefully. But then, in 1977, she was assassinated and violence had escalated again in that part of Europe.

“It was probably arranged by her brother, but it’s never been proved” the admiral said. I studied the details closely, then climbed back in the machine. 

Groan. What a start to the New Year.

“W\it a minute Danny” Tracy called, “you’ll be seen by other people this time. Shouldn’t you change your clothes to the 70’s?” 

I shook my head.

“No, she’s more likely to recognise me if I stay the same. ‘Sides, you wouldn’t catch me dead in flares!”

“Ok” she laughed. “Ready?”

“I guess” I sighed, shutting my eyes. 

She sent me off again.
TIME:  August 17th 1977 16:45

PLACE:  Canada. Ontario. Calgary Tower

The countess was making a diplomatic visit to Canada, invited over by the French/Canadian ambassador. As part of her visit, she was being given a guided tour of the famous tower. Security was quite relaxed as this was a friendly visit, and no trouble was expected.

Crash! I arrived inside an empty lift in the tower. I pressed the button for the viewing gallery at the top, where the countess was with her entourage. As the lift rose, I jumped up onto the hand rail and with some difficulty, opened the inspection hatch in the ceiling and climbed up onto the roof of the lift. I replaced the hatch grid loosely. 
The assassin had eventually been caught, but he’d been killed before he could admit who put him up to it. However, this meant we knew his full M.O. When the countess got into the lift to descend again, he was in the party with her. Standing behind the others, he had whipped out a gas mask, at the same time releasing sleeping gas into the lift from a cylinder on the roof. I now disabled this. He had then shot the countess, placed the gun in the ambassadors’ hand, and escaped via the hatch where I now stood. 
Things were about to go wrong for him now. 
The lift stopped, and door opened. The countess and he companions came into the lift, chatting. I watched the ambassadors P.A. like a hawk; he was the killer. As the lift passed the7th level on the way down, he put a hand in his pocket. The cylinder beside me clicked. 

Ok this is it

He took out his gas mask and put it on, expecting the others to collapse. Of course, now, they didn’t. The ambassador turned on him in astonishment.

“What the devil are you playing at, Devena?”

Seeing the gas hadn’t worked, Deverna panicked. He decided to shoot every one in the lift.

Uh oh!

As he reached for his gun to shoot Marianne, I flipped open the hatch and jumped on him from above, just as he was pointing the fun at her. There was a scream, a confusion of shouts, as I struggled with Severna and his gun, putting myself between him and Marianne. His gun went off. The bullet went straight through my shoulder

Urh!

And smacked into the lift wall, narrowly missing Marianne. Then the countess’s body guard had grabbed the gun too, and twisted it out of Devernas hand. He then held it on Deverna. Gritting my teeth against the searing pain in my shoulder, I pulled Devernas arm up behind his back, disabling him.
“You!” Marianne gasped, as she had a chance to recognise me as I turned round.

Wow! She’s beautiful!

“You know this man?” the ambassador asked her in surprise. 

As the lift stopped and the doors opened on the ground floor, Deverna was hustled off by the body guard and two other security guys.  Marianne smiled at me. 

“Yes, he’s my-“

“Secret service, sir!” I interrupted hastily, showing the ambassador a fake CIA I.D. card. “Code name Angel” I added, winking at Marianne. I started to walk away. “Now if you’ll excuse me I have to go and-“

Marianne leaped forward and grabbed me by the collar.

Hey what the?

“Oh no you don’t!” she said, pulling me back inside the lift.  “Excuse us a moment, please Mr Ferraro, 
I just want to thank my rescuer.” And with that she shut the lift doors in the astonished guys face, and pressed up.

“Err, Marianne?” I said, worried. 

She pressed stop, stranding us between floors, and turned to me.

What’s she up to?

“Marianne, I really ought to go now-“

“Be quiet!” she commanded, pushing me up against the lift wall.

“Ouch” I winced.

“Oh “she was concerned, “you are hurt. Here, take this” she took off her scarf and put it over the wound.

“But it’ll get ruined” I protested.

“Do as you are told” she frowned. “It seems to me, you have not told me the entire truth; an angel would not bleed! And I thought I was the only one who could see you. Apparently not. And now” she looked at me closely, “it seems I am a little older than you. It is very strange. You are the same. Even your clothes are exactly the same. If you are not an angel – who are you?” 

Oh boy

“Sorry. I simply can’t tell you the truth at the moment Marianne. I’m not allowed to, its-“

“Oh very well,” she shrugged, let me thank you for saving my life at this time, at least!”

“But-”

“Shut up and kiss me, Angel!” she said, embracing me. 

“Ok countess” I smiled, “if you insist.”

“I most certainly do.”

Mmmm...
We shared a passionate kiss. At age 37, she was a real stunner. In the midst of the kiss, I reluctantly pressed my return button. Marianne was suddenly left kissing empty air. 

“Wh-! Come back here, Angel!”  

She clenched her fists in frustration, then sighed and smiled to herself. 

“One day, I have a feeling I will catch up with you, Môn Angel.”

TIME: Jan 2nd 1994 17:10

PLACE: T.M. room, Force.

I climbed unsteadily out of the machine, one hand inside my jacket, holding the scarf to my bullet wound. At last, the admiral looked satisfied.

“Well done, 0009. Everything is fine now.”

Thank god for that
Then he noticed my condition.

“Oh. You seem to be worse for wear this time. What happened?”

“Got caught in the cross fire sir: took a bullet for the countess. If the missions over, can I go? Sir”
Tracy shut down the machine, and came over to me. She pulled open my jacket.

“Let me see that. You need stitches.”
I tried to push her away
Leave me alone

“I’ll be ok; I just want to go home”

“To the Docs. Now Danny.” She told me firmly, taking my arm.
“Yes, take him down to surgery” nodded the admiral. “Ok 0009; take a couple of days off, then I need you back in my office for briefing on an important assignment.”

Gimme a break, will you?

“Yes, sir.”

“Oh, and I want a full written report of this mission on your return. Dismissed.”

“Yes sir.” 

Slave driver 

Tracy led me out of the TM room.

“C’mon trouble, lets get you to the docs before you lose too much blood. Sometimes I think the admiral drives you far too hard.”

“Thanks, Tracy. Urr- excuse me again for a mo?” I said, making for the rest room again to throw up.

Tracy came with me to the surgery, where the doc did me up with stitches. I went back to Kittan with my arm in a sling. The Ferrari scanned me.
*Good heavens, a bullet wound. You’re in a bit of state aren’t you? What ever have you been doing?*

I eased myself into her.

“Ouff. You drive us back Kittan, and I’ll fill you in. Gee, I feel rough. I had to make three time trips today.”
*Three? Good gracious.*

After I’d told her all about the missions that evening, Kittan said thoughtfully,

*Perhaps you should pay the countess a visit in the present. Out of courtesy, if not to explain a little?*

“Maybe, partner. If I ever get the time.”

� See ‘Double Trouble’


� Our wardrobe department at Force has authentic costumes from every time period, from 2000 BC up to the present. It contains Egyptian linen, Roman togas and armour, Viking furs, Chinese silks and gangster mob suits among others.





