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Dedication

To my wife Katrina and my daughter Harper.

And to you, Awesome Reader. Thank you for buying this (or borrowing
it from your local library).

Your support means the world to me.


Introduction

“Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale her infinite variety; other
women cloy the appetites they feed, but she makes hungry where most she
satisfies.” - William Shakespeare (Antony and Cleopatra, 1607)

“We are always getting away from the present moment. Our mental
existences, which are immaterial and have no dimensions, are passing
along the Time-Dimension with a uniform velocity from the cradle to the
grave.” - H. G. Wells (The Time Machine, 1895)

“For it is related in our records how once upon a time your State
stayed the course of a mighty host, which, starting from a distant point
in the Atlantic Ocean, was insolently advancing to attack the whole of
Europe and Asia to boot…” - Plato (c. 360 BC, Timaeus)


Chapter 1

Electronic Diary of Tony Nowlan

Carpiquet Airfield, Normandy, France.

5:10pm 25th October 1941.

The air outside the warehouse slapped cold and damp against my face
as I materialised. Oil, sweat, and bomb-smoke formed a thick paste in my
throat, bitter and familiar.

I hated being back in this time. The desperation of the war, the
brutality of it all, felt suffocating. But I couldn’t let that stop me.
I had a mission, and no matter how many ghosts from the past haunted
this era, I couldn’t afford hesitation.

Stan—no, Heinrich, as he called himself now—was using that
bastardised machine he’d stolen. He’d thrown himself fully into his Nazi
role, but no matter the name, he was still dangerous. I didn’t need to
hear his twisted reasoning again to know what it could do: more
supplies, more weapons. More death. If I didn’t stop him, history itself
would be bled dry.

I crept toward the warehouse, my heart pounding as I checked the
time. The explosives were set. In minutes, the Difference Machine and
everything around it would turn to rubble. All I had to do was get out
clean.

I headed for the exit. My gut clenched—bad feeling. And sure enough,
as I rounded the corner—Stan. Flanked by German soldiers, all armed and
clearly ready for trouble.

“Going somewhere, Daddy-o?” Stan’s grin gleamed like a blade in the
dim kerosene-lamp glow. His accent had thickened, the Nazi persona no
longer an act but something worn like a second skin.

My teeth clenched at the word. Daddy-o. A lie he’d spun ages ago. And
he still thought I’d buy it. But never mind. Let him believe his little
con still worked on me. It might even give me an edge later.

My fist connected with Stan’s jaw before my brain caught up.
Cartilage yielded with a wet crunch, and his sneer faltered. Victory
lasted half a breath. Rough hands seized my shoulders, and the world
tilted backward. The rifle butt found my solar plexus with surgical
precision, emptying my lungs in one violent rush.

Bugger it. Too many. Too fast. Ropes bit my wrists. My last shot at
escape—gone. I was shoved to the ground, arms bound behind me. The smug
look on Stan’s face as they tied me up made my blood boil.

“I’d take anything over ‘Dad,’” I muttered. The ropes bit deeper as I
tested them, drawing blood. “Last time you played the long-lost son
routine. Before that, you played my father. Tell me, how many family
reunions end with attempted murder?”

I’ve killed him once already, but this Stan—this Heinrich—was a
slightly younger version. He had no idea what was coming.

For me, this was only the third time. For him? Who knows—eighth,
tenth? Our timelines don’t sync. They never have. Another complication
in this damn time war.

His goons from the goose-stepping academy moved to take me somewhere,
but he stopped them. “Wait!” His command ruptured the air, sharp and
unyielding. “Take that thing off his belt,” he added, pointing to my
ChronoSpace, the time-travel device I had invented. “Wouldn’t want you
to slither away before you get the full show, would we?” He chuckled,
his eyes glinting with cold malice. “Not every day a man gets to watch
his legacy reduced to ashes.”

Great. I really was in more trouble than Flash Gordon now, just like
Granddad would have said.

“Take him to the plane,” Stan ordered.

I felt dread creep up my spine. As they dragged me to the airfield, I
realised what was happening. They weren’t going to shoot me. They had
something worse in mind.

The moment they shoved me into the bomber, I knew this was going
sideways fast. Cold metal pressed against my back, iron chains clinking
as they wound tight around my wrists. Stan stood over me, that cocky
grin plastered across his face.

“I always wanted to give you a proper send-off, Daddy-o,” he sneered,
his voice dripping with venom. “Years of chasing me, failing at every
turn. You didn’t think I’d let you leave without a front-row seat, did
you?” One of his German flunkies tightened the last of the knots, and
Stan smirked, leaning closer. “You’re not just losing, Tony. You’re
watching everything slip through your fingers.”

“Proper send-off? What is this, your big ‘Darth Vader’ speech? Or is
there a PowerPoint presentation I’m missing?” I shot back, my anger
barely masking the fear bubbling beneath. Stan’s self-satisfied grin was
infuriating, almost as much as my choice to keep my mouth shut about
knowing his lie.

Stan’s laugh was low and guttural, like the growl of a predator
tasting blood. It wasn’t the over-the-top villain cackle you’d expect—it
was quieter, cruel certainty. “Monologue? Oh no, this is just the
beginning. We’ve already won.”

He motioned to the soldier beside me, who looked like a refugee from
the Master Race’s steroid plan. The German’s fist slammed into my face,
rattling the teeth at their roots. I spat blood as he stood and turned
and headed to another part of the plane.

“You’ve always been the fixer, Tony,” Stan’s voice came, low and full
of that same venom. “You always think you can patch up the past, fix
what’s broken. But me? I prefer kindling.” His eyes gleamed as he took a
step back, almost reverent. “London burns tonight, Tony. A nice, clean
detonation. You didn’t think I’d be the one to light the fuse, did
you?”

Recognition hit like ice water in my veins. The weight above me
wasn’t just explosives and metal—it was atomic fire, stolen from decades
yet to come. Stan hadn’t just brought back a weapon. He’d brought back
apocalypse in a steel shell, ready to rewrite history in nuclear
light.

To push Germany to victory ahead of schedule. London, caught in a
firestorm before anyone could prepare. He was about to obliterate the
heart of Britain, before it even had the chance to fight back.

He turned and left, pausing just long enough to smirk before slamming
the hatch with a loud clang. I could hear the engines roaring to life,
and my heart sank as I realised this might actually be it. A few minutes
later, we were in the air, the plane lurching as the ground dropped from
beneath us.

Not long later, I heard the faintest boom in the distance—the bomb I
planted in the warehouse had just gone off. Good. If I was going out, at
least the Difference Machine was gone. It was just a shame I couldn’t
see the look on Stan’s face to watch it blow sky high. I smirked to
myself. My modified ChronoSpace was keyed to my biometrics—if Stan or
anyone else tried to use it, they’d get nothing but burnt-out circuits.
But that didn’t help me right now.

Outside, the sky darkened as the bomber flew closer to its target.
London was beneath us, its lights dimmed under blackout orders, but the
occasional flicker of an anti-aircraft explosion glowed in the distance.
I was helplessly bound, riding with the bombs. Every second, the ground
felt closer.

The bomb hatch creaked. Gravity yanked me into the void. Freezing air
howled. This was it.

The bomb plunged. Wind ripped at my skin, slicing cold into my bones.
My breath was stolen as the city below rushed at me like a closing
fist.

My heart pounded a frantic drumbeat of survival. I twisted against
the chains, pain flaring as metal cut into my wrists. Useless. The bombs
whistled in free-fall, their deadly chorus ringing in my ears.

The city sharpened to my inevitable reality. Shadowed rooftops,
flickering blackout streets—rushing toward me at terminal velocity.
Terror coiled tight. Seconds stretched. No way out.

But nothing came. Nothing worked. Wind stripped away everything but
the certainty of death. The world became a smear of darkness and stars,
while my thoughts narrowed to two points of light: Erin’s smile,
Connor’s laugh. Such simple things to be the last I’d know.


Chapter 2

Electronic Diary of Tony Nowlan

Approaching South London, England.

7:32pm 25th October, 1941.

I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing for the inevitable—

And then—

A voice cut through the roar of the wind, familiar yet
impossible.

“Oi! Is that you, Tony?!”

Hallucination? Dying brain firing its last neurons? No. Real.
Jasmine. My brain rebooted.

She was skydiving, her thrill-seeker grin just visible in the chaos.
Her presence was a wild twist of fate. I recalled her telling me about
the ‘Thrill Seekers Club’—a daring enterprise where adrenaline junkies
from the future paid to experience historic disasters. My ChronoSpace
had been repurposed for their escapades, and now she was here, saving me
in the middle of this insanity. Maybe I shouldn’t hate the
commercialisation of my invention after all—after all, I’d be dead
without it.

“Fancy meeting you here, Buck… with a bloody B!” Her rough laughter
swelled my heart with relief.

“What the hell are you doing here?” I yelled, half laughing, half in
shock, not believing my luck.

She didn’t answer immediately, just extended her arm, reaching for me
as I hurtled toward the earth. Her precision was incredible. With a firm
grip, she grabbed me, her skydiving harness glinting in the
moonlight.

“Hold on tight!” she yelled over the roar of the wind, and with a
flick of her wrist, she revealed a small, futuristic-looking device. A
compact laser cutter.

“Careful!” I bellowed above the wind. “It’s a bloody H-bomb.”

“Nuclear bomb?” Jasmine’s eyes expanded behind her goggles like
platters. “Root a bloody boot!”

A thousand thoughts smashed through my brain. What if the bomb
detonated midair? What if the laser cutter sparked something it
shouldn’t?

The night air vibrated with the distant whine of sirens. My stomach
twisted as I imagined the blast—an entire city turned to glass, millions
of lives snuffed out. And me? A smear of radioactive dust on the wind,
echoing through history as the man who let London burn.

Jasmine’s steady hands belied the chaos. She attached the cutter and
another device I couldn’t recognise, her movements swift and precise.
With a flash of light, the heavy chains around my wrists disintegrated,
and I felt the weight drop away. Her chute deployed just in time. The
jolt nearly tore my shoulder out of its socket, but we were slowing, the
bombs streaking past us on their deadly path below.

Her laugh echoed through the wind. “Didn’t think I’d find you
strapped to a bomb! Skydiving through a dogfight is way more my
style!”

We floated down, past the explosions below. The bombs hit their mark,
sending fiery plumes up into the sky, but we were well away from the
danger zone. We landed hard in an open field, rolling on impact. As we
lay there, catching our breath, I couldn’t help but grin.

“Lucky for you, I’m here with the Thrill Seekers Club,” she drawled,
grabbing a cigar from a tube in her pocket and lighting it. The orange
glow illuminated her face as she took a long drag. “Rich tourists paying
top dollar to witness history’s greatest disasters. Some want to see the
Hindenburg, others the San Francisco earthquake. Me? I prefer the London
Blitz. More chances to save stubborn time travellers like yourself.” She
winked. “Pure coincidence finding you today. Or Fate. You decide.”

“You’re insane,” I panted, looking at her, the adrenaline still
coursing through my veins.

Jasmine laughed, brushing dirt from her jacket. “And you’re welcome.
Though next time you decide to get strapped to a nuclear bomb, give me a
heads up. I’ll charge admission.”

Two of the parachutists landed on the grassy field about a hundred
metres away from us. Their parachutes retracted like clockwork into
their high-tech packs—a slick piece of future tech that always made my
ChronoSpace look like an antique. That’s future technology for you. A
moment later, they were within talking distance. I recognised them
straight off—a tall lanky guy with orange hair, the other shorter with
brown spiky hair. The Lawson twins. Jasmine’s close friends. Only their
mother could tell them apart.

“Hey, it’s Tony Nowlan again,” the orange-haired Lawson twin said
with a lopsided grin, nudging his not-so-identical brother. “You always
find the craziest spots, mate.”

We exchanged a firm handshake, a fleeting sense of normalcy in the
chaos. Before I could say much, Jasmine flicked her cigar, sending a
trail of smoke curling upward. “G’day, boys,” she greeted with her
signature rough-around-the-edges charm, the cigar still wedged between
her teeth. “Any casualties?”

The shorter Lawson twin shook his head, a casual shrug accompanying
his answer. “A few with grazes and skinned knees. Kathy sprained her
ankle, landing on a German fighter, but she’ll be fine.”

Jasmine exhaled a cloud of smoke, her expression twisting into mild
annoyance. “Bugger,” she muttered, eyes narrowing. “At least no one’s
dead.” Her focus shifted back to me, eyes gleaming with that
unmistakable mix of amusement and exasperation. She gave me a playful
thump on the back, her gaze landing on my empty belt. “Lost your
ChronoSpace… again?” Her smile widened into a smirk. “Need a lift?”

I shook my head, chuckling. “I’m not sure if I should thank you or
strangle you for the stunt you just pulled.”

Jasmine removed the cigar from her mouth and smirked. “You’re
welcome. Now, what about the bloody bomb?” She gestured ten metres away
where a crater yawned open in the farmer’s turnip field, dirt smoking in
the night air. The bomb’s tail-fins jutted up like an obscene gesture,
chucking a brown-eye at the sky.

“Wait,” I said, the reality dawning on me. “What if it explodes? That
laser cutter—are we sure it didn’t—”

Jasmine waved me off, her grin widening. “Relax, Buck. The other
gadget I attached neutralised the detonator. Good thing too. We’d have
been buggered with radioactive shrapnel on impact otherwise. Never know
when I’ll need something handy like that.”

I blinked, trying to process her words. “How the hell did you get
something like that?”

Jasmine winked. “Trade secret, mate.”

For a moment, I wondered how my friend from three generations in the
future had come across tech that could safely disable an atom bomb. Then
again, maybe it was better if I didn’t know.

We needed to get it away from here. Far away. Where no one—especially
not the 1940s scientists—could ever get their hands on it.

“I need to make sure that bomb doesn’t survive the war,” I said. “And
I’m not talking about simply stopping it from blowing up London. The
second someone from this time gets a look at it, that’s a whole new
world of problems.”

Jasmine nodded, taking in the weight of what I was saying. “Can’t let
the Poms tinker with it before the Yanks make theirs.”

The orange-haired Lawson twin stepped up. “No worries, mate. We’ve
got our ChronoSpaces ready to roll. We’ll take it somewhere
remote—somewhere off the grid. No one will find it.”

“No,” I said, eyes narrowing. “Not just remote. We need to bury it in
a time and place where it’s lost forever. If I can get to it before
anyone else does, it’ll be like it never existed.”

“Done,” Jasmine said with a grin. “You know I’m all in for some good
mischief, Tony. Lead the way.”

As we worked, the smell of scorched earth and singed turnips filled
the air. The field was littered with fragments of debris, the distant
sounds of battle a faint reminder of how close we’d come to disaster. My
knees trembled, and I dropped to the ground for a moment, staring at the
stars above.

I’d survived being chained to an atom bomb. The reality of it hit me
like a tax bill. The air still burned in my lungs. Every muscle screamed
from adrenaline withdrawal. A second earlier, and I wouldn’t have just
died—I’d have erased London from history. My fingers twitched as I
clenched them into fists, forcing the spiralling thoughts to settle.

Jasmine’s voice pulled me back. “Oi, you all right?”

I nodded, forcing a smirk. “Still alive, aren’t I?”

She grinned, offering me a hand. “Well, let’s make sure it stays that
way.”

Electronic Diary of Tony Nowlan

The Fox and Hounds Pub, South London, England.

6:30pm, 15th August 1945.

The ‘Fox and Hounds’ thrummed with jubilation. Glasses clinked amidst
the boisterous laughter and chaotic energy of a relieved public. A heavy
air hung, thick with sweat, ale, and wartime relief. The sense of
victory over the Axis powers had swept through Britain like a tidal
wave, and this south London pub was riding its crest. Bright Union Jacks
pulsed on the walls in sync with the jubilant party-goers. For me, it
served as a welcome reprieve for my mind, still shaking from escaping a
nuclear bomb during the Battle of Britain. That was years ago to the
world; for me, it was yesterday.

I hadn’t expected to see Jasmine again after our Titanic adventure,
but here she was, on some thrill-seeker’s tour of 1940s London,
adrenaline-addled tourists hopping in and out of history for kicks. I
won’t complain. She’d saved my skin and dropped me off with Erin at a
quiet English country house afterwards, reuniting me with my rock, my
anchor in the swirling chaos of time.

Now, amidst the clamour of this London pub, I found solace. Erin,
radiant and laughing at something one of the Lawson twins said, spotted
me through the crowd as I carried our drinks. Her hand brushed her
growing belly—our second child, turning around in there, another
timeline forming in her womb. She smiled, that warm, reassuring smile
that always pulled me back to the here and now.

“About time,” Erin teased as I handed her a lemonade, kissing my
cheek. “Thought I’d have to fend off the barmaids just to get my
drink.”

“Not to worry.” Tom Lawson grinned, his black hair spiked like a
cartoon punk rocker, then his smirk turned lazier, cockier. “If you’d
gotten yourself killed, I’d have happily stepped in. Erin’s a catch,
after all.” He gave a jesting smirk that almost made me wonder if it was
playful.

“Oi, Tom!” Jasmine punched his arm, grinning, but with a sharp edge.
“You couldn’t handle Erin if you tried. And show some respect. Tony’s
the reason you even got to meet Helen of Troy.”

My eyebrows shot up, remembering the Lawson twins’ reputation for
seeking… unconventional thrills through time-travel. “The Helen
of Troy?” I wondered how accurate that ancient tale was, and whether
Helen was as beautiful as legend says, or just another casualty of
life’s embellishments.

His twin, Matthew, nodded, holding up two fingers. “And we bedded
her. Twice. Each.”

“But not together.” Tom laughed at his joke as he downed the last of
his beer. “And no offence to your lovely wife.”

“Not that you had a chance,” Erin said, her smirk growing as she
sipped her drink. “Tony’s been proving that time and time again… and for
much longer than two minutes at a time. You can keep your one-liners,
Tom. I prefer a man who doesn’t need to talk himself up.” She patted my
chest lovingly, letting him know who really had the upper hand here.
This provoked loud raucous laughter from Jasmine, who had been listening
with a bemused expression.

Tom clutched his chest in mock pain, his grin widening as he looked
at Erin, then at me. He let out a dramatic sigh, as if wounded by our
words, but I could see the twinkle of mischief behind his eyes. There
was something in the way he looked at Erin, a kind of casual disrespect
that never quite sat right with me. Was he flirting because it was his
nature—or because he enjoyed making me watch?

He winked, slow and deliberate, and then, with a final exaggerated
flourish, excused himself. His eyes immediately found a solitary young
woman in the room’s corner, a predatory gleam lighting up his face. I
watched him head toward her, his steps smooth, confident, like a wolf
circling its prey.

“Typical,” I muttered under my breath, half-amused, half-irritated.
Erin, picking up on my irritation, flashed me a smile that only deepened
her teasing glint.

“What’s the matter, love? Jealous?” she asked, nudging me playfully
with her elbow. “I mean, I know you’re the time-travel hero, but you’ve
still got to keep up with me, babe. Don’t let him think he’s got the
edge.” Her nose crinkled as her eyes sparkled, watching for my
reaction.

“Good point.” I responded after a sip of my drink. “I’ll make it up
to you later. You know, just to remind you who’s the real time-travel
hero around here.” I winked, leaning in closer to her, letting the
moment linger for a second longer.

Meanwhile, another figure stood at the edge of the pub, unnoticed by
the throngs of revellers. I glanced to check him out.

Gary Cutter. Even at this party, the ASIS agent maintained that
chilling calm that only deepened the longer you knew him. He looked
younger again—thanks to a method I’d discovered to reverse the ageing
effects he suffered during a previous encounter—but no less unsettling.
Every time I looked at him, I saw two men: the ally who’d saved my life
in Poland, and the man who would try to kill my younger self years from
now. The same hands that had pulled me from that gaswagen would one day
wrap around my throat. Time travel makes for strange bedfellows, but
even stranger enemies. Sometimes I wonder if he knows yet - if the
orders to eliminate me are already sitting in some classified file on
his desk, waiting for the right moment in his timeline.

Jasmine, standing at the bar, was laughing at something the publican
had said. She looked out of place amidst the beer-soaked revelry,
dressed in sleek, era-appropriate attire but still exuding that air of
someone who belonged to a more adventurous world. Her eyes caught mine,
and she gave me a knowing smile. We’d shared too many close calls over
the years. We have an unspoken understanding between us—a bond forged
not by romance but by survival across timelines.

Then, out of nowhere, one of the younger Thrill Seekers grabbed her
camera. “Let’s get a picture!” he announced, grinning like a kid on
Christmas morning.

Jasmine chuckled at the idea and guided us into a makeshift pose. Her
grin was infectious, her eyes twinkling as she coaxed Cutter, who looked
as though he’d rather be anywhere else, into the frame. The flash
erupted, a burst of blinding light. When the image emerged from the 3D
printer, Jasmine handed me the glossy picture with a mischievous smile,
her expression knowing.

As I examined the image, my breath caught. The scene was eerily
familiar—the same faces, the same post-war euphoria. I’d seen this
before. The photograph wasn’t a mere memento. It brought me back to a
chilling moment in 2019, when Cutter had shown me two photos: one of
this very pub scene and another of an ancient Egyptian mummy, its
ChronoSpace device and clothes eerily similar to mine. The memory of
that encounter, the sense of impending fate, surged back as I examined
the photo in my hand.

I showed the photo to Erin, her smile warm and untroubled. Yet, she
didn’t register the photo’s weight as I did—perhaps the baby brain had
clouded her memory. But Cutter’s reaction was unmistakable. Cutter
accepted the photo with practised ease. He wasn’t just looking at the
photo. He was looking at me. Like a puzzle piece he was about to slot
into place. Too easy. His fingers lingered on the glossy surface, just a
fraction too long. And at that moment, something flickered behind his
eyes—not just recognition, but calculation. A second later, he schooled
his features into a mask of polite neutrality. His movements were too
smooth, too controlled, suggesting an internal battle he was determined
to keep hidden.

“A fine memento of the occasion,” Cutter murmured, turning the photo
over in his fingers. His expression never wavered, but something
sharpened in his gaze. A pause. Calculating. Like he was memorising the
picture, planning. Then I knew what would happen. 

He would pass this to another man. An Englishman in SIS named Brown,
if I wasn’t mistaken. In time, the SIS would send this photo from their
archives to ASIS, marked to Cutter’s attention, and he would eventually
show it to me, to begin a shaky trust between us. It had already
happened in our past, leading us to this point. The significance of that
connection gnawed at me. This could happen with the picture of the
Egyptian mummy wearing my clothes and ChronoSpace Cutter had shown me…
but when?

The evening wore on, the laughter and clinking glasses merging into a
steady hum that wrapped around me like a familiar tune. As the pub’s
energy dwindled, Cutter motioned for us to follow. Erin and I stepped
into the cool night, the cobblestones gleaming under the streetlights. I
pulled her close, shielding her and our unborn child from the chill.
Cutter led us into a narrow alley, where the shadows thickened and the
partying noise fell away.

Holding Erin’s hand, I activated the ChronoSpace. The familiar
sensation of temporal displacement overtook us, the world dissolving and
reforming as we returned to 2021. Wartime London dissolved, replaced by
the familiar, deceptively ordinary grounds of the Apricot Corporation in
Yeppoon, Australia.


Chapter 3

Electronic Diary of Tony Nowlan

Apricot Corporation, Yeppoon, Queensland,
Australia.

7:30pm, 15th April, 2021.

Cutter’s car was waiting, sleek and black under the lights of the
building’s entrance. He gave us one last nod, his demeanour as
unreadable as ever. “Until next time,” he said, sliding into the
driver’s seat and disappearing into the night.

Once he was gone, Erin turned to me, her eyes reflecting the glow of
the streetlights. “Shall we?” she asked, a hint of excitement in her
voice.

I smiled, and we made our way back inside the Apricot building. A few
quick adjustments to the ChronoSpace on my belt, and the world blurred
again. This time, we reappeared on the beach of our new home, a private
island, the distant roar of the ocean greeting us like an old
friend.

The waxing gibbous moon hung low in the sky, its light spreading
across the ocean like liquid silver. The gentle ripple of the waves was
the only sound, yet it felt too loud—almost suffocating. I stood there,
the cool breeze smelling of salt and sand, but it couldn’t wash away the
ache inside me.

The ocean stretched before me, black and endless, swallowing every
reflection the moon cast upon it. A thousand memories lurked beneath the
waves—close, yet just beyond my grasp. My parents—real, living
people, not just names on a gravestone—had been gone so long that
the fragments I clung to were slipping, eroding like footprints in the
tide. The stories I’d heard, the photos, the old family videos—it wasn’t
enough. It was never enough.

I’d travelled through time for this. For them. To see them again as
people, not just as ghosts in the corners of my memory. To touch the
past, to know them as I should have. But now, standing on this beach,
feeling the years stretch out behind me, I knew time was running
short.

Time wasn’t something I could bend. I had done what I could—what I
thought I could—but in the end, time was a river that flowed one way. No
matter how I crossed it, the current always pulled me back. And now, I
was nearing its end.

In less than a week, it would happen again. My parents would die. I
had already lived through it as a child, too young to stop it. But now,
I was coming back to it as an adult and would see it differently. If
only I could stop it—but I couldn’t. Not without losing everything. But
at least this time, I’d get to say goodbye—on my terms. That had to be
enough.

I had wanted so much to change that. But some things are beyond our
reach—even for someone who can travel through time.

She turned to me, her expression unreadable in the dim light, but I
felt her squeeze my hand. A silent reminder that she was here. That I
wasn’t alone. I had this—her, our son, and our twins growing inside her.
But in this moment, standing on this quiet beach, the impending hole
left by my parents’ absence felt more profound than ever.

Time was running out. It was time to man up and face it.

No more time travel. Not until after that time passed. I had to be
here, with my family—before fate slammed that door forever.


Chapter 4

Electronic Diary of Tony Nowlan

Private Island, Queensland, Australia.

9:30pm, 15th April, 2021.

The cool air of the Queensland night stirred outside, but inside the
dim, solitary glow of my desk lamp held the darkness at bay. I stared at
the schematics of the original ChronoSpace. To anyone else, it was just
a marvel of quantum engineering. To me, it was a lifeline to the
past.

I created the ChronoSpace for one simple reason: my parents, Susan
and Dan Nowlan. They died when I was too young to grasp their absence,
too small to remember their faces. The machine was born from my deepest
longing—to meet them, to know them as real people, not distant figures
from the edges of my childhood memories.

The past had always been intangible to me. My childhood was with my
grandparents, their stories and photographs the only links to my
parents. The ChronoSpace wasn’t just a tool. It was my stolen childhood,
dismantled and rebuilt—piece by piece.

Tonight, however, was different. A sense of foreboding had settled
over me. Time was slipping away, and with mere days remaining before the
fateful event I had dreaded, the weight of that approaching moment felt
like a stone around my neck. I had promised myself—no more time-travel
until that day had passed. I needed to spend this last week with my
family, to savour every instant before fate intervened once more.

Erin didn’t know the exact timing of Susan and Dan’s deaths. Before
we married, she learned the reason for my trip back to 2017 and figured
out that her sister and her brother-in-law were my parents. The
discovery shocked her—death is inevitable, but realising it was so soon
rattled her. I said I wouldn’t tell her more. She never asked. Maybe she
knew the answer. Maybe pretending it wasn’t coming made it easier.

Let her hold on to that blissful ignorance. I’m the one burdened with
certainty, haunted by their names carved in stone—week after week, as my
grandparents placed fresh flowers on their graves.

Grandma and Granddad raised me after my parents died. They were there
for my first day at school, my graduations, and my triumphs. But I never
told them my plans—I didn’t want pity, especially as I struggled to hold
on to fading memories of my parents.

But now I had travelled back to 2017 and spent a part of the past
four years away from them, traipsing through time, saving the world. I
had done only half of what I owed their memory. More than anyone else
could, maybe—but still, not enough. The ChronoSpace was meant to solve
my deepest personal longing, to mend the fragmented memories of my
childhood. But it had also dragged me into a web of intrigue and danger
far beyond my initial intentions.

I couldn’t let this be in vain.

My fingers brushed against the edge of the blueprint, and I felt that
familiar ache deep in my chest. The feeling had never left me. I was
only two when they died—too young to remember anything but fragmented
moments. My parents, Susan, and Dan Nowlan, lost in a car accident that
erased them from my life too soon.

I stood from the desk and filed away the blueprint, then stepped
towards the open door. I glanced around the room, the modern but simple
designs of the home we built from scratch on this isolated island. A
place that shouldn’t exist. Off-grid. Untraceable. A place where even
time couldn’t find us—unless we let it. Gold from the past, investments
in the future—ChronoSpace had made us wealthy, but all we really bought
was freedom. Here, no one could find us, not friends, not enemies. Not
even history itself.

A shadow melted into view from around the corner, accompanied by the
soft familiar footsteps of my wife. Her face appeared in the faint light
that filtered through the window.

“Why are you still up?” she asked, giving me a stern look. “You’re
supposed to be resting. We’re seeing Dan and Susan tomorrow.”

I took a deep breath, released it with a tired sigh. “Yeah, I’m
coming.”

Together, we headed past our son Connor’s room. He was out like a
light, dreaming whatever kids his age dream.

It’s kind of funny to think my little boy is growing up in the same
time period as my younger self is. Each of them was oblivious to the
dangers of the world. Well, mostly.

We reached our room and lay down in bed. Erin rested against me, her
back against me as we nestled in spoon position, my arm draped across
her burgeoning baby belly.

“The day is coming soon,” my wife whispered in the grey gloom.

“Not for another eight weeks,” I replied, rubbing our unborn
children.

“At the same time as the twins?” she asked with a gasp.

I propped myself up on my elbow. “I meant the twins’ due date.” But
Erin had already figured it out.

“No, Susan and Dan’s day.” Her voice was steady, but her breathing
wasn’t. “You were two when they died. Little Tony is two now. No new
missions. No questions. I don’t need a date, Tony. I can see it written
all over you.” Her hair rustled on the pillow as she turned to face me.
When I failed to reply, she said, “You’re saying nothing, but I can
tell, Buck with a B.”

“You told me not to tell you.”

“Maybe, but still… I feel I should know,” she replied, her voice
tinged with sadness.

She was right, of course. It’s hard to get anything past her, and I’m
glad about that, too. But I wasn’t confirming it, and I wouldn’t lie by
denying it.

“Just enjoy the time we have,” I answered, kissing her on the
forehead. “We don’t want to warn them in case history changes.”

The day of their death was approaching, and for the first time in my
life, I was ready to confront it. No more running, no more hiding. Just
the past and me, face to face. To face the ghosts that had haunted me
for so long.

But something else gnawed at me, something I’ve avoided: Aunty Erin.
My mother’s adopted sister, the woman I would unknowingly fall in love
with and marry. Good thing she’s not a blood relative, because this time
travel is messy.

I had no childhood memory of her, not a single moment after my
parents died. She was supposed to be there when they weren’t. But she
wasn’t. At least, I don’t remember her. And that terrified me more than
any temporal paradox. Because if she vanished from my childhood after
their deaths, what could that mean for our future? For our children? I’d
nearly lost her soon after we first met, an accident in time, and I
couldn’t bare that again.

I looked at her then, carrying our twins, and wondered if time was
about to take her from me twice—first as a child, then as a man. Some
nights I still wake up in cold sweats, checking to make sure she’s still
beside me, that our timeline hasn’t unravelled while I slept.

As I held Erin close, the fear hit deeper than I expected. This
wasn’t just about my parents anymore.

I tried to remember her. A Christmas. A birthday. A single hug.
Nothing. Not even a shadow. Like she was erased, not just from my
memories, but from history itself.

If that was true, then I’d already lost her. And never even noticed.
Losing my parents left scars. Losing Erin? That would leave nothing. Not
a wound—just an empty space, untouched, as if she was never there at
all. And time travel could never bring back what was erased.


Chapter 5

Electronic Diary of Tony Nowlan

Frenchville, Rockhampton, Queensland, Australia.

8:30am, 16th April, 2021.

The gravel path crunched under our shoes as we made our way up Mount
Archer, the early morning sun casting long shadows across the landscape.
The crisp air cleared my head, making the colours sharper, the sounds
clearer. Dan, my father—who was the same age as me—walked beside me, his
face calm but thoughtful. I remembered the first time I’d seen him in
2017, how surreal it was to see him alive, solid, real. Although I’d
become accustomed to it, today carried the knowledge that this was one
of the last times.

We didn’t talk much, but the silence wasn’t empty. For me, it was
heavy with everything I’d carried for years—loss, longing, and now the
unbearable weight of knowing this moment wouldn’t last. Each step felt
heavier as we climbed, the tightness in my chest refusing to ease.

Overhead, a crow cawed, its cry slicing through the quiet like a
distant warning. The sound made my skin prickle—something primal,
ancient about it. I glanced up, catching a glimpse of its dark wings
cutting across the blue sky before it disappeared behind the
treetops.

At that moment, while we ascended, Erin and Susan were already at the
picnic spot atop Mount Archer with the kids. Maybe they were sharing the
same silence, dancing around the truth without daring to say it
aloud.

I glanced at Dan, trying to commit every detail to memory. The way
the light caught his hair. The easy sway of his gait. He didn’t know
this was one of our last moments together. He couldn’t know.

“So,” Dan’s voice carried over the stillness, “did your grandfather
take you bush-walking up here?”

I smiled, forcing the corners of my mouth to cooperate. “Yeah.
Couldn’t keep up with him, though. The old man had legs like a bloody
mountain goat.”

Dan chuckled, shaking his head. “He used to drag me up here, too.
Said it built character.”

“Did it?” I raised an eyebrow.

He shot me a sideways glance, smirking. “Not sure. Might’ve just
given me buggered knees.”

A laugh escaped me, brittle as the autumn leaves on the path.

The hill steepened, and we fell into silence again. Dan moved ahead a
little, his figure outlined against the clear sky. I slowed my pace,
thinking. I’d fought so hard to manage the time, to hold onto it, and
yet here it was, slipping away.

I swallowed hard and picked up the pace, falling in beside him
again.

“You ever think about what’s next?” Dan asked after a while, his tone
casual, but something deeper lingered beneath it. “Not just work or
family... but the big picture.”

His question hung between us as I searched for words that wouldn’t
reveal too much. After everything I’d seen—time, space, life, death—I
still didn’t know what was next.

“I try not to think about it too much,” I said finally, keeping my
voice even. “There are always mysteries, though, aren’t there?”

Dan nodded, his gaze fixed on the horizon ahead. “Yeah. But I like to
think there’s more. Something worth all this.”

Something shifted in his expression, and I swallowed hard, wondering
if I’d given myself away. Did he know? Or was he just testing me? I kept
my voice steady. “I’d like to think so. There’s always something
more.”

We reached a lookout near the top, the view stretching out below us
like a green canvas, broken only by the roofs of the houses and the blue
expanse of sky. The wind picked up here, sharper, carrying the scents of
eucalyptus and earth. For a moment, the weight of time fell away.

Far off, a crow sat on a crooked branch, motionless. It watched us,
or maybe it didn’t—but I couldn’t shake the feeling that it knew
something I didn’t, as if it had seen this moment before and knew how it
would end.

“Awesome, isn’t it?” Dan exhaled deeply, taking it all in, and
pointed out across the landscape. “I used to take your mother up here
when we started going out. At night, the lights are great to watch.”

“Granddad said he used to do the same with Grandma.”

He chuckled. “You know, you were conceived up here.”

The moment shattered with the image I’d rather not entertain. I
pulled a disgusted face at him, and he laughed harder. “Thanks.”

“Do you reckon your Grandma and Granddad might have made me up here
too?”

I mocked a retching sound, poking fingers at my throat, and he gave
me a friendly punch on the shoulder.

As we stood at the lookout, the shadows shifted across the landscape
below. I found myself counting the minutes, storing away these moments
like treasures. The wind changed, carrying voices from the picnic area
further up the path—the sound of my family waiting for us at the summit.
For now, they were all still here.

Erin Deering-Nowlan

Mount Archer, Rockhampton, Queensland, Australia

10am 16th April 2021

The car engine ticked softly as it cooled, marking time in its own
mechanical way. From her spot beside the picnic blanket, Erin scanned
the path where Tony and Dan would appear, carrying the same burden she
felt pressing against her chest with each breath of the crisp mountain
air.

Erin stood beside Susan, who was watching their two-year-old boys
giggle as they chased a small soccer ball across the grassy patch. The
view always took Erin’s breath away, but today, it felt bittersweet—like
she was already mourning something she hadn’t yet lost.

Susan leaned against the car, her face soft and relaxed, unaware of
what was coming. Erin knew she couldn’t tell her. Not now. Maybe not
ever.

“They’re getting so big,” Susan said, her eyes on the boys. “I reckon
they look more like their dads every day.”

Erin nodded, her heart squeezing in her chest. “Yeah, they do.”

Susan turned to her, arms crossed casually. “Everything alright?”

Erin hesitated, willing her voice to stay steady. “Just… thinking.
About everything. The boys, us. Life.”

Susan released a light chuckle. “Yep, always the deep thinker.”

Erin nodded, swallowing the lump in her throat. She glanced out at
the endless expanse below, trying to anchor herself in the view. Susan
didn’t press further, and Erin was grateful.

“I wish I could be like you,” Erin said softly. “You’ve always been
good at living in the moment.”

Susan laughed, but it was gentler this time. “That’s because I don’t
know how to worry as much as you do.”

The irony twisted inside Erin. Susan thought this was ordinary
anxiety, not the weight of terrible foreknowledge. What would her sister
say if she knew Erin’s worries weren’t about bills or tantrums, but
about time unravelling? The words clawed at her throat, a breath away
from breaking free. She almost told her. About Tony. About time. About
what was coming. But fear crushed it down before it could escape.

Erin’s smile wavered, but she covered it quickly. Susan reached out
and gave her arm a squeeze.

“Must be your pregnancy hormones,” Susan said, her teasing tone
cutting through the tension. “You’ve got to lighten up, or you’ll give
yourself wrinkles.” She turned towards the boys. “Oi! You two—back on
the grass!”

The boys froze mid-step, wide-eyed, before scampering back to their
soccer ball. Their laughter bubbled up again, oblivious to the silent
weight between their mothers.

Susan let out a soft sigh, smiling at Erin. “Look at us. Mothers. I’m
raising your future husband, whose grown-up self is somewhere climbing
this mountain with my husband.”

Erin’s hand drifted to her belly. “Yeah. Who would’ve thought?”

The wind picked up, tugging at their hair. Susan tucked a strand
behind her ear, her expression thoughtful as she studied Erin.
“Whatever’s going on in that head of yours, don’t let it stew.
Everything’s going to be fine. It always is.”
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