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Preface

	

	 

	In the near future, Earth is ruled by a theocratic regime whose dominion stretches from pole to pole. Noncompliant citizens are reeducated in brutal conversion camps. Repeat offenders are put to death.

	 

	All resistance has been crushed.

	 

	Yet the sanctimony of these cruel zealots remains unquenched. They have therefore set their sights on the only world left to conquer: the past. To this end, the regime's most feared moral enforcement agency, a shadowy group known only as VESTAL, sends its merciless agents back in time to poison the minds of key historical figures.

	 

	All that stands between them and total control of history is a small band of renegade deviants, striking from the most inhospitable corners of space and time.

	 

	These are the chronicles of...

	 

	The Time Fuckers
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	BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

	2016

	 

	The joke in Temporal Computations went, "We throw the most orderly raves in history and we have the math to prove it."

	The department's reputation was on prime display this afternoon. A hundred mathematicians were squeezed into a long-forgotten subbasement below the public library, working to the click-clack percussion of mechanical calculators and the undulating, disjunct rhythm of pencils scratching graph paper. No electronic computers were allowed here, despite the unfathomable complexity of their hyper-calculus equations, as VESTAL's temporal surveillance drones could spot the electromagnetic emissions of a pocket calculator from a hundred hours away.

	The prohibition against electronics, however, could not stop bad news from spreading at the speed of light.

	Seconds after a tech muttered, "No, no, no, ah shit no, crap-crap-crap, shit," a crowd of mathematicians and human calculators were gathered around him, debating the grim implications of his findings.

	The chief was last to know, for none had the courage to tell him. When he inevitably noticed the commotion, he came stomping into TC with temper already boiling over. Pulling his cigar from the back of his throat, he shouted above the din, "What in Ishtar's name is going on?"

	Some looked at their feet. Others stared at him, slack-jawed. Only one brave enby dared to remove their ball gag and answer, "We missed a temporal insertion window."

	"Where?" the chief barked, round belly shaking. "When?"

	"Washington, D.C. in 1863."

	The chief's cigar slipped from his fingers and fell to the floor, splashing a shower of embers across his kinky boots. "Fuck me," he said.
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	As soon as they were finished fucking him, the chief sent a runner to fetch his best field operatives. In a flash, Special Agent Gaudette Gouin and Special Agent Dick Frand-Li stood at attention in front of his desk.

	"At ease," the chief said.

	Dick draped his arms over Gaudette's shoulders from behind, massaging her breasts, while she relaxed her rump against his stiffening tautonym.

	"Agents, this is the big one." The chief paced behind his desk. He was not the type to shy away from eye contact, but now his gaze sought out reports and other distracting items on his desk, as if they were lifeboats in a churning sea. He took a deep breath. "TC missed a window into Washington in mid-May, 1863."

	"Between the battles of Chancellorsville and Gettysburg?" Gaudette asked, her bubbly, nescient tone belied by an eidetic recall of historical facts.

	"Yeah," the chief said. "It's a moment when the union's most embarrassing defeat is fresh and raw, and its most celebrated victory only weeks away. You couldn't find a better time to make a president believe God punishes sensualism and rewards self-denial. Those fuckers already think everything happens because of them. Now VESTAL can engineer a situation to 'prove' the cause and effect."

	"It's worse than that," Gaudette said, fear creeping up her backbone. "General Hooker, the guy who just fucked the dog at Chancellorsville, is Lincoln's hardest-partying general; he's a high-functioning alcoholic and nymphomaniac. Meade, the guy who's about to pwnzor Lee right back to the Shenandoah Valley, might be the most temperate general in the Union army. Historical circumstance has already done most of VESTAL's work for them."

	"Grant's a counterexample though, right?" Dick asked. "He's an alcoholic and a winner."

	"He's a winner in the current timeline," Gaudette said. "He probably gets fired in the new one and the war goes on all the longer for it."

	"What a senseless waste," Dick said, clenching his eyes against the human misery of it all. "Grant made such a great papa bear."

	"Correct on all counts," the chief said. "If VESTAL convinces one of America's only half-decent presidents that God punishes promiscuity and joy-seeking, the chastifying effects will ripple through history like lube in a champaign glass."

	"So is there anything we can do?" Dick asked. "Or did you call us in for one last shebang before the end?"

	The chief grinned---a rare sight. "TC found a second insertion window," he said. "It's coming up in a few hours."

	"They missed two insertions?" Dick asked, suspiciously.

	"Not exactly," the chief said. He hesitated---another rarely seen phenomenon.

	"Tell us the catch," Gaudette said, sighing.

	"There are two catches," the chief said. "One, it's outside the usual safety parameters."

	The usual safety parameters were what stopped a time traveler's organs from appearing centuries apart from each other. Still, that kind of danger didn't faze these agents. They'd taken bigger risks on less important missions.

	The chief went on, "Two, you'll be inserted less than 24 hours before the return window closes and you get yanked back here."

	"I've done deprogrammings in a day," Dick said. "And I've done them after VESTAL had the target all to themselves for hours. How much time have they had with Lincoln?"

	"A week and a half," the chief said.

	That was enough to faze them. Hell, it was enough to faze, laze, and photon torpedo them. Both agents staggered back, as if physically struck.

	"Shit," Dick muttered.

	Gaudette stared into the distance, mouth agape.

	"Breathe, honey," Dick whispered.

	The chief gave them a moment to recover, then stated the obvious, "If Lincoln isn't deprogrammed by sunup, it's over for us. All our previous victories will be erased and all history will belong to VESTAL."

	The agents looked at each other in despair. In each, however, the support of the other inspired a growing determination. "We better get ready," Gaudette said.

	Dick nodded, grimly. "Let's go fuck history back into shape."
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	WASHINGTON, D.C.

	May, 1863

	 

	Gaudette and Dick had countless temporal insertions under their belts. Most went smoothly. That was pretty amazing in itself, since it would be generous to call their time machine a "fixer-upper." The rebel portal generator was a bird's nest of tangled wires, rotten old Yith spermatophores, and janky time orbs barely able to hold a charge. Despite all that, every field agent who defected from VESTAL claimed it provided a smoother ride than VESTAL's machine, even though VESTAL had tachyon lenses ground to picometer precision and quantum computers that could do more math in a second than Temporal Computations could do in a lifetime.

	The head of TC always said the rebels' unlikely superiority came down to "the human touch." Perhaps there was something to that, but the simpler explanation was the rebel's temporal technicians respected the scientific method, while VESTAL's techs weren't a hundred percent sure birds are real.

	This time, though, the ride was anything but smooth.

	Gaudette and Dick's journey back to 1863 seemed to last ages. Halfway there, Dick took a breath-sucking strike to the chest from a rogue clock coming the other way. At points, the causal turbulence was so bad, it seemed they might land in the past as two piles of meat and bone. The agents suffered further indignity when their insertion portal left them three feet in the air above a field of potatoes.

	At least it made for a soft landing.

	Dick got to his feet first. Blinking into the rising sun, he saw fields of oats, barley, and corn, and nearly wept in despair. "It's a farm! It's a farm! We're in the wrong place!"

	Gaudette took longer to find her footing, because her dress had gone up over her head in the fall. Even after she had her feet under her, the dress remained inverted, held high by its stiff, whalebone crinoline. She had no petticoats underneath, so a couple farmers got an eyeful of a woman stumbling around, cosplaying as a mushroom---her neatly-trimmed bush shining red in the morning sun.

	When she finally got her outfit in order, Gaudette gently pointed Dick north, where the unfinished Washington monument and the also-unfinished dome of the Capitol stuck above a horizon of squat buildings.

	The sight did not assuage him. "It's not built yet!" he screamed. "We're in the wrong time!"

	"Correct and incorrect, respectively," Gaudette said. "We're on a farm and Washington isn't built yet, but we're in the correct place and time."

	Dick stared at a Washington, D.C. still incomplete, 72 years after work began. After a long time spent trying to make sense of it, he scoffed and said, "Pfft. Government."

	"Yeah, in an anarchy the capitol would be finished by now." Gaudette lifted her skirts clear of tuber stems and headed for the nearest road. Even at this ungodly hour, black workmen were already streaming along it, heading into the city. She fell in about a third of the way between a group of three people ahead and five behind, adjusting her pace as necessary.

	"What the hell are you doing?" Dick asked, when he caught up, lugging their single suitcase. By that time, the three men ahead were glancing over their shoulders, their initial confusion slowly shifting to a struggle to contain their laughter.

	"I'm not being racist," Gaudette said, quite proud of herself.

	Among the myriad possibilities Dick could consider, that answer intersected with none of them. "Okay," he said, as he tried to order his thoughts. "Explain how you're being not-racist, with this anxious attention to your following distance, like you're taking a driving test or something?"

	"Well," Gaudette said, "I don't want to walk exactly between these two groups of people, because then it looks like I don't want to be near them, but I also don't want to presume familiarity by just walking up and joining one, and I want to be close enough to observe them. I mean, these are probably the grandsons and great grandsons of the enslaved people who first built Washington, and here they are, still building it!"

	Dick considered several lines of response, but gave up on most of them for their potential to inspire further, ever-more tedious analyses. "Treating human beings like they're the skittish subjects of a zoological expedition is a great start," he said. Since he knew she'd eventually notice the sarcasm that was so-subtly inserted into that compliment, he immediately changed the subject. "I never thought there'd be farms in Washington."

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
iThe®
| TIIIIB l" I'S]

Ahraham Lincoin

\. ;

fosalyniBitz








OEBPS/images/image-2.png





OEBPS/images/image-1.png





OEBPS/images/image.png






