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      My League of the Daring time travel, mystery series set in 1890s Los Angeles took an unexpected twist when I was writing Miranda’s Mystery, the third book in the series.

      I accidentally created the Time Travel University (TTU). Two of my characters wanted to leave their home and become time travelers. When I was writing, two characters wanting to leave seemed like a nice conflict for the novel.

      When I finished Miranda’s Mystery, I realized I had another time travel series sitting over in the corner of my mind staring at me and asking questions.

      Are you going to write another time travel series? Does the new series have structure? A mission? Humorous and serious? Or is this simply a plot conflict in Miranda’s Mystery that goes nowhere?

      My strategy was to ignore the questions and the wannabe series that kept asking questions. But when something gets into my mind and hangs on, there’s no ignoring it.

      Why was I so hesitant?

      The League of the Daring series characters fall into adventures and mysteries. The five characters do not have a serious agenda or any agenda at all. In those books, they learn about themselves and have fun romps together.

      They use time travel as a tool to solve problems. In between the adventures, the characters lead everyday lives in their alternate history world where airships and time travel are real.

      A series about time travelers with an agenda would be very different. Would this be a step into a very serious world? Did I want to go there?

      To answer those two questions, I decided to write a few short stories about TTU and see what trouble my characters could get into. Also, I could figure out if I wanted to tackle another time travel series.

      In Miranda’s Mystery, Alroy and Lavinia plan to leave the 1890s and head over to the twenty-first century to attend TTU. When I started writing the short stories, I didn’t know if TTU had a mission. In other words, I didn’t take it seriously.

      The obvious answers to why a university to teach people to time travel would be to help historians, scientists, anthropologists and others study the past. Of course, there were the old standbys—go back and kill Hitler. Or travel back in time to warn past generations they were messing up the future. Or time travelers could somehow change history to fix the future. Or they could send someone back to kill someone’s mother.

      Killing mommy? Yuck! Killing Hitler sounded noble—one less monster, one less horrible world event. Killing someone’s mother, well, that’s something else.

      So, to see if there was another road to take, I wrote these original short stories. Along the way, I found an idea that might become a worthwhile mission for my intrepid travelers.

      If you’ve read the League of the Daring books, you’ve probably already guessed that Raymond, our favorite if somewhat unpredictable, Guardian, shows up in a couple stories to throw extra trouble into the mix. If you wonder what Alroy and Lavinia are up to at TTU, these are stories to satisfy you curiosity.

      If you’ve never read the League of the Daring series but you like time travel stories, these stories were fun to write, and I hope entertaining reads.

      Did I make a decision about writing the series? Nope! But I am toying with a few ideas.

      The stories take place five years after Miranda’s Mystery. Lavinia and Alroy are ready to take their final exams and become official time travelers. Their exams are time travel assignments they must complete to graduate. Of course, they encounter more problems and setbacks than anyone expected.

      What could go wrong when the professors turn the time travel final into a scavenger hunt through time and space?

      Read them and find out. Have fun.

      Cora Foerstner, 2025
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      Time Travel University, TTU, was founded on lofty ideas and steeped in secrecy. If that sounds completely ridiculous, remember that in the early twenty-first century, there were millions of people around the world who believed in outlandish and absurd conspiracy theories.

      Time travel is impossible. Right?

      Maybe . . . maybe not.

      Moving on to factual information:

      TTU was and is a private, by-invitation-only university. It also happened to be hidden.

      Some students believed it was located in California. Others said New York, still others Europe. A few hypothesized the campus was hidden in the deep jungles along the Amazon River.

      Lavinia, one of the first students to attend TTU, believed they were on a Hub somewhere in outer space.

      No one knew.

      Well, that wasn’t entirely true. After several unfortunate events revealed the need to train time travelers, the older time travelers started TTU. They and the Guardians knew the location of the university.

      Don’t ask about the Guardians. That’s another, no-no topic.

      Students came from all around the world and from many different times. Most hailed from the late twentieth or twenty-first centuries. Others, like Lavinia and Alroy, came from the1890s Los Angeles.

      Unfortunately, TTU, like most schools, had a pecking order. Students from the past were looked down upon. Why? Because the enlightened people of the twenty-first century believed those from the past weren’t as knowledgeable or as intelligent.

      Of course, that’s another idiotic idea. The world is full of stupid, silly people and intelligent, practical people in every era. Recall the conspiracy theory people as well as Albert Einstein?

      

      Five years have passed since the opening of TTU, and the first graduating class faces their final exams, which are by no stretch of the imagination typical examinations.

      

      The morning of their first exam, Lavinia stood in front of the assignment board next to the cafeteria. She pressed her lips together until they felt numb. The eight-foot-by-four-foot digital board updated information regularly. Giant red letters across the top said TTU. Announcements, class schedules, and most importantly, graduation exam schedules were written on what looked like parchment paper.

      Everything at TTU was black and white, so parchment stood out like a charging bull. Bare white walls, tiles and carpeting, furniture, all were black and white. The monotony could drive a person crazy.

      Lavinia never got used to it, but she learned to ignore the lack of stimuli by keeping her mind active.

      Teresa, a short woman from Spain, stepped up beside her and studied the same list. She smelled like coffee and french toast. Coffee sounded good.

      A second later, Teresa cursed in Spanish. At least Lavinia wasn’t the only one disappointed with her assignment. The good thing about her assignment was that Alroy, one of her best friends since childhood, was on her team. For this test, teams had four people.

      Seeing the other two names, her mind immediately reached the conclusion that whoever made the assignments wanted her and Alroy to fail.

      Typical.

      Everyone here, including the faculty, singled out people from other centuries. For two heartbeats, she considered consoling Teresa, but dismissed the idea.

      She had her own problems. Samuel and Candice! Both were know-it-alls who weren’t team players and messed up nearly every assignment they did. She didn’t know how they’d survived this long.

      There were three types of people who went to TTU. Time travelers, support personnel, and researchers. Samuel and Candice were not time traveler material, but they were on that course.

      Lavinia’s only goal was to be a time traveler. If these two messed things up, she’d . . . she didn’t know what she’d do, but she’d do something memorable.

      She took a step away from the digital board. The board blinked, went black for a second, and then repopulated the data. That usually meant changes. Her heartbeats jumped, and her hope spiked as she turned back toward the assignment list.

      Hope vanished. Her assignment hadn’t changed.

      Three other students groaned. Apparently, no one was happy about the assignments. She took a deep breath. Then she marched the short distance down the wide hallway to the cafeteria.

      The white bare walls of the hallway were as antiseptic as always. Her new tennis shoes squeaked on the black and white tiles. She ignored the people who nodded or spoke as she hurried passed. Nearly five years living here and she still hated this building.

      A few students stood in groups whispering and stopped to watch her. They’d seen the board and either felt sorry for her and Alroy, or they couldn’t wait to see them fail.

      The smell of toast, ham, and eggs filled the hall as she entered the dining area and stopped. The dining room would accommodate at least a hundred people. She glanced around at mostly empty tables, searching for Alroy among the sparse crowd.

      Students tended to wear bright primary colors. Probably for the same reason she decorated her dorm room with anything colorful. Alroy, an outlier on the color scale, preferred browns. No brown anywhere.

      TTU started with fifty-two students destined for time travel. They were down to thirty-one, which was as it should be. They needed support and researchers. The twelve or so people scattered around the room looked up as she entered.

      “He’s in the gym,” Jackson called out, pointing left as if she could see the gym from the doorway.

      Outside, the cloudless blue sky seemed unduly cheerful considering her plight. Even the warm temperature and the sunshine couldn’t lift her spirit. One of the reasons she knew they were in space was because of the sunny skies and perfect seventy-degree weather that never deviated.

      About thirty feet ahead, the gym, a large cinder block rectangle, fit in perfectly with the bland decor. This area was her favorite place to stroll and clear her mind. The wide cement walkway, intended for large numbers of students, was almost always empty. Flower beds of purple lily of the Nile, Santa Barbara daisy, iris, and sea lavender always cheered her.

      Lavinia learned the names of all the flowers because they were the bright spots in a sea of neutral colors. This morning, she only gave them passing consideration as she hurried toward the gym. She flung open the door and found the massive room with its oak floors and basketball court empty.

      Without pause, she turned left and headed toward the workout area. She spotted Alroy in the first training room dedicated to boxing, a vile sport that caused head injuries.

      Alroy fought a serious conflict with one of the black punching bags. His damp tank top suggested he’d been at it for a while, punching the bag so hard it swung wide. Damp red hair cascaded over his forehead. His face glistened red.

      They came from a time when everyone covered their bodies. Here shorts, tank tops, and flimsy fabric were the norm. At first she didn’t know where to look. Faces were safe. After the first year, she was wearing tank tops and slacks. Two years in she braved shorts and swam in very skimpy bathing suits. Pedro, her old boyfriend still back in 1896, would have been shocked.

      She shrugged. Change happened. They all had to get used to it.

      When they’d arrived five years ago, Alroy’d been a thin sixteen-year-old with messy red hair and blue eyes that sparkled with mischief. Now, he was over six feet tall and muscular.

      According to the female students, he was handsome in spite of his unruly red hair. To her, he was Alroy, one of her best friends since she could remember.

      When he spotted her, he grabbed the punching bag and held the black swinging cylinder until it stopped. He scooped up the white towel on the bench beside him and wiped his face.

      “You saw the list?” Alroy asked.

      “What do we do?”

      “I talked to Skyles. He said the assignments are part of the test. If we ask for a change, it’ll be considered a failure. We have to deal with their nonsense.”

      She glanced around and tried to ignore her frustration. This room always stank. Something about the men's body odor in this room repulsed her.

      “So, we’re screwed.” Oh, yeah, she also used slang.

      Funny, considering Alroy’s nineteenth-century slang, “corker,” slang for “jolly good,” always annoyed her. Since coming here, she’d stepped into secular vocabulary with ease.

      Alroy walked over to the white basket in the corner and tossed in his towel.

      “You wanna punch things for a while?”

      She chuckled. “No. I’d like to know where we’re going.”

      “That is the question. There’s a positive. All the exams are recorded. If Samuel and Candice do anything stupid, maybe it won’t affect us.”

      “Let’s hope they put one of us in charge.”

      Alroy shook his head and the light from the window accented his right eye. Someone definitely punched him in the face, recently. The skin around his eye was red and puffy.

      “Not going to happen,” Alroy said. “If they put us with people who are difficult to work with, they aren’t going to put us in charge.”

      “Your eye?”

      “Yeah. I checked the board early and said something slightly derogatory about Samuel and Candice. He was standing behind me.”

      She stared at him. Some part of her wanted to punch him in the other eye. She took a couple seconds to debate the advantages and disadvantages of following through on her instinct.

      “Okay, I made it worse. But they have to get along with us too, or they’ll fail.” He pointed to his chin. “Go ahead. Hit me right here.”

      She crossed her arms and took a deep breath. “I don’t resort to violence to solve problems.”

      He grinned, his blue eyes squinting. “Is that so? I remember⁠—”

      “Shut up.”

      They both chuckled.

      

      Two hours later, Lavinia and Alroy sat in Dr. Lancaster’s classroom with the other students scheduled for the first test. Samuel and Candice sat on the other side of the room. If Candice’s look of glaring hatred was any indication, she and Alroy were in a world of trouble.

      All their class sizes were smallish, twelve students seemed to be the limit. Each classroom had twelve large mahogany desks with comfortable chairs. Lavinia loved the roomy desks, because she could spread out books and take notes. The learning environment suited her.

      Since they studied history, culture, lore, anthropology, and other social sciences, Alroy took to this curriculum immediately. Lavinia grew used to it.

      Science had been her love in 1890. Coming to the twenty-first century changed her in ways she hadn’t foreseen. Science had advanced so much she was behind.

      Professor Zenn tutored her in science and its history. It was easy to catch up on the new discoveries. Studying advanced science and mathematics took longer.

      Someday she’d catch up. Her plan then was to go to a regular university for a degree in physics.

      At home, Lavinia always thought her mixed race as a problem to be overcome. Here in the future, she discovered most people didn’t care about her white father and black mother.

      However, TTU wasn’t completely progressive. Being from 1890 moved them into the second-class-citizen category. They were from the past and had to be uneducated and ignorant. That bias turned out to be a blessing.

      The students from other eras banded together and helped each other. They were determined to become better than the twenty-first-century students.

      When they first arrived, Samuel led the charge to get everyone from the past disqualified from time travel. He claimed they didn’t have the mental capacity for the rigors of time travel. Of course, she and Alroy got together with the other seven students and formed the Past Travelers Club to help each other and prove Samuel wrong.

      That put all of them on his and later on Candice’s bad sides. The fact that all the Past Travelers did well on everything didn’t help.

      Lavinia’s wristwatch computer vibrated. The screen lit up with a message from Bella, the AI teacher in their computer system.

      No one is going to a location or time that they have studied. The goal is to see how you handle the unknown.

      Being in league with Bella was a little bit of a cheat, but no one ever told them they couldn’t use her help. That was one of the first things she and Alroy taught their Past Travelers Club. Two rows over, Jenifer looked at her watch screen and glanced back at Lavinia, who nodded. No matter what happened, their group would stick together.

      Alroy hurried into the room, sliding into his seat across from her just as Professor Lancaster walked into the room. Professor Lancaster was Lavinia’s favorite teacher. Every class she dressed in a costume from a different time period and different profession.

      Today, she looked like someone from an old black and white movie, an archaeologist with tan pants, shirts, boots, and even a pith helmet.

      “What’s today’s costume?” Lancaster took off her pith helmet and shook out her long brown hair, letting the curls free.

      “Archaeologist,” someone in the back shouted.

      “Correct. Today, each group is traveling back to an unfamiliar time period and place. You will find items we have hidden there. You will go, retrieve the items, and return. Each of you will be given a specific item to recover. I’ll tell you this up front. Your success will depend on working together. There are possible dangers with each task. Remember your training. Questions?”

      “Can we use our translators?” Jane asked.

      “Of course.”

      “What is one thing you aren’t telling us?” Alroy asked.

      Professor Lancaster grinned. Under normal circumstances, her face looked passive and expressionless, but when she smiled, her face lit up and mischief danced in her eyes.

      “Always looking for an angle, Alroy.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “Time. You are being timed. You aren’t sightseeing. You’re on the clock.”

      “Does that mean taking too long could be a fail?”

      “Bingo!” She pointed to Alroy. “Now, go see Beth and Homer. They have prepared your clothes. Then meet Professor Skyles at the Station.”

      Beth and Homer started the program with Lavinia and Alroy. After three time travel assignments, they requested to be changed to support. They hated stepping into portals and PODs terrified them.

      They did an amazing job of researching clothing, luggage, accessories, maps, customs, and more. Lavinia admired the research and enthusiasm they put into their work.

      When she and Alroy arrived, there was a line. Samuel and Candice stood four people in front of them. So far they hadn’t spoken, but at some point they had to make a plan and work together. For now, Lavinia ignored them as they inched their way forward.

      Homer handed Samuel a somewhat modern-looking suit and dress shoes. So they weren’t going far back. From where she stood the fabric and style looked like the recent past.

      Beth smiled when Lavinia stepped up. “As per your usual.” She handed Lavinia a suit, men’s dress shoes, a hat and a short cut wig.

      “Where are we going,” Lavinia whispered.

      “Bogotá, capital of Colombia.”

      Lavinia had to lean in to hear her.

      “South America. 1970. Don’t let on that you know.”

      Professor Skyles waited for them at the door to the Station. Back in Los Angeles in 1890, time travelers used Hubs, not Stations.

      Basically they were the same thing. The only difference was that travelers entered a Hub through a portal and went to an unknown location in outer space. They entered and left through a portal in Los Angeles.

      Her experiences were part of the reason Lavinia knew that, although their university looked like it was on earth, it wasn’t. She gave up trying to convince the other students of this fact because they thought she was crazy. The entire university was a Hub.

      The Station was a room filled with PODs, time travel vehicles that held six people, supplies, sleeping chairs, computers, and all the accommodations they needed to travel to another time and place. They took their hotel with them.

      The POD had stealth technology that could blend into any environment. Usually they were used for longer trips, or for dangerous trips where a hiding place or quick escape for several people might be necessary.

      Lavinia had the distinct impression they were using the PODs for safety. Professor Skyles handed Lavinia a small envelope and checked her name off his list.

      “POD five,” he said, as he handed Alroy his envelope.

      The Station had the usual black and white floor, concrete because there was a team of engineers and mechanics who worked on the PODs and kept all the equipment they needed in perfect order.

      Today, there wasn’t much going on. Jeffrey, one of the mechanics Alroy knew, waited for them by POD five.

      He handed Alroy the equipment list. “Your team members are inside.” He glanced around before whispering. “They aren’t very nice. Be careful.”

      “We’ll be fine.”

      When they entered the POD, Samuel sat in the pilot’s seat, and Candice sat next to him. Neither one had changed into their time period clothes. Lavinia stepped behind the privacy screen and changed into her brown suit, which fit her perfectly, even the shoes were comfortable.

      Since she and her best friend Zella had started time traveling, they chose to dress like men. No matter where they went, no one paid attention to men. Women got noticed. She continued the custom here.

      After she’d changed, she came out to see Alroy dressed and going through the equipment checklist. The POD wasn’t large, but somehow it felt roomy. Comfortable chairs were attached to the floor. Each chair converted to a bed.

      Alroy stood by the tall cabinets, which were filled with supplies. This was Lavinia’s favorite mode of travel. It was so much nicer than stepping through a portal and just appearing in open space and shocking people.

      So far, Samuel and Candice hadn’t said a word. When Alroy grabbed the first aid kit and started for the door, Samuel spoke.

      “Where you going? I’m ready to go.”

      “The first aid kit isn’t complete. Whoever used it last didn’t restock it. I’ll be right back.”

      “Then I’ll leave without you.”

      “Leaving a crew member behind. That should get you a passing grade.” Alroy opened the door.

      “No one checks the equipment list. Get back in here.”

      “I check the equipment list.” Alroy stepped outside.

      Lavinia sat in the swivel chair behind Candice. “When Alroy gets back we should look at each of our quests and make a plan.”

      Samuel turned his chair so he faced her. His dark hair was slicked back and looked greasy. If he had a more pleasant personality, his handsome face and broad shoulders might have been attractive.

      “I heard about your little gang back in the Wild West. League of the Daring, right? A stupid childish name. We aren’t playing games here. Candice and I will get our artifacts and come back to the POD. If you and the League of the Daring boy are late, we’ll leave you behind.”

      He wanted to provoke her, and she wasn’t going to play his game. “That’s your choice, but if we work together, we can do this quickly.”

      “We don’t give a shit what you think,” Candice said in her squeaky voice. Her long blond hair had natural curls that always seemed to fall perfectly in place to frame her cute face and little button nose.

      The door opened and Alroy stepped inside with a new first aid kit.

      “All set.” He glanced at Lavinia. “What’s up? Something happen while I was gone?”

      “Nothing happened,” Candice said. “We just set the rules. You and your girlfriend are on your own. Sam and I will get our loot and come back here. If you don’t hurry, we’ll leave you. Got it?”

      “You agreed to this?” Alroy asked.

      Lavinia shook her head. “Of course not. It’s a stupid idea.”

      “Nonnegotiable,” Samuel said.

      Alroy placed the first aid kit in the closet and locked the door. “For the record, I don’t agree with this plan. It’s your responsibility.” He moved forward and stood behind Samuel as he keyed in their destination.

      “Get back,” Samuel shouted.

      “You’ve put in the wrong coordinates.” Alroy pointed to the screen.

      “You want me to punch you again?”

      “Fine. Let’s see where you’re taking us.”

      While they bantered, Candice looked at the screen’s coordinates and compared that to the papers in front of her.

      “Sam—”

      Samuel pushed the green button on the black dashboard just as Alroy sat in his chair and started to buckle his seat belt. The whining sound of the start-up drowned out Candice’s words.

      The POD shook oddly and jolted to a stop.

      Lavinia checked the computer screen to her right. The landscape outside the POD looked like a jungle or perhaps a rain forest, tall trees, sunlight filtering through the foliage, and two brown monkeys staring at them as if they could see the POD. She spotted a river in the distance and two huts with grass roofs about thirty feet away.

      In front of her, Samuel and Candice stared out their large window. Both of them leaned forward.

      “I was just saying. You did the coordinates wrong,” Candice said. “Here. I’ll do it.”

      Across from Lavinia, Alroy grinned like the Cheshire Cat.

      Candice cleared the coordinates and reentered them. Lavinia leaned forward to tell Candice she needed to adjust the coordinates for their current location.

      As she pointed toward the controls, Samuel slapped her hand away. Before Lavinia could speak, he hit the green button again. The POD shook for at least twenty seconds, which was unusual. POD travel was almost instantaneous. Finally, they landed again.

      Alroy hung his head to hide his wide grin. He had a knack for putting on an attitude that made things worse.

      “Alroy,” Lavinia shouted. “Look.”

      She held up her computer screen. The POD sat high on a mountain range, in the clouds. The sensation the POD was teetering wasn’t imaginary.

      Alroy unbuckled his seat belt. “Get up you two. Now.”

      “No,” Candice said. “We can do this.”

      “Do you know where we are?” Lavinia asked, standing and moving forward.

      “Yes,” Samuel said. “I do. Sit down. I’ve got this.”

      She glanced at Alroy.

      “I say, let them dig their own grave,” Alroy said and pointed to her chair.

      She sat, thinking this was their grave too. Finally she said, “You do know that the coordinates are wrong, don’t you?”

      “No, they aren’t. I have them right here.” Candice waved the paper.

      Samuel continued to stare out the window. “We are somewhere in the mountains. High. The Andes?” He spoke as if he were talking to himself.

      Alroy was enjoying the fiasco. Lavinia was not.

      Trying as hard as she could to control her voice to sound normal and not yell, she spoke.
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