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ABOUT ASSASSINATING YESTERDAY

Time Travel Rule #1: Don’t interact with anyone for any reason. 


Yeah, right.

The day Dr. Robinson introduced me to the Temporal Fold Induction Gateway, an entire year passed. If I had known what would happen, I’d have run out the door and never looked back. It was the best year of my life, and I’d give anything to have never experienced it.

When Officer Blackie grabbed my arm in his jaws, his bite damaged the activation switch on my arm and trapped me twenty years in the past. On the run, I was left with only one choice: find my theoretical physicist father and get him to fix the switch so I can return to my own time. All without giving anything away to him... or my mother.

This is book is part of the Project Gateway time travel thriller series.

Project Gateway:
1.0 Assassinating Yesterday
…and more to come!

Also (only at Stories Rule Press):
Mark Posey’s Super-Bundle

Time travel, thriller, action and adventure.


 

PRAISE FOR MARK POSEY’S THRILLERS

All in all, an enjoyable page-turner!

What a fun roller-coaster of a story!

It continues to amaze me how this writer can give us so much in a short story

Oh, you want THIS story!

Wow. Another fast paced totally un-put-downable story from a what is turning out to be a fabulous series

I found myself laughing at parts of this story.

Danger, Intrigue and more twists. Pure entertainment, and makes you think!


 

ABOUT MARK POSEY

Mark Posey is a thriller writer born, raised and living in Edmonton, Canada with his wife, author Tracy Cooper-Posey. He is a retired professional wrestler and father of four—Terry, Matthew, Katherine, and Ashley. He likes cooking, woodworking, and watching hockey when he’s not scrolling through social media or taking an afternoon nap with his three cats—Pippin, Merry, and Strider.
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“The day Dr. Robinson introduced me to the Temporal Fold Induction Gateway, an entire year passed. If I had known what would happen, I’d have run out the door and never looked back. It was the best year of my life and I’d give anything to have never experienced it.” 

 

— Excerpt from the testimony of Special Agent Ryan Cochrane during the Congressional Oversight Committee’s investigation into Temporal Practices and Discrepancies.


 

RIGHT UP YOUR ALLEY

SPECIAL AGENT RYAN COCHRANE

RALEIGH-DURHAM INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT

TERMINAL #2, GATE #7

OCTOBER 6, 2015

5:45 AM EST

 

THE BRIGHT LIGHTS AND PRISTINE appearance of Terminal 2, Arrival Gate 7 in Raleigh-Durham International Airport was both a welcome and unwelcome sight. It was great to be on American soil again after so long in Afghanistan. But, bright lights and the noise of travelers deplaning sucks so early in the morning.

I could have caught a military flight home, but after fifteen years in the field, I can’t shake the us vs. them mindset that pervades both the military and the Central Intelligence Agency. Plus, my paranoid instincts insist I have a cover in place at all times when I’m in public.

I don’t think I’ve ever had a passport in my own name. Traveling as Richard Mackey, I can unobtrusively enter the country and go through Customs and Immigration with a backpack over my shoulder. I can be out of the airport as soon as possible. With the CIA-supplied Mackey passport, no way would anything get flagged. I could sail on through.

“Good morning.” I put on my best tired smile for the TSA agent and shoved the Richard Mackey passport through the opening in the glass.

“Morning.” He didn’t quite scowl but it seemed like this early in the morning wasn’t his cup of tea either. “Where you coming from?”

“Paris.”

“Anything to declare?”

“I’m glad to be home.”

He nodded, scanned the passport, and waited. His eyes snapped to the top corner of the screen, to my face, and to the passport. “Mr. Mackey, can you step to the side, please?” He indicated another TSA agent. She also had the early-morning scowl.

“Sure.” I held out my hand. “Just need my passport back.”

He lifted his chin to the other agent and she strolled forward and took the passport from him.

She opened the passport and glanced at it. “Mr.... Mackey. Please come with me.”

“Is there some problem, officer?”

She kept walking to a door behind the Customs stations. She keyed in the lock code and opened the door for me. “In here, please.”

It looked like an interrogation room. One table, two chairs, one on either side, and, of course, the one-way mirror on the wall. Before I could ask what the hell was going on, the door shut behind me.

“What the actual fuck,” I muttered as I slung my backpack onto the table and boosted myself up beside it.

Not even five minutes later, a kid in an ill-fitting suit stepped inside. He didn’t look old enough to drink. He clutched the Richard Mackey passport. “Special Agent Cochrane?”

Poorly trained, too.

I shook my head. “No, sorry.” I held out my hand. “Richard Mackey.”

He looked like a deer in the headlights. “But, I was told...”

I straightened up and snatched my backpack off the table. “Look, you’ve mistaken me for somebody else.” I slung the backpack over one shoulder. “Am I being detained?”

“Detained?”

“Am I free to go?”

He stepped to the side and opened the door. I’m not sure if he was about to leave or if that was his answer to my question. In either case, I took the opportunity to snatch my passport, shuffle past him and into the concourse.

Somebody’s going to hear about this shit show.
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I GRABBED A RANDOM CAB half-way back in the lineup, over the protests of drivers in front of it. 

On the way to an address a couple blocks from my assigned meet up, I dug out a hoodie and ball cap and swapped them for the many-pocketed hiking jacket I was wearing. No sense being easy to spot.

Out on the sidewalk, after paying the cabbie, I checked my watch, sent a text and looked up something on Google Maps. I was really scanning the area for unfriendlies. Not much chance of that here. This was not Afghanistan. Only, letting my guard down always ensured something bad happened.

After a circuitous route, I entered a bodega and turned my ballcap backwards. There were no customers in the store, so the guy behind the counter said, “They’re waiting for you.”

I made a beeline toward the backroom, yanked the curtain aside, and stepped through. 

The Director of the CIA was there along with someone I did not recognize. Both of them were wearing the usual paper-pusher suit. At least they fit better than junior’s at the airport. 

Having a stranger at the meet-up made me wary.

“Director. What’s up?” I glanced at the stranger.

“Special Agent Ryan Cochrane meet Director Derek Brophy of the National Security Agency.”

I shook Brophy’s offered hand. “Director of the NSA is a military position. You’re out of uniform, aren’t you?”

They both stiffened. “Least obtrusive way to get him in here,” the CIA Director said.

“What’s the NSA want with me?”

“Your being temporarily assigned to an NSA project. It’s right up your alley.”

“What is it?”

“You’ll see when you get there,” Brophy said. “Report to the Temporal Research Facility out in Swans Mill. Dr. Stanley Robinson’s heading up the project. He’ll read you in.”

Just then, the kid from the airport snatched the curtain aside and barged into the backroom. 

I reacted. 

He ended up on his back, eyes wide, with my knee on his chest. 

I’m sure both directors jumped but I was focused on the little shit I had on the floor.

“That’s twice today you’ve almost died, kid.”

“Agent Tambolini, this is Special Agent Ryan—”

“Cochrane. I know. Gave me the run-around at the airport.” Then he glared at me. “Gonna let me up?”

I glanced up at the Directors. “Recruiting them straight out of high school these days?”

Tambolini struggled and tried to push my knee off. I put my full weight on that knee and he stilled. “Son, if we were in any other country, you’d be a corpse on the floor now, and I’d be wiping the blood off my Ka-bar knife.”

“Yeah, yeah,” he shoved at my knee again. 

I let him up.

When he got to his feet, rubbing his chest, I grabbed him by the throat and shoved him backward against the wall. “And the next time you use my real name instead of my cover name, being in America won’t save you. Understood?”

He was pale and his eyes were wide, because I was restricting the flow of blood to his brain. He nodded.

I glanced at Director Brophy. “How do I get to this Temporal Research Facility?”


 

SO MUCH FOR STAYING UNDETECTED

OTHER SPECIAL AGENT RYAN COCHRANE

TEMPORAL RESEARCH FACILITY PARKING LOT

RALEIGH, NORTH CAROLINA

OCTOBER 8, 2015

4:45 AM EST

 

THE NUMBER ONE RULE OF time travel: Don’t interact with anyone for any reason.

Yeah, right.

After nearly fifteen years with the Central Intelligence Agency, my provisional assignment to the Temporal Security Agency and Project Gateway was because they needed someone who could handle anything without flinching. Right up my alley. 

Except this morning at breakfast, my mom told me she’s proud of me. Normally, a pretty good thing. But if I can’t prevent the bad guys from getting their hands on the Gateway, I’ll be forced to correct any anomalies caused by my traveling in time, such as my parents dying in a car crash when I was thirteen.

I’d rather go back to doing wet work in the Middle East. It wasn’t as stressful.
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WHEN I PHASED IN BEHIND the large boulder at the edge of the forest behind the Temporal Research Facility’s parking lot, all my senses went into full-on alert.

I’ve phased in behind this boulder in the middle of the night a couple dozen times or more and always been greeted with all of the cliches for fall in North Carolina – crickets chirping, frogs croaking, and the burbling of the creek back in the forest. This time, all I could hear was the rattling whine of the engines of two ancient VW Westfalias. The buses hippies used to paint daisies on.

“Well, fuck.” 

I was hoping to be here a few minutes before the two vans full of terrorists. I ducked out of sight as the headlights on the Westfalias flashed across the parking lot. As they surged across the tarmac and toward the front of the facility, I slid the KA-BAR knife out of the sheath on my belt. The longer I could remain undetected, the better chance I had of preventing the Gateway from falling into terrorist hands.

This early in the morning, the sodium vapor parking lot lights and the facility’s exterior lights still illuminated the area, much to my chagrin. There was no cover over the fifty yards across the parking lot to the vans. I had to wait for them to exit the vans and focus on their approach to the facility’s front door. Had to prevent them from going through that door.

There were about a dozen of them and they couldn’t have stood out more if they’d tried. Swarthy skin, bushy beards, keffiyehs and thoubs. Most of them had AK-47s, too. As I charged out from behind the boulder, for a moment, it felt like I was back in Iraq, except I had no M4 to lead the way. 

The first of them I came to was still beside one of the Westfalias. I grabbed him from behind, one hand over his mouth and dragged the KA-BAR blade across his throat. Cut off half of his beard in the process. He never made a sound as blood burst from the wound.

It splattered over the back and shoulders of the thoub of the closest terrorist, not even twenty feet away. As I shoved the now-dead terrorist to the ground in front of me, I watched the guy reach for whatever had hit his shoulder.

I knew I wasn’t going to be able to reach him in time, as he brought his hand up in front of his face and turned to find the source of the blood.

My throw buried the knife in his neck before he could utter a sound. His hands scrabbled at his throat as his knees buckled and he toppled forward.

I stooped to grab the AK-47 of the first terrorist and heard a voice swear in Arabic to my left and whirled, bringing the Kalashnikov up.

The boy stood at the back of the van. Couldn’t have been fifteen yet. Radicalized. Dark eyes wide, staring at the barrel of the rifle. He swallowed thickly, the scattering of peach fuzz on his throat rippled. Panic skittered across his face and he put his hands out to ward off the shot.

Can’t be helped. Wrong place, wrong time.

I heard the running footsteps from the other side of the Westfalia in time and whirled. The terrorist wore a snarl as he charged around the front of the van. 

So much for staying undetected.

As my shot caught him full in the face, I heard a whoosh from ahead of me. I sidestepped so the terrorist’s lifeless body didn’t collide with me and an explosion knocked me back a step.

A terrorist at the front of the pack tossed an empty AT4 aside after the RPG slammed into the wall beside the research facility’s front door. Seconds later, another whoosh and another RPG obliterated half of the now-weakened wall and terrorists clambered inside.

I couldn’t do anything but watch helplessly from beside the empty Westfalias. As I threw the Kalashnikov on the ground, I wondered briefly where that kid had gone. I yanked up my sleeve to expose the repaired activation switch that would return me to the time I came from.

I pressed the switch and the facility and parking lot faded out around me. If I was correct, I’d be back. I’d have to return to a future I needed to prevent before too much damage occurred.

Maybe next time, I’d have better luck defending the Gateway from inside the facility.


 

AN INSIDE JOB

OTHER SPECIAL AGENT RYAN COCHRANE

TEMPORAL RESEARCH FACILITY MAIN LABORATORY

RALEIGH, NORTH CAROLINA

OCTOBER 8, 2015

4:45 AM EST

 

THE WHITE AND STAINLESS-steel sterility of the Temporal Research Lab phased in around me. As per usual when I phased back, I was in the Gateway Staging Area, in the far back corner of the lab. It was quiet enough, I thought the place was empty this early in the morning. But, being back in the walled-off staging area, I couldn’t see most of the lab.

The two Westfalias full of terrorists would be skidding to a stop out in the parking lot any second now. I had phased in already in crisis mode and tossed my empty backpack on the platform beside the Gateway and sprinted out of the staging area into the back section of the lab. It was a rabbit warren of stationary island workbenches and was rimmed with storage cabinets and countertops as far as the eye could see. I glanced up at the large red numbers on the digital clock on the back wall beside the staging area.

4:45 AM. Shit!

Dr. Robinson stood inside the front section of the lab with his usual clipboard, one of his two assistants beside him. The other leaned against one of the stainless-steel tables littered with the sorts of bits and pieces found in a physics lab. It reminded me of my father’s basement workshop.

I charged toward them, dodging and shuffling around and between all the clutter and benches in the back section and through the wide opening to the front section. “Everyone and everything into the bunker, now!” I yelled. 

The three of them jumped but looked confused. In their subjective time I had only just left. 

In my subjective time, I had been gone over a week. Robinson would go ballistic if he knew what had happened during that week. When he’d brought me into the project, he’d said it was because he needed someone who could handle anything without flinching. Now I needed him to not flinch.

Robinson said, “Agent Cochrane, calm down. You’re no longer in 1995.”

“No time to explain, Doc. Trust me. Terrorists are about to hit this facility. They’re after the Gateway. I need all three of you, all your research, the Gateway and its laptop in the bunker!”

When the first explosion shook the building, I sprinted toward the lab door, reaching for the emergency button to seal the doorway. When the seals were engaged, it was more secure than a bank vault. 

A second explosion rattled the rafters.

It was as though someone hit the fast-forward button. All three rushed about, scooping up files and chucking boxes of research onto a cart. 

Shouts and automatic weapons fire sounded. The corridor filled with smoke. I slammed the button and heard the telltale hiss-clank, hiss-clank, hiss-clank of the actuators sealing the thick steel and bullet-proof glass door. 

When I turned around, the three of them stood frozen in place, slack
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