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  Author’s Note


Regina began with a simple question that refused to leave me alone: 
What if Anne Boleyn had been given a second chance — not as a queen, not as a political pawn, but as a woman?
A decade ago, I wrote a short story, Saving Anne Boleyn, for Leg Iron Books and it can still be found in my anthology, Blackjack. And there it sat. However, I always felt that it deserved more.
Anne Boleyn is one of history’s most fiercely debated figures. She has been praised, condemned, romanticised, vilified, and reinvented countless times. Yet beneath the layers of propaganda, there remains the outline of a real person — intelligent, proud, vulnerable, and shaped by the world that ultimately destroyed her.
In writing this novel, I wanted to honour that woman.
Although Regina is a work of fiction, I have tried to stay true to what we know — or can reasonably infer — about Anne’s character, her upbringing, her faith, and her final days. Where history is silent, I have filled the gaps with empathy rather than invention for its own sake. My aim was not to rewrite the past, but to explore the emotional truth of a life cut short.
The time‑travel element allowed me to ask another question:
How would a modern man respond to meeting someone whose story he has known since childhood — and whose fate haunted him?
Spencer Alleyn is not a hero in the traditional sense. He is an engineer, a widower of sorts, a man who has lived too long with the consequences of a single impossible choice. His journey is not about changing history on a grand scale, but about confronting love, loss, and the weight of time.
Regina: Saving Anne Boleyn, is a time travel novel that is not really interested in time travel, a historical novel that is not really interested in history, and a love story that takes its time in the best possible sense. This book is, at its heart, a story about second chances — the ones we take, the ones we miss, and the ones we dare to imagine.
If you are a lover of Tudor history, I hope you find something here that resonates with the Anne you know.
If you are a lover of romance, I hope you feel the quiet ache that runs through Spencer’s story.
And if you simply enjoy a tale that asks “what if?”, then I hope Regina gives you a few moments of wonder.
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  Chapter 1
Bristol, 2091


Spencer Alleyn walked into his kitchen and stood, puzzled. The kettle was missing. He looked around but couldn’t see it. The sink and counter were piled with dirty dishes. The dishwasher had broken weeks ago. He didn’t have the money to repair it. Not now. 
He half laughed as he looked at the mess. The retirement fund all spent now. He was broke. In his head he heard the echo of a voice:
“I had servants for that.”
Yes, she would.
That kettle, where was it?
“I must have left it somewhere.”
He went back into the living room, his knees and hips hurting as he leaned on his stick. Age always came with companions and his came with arthritis and a failing memory, which, he thought was the height of irony.
The living room was empty now but for the sofa, a small table and the machine. It wasn’t in here. When did he last see it? This morning, he thought, at breakfast.
He retraced his steps of the morning opening cupboards and drawers, slamming them shut. In one cupboard he found the fruit juice.
“Silly old fool. That’s supposed to be in the fridge. What was I thinking?”
He picked it up and opened the fridge where he found the kettle.
He swore softly. These little lapses were becoming more frequent. His time was running out.
Yet time waited.
Time needed fixing.
He went over to the machine and lifted the dust cover, placing a hand on the metal, feeling it cool beneath his hand. How many years now? He hesitated. If he did this, there was no coming back.
Unbidden she crossed his mind. The dark hair and eyes. The smile, the sharp retorts. Even now, he could see her standing imperiously as if in a Tudor court, commanding an army or riding a motorcycle as if she was invading France or swearing at the seagulls that stole her chips. He smiled as the memory came unbidden from sixty years ago.
That long? Too long. A woman he should never have met.
Time. Always time.
What was that saying, it waits for no man? But man waits for time, he thought.
No, he would have to wait in this world, hoping that her faith in the next would be true. He wished he shared that faith, but he never did. How could he?
He hesitated, his hand still on the machine. He couldn’t do it.
He leaned his head forward, his forehead resting on the metal, feeling it pressing against his skull. What would Steve have said?
He smiled, seeing that slightly rounded face with thin sandy hair again. A friend who had stayed with him for a lifetime. He could almost hear his voice echoing from the past.
“Goddammit! Spence, not again. Haven’t you done enough?”
But, he thought, arguing with himself, what if he could put it right? What then? 
Once he had thought about destroying it. Had he never invented it, life would have been simpler. For everyone. But here it was. Still.
He went to the window and looked out. The world had moved on. These days, he hardly left. Outside was for another generation. A generation who had no idea what he had achieved. They just saw an old man who had become left behind as his technology grew outdated and theirs took over.
He never learned to love the silent electric vehicles, preferring the fire-breathing noise from a V twin motorcycle with its vibrations and side-to-side lurch when he crunched it into first gear. Nor could he learn to live his life online. People hardly ever went out anymore. The pub had become a thing of the past. No one socialised in person. And dating… He grunted. He’d asked a neighbour once how young people dated these days and the answer was it was all online.
He sighed. Even when he was in his thirties, he could see the trend starting, but now, a population that exercised indoors and never smelled the blossom on the trees was not a society he wanted to be a part of.
He recalled once seeing archive footage of a steam train driver bemoaning the coming of diesel.
“I can’t adapt to that,” he’d said. “Time for me to go.”
Spence realised that he was now that steam train driver. Time for him to go. The world had moved on. He was no longer a part of it.
He frowned.
The kettle.
Of course, he was going to boil the kettle. Better do that.
He wandered back into the kitchen and put a tea bag in a mug and switched the kettle on. He stood, looking out of the window onto the small patch of ground that served as a communal garden. A robin hopped along the fence and next door’s cat sat on the lawn, twitching its tail. Spence grunted.
“No chance, matey.”
The cat leapt, and the robin flew into the air, and the cat landed empty-handed as the kettle boiled.
“Just don’t shit in the flowerbed, her downstairs will be on the warpath.”
Spence made himself a tea and walked back into the living room.
He sat at his desk, took two painkillers and then picked up his pen. He held it lightly in his hand and pondered on it. Even when he was young in the 2020s, such a thing was considered archaic. A fountain pen was a statement as well as a writing implement. Now, as the century was breathing its last, it was an antique. But then, he thought, so was he. An antique who put the kettle in the fridge.
“I’m losing it.”
Maybe he should, he thought. Anything is better than this.
On the desk, the small box sat unopened. Sealed as it had been the day he bought it. It seemed so small for the cost. His entire pension fund blown on this. Was it worth the sacrifice? He held it, feeling it light in his hand, a slight rattle from the contents inside, almost daring him to do it.
One last time. His hand trembled as he held the pen in his fingers, looking at the box, knowing what it meant, what it could do.
One last time.
He sighed, took the top off and placed the nib on the paper.
“I can’t stay.” He looked at the box again. “Dammit. Now.”
“Time travel was always supposed to be impossible. One of the great barriers to travelling from one point in time to another is knowing exactly where you will land. Hence, you would have to know precisely where the planet was at any given point in time. Steve Jeffries solved that problem. I have no idea how. He was the mathematician, and I was the engineer. He told me where to point the damned thing, and I made it work. And that’s the thing, it did work, which was why all this happened.
The downside is that we could not go forward. We could only track the past, so that’s where we went. Or, more importantly, I could go. Steve had to stay behind to work it. Without that, I would have been stranded.
It’s a strange thing to fall in love with a woman who died five hundred years before you were born, but that’s what happened to me. I loved her like no other. A fiery comet that burned so brightly, I could never love like it again, nor ever did. I tried. But never succeeded.
Sixty years on, and the ache is still there, burning like an ember in my heart.
Now, here I am. Alone. They have all gone now. Steve, Stephanie, Piers and her. But she was never supposed to have been here in the first place. For sixty years, I have been alone despite the people around me. And one by one, I have been attending funerals; now there is just me and no one to attend mine.”
He stopped, placed the pen on the desk, and looked at the machine covered in dust, as it had been for decades now. He picked up the pen and continued writing.
“Now, alone, I cannot go on. I am done. However, there is one final thing I can do. But I cannot return. But that’s fine. Why would I want to?”
Why would he want to have to search for the kettle he’d misplaced or walk into a room and wonder why he was there?
He put the cap back on the pen and looked down at the letter. He wasn’t sure who would read it. But perhaps it would offer some explanation to whoever found it.
He shrugged. Would it even survive?
He pulled out another sheet of paper and wrote another letter. He folded it up, put it in an envelope, and addressed it. Then a second one, addressing that as well. He looked at the names. They would understand why. They were his final goodbye.
He stood and walked to the machine. He pulled off the dust covers and ran a hand along it. Like a ray gun with a screen at the thick end and a long stalk with a coil around it at the thin end, it was two metres long and the thickness of a small tree trunk. Except this wasn’t a ray gun. It wasn’t a weapon at all.
He looked around. These were the last few seconds in this place and time.
“One last time, eh?”






  
  Chapter 2
Bristol, Present day


Years of work had brought Spence to this moment—this fleeting second in time. To see someone he had admired for so long. It was a history lesson in school that triggered an interest in the Tudors. Then he watched the old TV series on Henry VIII’s six wives. By the time he watched it, it was showing its age, but his parents thought he’d like it as he was studying the period at school. Despite the antique production methods, he lapped it up. For Spence, the tragedy of Anne Boleyn resonated, and it continued to resonate into adulthood. 
Among the books on his shelf, full of engineering textbooks, magazines and papers, were history books on the Tudor period.
Time travel had fascinated Spence from an early age. He’d grown up with time travel films and fiction, picking out the paradoxes in such stories, because, as he said, there’s always a paradox somewhere. You can’t change the past, but wouldn’t it be fun if you could?
He met Steve Jeffries at the university.
They shared a flat. The one Spence still lived in. Since Spence had a motorcycle, it gave them both access to transport. Spence was obsessed with passing his test and worked as a barman at a local pub to save up for lessons and test fees. It also gave them the money to buy an old, but mostly reliable Honda CB500. It might not have been the most exciting bike in the world, but it did the job, and Steve happily sat on the back. Happily, that was, apart from the wet, cold winters when he longed for the comfort of a car. Eventually buying the necessary driving lessons and an old Renault 5 that had seen better days.
He would still join Spence for weekends at motorcycle rallies, mostly camping in a muddy field and getting inebriated in the beer tent before packing up early on Sunday morning for the ride back home.
While Spence was an engineer, Steve was a mathematician, specialising in applied mathematics. For Spence, maths was a useful tool, but he never took to it in the same way that Steve did. For Steve, it was as much an obsession as building things was for Spence.
Friday nights were beer and pizza night. It became a routine that saw them through university and followed them into their respective careers.
One night after too many beers, they were rewatching ‘Frequently Asked Questions About Time Travel.’
“This bollocks again,” Steve said.
“Why not? A time-travelling pub. What’s not to like?”
“Because,” Steve said, slurring his words, “It’s all nonsense, that’s why.”
Spence went into a drunken diatribe about time travel, whereupon Steve pointed out what that would mean.
“Spence, Spence, it’s not about when, it’s about where… Think about it.”
Spence tried to focus and looked at Steve as his brain fumbled around with what was said.
“You what?”
“Look, it’s like this, see? The Earth is constantly moving through time and space, see?”
“Yeah, I know that.”
“Well, where we are now, right now, in this moment, see? Well, we aren’t there anymore, because we are moving at 107,000 kilometres per hour. That’s fuckin’ fast, that is.”
Spence narrowed his eyes. Steve was still drifting in and out of focus. He brushed his ear and frowned. “Damned mosquitoes,” he said.
“What I’m saying is, see, we’ve just moved through space by another thirty kilometres. There, there’s another thirty kilometres. Now, if you want to go back to where we were, say two seconds ago, you need to go back to where we were, two seconds ago, not when.”
“My head hurts,” Spence said and passed out.
Later, when sober, Spence asked Steve about it again.
“Okay,” Steve said. “Let’s say you’ve got a time machine. All the stories you see in the films and books are all bollocks, because you’re not going back in a linear route. You have to pinpoint where the Earth was at the exact moment you want to go to”
Spence poured himself a strong black coffee and sipped as he thought about it.
“What if you miss?”
“Can you breathe in a vacuum?”
Spence drank his coffee. “So,” he said. “Two problems. One: the engineering, and the other: the maths. Get the latter wrong, you end up as space debris, right?”
Steve stared at him. “You are serious.”
“Humour me. Let’s just see what it might look like. I have an idea. You can do the maths. Right up your street.”
“What’s got into you? This is all impossible.”
Spence walked across to the bookshelf and pulled down a magazine. “Here, look. This guy reckons it’s possible. He’s even given some basic mechanisms for doing it.”
Steve leafed through the article.
“Wormhole theory? Really?” He turned the magazine over, looking at the cover. “Anyway, this is about circumventing the limitations of lightspeed travel. Great theory, but that’s all it is. Nothing to do with time travel.”
“The principle’s the same, though if you are heading for a specific location.”
“Fair point, but what evidence is there that this even works. Did he build it?” He looked back at the page. “This is over a year old. Is there any update?”
Spence shook his head. “I wrote an email to him asking about progress.”
“And?”
“He built a prototype.”
“Yeah, and?”
Spence hesitated. “It blew up.”
“Oh, good grief.” He stood for a moment, looking out of the window where a robin sat on the fence, fluffing its feathers. “Let me be clear here, Spence. Both of your problems can lead to you getting killed, right?”
“Right.”
“But you still want to give it a go.”
“Yup. Why not?”
“Wrong question. Why?”
Spence said nothing for a moment, and Steve followed his involuntary gaze.
“Tudor England?”
Spence shrugged.
“Fer fuck’s sake, Spence.”
Silence.
“Let me get this straight, you want to go back to the fifteen hundreds? And some half-arsed wormhole machine is your plan? Can you even hear yourself?”
“But it’s a start. I can pick up where he left off. Work out where he went wrong. Give it a go. It’s worth a punt.”
Steve put his mug down. He shrugged. “Okay. I’ll play along. Why not? It’s a theoretical possibility. The maths problem might be fun. But you’d have to create a working machine to navigate to the point in space where you want to go. That’s rather more complex than the maths. And it blowing up doesn’t fill me with confidence.”
Spence grinned. “You leave that to me. It’ll be fun.”
He put the magazine back, and Steve watched him. For just a second or so, his hand strayed to the book on Henry VIII.

      ***It took several years of experimentation and building before Spence had a working model capable of opening a wormhole from one point in space-time to another. He blew the fuses a few times in the building, much to the annoyance of the other occupants, and on one occasion, a complaint led to a visit by the landlord.
Puzzled by what appeared to be some sort of ray gun, the landlord asked what, exactly, it was he was building.
“MoD,” Spence said, touching the side of his nose and winking.
“Ah,” the landlord said, retreating slightly. “’nuff said.”
With a promise not to blow the electrics, Spence was largely left alone to experiment. When he wasn’t at his desk in Filton, he was tinkering on the machine. Steve commented once that maybe he should find himself a good woman to ground him in reality.
Each modification came a little closer to creating a wormhole. Once, he had the beginning of one, but it collapsed almost as soon as it happened with a fizz and pop as the circuits blew.
At least, he told himself, it didn’t blow up.
He tried again, and there it was, tantalisingly hovering in front of the machine before collapsing again.
“Bugger.”
More tweaks. More adjustments, then one day, the machine hummed steadily, and there it was, whirling in front of him, a wormhole that led somewhere. But where, he had no idea. He had created the corridor, but it was aimed somewhere in space. 
He stood watching the swirling matter like a whirlpool, but through the wall to wherever the other end was.
“Good lord!”
He watched, entranced as the patterns and colours spiralled before his disbelieving eyes.
“It fucking works. It fucking works!”
Now he needed Steve’s calculations. He picked up his phone and dialled Steve, his hand shaking so much that he struggled to hit the numbers.
Steve, meanwhile, sat at his computer, playing with the mathematics.
“This is all bullshit,” he said more than once.
“So humour me,” Spence said.
“What do you think I’m doing?”
Then one day, the two lines of the project came to a meeting point. And Steve picked up the call.
“Good God,” he said. “I’m coming over.”
They stood together looking at the thing, the entrance to another place in space and time, not quite realising just how big this was, the colours reflecting in their widened eyes. Spence looked at Steve with a broad grin on his face. Steve nodded.
“You didn’t believe I’d do it.”
Steve shrugged. No point in denying it.
“We need to try it,” Spence said, his breathing fast and shallow.
“Agreed. But let’s play safe,” Steve said. “Two minutes ago.”
Spence nodded.
“Put the coordinates into the machine,” Steve said, reading out the numbers on his laptop.
Spence complied, then they fired it up. 
It blew the fuses. The woman in the flat below started banging on the ceiling with her broom handle.
“Okay, try again,” Spence said.
They reset the fuse box and tried again. The control screen lit up with an image of the room in the flat. Spence looked at the coordinates.
“So, two minutes again.”
“Two minutes ago. Off you pop. I’ll wait here. I will bring you back.”
The wormhole opened, and Spence took a deep breath. He hesitated for a second, his heart racing. This was it.
“Now or never,” he said and stepped into it, and he was gone.
“Can you hear me?” Steve said through the headset.
“Loud and clear. And I can see us, fiddling with the machine, but everything is frozen.”
“That’s why we didn’t see you. You’d better come back now, or you will forever be two minutes out of phase with the rest of us.”
Spence came back through the wormhole with a grin.
“Well, that worked.” He stood, shaking slightly. “Although I think I came close to cardiac arrest for a moment there.”
“It worked for a small jump. A bigger one will be trickier. The slightest miscalculation….”
“And I’ll be breathing in a vacuum.”
“Quite so.”

      ***“Okay,” Steve said. “It works.” He sat back in his chair, looking at a machine that resembled a mixture of a nineteen-fifties sci-fi ray gun and nineteen-nineties spectrum gaming, with a touch of twenty-first-century Windows screen control, mounted on a stand made of two by four screwed together, giving the whole ensemble a distinct steampunk effect.
Having pinpointed the Earth’s position at a given moment, those coordinates were now fed to the machine, not a date. The date was calculated separately using Steve’s algorithm.
“Why not just build that into the machine? I could make space for it on the console,” Spence said.
Steve shook his head. “You don’t have enough computing power in that thing. This way is more reliable.”
“Well, where will I go next?”
Steve typed in a date and watched as the code he’d built passed out the coordinates.
Spence typed them into the machine. Steve took his place, and Spence switched it on. There was a steady hum, and the wormhole opened up.
“Off you go. Thirty seconds, remember?”
He looked at Spence, his jaw tight. One slight miscalculation, and that was it, Spence wouldn’t be coming back. He lightly tapped Spence on the shoulder, and Spence nodded slightly.
“I know.”
They said nothing for a moment as they looked at the wormhole.
Ten years.
“Okay.” Spence felt his heart fluttering again. He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “Here we go.”
He lifted a hand and stepped into the void. He felt a slight rush this time, then he was on the other side. He grinned. The flat as it was some ten years ago. He looked at himself and Steve sitting on the threadbare couch, getting very, very drunk as they discussed the possibility of time travel. 
That couch went into a skip years ago. Funny seeing it again after all these years. That picture on the wall. That went, too. No one wanted the tennis player anymore.
He leaned over his younger self. “It works,” he said, “and I’m that damned mosquito.”
He stood back eyes wide open. He had created a time loop. He felt a light spinning in his head.
“Fucking hell, Spence.” A time loop.
“Come on,” Steve said through the earpiece. “Get back here or you’ll be stuck.”
“If I do, I know how to build a time machine.”
“Yeah,” Steve said, “but you will have to keep going backwards.”
“Ah, yeah, of course…”
He stepped through the wormhole and stumbled slightly from the rush.
Steve reached out to steady him, an eyebrow raised.
“The longer distance, I guess,” Spence said.
Steve nodded.
Spence stopped.
“What?”
“Did I see you talking to yourself?”
“I already did. I completed the time loop.”
“Jesus, Spence. Look, don’t touch. God knows what damage you could do.”

      ***“How far should we try now?” Spence said.
Steve rubbed his chin. “Not too far yet. How about fifty years?”
Spence nodded. “Nineteen seventy-six it is, then.”
“The hot summer?”
“My parents said it was a scorcher that went on forever. They went to Bath in the middle of it and said they just sat watching the tourists. July fifteenth. Dad said it sticks in his mind.”
“Let’s try that then.” Steve turned back to the computer and put in the date. “July fifteenth, then.”
“Sounds good.”
They fired up the wormhole again. The machine hummed, and it opened up.
“Wish me luck.”
He stepped into the void.
“Aargh!”
“What is it?” Steve said. “Come back, now!”
On the other side, Spence dropped several feet from the wormhole onto the flagstones outside the Abbey. He clutched his left leg and stood.
Shit! Fucking hell!
He looked around and tried walking. It was jarred. Nothing else. No serious damage, thank god.
“What’s up, Spence? Talk to me.”
“I’m okay, just a bit winded and scraped my leg.”
“What happened?”
“Slight misalignment, I think.”
Looking across the square, he saw his parents as they were back then. Young, happy, not yet married, taking in the heat of the day. Then it occurred to him. If he got stuck, he would be older than them. He reached for his forehead, and it felt damp. He swore again.
“I need to do a running jump,” he said. “The wormhole is just far enough off the ground to make it difficult.”
He looked at it. Already the wormhole was starting to shrink.
He breathed. Not enough time.
“Well, hurry up.”
Spence walked back several yards and started running. 
If this doesn’t work…
He leapt back into the void, legs flailing, landing in the flat with a thump.
“That was iffy,” he said, breathing heavily.
“I told you, if we are off by just one point…”
“Yeah, I get it. Still, at least there was an Earth here to land on, even if it was a bump.”
He sat on the sofa and sighed. Now, back home, it washed over him.
“That could have been bad.”
“What have I said all along? We can stop it here…”
Spence shook his head. “We were only slightly off.”
Steve sighed. “There’s a difference between taking risks and being reckless.”
“I know,” Spence said. “Beer?”
Steve nodded.
Spence went to the fridge and opened it; his hand was shaking, and he gripped the door a little more tightly. He looked back, but he didn’t think Steve had noticed.
He swore under his breath. Then shook his head.
“We’ve come this far,” he said, handing a can to Steve.
Steve looked at him as he cracked open the can.
“You sure?”
Spence nodded and took a gulp of the beer.
“Yes. I’m sure.”
Steve nodded. “Leave it for a day or two. Let me go through the calculations. You need to come back down to Earth anyway.”
“Fine.”

      ***Steve called around late one evening, a couple of days later.
“Can’t stay long. Early lecture in the morning. I just thought you’d want to know what I found.”
“What did we miss?” Spence said.
“Subtle changes in continental drift, geological settlement, I think. I need to double-check the calculations to be sure. Of course, it could just be a mathematical error. Either way, keep it shut it down for a bit while I run the figures to be sure. I suggest a similar jump to be certain I’ve got it right before we start messing about with centuries.”
Spence nodded. “Time I hit the sack anyway.”
“Sure, see you tomorrow evening.”
The following day, Steve was sitting at the desk with a smile on his face.
“What was it?” Spence said, making himself a coffee.
“As I thought, subtle changes in continental drift and geological settlement. That’s calculable, so I fed it into the system. I suggest going back to 1976 for one more jump than trying for a big one. Have you thought about where you are going?”
Spence grinned. Oh, yes, but let’s do this one first.”
Steve tapped in the dates and watched the laptop spit out the coordinates. He hesitated for a second. Then turned to Spence, who keyed them into the machine. They exchanged eye contact but said nothing.
The machine hummed into life, and the wormhole opened, and Spence walked into it. Thirty seconds later, he walked out again.
“Well?” Steve said.
Spence held up his thumbs. “Proper job,” he said.
Steve nodded. Then it all works. Where are you going?”
“Tower Hill, May nineteenth 1536.”
Steve frowned. “What was so special about then?”

      ***Spence took a deep breath and thought about the time and energy they had spent getting to this point. A point that Steve had believed impossible, yet here they were. He placed a hand on the machine that looked like it was held together with sticky tape and string. The two of them had created the wormhole across the folds of time. The span of a little over thirty seconds remained a rigid restriction as the Earth moved. Also, oddly, it was live for only a millisecond or so at the target end. So it opened and closed without anyone at the open end being aware, which was why Spence didn’t see himself when he went back for two minutes, or his parents never saw him when he went back to Bath fifty years previously. He could observe, but not interact.
“When you get there,” Steve said, “you will be part of the physical world, but slightly out of phase with it. How much more given the extra distance, I can’t say.”
“I’m still not sure that makes much sense. I’ll be there, part of that world. I get it, that everyone looks like statues…”
“Remember when you whispered in your own ear? You thought it was a mosquito?”
Spence nodded. “I couldn’t resist.”
“You are a cracking engineer, Spence,” Steve said, looking at the machine, “but sometimes I wonder about you. No harm was done, but there was an interaction. A ripple, if you like. We don’t want any more like it, okay?”
He paused. “Jump, look, then come back. The world will still operate the same, but you are in and out too fast for anyone to see.”
“But I might seem like a mosquito.”
“Yup, that’s it. If you don’t come back, then at some point, you will appear out of nowhere and given that it’s Tudor England, breathing in a vacuum may be a preferable option. Quicker, like.”
He looked at Spence, saying nothing, his body perfectly still.
Then his body relaxed slightly, and Spence gave a half-smile. Finally. He would get to see her. The real Anne Boleyn. Steve’s eyes narrowed slightly, and he gave the barest shake of the head.
Spence nodded. They switched everything on. As with the fifty-year jump, Spence felt his chest tighten. Dying in a vacuum or being burned alive as a witch?
“Good God!”
He jumped.

      ***19th May 1536
It had been raining. Underfoot, it was damp, and drizzle still clung tenaciously to the air. A sad little group stood in the clammy half-cold, looking at the scene being played out on the scaffold before them. Bloodlust or mere curiosity?  Who knew? The mighty fall, and their blood was let as a sacrifice to a capricious monarch. 
A small, sad procession walked out of the Queen’s house across the quad to the scaffold. Accompanied by her two attendants, Anne, dressed in an ermine mantle over her simple dark gown with a square neckline, cut a dignified figure. Her dark hair tucked into a linen coif, she had a slight spring in her step, despite walking to her doom—a final morsel of defiance. She looked at the crowd with a thousand-yard stare, daring them to speak.
And so it was with Anne.  Her failure led to this ignoble end. The lies, the trumped-up charges, the Star Chamber, her passionate defence. None of it mattered, for her fate was sealed with her failure to deliver a male heir, and Henry grew increasingly irritated by her assertive behaviour. What was once alluring became her death sentence. Now, here, on this drab morning, she played out the endgame. Somewhere, her successor, Jane Seymour, was enjoying the king’s attention. Her nostrils flared slightly at the thought.
Allowing her eyes one last sight, she knelt and remained still while the blindfold was secured. She felt her breath come a little more quickly, but she remained outwardly calm. It would be over, soon enough.
Kneeling, blindfolded before the desultory crowd, she awaited her fate. The French swordsman stood behind her, his blade lifted to its zenith, about to strike in a second or so.
And so the tableau was, in the second that the wormhole opened—a moment frozen in time.
“Well?” The voice in Spence’s earpiece asked.
“Spot on,” he replied, stepping onto the scaffold. “This is the exact moment of the execution. Wow.”
“Well,” Steve said, “you have thirty seconds, then the wormhole closes.”
Spence looked around at the scene. The condemned, small and tragic, kneeling before the executioner, her skin pale, pallid in the grey overcast, her hair tucked into the coif, and the blindfold hiding her dark eyes. The crowd below, awaiting the moment, so that they could rush off and inform the king – and the Seymours. The role of Queen was about to shift, and along with it, the balance of power, from Boleyn to Seymour and all it was waiting for was the demise of the current holder.
He looked around. The crowd frozen in their moment of mawkishness. Blank eyes, slightly open mouths. And Cromwell in his moment of triumph. He allowed himself a smile. Short-lived triumph. In due course, he would follow his victim to the scaffold, but his turn would be messier, more brutal.
“Henry will have your blood too, Thomas, you just don’t know it yet.”
He took a breath as he looked. Even if it was murder.
Who was keeping count anyway? Spence thought. No one here knows the king they fear and worship alike, will get through another four before he finally keels over.
It wasn’t the same as the dramas he had watched, from the 1970’s Six Wives, to Wolf Hall. It was more mundane, he thought. Smaller. Ritual killing carried out by the orders of the king was almost business as usual.
This was what he had come to see.
He looked at her. Small, blindfolded, yet dignified in the face of death. A death that she should not be facing.
He swore.
“Spence, come back now.” Steve’s voice echoed in his ear.
He ignored it. All those years. All the late nights, the missteps, the blown fuses, the oh so close wormholes for this. This tiny moment just to look at her and walk away.
The wormhole was closing.
Walk away and leave her to her fate. In seconds, the blade will strike.
Walk away.
The wormhole was closing.
Walk away…
“Fuck it. I can’t.”
A moment of madness took hold of him. A split second of defiance. All of the rules of time travel were cast aside as Spence made a decision.
I can’t…
Then why are you here?
To look. Not to interfere.
No one will miss her.
He looked at the crowd, at Cromwell.
She’s dead now anyway in this world.
Just as the wormhole was about to close, he crouched forward and swept the condemned woman into his arms and strode into the vortex. As he lifted her, she went limp in his arms.
“Dammit, she’s out of phase.”
He grunted as he lifted her limp body up and pulled her close, wrapping his arms around her unresponsive weight, dragging her from the sixteenth century to the twenty-first, the rush of the wormhole pulling them through time and space.






  
  Chapter 3
Bristol Present Day


Steve turned from his screen as Spence stepped out of the vortex. He staggered under Anne’s weight. Her body was still limp, and she slipped from his arms as he landed and lost balance, ending up alongside her on the floor with a thump. 
He lay panting for a moment, clutching a Tudor queen in the living room of a twenty-first-century flat.
“Christ.”
Steve stood, pushing his chair back, causing it to tip over.
“What the fuck have you done?” 
“Sorry, couldn’t resist.”
He looked at the woman lying apparently unconscious on the floor in an ermine robe. “I couldn’t let her die like that.”
“Jesus, Spence! You’ve messed with the continuum.”
He started pacing, his hand to his forehead.
“How do we fix this? You idiot! You fucking idiot!”
“She was dead anyway.” He looked at the inert body sprawled on the floor. “I’ll put her on the bed.”
“She’ll be out of phase.”
“Mmm. But it might reassert itself.”
“Might, being the operative word. For all I know, she will be like that forever, like, like…” He closed his eyes, struggling for words. “Locked-in syndrome. Yes, that’s it. She could be like that. Have you thought about that? No, of course you haven’t. In the meantime, you don’t think that the history books will notice?”
Spence looked at him. The moment of madness just came home to roost.
“Shit. Sorry.”
He knelt beside Anne and took her wrist.
“There
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