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THE CAST

Foreword 

In 1897 H. G. Wells used his Time Machine to remotely kidnap Kate Thomason from two hundred years in the future.

Kate awoke from a massage in Wells’ bedroom. Neither her twenty-first century knowledge nor her skills as a healer were appreciated in Queen Victoria’s time, but Kate’s ravishing good looks proved she could always get by, anywhere, anytime.

She joined Wells and his friends hunting for the Loch Ness Monster in the Nautilus submarine, guided by an irascible Scotsman named Dougray Cameron.

In their many adventures there were many heroes, and in time Kate came to love  Doug. The pair married and went to Inverness to live quiet lives while trying to start a family.

This is the setting for our story’s beginning.
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PART ONE 

The Kneeling Giant 


Chapter One 

The Chrononaut faced off against her friend, her toned body alert yet relaxed. She felt the small stone under her foot, the slight tickle of breeze off the loch, saw the wisps of vapor from their breaths, but as she and her foe circled, watching, waiting, feinting, she paid them no heed. Subtly the other’s weight shifted and then faster than a heartbeat a foot struck toward Kate’s head. Her forearm blocked, her own foot flew to the unguarded gut in a feint then she pivoted and her own heel swept headward—but that foot was seized, twisted, and Kate Cameron was whipped to earth. 

Instantly her free leg swept ankles, Kate’s legs were freed and she rolled to a crouch then launched herself, her reflexes coiled and alert, preparing attack tactics while she was yet in the air. 

Without warning a hand seized her shoulder and by reflex her body responded, whipping about to strike the rude intruder. “Aye, my fierce Celtic warrior princess, relax. We’ve need of a talk,” soothed her husband Dougray as he released her wrist. Her body, her breath and mind slowed to the world’s pace again, she shook her arms and shoulders loose that she might engage her man as his wife. With a joyous grin she looked up at her Doug then leapt to kiss him. His interruption left her feeling very physical and immediately she wanted to take him away for the afternoon. But .... 

In a growly purr she asked, “Need of a talk? You’ll not be playing with words now be ye, my husband?” she tilted her head, lowered her eyes, then closed. “‘Talk’ only? Because now I’m feeling keenly a hunger for a more... intimate communication,” she whispered to his ear as she ran her palms over his muscular shoulders, entangled his fingers and pulled him tight into another kiss, her tongue  eager for play. 

Finding himself suddenly in a hurry Doug turned to Kate's opponent and smiled. “Aila, beware this one, she’s full of fire. She’s nae daughter o’ the Scotland we well ken, but I fear she may yet lord it over us all someday. ‘Twas a right good scrap you two were havin’; sorry I missed the warmups. Though it does gladden me to see my martial teachings taken so to heart.” 

“Whatever were the English thinking, teaching Scots to fight without weapons?” Aila taunted. 

“Ye ken well that Victoria wanted her secret service agents to be able to handle aught we face, from dwarves to dragons,” he paraphrased from his oath, then switched gears, remembered his manners. “And Baldie and the boys, they’re well, are they?” he called back to Aila as he and Kate hurried away, Kate’s hand already reaching under his kilt. 

“Dougray Cameron, ye shared the evening meal with us but yestere’en, naught’s changed since then. Kate, I ken this ‘talk’ may be more serious – and more vigorous—than the usual. May God smile on ye and yours. I’ll set about preparing our supper and ye’re welcome to join us, if ye be so inclined,” the stiff breeze carrying away her parting words as she headed off to her home, fifty yards away across the grassy hillside. 

“And His Majesty’s Secret Service, my dearling, is what we must talk about,” he turned back to Kate once they had latched the door. Wary, Kate peered at Doug, working to puzzle out his secret while her fingers tried to distract him from whatever dire news he brought. “’Tis nae so bad as all that, my Kate,” he laughed as turned to feed their fireplace. 

“The king has asked me to check into something weird in Ulster. Somebody’s threatened our friend Tesla’s tower at the north tip of Ireland above Derry, and if that goes the Atlantic dirigible commerce will collapse. I shouldna be gone more than a few days; I just have to investigate a mite and reassure His Majesty that all’s aright. Mind, ‘twould be nae surprise if  there be pesky dwarves at their mischief again,” he pivoted back to his wife. Kate’s affectionate kisses paused and she shuddered, remembering their capture and imprisonment by those same dwarves, Doug’s estranged kinsmen, deep under the heath years before. 

Frustration edging her tone, Kate asked, “But after we saved his mum the queen I thought the crown would have no more claim on us? What was that award and the medals about then?” “My dear, I was given a half-pension for tha’, but they still have a claim on me; on every British subject, if it comes to tha’. And with the pension comes responsibility, and maybe a call back to service. Don’t worry, my love; when I return it will be just like before, old clothes and porridge.”  

Kate looked down, wondering, beginning a pout until he gently lifted her chin that their eyes might lock. “That potion, or whate’er, from the future that gifted you to me, that prevents the wee bairns  – that’s due to wear off soon, nae? Soon after we’ll be havin’ some wee ones abou’, aye? Exceptin’ the squalling and such, our life will be quiet again, raisin’ the wee ones, and now and then I’ll take Nessie out to the Loch, just enough to keep up the sea-serpent charade, drawing customers and tourists for our local tradesmen, filling the shops and pubs and lodging houses that are all paying me and Nessie to keep alive her legend.” 

Inside Kate a peculiar mixture of eagerness, dread and humor welled up.  Her fingers teased across his chest, his back, lower .... “And these bairns—shall they wear kilts, as their father does, or might they be allowed breeches?” she smiled bravely as her hand crept back to his tartan.  

“Aye, kilts! Too big for their breeches, they’ll be, just like their da, the tallest dwarf ever!” 

Kate nodded, her smile struggling,  a bad feeling knotting her belly. Since their marriage she and Doug had never separated for more than a day, and never before on His Majesty’s business. They’d barely escaped with their lives when they’d saved Victoria and her subjects from the elaborate vengeance of the dwarves; she knew how little Doug’s soothing words counted for, but those words were all he could offer to reassure her. She knew well safety was never guaranteed in His Majesty’s Secret Service. 

Faced with the possibility, no matter how remote, of losing her beloved and the future they had planned, Kate’s desire to take hold of, to possess every particle and drop of her husband took over. Acting more playful than she felt, she grabbed the waistband of his kilt and pulled him close. “Ye’ll go nowhere until you’ve satisfied the lady of the realm,” she nuzzled. 

Dougray made not even the pretense of a struggle, and soon she had him on their bed, his kilt bunched up at his waist. “My beloved, my world,” she breathed. “My Kate, my impossible Kate,” his eyes glistening as her fingers traced over his chest, his belly, then leapt over the scrunched-up wool. Even as her hands teased his swollen cock his eyes remained fixed on her face, his fingertips tracing her cheeks. He, too, wanted to savor this, to draw on it in the imminent hours and days apart. “Come to me, my love.”  

They kissed, deeply and tenderly, the beginning of the renewal of the connection that bound them until death parted them forever. Kate stood, removed her boots and socks, unlaced her bustier, unbuttoned her blouse, released her skirt and then the ‘scrapping jodhpurs’ beneath, and finally pulled off her chemise and drawers.  

Dougray watched, immobilized, during the entire performance. For performance it was – despite her apparent nonchalance, Kate was acutely aware that her husband was memorizing and cherishing every delicious motion, every shadowed contour, every time she entrained stray hairs back into her coif. Their smiles betrayed awareness that both knew soon her hair would be mussed, her flesh would be flushed and her brown skin dewy with sated desire. The anticipation of a second round whetted their hunger.  

She lingered, struck a subtle pose, that his eyes might drink more fully of her beauty – for in Doug’s eyes Kate’s voluptuous form was perfect, the product of generations of genetic tweaking, and her lustrous auburn hair, her smooth au lait skin, the swell of her breasts and curve of her hips might make Venus herself envious. In Kate’s own time two centuries hence she’d been nothing special, for all had been graced by the gene-splicer’s magic, but now, cast back two centuries by Wells’ time machine, she was the goddess of love wrought in flesh—supple, yielding, sweet flesh.  

While he removed shoes and socks and sporran and kilt and shirt her heart glowed, knowing that her husband beheld her, as a goddess, as his goddess. In calmer moments she warmed herself with the sureness he would forever see her thus, even were she wrinkled and sagging, her body worn from children and life, such was his love and devotion.  

What gave her such faith? She saw him the same way, with his quiet majesty only she beheld. Dougray Cameron, her Doug, stood only a hair taller than Kate but in his sinewy arms she felt as secure as in a towering fortress.  Once he lay flat they locked eyes again, then her own gaze feasted on his sturdy chest with its dark hair,  down to his flat belly and then down, down,  to what would be the center her world revolved around for the next unmeasurable minutes or hours. 

“Gawd, Kate, come to me already!” he rumbled from deep in his chest. Already she was wet and ready, but they would not rush, they would take their time, they would make the time – Kate would overrule the clock’s miserly measurements to make these moments their oasis in the barren days apart, allow them harken back to the sacred here-and-now whenever doubt or fear intruded. 

Gracefully she settled beside him, boldly touched him, traced with her fingertips and nails, tickling and stroking and fondling. He shuddered and moaned, spread his legs, closed his eyes. Smiling, Kate bent over, kissing his length like a butterfly while playing gently with his testicles. A great shudder wracked his frame and she smiled then opened her mouth wide and took him in. He needed little foreplay but enjoyed what they shared immensely. “Oh, God, Kate, my Kate,” he gasped.  

Kate stroked and sucked and played as Doug’s hips moved in erratic rhythms. Throwing caution to the winds she squeezed and hummed as Doug whimpered, “Kate, know ye what ye’re about?” fully aware that his wife knew very well what she was doing.  

With a prodigious grunt his hips convulsed, and when he’d calmed down she kissed him full on the mouth, forcing his lips apart with her tongue. He took in, sucked in her tongue as she’d sucked him, and then collapsed. “Mind ye, my laird, ye’ll not be leaving until the mistress of the domain is satisfied,” she growled in his ear, so close he shivered in his afterglow.  

“Lay yersel’ down, my darling,” he murmured once recovered somewhat. “Ye will be satisfied, to that I’ll swear an oath.” Rudely he lifted her hips over his own and set her to the side. “Now there’ll be no escapin’. Ye’ll have to get past me ta get ta the door,” he smiled, his own lips hinting at delicious mischief.  

For a moment he leaned on his elbow, again drinking in his wife’s wondrous perfection frankly. “Truly grand, a figure of beauty,” his free arm running up and down her flank. “And ye say all the women of your time are so perfect? And they outnumber the men?” Dougray shook his head, a low chuckle bubbling from his belly. “Wells was a fool– he should have transported himself there, randy philanderer that he be. But for his blunder I am forever grateful,” he murmured, his mouth sampling every part of her dark skin, starting just below her ear. Tempted as she was to reach out to him she held back, accepted his homage, allowed neither of them the distraction.  

Without thinking about it her building heat forced her breasts forward and Doug took the hint. Cradling her left breast with one hand, he moved the other up where his tongue flirted with the nipple, and Kate closed her eyes and selflessly offered her body up to his loving attentions.  

Her other nipple was roused by his thumb and his tongue flicked back and forth, up and down, circling the rigid peak of her breast. Finally, despite her best efforts enhance the suspense, to make this last, her craving cried out, “For God’s sake, Doug, take me, take me now!” her hand settling on his throbbing manhood and pulling it feverishly to her hungry loins, her legs splayed as widely as they might be, ready to pull him as close as she might. 

“Aye, na yet, my beloved,” he whispered, then his tongue trailed down to her swollen mons, where he kissed her long and hard, and then he cleaved her lips and began a delicate teasing dance. God, how she wanted him inside, and how she wanted him never to pause! Seizing his head she ground his face into her crotch, her crotch to his face, a fierce passion driving them both mad for any and all kinds of joining. 

She had to have him, couldn’t even form words anymore, she grabbed his upper arms and pulled him on top. They locked fingers and he drew her arms up high, dominating while she wrapped her legs behind his ass and pulled him in, as huge as he was, in one gasping plunge.  

She came immediately, a writhing, twisting, grunting climax, a climax that was not a finish because they grew yet closer, became the two-backed beast, sweating and bellowing and biting and drooling until in one flesh their separate selves merged and died for a little while in a great spasm, ready for the world again. 

When they came to again they were more human, more sweetly alive, more blessed. Her head rested on his shoulder, her hands stroked lightly over the fur on his chest. “Ah, Kate my beloved, ‘tis all like a dream, a fairy-tale, sometimes.” 

“Mmmm.” 

“What was this about fairies? And had they tails? “

“Hmmm?” 

Doug understood her wordless question, recalled his own childhood and hers were very different. “A fairy-tale, mo chridhre, is a story we tell to the bairns about magic and monsters and heroes and maidens. A way of explaining our world and it mysteries, its blessings and dangers and strangeness to them.” He shifted slightly, gently settled her head on the pillow and raised himself on his elbow. His eyes, so soft and glistening now, invited her into his very soul and its mysteries.  

“There be one tale of a girl, a small girl, unloved by her evil step-mother, made to do all the scut-work in the home. And one day she hears of a great ball to be given by a prince, and she wants so much to go, and she prays and prays to go, just once, to see the glamorous gowns, to sample the food, to dance to the orchestra.  

“Weel, her fairy godmother comes and grants her wish. She’s given a gown, her hair is arranged, a pumpkin is changed to a coach and it’s drawn by mice, who are now horses.” Suddenly his brows raised and Kate knew the next word would be ‘but.’ “But, she could only stay at the ball until midnight. At the twelfth stroke of the chime her gown would become her household dress, her coach become a pumpkin, and the horses, mice. 

“And sometimes I feel like that girl, like all this life with you is a grand bit o’magic, and some sorry morning I’ll wake to find you’re gone. Can ye understand that, mo leannan?” He settled back and nudged her head back on his shoulder and her hand resumed its gentle play. “I canna believe my fortune, I canna believe I’ve been chosen by the Almighty for the honor o’ bein’ your man.”  

Kate noticed a glistening tear creep down the corner of her husband’s eye, watched it swell and then rush down to his ear. She moved her fingertip there, touched the droplet, put it to her lips. By now Kate understood his endearments, his ‘my heart’ and his ‘my lover’ and such, but she had never understood the simple awe he felt when he looked at her, at the powerful, almost religious awe and gratitude she stirred in him. At that moment her heart almost burst with tender love for her strong and beautiful husband, and she vowed once more to cherish and nurture his sensitive soul, hidden from all but her. She purred lightly and snuggled closer on his shoulder.  

Soon the soft snuffling of his gentle snores soothed her to sleep. 


Chapter Two 

After a long time or a short time he woke. Twisting his neck awkwardly his lips tenderly blessed her brow, her damp hairline, her half-closed eyes. With a cocky grin he asked, “Ye wanted ta make sure I’d return to ye, then? Was tha’ what this was abou’?” 

Her eyes full of sleep, her heart full of dread she managed a lazy smile. “Who knows how long I’ll be without you? Can you blame a woman for feasting before her fast?” 

“Aye, but this kind of feasting leaves me hungry again. I trust the mistress of the manse, the lady of the realm, is satisfied?” 

Kate answered with with a purring-cat smile, and Doug went on. “Speaking for myself, this just sharpened my appetite.” His callused palm roamed her skin. “Trust me, my love, I’ll be back, for this and the rest of our life together. Worry not.” He kissed her sweetly then rolled free. 

“Where do you leave from?” 

“There be an airship tower at Inverness.” “Will you  be taking Nessie?” Kate joked. The Loch Ness Monster will be on vacation. Shall I moor her at a dock near the tower, let all see that Nessie’s naught but a submarine, a tourist draw? Nay,” he shook his head, laughing. “Nay, I think not, I’ll be taking the Great Glen Railway to the airship station. ‘Tis slow, but steady, and I’ll be in Inverness in a couple of hours. And then off to Malin Head, in the north of Ireland. Our friend’s Tesla’s tower is thereby, and I’m to check on it. That’s all. Peculiar goings-on thereabouts. We’ll know soon enough what’s afoot, if there be any truth to the tales at all.” 

Sounded simple and safe enough, but still Kate’s soul shivered. 

* * * * *
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Kate and Aila and Baldy and their children all joined Doug on his rail journey to Inverness, to see him off on his mission.  Ever since Kate and Doug had aided the escape of Aila and Archibald – until then known by their pesky dwarf names of ‘Slatterna’ and ‘Droopy’—from the ‘dwarves’ underground empire, their two households had been inseparable. After hugs aplenty Doug proclaimed hearty oaths and promises to tell tales of this small adventure on his return, then Kate and Doug gazed as deeply as a man and woman might into each other’s souls until the horn sounded and finally separation could be delayed no longer. Kate’s husband mounted the stairs to the tower’s top, pausing at the top, his kilt aflutter in the wind while he waved farewell to all. 

Kate watched Doug’s dirigible lurch from the mast and then ease to the west, its aetherpowered propellers scarcely loud enough to be heard over the keening wind. Kate, with Archibald and Aila and their two boys and one girl hanging on Aila’s skirt, Baldie’s arms or Kate’s hand, all stared at the shrinking dot of the airship until it disappeared into the cloud-filled firmament.  

“Ah dinna care for this, Baldie my love. Last night I thought I heard the banshee wail,” muttered Aila. 

His lips thinned with resolve Baldie nodded. “If anybody can beat the banshee, it’s Dougray Cameron, my sweet.” he declared. Kate fidgeted, uncertain. All the way home she sat quiet, thinking. 

Standing alone in their home, Kate turned slowly about. Every item in the room held special meaning, even the very plaster and its lathing reminded her of Dougray’s hands. In this strange life the only place she’d felt like she truly belonged was here, with her husband.  

And now he was gone, never to come back she felt in her gut. Kate choked up slightly with the thought; she would be adrift again in a strange world she still didn’t know. Sure, she’d learned to defend herself, learned to fit in with the peculiarities of Edwardian dress—as translated to Scotland five years after it was fashionable in London—had even begun somewhat to be able to anticipate reactions to her own peculiarities. All that was all alright, she could bear it all, even enjoy the new life—but without Doug all would fall apart. 

Kate resolved to follow him to Tesla’s tower above Derry, praying he would not get into too much trouble before her arrival. 

Chapter Three 

Invisible beams of aetheric energy radiated from the graceful latticework antenna of Tesla’s earth-energy tower, powering her airship nearer and nearer. Just when in sight of it the airship bore south to the airship field at Derry, where it moored to its own mast and Kate debarked. Atop the platform she lingered a bit, sussing out what was what and where was where, taking in her surroundings before taking the lift down and arranging to have herself and her modest baggage taken to lodgings up at Malin Head.  

After registering at the hotel she asked the clerk, “Is it possible to tour to Mr. Tesla’s tower?” The clerk peered intently at her. “I can’t think why. The great monstrosity looks bad enough from afar, ‘tis scant need to approach it to appreciate its hideousness.” 

Kate pouted in her most fetching way. “But we are in the dawn of a new age, are we not? There may be some not intrigued by this marvelous work of man that powers our airship fleet across the Atlantic, but do not count me among them. Just consider what a marvelous age we live in, where in far less than one-hundred-and-eight days one may circumnavigate the globe!  Why, in a few days a woman may travel in complete safety to anywhere in the civilized world! Indeed, even to America!” 

The dour clerk squinted one eye at her, decided she was not having him on, and nodded. “Myself, I don’t see the charm, but there’s a gentleman staying here shares your interest. Perhaps the two of you might share a couple of pints and discuss things, perhaps even find a daft guide to the thing.”  

Kate’s heart leapt in her breast. “Is he in now?” she asked with batted eyelashes, eager to catch the daft gentlemen before he went out, for it could only be her Doug. She quivered inside with delight, anticipating his reaction to her presence. Yes, he might be somewhat put out but only until she won him around and then the two of them could retire to his room before he went off to investigate. Already she was warming to the idea. 

“In a manner of speaking. He’s on the veranda, taking tea; from there you can see the tower as well as any sane soul might care to,” he pointed through French doors. 

Planning how best to surprise her unsuspecting husband Kate hastened through the door, then slowed to approach the man there in silence. But where her Dougray was short, dark and on the rangy side of stocky, this fellow was taller, slender, his shocking red hair peeking from under a large-brimmed hat, wearing a checked suit of Continental cut, his long legs clad in trousers rather than Doug’s ever-present kilt.  

She paused and her shoulders slumped; she wasn’t to share an afternoon rendezvous with her man after all, leaving her both surprised and disappointed. So where was he? And who was this peculiar gentleman who sat entranced by the geometric bare iron, already crusted orange from the salt air’s unrelenting assault? 

At a loss for only a moment she decided to take tea after all, stare at the tower, and plot out her next move once Doug returned from wherever he’d gotten himself to. Once settled and her tea ordered she was amused to see the gentleman was indeed entranced by the half-domecapped cone of great girders, the whole structure whimsically resembling a huge badminton shuttlecock. Abruptly he turned to her and smiled radiantly from the shadow of his hat, his brows arching over a pince-nez of smoked glass. “Quite a wonder, isn’t it? Tesla’s towers, freeing us from the smoke and stink of petrol and coal while granting us the ability to nurse from Mother Earth’s breast rather than gouge and score her nurturing flesh in mad attacks!”  

His giddiness rubbed off on Kate and she wondered aloud, “Ofttimes it seems the future’s arrival comes before we’re quite ready,” scarce comprehending what she, an exile from the future, could possibly mean by these words.  

“Aye, there may be problems, accidents and such, but you can rely on the British spirit to sort them out, overcome them, and continue building on the foundations laid by Faraday, Marconi, Tesla, Maxwell and others!” he asserted, his accent hard to place. He peered at her over his tinted lenses – the intensity in his emerald eyes made her slightly uneasy. “Perhaps you’ve never read any of these speculative writers, such as Verne, or Wells, but I daresay the treasures that lie on the other side of the portals that industry and ingenuity are thrusting open will beggar the imaginations of even the most scoffed-at scribblers!” 

Kate felt oddly charmed by this somewhat overwhelming personality with his shadowed smile and smoky lenses; his enthusiasm, his optimism were a delightful contrast to dour Scotsmen – not that her Doug was such a one, at least not with her. True, he was often grumpy and sometimes rationed his words as if he’d paid dearly for them, but as an outcast among his own angry people he’d learned early to mind his mouth or mend his ways. So acute was the energy her companion aimed her way that she was perhaps too bold in her favorable appraisal of her neighbor – but there was something she couldn’t name that made her truly glad to make his acquaintance. 

Although he was seated she could see he was tall and on the slender side, she guessed over 180 centimeters and less than 80 kilos. His movements, although swift, betrayed a languorous grace, as if waltzing while seated. His vivid orange hair fell over his ears, much as her late friend Oscar Wilde’s had. And yet – perhaps it was the play of leafy shadows on him, or it might have been that his eyes commanded her attention, but she couldn’t quite get a fix on his face. Kate felt somewhat embarrassed at studying her new acquaintance so closely, she a married woman and all, but he was compelling, charismatic -—and so much taller than Doug.      “My most effusive apologies, I do get carried away sometimes. Allow me to introduce  myself,” and like a magician he produced a card. “Errol Koenig.” 

“Kate Cameron,” she offered as she took in the elegant script on the fancy stock. “Is this – Tesla’s tower – is this what brought you here, Mr. Koenig?” 

His teeth gleamed from the shadows. “I had some business in the vicinity, and on perceiving the tower I realized it warranted more attention.” He leaned close to her. “According to our Mr. Tesla, the towers tap into the current flowing through our earth’s crust! Imagine that! An endless supply of free energy, surging and roaring beneath our feet!” Abruptly he turned pensive. “Do you suppose these withdrawals might affect the planet somehow? Slow Mother Earth’s spin? Might freeing up this power from below warm the atmosphere, the fiery forces of electric vulcanism converted to steam and clouds and likely roiling the very aether?” Barely above a whisper he added over a stiff gust that threatened to disrupt her tea service, “I’ve heard fears that, were the flow to be interrupted once tapped, the disruption might be cataclysmic. Civilization itself might be imperiled.” 

The man’s chameleon character unsettled Kate. “I ... I ... I pray not,” she managed. 

Once again at ease he opined, “No, I suppose our scientists and inventors have thought all that through, puzzled it all out,” he mused, then brightened. “And, should any trouble arise, why,” he tapped an elegant finger on his table for emphasis, “technology and science and man’s ingenuity will lead to solutions, don’t you agree? An ever-improving world of evermore elegant enhancements,” he sighed. 

Like an orchestra tuning up, during their conversation the wind had sung and moaned through the distant girders, but now an agonized groan turned their faces across the strait, conversation forgotten. Slowly, slowly one of the legs crumpled and, with a horrible inevitability, the great structure knelt elegantly down in a parody of courtly manners, its glistening head finally bowing into the churning waves.  

Later, whenever she replayed the next few seconds in her head, over and over, Kate realized that the strange percussive beat in the background was her glib companion Mr. Koenig, slow-clapping. 

But at that moment what caused Kate to cry out was seeing a small figure in a kilt swing free of a beam and plummet into the cruel boulders and icy northern currents churning at the cliff base. The icepick piercing her soul told her the figure was her Doug, and she’d just lived through the horror of being witness to her own husband’s death. Surely what the plunge and stones hadn’t shattered the frigid waters would kill.  

The cold seized hold of her heart, squeezed the life from her until she felt certain it should mean her death also. Doug had been her anchor – no, poor choice of images there – his offbeat take on the world – his kilt, his piloting the Loch Ness Monster bringing curious tourists to lonely Inverness, his future as the father of their ‘wee bairns’ and now – his confidence, his wisdom, his security, his gruff wit, even his foolishness – all were gone, lost forever in a prolonged wails as she sat on a veranda sipping tea and listened to a stranger’s idiot babbling.  

She was adrift herself now, much as she’d been when H. G. Wells had used his machine to snatch her from twenty-ninety-seven; here Kate had no relatives, only Aila, Archibald and the children who called her ‘Auntie Kate’ back in Scotland to carry her through the fragmenting of her world, the desolation of her grief.  

Dear Doug had just asked again about having children, ever-mindful that the anti-fertility drug she had taken years before in her own time would be wearing off soon, always willing to take another run as her organic clock ticked down. Oh, the cruel irony of it!  What if the drug had worn off already? Could it be that their last beautiful love-making would produce his child? What would he or she look like, how would she raise it—alone?  

But no, deep inside she knew they had not been vouchsafed a child. She felt so alone, so alone in the world, again. Trembling in fear and confusion, her heart and mind frozen, she sat without moving for a time she could only guess at. 

When at last she turned to Mr. Koenig, thinking perhaps he had some gentlemanly words to comfort her in her distress, he was gone. While inner and outer catastrophe ravaged her soul he had discreetly disappeared. Kate wasn’t sure how at that moment, but she suddenly knew beyond any doubt that Mr. Koenig’s hand collapsed the tower and that hand had murdered her Doug. The elegant gentleman’s extraordinary interest had been less about admiring the wonders of the tower than in being present at its destruction. His ersatz enthusiasm had been mockery and, in hindsight, unspeakably cruel. 

In that moment Kate vowed that Mr. Errol Koenig must die at her own hands. As if the pasteboard card in her hands were Mr. Koenig himself she glared at it, intending that somehow her fire could incinerate Mr. Koenig himself. Gradually the red faded from her vision and she could read ‘Paris’ – she’d heard of the place, even studied its tongue with Doug’s encouragement—now it was time to visit and bring to a nasty finish the business Mr. Koenig had begun—unwisely. 

Doug had taught her to fight, taught her to use knives, projectile, or energy weapons, urged her to study languages, and she was not about to be intimidated by any of the ‘modern’ retrograde technologies Britons were so proud of. She was unafraid and confident in her strengths; still impossibly curvaceous, her soft skin yet retained its sensuous golden hue despite its years in Scotland’s ‘bracing weather’. Moreover, she was still savvy about artfully using her cleavage, ass and legs to acquire what she needed to survive, even prosper. The Kate Cameron about to pursue Errol Koenig was not the same helpless wench she’d been when she arrived in Wells’ bedroom, and Mr. Koenig would regret underestimating her to his dying day – a day which, Kate swore, was about to dawn. 

Her years in remote Inverness, far from the busyness of the Edwardian world, had allowed her a kind of adolescence while she sorted out her place in the world. Now she would shoulder her way into that world, using her skills and knowledge in harrying Mr. Koenig to his lair, and there to end him. Even if she perished in her quest would at least understand what those images in meditation had foretold, what all this meant.  


Chapter Four 

The downing of the tower grounded all the northern British airships and halted trans-Atlantic traffic. In a heart-warming display of Irish ingenuity ancient coal-and-steam airships were suddenly rendered air-worthy, needing just a bit of mending and liberal applications of glue and grease. Once word of the disaster crossed the Irish Sea the Scots were flying close on Irish heels.  

As much as Kate feared losing Koenig’s scent she feared riding in these patched and coughing relics at least as much. Surely he wasn’t about to rely on cobbled-together aircraft?! What would she do if he had concealed his private airship? Before making a possibly fatal error of her own she opted to check the trains; perhaps Koenig planned to depart in that way after all, a way simple and discreet.  Kate hurried to the hypersteam terminal to evaluate her own options, perchance to catch sight of her prey there.  

At the station the great hypermotive sighed and gasped in steamy eagerness, champing at its bit impatiently. Kate was thrilled to spy Koenig there too, floating in languorous haste to his car as the porter wheeled his trunk behind, a fresh ‘Paris’ sticker plastered on it. Kate rushed to the ticket window for a ticket through to the City of Light, the city of fashion and the avant-garde, or so she had heard. Her own dress might have passed for style in London – five years ago. For Paris she would have to re-outfit for travel whenever, wherever Koenig debarked.  

A fierce grin brightened her face as she anticipated the various steps of preparation and stops along her mystery route.  The gratitude of Victoria and the British Empire for the Queen’s rescue had left her and Doug with a substantial cash reserve for emergencies – and avenging Doug’s murder was surely an emergency. All of it was available for this quest—after all, what had she to save for now? 

Once ensconced in her compartment she mentally went through a list of things she must buy once they were in London. She had never traveled by the super-swift rail, indeed she’d not heard of it before since its heavy-duty line ran nowhere near Inverness, but as the view out her window sped up Kate realized she wouldn’t be allowed much time to prepare. Mentally she ticked off the practical outfits and accessories she would purchase, the devices she might use to facilitate her revenge, and impatience swelled in her breast.  

The countryside raced past her window, the hypersteam racing swiftly on the singing rails; the thought of wearing the costume of a Scottish wife for another heartbeat enraged her, gave her awakening predatory self a shiver of revulsion. An instinctive urge for destruction raged in her bosom and she yearned to tear her rags off in grief and anger, to howl at Fate’s latest dirty deal. How much indignity and injustice must one woman endure in a lifetime? 

Rending her clothes on the train wasn’t practical just then. Kate had to remain calm, analytical. Practically speaking, her new getups must allow more freedom, and best serve also to distract and weaken the resolve of any masculine foe. A giddy frisson warmed her skin as she dreamed of flashing some skin again, disarming the gentlemen and distressing their women, relying on her apparent softness to exploit the core vulnerability of every man—his drive to sample every bit of supple skin and soft flesh his gaze chanced on.  

That took her to memories of her Doug, their first and last times together, then to other times too. An unnamable mix of sorrow and joy, lust and regret filled her; she had had so much and now lost so much. In the end, after the emotional see-saws quieted, she opted to spend her journey reminiscing, cherishing all she’d had with Doug, and while so distracted a peculiar smile crept to her lips and soon she snoozed. 

On waking in a strange racing railcar and looking around she was struck by how much her life had changed and kept changing. The smallest of laughs, the most demure of head-shakes escaped her as she imagined what her life would be like if Wells had not kidnapped her, ‘rescued her’ from her barren existence in twenty-ninetyseven. Oh, the squabbles she might have shared with her sister-wives, the empty hours spent allaying the minor complaints the healthy and sheltered presented to a healer – in short, compared to her life now, her existence would have been pointless and juvenile. The horror was, she wouldn’t have been aware that a fuller life had ever been possible. 

That brought to mind ‘the great’ H. G. Wells – should she look him up for help, or seek out any of the others who had gone forth in the Nautilus in search of the monster of Loch Ness, not learning until it was too late that the serpent was just a practical joke of the pesky dwarves? They’d shared capture and imprisonment by those scheming anarchists under the sea, and a near-death trek. In the highlands of Caledonia their guide’s bad judgment had almost killed her. Who dreamt that guide was her future husband Dougray Cameron? And the rescue of Victoria by Wells, Frank Harris the newspaperman, Oscar Wilde and Professor Aronnax – and of course Doug. Nikola Tesla and his dirigible and electric car had come through too. A tear marked her memory of Oscar Wilde, crushed by the implacable teeth of Big Ben’s clockworks. 

The map she’d picked up at the ticket booth told her the hypersteam was hurtling south to Dublin and then cross the Irish Sea via an undersea tunnel to Wales, bypassing Anglesey Island in respect to surviving Druids and their peculiar views on land use, energy and iron. Despite the roundabout route it was remarkably soon that the great beast of coal-fire and steam hissed into the London’s Kings Cross Station. Her mind went back and forth about asking her old companions for help – their fame would make it easy enough to chase them down, and it was true that each had come through in a pinch – Harris especially seemed steady enough – might they somehow be helpful?  

Come to think of it—might Wells’ time-travelling machine take her back so that she might save Doug, stop Koenig’s plan, take things back to where they ought to be? It was less than twenty-four hours before that she’d flown into Derry.  

Wells’ excuse for not returning Kate to her own time had always sounded weak to her. He claimed that, as he’d never intended for her to arrive in his bedroom, the accuracy of the chronic and spatial co-ordinates was insufficient to guarantee that she would not materialize above ground or deep in a prehistoric geologic stratum. 

Surely, her recent events being so much more familiar and the locations knowable to multi-decimal certainty becoming a victim of technological uncertainty was worth the risk, wasn’t it? So that the catastrophe could be undone, the tower restored, her Doug at her side?! She envisioned herself explaining things to the ‘Great
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