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        Time has run out for Atticus Wolfe.

        October 1964

        The two most formidable superpowers the world has ever seen are on the precipice of all-out nuclear war; and it’s all Atticus Wolfe’s fault.

        A twenty-first century spy trapped in the swinging sixties, Atticus has a lot on his plate.

        While the Soviet Union and the USA prepare for an unthinkable war, Atticus must face the man responsible for swerving history from its path into all-out annihilation.

        And that’s not all he has to deal with.

        How do you fight a war when you can’t even trust yourself?

        With every corrective action pushing the world closer to the brink, Atticus must work with friends and enemies alike to stave off Armageddon.

        With mind-bending twists, The Coldest War is a page burner of an espionage thriller unlike any you’ve read before.
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      It wasn’t the first time Omar Ganim had had a gun pointed at his face.

      But given the unhinged nature of the person wielding the weapon, he suspected it would be the last.

      Ganim had broken into Atticus Wolfe’s flat and made himself at home, patiently awaiting the MI6 spy’s return. But it wasn’t Wolfe who crashed through the front door in a disturbed frenzy. It was someone else entirely.

      The newcomer bounded into the airy loft brandishing a pistol, his crazed eyes ablaze. Looking like a rain-drenched rat, he scanned the room, eyes passing over Ganim like a raging river over a rock. Only when the manic man had determined that the object of his wrath wasn’t present did he turn his attention to Ganim.

      Voice calm and level, Ganim addressed the wide-eyed bespectacled man before him. “I don’t believe we’ve had the pleasure.”

      Seemingly surprised the other party possessed the ability to speak, it took a moment before he was calm enough to talk. “Who’re you?”

      “I could ask you the same thing, friend. You’re the one who kicked down the door.”

      The man nodded, circled the room in a daze, panting. Stopping suddenly, he rubbed the side of his head with the barrel of his pistol.

      Ganim did his best to sound sympathetic. “You seem… distracted. Are you alright?”

      The soaking man glanced vaguely in his direction. “Have you ever been in love?” Staring at Ganim directly now, he leaned forward. “I mean really in love. Your heart, your soul, everything invested in another human being in a way you never thought possible?”

      The man was most certainly not alright. His mental state seemed to be dissolving by the second. He pointed his gun at Ganim to remind him that a question had been asked. Sensing a non-answer would be unacceptable, Ganim answered truthfully.

      “Once. It was during the Weimar Republic, between the wars. Germans had lost their collective minds. Free-flowing booze and cocaine, you name it. Free love before everyone thinks it’s going to be invented, debauchery and hedonism the likes of which hadn’t been seen since the Romans. She brought out the best in me, even saw the worst and helped me hold it in check. She was a manifestation of life itself. A whirlwind, a force of nature. Far better than this world deserved.” Ganim realised he was rambling, but Ilse was the one subject on which he found it impossible to hold back. The emotions were too great. “I was all set to marry her, you know, before she came to her senses. Nine days before the wedding we were meant to meet on Unter den Linden, a boulevard whose name literally means ‘under the linden trees’. I was running late, as usual. Before I got there a car, a Horch, came hurtling down the road. A little girl with pigtails crossed without looking.” Ganim’s voice hitched. “Ilse didn’t even hesitate. She ran out and pushed the girl out of the way. The doctor said she didn't die straight away. She lost her life lying on the road, in agony, alone. So, yes, I do know something about love. I know all about loss, too. Every partner I had since understood they were competing with a ghost. They all gave up trying eventually.”

      The drenched man bowed his head sagely. “The only person who ever saw you?”

      “Yes, exactly that.” Ganim gulped. The next part was a gamble. “You’ve lost someone like that, recently?”

      “Yes.” His eyes glazed over, unfocused.

      “Oh, I’m so sorry. She must have been a hell of a woman.”

      “He was.”

      Seemingly at a loss as to what to do next, the man flopped into the armchair opposite Ganim with a squelch. He tilted his head inquisitively and said, “You ever have one of those days you just wish you could reverse time?”

      “Constantly.”

      Distracted, the man watched water flowing down his tilted palm. As if belatedly remembering he was taking part in a conversation, he turned to Ganim, eyes glazed over. “Going to be invented.”

      “What’s that?”

      “Free love before everyone thinks it’s going to be invented. That’s what you said, word for word. I have a mind for detail.” His eyes narrowed. “Atticus Wolfe uses phrases like that. Acts Like he’s so much smarter than everyone else because he thinks he knows how history is going to unfold.” The man’s face turned hard, his jaw set. “Who are you, old man?” He raised the pistol. “Wolfe doesn’t have friends.”

      The rain outside grew heavier. Ganim was unsure if it was the clouds or the company that made the room darker.

      The man leant forward ominously. “I won’t ask again.”

      “Omar.”

      “Your last name?”

      “Ganim.”

      The other man recoiled in shock. He stood, eyes once again wild and unhinged. “Ganim! You’re the one who sent Wolfe back in time!”

      “Not by choice. He kind of hitched an impromptu ride. Believe me, it was not my intent. He was chasing me, and—”

      “You’re old. Why are you old?”

      “I was sent back a little farther than Atticus’s sixty odd years. I’ve been here a long time.”

      The man’s eyes narrowed. “Wolfe killed my lover.”

      “Oh. I see.”

      “I came here to kill him but found you instead.” The pistol danced in his hands. “You’re friends with that murderer now? Is that why you’re here?”

      “I wouldn’t say friends, no.” Ganim smoothed down his trousers, which needed no smoothing. “Grudging acquaintances? Reluctant associates? Distant and separate colleagues.” Seeing the mounting anger gripping the other man, he added, “Very distant.” Ganim could see the wheels turning in the man’s mind, just as they were in his own. “You’re the double agent chap. Oliver something. The one who wants to change history. I thought you were safely tucked away behind the Iron Curtain.” Oliver Something stepped forward and forcibly pressed the gun into Ganim’s forehead. “Obviously not,” he added.

      “What are you doing in Wolfe’s flat as a very distant colleague?”

      “We occasionally get together and talk about old times.”

      Oliver inhaled unsteadily. “You’re lying.” He tilted his head and his eyes drilled into Ganim’s soul. “Why would the man who invented the time machine that brought you both here hang out with the MI6 agent who was hunting him down?” He exhaled slowly. “You wouldn’t be planning a way to get back home, would you? The two of you plotting to pop back to the good old twenty-first century when no one is looking?”

      Ganim had never been particularly good at card games. It had been said his poker face was akin to a three-year-old with a secret.

      It was plain Oliver’s mind was racing. Rubbing his chin with the barrel of his pistol, he paced about the flat, talking to himself. “A man from the future, no, a scientist from the future who knows about time travel; how events will unfold, who creates what technology.” Oliver turned and issued a sinister chuckle. “I think you’ll be a worthy addition to the great and glorious Soviet cause.”

      “Oh, I’d love to but I’m afraid I’m already late for Pilates.”

      Oliver aimed the gun at Ganim’s chest. “I’m afraid I really must insist.”

      “There’s a wonderfully elegant phrase they use in my time. It seems most apt at this juncture.” Ganim pushed himself to his feet defiantly. “It really is a beautiful turn of phrase. It goes: get fucked, you wacked-out weirdo.”

      “Last chance.” Oliver cocked the pistol. “Come willingly or—”

      “What are you going to do? Shoot me?”

      Oliver stepped back. “Well, as a matter of fact.”

      He fired. Ganim screamed in agony, clutching his side, and stumbled backwards into the chair. Blood flowed through his fingers. He couldn’t stem the bleeding.

      Fighting through the pain, he screeched, “What the hell? I’m no use to you dead!”

      “You’re not going to die, old man. You’ll be patched up just fine. This is to shut you up more than anything, and to leave Wolfe a calling card. You’re coming with me. We’re going to achieve great things, Omar Ganim.”

      Ganim sucked air between his teeth, fighting the mounting nausea. “And what exactly are we going to achieve?”

      Oliver’s voice was triumphant. “I have these.”

      He delved into his coat pocket and extracted several black and white photographs. They were pictures of text. Ganim didn’t know the book, but from the few scant pages he saw, it was clearly a history of the Cold War. A history yet to take place.

      Oliver grinned. “You and I are going to change the world.”
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      Time travel, it turns out, is complicated.

      Atticus Wolfe stared at the man who had just, quite literally, materialised out of thin air in the middle of his flat. The other gentleman’s name was also Atticus Wolfe.

      Really complicated.

      The newly arrived Atticus was dressed in the drab green military uniform of the Soviet army. He grabbed Atticus’s glass of scotch, slugged it down and told them to listen closely—and then didn’t utter a word. There was a swirling silence as Maggie and the two versions of her boyfriend stood awkwardly, a million questions hanging between them and, evidently, no clue where to start.

      It was Maggie who finally articulated the sentiment that encapsulated the current disposition of all those assembled. “What the ever-living fuck is going on?”

      Atticus thought it a fair question. He and Maggie had returned from a funeral, found the flat ransacked, complete with a blood-soaked chair and an ominous note. They naively thought that was the sum total of spectacle the day had in store for them. It’s amazing how wrong two people can be.

      The newly materialised Atticus held up a soothing hand. “I’m from the future. Your future, a year from now.”

      Atticus thought the older man’s face seemed slightly off. It took him a few seconds to realise why. He’d always seen his face in reflection, whereas this man’s face was flesh and blood before him.

      Outwardly, Younger Atticus was doing his best to display a calm and rational exterior. Inside was a completely different story. In fact, the he would go so far as to say he was freaking out. Another Atticus was standing in front of him. He was having a calm and rational conversation with himself. This was on par with the time he went to South America, took ayahuasca and tripped balls so much he had a casual chat with God. Except this time there were no hallucinogens involved.

      Doing his best impersonation of a composed human being, Younger Atticus asked, “How are things, a year from now?”

      The older Atticus gave his counterpart a humourless smile. “I wouldn’t be here if things weren’t bad.”

      “Define bad.”

      “Really bad.”

      Younger Atticus grunted. “Really is an adverb, not a description.”

      Maggie elbowed Younger Atticus. “Are you correcting your own grammar?”

      She appeared to be handling events better than he was.

      Younger Atticus smirked. “Seems like it, but old Atticus here—”

      “Who’re you calling old?”

      “—is being evasive and I want to know why.”

      Older Atticus tugged at his military jacket. “Because I don’t want to mess up the timeline any more than I already have. Than we already have.”

      Younger Atticus scratched his stubbled chin. He wasn’t in the right mindset for this kind of discussion. He doubted he ever would be. “Have we had this conversation before?”

      “What? As in, have I been here before, talking to you, me?” Older squinted. “Have I had this conversation before, when you were me where I am, uh, now?”

      Both Atticuses rubbed their left temple at the same time. It seemed they both had the same opinion on time travel discussions.

      Older Atticus went on. “No. We haven’t had this conversation. I never was where you are now. This is new for me too. Desperation led me to come here, to try and fix things.”

      “Desperation? How bad do things get? There’s more disruption to history?”

      Atticus had already disturbed the timeline plenty since he’d arrived in the sixties from the 2020s. Uncovering a mole in MI6 that would have likely stayed concealed, preventing a life-defining injury to his father, not to mention the explosion that killed twenty-seven members of MI6 who would have remained unharmed if Atticus had stayed in his own time. He wouldn’t have thought the situation could become much graver.

      Older Atticus’s expression was measured. “You could say things have gotten worse.”

      “That’s just fucking vague. Stop with the Obi-Wan Kenobi bullshit and give us some specifics.”

      The fact that Atticus was—literally—arguing with himself was bending his mind. Not only was his slightly older self being evasive, he had to know his answers were infuriating. Yet here he was, deliberately baiting himself. For a moment Atticus felt an immense sympathy for all those he’d interrogated over the years. He could be a right asshole.

      Young Atticus inhaled deeply. “Give me something tangible. How bad is it?”

      “You know Saigon?”

      “I’m familiar with it.” Except in Atticus’s time—well, both their time—it was known as Ho Chi Minh City, renamed after the fall of Saigon at the end of the Vietnam War. “What about it?”

      “It’s not there anymore.” Atticus’s face was ashen, like the blood of millions were on his hands. There was a reason for that.

      “How?”

      “You know how. The history books Oliver stole from my phone, your phone—our phone. He tried to manipulate how the twentieth century panned out. He succeeded in changing things, but certainly not for the better.”

      Older Atticus told the tale of escalation. He first realised history was amiss when Leonid Brezhnev come to power in late 1964, only to be toppled months later. Brezhnev should have been Soviet leader for decades. History knew him as a conservative and pragmatic party man who brought a level-headedness to the Cold War and went on to deescalate the mounting tensions of the time.

      His tenure as General Secretary was also known for its inefficiency, corruption, economic stagnation and inability to close the mounting technological divide with the West. He eventually paved the way for Mikhail Gorbachev with his glasnost and perestroika policies, which ultimately dismantled the Soviet regime. He paved the way for the Cold War to deescalate and ultimately end. The failure of Brezhnev to come to power could only have come about because of one man within the Soviet Union. And again, it was Atticus’s fault.

      Older Atticus told them Alexander Nikolayevich Shelepin had become Soviet leader after Brezhnev suffered a series of scandals and political setbacks. As neither of these things had happened in Atticus’s history, there was only one explanation.

      Shelepin was the former head of the KGB and was a hard-line opponent of détente with the West. As with all freshly crowned leaders, Shelepin ached for an opportunity to flex his newly acquired muscles. He bit off more than he could chew with Vietnam, and the situation steadily grew out of hand.

      Still smarting after their humiliating backdown in Cuba in 1962, there were vocal sections of the Soviet party who believed they had capitulated too much to the West; Shelepin among them. The Americans, under the leadership of Johnson, had escalated the conformation in Vietnam, significantly increasing their bombing in the north. Under Shelepin’s stewardship, the Soviet Union did far more than supply moral, logistic and military support to North Vietnam; they became actively involved, kicking off a direct Cold War confrontation that had not occurred in Atticus’s past.

      The history Atticus knew was no more.

      There was only one way Shelepin could have become General Secretary: Oliver. He must have manipulated events to put his puppet in place instead of Brezhnev. The man who had Atticus’s history book was rewriting it, and destroying the world in the process. If Younger Atticus needed proof Oliver Preston was the most dangerous man on the planet, Older Atticus had just supplied it.

      “The situation quickly grew uncontrollable on both sides. No one knew how to contain it. It escalated by the day. The south would bomb the north. The next day the north would retaliate double, and the south would reciprocate in kind. Everyone saw it coming, yet no one could stop it. The better part of two million people were wiped out in an instant. The world’s still reeling, but the retaliation has already begun.”

      Atticus recognised the tone, his tone, and suspected there was far more that remained unsaid. The man before him was defeated, overwhelmed with the earth-shattering events that, while not directly of his making, would never have occurred if he hadn’t fallen through time.

      “That’s why you’re here?”

      “That’s why I’m here.”

      Younger Atticus lowered his gaze. “Because you screwed everything up.”

      “Listen…”

      “You fucked everything up so monumentally that millions died. Because of you.”

      Older Atticus clenched his fists. Maggie placed a hand on Younger Atticus’s arm in an attempt to quell his rising anger.

      The older version of himself clenched his jaw. “We fucked up. We screwed up the timeline! Our presence, our mere existence here caused the world to become completely screwed. I’m not the bad guy. I’ve come to you to fix it. I sacrificed… everything… to come here. You’re me, dickhead, so don’t try and take the moral high ground.”

      “What I think he meant to say,” Maggie’s soothing voice interrupted the mounting tension, “was that we appreciate you coming to help us fix this.”

      Maggie’s eyes flared at the Younger Atticus, and he couldn’t help but smirk at her sage interruption. He found it amusing that out of those in the room, she was the one who knew him the best.

      Taking a big breath, Younger Atticus held up a conciliatory hand. He inhaled, giving them all a moment to calm down. “I assume you have a plan to stop it from happening?”

      Older Atticus’s mood shifted slightly. There was a twinkle in his eye. “Have you met me?”

      “Before today, no.”

      “Yeah, okay, that’s fair.” His older self rubbed the back of his neck. “I, uh. Right, this is weird for everyone.”

      “See how no one is arguing with you?” Maggie seemed as perplexed as Younger Atticus, but with a semi-amused smirk.

      In the six months Younger Atticus had known Maggie, she’d been though a lot. The rogue Mod within MI6 had been catapulted from secretary to field agent, found out her best friend was a Soviet spy, discovered she was working with a man from the future and eventually fell in love with him. The rate of change for Maggie must have been the reason she accepted this additional Atticus in their midst so calmly.

      Checking her nails, Maggie didn’t look up as she asked, “What happened to me? To everyone at MI6, to—”

      Older Atticus held up a hand.“I can’t tell you. I’m sorry.”

      He appeared genuinely upset. Atticus detected a palpable melancholy in his older self.

      Older Atticus went on. “I’m sure you understand, this is all very delicate. Telling you or anyone too much risks everything we’re trying to prevent. I’m only revealing enough to ensure you understand the urgency.”

      “So, we have to just trust you?”

      Older Atticus smiled. “Is there someone else you trust more than yourself?” The other Atticus waited for the pause to hit home, then added, “Because I can tell you, you don’t. And I should know.”

      For several moments the three of them seemed unsure what to say next. The peculiarity of the situation was manifest in every half-glimpse and awkward commencement of sentences that went unfinished.

      Maggie slapped her hands together and surprised the Atticuses. “So, let’s have it. What’s the tactical officer’s play to undo a nuclear holocaust?”

      Older Atticus asked them to sit. Over the next half hour, he laid out his plan in detail. It would be fair to categorise the ensuing silence that followed as stunned.

      Eventually, Younger Atticus spoke. “Rathdowne’s going to love this.”

      “No, he won’t.” Older Atticus smiled. “He didn’t in my time, even after Saigon went radioactive. But really, by then it was too late. I can’t imagine your Rathdowne will be more receptive.”

      “How did you get here? The time travel, I mean.” Atticus had so many questions he wanted to write a list.

      “Look, I’m not going to get into that just yet.”

      “What about the Red Army uniform?” Maggie eyed him pointedly from head to toe. “Not exactly something one picks up on Savile Row. Any comment on that?”

      “Not at this time, no.” Older Atticus folded his hands in front of him.

      Younger Atticus raised an eyebrow. “Would you accept those answers?”

      “No.”

      “But you expect me to?”

      “I do.” Older Atticus left it at that.

      Younger Atticus turned to Maggie. “Am I always this evasive?”

      “Honestly?” A smirk creased the corner of her mouth. “Pretty often. Annoying, isn’t it?”

      Older Atticus stepped in before they could become sidetracked. “I’m giving you all you need to know at this stage, the bare minimum.” His shoulders relaxed. “I realise that’s a shit answer, but I can’t risk giving you too much information. Anything else might change things even more. Christ knows I’ve—we’ve—fucked up the timeline enough. If I tell you too much, events that should have occurred might not happen, or the bad things I’ve seen could become even worse.”

      Both Atticuses rubbed their left temples again.

      “Right.” Younger Atticus sighed. There was a hell of a lot to take in, even though his older self was giving only half answers. “We all need some time to process this.”

      “And a drink.” Maggie waved her empty glass. “Definitely more drinks.”

      Both Atticuses nodded. Maggie did the honours.

      Mind racing ahead twelve steps, Younger Atticus asked, “I assume you’ll need to crash here?”

      Older Atticus shrugged. “It’s not like I had time to book an Airbnb.”

      Maggie scrunched her face into an I don’t get it expression. Both Atticuses laughed.

      More drinks were poured and the mood relaxed. Atticus still couldn’t believe another him was sitting in this room, telling Maggie his stories. It was surreal in the most precise dictionary meaning of the word.

      Older Atticus was clearly as ill at ease as he was. It was odd for all three of them. There was a sadness in the other Atticus too, though he refused to discuss why.

      As peculiar as it was having another Atticus there, Younger Atticus found it wasn’t as strange as it could have been. It wasn’t like they had to spend time getting to know him; they already knew him intimately. This casual acceptance of another version of himself should have made the whole idea even more bizarre.

      The more the drinks flowed, the more the atmosphere in the room lightened. They even laughed together. There were shared jokes, which made sense, actually. They all had the same cultural references and experiences, in all sorts of ways.

      After they finished the bottle, Maggie swayed towards the kitchen and returned with another. Her words were clear, if slightly slurred.

      “I’m just going to come out and address the elephant in the room.”

      Both Atticuses turned to her, curious.

      “There’s one of me and two of you.”

      “Yes?” Younger Atticus couldn’t fault her math.

      She coyly swivelled her shoulders. “I’m okay with that, in case anyone was asking.”

      “Okay with…” Younger Atticus said, confused. And then, “Oh.”

      Older Atticus added, “Oh.”

      “Yeah.” The most wicked grin crossed Maggie’s crimson lips. “I’m really okay with that. I’m not saying right now, and maybe it’s the booze talking, but maybe it’s a thing that could happen one day?” She hefted a quizzical eyebrow.

      “I mean, it’s technically not cheating, is it?” Younger Atticus frowned. “Is it?”

      Older Atticus scratched the back of his bald head. “I guess it’s not, no.”

      “But not now?” Older Atticus asked.

      “No, of course not.” Younger Atticus sounded as unsure as his counterpart.

      “No,” Maggie added, issuing them awkward sideways glances, “obviously not now.”

      They agreed to drop the subject and they all slept poorly.
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      The displays may have been different, but the Natural History Museum had the same welcoming sense of awe. Not that it was called that yet. In this time, it was known as the British Museum (Natural History).

      Atticus had selected a neutral venue for the meeting, and the grand Hintze Hall was certainly a striking choice. While he waited, Atticus took in his surrounds. Beside him was the skeleton of an African elephant known as George.

      The glass cabinets and displays exhibited specimens from all corners of the globe, or—as it was still considered at this time—the great and glorious British Empire. Atticus didn’t have the heart to reveal that the rest of the world didn’t feel quite the same way about the Empire as the Empire did.

      At precisely the stroke of nine am his meeting companion entered the great hall and made a beeline straight for him. He sat with a grunt.

      “This is dramatic.” Rathdowne regarded the high ornate ceiling. “No one ever accused you of being subtle, Wolfe.”

      You have no idea. Atticus was almost looking forward to the next few minutes. Almost.

      “I have a busy day, Wolfe, I’d appreciate you getting on with whatever it is you dragged me out here to discuss.”

      Atticus paused. “You don’t like me very much, do you?”

      Rathdowne’s face turned a darker shade of red. It was hard to tell if he was annoyed because he’d been called to this meeting or if he was genuinely pissed off at Atticus. Atticus had always sensed Rathdowne disliked him, although it was hard to know if that was due to Atticus himself or because Rathdowne hated everyone.

      Initially he’d thought it due to the colour of his skin—right up until his boss had decked another employee for casting a racial slur in Atticus’s direction. Since learning Atticus was from the future, however, their relationship hadn’t exactly thawed.

      Rathdowne opened his mouth to speak, then seemed to think better of it. “I was going to say something diplomatic, like a manager is meant to, but the truth of the matter is, no, I don’t like you, Wolfe.” He smoothed down his moustache, taking a moment to steady himself. “I think you’re a danger to national security. You’re reckless, impulsive and, most infuriatingly, you’re often right. Do you know how bloody annoying that is? How annoying you are? I work with you because I have to, because you’re good at what you do, but I don’t want to associate with you any more than I have to. The less time I spend with Atticus Wolfe, the better.”

      Atticus sucked air between his teeth. “One day you’re going to look back at the timing of that statement and laugh.” Atticus paused. “But I’m thinking it won’t be today.”

      Over the next few minutes Atticus outlined how Oliver would divert the course of history, how he now possessed the history of the Cold War and knew the outcome of every decision the superpowers would make. Then he went on to explain that those events were no longer going to unfold, thanks to Oliver; that in the next few months the former MI6 employee would somehow instil Shelepin as General Secretary of the Soviet Union instead of the more conservative Brezhnev, with catastrophic consequences.

      Rathdowne gave Atticus the evil eye and twitched like a bubble bath enthusiast hugging a toaster. Not finished, Atticus went on to explain that in less than a year the Cold War would escalate to hot. Millions would die. History would not just be altered, it would be irrevocably blown apart.

      Atticus paused, giving Rathdowne a moment to process this information. One of Rathdowne’s eyes had increased its twitching, and Atticus was reasonably sure he detected drool. It appeared the other man’s brain was short circuiting. Atticus almost felt sorry for him, knowing what was about to transpire.

      “And how the hell do you know any of this?” Rathdowne’s voice lowered and raised like a rollercoaster. “About the future? This altered future?”

      “I have a man who went through it all firsthand, and is willing to explain what happened.”

      “Is he reliable?”

      “Depends who you ask.”

      He gave the signal, and from across the great hall two figures approached. One was familiar to Rathdowne; he’d seen Maggie the day before. The other figure was equally familiar, but far more alarming.

      The other Atticus wore one of Younger Atticus’s suits, which, unsurprisingly, fitted him too. Atticus was no closer to being comfortable in his other self’s presence. Hell, would anyone be? The whole situation was bizarre. Older Atticus was overly affectionate with Maggie, which rankled Atticus, but he recognised he’d be the same with her were the situation reversed. Which, of course, it was.

      Atticus felt a headache coming on just thinking about it.

      They’d all agreed the Older Atticus should sleep on the couch, and he’d gone with some reluctance. The morning had been no less awkward. Occasionally they’d fall into moments of familiar routine only to suddenly pull themselves up, realising the utter weirdness of their situation.

      It was plain that Maggie was just as confused as the two Atticuses. The Older Atticus wasn’t an imposter, wasn’t someone who looked similar to the man she loved, he was the man she loved. The real him, only a slightly different version. She did her best to stick close to her Atticus, staying true to the man who, as she put it, was here first. It was a confusing time for them all.

      Seeing the two of them stride across the grand hall of the Natural History Museum, Atticus was again struck by pangs of unreasonable jealousy. He watched Maggie laugh at a snide joke Older Atticus made on their way over. Younger Atticus thought perhaps his jealousy wasn’t completely unreasonable. In retrospect, he was grateful they hadn’t taken up Maggie’s opportune suggestion from the night before. The situation was complicated enough already.

      The audible groan from Rathdowne brought Atticus’s attention back to the present. In retrospect, it was less a groan, more of a whimper.

      After several failed attempts at conversing, Rathdowne finally regained the ability to speak. “Is this more Buck Rogers bullshit?”

      “I’m afraid so.”

      Maggie and the other Atticus joined them and made the briefest of introductions. Rathdowne’s eye twitch doubled down. In quick order, Younger Atticus explained the swirling time vortex that manifested itself in the middle of his flat and the man who had staggered out. Older Atticus took up the story and recounted what he’d told them the night before; he was from one year hence and the world had gone to hell. Oliver had made good on his promise to reshape history with devastating consequences.

      Gulping, Rathdowne was struggling to come to terms with what he had been told. Saigon was no more and the superpowers were on the brink of war. Just like Younger Atticus and Maggie, it took a while.

      “Just what the world needs,” he massaged the sides of his head, “two bloody Atticus Wolfes.”

      “Now you can understand why we didn’t want to meet in the office.” Younger Atticus did his best to sound conciliatory. “Don’t want to scare the natives.”

      Scanning the hall, Rathdowne kept his voice low. “People are noticing there’s two of you.”

      “People have heard of twins before, Rathdowne.” Older Atticus folded his arms. “It’s not uncommon.”

      Rathdowne only grunted in response, and Atticus was sure his face grew even more red. Before the man exploded, he thought it best to outline what they had in mind.

      “We have a plan—well, a sketch of a plan—to fix this thing. To stop Oliver. We’ll need to talk to a few people to determine if it’s viable, then we’ll present it to you. I’m estimating three days. How does that sound?”

      Sighing, Rathdowne glanced up at George the elephant. “I assume this plan you have in mind is one I’m not going to like in the slightest?”

      Younger Atticus folded his hands in front of him and grinned.

      “What does that smile mean?” Rathdowne’s gaze darted between Maggie and Older Atticus. “I can’t tell. Is that a good smile?”

      Older Atticus and Maggie answered him in unison. “No.”
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      Maggie and both Atticuses got to work on the plan in their new office at the Tower of London. It was generous to call the room they resided in an office, really. But what it lacked in the traditional office amenities it made up for in medieval opulence. The numerous suits of armour and feudal weaponry gave the room a distinct ambience.

      After the last MI6 office had been blown up by one of Oliver’s henchmen, MI6 had to improvise until a new headquarters could be sourced. As far as the general public was concerned, the Tower of London was temporarily closed, for the first time since World War Two. During that time, it had housed prisoners of war. Now it protected, rather than incarcerated.

      Most of the White Tower building had been handed over to MI6 as emergency office space, although large portions of the overall fortress were designated no-go zones. Atticus had requested to be stationed in the Crown Jewels exhibit, but apparently that was deemed inappropriate. There were signs everywhere advising MI6 staff where they could and couldn’t go. One might construe this as a sign that the Beefeaters didn’t trust the Secret Intelligence Service to keep their hands off the Queen’s valuables.

      For three solid days and nights the small group laboured away on their plan. After the first day working together in the Tower, they had their entry and exit routine down. One Atticus would arrive early, then an hour later the other would arrive. Occasionally someone would shoot them a didn’t you already come in? look, but no one had said anything yet. The three ensured their office was locked at all times, and whenever someone came by, Older Atticus had the pleasure of standing in the broom closet.

      It wasn’t an elegant solution, but it worked. The three toiled away at the finer points of the plan. The other Atticus seemed as determined and focused as his younger self. In fact, often more so. Having seen what was to come, he was particularly motivated to prevent that outcome from coming to fruition.

      Their interactions flipped between awkward and completely natural. Sometimes Atticus felt like he was talking to himself, which was, of course, literally what he was doing.

      Older Atticus stood over a rolled-out map of Soviet Russia that was spread across the wooden table. He had a pencil tucked behind his ear and a pad full of scribbled notes in his hand. Younger Atticus couldn’t recall ever tucking pencils behind his ears. Was that a thing he did?

      Older Atticus pointed to central Siberia. “If the Air Force information is accurate, we’re way off in our provisions estimations. We’re going to have to get back to Whelan to redo his weight calculations.”

      It wasn’t really a question, so Atticus remained mute. He was busy rechecking their ammunition requirements. As always, he erred on the side of being overprovisioned rather than under.

      Older Atticus turned to Maggie. “Would the lady like to accompany me down to the dungeons to chat to Whelan and his fellow trolls?”

      Not glancing up from her mission brief notes, Maggie replied, “I’m fine, thank you.”

      Atticus knew himself well enough to recognise the disappointment in his own countenance. While Older Atticus attempted to maintain his cheery disposition, there was clear despondency at Maggie’s rejection. It wasn’t her first rebuff.

      “Right.” Older Atticus
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