



   Chapter 1


Max Storm sat on the cliff edge staring through a set of high powered binoculars.

Below the landscape spread out into a dense jungle as far as the eye could see. Behind him on the cliff edge sat a huge triangular silver machine with a round black cylinder mounted on top. 

It was a time machine, one of only two that were ever built. His father Sam Storm had been its creator. A genius in his own right he had stumbled upon time travel during radar dampening experiments in World War II. It wasn’t until after the war had he build the functioning time machine…and in doing so unleashed a terror upon humanity in the form of mechanical monsters known only as Annihilators.

Decades later it became the legacy and duty of his son Max to set things straight. 

  “See anything yet?” a soft warm voice spoke from behind him.

  “Nothing” he breathed then drew his attention from the binoculars. 

Walking down the ramp that led into the machine a beautiful woman emerged. She was striking with long blond hair and full lips. Her figure was flawless and would give even the most beautiful woman a run for her money. She wore a one piece and very tight outfit that hugged every curve. Her hair was tied in a ponytail. Susan Sutton was indeed a beautiful woman.

She was also a machine. 

  “They’re harder to see than I figured,” he said again glancing through his binoculars.

  “What is it with boys and their fascination with dinosaurs?” she asked shaking her head.

  “They’re cool” he breathed.

  “They’re dangerous and unpredictable. Do you realize how many species exist here that we don’t have a clue about?” she asked.

  “I always wanted to see one,” he said softly.

  “We could be in danger right now,” she said.
  “I doubt it…or you would have told me,” he added.

He was right, she was scanning their surroundings just in case something was stalking them. 

  “Wait…” he murmured.

Below there was a thumping, then pushing its way through some trees a huge beast emerged. 

  “What in the hell” Max said staring at the creature.

  “See what I mean?” Susan added.

  “What is it?” he asked.

  “Nothing we have on record, it’s well over 70ft long…35ft tall…and appears to be a hell of a lot meaner than a T-Rex,” she added.

  “Oh yeah definitely a predator,” he said. “Damn that thing looks mean.”

   “Max I think it’s time to go…I’m detecting something coming up the ridge behind us,” she said. 

Max turned quickly getting up off the ground. As he rose he noticed another one of the beasts in the distance at the bottom of the ridge. 

It had also noticed them. 

With a speed that astounded them both, the creature attacked its mouth agape and it’s tiny fore claws held up in a defensive posture. 

  “Into the machine,” Max said ushering Susan up the ramp. 

As soon as they were inside she began closing the ramp. Before it closed there came a jarring crash to the side of the machine which knocked them both to the floor. 

  “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea,” Max said climbing back up into one of the chairs. 

Susan wedged herself against the wall and console as she began connecting the control wires to an access port on her upper left thigh. As she inserted each wire a portion of the machine began to power up. 
Again there was a jarring bang to the side of the machine, then an ear piercing roar. 

  “Hang on, I’m taking us back,” she said.

Seconds later Max felt the sensation of falling, it only lasted a moment and was gone. She had brought them back through time millions of years to their future and the safety of their mansion that sat on top of Cynet Mountain in the beautiful state of New Hampshire. Susan began unplugging the wires from her leg band as Max lowered the hydraulic entrance ramp. The sun streamed in through the entrance and the ramp pushed down through much tall grass.
  “Susan…” he began to say.

  “Where’s the mansion?” she asked then reconnected one of the wires to the appropriate access port.

Max stepped down the ramp and looked around. The sprawling majestic and very huge Storm mansion was gone…as if it had never been there.

  “Everything is correct…the machine brought us back to exactly where we left,” she called out from inside the machine. “Date and time are correct also.”

  “Well something happened,” he said. “Ready for a long walk into town?”

  “Let me change, I don’t think this suit would be too appropriate,” she said opening one of their suitcases. 
A few minutes later Susan emerged from the machine wearing a short skirt and sandals and a halter top. In her hand she carried a light coat, over her shoulder was a purse. Remotely she closed the ramp sealing the time machine back up. She glanced up at the sky and shook her head.

  “The way the Sun is shining it’s going to reflect off the machine and make it stick out like a sore thumb,” she said.

  “Let’s cover the sides with some tree limbs and branches. It’ll make it look out of place but will hide it from the Sun,” Max suggested.

It didn’t take them long and soon they were walking down the mountain…which was only a dirt trail that appeared to be used by 4-wheelers and sport utility vehicles. 

  “Either we were bounced off the correct time line…or somehow the time line was changed,” he said.

  “We didn’t jump off the correct time line, I know that for sure. Something has changed the time line,” she added. 

  “You know this is what we always dreaded,” he sighed. “Somehow, the time line was altered.”
  “We need information…history to be exact,” she said. 

  “Well at least this road is encouraging, it shows that vehicles at least exist!”
Route 16 was a main road that led directly into the town of Gorham. As they approached the road they watched cars and trucks stream by…modern vehicles. Max stuck his thumb out trying to flag  down a car that could take them into Gorham, nobody stopped though. 

  “Watch” Susan said pushing Max out of the way. 

She stuck her thumb out and within moments a car pulled to the side of the road, the driver a typical drooling male. 

  “Hop in honey, where you two going?” he asked as Max slid into the back seat.

  “Gorham” She said smiling.

  “No problem, heading there myself,” he grinned back showing a broken tooth.


The town was the same as they remembered it…there were slight variations though such as the names of stores and streets. The man pulled to the curb and let them out all the while glaring at Susan’s legs as she exited the car. Down the street was the first place they were going to stop, a liquor store called “Spirit World”. The owner was a handicapped man named Tinker with whom he had served with in Vietnam…he was also his best friend. 

The sign “Spirit World” soon came up before them, it was pretty much the same as they remembered it. Walking down the back alley, Tinker had a rear service door which was made out of thick plate steel and a fingerprint scanner in which to unlock it. The door was state of the art and needed to be, Tinker was a weapon’s expert. After the Vietnam war he went into weapons trading and ultimately used his liquor store as a front cover. Much of what he sold he sold to countries the State Department favored, a lot of goods also went to the Central Intelligence Agency. He rode a fine line and on occasion…crossed it.


When they reached the door to the back alley, Max turned and looked at Susan. It was not same door, nor did there appear to be any serious security around it. Max reached out and tried the handle, it turned freely. He was going to enter but instead closed the door.

  “We best go in through the front, something’s not right here,” he said.

The interior of the store was much like most other liquor stores, racks and rows of bottles and crates. Everything from hard liquor to champagne and wine in bottles and kegs varying sizes. The counter in the back Tinker had made especially for him, there was the regular height counter and right next to it was a shorter counter that he could use from his wheelchair.
The counter now wasn’t there.


From in back a short dark haired women emerged, she appeared to be in her mid 60’s, she was attractive but had the more “I’m bored” look.

  “Good afternoon,” she said forcing a smile. 

  “Afternoon” Max responded. “I was wondering…is there a William Fraiser here?” Max asked. 

The faint smile the woman had was quickly replaced with a frown. 

  “Bill collectors?” she snapped.

  “No” Max began to say.

  “What did he take from you?” she sighed shaking her head.

  “Nothing…I was just wondering if he was here…I need to talk to him,” Max quickly added.

  “The lousy bum hasn’t been here for nearly 2 years now…we’ve been divorced for a little more than a year. I don’t know where he is and frankly I don’t care. When he came back from the Russian war he was never the same, screwed up in the head,” she explained swirling her finger at her head. “The last I heard he still lives here in Gorham…somewhere. Maybe try the hostile down the street a ways.”

  “Thank you” Max said not smiling.

  “Who are you anyway?” she blurted out as Max and Susan turned to leave.

  “Just a old friend…a very old friend,” he sadly said.

  “You look too young to have any association with him,” she frowned. “You sure you’re not bill collectors?”

  “No…thank you again,” he said opening the door.

  “Oh…if you do find him…he’ll probably be half in the bag,” she called out to them.

They quickly followed the street down to the hostile she had mentioned. From the outside it looked rather respectable, but once they entered they were greeted with filth. It became quite clear that this place was just being used as a depository for people nobody wanted. At the front desk a plump woman sat reading a magazine oblivious that they had entered.
  “Excuse me, I’m looking for a William Fraiser,” Max asked politely.

  “What are you looking for him for?” she asked not looking up from her magazine.

  “Old friends” Max shot back.

  “Fraiser doesn’t have any friends he’s a mean old bastard, where in the hell did he meet you two?” the woman asked finally looking up from her magazine.

  “Like I said…old friends, could you please tell me which room he’s in?” Max frowned.

  “118, elevator to the 2nd floor, all the way down on your left,” she said. “When you see him tell him he still owes me $20 bucks.”

Max continued to frown then drew out a twenty dollar bill and tossed it on the magazine before her. He then turned to leave.

  “What’s this shit?” she barked holding up the money.

  “Your twenty bucks,” Max shot back.

  “This isn’t a twenty dollar bill…who are you trying to fool?” she said throwing it back at him. “I don’t know who that is on it…but it for sure isn’t Richard Nixon,” she barked back.

  “Richard Nixon?” Max looked surprised.

  “Just tell the bum he owes me money,” she shrugged.

Max picked up the money he had given her and they headed into the elevator. 

The facility was substandard and dirty, not where he expected his best friend to end up living. Max and Susan exited the elevator and quickly went down to the end of the hall. Reaching out he gently knocked. 

There was no answer and he knocked again.

  “Go the hell away!” came an angry voice from behind the door. 

  “Tinker…” Max called out.

There came no reply so he tried the doorknob, it turned and he slowly opened it. The room was just as dirty as the rest of the facility, the smell of urine in the air. Entering the room Max noticed a small bed up against the wall, a nightstand next to that and a chair sitting against the far wall. A television was mounted on a support facing the bed. The room looked more like a hospital room than an apartment. Sitting in his wheelchair staring out the window down at the street was Tinker. He was in his mid 60’s with a thick gray beard, his hands and face were wrinkled and showed a hint of the hardships he had faced throughout the years. What struck Max the quickest though was that Tinker had legs…in his time line Tinker had lost his legs saving him from their first encounter with the metal monsters known as Annihilators. 

  “Tinker?” he called softly out to him.

Tinker turned away from the window and stared at them…within moments his eyes opened wide with intense shock and fear. 

  “It ain’t possible…it just ain’t possible!” he barked. “Yer both just a figment of my screwed up brain!”

  “No it’s not Tinker…we’re both here for real,” Max smiled. “We need your help.”

  “Ya can’t be here…yer both dead, I saw it happen…I really saw it happen,” Tinker said closing his eyes and shaking his head.
  “Tinker we need to explain things,” Susan said. “We’re not the Max and Susan you may know…in this time line.”

  “Things are very different around here and we need to find out why,” Max said.

  “When did you see us die?” Susan asked.

  “25th century…the battle with the Repressor, ya both gave you’re lives ta stop him,” he explained. “Ya forced me ta take yer mother and James back in the machine…ya forced me…ya shouldn’t have forced me,” he shook his head.

  “My mother lived?” Max said with surprise. 

  “Course she did,” Tinker replied.

  “What happened to the mansion?” Max asked.

  “What mansion?” Tinker frowned.

  “Cynet mountain…the Storm mansion?” Max asked.

  “Don’t know about any mansion…ya lived in a small house outside of town, not on some mountain,” Tinker said.

  “Is my mother alive now?” Max asked.

  “Sorry Max, she died about a year after James did, she was never right after you died,” he explained.

  “What about Martha?” Susan asked.

  “Martha…Martha who?” Tinker asked “Don’t know any Martha, now you mind telling me why and how ya two are here?” 

 “Tinker you’re going to find this hard to believe but somehow the timeline has been altered, Susan and I were in the distant past, when we came back…everything was different,” Max said. “We need to figure out where the timeline changed.”

  “Going to be hard to me to help you there…being as everything I remember is what I know,” Tinker said. 

  “OK, lets work our way back in history, we know the battle with the Repressor happened…you have legs…”
  “Why wouldn’t I have legs?” Tinker frowned.

  “You lost them in Vietnam saving me from our first encounter with the Annihilators,” Max explained.

  “Vietnam?” he shook his head. “I got my spine crushed by one of those bastards saving you in China,” Tinker said.

  “China?” Max frowned.

  “Fighting the Nazi’s,” Tinker said. “That was our first fight with those metal bastards.”

  “Nazi’s…” Max said looking at Susan. 

  “The United States and the British didn’t defeat the Nazi’s and the Japanese during World War II?” Susan asked.

  “Defeat em’, ya got to be kidding, the bastards forced us to peace table by blowin the shit out of a few of our cities…Russian cities…and he wiped the British off the face of the Earth,” Tinker said. 

  “Tinker is there a library around here?” Susan asked.

  “Course there is, three blocks down,” he pointed.

  “I’ll go there and see what I can find out,” Susan said heading for the door.

  “Be careful,” Max said to her.

  “I will be, I’ll be back before you know it,” she smiled and headed out the door.

  “Ya still sweet on her?” Tinker asked.

  “Of course,” Max smiled. “Tinker I wish I could help you more here…financially, but the money we have doesn’t seem to be any good.”

  “What was I in the other time line?” he asked.

  “Well…as I mentioned you lost your legs in Vietnam saving me, when we got back or should I say after the battle with the Repressor you opened up a liquor store here in town…actually the same one you opened up down the street. You use the store as a cover to sell arms all over the world,” Max explained.
  “Really” he said intrigued by what he heard.

  “You’re not married either, never got married, not yet at least. You, Susan, Sandy, James and Martha and I have had many, many adventures,” Max smiled.

  “Sandy?” Tinker asked. “Who’s she?”

  “She’s my personal pilot, I gave her my Learjet and she flies us all over the world,” Max said. “Wicked cute too,” he grinned.

  “Sounds like I’d like her,” he said turning his gaze out the window again.

  “You and Sandy are good friends,” Max said. 

  “Am I and old shit in your time too?” he asked.

  “No Tinker,” Max said shaking his head. “After the battle with the Repressor and before we met Sandy, we all moved ahead in time, I developed the Storm fortune and this time is where we all live now. You’re my age,” he said.

  “So if ya succeed in figuring out what happened in the timeline ya think ya can correct it?” he softly asked. “And if ya do will things go back to what they used ta be?” 

  “From what I know about time…they should. There might be slight differences but nothing major,” Max said. 

  “Slight differences huh?” Tinker repeated.

  “We’ve never had an issue where the timeline had been changed, we always caught and dealt with the problem before it ever happened. This is new ground for us buddy, new ground,” Max added.

   “As long as I’m not here…rotting away…I don’t care Max if I die…just don’t leave me to end up here,” Tinker said not meeting his eyes. “There’s nothing left for me…nothing,” he sadly said.
  “You know I’ll do what I can,” Max added.

  “I know buddy…I want to go with ya two,” he said looking up.

  “You know you can’t,” Max shook his head.

  “Why not…what will happen once you fix things if I’m there?” Tinker snapped.

  “I…I don’t know, you might just fade away and not exist...I don’t know,” Max shook his head.

  “I might just exist in that time line…like you are here…now,” he said. “Let me help you buddy…one last time,” Tinker said looking into his eyes.

For a long moment he couldn’t tear is his eyes from him, then slowly he nodded finally looking away. 

  “Come on, lets git this show on the road,” Tinker said wheeling away from the window. “I got ta git out of this joint before I end up slicing my wrists,” he breathed wheeling for the door. 

Tinker wheeled himself out of the building and out onto the street, motioning for Max to follow he headed down to the library where Susan was already digging through the history books, she sat at a long table a stack of books around her. Taking book after book she opened it then flipped the pages with her thumb scanning each page in milliseconds. As they approached she looked up.

  “Well I think I found the problem,” she whispered.

  “Where…when?” Max asked.

  “1945 New Mexico,” she said. “The team that worked on the Manhattan Project suddenly disappeared…shortly thereafter the Nazi’s were the ones to bring in the atomic age…they bombed the United States, Russian…and they obliterated England. The war ended where Germany dominated Europe and parts of Asia, the United States stands alone.”

  “How…how?” Max said perplexed.

  “There have been minor skirmishes as Tinker mentioned before in China and a few other small countries. Technically the United States is still at war.”

  “There must have been a base, something we missed,” Max softly said. 

  “We need to get to 1945, June to be exact,” she whispered. “Get to these Manhattan Project people before the Annihilators do.”
  “Do you realize what yer talking about? Ya realize how heavily guarded that place is going to be?” Tinker said. “The damn metal robots can materialize where ever they want…ya can’t,” he pointed out. 

  “We have to figure a way into that base, maybe through the generals,” Max said.

  “We use knowledge…we go in as scientists,” Susan suggested.

  “Oh yeah, I’ll pass fer one of them brain geeks,” Tinker chuckled.

  “You won’t be there,” Susan said.

  “I forgot to mention Susan…Tinker’s coming with us,” Max said.

  “What? Won’t that screw things up even more?” she asked a look of shock on her face.

  “I don’t think it will…once we correct the problem he simply may not exist anymore,” Max theorized. “Worse case…he exists back in 1945.”

Susan sighed then rolled her eyes. It was clear to Max that she didn’t approve of bringing Tinker along. 


Leaving the library Max suggested they get something to eat before heading back to the time machine. 

  “Forget I suggested it. I forgot my money is worthless here,” Max said.

  “I got some bucks,” Tinker cut in. 

  “I thought you owed the lady at the home?” Susan added.

  “That was over a dumb card bet,” he grumbled. “I ain’t got much though, damn ex-wife took everything I owned.”

They entered a small restaurant and sat down, Tinker moved a chair and rolled himself up to the table. 

  “Ya know I would like to find a decent place to clean up, maybe even shave and get some clean clothes,” Tinker added.

  “Once we’re back in 1945, we all have to get clothes and dress and act the part. I have money in the time machine, different bills for different eras, funds my father packed away in the machine incase he ended up in the past,” Max explained. “I never used them.”

A waitress came up and placed menus down in front of them all and asked them if they wanted anything to drink. Max frowned as he stared at the menu, then slowly looked up the waitresses voice sounding familiar. 

  “Oh my God…” Susan breathed before Max could say it.

Standing there with a pad and pen was Sandy, her hair was done up and she wore the uniform of the restaurant. For a long moment Max stared into her eyes…and she stared right back. Then she broke the ice.

  “I get a lot of responses, usually “Whatcha doing later,” types, I don’t think I ever got an “Oh my God” reaction. Do I have something stuck in between my teeth?” she asked running her upper lip over her teeth. 

  “Sandy…” Max began to say.

  “That’s what the tag says,” she smiled at him. “You people want something to eat or are you just going to stare at me? Not that I mind you doing it honey,” she winked at Max.

  “Huh sorry,” Max said glancing at the menu. “I’ll take a cheeseburger and fries,” he said handing her the menu.

  “Anything to drink?” she asked writing down what he wanted.

  “Water is fine,” he said.

  “You miss,” she turned to Susan.

  “Water is fine for me, I’m not really hungry,” she smiled.

  “I’ll take a double cheeseburger and a double order of fries,” Tinker said. “Whatcha got fer beer?” he asked.

  “Sam Adams, Liberty beer…”

  “Liberty is fine with me,” he said handing her his menu.

Sandy finished writing down their order and headed off for the kitchen. Max turned and looked at Susan and Tinker.

  “I take it ya knew her in the other timeline?” Tinker asked.

  “As I mentioned before she was my personal pilot,” Max said. 

  “Don’t even think about it Max…I know what’s running through your mind,” Susan added.

  “We might need her…if she’s still a pilot,” Max added.

  “She might not be,” Susan countered.

  “Then again she might,” Max smiled. “She was part of our group Susan…and maybe right now we could use all the helping hands we can get,” he said.

  “She exists in this timeline…when we change things back this timeline might still exist. We can’t keep altering things,” she shook her head.

  “Remember, I don’t believe we can change the past…I think what has happened has happened only the Annihilators can change it.”

  “Then how are we gonna change the past when we git back ta 1945?” Tinker asked.

  “Remember the Annihilators aren’t from that time, we can interact with them and change their plans.”
Sandy returned with their drinks, as she set them down her eyes kept glancing over towards Max. 

  “Miss Knox, when you get done could we have a few minutes to talk to you?” Max asked.

 Sandy stood upright and frowned at Max. “How did you know my last name?”

  “I will explain if you have a few minutes,” Max smiled. 
  “I get off in an hour…I can talk with you then,” she said the frown still on her face as she walked away.


She brought their meal and they ate in relative silence. Tinker ate like it was the last meal he was going to eat. Max didn’t care for his fries and Tinker was more than happy to scoff them off his plate. Tinker paid the bill and they walked outside, sitting on a park bench along the front of the restaurant and waited. 

The hour passed quickly and Sandy came out her purse slung over her shoulder. 

  “OK, how did you know my last name?” she blurted out. 

  “Let me ask you these few questions…you’re from the Bronx of New York City, raised by your grandparents, you have a business degree yet all you want to do is fly planes.” Max said.

  “Almost right” she said. “I am from the Bronx but I was raised by my aunt and uncle and yes I do want to fly. How did you know that?” she asked.
  “Sandy…do you know how to fly now?” he asked.

  “Yeah, both fixed wing, jet and helicopter,” she said. “Now you mind explaining?”

  “Sandy my name is Max Storm and believe it or not…what you see around you isn’t the correct timeline,” he said with a sigh.

  “What in the hell are you talking about?” Sandy again frowned.

  “OK, simply put…in our timeline you’re already a pilot…my personal pilot. You’re part of my family Sandy…as they are, though Tinker there isn’t as old as he is now,” Max said.

  “I think you all are off your rocker!” she laughed. 

  “How would I know the things I do about you?” he asked.

  “A good background check could easily come up with the information you said,” she shook her head.

  “Now if you could come up with something nobody knows…” she continued to laugh shaking a finger at him.

Max sighed, “ You have a mole high on your inner right thigh…right close to your…”

  “OK…OK…enough,” she blurted out cutting him short. “Nobody knows about that…nobody.”

  “I do…and you want me to get a little more descriptive on parts?” Max said remembering the few times that Sandy and him had been intimate.

  “So what, did you guys come here in a time machine or something?” she asked.

  “Actually we did,” Susan chimed in.

  “Holy shit this is getting weird,” Sandy looked around the street.

  “Ya want more proof?” Tinker cut in. “Something that will seal it all in yer mind?”

  “What...”

  “She’s a machine,” Tinker said pointing at Susan. “Show her the band and one of them there ports ya use to connect to the machine.”

  “Tinker we’re in the middle of the street. You want me to raise my dress up here?” Susan scowled at him. 

  “Show me…in the bathroom…show me and I’ll believe you,” Sandy said her eyebrows turned down.

Getting up Susan followed Sandy back into the restaurant. Within a few moments they both returned. Sandy was visibly shaken. She looked from Tinker to Max as if her reality depended on what they said next.
  “We need your help,” Max said softly.


The Sun had begun to go down the covered time machine sitting more obvious than it had been with the sunlight beating down upon it. Suddenly two green orbs appeared floating in midair, then began to pulse and grow until two dark metal monsters stood in their place. With a sweep of one arm they pushed the brush away from the machine. They both grabbed both sides of the machine and moments later were gone…along with the time machine.
