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To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)


- - - -


From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...

      

    


- - - - 
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TWO TWIN BOYS WERE born one stormy night, while flying through the Bermuda Triangle. 

One didn't belong to this universe, the other did.

An easier entrance was made in Washington, D. C. 

Just a test appearance. Because this man wanted to find his own doppelganger. Somewhere in Congress.

Around his finger was a thin dark ring with two stones on it - one red, and one blue. The ring was carved into the shape of a serpent eating its own tail. An ancient legend that foretold death before rebirth.

That ring had found the man. 

Like the twin boys had found each other. 

Regardless of the universes they belonged to.

These two sets of twins had different goals for being here. One set to save both universes, the other set sought to master and control everything possible - regardless of what had to be destroyed in the process.

Only one set could win - while the fate of both universes hung in the balance...
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THE SMALL TWIN-ENGINE plane rocked in the sudden thunder storm, lightning flashed outside. Cabin lights flickered on and off. Along with the sky flashes exposing the passenger's drawn faces to alternate pitch black and brilliant white.

Besides the pilot and the stewardess, the only occupants in the rocking craft were a man, his very pregnant wife, and an attending doctor.

In the midst of the thunder and whining engines, A cry rang out, then another. 

Two young children entered this world inside that small airplane.

In the next minute, that craft pitched forward, pushing all the occupants against their seats. The husband and wife each holding tight onto one child each, while the doctor grasped his black medical bag to his chest with one hand, and the arm of his chair with the other – both hands white from a straining grip.

Seconds turned into eternity as the plane plummeted through the flashing clouds. 

In the cockpit, the pilot was furiously working to level out the plane at least into a gliding pattern. All by brute force of his straining arms, legs, and back. At his side, strapped into the co-pilot seat, the stewardess was working through the re-start sequence to get the engines powered again, to get the hydraulics and electrical working once more.

With her practiced moves, any observer could see they had been through similar scenes before. Their quick, sure actions coming from repetitive training and sheer muscle-memory – despite the steep angle of descent and the continual rocking that shook the craft.

At last, the engines caught again, and lights flickered back on in the cabin. Thrusting the throttle full forward, the young woman in the co-pilot seat then helped the straining pilot pull back on the shared yoke of that plane, using the controls on her half of the small cockpit.

They got their too-rapid descent back under control only a few thousand feet above the storm-whipped waves. There the clouds left them as a retreating ceiling, and they were now below the cloud-to-cloud lightning. The rain had also quit – which gave the pilot and stewardess a clearer view. As the craft leveled out, the engines bit into head and side-winds – pulling them toward their nearest safe landing, still hundreds of miles away.

As the pilot pulled the throttle back to a more normal speed for the new conditions, the stewardess patted his shoulder. “I'd give you a kiss, lover, but I need to check on our guests.”

At that she unbuckled her seatbelt and made her way aft.

A smiling mother greeted her with the baby boy cradled in her arms. 

The doctor was taking her pulse.

The husband was looking around the cabin – frantic. 

The other baby was missing. But there was no trace the child ever existed – except in the memories of the three adults in that small cabin.

Memories that faded quickly, as part of the nightmare they had just escaped. 

By the time that storm-worn plane landed in Miami, they each thought it had been only a dream – or a nightmare. And they didn't talk with each other about what happened. 

Because all the indicators of the woman's pregnancy only indicated her carrying one child.

Despite giving birth to two while they flew through the Bermuda Triangle.
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I FELT A PAIR OF ARMS embrace me across my back and the nuzzling kiss on my cheek. Good thing I'd already stopped walking in the pasture, taking the shade of a massive oak..

A familiar voice whispered in my ear. “Hi-ya, lover.”

“Sal, what a delightful surprise.”

She came around to my front and gave me another hug, resting her blond head on my chest. I was getting used to my personal spirit-guide arriving without notice, but that's not to say I wasn't startled at first.

I was wearing my typical red t-shirt, work jeans and boots, a ball cap and bandanna kerchief. She was in a tan v-necked t-shirt of her own and dark brown jeans, with sensible, but lightweight hiking boots. 

She stood back from me and pulled a beige ball cap from her own hip pocket to cover her head and shade her eyes from the dappled sunlight that passed through the thin Spring foliage. Sal left her blond hair waving down her back. This outfit said that her visit was not any official Library assignment, but the comfortable choice of clothing was meant to assist her in helping me with something I needed. 

That I didn't know I needed. 

She took my hand and we stood there for awhile, looking toward where the cows were grazing. The grass was still short, and I'd moved them once already today. You could hear them munching from here. In their world, they had everything they needed.

The spring leaves had just started coming out on the trees. And I was learning again which tree and bush species leaved-out earliest. Buckeyes and spice-bush were taking the green color of the grass up to mid-height on the mostly bare tree trunks. While the maple “blossoms” were an early indicator of the twirly-birds that would fall from their limbs in a few months. Soon the wild plum and crab apple blossoms would appear, along with the redbud blooms.

Walking calmed my mind and let the stories come to me.

“That and your stack of legal pads at the back of your writing table.”

I was still getting used to Sal listening into my thoughts as if I spoke them out loud. 

I just nodded and smiled. “You're a wonder, Sal. And I have to thank whoever I could for your finding me those years ago.”

She squeezed my hand. “It wasn't just you needing me, it was both Jude and I needed you as well. You're one out of a million-million, and we both still have need of your rare talents. All we did was to help you help us – and help all those many, many beings out there who needed your help.”

I shrugged. “Thanks. But I needed to help them as well.”

Sal pulled my arm around her back and leaned her head on my shoulder briefly. “You have such an interesting way of phrasing things. Turning the emphasis back toward helping others.”

Then she stopped, stood up straight, a bit away from me while close enough that we could hold hands – and looked into my eyes. “And that makes helping you even harder.”

“Not like I want to make anything difficult for you.”

“So just let any idea of 'me' go and tell me what story you're writing now – then I can use your own tactic against you.”

“Tactic?”

“Like you deal with all the ghosts we've helped over the years. You get them to tell you their story, and prompt them where they leave out some clue which would resolve their mystery. Like any good mystery writer.”

My mind ran away for a bit with memories of all the mysteries we'd solved together.

Sal cleared her throat. 

I looked down at her face. She had a small pout on her face, her cute lower lip saying that I needed to be talking, not just flying away with my thoughts.

“Oh, sorry.”

“Don't be. Just start with the story you're working on, and then we'll peel out why you need to be writing it.”

I smiled at her and began. 

“It has to do with mirror universes...” 
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I'D SHOWN UP TO THE storefront in a brown sport jacket, stone-washed jeans, and a open collar perma-press button-down shirt – solid light blue, but faded. 

The event was some volunteer activity for the U. S. House representative of this district. 

Envelope stuffing was a simple task, and I took a spot on the end of the table, even though it meant getting up frequently to get supplies from the middle. 

“Say you look familiar – no, that's just too uncanny.”

Turning toward that female voice found a young brunette was studying my face.

“Uncanny? This mug has never been described like that.”

“No – I mean sure, you're handsome and all, but – wait.” She reached over to pick up one of the brochures we were stuffing into envelopes, and flipped it to the backside. 

Her sudden intake of breath prompted me to wonder what she was thinking.

She held the brochure up so she could study the picture on the back side and my face – glancing between them. “OK, sure, not uncanny. But you do look like him. Put you in a suit and comb your hair different and you'd be a dead-ringer.”

“So your saying I was 'saved by the bell'?”

Her smile made her face even more attractive.
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