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Thank you for the love and patience it took while I wrote this book. I know it wasn’t easy. This book has been dedicated to my children, grandchildren, and darling husband (Jack Grosjean aka Billy). I love you all!
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CHAPTER ONE
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Charles sat in his worn-out, broken-down chair, admiring the fireworks from the comfort of his home. He always enjoyed these warm nights. It had been a while since the city celebrated anything. However, it was a time for celebration because the war had ended. World War IV was just a memory and the casualties were not as high as the mayor had anticipated. Even the President was off, and that was a good thing. The city, on the other hand, was in turmoil, and no one could have anticipated that. It was one of many cities that were pulled into the war. Flashes of red and blue filled the night sky as fireworks danced above them. Those who were lost would be remembered from this day forward because they gave their lives for the better good. 

Everything Charles promised to do for the city would begin. The things he promised Mary would no longer be put off for sake of the war. They would have their family. They would have their happiness. No more excuses.

Charles recalled the words he heard before the fireworks commenced. “To all the good people of Fort Lane. We have endured a travesty, but the war is finally over. The President will give his speech later tonight. We will hear from him how we will regain our jobs from before the war. He will tell us how funds have been put aside to rebuild our cities and begin rebuilding our lives. We will stand united to help each other rebuild our homes and our lives. We stand in a city turned to rubble, but we will remain united and stand tall.” Charles smiled as the next explosion of color filled the sky. August 3rd would be their brand-new Independence Day. “Yes, Mayor, we will. And we’ll be stronger for it,” he mumbled.

“What did you say, Charlie?” His wife asked from across the room.

“Nothing dear. Why don’t you come over here and sit with me? These fireworks won’t wait for you.” Charles held out his hand for Mary.

“All right.” Mary walked into the light from the fireworks. Her hair was pulled up, and held by a small pin. Strands of brown hair fell loose and framed her small face. There were traces of her day left behind—a bit of dirt here and there. Her shirt and long skirt were torn and mended in several areas with smudges of dirt covering the material.

Charles smiled as she came into view. In his eyes, she was the most radiant woman in the world. Her messy hair and dirty clothing didn’t bother him. But he wished she would take the time she needed to put herself first for a change. She deserved more than what he could give her, but it never seemed to bother her, and that was why he loved her so much. She always put others before her and that made her a saint. 

She stood almost as tall as he did. A soft warm breeze dropped from the hole in the ceiling and lifted her red skirt, revealing thin legs. Charles grinned at the view. His eyes lifted, following the white buttons on her thin white blouse. The top button was unfastened and revealed a small cleavage. His smile grew. Another burst of color lit up the sky. Her shirt reflected the red glow as he continued to watch his wife.

Mary sat down on Charles’s lap and gazed upward—another burst of color flashed across the night’s sky. Charles didn’t pay any attention to the fireworks any longer, he was enjoying the view directly in front of him. He raised his finger and popped the second button open to reveal more of her soft smooth skin.

“Charlie, there are people in here,” Mary whispered as she buttoned her blouse.

“What people? I don’t see anyone,” he said with a smirk.

“Very funny. I know you see Daniel and his wife. They aren’t transparent, you know.”

“Oh, I know. I see them. I was just trying to be funny.” He smiled again. His sense of humor had gotten them this far—he couldn’t simply shut it off now. He looked at the two sitting on a loveseat and smiled at them. They weren’t paying attention to Charles and Mary. They were watching the fireworks and sipping colas.

Daniel and Sarah used to live next door, but their house had been destroyed in the war. Charles invited them to stay there until they could rebuild their house. Mary was thrilled that they agreed. They didn’t have much, but it was enough and they wanted to share their home with their friends. This was the only room that couldn’t be lived in because of the hole in the roof, but it came in handy tonight.

“Charles, do you got any more dip?” Daniel asked. His voice wasn’t deep for as large as he was. The bottom of his worn-out grey t-shirt exposed his round belly. 

“I think so. Let me go check. I’ll be right back.” Charles shifted enough to let Mary slide into the chair. He stood up, kissed her forehead, and rushed downstairs. The first floor of his home was in great shape. 

He danced as he walked through the living room, cut through the dining room, and entered the kitchen. He turned on the light. It flashed and popped. “Dang it, stupid light.”

He made a mental note to replace the light bulb and fumbled through the kitchen to the fridge and opened the door. As he was looking for the dip, the items on the shelves began to jiggle. A small amount at first, and then as the ground shook, the items on the shelves jumped. The glass jars burst one-by-one, starting with the pickles. Charles ran to the table, leaving the fridge door open. He ducked and crawled under the table for safety. He could hear Mary, Daniel, and Sarah yelling from upstairs.

Charles felt something behind him as air rushed past him. He slowly turned around and saw a jagged-edged beam of light. The center of the light was bright and faded as it reached the edge. As he was pulled toward the rift, the light grew and became brighter. He tried to escape, but it was too powerful. He yelled for help. Charles closed his eyes and he passed through it. The light disappeared and the shaking stopped. All was quiet.

Charles opened his eyes and looked around the kitchen. It was daylight now. Right away, he could tell he wasn’t in the same kitchen. He crawled out from where he sat and stood up. The basic shape and size of the room were the same, but there were many differences in the kitchen. The white coffee maker was missing. The wooden tower of mugs that used to be next to the coffee maker was gone too. A strange device was on the counter where his shiny metal toaster used to sit. He approached the device and examined it. A bitter aroma rose from it. He lifted the top and saw brown coffee beans. “Hmm, I wonder when Mary bought this.” He turned his head toward the kitchen’s entrance. Mary, Daniel, and Sarah stopped yelling. “Are you guys okay!” 

No answer.

Charles stepped out of the kitchen and worked his way through the house, and he opened the front door. “What the—” he began to say.

The city appeared to be in one piece. There were no signs of war and no damage to any of the houses or buildings. The sidewalks were made of concrete that sparkled in the light. The streetlights were shaped differently than he remembered. These were shiny and much taller. A young couple walked down the sidewalk on the other side of the street. Charles didn’t know where he was, but he knew he wasn’t home. This wasn’t the Fort Lane, he knew.

Charles ran across the street and hailed the couple. “I’m terribly sorry, but where am I?”

“You’re in Fort Lane. Are you feeling all right, sir?” the man asked.

“I’m a. I’m a.” It was all he could say as he turned around looking everything over. “Mary!” He ran back into the house and rushed up the stairs, taking two at a time. The bedroom where the roof had caved in days earlier was now in one piece. Mary, Daniel, and Sarah were not there. “Ha ha, the joke’s over. You can come out now!” He opened the closet door. No one was hiding. He rushed out of the room and ran into the other two bedrooms and guest bathroom on the second level. All the while, yelling for Mary. “Did you spike my drink? Come on, this isn’t funny!” He ran back through the bedrooms, checking under the beds and inside the closets. Everything had changed. His clothes were missing. Mary’s clothes were missing. He saw strange clothes hanging in their places. He barely glanced at the pictures of himself hanging on the walls as he rushed through the rooms. He fought back the tears as he searched for the love of his life. “This isn’t happening!” Panic set in. “Mary!”

Charles dragged himself down the stairs. The young couple stood at the front door, watching him. They turned and the young man flagged someone down. Charles couldn’t tell who. A man approached them with a metal thing on his arm. Charles had never seen anything quite like it before. And it lit up. His eyes widened when he saw it. He rushed over to the man and watched the thing on his arm glow. A transparent man appeared above the man’s arm. He couldn’t tell who the man was. Charles leaped back. “Is that magic?”

“You’ve never seen an arm unit before?” the man asked.

“No, what is it?” Charles asked. He felt brave enough to step forward and look at the strange thing on the man’s arm. He touched it. It felt like metal, looked like metal, but he never saw anything that would light up without buttons or holes for the light to shine through. It was one solid piece. “How does it work?” He stood inside the doorway now.

The man laughed. “Are you Charles Ramsey?” The man looked at him sideways.

Charles pulled back. “How did you know my name?”

“It’s right here, sir.” The man turned his arm and showed him the image of a man who looked like him and pointed to his name under the transparent image. His address appeared below his name.

He couldn’t believe it. “When did Fort Lane get something like this?” He looked down the street as people rushed out of their homes. “When did the city clean up? The war did so much damage.”

“We never had a war here, Mr. Ramsey. Are you feeling all right?”

A flying car grabbed Charles’s attention next. His eyes widened and his hands shook while his legs trembled. What was this flying contraption? There were two men inside it, one got out. Charles saw the man and couldn’t believe his eyes. He had his face. Charles’s legs became weak, his hands shook fiercely, and he dropped to the floor. The man with the metal thing on his arm stood over him, but he was spinning in circles. Everything suddenly turned black.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Charles saw a crowd pulling up toward his house. He wondered what was going on. The air taxi lowered to the street between the houses. The roads were no longer used in the year 2229, but it was cost-effective to leave them as they were, and just maintain them. Streetlamps in front of every house flickered at night. As the taxi lowered, the lamps flickered out for the day. The silver metal glistened under the sun’s rays.

“Sir, do you want me to fly around or drop you off here?” the driver asked with an accent. His ancestors were from India, but he’d been in Fort Lane for years. The accent was all that was left of his past.

“Yes, here’s just fine. I wonder what’s happening?” Charles asked as he unbuckled his seat belt.

“You got me. Do you want to wait a minute?”

“Nah, let me pay so you can move on.” Charles rolled up his sleeve to reveal his arm unit. He touched the panel on the back of the driver’s headrest and paid the driver. Charles worked for the World Bureau in the Science District.

“Gee, thank you!” the driver said in excitement when he saw the payment on the dashboard. “Have a great evening, Charles.”

“Thank you. Same to you.” Charles noticed the driver pray over the dashboard and knew what he was praying for. He’d seen it done many times when they received payment for something. It was a prayer for financial stability and he was thanking the gods. Charles smiled, opened the door, and jumped down from the floating taxi. He stepped back to allow the door to close automatically. He stood there as the taxi lifted and flew away slowly until he was above the street lamps and sped up.

Charles walked toward his house. “Excuse me, may I get through?” he asked as he squeezed through the crowd. “What’s happening?”

“A man passed out.” The woman looked at Charles. “He looks just like you.”

“Hmm, I wonder if he’s a visitor from my past or future,” Charles said as he held in a laugh.

“Charles, you should be ashamed of yourself. The thought of someone visiting from another time like that. You know that’s against the law.”

“Jeannie, it was a joke.”

“Oh.”

Charles smiled as he shook his head. Hearing there was a copy of him nearby sounded familiar. And then it hit him. Charles stopped. He remembered being a child and seeing an older version of himself. He knew time travel existed, but he knew there were rules. That was when he met the detectives, or agents for the World Bureau, as they were called. His sister, Billie, was with them. He visited his mother several times, and had gotten to know her as she grew up. She turned out being a very beautiful woman. Time travel created this moment where he was able to meet her for the first time. Charles scratched his head. He had to find out why his copy was there. He moved forward as his mind worked up ideas. He didn’t want to be sent to jail for someone’s stupidity.

“Excuse me, Agent, what’s going on?” he asked.

“Charles Ramsey?” The agent sounded confused.

“Yes. That’s me.”

“Are you aware that visiting yourself from a different time is a crime?” the agent asked.

“I do, yes. But that’s my twin brother. He’s a little sick,” Charles said as he rotated his finger while pointing at his head.

“You mean?”

“I’m afraid so. He wasn’t supposed to travel alone. He lives with our mother.”

“And where is she?” the agent asked.

“She traveled back to the year 1989, when she remarried.”

“Oh, I see.” The agent looked at his arm unit. “I don’t see a record of twins.”

“There wouldn’t be, sir.”

“Explain.” The agent lowered his arm and stared at Charles. His beady eyes could melt the chrome off of anyone’s arm.

This was where he needed to be creative without going over the top. He had heard of stories like this before, so he knew it had to be true. “We were born in this house.” Charles pointed at the house behind the agent. “I don’t know exactly what happened because I was too young obviously, but my parents only reported one of us. It was stupid, I know.”

“All right, Mr. Ramsey. Take care of your brother and make sure he gets home all right.”

“I will do that.” Charles smiled. “Thank you!”

The agent left and the crowd slowly returned to their homes. Charles knew he couldn’t touch the man, so he waited until he was awake and coaxed him into the house.

“Am I dreaming?” he asked.

“No, why?”

“How is this possible?” The man sat on the floral sofa, shaking. 

Charles knew he was in shock though he wasn’t sure why, so he offered him a blanket. 

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Why don’t you tell me what happened and we’ll figure this out together.”

“But I don’t know what happened. I was watching the fireworks with my wife—.”

“Stop right there, buddy. I’ve never been married.”

“But I have. Why would you think just because you haven’t doesn’t mean I can’t?”

“Because time travel doesn’t work that way. Now tell me the truth.” Charles felt annoyed.

“Time travel isn’t real.”

“I don’t know when you’re from, but it is real, I assure you. I travel through time for my work.”

Charles’s copy’s eyes widened. “Is that how I got here?”

“I don’t know. You don’t look older than I am and as I said, I’ve never been married, so you’re not from the past.”

“Have you ever been to war?”

Charles pulled his head back. That was a strange question to ask. The United States hadn’t been in a war in decades. He knew any version of his past or future would know the same information. He looked at the man sideways as he tried to figure him out. He decided to answer to see how this played out. “I’ve never been involved in any wars, but I can’t speak for anyone else. Why do you ask?”

He stared straight ahead. “I’ve seen war and I’ve worked for the factory that made bullets for it. I’m from somewhere entirely different.” His eyes grew wider as he turned his head and looked at Charles. “That’s not possible! There’s only one Earth!”

Hearing what Charles’s copy was saying, it began to make sense. He wasn’t from the past or the future. He was from an alternate universe. There were theories, but no solid proof until now. The excitement of it made Charles dance.

The room began to shake and Charles fell. His copy pulled his knees into a fetal position and hid under the blanket. Parts of the room vanished, reappeared, disappeared, and returned to normal. Then a beam of vertical light appeared in the center of the room. The middle of the light was bright and faded as it expanded outward. 

When Charles saw the light, he shrank back. He’d never seen anything like it before.

His replica threw the blanket down, jumped off the sofa, and made a run for the light. It disappeared before he could reach it. “That was how I got here!” He dropped to his knees. “I need to get back to Mary!” He began to cry as he yelled out for Mary.

Charles watched the man and sympathized with him. If he was taken away from a world and had someone he loved, he knew he’d react the same way. He smiled. “You’re in luck, my friend. I can study this and help you get home. But I need to find out how it’s generating and why the time quakes are activating it.”

“You know what this is?”

Charles smiled and nodded. “I do. I believe we created it.” Charles saw something in the man’s eyes. He recalled that look from the day when he met his older version. The hate and anger that filled those eyes were too familiar. He stepped back.

“I demand you send me home!”

“I can’t right now.” Charles took another step back. “I don’t have the information.”

“How long before you do?”

“That much research will take me years.”

“How do you do this time travel thing?” Charles’s copy stood up and walked toward him. “I will find a year when you know.”

The look in his eyes frightened Charles. He couldn’t believe how quickly he shifted from fear to anger. “If you kill me, I won’t be able to help you.” He thought if he gave this information, the man would spare him.

Charles’s copy took a step back. “Take me to a place where I can time travel.” His voice was calm.

“All right. I know a place where you can get an arm unit. You must play your cards right for it to work.”

“All right. Tell me what I need to do.” He stood there as his breathing accelerated.

Charles gave him the information he needed before he blew up again. Then he called an air taxi. When the taxi arrived, the replica appeared nervous. He hesitated before climbing into the back seat. He slid over and Charles got into the car. He gave the driver the address and the taxi lifted off. 

Charles’s copy watched the buildings fly by beneath and above them. It was apparent he’d never flown before. He acted like a child, screeching as he saw each building.

Charles turned to the driver. “He’s a bit excited.”

“I can see that. Showing him around?” the driver asked with an Asian accent.

“Yes. I’m taking him to my place of work.”

“How exciting. He doesn’t get out much, does he?”

“No, he doesn’t. Our mother needed a break and I was off today, so I offered to watch him for her.” 

“That was thoughtful of you. I hope the two of you have fun today,” the driver replied.

“Thank you. So do I.” Charles shifted in his seat to give him more space between himself and his replica. He wasn’t sure if they could touch. He wasn’t willing to take any chances. 

The rest of the ride was in silence, except for a few laughs and screams from his replica. Charles thought things over. If he came from an alternate universe, he would have arrived at the same time and date as us, which means we are the same age. That puts him at 25. I’m going to have to ask him about his world so I can better understand what happened. I can’t believe I met someone from another universe. This could bring me so much good fortune. The work I could do, the fame I could find. Charles shook his head. No, I can’t search for fame. This is something I must do in secrecy. If the Bureau learned of this man, I wouldn’t be able to send him home. If I can send him home.

When the taxi landed, the replica finally spoke. “Where I’m from, a war just ended and it was at night. The entire city was in shambles. These streets were destroyed, part of my home was demolished, and things like flying cars don’t exist. Witnessing a world with its former splendor is both amazing and exciting.”

“Why don’t you stay here?” Charles asked.

“I will not abandon my wife. She needs me. How could you be so cold?” he asked.

“I wasn’t intending to sound cold. I’m sure the woman you married is here too.”

“But she wouldn’t be MY Mary.”

“True.” 

Charles’s copy looked at the arm unit. “How does that work? It’s fascinating!”

“It’s complicated. I don’t think I should tell you since you’re from another place. The rules for time travel are probably the same across universes.”

“I was beginning to like you, Charles. Do you realize how many lives could be saved with this technology?”

Charles began to walk toward the building where he worked. The next block over was a no-fly zone, so they had to walk the rest of the way. “I do. However, I’ve learned a lot over these past years. Some things shouldn’t be changed. According to the history’s records, I made that mistake once. If time hadn’t been created, we wouldn’t have had the time quakes or that rift that brought you here.”

His replica followed, staying close. “Yes, well, time will fix all of that.”

“We hope.”
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​​​​CHAPTER THREE
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Adam stood over the garden, tending to the multi-colored flowers. The copper watering pot reflected the sun’s rays causing it to feel warm under his gloved hand. The beautiful arrangement of unique flowers was a one-of-a-kind treat that he learned to create from his paternal grandmother. It was his second love. 

Adam was an agent for the World Bureau, Time Travel district—his first love. He was an officer of the law just as his father before him was, and his father before him. 

Adam placed the pot on a wooden stool and grabbed a handful of fertilizer blends, and sprinkled it over the Roses, Lavender, Alyssum, Foxgloves, and Marigolds. He continued watering the Hybrids and put the can away, locked the shed, and headed inside for a cold shower. His body glowed from perspiration. He stopped inside the doorway.

He breathed in the August air and took pride in his accomplishment. Adam was one of the small few who owned a flower garden. In 2275, treats like these flowers didn’t exist, but soon, they will if Adam had his way.

Adam strolled into the well-lit kitchen and kicked off his boots under the small round wooden table in the center of the room. A golden glow shined through the window and Adam basked in its warmth. He casually walked through the kitchen, into the dining room—a room no one heard of except for the time travelers like Adam. The brown shag carpet was soft beneath his feet. He loved the past. Most of the furnishings came from his great-grandparents who he never met though he had heard many stories of them from his grandmother.

Once he entered the living room in the front of the house, his arm unit vibrated, alerting him of a call. Adam shook his wrist to answer. A light appeared revealing a hologram of the Captain. “Morning, sir!” Adam said with a smile.

The captain had a nasal voice, but his personality grabbed attention. “Good morning, Agent. I have a new case for you. Are you ready to take the report?” Though the captain was transparent, Adam knew he was a young man of fifty, had short brown hair that was trimmed around the ears, and the physique of a twenty-year-old. Captain Lee Black was in his prime. He was healthy and required his agents to be the same. 

The arm unit measured vitals among other things to maintain this health. The metal-like unit covered the entire lower arm, just below the elbow. It was a permanent device that also could be used for storing digital information as well as biological samples, contained a GPS in any year, keep time, was a weapon, and push him through time. The device knew when a person was awake or sleeping. Most of the elements within the device would shut down during sleeping mode. The docks for time travel have been closed since time travel was paused in 2244. Adam was pleased they started the program back up. Anyone who didn’t have an arm unit still had hand-held devices that were once called cell phones. They had been upgraded over the years to do almost the same thing as the arm units—other than the weapon’s part, that is.

The arm unit, also known as an HVSGWT, buzzed to alert him that the file had been sent to him. He twisted his arm to reveal the lower side. A panel lit up and revealed the information he would need.

“Sir, I thought the year 2022 was off-limits,” Adam said as he surveyed the information.

“It was. Time travel has been opened to allow entry for this year. I understand you know who Marcus Stanley, Ryan Guilnet, and Billie Reynolds are.”

Adam’s eyes widened. “Yes, sir, I do!”

“Good. Because we need them. Billie’s brother, Charles Ramsey has been kidnapped. He has been studying the effects of Time Quakes. His knowledge can either destroy us or save us. You must find him and stop the culprit from taking more of his doubles.”

“You mean it’s 2022 all over again, Sir?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, shit. Sorry, sir. I mean—.”

“I know what you mean, Agent. Travel to the coordinates on your arm unit and retrieve all three agents. Make sure they are given arm units, they have been sent to your device. Post haste.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Travel with caution.”

“I will, sir. Thank you!”

“Oh, and Adam, I don’t have to remind you of the rules of time travel, do I?” the captain asked.

“No, sir. I know not to tell them who I am.”
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