
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


When Death Lives Twice

by S. H. Marpel

Sequel to “Felicity” and “When Death Died”



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WHEN DEATH LIVES TWICE

    

    
      First edition. February 16, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 S. H. Marpel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393784654

    

    
    
      Written by S. H. Marpel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    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...)


- - - -


Thanks to Rebekah for the inspiration.


- - - -


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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"WELL, THIS IS CURIOUS - I've only got papers that say to take one of you."

My two latest deaths stood in front of me. 

"The other is supposed to keep on living. But here you both are."

Neither spoke to volunteer which was which.

"So, you both intend to keep on living, in spite of my orders to take one of you."

Silence signaled assent.

"You know that no one has ever cheated Death. Just because you have some spirit-guides looking out for you doesn't mean I won't end up with one - or even both of you."

I tapped a long, bony finger.

"Or maybe all four of you, just to make it completely fair. Because the more those two gals are working to keep you both alive, the more they are just making a bargain with me."

The two men standing there looked at each other.

Then turned to me and shrugged. At the same time, like they'd rehearsed it.

"Alrighty, then. The Game is on. Let's see who can beat Death and keep living. It's like always - all or nothing.

"And I never lose..."
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JUDE AND I GOT RUSHED in here again last night. 

Because both our boys slipped under again. Flat-lining like before.

Rochelle kept telling us we two sisters were doing great at nursing them, that there was nothing anyone else could do any better. But now each of us had only one duty right now – and that was to save the guy we were “assigned” to. 

We knew Rochelle had never seen anything like this before. Sure, she'd had people just give up and die on her. Especially when she couldn't get to them in time. Even after she'd brought them back to life once or twice or more.

But under the care of a Lazurai healer, body death is extremely rare. 

Sure, they both had serious wounds when they came in. But those had all been patched. And there were only faint lines now where the jagged cuts had been repaired. In time, there wouldn't even be any scars to show. The surgery here was expert.

Yet this was the third time both of us had to come in and stop the slide. 

And once we did, it left us both exhausted. Of course, it didn't help that we were either sleeping on hallway couches or a nearby wheeled gurney just to be on call. 

At least we had plenty of towels around to sob into when it got to be too much. 

- - - -
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MY SISTER AND I WERE spirit-guides, not used to being healers. 

We'd seen it done, been around to help, even held oozing pads on bloody wounds with our own hands while rushing the injured to an operating room. 

This was different. Much.

Rochelle explained it as simply as she could. I was somehow connected to John on an intimate basis, and Jude was connected to Bernie. And just as Jude and I were both connected to each other, there was some connection between Bernie and John as well. 

So it wasn't just any healer that could come in and “fix” what was wrong. Not with our two boys.

Rochelle had talked to Ben and he'd been researching everything he could find on this area – everything the Library and his network could find. 

But nothing more, really, than the way she had explained it. 

And I felt it somewhere inside me as well. I'd give my eternal life to save John. Just as Jude would for Bernie – even though she'd known him less than a day before he wound up here near-death. 

The one thing we knew about Bernie is his background as a shifter. Most of the time, he'd prefer being a border collie. And that breed was known to not just defend but care for their charge as if they were one with them. 

And John would give anything to anyone to help them solve their life-problem.
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