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Dedication
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This is for all the Indie Authors who feel the world is against them. Never give up. You can do this.

This is also for all those who help behind the scenes. Thank you for your support.
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A note from the author
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This book has darker themes than my previous books (Broken Parallels and Parallel Tales). For this reason, I am providing a list of things appearing in this story that some may find disturbing. This list may not cover everything as I cannot know what warnings everyone may need. I will say that none of these things are glorified in any way, and they are dealt with in a manner befitting the evil involved.


	Police arresting innocent people based on gender, race, sexual orientation, and more

	People briefly locked up in the dark

	Car falling off a bridge – not graphic

	Discussions of domestic abuse – not graphic

	Discussions of required religious services

	Discussions of birth rates and why no one wants children in this dystopian world – not graphic

	Building on fire – no people injured by flames

	One death of a villain – not graphic, not a main character



After that list, I feel it's important to list some positive and good things you will find in this book.


	Absolutely no animals are harmed.

	It’s full of LGBTQ+ love.

	Music brings love to a world that desperately needs it.

	This book is full of not only music (more songs than either of the other books), but it’s full of painting with a dash of sculpture.

	Finally, it’s full of hope which is so important for everyone right now.
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So many people have supported me on my journey of writing Forgotten Parallels. From emotional support to brainstorming to simply being a part of an accepting book community online, these souls have made me a better person and a better writer. So, thank you so much to the awesome book community I've come to know online.

Special thanks go out to MBB Whyte and Cassandra Yorke, fellow authors who have kept me going with their feedback. Along with them, there are a few people who made me feel accepted as a newer author online. Thank you Ian Thomas Healy, Laura Napoli, Pamela Murray, JJ Larkey, and T. M. Kirk.
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cast of characters
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Contains spoilers from Broken Parallels (Parallels book 1) and Parallel Tales (Parallels book 2) 



Hello. I’m Alys. That's pronounced like “Alice,” and it's short for Alyson. I took an unexpected trip to a strange world, but this is not my story. This is the story of Scarlet, Mary, and Cassandra. I just got pulled along on a crazy adventure. Before you experience their story, I think you should have an introduction to people you might encounter along the way.

The first thing you need to know is that we are all one big family living on a magical island that is a hub connecting parallel worlds. Because of this, multiple versions of people are coming and going from the island frequently. So many worlds, so many people, so many relationships. Here are the ones you need to know.


Mother: She’s the spirit that watches over us. She died years ago, but she didn’t move on. She sometimes cares too much.

Father: He’s another spirit watching over us along with mother. I've been told he met Mother after they both died, but I have my doubts.

Harvey: He’s an evil man. He hates everyone, especially our family. After a long fight, he was locked away in a spiritual prison, but his influence still lingers.

Madena and Sophie: Madena is a famous musical superstar. Sophie was her biggest fan before they met because of social media. They were both infected with a mysterious sickness. Sophie recovered on her own, but Madena died. Mother rescued Madena’s soul and put it in a new, younger body. Madena and Sophie are married.

Emma, Dawn, and Maddie: They are different versions of Madena created on the island. Emma and Maddie are superstars like Madena. They perform in different parallel worlds. Dawn stays on the island and owns the diner where we spend so much of our time. Both Dawn and Maddie have newborn babies.

John: He’s married to Maddie. He helps with mechanical and electronic devices along with others.

Jamie: They're Dawn's partner. They run a magical electronics shop on the island where we can get anything we can imagine thanks to the magic. No one really understands how it works.

Em and Sara: Em is another superstar version of Madena. Her relationship with Sara is epic. After a whirlwind romance, they planned to get married, but Harvey showed up. Sara died, learned magic from her dead ancestors, and came back to life. Em and Sara helped imprison Harvey. They are married and have a newborn baby.

Eddie: He is my awesome boyfriend, and he helps Dawn run the diner. We do not have a baby.

Others: There are more people that you will meet later.
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CHAPTER 1

New York City - 1995
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“Once again, residents of the Upper East Side woke to graffiti on several prominent buildings, each signed ‘Midnight’ with a red crown. However, this morning, residents tell us a second name appears on the most visible display on East 81st street, ‘Moonlight’ with a gold crown. Police speculate that our overnight vandal now has a partner.” The television was silent for a moment as the man on the screen read from a piece of paper handed to him from someone off screen. “I have just been informed that music is now playing at the graffiti location. The street is full of people ... dancing. People are dancing and singing in the street. Residents are urged to stay inside as police have been dispatched to the scene.”

Midnight and Moonlight watched the dancing in the street and smiled. “This is only the beginning,” Midnight said. “Soon, the whole world will know the name ‘Moonlight’.”

* * *
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ONE WEEK EARLIER

* * *

[image: ]


Scarlet trudged to the kitchen, barely lifting her feet.

“Didn’t sleep again?” Marvin asked. When Scarlet shook her head, he made a disapproving sound and sipped his coffee. “You know what that does to your creativity.”

“It’s not what you think.” She poured herself a cup of coffee and leaned against the counter. “I had that dream again. The one about the teacher, but this time, we were singing together.”

“Singing? Why would you dream about that? What were you singing? Where?” Marvin leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms.

“Look. I know it’s illegal, but it was a dream.” She gulped her coffee. “In the dream, we were on stage, singing for a crowd of people.”

“How big was the crowd?” Marvin asked.

“Bigger than my last art show.”

Marvin whistled. “No wonder you couldn’t sleep.”

Scarlet pushed away from the counter and fell into a chair at the table. I can’t stop thinking about her. I have this feeling that I should know her.”

Marvin leaned forward. “Paint her. See if it helps. Hasn’t this happened before? You’ve had other dreams.”

She leaned forward. “They weren’t this real.”

Marvin squirmed in his seat and ran his fingers around the rim of his coffee cup. “Someone was in the yard again last night.” He sipped his coffee but kept his eyes on Scarlet.

“Another runaway?” she asked.

He shook his head. “A woman. She spent the night on the patio. I went out at sunrise, but she ran when I opened the door.”

Scarlet poured more coffee from the carafe on the table. “Two nights ago, I saw someone sleeping on the patio. I assumed they were a runaway, but maybe it was the woman from last night. If she's there tonight ...”

Marvin leaned back. “It's going to be cold tonight. I will leave some blankets on the patio for her, but I will let you try to talk to her. When I watched the security videos, she was watching over her shoulder as she came through the fence. She took a long time to fall asleep. I will take a look at the previous night’s tapes. Maybe we can find out who she is, but she was good at hiding her face last night.”

Scarlet sipped her coffee. “I wonder what happened to her.”
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CHAPTER 2

Art on Stage
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Scarlet tapped her foot as she waited for her hair and makeup stylists to finish. They always made a huge fuss over her appearance, but all she wanted was to go out and make art for her fans. “It's all going to be covered in paint in a matter of minutes. I don't know why you bother.” She looked down at the clear coat she wore over her dress and heard a tsk. She apologized and looked straight ahead.

The blue and gold extensions in her dark hair matched the colors in her dress. That was supposed to be the theme for the art show, but one special request would disrupt that. As much as they planned ahead, live shows were always unpredictable.

As her stylist finished, Marvin entered her dressing room. “Nine thousand so far according to the ticket counters. How many do you want for live portraits?”

Scarlet took his arm and walked out, heading for the stage. “I can do five or six after the exhibition. Is Sasha ready?”

Marvin smiled. “Her sculpting tools are on the platform under the stage. She'll meet you there.”

Soon, she was under the stage, standing on the moving platform waiting for her introduction. She never paid much attention to the words, instead focusing on preparing herself to face the audience. Even after fifteen years, she still had butterflies in her stomach when she had to go onstage.

As always, everything went by in a blur. The platform carried her up to the stage along with her paints. The large canvas was already on the stage. After introducing Sasha as her guest artist, they began their exhibition. 

Sasha sculpted in wood alongside Scarlet while she painted. The goal was to create the same subject without prior discussion. They took turns of three minutes each, watching the other, trying to see where it might lead, and sculpting or painting until time was up.

Scarlet always let the guest artist start. Somehow, she was able to see in those first three minutes exactly what the end result would be. It was like magic, and she couldn't explain it. With Sasha’s sculpture, she knew almost instantly that it was going to be the New York City skyline. The sculpture would have two rows of buildings large enough to walk through and would be taller than most people. So, Scarlet painted the skyline so the viewer would feel like they were between the buildings looking up at the sky.

Halfway through the exhibition, Scarlet saw the obvious confusion on Sasha’s face. She walked to the microphone in the stand at the front of the stage. “This happens a lot at this point,” she said. The crowd watching cheered. “Sasha, finish with your original plan. It will all make sense in the end.” To the cheers of the crowd, they continued.

When Scarlet took her last turn, putting the final touches on her painting, the crowd went wild. Security had to hold back a rush of people when a camera showed a view from inside the sculpture. Looking up at the sculpture from the center of it, it perfectly matched the painting.

Sasha and Scarlet were rushed offstage while security secured the artwork and got the crowd under control. It took longer than expected. “Maybe you shouldn't do the portraits.” Marvin said.

Scarlet changed into a fresh clear vinyl coat and waited for her hair and makeup to be touched up. “I always do a few free portraits. I can't let this stop me. I'm the only artist who doesn't charge for admission. I’m the only one who sells in all price ranges. That includes the chance for some lucky people to get a free portrait. It's what I do.”

Marvin smiled. “I knew you would say that.” He lowered his voice. The final person for a portrait may be a challenge. She agreed, but she's trying to stay hidden. Scarlet, I think she may be the woman we saw on the patio. Can you do hers as a mystery portrait?”

With a nod, Scarlet made her way to the stage.

One at a time, people were brought on stage and Scarlet painted a quick portrait for them. Before the final person was led to the stage, the stylist gave them a lace veil to wear over their face.

“The last portrait I will be doing today will be a mystery portrait. I love these challenges. I will paint the portrait without seeing their face. Let's see how it turns out.”

As Marvin escorted a woman onto the stage, Scarlet’s face turned white. Yes. It was the woman from the patio, but she was also the woman from her dreams. She not only knew how she looked now, but she knew what she was supposed to look like. With frantic brushstrokes, she painted the woman in her dreams, not realizing until too late that she'd painted her holding a guitar.
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CHAPTER 3

Welcome to New York
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* * *
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EARLIER THAT DAY

* * *
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Mary watched the taxi burst into flames as it fell off the bridge into the water. The video was on every television screen in the small electronics shop. All the news reports were showing it. For a moment, she wondered who took the video. Then she turned back to the window. The police car was gone, but she pulled her hood up anyway. It wouldn't hurt to be careful.

She walked several blocks before she was swept up with a crowd. Not wanting to draw attention to herself, she walked with them. Soon, she found herself at the entrance of a large stadium. Her heart raced as a young man asked for her ticket. She reached in her pockets and patted her hands all over her jacket. “I lost it. I don't know what happened. I should go see if I can find it.”

The young man nodded, but a tall, older man behind him held up his hand. “That's not necessary. Tickets are free. I’m sure we can let you in. In fact, you can have one of Scarlet’s free paintings. She will paint for you live on stage. You look like you could use a pick me up.”

After a couple tries, Mary found her voice. “I guess that would be okay.”

“Great. I’m Marvin. If you'll come with me, I’ll take you to the reserved seating near the stage.”

After looking back over her shoulder, Mary nodded and followed Marvin. “Sorry. I’m a touch nervous.”

As they approached the seating area, Marvin turned his head to look at her. “Are you okay? Do you need help? I can call someone?”

Mary stopped and took a step back. “No police.” It came out a little too loud. She lowered her voice. “No police. They can't help me.”

He met her gaze. “Got it. No police. I understand.” He held out his hand. “You can sit here. I will get you when it's time to go onstage.”

She stepped back again. “No. I can't. People can't see me.”

“What if we make sure no one can see your face? Then Scarlet can paint anyone she wants. No one will know what you look like.”

He still held his hand out to her. After a long moment, she placed her hand in his. “Promise?”

“I promise.”

* * *
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As Mary climbed the steps to the stage, she smelled the fresh wood shavings created by the power tools during the exhibition. The floor had been swept, but the smell lingered. She could barely see through the lace veil covering her face, but she saw the color drain from Scarlet’s face. Somehow, Scarlet recognized her. She felt her whole body shake. She could see recognition in Scarlet’s eyes. It made no sense to her. She was a nobody, a community college professor from a small town in Ohio. She looked around and almost tripped over a stool. With a nervous laugh, she sat on the stool and waited.

Scarlet turned to her canvas and painted. The trancelike way she approached the portrait was different from how she had painted the others. Mary had never seen anything like it. Even when Scarlet was painting the skyline, she wasn't this lost in the act. Mary watched in silence but gasped with the audience when Scarlet stepped aside and revealed the finished painting.

Mary stared at the face on the canvas. It was obviously her, but the hair and makeup on her painted version made her look like a glamorous star. No one would recognize it as her. The blond hair caught her attention first, but then she saw what would bring the police to the stadium. The blue, black, and gold electric guitar in the portrait glowed, illuminated by an unknown source. Mary reached out to touch it but yanked her hand back and stood. “I'm sorry. I have to go.” Before anyone could stop her, she turned and jumped off the stage before running to the nearest exit.

After walking a few blocks, she risked a look behind her. No one looked her way. She slowed her pace as her stomach growled. Cursing, she pulled her cash from her pocket. “Three dollars and some change won't buy anything here, and all the shops are closing for curfew. Dammit!”
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CHAPTER 4

Meet Detective Adams
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Scarlet watched everything happen in slow motion. She watched the guitar appear on the canvas as though someone else was painting while she merely watched. As she turned and stepped aside, she heard the collective gasp from the crowd along with a strange mix of boos and applause. She didn't hear what the woman on stage with her said before she ran away, but she did hear the police shout through a bullhorn to stay on stage.

As police ushered the crowd out of the stadium, she stood with her hands in the air. Marvin joined her with his hands raised as Detective Adams climbed the steps. “Detective, this isn't what you think. Guitars are not illegal. People play classical music on guitars every day.”

The short, dark haired man was out of breath once he stepped onto the stage. “That's an electric guitar.”

“No. It's a painting. It's art, Detective Adams. How many times must we have this discussion. No one is singing. No one is dancing. No one is playing rock music.” She waved her arms around. “None of this is illegal.”

Marvin stepped up beside her. “We filed for all the proper permits.”

Detective Adams pointed to the portrait. “That woman looks an awful lot like the woman who died in that taxi explosion two days ago.” He stepped closer to the painting. “The hair color is different, but it's definitely her.”

Scarlet shrugged. “I can't explain it. The last portrait was simply a trick for the crowd. I painted a face from my imagination.” She gestured to the woman in the portrait. “She's not real.”

Detective Adams nodded. “I'm keeping my eye on you.”

Scarlet was silent until the detective turned and walked offstage, and she waited a moment more before throwing up her hands. “I can't stand that man. He's a menace. I guess we save the giveaways for the next show.”

Marvin stared at the painting. “How does he always know when strange things are about to happen?”

Scarlet looked at the exit Detective Adams used a moment earlier. “I wish I knew.”
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CHAPTER 5

Midnight
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Mary walked along the wrought iron fence, pressing her hand against it gently until she found the spot where it swung into the yard. She slipped through the opening and hurried to the patio. She sat in the corner on the little wicker couch and pulled her feet up under her coat as she shivered.

When the light in the house came on, she jumped to her feet and took a few steps towards the fence. When her stomach growled again, she stopped and turned back to the house. “Couldn't be worse than freezing to death out here.” She walked to the large sliding door and knocked on the glass. “Hello.” For a moment, she didn't hear anything from inside, but then she heard footsteps and muffled voices.
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