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Chapter 1




Alexander closed the door. He, his twin sister Alexandra and their parents were leaving the notary's office where they'd just listened to someone reading the will of Uncle Reginald and Aunt Henrietta. 

"That was that," their father, Max, said. "What do we do now? The day's a wash, I've taken the whole day off for this half hour. This was so… not worth it."

"Come on, Dad. Aunt Henny and Uncle Reggie died. We were the ones inheriting their things. This asks for…" Alexandra frowned. A celebration was hardly proper.

"This asks for coffee, tea, hot chocolate, coffee," mother Sally said, pointing at her husband, herself, their daughter and their son in turn.

"And where?" Father Max looked at his son. "Not your place. That's always a mess."

Alexander bit back a comment. He was a creative person, with ideas spread all over. That was not a mess.

"Not mine," Alexandra said. "That is a certified mess."

"But you said you'd clean it up." Mother Sally looked surprised. "Well, that leaves us with home."

"Or the new place at Crow Street," Alexander said. "That looks neat from the outside."

"I vote for home." Father Max wasn't into trying newfangled things.

"I vote we drop Dad off at home and look at the new place," mother said. Father Max growled something unintelligible and walked to the car.


      ***"You'll see, it's full." Father Max got out of the car and waited for the others to go first. If the pub was as bad as he suspected, he didn't want to be the first to see it.

"We gotta get out of this place," Alexandra began singing, "if it's the last thing we ever do!" She was a huge Blue Oyster Cult fan.

"Good. We can stop this and go home," father Max muttered, knowing it wasn't going to happen. He looked at his wife Sally. "And don't you Old Grumpy me." He hated it when she called him that.

Sally and their daughter grinned as they went into the pub.

To Max's dismay, it wasn't full. It wasn't even a bit full.

"Well, hello there," a round man said from behind a curved bar. It looked made for him. "Welcome to the Secret Cellar. Do find a spot to sit and I'll be right with you." The man had a clear, Scottish accent.

"Thank you," Alexander said, and picked a table for the family. At the same moment the last one had sat down, the man from behind the bar was next to the table already, making all of the family members look up a bit shocked.

The man seemed a bit surprised as he said: "Oh, it's you?" Then he shook his head. "Sorry about that. Osgood Halfmoon," the man said, showing a smile and a laminated menu. "At your discreet service." He leaned over in a conspiratorial manner. "Just to let you know: there is no secret cellar. We'll keep this among us, please."

The twins laughed at his manner, and Alexandra took the menu.

Mother ordered the drinks she'd mentioned already, Alexandra ordered blueberry cake, and her brother asked for the cake called Cellar Special.

Osgood took the menus and assured them their order would be ready soon. He walked off and seemingly appeared at the bar no more than the blink of an eye later.

Alexander frowned, but none of the others, not even the people at the other tables, seemed to notice. "Didn't you see that?"

"See what?" Alexandra asked, looking up from her phone.

"Clearly you missed it," her brother said.

Osgood returned with the drinks and the cake soon, after which the family talked about the suddenly deceased uncle and aunt a bit.

"I never heard they were ill or so," mother said. "It's so strange, isn't it? And no one seems to know why they passed away so suddenly. And at the same time."

Father Max nodded. "This is good coffee. And yes. They never mentioned suffering from anything. Well, we didn't see them often enough for that, but still… Being found dead, with your face in your breakfast, is… bad."

"I still don't understand why Alex and I got the contents of their attic, and you got the rest of the house," Alexandra said, who'd put her phone down. "I mean, we spent some vacation weekends with them when we were little, and they really enjoyed those times together with us."

"True. Those vacations were fun. I bet there are a few suitcases up there in that attic containing enormous wealth," Alexander immediately responded. His mind was already envisioning golden coins and valuable books, and perhaps even images of amazing worlds.

"Dream on, bro," his sister said. "It's just a cheap way to get that attic cleared out. Mark my words."

Their parents argued it wouldn't be that bad, but had to admit that only going to the house and having a look would make things clear.

Their mother agreed the children had always enjoyed those visits. "And you were always a bit strange for a few days after such a stay with them. Out of your usual habits."

After the talk and finishing the beverages, Max got up to settle the bill.

Osgood smiled. "That's all taken care of, sir. We do hope to see you again soon."

"Taken care of? But…" Max looked at his wallet.

"I assure you it's all fine, sir," Osgood said. "Thank you for your visit."

Max assumed this was a first visit stunt, so he returned to his family. They were ready to leave, and once outside, he told them about the bill.

The others were surprised too, and agreed with his idea of the first visit stunt.

Father Max then drove to the nearest bus stop, from where the twins would make their way to their own homes. On the way to the bus stop, they agreed to have a look at the house the next day.


      ***The next day, in the afternoon, the family stood in front of the house. It was small, like all the other houses in the street. It was also easy to miss, as it looked like all the other houses in the street.

Max held the key in his hand. "Here we go."

The door opened without a sound. The smell of lavender came at them as they walked into the corridor which led to a small bathroom, a staircase and the living room. Everything looked very orderly.

"They could come home any minute," Sally said. "It's a bit creepy."

After looking around a bit, the twins decided to climb up to the attic. That was where their share of the inheritance was waiting.

"It's as if everything smells of lavender here," Alexandra remarked as they went up the second set of stairs. "What's wrong?"

Alexander stood in front of the access door. "It's locked."

"What? It can't be…" She leaned around him and also pushed against the door, which then swung open. "See? Strong sister is around."

He shrugged and walked into the attic, after locating the light switch. Against the far wall stood a single suitcase.

"What… Is that all?" Alexandra looked all over, but the suitcase was the only object they found. "I never thought uncle and aunt disliked us that much…"

"They didn't." Alexander picked up the suitcase and lay it down in the middle of the attic.

They knelt down and opened it.

"And that's…" Alexandra picked up a piece of fabric.

"Green," her brother said. He picked up a similar piece. He held it up. "Looks like some kind of cloak." With ease, he swung it around his shoulders and located a tiny, silver hand on each side of it. The hands clicked together when he moved them, holding the cloak in place.

"That's weird." Alexandra put the cloak down, but her brother asked her to put it on.

"Just this time. Humour me," he said. "For uncle and aunt. I have no idea what this is, but it must have meant something to them."

"Okay, okay, but no pictures, bro. I'll damage your phone if you take pictures." She took the fabric and hung it over her shoulders. Also on her cloak, the hands clicked smoothly together. "Nice touch, those hands," she admitted.

There were only two more items left in the suitcase. Two necklaces, made of copper or bronze, with a seven-pointed star attached to each of them. The star was made of metal, but entirely black.

Alexandra looked at her brother. "Don't tell me. You want us to put those on as well."

"You know me so well, sister. Let's do it together." He smiled.

"No more than a few seconds. I already feel like a twit, sitting here with this stuff. Let's hope there's a hidden pocket in that suitcase that's worth the while."

Alexander counted to three, and they put the necklaces over their heads.


      ***Alexander and Alexandra found themselves in a dimly lit space which did not smell of lavender. The scent of some harsh incense entered their noses and the sound of a booming voice crashed into their ears.

Shocked, they looked at each other, then around. They sat on wooden seats, with a few dozen others around them, all wearing green cloaks.

"What the hell is this?" Alexandra whispered, leaning over so he could actually hear him.

"I don't know," her brother replied in the same manner.

"… to find the guilty party," the booming voice exclaimed. "Groups will be made, to cover as much territory as possible, for this can't go unpunished."

Alexander looked over the heads of the others, seeing a man in a dark cape on a small dais. He had long, black hair, and his face was shadowed over. All around were candles and flaming braziers. He sensed something touching his neck, and a moment later he was back in the attic, with his sister. She held both their necklaces in her hands.

"What the flying crap just happened?" she asked. "That wasn't real, was it?"

Alexander turned his head to look at her, and smelled the incense on the cloak. "Sniff it," he said, pointing at hers.

She did. Then she looked at him again, her eyes large. "That's the smell from there." She shook her head as she undid the clasp and threw the cloak into the suitcase. "That wasn't real. That can't be happening. Take that thing off," she commanded him, reaching out to help him, by force if needed.

Alexander was startled and looked at her. "What was that?" he asked, but his intention about it was a lot different. He wanted to know. "We have to go back, sis. That man talked about a guilty party. We need to find out what that means."

"You're nuts." Alexandra got up. "I don't trust those things. They're probably doused with some hallucinogen to make us see things."

He got up too. "Really? Aunt Henrietta and Uncle Reginald and drugs? Lexi, come on. Think. You can do that. You're a computer geek. Your kind is famous for that."

"I'm a programmer, not a geek." She didn't like being called a geek, even if she was one. "And don't call me Lexi." She hated that.

"Kids, are you all right up there?" mother called.

"Yes," Alexander called back, while Alexandra exclaimed: "No!" Their mother laughed, being used to them being on opposite sides of things.

"Sis. Think. That smell. It's from there. And that's smoke and incense, not drugs." He sniffed the cloak again. "Do I look drugged now?"

Alexandra wanted to give him a nasty answer to that, but he didn't look drugged. Her artistic brother actually looked more serious than he usually did. "Okay, you're neither drugged nor high. I'll grant you that…" She looked at the suitcase again. "One more time. Just one."








  
  
Chapter 2




The two appeared in the hall again. There was no one except them. A few fires were still burning. 

"Where is everyone?" Alexandra asked. Her whisper echoed from all sides. "Crap."

Alexander was about to answer when someone stepped in. It was another person in a green cloak. "Why are you still here? You heard what we're going to do, so let's get it done."

When the twins didn't respond immediately, the man came closer and sat down in the row behind them. "Look, I know it's horrible, and we're all grief stricken. People in their position should not end their life in such a manner. We were all very close to them." He put a hand on a shoulder of both of them. "Being family must make this a lot harder than for others, but sitting here, being shocked, won't help us find the ones who did it."

Alexander knew they shouldn't ask more. Family? What had happened here?

"You're right," Alexandra said. "We should go and do something." She got up. "Come, brother."

The stranger rose as Alexander did. "Lex, Xander, you can always count on me if you need help. Rudigant Windtamer has never let any friend down, and I'm not going to start now." He walked to the exit, the twins following him, wondering what they'd find there. They both wondered about the names he'd used. Lex? Xander? Who would be who here?

They arrived in a small, round hall which had corridors leading to various places. The hall was well lit, and now they could see Rudigant's face. It was a strong one, with a large nose, black eyes and a generally attractive appearance. Alexander was surprised even he found the man attractive.

"Thank you for looking after us, Rudigant," Alexandra said.

"Rudigant? Please, Lex, I'm still Rudi. We're friends." The man smiled. "You're too upset, my friend. You should retreat to your room for a while, and prepare there." He patted her on the arm and walked off.

"Okay, that's it," Alexandra said. "I'm taking this necklace off."

Her brother was quite shaken up by now too, and he nodded, also reaching up.


      ***The twins were in the attic again, staring at each other.

"This was really weird," Alexander said.

"Brother… with you saying that, I have enough reasons to be scared out of my mind," Alexandra said. "Xander? Lex? Really? And someone called Rudigant? What kind of name is that anyway?"

"He's just Rudi for us," Alexander reminded her, looking at the necklace in his hand. "I think I've had enough of this for the moment."

"Same here. Xander…"

He frowned for a moment. Why did she call him that name?

They put the cloaks and necklaces in the suitcase and closed it. Then they decided to take it with them. Even Alexandra agreed this was too special to leave in this attic. "And maybe I can drop by someday, and we'll see if that works at your place as well."

"Ah, so I'm the one taking it home." Alexander hadn't expected anything else, but to hear her being so definitive about it was telling him she did not want that suitcase with her. He picked it up. "Let's see how Mum and Dad are doing."

The two stumbled down the stairs, announcing they had found their treasure.

Father Max looked at the battered suitcase. "That's all? What's in it?"

Alexander told him about the cloaks and necklaces, but he held back on what they'd just experienced. Dad was not the kind of person who wanted to hear that. Their mother was too down to earth for that too.

"We had a good look around," their father said. "Some things can be divided among family, if they want that. And we'll sell the house."

Alexander slowly nodded. It sounded the right way to do this, but… what if the cloaks and chains only worked in the attic? He noticed his sister looking at him, with more than a bit of shock in her eyes. Was she thinking what he did? It wouldn't surprise him. They often thought the same things, despite being so different.

"So I guess we're done here. Let's get ourselves home and see when we come here again for one last look," mother suggested.

The twins agreed, and Alexander knew he'd give the cloak and chain another try that evening.


      ***As soon as he was home, Alexander called his sister. "I'm going to try that stuff here," he said.

"Are you sure? What if it works and you get into trouble?" She actually sounded worried.

"Well, let's first see if it works. If not, there's nothing to be worried about," he said.

"Let me know how it went," Alexandra asked of him.

"I'll do, certainly." He hesitated. "You're intrigued by this too, aren't you? I saw the look on your face when Dad announced selling that house."

"Yes. I am. Don't ask me why, but this is… totally strange. I sniffed my shirt when I got home, you know, and it smelled like that dark meeting room. Either that, or my mind is playing the biggest trick on me, and that isn't happening."

"I understand. Let me do this, and I'll get back to you as soon as possible." He had to promise her again to do so before she ended the call.

Alexander opened the suitcase and was surprised to find the two cloaks nicely folded, lying next to each other, and the necklaces placed on top of them. He took a picture and sent that to his sister, with the words, "Look at that. I didn't do this."

He put down the phone and took the cloak lying on the right side. That was his, even when he couldn't explain how he knew. "Okay. Here we go." He swung the cloak over his shoulder, caught the clasp and fastened it. "That's odd…"

He'd paid attention to what he was doing, and somehow the whole move felt skilled. As if he'd done this a thousand times. Slowly he undid the handshaking clasp and put the cloak down. Again he picked it up and swung it. And closed it. Without even looking. "As I said… odd…"

After taking a deep breath, he took the necklace and looked at it again. The seven-pointed star meant nothing to him, but it pointed up, not down. That was a good sign, he knew. He'd read many books on Paganism. Stars had to point up. "And… here we go."

Alexander lowered the chain over his head.


      ***He arrived in a small room. Basically it was better than a monk's cell but not much larger. And then he knew this was his room, and Alexandra's was right next to it. The next thing asking his attention was the noise outside, so he opened the door. People ran left and right, screaming. They all yelled different things, but the one word he caught was 'fire'. Fire and people screaming meant the wrong kind of fire.

"Xander!" A woman stopped for a moment. "Don't stand there! Go help! Down there!" She pointed along the corridor and ran on.

"Of course," he said. He closed the door behind him, waved at it and started running.

It wasn't easy, as most people came from there, but he made it.

To his astonishment, he 'knew' the room where the fire was. He had no time to think about that; lots of low-levels were already casting spells into the room to extinguish the fire, and he had to join them. He knew. He knew he had the powers for it. Alexander, or rather Xander, raised his hands and…

It was as if his mind operated on two levels at once. Xander was there, pushing magical energy from his hands into the room, attacking the fire and forcing that into the corner where the others were also focusing on. The level that was Alexander looked at everything, knowing he was witnessing people using magic to fight a blazing fire, and they were winning. And the side of Xander seemed perfectly fine with this…

"We have to move in!" someone exclaimed. "Xander, you first!"

Alexander wanted to scream he wasn't mad. Going into that inferno was suicide. Xander, however, felt differently. He went inside, slowly, lashing out at the flames that still sprung up. Xander knew he was in control. The others were backing him, and he knew this room better than all the others. Alexander picked that up and wondered why that was.

Soon all the other firefighters were in the room, forming a double row, pushing the fire into the corner, where it became a mere ball. A very fierce, hot, sizzling one, but just a ball.

One of the teachers, Rheanaro, walked up to the ball with an iron box in her hands, and threw that at the ball. Using sophisticated magic, she manoeuvred the iron box over it and let it fall. The fire was caught, and would suffocate itself in seconds.

Everyone stopped their spell-casting at the moment the box had hit the floor.

"Well done, everyone," Rheanaro said, nodding at the low-level students. "Very good. You're dismissed. Except Xander."

Xander felt all eyes on him as the group left the room.

"You were late," Rheanaro started. "As usual. Why?"

Xander realised he didn't have an answer. "I don't know. Perhaps the initial confusion confused me."

"Preposterous answer," the female teacher said, watching him as if she was about to attack him. "At least you showed up. Where's that sister of yours?"

"Singing practice," Xander answered. Alexander heard it and would have keeled over, had he been in his own body. Alexandra couldn't sing to save her life. She could screech to ward off any assailant though.

"At least that's a valid reason to be absent. Well, you can go. No, wait. Would you have any idea who did this?" She pointed at the iron box, meaning the fire.

"I don't, Mrs Rheanaro."

Alexander picked up an odd feeling from Xander, as far as this woman was concerned. What was it?

The teacher shook her head. "All right. You can leave. But no more tardiness. And stay away from her."

Xander sort of nodded and walked out, while Alexander wondered whom Xander had to stay away from.

Alexander now faced a problem. He had to get back home, but for that he had to make Xander take off the necklace, if only for a moment. If only Xander had an itchy neck, he thought.

That same moment, Xander stopped walking and reached up with both hands. He lifted the necklace…

Alexander found himself in his living room again, pulling the necklace over his head. He stared into the room for a few minutes, seeing nothing but the fire, and hearing the talk from Mrs Rheanaro again. "This is insane."

Finally getting himself together again, he put the chain and cloak in the suitcase, and called his sister. She listened without interrupting him.

"And then I was here again," he concluded his recount.

"Singing? Me?" Alexandra sounded shocked. "I just ended my stage act with Blue Öyster Cult." It was her all time favourite band, and she loved singing along with their music when no one was around to complain about her voice. "And fire? And magic to put that out?"

"Yes. Magic and an iron bucket. You should have seen it; it was unreal." Alexander tried to explain what he'd seen, and then mentioned the warning Mrs Rheanaro had given Xander. "I have no idea what she meant, and I didn't pick that up from him either."

"So she literally said 'stay away from her'? I bet there's a girl involved," Alexandra said.

"Well, duh, the her makes that clear, doesn't it?" Alexander sometimes wondered why his sister had to detail everything, even if it was so obvious. It probably had to do with her computer programming work.

"Of course," she replied. "It's good to be certain about that. And what's next?"

"Work," Alexander said. "That keeps coming, and the result is paid bills. The life of a freelancer, you know."

"Have fun, brother," she said. "I'm done with that already. Really, a steady job with a steady income is much safer." She loved her job and her colleagues.

"Thank you. You go on tormenting your neighbours."

"Ha. We have thick walls." Alexandra asked when they should give those necklaces another try. "Tomorrow afternoon would work for me."

Her brother agreed. He'd be able to clean up a bit, get some more work done, and then they could have another look inside that strange world.








  
  
Chapter 3




Alexander was satisfied with the cleaning up he'd done in his apartment the evening before and just now. He treated himself to a special tea he only used sparingly. It was hard to get and expensive, but some things needed to be celebrated. 

It was also a nice way to put off the bit of work he'd planned to do. Being a freelance designer meant he could pick his own hours, and Sunday mornings often were very productive ones.

After the tea, he sat down at his desk and pulled up some information about a campaign of a new potential customer. He stared at the computer screen and several sheets with drawings and notes, and slowly started to form a picture of how this might work.

After a few more notes, and a few changes to some of the drawings, he knew he was on the right track, but he had to convince the new customer of that. He knew this was what they had to go with, but the man he'd spoken with so far was beyond conservative and only seemed to accept more of the same, 'but differently'.

This would be a hard bargain, and if the company didn't change its view, this deal would blow up.

"All right…" He sat back and rubbed his face. "Call tomorrow. Although today would be better. I have everything outlined and fresh."

His phone rang, which surprised him. He'd agreed with his sister they'd go to that weird place again. Hopefully she wasn't cancelling now.

The display on his phone showed him an unknown number. Who might that be, he wondered, and realised there was only one way to find out.

"Hello. Alexander Fox speaking, of Foxy Designs." His sister had laughed at him for picking that name, but it worked for him.

"Hello, Mr Fox," a female voice said. "This is Sherida Rhenier. I'm calling about the proof you discussed with Mr Warrington."

Alexander almost fell from his chair. Warrington was the conservative man. "I beg your pardon?" He was too stunned for anything else. "And you call about that on a Sunday morning?"

"Yes. I hope it's not an inconvenient time for you. I get so much done on a Sunday morning. In fact I should apologise, I hadn't even realised…"

"No, no," Alexander said. "I'm the same. In fact I was just working on the proofs for your company."

"Were you really?" Miss Rhenier sounded quite surprised.

He told her about his preference for that moment.

"How nice. I like this too. I actually have an agreement that I work on Sunday morning, so I have every Friday afternoon off."

"That's smart," Alexander said, who then suggested setting up a video call, so he could show her some of the designs he'd prepared. "That's easier than me trying to describe them to you."

She accepted immediately, and a minute later he looked at a woman with blue eyes and auburn hair.

"Nice to see you," he said, and meant it. She was really pleasing on the eyes, without being a ravishing beauty. Definitely a real person you'd see outside.

She smiled. "Likewise…"

Alexander showed her the first designs and explained how he'd come to those. "I know they're not what Mr Warrington had in mind, but…"

"Don't you worry about him. He's been taken off this project, and I'm the new face for this." Sherida told him she liked what he'd come up with, and asked a few questions. From those, and the answers to them, they managed to come up with a few ideas. Those would require minor changes to the designs, but nothing dramatic.

Alexander dragged the talk out a bit longer than necessary, because he really liked her openness and the way she acted and presented herself. He suspected Sherida didn't mind, because she didn't seem in a hurry either.

The video chat did end at some point though. Alexander smiled. This had been a good call. Not only for the work, but also for meeting such a charming person who wasn't full of herself. They had agreed to meet again in a few days, and they'd decide then if it was another video call or a real life meeting.

He looked at the clock. Time had run off, so work was over. He had to make lunch and then wait for Alexandra.


      ***Alexandra knocked on the door of her brother's apartment. "I hope you're presentable!"

Her brother replied he was dressed, to which she responded that didn't mean he was presentable. Working from home often made him dress like a slob, or worse.

Alexander opened the door. "Hey, glad you're here."

She stepped in, looking around. "You said you'd clean up."

"I did," he responded. "I even vacuumed."

"Uh-huh… You should raise your prices and hire a cleaning lady." Alexandra shook her head. "But enough of that. The story you told me was intriguing. Offer me a clean and clear place to sit, some tea, and then tell me again. I want to see your face when you tell it."

He managed all that, and told her about the strange happening once more.

"Exactly the same story as yesterday," Alexandra decided. "I guess that's true then. What strikes me is that your sister- Oh wait, that's me. That whoever's sister was away to sing while I was singing."

His smile annoyed her. As if she couldn't sing. She was good at it, just on a different appreciation level.

"It's how I experienced it." He told her what Mrs Rheanaro had looked like, and her expression as she'd warned him to stay away from 'her'. "Whoever her is."

Alexandra nodded slowly as she thought about all this. He hadn't hesitated one moment, so he was telling her the truth. Knowing what she'd seen about that strange place fit his words, as far as she could place them.

"I guess we go back now," she suggested.

"We agreed to," he said, and got up to fetch the suitcase. He returned and plopped it on the couch. "Oh, watch this." He shook the box wildly. "The contents should be a mess now, right?"

"I'd think so," she said, watching him open the suitcase. The cloaks lay neatly folded next to each other, the necklaces draped on them. "That's… impossible."

Alexander grinned and closed the suitcase. He invited her to shake the thing herself, which she did. As they opened it, everything lay there, showroom-ready.

She stared at it, incredulously. "That's…"

"Indeed. Impossible. Isn't that cool?" Alexander picked up a set and handed it to her. He knew they weren't hers.

"Those aren't mine," Alexandra immediately said. "And how do I know that?"

"Same way I do," he replied. "I have no idea."

She took 'her' set from the suitcase.

"Before you put it on, look at this," her brother said. He took the cloak in one hand, in a particular way, then swung it around his shoulders. Without even looking, he caught the clasp and closed it. "I found I can do this. It happened just before I went there, yesterday."

"That's almost spooky," she replied, and held up the cloak the same way. "So you do…" She swung the cloak and caught the clasp. "Beginners luck," she stated and put the cloak over her knees. "Again." And again she had the same result. "This is weird. How can we know this?"

"I bet it has to do with that other world," Alexander said. "And each time we go there, we learn more about it."

"So we go there again," she said, holding the necklace, studying the seven-pointed star. "Intriguing symbol. I should look up what that means."

"Ready?" Alexander held up the necklace too.

"Let's go."

They lowered the chains over their heads.


      ***The two became aware of a small room. They were both sitting there and… found themselves looking at each other. They didn't look like themselves but they knew who they were. Or seemed to be.

Alexander saw his sister, sitting cross legged on a bed, green cape next to her, but the necklace dangling down. The thing was that she wasn't his sister, and still she was. It was confusing.

Alexandra saw her brother, sitting on one of the chairs next to a small table, his hair messy from a hand frequently going through it. It did worry her that she knew it wasn't her brother, while at the same time he was.

The wall of the room was light grey, on the table and in various other places candles were burning, and a shelf against the wall opposite the bed was overloaded with books.

"And no one knows who started that fire?" the woman on the bed asked, then seemed to freeze. "Someone's here, Xander."

"Yes. I notice too. It happened before," Xander replied, slowly scanning the little room. "And they're not here, Lex. Not in the room."

Lex, the woman on the bed, slowly nodded. "It's as if someone's in my head."

"Indeed." Xander closed his eyes. "Is someone there?"

Alexander wasn't sure how to respond to that, so he simply tried. "Yes. I'm here. My name is Alexander."

Xander remained very calm. "Someone called Alexander just replied to me," he said.

"And I am in contact with an Alexandra," Lex said. "I don't understand this. What's going on?"

The twins found out it was quite difficult to explain the situation as they perceived it, because they couldn't hear each other talking, so each of them had to explain it to their 'host' separately. After every few sentences, Lex and Xander told each other what they'd heard, so they all knew the same. It was very awkward and slow but it worked.

"And we don't understand any of this either," Alexandra ended her account of things. "We don't know who you are, or where you are."

Lex and Xander had started repeating the words of their 'mind invaders' out loud, to make things clearer and a bit faster for each other.

"Let us tell you who we are," Xander then said. "This is my sister, Lex. I am Xander. We're lower level students in a magical facility. Our aunt and uncle have been murdered several days ago, and no one knows who did it, or how. Most people try to convince us they simply died, but they were healthy. Such people don't just die. The other day, someone tried to set fire to their chambers, which we managed to put out."

"I was there," Alexander said. "In your head. I saw it happen."

"You were?" Xander was surprised. "I didn't notice it then. Have you been in our minds for long?"

"Only a few days," Alexandra clarified via Lex, and told them about the meeting in the large, dark hall. "And only for a short time, because we had no idea what we were seeing there."

"And we still don't," Alexander said, which Xander conveyed to his sister.

"This is creepy," Lex stated. "I'm not sure I want this to happen. I like being alone inside my head."

"Let's first get a few things straight." Alexandra felt someone had to take charge. "You said your uncle and aunt died a few days ago? When was that?"

"Eight days ago," Lex said.

"That's the same date our uncle and aunt died," Alexandra said. "That's… weird."

Everyone was silent for a moment. Then Xander asked if their aunt and uncle had died with no obvious cause.

"They did…"

"This is getting really uncanny," Xander said. "How can two people in separate worlds die at the same moment, in two different places? And have the same niece and nephew?"

Another moment of silence went by.

"What did your aunt and uncle do?" Alexander asked. "Our aunt was a part-time librarian, and our uncle sold cars."

Xander and Lex exchanged glances. "What are 'cars'?"

"Really? You want to know what cars are, while we're finding out we're somehow connected?" Alexandra couldn't believe her ears.

"Not somehow," Xander corrected her. "You're in our heads. We seem to share relatives too."

"Dead relatives," Lex added.

Xander agreed. "Correct. This has to mean something. We need to find out what. And since you asked, our uncle and aunt were the Magister and Magistra of our institute."

"And didn't you say magical facility?" Alexander had caught that word, but so much had happened, that he'd missed reacting to it.

"Indeed."

"That explains how we… you… managed to stop that fire," Alexander said, understanding what he'd seen.

"So you were really there when that happened…" Xander sounded close to shocked.

"Yes. I saw the flying iron box and all. That was so incredible."

"How is that incredible?" Lex asked. "If you can't at least make some things levitate, you don't stand a chance getting in here."

She and her brother then learned that their invisible visitors didn't have any magic and that magic didn't even exist in their world.









