
        
            
                
            
        

    
	When destiny rides in like a storm, can the power of love change the outcome of the future?

	 

	 

	After finding a new life in Sana Mundi, David Morse must travel further into the future to obtain a cure for his newborn son. On that expedition, he makes a horrifying discovery and returns to his current time determined to do everything he can to change the course of fate. This journey takes him to a different land where the inhabitants live rugged lives and deplore the people living according to the World Rules. David must infiltrate their community and befriend their dazzling female leader in order to stop the violent plans. When she finds him to be an attractive mate, he is torn between wanting to save his city and wanting to remain faithful to the love of his life.
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Part I—David

	 


Chapter One: The Fur Jacket

	 

	 

	It seemed like only a few weeks since David first stood in the hallway by his dank office in the back of History Hall. He paused to glance at the fur jacket on exhibit in a glass case next to his door. He had worn that jacket in his previous life while trudging through the frigid north. His thick boots stood below the jacket, and his old goggles lay next to them. That jacket had served him well. It had kept him warm through the most horrid blizzards. One of those blizzards he had faced with Miri, which ultimately led him to Sana Mundi and the year 2171. Now he had been here for three years.

	It was a relief not to have to gear up for the kind of weather he had to endure in the far north. The wind and temperatures he’d faced in Greenland and Alaska were enough to sap the energy from even the strongest of men, and David had never considered himself particularly strong. People mistakenly assumed he was, but what they saw was speed and cunning, as well as his ability to persevere. Being clever and stealthy counted for something—at least it did in the 1960s... back in his time.

	These days, however, when he passed by that jacket, he would glance up, give a sigh, then move on. Life in Sana Mundi lacked the excitement and danger he’d faced back in his time, but it was comfortable here, and he supposed it held a different sort of thrill. He had Miri, the woman he loved. And he did love her, more and more each day. He also had his delightful and precocious daughter, Vida.

	And now he had a son, Miles. That was thrill enough for any man.

	Plus, his current vocation as a historian held a great deal of interest for him. Over the past three years, he had amassed an astounding amount of knowledge. The rise of Sana Mundi fascinated him the most. He was awed by the wisdom and power of the people who worked with the Silver Seven to establish this new world. He was particularly impressed with their leader, Garfield Mitchell.

	David’s own life, and especially the life of his friend, Melinda, had actually made an impact on Garfield’s past—a fact that continually perplexed him. His and Melinda’s actions caused an unfathomable loop—almost as if history was a circle to be lived and re-lived. Of course, that would explain why sometimes he felt as if he truly had one soulmate, Miri, the woman he had married. It seemed Melinda had found her soulmate in John, David’s double. She had chosen to stay with John back in 1971, leaving her life in Sana Mundi behind.

	Before Miri came into David’s life, he had believed he was who he was meant to be. She had changed his views on many things, opening his eyes to the depths of his own weaknesses. He was still fighting his demons, even now. And although he tried to incorporate the World Rules into his heart, he carried shreds of skepticism about some of the Sana Mundi beliefs. The people of this new world seemed almost naive. Their behavior went against human nature—well, against his nature, at least. But their philosophy of We live by rules, not by nature was a tough one for him to swallow.

	David still held onto a great deal of his 1960s attitude, even after living in Sana Mundi for so long. Sometimes he found himself bristling at the Rules. He would repeat them to himself in sour whispers, trying to force his brain into accepting them. He wanted to absorb the beliefs that Miri so strongly identified with.

	We will put others’ interests ahead of our own.

	No one may kill except the government.

	We will not harm anyone physically, emotionally, or materially.

	We will seek first to listen and then to be heard.

	We will seek first to understand and then to be understood.

	We will seek first to love and then to be loved.

	And to do that, we will share our joys, sorrows, anger, and forgiveness.

	It wasn’t that he didn’t care to put others first, he just believed his loved ones should come before strangers. After all, shouldn’t his wife and children always be first? He wanted to give them everything they desired, convinced it was only natural for men to want that. But again, in Sana Mundi, one didn’t live by their nature, one lived by the rules.

	He’d struggled with the Rules when he first got here, and it was an effort still to fully comply. Of course, when he’d first arrived, his attempts were more difficult due to the absence of cigarettes and whiskey... the things that had always soothed him in the past. Facing an entirely different lifestyle while shaking off two addictions almost had him begging to return to the old world. But he would never make that decision. Never! Nothing would part him from his wife and children.

	Even now, he still missed the whiskey, but he was glad to be done with the cigarettes. To be honest, he had to admit he hadn’t exactly settled in here. He continued to offend people from time to time, and things were vastly different from where he came from. In the sixties, women didn’t run things, diverse races didn’t mingle, and same-gender relationships were consigned to broken-down movie houses and back-alley bars.

	It wasn’t that David couldn’t accept these kinds of changes. That wasn’t the problem at all. He had actually been quite a progressive thinker in his time. Still, he was considered an antiquated thinker now. And while Miri and some of her friends found his old-fashioned reactions to things amusing, others sometimes saw him as nothing short of outrageous. Most people accepted his blunders with the typical Sana Mundi grace, correcting him gently, but some were left open-mouthed and quietly frowning.

	Nevertheless, there were certain values that he would always uphold—solid values, he thought—mostly having to do with his daughter and how she was raised. He believed the people of Sana Mundi were too open about their bodies and encouraged too much young curiosity. David didn’t want anybody being curious about Vida’s body—or his, for that matter.

	He and Miri wrestled with his strict principles. He supposed every couple had to have their differences, but he felt in the right on this one. Their conflicts, overall, were pretty minor compared to the things that led couples he knew back in his time into raging divorces.

	He never felt sorry he’d come to Sana Mundi, but from time to time, he would look up at the sky and wonder about the past.

	 


Chapter Two: Under Attack

	 

	 

	When David Morse stepped into the portal, he knew what to expect. He had moved through time twice before. The swirling lights and colors gave him a feeling of exhilaration. How could this not be an overwhelming experience?

	He remembered the last time he’d stepped through the swirling mass, the disorientation, not knowing up from down. Back then, he’d spent almost two hours inside the transitional space of the portal, grappling with his double while their bodies dealt with being fused and unfused. At the time, it had felt like the confusion that had overtaken him on a deep-sea dive years ago. And along with that, of course, was the tingling pain that was always a part of time travel. It was mild but uncomfortable.

	But now, David needed to focus on his destination, not so much on how he felt. He was on his way to the future to retrieve the materials he needed as quickly as possible, then return to the present. The short trip was how he had gotten Stitch to agree to the deal, which had taken a lot of convincing as it was.

	Arlan Enderstitch, known as Stitch to everyone, was the head astrophysicist at David’s cluster in Sana Mundi. Stitch was also one of the creators of the time portal. To date, no one had used the portal to go forward in time unless it was simply returning from a trip to the past. Seeing the future might tempt a person to tamper with the present, and Stitch was convinced the present should not be changed. Who knew what kind of fallout that could create?

	Still, Stitch went along with David, helping to create a plan that was orchestrated hesitantly and carefully. The exact date and moment of David’s arrival in 2179 were calculated and coordinated so future Stitch would be waiting at the other end of the portal. He’d have the package that David would grab and immediately return to 2174. They both hoped five years would be enough time to travel forward. Dr. Lanford of the Children’s Research Center assured them it would.

	Stitch had stressed that there was to be minimal conversation and no information shared about anyone or anything. That was the deal, and David was going to adhere to those restrictions. He had to. It was critical to keeping his son, Miles, alive.

	Of course, the biggest concern about the plan was what might happen to David. When his present self and future self were in the same place in the same timeline, even for a few minutes, could he somehow cancel out one of his existences? It had almost happened when he met his double back in 1971.

	Regardless, it was a risk he was willing to take, but he certainly wasn’t comfortable with it. He didn’t want to send himself into some sort of time-warp oblivion. Still, obtaining this cure was too important to falter. Stitch would take precautions if he could, but what kind of precautions could he come up with by 2179? How much more research could be done by then? That was only five years into the future, not very long.

	Dr. Lanford believed five years was long enough for the Children’s Research Center to have a cell identified and designed to reverse Miles’ condition, something the doctor called Elstron’s Syndrome. And David would risk everything to obtain a cure for his son. He had pushed Stitch to risk everything, too.

	The air tightened around David, and he floated, yet his body sank, almost seeming to stretch. He could feel sweat building on his skin as his flesh seemed to come apart, yet he could see his hands and feet, his arms and legs, but distantly and blurrily. Before he could process what was happening, the lights began to slow, things stopped spinning, and the portal opened. He staggered out and came face-to-face with Stitch.

	Stitch, a little grayer and very tired looking, stepped forward, handing him a thermal canister and notebook. “Here, David. Take it and get going.”

	Stitch’s jaw was tight, and David was struck by the dark circles under his eyes. He knew better than to ask questions. That was the deal, so he nodded, but as he turned back to the portal, the room shook. He glanced up toward the ceiling, then looked around, finally noticing where he was.

	“Stitch, this isn’t the lab. Why are you down here? We’re in the storage basement. What’s going on?”

	“Just leave, David. We’ve tampered enough with time.” He came forward and pushed David toward the portal.

	“What’s going on?” David pulled away from Stitch as the sound of a distant explosion echoed through the room.

	Stitch paused, glanced upward again, then sighed and met David’s wide-eyed gaze. “We’re under attack.”

	“Attack? How? Who?”

	“The Outliers. The peace gifts we’ve sent them throughout the years... they kept the drones. We thought they destroyed them or just left them where they landed. Instead, they repurposed them, and now they’re using them against us. They’ve filled them with explosives and sent them back here to drop bombs on us.” He glanced up again, his hands shaking as he rubbed them together.

	“Don’t we have any defenses? Any way to stop them? There’s got to be something.”

	“The northern cluster is sending defenders, but the bombing just started last night. We’re a peaceful society, David, you know that. We have been for almost a hundred years. We’re totally unprepared for this. I got a few men, and we moved the portal down here to keep it safe. It wasn’t easy, but I’m not entirely sure what would have happened if you had gotten in there and gone nowhere.”

	David looked toward the ceiling again. “Is everyone okay?”

	Stitch shook his head and wouldn’t look at him. “We’ve lost some.”

	“Miri, Vida, and Miles?”

	Stitch began to push David again. “Get back in the portal, David. Go home. Take the cure back to Miles.”

	“Stitch, my family. Where’s my family? Where am I?”

	“Go home.”

	David grabbed Stitch by the collar and shoved him up against the wall. “Where’s my family?”

	Stitch shook his head and swallowed. “They’re gone... you’re gone, David. We couldn’t find any of you.”

	David pulled back, nearly dropping the canister. “What are you saying?”

	“Your building took a direct hit. It was demolished. There were no survivors. Everyone was either missing or found dead.”

	“Miri’s mother?”

	“Gone.”

	“Maybe we weren’t in the building when it hit.”

	“It was the middle of the night.” Stitch put a hand on David’s arm. “But you can do it differently now, David. You know the date, the time. You can keep your family out of that building. It’s tampering with the future, but I won’t stop you.”

	David shook his head. “No, Stitch. I’m going to fix this.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I’m going to find them—whoever it is that’s planning this—and I’m going to get rid of them before it can happen. I’m going to make sure there’s no attack.”

	“David. You can’t alter the future. You can’t change what’s destined. That’s exactly why I didn’t want you to come here.”

	“This future needs to be altered. That’s what I do. I alter things. That’s what I’m good at. I fix things, and I’m going to fix this.” He clenched his jaw. “Nobody is going to die. Not my family, not anybody’s family, not in our building, nowhere. I’m going to find them.”

	“David... be careful. You’re tampering with fate.”

	“No, I’m not, Stitch. I’m defending people I care about. Maybe that is my fate.”

	A huge explosion rocked the two of them, and plaster rained down on their heads.

	“Get in the portal, David, before you get stuck here. Take that cure back to your son and forget about all this. Don’t make changes. Don’t do anything drastic.”

	David ducked into the portal and let the colors and lights sweep around him. His heart raced as he heard more thumps in the distance. There was no doubt in his mind about what he had to do when he got back. He was already planning his course of action.

	 


Chapter Three: Wolves

	 

	 

	David stepped out of the portal, returning to 2174 clutching the canister, and came face-to-face with the Stitch of current times.

	Stitch broke out into a huge grin. “Welcome back, David. It looks like you got it. Terrific! I guess the 2179 Stitch really came through.” He laughed and smacked David on the back.

	“You were there.” David gave a tight grin and nodded.

	Stitch stared at him and frowned. He set the canister and notebook to the side. “What’s wrong?”

	“There were problems, Stitch, but not with the cure. That was okay.”

	“What kind of problems?” Stitch’s voice was tense. “Was it me? Am I sick in the future? Hurt?”

	“No, nothing like that, but I’m going to fix it. We’ll talk later.”

	“What do you mean, fix it? You can’t go tampering with the time continuum, David.” Stitch grabbed David’s arm. “We may have already done damage just getting the cure for Miles.”

	“You don’t understand, Stitch.” David pulled away. “It has to do with my family.”

	Stitch just looked at him.

	“They were hurt. A lot of people were hurt. I can’t just do nothing.”

	“I knew we shouldn’t send you there. I knew we shouldn’t look into the future. This is going to disturb the entire timeline.”

	“We had to, Stitch. Miles wouldn’t have lived long enough for a cure. He wouldn’t have made it even one year, let alone five.”

	“Maybe that’s how it was supposed to be,” Stitch snapped.

	David grabbed Stitch by the collar and raised his fist but slowly lowered it when Stitch flinched. “My boy is not supposed to die,” he said through clenched teeth, “and our cluster is not supposed to die. Maybe I needed to go into the future, and maybe it was destined for me to find out about the issue so I could prevent it.”

	Stitch shook his head. “I don’t know, David.”

	“It’s possible.”

	“I suppose... but I don’t believe it.” Stitch shook his head. “Either way, you got what you wanted.” He picked up the canister and headed for the door. “I’ll get this over to Lanny so he can work on Miles. You can clean up, then meet us at the hospital. Like you said, we’ll talk about this later.”

	David headed for the showers. As he was scrubbing, he thought about the day Miles was born. He had kept up with the state of Miri’s health during the time leading to Miles’ birth. His virtual assistant was connected with Miri’s, so he could keep track of everything going on with her. He recalled one particular conversation.

	 

	“Jensen?”

	“Yes, David?” The clear voice of David’s virtual assistant sounded in his ears.

	“Give me an update on Miri.”

	“Resting pulse is 68. Temperature is 36.3 degrees Celsius, slightly below normal. Oxygen level—”

	“That’s enough, Jensen. What I mean is... is she in labor yet?”

	“Miri shows no signs of impending parturition, David.”

	“Thank you, Jensen.” David grimaced and mumbled, “Why am I saying thank you to a robot?”

	“I’m not actually a robot, David. I am a virtual assistant, as I’ve explained before.”

	“Stop, Jensen. I know what you are.”

	“As you ask.”

	 

	David often had to bite his lip to keep from cussing at the thing. The assistant was almost as annoying as the original Jensen, his handler back when he was an operative with MI6. He’d thought it would be amusing to name the machine Jensen as a sort of retaliatory move. After all, he had spent years being ordered around by the man, and he figured it would be amusing to return the favor, so to speak.

	As it had turned out, however, this Jensen annoyed David to no end with the plethora of information showered upon him every day. If there was a way to throw the thing out the window or crush it under his heel, he would likely have done it several times over. Unfortunately, Jensen was a little earring with a tiny wire pierced through his ear lobe, so he was hesitant to mess with it.

	David thought about his family and the rest of his everyday life in Sana Mundi as he enjoyed the feel of the post-time-travel shower. He squinted as the water hit his face and then turned from side to side.

	The day Miri gave birth to Miles, David had not been able to concentrate. He had sat at his desk but seemed only capable of flipping through dusty books or zipping through information screens on his translucent monitor. He hadn’t been able to focus on anything knowing Miri could have the baby any time. He’d finally decided to close everything down. Who would care? Nobody ever cared about what he did. He often felt as if his job was completely unnecessary. His tasks consisted of culling out information, visiting learning groups to share stories, and creating museum pieces that nobody much looked at.

	Although working as a historian was his major vocation, he actually preferred the weeks when he was called upon to do what was termed as base jobs. Grunt work everybody in Sana Mundi took part in to improve the community.

	One week out of every three months, each resident had to perform sanitizing duties. This included washing dishes used in the dining areas and beverage shops, as well as cleaning and disinfecting community rooms, buildings, and the marketplace. No one was excluded from these duties unless they were physically unable. Even the head scientists, doctors, and leaders scrubbed garbage cans, recycling bins, and floors for one week when their turn came up.

	David liked the physical labor and sense of camaraderie. He also enjoyed volunteering for harvesting whenever there was an opportunity, especially if it included a trip to the distance-farms where there were fields and long stretches of land. Miri hated when he went there, though. Not only did it mean he’d be away, but her brother had been killed years ago during one of those harvesting trips, too. The trauma from that caused Miri to detest the outer areas.

	David loved the fresh air and the hard work, though. Plus, violence was an extremely rare occurrence and had been a non-issue for years. Besides, he knew how to take care of himself and felt a bit protective of the people out there. The work was hearty, and he always came back reenergized. He felt more useful in the fields than in his dark and dusty history office.

	Before Miles was born, David had passed by the fur jacket and compared himself to the thing. Like the jacket, he had been needed back in his time, but these days, he was only an old oddity.

	Still, he was a husband, a father, and even a son-in-law now that Miri’s mother had warmed up a bit to him. His relationship with Marianne Ableton would never be cozy, but at least she didn’t hate him anymore.

	Being a father was not exactly an easy task, even before Miles had joined the family. His daughter, Vida, had not only his wavy hair and blue eyes but also his temperament.

	David smiled at that thought.

	Now that Vida was nine, her arguments were more nuanced and convincing. Like her mother, Vida believed strongly in the rules and peace of Sana Mundi, but Vida lacked Miri’s calm nature. She could be rebellious and questioning like her father. David applauded that. After all, no culture should be populated with only sheep. It made destruction way too easy for the wolves, and from what he had seen in the future, it looked like the wolves were gathering in the distance.

	 


Chapter Four: Keep Your Prostaglandins

	 

	 

	David had visited the market on the day Miles was born. It hadn’t been too crowded. It was a warm December, and people were out and moving about lazily in the summer heat. It still baffled David to have summer when winter was supposed to be, but he guessed it was no crazier than anything else in this world.

	 

	The Cluster was preparing to celebrate Christmas, and some familiar carols were still being played. David realized he would probably never see a white Christmas again, and the thought made him a bit sad, although back in his old world, he’d have likely spent a lifetime of lonely white Christmases celebrating with a bottle of whiskey in an empty apartment. A sunny summer Christmas with his delightful family was well worth sacrificing the sleigh bells.

	David and Miri’s conversation had been so silly earlier that day... about craving bananas. He had just finished the needed shopping from the market when he spotted a hand of bananas at a fruit stand. He quickly added it to his bundle and hurried home.

	He took the steps two at a time up to their apartment and exploded through the door. “Bananas,” he sang and held them up for display.

	“Happy days, David,” Miri started, then laughed. “You scared me half to death... But, yum, I would love one of those right now.” She leaned back on the sofa, rubbing her huge belly, her feet up on the Reactable.

	“Well, I’ve got one for you... right now.” He sauntered over to her, unable to keep a smile from spreading across his face.

	She looked adorable with her huge middle overtaking her formerly petite body. David peeled the banana part way and handed it to her before sitting down beside her.

	“How’s my wife? How’s my boy?” David gently put his hand on her belly.

	“I think we’re both good, but to be honest, I’m getting anxious to meet him face-to-face. I’m sort of tired of walking around like this.”

	“I think you look amazing. Pregnancy suits you.”

	“You’re such a liar.” Miri laughed and poked him.

	“No, I am astounded by the abilities of your body.”

	“Are you mocking me?”

	“Not at all.” He raised his hands, palms forward. “I cannot imagine what it must be like to have a whole human being growing inside you and having to stretch to accommodate”—he reached out his arm—”that.”

	Miri laughed. “I don’t know whether to feel insulted or flattered.”

	“I’m awed by you. I’m at your feet.” He slid to the floor, then put his ear against her belly. “I think I can hear him in there.”

	“Can you?”

	“Yes.” He pressed in slightly. “He’s saying he’s very glad to be born a boy so that he won’t have to ever get pregnant.”

	They both laughed, and Miri pushed him away. “You’re terrible, David. A terrible influence, a horrible man.”

	“I know... but that’s why you love me.”

	“You’re right. That’s how you caught me.”

	“Mm-hmm.” David got closer to her and began to kiss her neck. “You taste so good... but I’ve got to stop.”

	“Mmmm, why?” Miri’s eyes were closed, and she leaned her head back.

	“I don’t want to send you into early labor.” He backed off and sat down.

	“I’m not going to go into early labor, David. You’re so silly.” She shook her head.

	“No, I think I read someplace that when a woman is near her due date, sex can send her into early labor.”

	“Nah, that’s a fallacy, a myth.”

	“We should look it up.”

	“Bozi,” Miri called, “can a woman go into early labor by having sex?”

	Bozi’s calm voice responded, “There have been conflicting studies pertaining to whether sexual intercourse can induce labor, Miri, or whether orgasm can do so. Some propose that the prostaglandins in a man’s semen can help prepare the cervix for dilation. Other studies claim the uterine contractions produced by the female orgasm could possibly bring about labor. But overall, no studies, even in the past decade, confirm or refute these findings.”

	David smirked with a dry chuckle. “Well, that really got me in the mood.” He rubbed Miri’s thigh and asked, “Would you like me to make you some tea?”

	“Yes, please.” Miri laughed. “Tea would be wonderful. I’m sort of out of the mood now, myself. You can keep your prostaglandins,” she called as he walked toward the kitchen.

	The rest of the evening was pretty quiet. At bedtime, David told Miri to just relax while he tucked Vida in. He told Vida a story about his past. With a wild flourish, he described a time he and Calvert White had to find a bomb in the Royal Opera House. But of course, he knew a story was never just a story with his daughter. She always peppered him with so many questions.

	David sat on the side of Vida’s bed. “And so I was called in to examine the opera house in the middle of the day. They couldn’t ignore the intelligence report. It was a credible bomb threat. Jensen told me, You need to make sure everything is safe, David. Everybody who is anybody is going to be there. We can’t have them all blown to bits on our watch.”

	Vida had been paying side-eyed attention, but then she frowned. “What does that mean?”

	“What does what mean?”

	“Everybody who’s anybody? Isn’t everybody anybody?” She rolled over and put her head on her hand.

	“It means anybody who is important. At least, that’s what it meant back then.”

	Vida twisted her lips and pondered that for a moment. “Well, isn’t everybody important?”

	“Here in Sana Mundi, everybody is important. Back in London, people looked at things differently.”

	“They saw some as
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