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    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 book...)


- - - -



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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I HAD EVERYTHING I could want – and was still missing the one thing I still wanted most.

The job I inherited from my great-aunt was a pure joy. I got to sing and dance every night on a dining cruise that went from port to port and back.

Predictable, exciting, and I was adored. Everything a gal could want.

My room and board were paid aboard ship, and also a small apartment when the ship was in dry dock for maintenance.

Just one thing I really still wanted.

It was in that diner – where all my greatest life tragedies had started twice before.

This was going to be three strikes or a homer.

So: one last adventure, then....
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SOMEONE HAD SLIPPED a file folder under my apartment door.

When I picked it up, it read: “For Your Consideration.”

Typical gray on its outside. I'd seen those types of folders before. They were action-assignments for the Library spirit-guides. Missions for those friends of mine with their almost obscene abilities to throw fireballs, phase in from place to place, and cure themselves from incredible infections and injuries. All while being basically immortal.

Me, I was just a singer-dancer – a headliner – on a dinner cruise ship that ran up and down the coast. My talents were being able to sing on key and entertain audiences with fancy dance steps as well.

And I played a ghost the rest of the time. No, I'm still flesh and blood – it was my great-aunt who used to haunt the ship. That's a long story in itself – but when they found I was nearly her spitting image in looks as well as singing, then I was hired on the spot.

So I was basically set up for the rest of my life.

Along the way I'd also been infected with my spirit-guide friends' self-healing virus, so I was probably going to have a very long, long life – doing what I loved.

Yet something still bothered me.

It had to do with being surrounded by people and still being lonely.

Like a puzzle that was altogether and solved – except for that last piece.

- - - -
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AFTER I GOT A CUP OF herbal tea and sat at my small kitchenette table, I opened the folder.

Some guy named Chuck was the core problem to solve. Even had a picture of the guy, and a description. Tall, broad-shouldered, middle aged.

And he was supposed to show up at that Diner where I first met John.

A sigh escaped my lips. The one love I ever had – and who is now married and she is having his first child by now. Well, at least if those rumors of her pregnancy are right.

I met her. She was a doll. Very proper and devoted to him. As he was to her. A perfect couple.

Another sigh.

Which meant I really never got over him. I suppose. Like a puzzle that was altogether and solved – except for that last piece.

The rest of the papers had a bunch of formulas that I couldn't make any sense out of. But I'd never done the Library training – unlike my great-aunt. But then, she started out as a ghost and wound up a spirit-guide. And she's still helping both the living and un-dead along with her fellow “special friends”.

Me, I was born normal – until I experienced a few wild episodes that brought me into the same circles as my long-dead and still-alive great aunt. Like I said, wild episodes. Other stories.

And those reminiscences brought me full circle to this “assignment” which wasn't binding for me to take. Because I wasn't any official part of that Library.

My hand started fingering the gold-flecked green pendant around my neck. Not really a souvenir of that Library – I was told it was for my protection, like any “associate”. That's what my type were. Most of us were outpatients of Rochelle's clinic, and were privy to some really unusual healing practices. All due to that virus.

A smile crossed my face as I remembered all those great people I'd met there. And that whole family of Rochelle's – Hami was the best cook, but I missed their mother Molly the most.

And that really made up my mind.

I closed the folder, packed it into a light shoulder bag.

Checking to make sure that I'd turned off the tea pot, checked the faucets, double-checked that the apartment door was locked – then I reached for that pendant and thought carefully about the details of Molly's diner...

- - - -
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AND PHASED IN RIGHT outside that diner's front door.

Perfect.

Not bad for the little practice I'd had with this thing.

It was a classic red-and-chrome dining car style. Larger out back where they needed more kitchen and storage space. There were nice little prickly bushes outside, which required little care. Native in this desert called L. A. The ground around them was covered in small pea-gravel, and a nice concrete walk that segued into the sidewalk by the curb.

The air smelled of sulfur and exhaust, with the tang of ocean and dead fish. All the typical L. A. smog that never seemed to end. The only changes in it were due to the season. The old joke was that they didn't have Spring, Summer, Fall, and Winter here. Instead, it was the Rainy season, the Mudslide season, and Wildfire season. Not necessarily in that order, but the fires would burn the brush, then the rain would loosen the soil and so, the mudslides.

Another sigh.

I didn't mind being off the coast with my job on that dinner cruise. The occasional storm off the coast was quite different from where people spent their millions in the hills above Hollywood, trying to keep their houses from sliding down or burning down.

I shook my head, to clear all those “scenic” details.

Being here was accepting my “assignment”. Someone named Chuck.

But the idea of seeing Molly again – that brought my smile back.

Just before I grasped the stainless door handle on the diner's front door, I noticed the sparkling, shimmering glimmer at the corner of my vision. That Time Loop was still active.

And this time, my reaction was a chuckle.

Like the old days.

A quick tug, and the door whished open. I was inside in two steps.

Of course, it was like I'd never left...
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THE MAESTRO FLIPPED over the fifty-third card in his deck, that joker. He'd almost won the solitaire hand he was playing out. Except he had one card too many.

That was the story of his life, and the one he was playing out – over and over. Until redemption caught up with him at last. Whenever that was finally going to happen. No one else knew, but it was up to just him now.

I don't remember even now about how I chanced to find him. Walking down the sidewalk outside this diner and noticing him sitting near one of the diner windows. I recognized him and came in to tell him what for. Give him a real piece of my mind.

Only to find out that he was a very sad character, one whose life had turned out to be endless regret – from his chasing riches which were only paper. And finding that out led him to fake his own death – only to discover that he could never die. By suicide or any other's hand.

His promises to others of eternal life as a free spirit were now haunting him. Because they were lies. And now he got to live that lie – forever.

Very poetic, that Justice.

Me? I was free to go. Just nowhere to go to.

Then she walked in.

- - - -
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LONG WAVY BLOND HAIR that came past her shoulders, cut in a tapered style that was it's own come-hither appeal. She was trim, and no longer
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