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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 story...)


- - - -


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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TWO SCIENTISTS BROKE time - trying to travel in it. 

If they weren't so cute, I don't think I'd be as forgiving.

Still, they have no clue what they just invented.

In these days of overnight express delivery, they could make a fortune. And the same device could deliver ticking bombs to any government building or office building anywhere. Instantaneously.

You'd think these scientists would have learned something after the Manhattan Project. And Nagasaki. And Chernobyl. And the Twin Towers.

Nope. All these two young knuckleheads were trying to do was to prove the impossible was possible - and get some more funding to do it.

I just can't tell them that what they were testing was the most destructive invention in history, I'd have to show them. Or they'd never believe me.

And that's when it really got involved - and personally dangerous.
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"JOHN, I'M GOING TO need your help - or we're going to lose some Ghost Hunters."

It was Mysti. And this was odd, since she embodied control over all thought - and so, the entire universe as it was created. Fixing things only by mind was her specialty.

"How could I, a simple mystery writer with a farming day job possibly help you?"

She rolled her eyes and shrugged. Which would be funny, if it didn't make her even more attractive. Her red-blond hair hung straight to her shoulders where it broke out in large curls. The shrug just made everything bounce again.

"Ahem." 

"Oh, sorry. You transfixed me again."

"Still using the 'red-blooded male' excuse?"

I smiled. Busted. "Of course. And you are still using the 'women need to be treated just like any other person' when you completely make me lose all train of thought because you're so fascinatingly pretty."

Mysti smiled. "OK, you got me there. And thank you for the compliment. Next time, I'll come disguised as an old crone and play the ageism card."

My turn to shrug. "It doesn't matter. Men deservedly get the short end of the stick, and it seems to have always been that way."

Her smile turned into a grin. "Just as long as we have our little understanding."

"So, you asked for help."

"That I did. Hermione and Tess seem determined to get them and their boyfriends stuck in Ancient Egypt where I can't help them."

I was stuck for words at that point. Too much information. "Wait. Hermione and Tess have boyfriends?"

"Right - or will shortly."

"And those boyfriends can travel in time."

"Right."

"They are time-benders?"

"No, they're egg-head scientists."

"So they built a time machine."

"Bingo."

"And they meet their boyfriends back in Ancient Egypt?"

"Right again."

"But can't get back, because...?"

"Because their time machine disappears."

"Disappears?"

"Stolen."

"But Hermione and Tess don't need a time machine."

"Except this one has crippled their native abilities."

"By...?"

"Confusing our time-benders' ideas of simultaneous time with linear time."

"Can that be done? Really? Isn't the senior principle that 'thoughts create reality'?"

"Well, more accurately, it's 'the world is what you think it is'."

"So they've been hypnotized?"

"You mean brain-washed?"

"ToeMAYto, ToeMAHto."

"Well, these guys are pretty cute."

"Ahh - the other shoe drops. Meaning: they can leave them there, but think they can't, because they don't want to lose them - and they would since the scientists can't travel with them because those cutie-pie boyfriends don't believe in simultaneous time, only linear."

"Move to the head of the class."

"So, what do you need my help for - oh, wait. You said 'we're going to lose some Ghost Hunters.'"

"Right." Mysti frowned. I'd hit her logic with a round-house punch. 

"Meaning, they aren't the only ones who have been dented in the 'thoughts-become-things' department."

And of course, I was so intent on our discussion that we were still standing in the doorway to my small cabin, just after I opened the front door, which was just after she knocked on it. 

It was still early morning, and the early spring still had some too-cool nights left. The light was behind her, outlining her in gold - as I said before, tended to transfix my thinking at times due to my male genetics working against my mental processes. (Why Mysti and these other Ghost Hunter gals insisted on being so breathtakingly beautiful – well, I was still getting used to it as one of the perks from this job...)

A chance breeze reminded me that the fragrance of my chicory roast-blend had filled the room since I brewed it, and I'd just stirred honey into my own mug when she knocked on my cabin door. My nose then brought my manners into action.

"Please come in. Would you like some coffee? Fresh brewed?"

Mysti smiled. "Now that would be nice. The dew out here has soaked my shoes and I could use some warming up."

I stood to the side and gestured her in. "Mi casa and all that."

She swept in with a grace and a quiet, subdued chuckle. And sat on the edge of my bunk/couch. (It was made up as a couch right then.)

"John, I love what you haven't done with the place. Good to know that some things never change."

I'd closed the outside door to keep what was left of the cabin's warmth, then moved toward my coffeemaker,  pushing my swivel chair in under the small desk as I slid between her and the desk. Only a few steps to anywhere in this tiny space. 

Soon I came back with a mug of coffee for her, then picked up my own. It was cooled from being piping hot, but not cold. Easier to sip it and not worry about burning anything. So I could concentrate on how to help her with those mental problems she was trying to solve.

I unfolded and sat in the wood "visitor's chair" I kept behind the door.

Mysti just smiled at me over her own mug. Her green eyes almost glowing. Her lips full and inviting. 

And the only reason I know she wasn't in my mind causing these alluring effects was because she needed my help. That meant I had control over my own mental processes, despite the fact that she could take over any number of minds and have them think anything she wanted. 

So I smiled back, looking directly into her evergreen eyes. At that, she had to look away, a sudden pink glow to her cheeks. Whatever she just thought was personal to her.

This was going to be an interesting and rewarding morning. Very interesting and quite rewarding.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

II

[image: ]


TESS HAD SHOWED UP in the Library, bedraggled in a well-used, gray-and-red jumpsuit covered with smudges of what looked like coal dust from having to sleep in some ancient tunnel. She started pacing from one end of the long mission-style coffee table between us to the other. 

Her hair was disheveled. And her tiny multi-colored organic tesseracts she called “tessies” were flying erratic patterns around her head. Worse than houseflies that hovered around - well, anything fragrant left uncovered.

"Just slow down, Tess, wait. Tell me what's going on."

The red-haired time-bender stopped directly in front of me, almost staring at me through her intense gaze.

“They've done it. And I can't help them any more.”

“Done what, help them with what?”

“Those two nitwits, those adorable two knuckle-headed geniuses have broken time!”

"Wait - two adorable, knuckle-headed geniuses broke time?"

Tess just stared at me. "Didn't I just say that?"

"You mean boyfriends of yours?"

"Yes, I mean, no, I mean could be, but..." She smacked a fist into her palm. "And they are just so, just - obtuse - about things!" One fist gripped the other with whitened knuckles.

This was serious.

I patted the dark leather cushion on the mission-style couch next to where I sat. 

"Tess. Come - sit down here and relax a bit."

Tess stepped around the coffee table and flounced down. Still holding one fist tightly with the other. 

I reached around her shoulders with my right arm and gave her a slight
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