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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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SHE HAD ONLY MINUTES to save him once he came out of that diner.

Before they’d grab him for whatever they had planned.

But they wouldn’t do it with witnesses.

And so she waited, without looking like a stalker or worse.

The diner was not all that safe. Just another trap to catch unwary souls. But he was safer inside - for now. More witnesses in there than out here.

Of course, she was prepared for any outcome, like being rushed, or captured with him, or some attempt to take him by force.

And they weren’t prepared to get any response from an “innocent-looking” female. She hoped.

So - make that only seconds to rescue him, once his foot crossed that threshold.

She was waiting.

And time slowed ever more while she did.
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WHEN I LEFT MARY AT THAT DINER for the final time, I didn’t expect to discover a black-haired angel in white waiting for me.

“Hello, John.” She stepped next to me and slipped her hand inside my elbow, prompting me to keep moving forward, away from my usual bus stop. By habit and instinct, I bent my forearm into a comfortable angle and placed my free hand on hers to secure it. My usual long step then shortened to match her smaller ones, although the pace didn’t falter.

This was a gal who was used to walking. You wouldn’t know it by her look - long straight and glossy black hair. And wearing a tailored white outfit with shorts that exposed her long legs in front, long “tails” hanging down behind them - and now tending to stream behind us.

More a runway outfit than anything suitable for gritty L.A. sidewalks.

Within a couple of steps, we’d turned to the south and toward the overpass. The bus stop sat behind us with its bolted down bench. The early morning L.A. haze diffused the sunlight and filled my nose with acid car and bus exhaust from the passing traffic.

“My name is Sybil, and there are people after us - no, don’t look - just keep looking at me and nodding. I know part of what you were doing in there, and you’ll have time to tell me the rest.” Her free hand went into a side pocket of her shorts.

One of my eyebrows went up. “How do you...”

“...know your name and what you’ve been doing? That is a bit of a longer explanation, but hold onto that question. We’ve got those visitors slowing down behind us. Just keep us walking straight at this pace.”

I could see out of my peripheral vision that some dark car had slowed and was pulling just ahead of us. At about a car-length, it stopped. Two car doors on our side opened. And people started coming out of them.

Sybil pulled my elbow hard so that I went behind her. In her right hand, she now pointed a small silvery handgun at them. It looked more like a water pistol or derringer. But two quiet pops emitted flashes that knocked the people right back inside. Two more pops and the doors slammed shut, the car rocking with that force.

A squeal of tires and bloom of exhaust pushed that car right ahead of us on the street, and it veered back into traffic. All regardless of anyone coming behind it, those horns blared and skidding tires screamed as they braked to avoid a collision.

Sybil pocketed the pistol and pulled my elbow so we were again back at that quick striding pace along the sidewalk. Just before the overpass started, she swung me around and into an alley next to the last storefront. A paneled chain-link fence separated us from the sight of the freeway passing below, but not its noise. The gritty gravel scuffed as we moved over it down the alley. A glance down settled my concern about her footwear. High heels, but wide at their base to steady her gait.

Her right hand slipped out another device that she pointed like a remote TV clicker at the empty space in front of us.

Parked just behind the edge of that building, backed up to the fence, a silvery blue van shimmered into existence. Another click and it’s side door slid open in front of us.

Two more steps. She grabbed my upper arm and pushed me in and toward the back - as she went to the front driver’s seat. Instrument lights came on, the sliding door closed. And rumbles below us indicated that this wasn’t your normal four-tired van.

Movement out of my peripheral vision made me look back the way we came, out tinted windows. Two men in suits were running toward our direction down that alley.

Then the van lifted and flew straight up, pushing me down and back into the seat. Belts automatically circled me and cinched firm.

What I could see out the front view was the “van” flying at just above rooftop height, back toward the diner I’d just left moments before. A lurch then left me seeing only the hazy sky as we started climbing without effort and only a little whine from whatever was powering this rig.

Then I was pushed back into my seat as we picked up speed and the sky outside that viewscreen turned darker blue, then black.

- - - -
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I HEARD THE DOOR SWISH open and opened my eyes. It wasn’t Kansas any more, that was for sure. Soft feet were padding toward me and I was on some long gray couch in a long gray room about the size of my old one room apartment. And I was fully dressed as before. Turning to that sound, I saw Sybil coming toward me with a tray in her hands. Sitting up, I swung my legs down.

Sybil was now dressed in a off-white jumpsuit with soft shoes of the same color. Her long black hair hung straight behind her as she walked. Her face held a slight smile on it, curious about my reaction to all this, I was sure.

“You like to read science fiction, right?” Sybil slid the tray down onto the coffee table in front of the couch, then pulled a simple chair over next to it.

“Sure. That and Western Detective novels when I can find them. But you’re leading into something that would explain your flying ‘van’ we were riding in and where I am?”

Sybil’s smile widened. “Yes, and of course I need to apologize for the sudden trip. But we’re off Earth and above it actually. I can tell you more about this station later, though.”

On the tray were some covered dishes and a small carafe with two cups. She uncovered the dishes and the aroma of hot pan-fried food came to my nose.

“How did you know I liked pan bread?”

“And fruit compote for topping over fresh-made butter from real milk. I think I’ve gotten your chicory-blend coffee right - and enough honey to sweeten it for both of us.”

I just waited for the rest of that answer.

“OK, it’s because I’ve been watching you for some time. And want you to now feel at ease.”

“You couldn’t just introduce yourself on the ground and I’d invite you over for breakfast?”

Sybil shook her head slightly and her long hair waved in response. “Remember those guys that tried to get out of their car, and those others running after us in the alley?”

I nodded.

Sybil took a stainless steel butter knife to scrape and spread the butter out of its container over the hot pan bread. My mouth started watering in response as I saw the butter melt. Then she used that same knife to spread the fruit compote over the top. Placing the knife on the edge of that plate and under the edge of the pan bread, she then poured a cup of coffee for each of us.

“You’re not having any?”

“I’ve eaten recently enough to not be hungry. But you missed lunch, so I thought you wouldn’t mind two breakfasts in one day. Go ahead
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