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This the second compilation of short stories either related to my novels or something completely different. The first four stories, Best Friends, Martian Mischief, The Early Years, Tiffany, take place in the future. They are takeouts from my novels. The second section, Wires, Step Back, Changes are stories from my writing class prompts. The Storm and The Bridge are based on true stories.

The last section of ten short stories are also from my writing prompts, including another chapter in The Painting call The Auction. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Wires
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“What happened?” I thought as I stared at the wires protruding from my arm. “Was I in an accident? Did I lose an arm and the doctors had to replace it? Why is the room so dark?” These questions and more kept invading my consciousness.

A constant beep sounded in a timed interval. I suspected it was a monitoring device to check pressure in my body. Voices from the hallway grew louder. I tried to rise from my bed but something held me down. “Was I a prisoner? Did I resist during my injuries?”

A man in a white jacket walked into the room.

“Steady Max, you’ve been injured,” he said, unhooking some tubes from the beeping machine.

“Is my name Max? I don’t remember. Oh my gosh, I have amnesia,” I feared. 

“Careful, Max. I’ll help you up. Sit up slowly if you can,” the medic said.

He shined a light into my eyes and checked my legs. I didn’t feel any pain. Then the doctor did an odd thing. He held onto my arm and closed the skin flap over the exposed wires.

“Am I all right?” I asked, watching the doctor’s every move.

“You’re just fine. You’ll be good as new in a few moments.”

The light in the room came on until my eyes adjusted. Along one side of the room, three androids sat by the wall with various injuries. One had a leg missing, and the other two had sections gone from their torsos.

“Doctor, why am I here?” I asked, wondering why I wasn’t in a standard hospital room.

“You were injured in battle. Now stand up for me and walk out that door to your left.”

I complied and walked by the disabled humanoids. “Battle?” I wondered, still not remembering.

“Okay, here’s another repair,” someone said in the hallway. “Get back out there and kill them, M.A.X.!”

“Kill who? Wait! I don’t want to kill. I don’t want to die. No,” I yelled in a metallic voice.

That’s when they shoved me out the door onto the dry red desert.
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Sandra, Rob, and I were working late in the city late one night. We had to complete our work, which was due the next morning. We processed insurance claims in one of the oldest high-rise office buildings in the city.

“Well, I’m done. It’s getting late. I better head home,” Rob said. 

As Rob was the oldest between Sandra and me, we thought of him as an experienced person we could rely on if we had any questions about the coding.

“Me too,” Sandra added.”

She was the youngest of us three, still in her twenties. She withdrew her wallet from her desk drawer.

“There, I’m done as well,” I said, shoving the pile of forms to one side of my desk. 

I grabbed my sweater from the back of my chair and then lifted my large purse out of my bottom drawer. Rob snapped his briefcase shut. As we walked out of the office of Cromley Insurance, I turned off the new LED ceiling lights. We passed the other office cubicles until we walked into the hallway. We noticed several other late-night office workers were waiting for the elevators to take them to the street level. There were three elevators, and each time they stopped on a floor, it seemed endless before they ran again.

“Uh, one more day and weekend here I come,” Rob moaned.

“This will be a long wait, let’s take the service elevator,” I suggested.

“But don’t we have to have a key for that?” Sandra asked.

I held up the key in question.

“I had to borrow it to transport copies down a couple of floors. I forgot to give it back,” I said. “Come on.”

We walked down the hall and turned right to a small alcove. I inserted the key and pressed the down button on the wall. Within a minute, the old doors open wide, allowing us to enter. This part of the building dated back to the early 1900s. In the sixties, the building modernized and added the section we currently work in. It was quite an undertaking in order to maintain the integrity of the historic value and yet conform to newer appliances. Several years ago, much of the older wiring underwent replacement.

We stepped inside the small enclosure. The doors shut just as I turned around. 

“What’s the holdup?” Rob said from the back.

I looked at the floor panel to press the main floor button and stopped. The buttons looked different.

“I don’t know. There are only two buttons,” I said. “This panel is different.

Sandra edged in front of me.

“I thought you used this elevator today?”

“I did, but this is not the control panel I saw.”

Before us, the button had RTE on one and LFT on the other.

“Here, just push one and see what happens,” Rob said, extending his arm passed us and pressing the one that said RTE.

The elevator shifted to the right and began dropping fast. Sandra screamed. Finally, the elevator slowed and came to a rest. A bell sounded and voice above us announced our arrival.”

“Main floor, please watch your step,” the elevator said as the doors slid open.

“Wh-where are we?” Sandra asked, looking around.

“We must be in the older part of the building,” I said, noticing the old fashion yellow lamps extending from the walls.

Instead of ceramic tile on the floor, now a full carpet extended down the lobby. A young man dressed in a red uniform tipped his hat to us. A heavyset man wearing a round black cap strode up to us.

“Are you people lost? It’s quitting time you know,” he said.

“We were going home. Which way is Main Street?” Rob asked.

“Straight through those revolving doors,” the man said, gesturing across the lobby.

We thanked him and entered the old wooden and glass revolving door until we were standing on a raised cement step. We couldn’t believe our eyes. Before us, Motor cars from the 1920s rolled by. Women wore long black dresses and their arms were wrapped around the men’s arms who wore long black coats. A boy selling newspapers just like in the old days, waved a paper in his hand as he announced “influenza epidemic in Great Britain.”

“Is there a parade going on?” Sandra asked.

“Haven’t heard of one,” Rob said.

“Excuse me, what day is it today?” I asked the young man.

“Huh? It’s March 30th, 1927,” he replied.

We didn’t know what to do. 

“Come on, we have to get back into that elevator,” I told the others.

“But—“ Rob said as I pushed him back through the revolving doorway.

“Come on. We have to get back in it before it leaves,” I yelled.

As we were running toward the old elevator, the man in the round black cap saw us.

“Hey, you can’t go back in there,” he shouted.

The doors were open as we rushed inside. I pressed the close button before the man in the lobby could stop us.

“How are we going to get back to—to our time?” Sandra asked.

I pressed the LFT button, hoping it worked. A sudden jerk to the left and up the elevator we rode. We held our breath until the elevator slowed and opened to the floor where we worked. We peeked out and everything seemed normal. By normal, the doors, the floor, and the light fixtures were new. We raced back to the modern set of elevators. Now at this hour, no one waited for them. I pressed the down button.

When the elevator arrived, the doors slid open.

“Let me check this one,” Rob said. “Looks okay, I see numbers on the panel.”

We enter the elevator and Sandra pressed the number one button. The ride dropped without incident. When the doors opened, we hesitated until Rob marched out.

“See, this is the lobby I know,” he said and walked away from Sandra and me.

“Wait, we better make sure. Look outside,” I called.

He waited for us to catch up to him as we walked out together. The glass doors slid apart just as they always did. Everything about the building seemed like it should until we gazed at the street before us. The building across the street was gone. Instead of another high rise, it was a park with trees and grass. No one walked on the sidewalks. A car floated by and stopped in front of us.

“Need a pickup,” the cabbie said. “This is my last stop for the night.”

We shook our heads and ran back into our building.

“What are we going to do?” Sandra whined.

“We have to try again,” I said.

We hurried to the elevator, but Rob lagged behind us. We jumped into the cubicle going up, but the doors began to close behind us. 

“Come on, Rob,” I called trying to keep the doors from closing on him.

Sandra tried holding the doors from her side.

“Rob,” I yelled as the doors began to close.

I didn’t see an open button as the sliding doors snapped shut. Sandra and I looked at each other.

“What are we going to do?” she said.

“We won’t get out. We’ll just go straight back down,” I said, wondering if Rob will still be on the main floor.

The elevator stopped on our work floor. As soon as the doors slid open, I pressed the button labeled one. The doors closed and we descended to the main floor without stopping.

We looked out and didn’t see Rob. Sandra stepped out of the elevator.

“No, Sandra, stay inside,” I called.

The sliding doors shut in our faces taking me back to the floor where I worked. Up the elevator ascended. When the doors opened, I could hear voices. Someone was calling my name.

“Nancy,” a male voice said. “Nancy, it’s time to go home.”

My head rose from my desk in a sleepy haze. I rubbed my eyes and looked at my coworkers.

“Come on sleepy head. It’s time to go home. You fell asleep,” Rob said.

“Thanks, you wouldn’t believe what I just dreamt,” I muttered.

We collected our things to leave the office. I turned off the ceiling LED lights. When we approached the three elevators, several people stood around waiting.

“Let’s take the service elevator,” Rob said. “Nancy, do you still have the operation key from this morning’s batch?”

Gripping the loose key in my pocket, I let it go.

“Uh, no, I’ll wait. It won’t take long,” I said.

After a few minutes, the center elevator arrived and eight of us crammed into the car. We made it down to the main street level. I hesitated and stepped into the lobby. The tiled floor extended the entire length.

“Come on, Nancy. You’ll miss our bus,” Sandra said.

I walked out with the other employees and everything looked normal with twenty-first-century automobiles. The building across the street had the up to date news marquee scrawling across the awning.

Relieved, we said goodbye to Rob who headed for his parked car. Sandra and I stepped on the sidewalk when we heard a scream behind us. Turning around, I saw three people, two men and a woman dressed in old fashion clothing. 

Before they re-entered the building, I heard one of the men say, “We have to go back in the elevator. This isn’t right.”

I thought to myself, “I’ll never take that old elevator again.”
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John Holt hauled the groceries from his car through the garage to his kitchen door. He inserted his key and walked into the short walkway to his kitchen. At first, he didn't notice anything out of the ordinary but could tell by the cool air something wasn't right. When he reached up and opened the cupboard to put his canned goods away, there was a sack that didn't belong there.

"Dog Food? What's that doing there?" he thought. He decided he must have not paid attention the last time he fed Ginger. 

Then he turned to open the freezer of the refrigerator to put the ice cream away. Instead of the freezer door positioned on top, he noticed it open on the bottom. He rubbed his arms. The air felt cooler.

After he stored the food, he walked into the living room and heard the TV announcer. He was about to turn down the hallway and check the thermostat when the television sounded again.

"That's funny, I don't remember leaving that on," John said.

A siren screamed outside and the newscaster continued, "This is an alert. Many homes on the west side of town has been flattened by a tornado. Don't try to enter the area for your own safety. Rescue crews are working through the night to locate survivors.

"That's odd," John said. "I live here and everything looks fine to me."

His arms began to shiver and he wanted to sit down in his favorite recliner but his bed was there instead.

"Maybe if I sleep, I'll feel better in the morning," he said as another siren dashed by his window.

The sound of tumbling boards and bricks crashed to the floor. Someone was calling him.

"Mr. Holt are you in there?" he could hear another voice call nearby.

"Yes?" John responded, disturbed that someone was prowling around in his home.

Another voice in the distance yelled, "He's over here!"

Hands reached out toward him. John looked around for a weapon but saw none. The hands appeared to be connected to a man dressed in red and yellow overalls. He wore a yellow helmet and moved closer to John's face. The one of the man's arm's reached for John and pulled him out of the rubble.

"What happened?" John mumbled as the rescue worker laid him on a stretcher.

"Tornado. You're lucky to be alive, sir," the fireman said, adjusting John’s painful body onto a stretcher. 

While another rescuer strapped him down, soulful eyes of a large rescue dog looked back at him.
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​The Storm
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I must have been twelve or thirteen when this happened to my younger sister and me. We slept upstairs in the larger of the two bedrooms of a hundred year old house surrounded by maple and pine trees. My brother slept in the smaller bedroom near us. We left the large windows ajar to let in the cool night air. We didn't have air conditioning in those days. 

One summer the wind and the thunder woke us up in the middle of the night. Lightning flashed and lit up our darkened room. Then we heard a crash. One of the large eight-foot windows banged against the sill from the outside. The wind had lifted the window and released it. Now it started to rain and we needed to close the window or my sister's bed could get wet. The old window raised and lowered from the continuing gusts, but we couldn't reach the bottom edge to catch it. The clouds parted, exposing the full moon, glaring at me. I avoided looking down from the two stories below. I was scared when the next time the window hit the sash, it would break, sending shards of glass toward us. I positioned myself on the metal spring mattress and leaned out a couple of inches, hoping the frame would come closer to my hand. With my knees on the bed and my elbow resting on the edge of the windowsill, I extended my arm out hoping to catch it. The howling wind kept it just out of my reach. 
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