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Chapter One: Oh, Well Shit

TRAFFIC FROM THE shift change at Fort Hood was clogging up the perpetually construction-riddled highway that ran through the town of Killeen, Texas near the base. Neila sat in her Camaro, inching along behind a short army convoy on the highway not far from the military base. To distract herself from worry she had said or done the wrong thing at lunch with friends she let her attention hover around the military vehicles ahead of her to play a bit of a game of trying to identify what they were. One armored personnel carrier, three Humvees, and a water truck. There was a small red car with a primer-colored hood in front of the convoy. She pushed her Third Eye higher to see over the traffic jam. A wrecker was in the process of moving a car that had stalled in the one open lane. She snapped her attention back to her car when she smelled the sweet humid odor the radiator gave off when it was beginning to overheat.

“Crap, crap, crap, crap.” Neila hurried to turn on the heater and roll down the windows. She didn’t bother to reach over for the passenger side knob; instead, she used her telekinesis because it was faster.

It was a warm day, and the heater would make the interior of the car almost unbearable inside of ten minutes. The needle on the engine’s temperature gauge began to fall back down to read in the middle. She really didn’t want to take her hoodie off but would have to once the car got hotter.

Three motorcycles sped by on the narrow shoulder while Neila stared at the temperature gauge on the car. “Please cool off. We’ll be moving again soon. Great, shit, I’m talking to my car. Maybe I should cut the engine off?”

There was a loud noise, like a car wreck ahead of the traffic jam but louder. Neila thrust her Third Eye up to see what happened. Smoke rose from the remnants of the car that had been between the army convoy and the stalled car. The motorcycles that had passed were facing against traffic, and the riders were armed with assault rifles. She pushed her Third Eye closer to get a better look, AR-15s with M203 grenade launchers attached.

Thanks, Dad, for teaching me about high-powered weapons.

Neila was thrust back to herself when the Humvee ahead backed over the front of her car. Without thinking, she slipped out the driver’s side window next to the concrete barrier before the military vehicle flattened the cab of her car. The other trucks in the convoy were scrambling to move, but the six-foot-high barriers on either side made escape all but impossible.

Neila was glad she wasn’t a big person as she raced forward, running down the thin gap between the convoy on her right and barrier to her left. She heard the familiar sound of shots from assault rifles and the loud unfamiliar sound of the slugs impacting with the armored personnel carrier ahead of the Humvees.

A series of loud bangs echoed down the road as if someone was breaking wood against metal, beating the side of the APC with mechanized baseball bats. She stopped next to the APC as she let her Third Eye trail up so she could see the motorcyclist who was firing at the window of the APC. Then she extended her “sphere of influence” toward him and wrenched the gun from his grip.

“What the fuck?” the man in the black motorcycle helmet shouted as his weapon abandoned him to tumble toward the hillside past the concrete barrier.

The driver’s side door to the APC opened. “Get in!”

Neila climbed up the side step of the truck and slipped in the door, which the driver shut behind her just as one of the motorcyclists began firing where she had just been. The driver and his passenger were the only other people in the APC.

“Please tell me you have backup coming,” Neila said quickly.

“Traffic’s backed up. They’re going to send in a helo, but the closest place to land is a mile up the road.”

“Do you have any guns?” she asked.

“No, just moving the trucks on a civi highway, no arms authorized this mission,” the driver replied. “Suppressive fire would save our asses—shit.”

“Oh, well, shit,” Neila echoed.

Neila wasn’t his boss, wasn’t even a soldier, but knew from spending time with her family who weren’t exactly “normal” that life-or-death situations required confidence and force. Her default was to take charge. Her family always joked that she sounded like a “little drill sergeant.” It had annoyed her, but she needed that experience now to survive.

That little drill sergeant found she couldn’t see outside the APC with her Third Eye. She went up to the scarred front window to get a better look at the cyclist who was firing at the truck.

More bullets slammed into the side of the vehicle. The windshield cracked a little more, and she ducked reflexively.

“I’m gonna try something. Don’t freak out,” she shouted to the two men in the truck as she tried extending her sphere of influence toward the biker who was still shooting. It was more difficult than normal, but she was able to wrench the gun away from her hands and slide it under the burning car ahead of them.

“You did that? How the fuck did you do that?” the soldier in the passenger seat of the APC barked. “What the fuck are you?”

The driver was on the radio. “We need that helo. Two hostiles engaging. Non-com casualties. Requesting permission to engage hostiles.”

“There’s three,” Neila corrected. “I saw three of them. One red helmet, two black helmets. Two men, one woman. AR-15s with grenade launchers attached.”

“Correction. Three hostiles engaging convoy,” the driver continued into the radio.

“You, girl. How the fuck did you do that?” the soldier in the passenger seat barked again. He wasn’t in follow-the-confident-person’s-orders mode like the driver had been.

“You mean you can’t?” Neila replied and looked back out the window. She assumed he couldn’t. Most people weren’t psychic. Playing dumb about it always seemed like the thing to do.

Neila managed to pull the brake lines off one of the bikes just as the female biker ran to it. The biker stared at the bike for a moment as it tipped over onto its side seemingly of its own accord. The woman in the red helmet looked up and locked eyes with Neila in the APC. Police lights twinkled over a mile down the highway. Neila couldn’t see where the other two bikers had gone due to the APC’s damaged windows.

“What the fuck, lady!”

Oh, now it was lady, such an upgrade. At least, it wasn’t girl anymore. She had been knighted.

“Requesting permission to engage hostiles. We are being assisted by a civilian,” the driver continued into the radio. So he had noticed her using her powers and wasn’t fazed by it. Maybe he was psychic or knew someone who was.

“Do not engage. Helo en route, coming in hot. Sit tight.”

Neila looked around at the angular interior of the APC. Rows of seats lined the sides of the truck. She couldn’t see any weapons inside. “How much does this weigh?”

“Six tons,” the soldier at the radio replied automatically.

Could she move six tons? She’d never tried because that was a lot of fucking weight.

“You need to drive forward, over the burning car.” She pointed ahead of them.

“Over the car?”

“Your buddies in the hummer in back already smashed my car. You can drive this beast over a fucking Kia. Get us out of here!”

The driver gunned the gas and plowed into the burning car, knocking Neila off her feet. She fell backward and hit her head hard on the metal floor of the APC.

Shouting. Muffled gunfire. The sound of a hail slamming into the side of a metal barn in a thunderstorm. The heavy thumping of a giant drum.

Darkness.

 

IT WAS A nightmare. Normal for her. She was used to nightmares. Nightmares were her speed.

The rhythmic thumping of her heart set the time and her eyes raced under their lids.

She needed to wake up. Her left ankle felt broken.

Pain.

Most of her nightmares had some sort of pain. Frequent pain. Familiar pain. Broken ribs she never broke. Burned skin she never burned. Arthritic joints she never wore out. Aches, burns, breaks, cracks, all old acquaintances she barely minded much anymore. Acquaintances she could let take her away. She wondered what would happen if she did that. Where would the pain take her? Would she die? Would something else happen? She waited a moment longer to wake up, curious. Why did this one feel different?

Her left arm joined her ankle in the invisible fire.

The dream, like others before was both a nightmare and yet somehow not. Just something that was happening that she knew she could wake up from when she’d had enough of it. Often she was taller in her dreams, not herself, someone from the past, someone long dead. She half-believed they were glimpses into a past life. A few times, she had seen her face in past dreams, angular, sharp, and masculine with shorter black hair and facial hair that matched.

This dream was different, because she and her dream self shared a body. Her left arm and leg had split in half, growing a second arm and leg from her shoulder and hip joints. Her head was half herself—pale, blonde, small—half her dream self—angular, dark hair, long in the jaw—two halves pulling away from one another with grotesquely stretched skin as she silently screamed. She sat in the middle of a round room with stained walls as fire erupted above her and covered the ceiling, a raging storm attempting to devour everything in its path. Neila tried to push away from the oncoming fire, but her right side was too short. Her body was a twisted tangle of limbs—some long, some not—all burning with searing hot pain as bones split from one another.

In the dream, she couldn’t reach out and push herself to safety with her mind. She was unable to remote view, to see things away from her body with her Third Eye. Everything was cut off and close to her. That part of the nightmare was other people’s reality.

In this nightmare, she wasn’t psychic, she was powerless, and that terrified her more than being torn in half while burned alive.

Her heart continued to beat out of sequence as the fire grew and enveloped her. The pain in her left side grew, like ants gnawing down to the bone as the heat seared her tangled malformed flesh. What would happen if she let the pain take her? Would she burn up? Would she be torn in half?

“No!” she called out in her dream. Her voice was not her own. It sounded familiar but alien. What if she had called out in her sleep? What if she really sounded like that outside the dream?

She remembered the attack on the convoy.

She couldn’t wake up.




Chapter Two: Explosions on TV

AGENT HENRY ANDERSON walked past the pack of four gleeful scientists who made up the entirety of the theoretical division as they stood in the hallway humming to the crystals clutched in their hands. He was passed by several of the nursing staff flanked by armed members of the Facility’s paltry security staff. Agent Anderson slowed his step in the long hallway when he was within earshot of two higher-ranking Facility members as they approached him on their way to the helipad.

“This is a confirmed case? Telekinetic?” Stephens was his name. He had graduated from the FBI to working at the Facility more than ten years before Anderson.

“Yes. They got her on camera. Some cell phones were confiscated, but one of our choppers filmed it, too,” Ella replied. Henry wasn’t sure when she’d joined the Facility or from where she had come, but she was not much older than him. She held a tablet in her hand with a file on it about the new arrival.

“What are the odds?”

Henry turned on his heel and followed Stephens and Ella for a few feet after they passed him like he was lost. While doing so, he took advantage of his height and quickly read Ella’s tablet over her shoulder as she and Stephens turned another corner. Henry really wished he could scroll down to something more useful, since only the top portion of the file was visible on the screen above Ella’s hand. He couldn’t even see the photo.

 

Subject Name: Neila Roddenberry

DOB: 08-06-86

Sex: Female

Height: 5’4”

Hair: Blonde

Eyes: Hazel

Abilities: Telekinesis

Ability Strength: High

Ability Control Level: Adept

 

“The odds are low as fuck,” Ella replied. “The subject took on three armed attackers. Alone.”

“Fort Hood?” Stephens caught sight of Henry following just as Henry turned down an adjacent hallway where he stopped after he was out of sight but still within earshot.

“Yeah. They took one of the perps alive. He’s not psychic so they have him off-site. The other two didn’t fare so well once the helo arrived. Lit up the whole area.”

Henry strained to hear the pair as their voices became more distant. “The subject sustained a head injury… They’re bringing her in now. She was in an APC when…”

Agent Anderson waited to make sure Stephens and Ella were gone before he left the hallway and went back the way he’d come. Whoever Neila was, she was telekinetic, so not a shapeshifter. She’d have to wait. He was already late for the emergency meeting he had been called to before his eavesdropping detour. He decided to make up a story about getting lost in the maze-like Facility. He’d only been there two months. It could be plausible that he still didn’t know his way around, although it would be a lie. He’d made it a point to memorize the layout of the areas he had clearance to enter and planned to gain access to the areas he wasn’t cleared for soon. Always be prepared; Henry had been an Eagle Scout as a kid.

He entered the meeting room, already making excuses. “Sorry I’m late, ma’am. I got turned around.”

But the long room with a low chalky-white tiled ceiling was empty, save for the disused composite wood bookcase at the far wall and the long narrow table flanked by chairs older than Henry. Was he really that late?

“Get out of my way,” a woman roared before pushing into the room, followed by two smaller women and two men. Henry recognized the four people in lab coats as the heads of each psychic research division: Telekinetics, Telepathics, Pyrokinetics, Shapeshifters. All hands on deck, except the theoretical division who were probably still humming in some hallway, holding crystals even if they had been called in to the meeting.

“Anderson, how the hell did you get here before us?”

“Uh…I thought I was late?”

The tall woman, Facility Director Lianne McClaine, passed Henry as her entourage stationed themselves loosely around the table.

She didn’t pause to let anyone speak while she stood near the head of the table, “You are, but so are we, so don’t sweat it. Don’t bother sitting, Anderson. This will be a short one. We have a new telekinetic coming in. It was a royal fuckup that put her on our radar, by the way. The president is going to give a press conference on it—people died, the subject got injured, things blew up, part of it made it to the goddamned news. Our people in the area are busting their asses to sweep up the crumbs of weird shit surrounding it. Shouldn’t be hard since it was a domestic terrorist attack outside the biggest fucking Army base in the country. Anderson, you’ll be working with Chavez.” She pointed to the Latina woman in a lab coat. “And with the new subject. Be friendly. Convince the subject it’s in her best interest to cooperate. You’re cute and young. Use your wiles on her if you have to. Pull out that Dead Zone thing of yours if you can manage it. Get her on your side. Under no circumstance is she to leave this facility.”

Henry nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

“I haven’t seen the video yet. How did her telekinesis manifest?” Dr. Chavez, head of telekinetic research, asked.

“She ripped the guns out of the attacker’s hands,” Director McClaine replied.

“Ripped? Handguns?”

“Assault rifles, and yes. I saw some of the footage. ‘Ripped’ is the only word I can think of. There was a lot of force behind it. This is a hot one. Under no circumstance are you to threaten her or make her feel like she’s in danger. It takes a certain kind of person to go up against armed attackers. That kind of person is liable to fight their way out if they believe they’re being held captive.”

The director turned to the other three scientists. “I called you to this meeting so you’d be in the loop. We need all our divisions communicating if we want to do this right. Everyone got it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Dr. Park said.

“Thank you, Director,” Dr. Moore half-grunted.

Dr. Turner nodded silently.

Dr. Chavez tapped some notes into her tablet.

“Good. Now, Agent Anderson, you need to be ready. I want you to be the first person she sees when she wakes up. Head over to the infirmary, find out what her status is, how severe her injuries are, let me know, then stay there. You’re the welcome wagon.”

“But…ma’am, why me? I just got here.”

The director smiled. “You’re good with people. Not sure you noticed, but more than half the staff here are socially deficient. And you’re handsome. May be sexist of me, but she might respond well to you. Everyone else around here does.”

Henry couldn’t help glancing around the room to the scientists seated at the table. Chavez, head of telekinetic studies, was scratching the back of her neck. Doctor Park, in charge of shapeshifter studies, was writing something down quickly on her paper notepad. Doctor Moore, who led the pyrokinetic studies and Henry had not previously seen in person, had wiry, unwashed brown hair and a red beard obscured by a handkerchief he blew his nose into.

The final doctor, Turner, a tall middle-aged black man, laughed. “Don’t look at me. I’m socially abundant. It’s these weirdos she’s talking about.”

Agent Henry Anderson laughed a little, then caught himself. “I see what you mean, ma’am.” He smiled. The director had called him handsome.

 

THE INFIRMARY WAS a mini hospital, fully stocked with outdated equipment capable of treating at least ten people at a time. Funding was progressively lighter, which led to the staff shrinking in number like flowers in a dried-up garden. There were six open bays divided by curtains and two “secure rooms” at the end of the long wing with a single narrow control room next to them. Agent Anderson sat in one of the secure rooms next to a hospital bed where Neila slept.

“Agent Anderson. We’ve cut off the sedative, so she should be waking up soon. She started to wake up on the chopper, screaming, so they sedated her for the trip,” one of the doctors in the control room said over the intercom.

“Got it.” Henry waved at the large one-way mirror that took up the top half of one wall. Conspicuous as hell.

Henry glanced over the small young woman on the bed. She wasn’t much to look at. Her skin looked sickly pale against the dirty black T-shirt and jeans. She had slight acne on the sides of her head near her temples, a sharp nose, and long dirty ash-blonde hair had been shoved into a quick ponytail that didn’t look like it had been brushed in days. An IV strapped to her arm led up to the wall for remote control, if something went wrong, they could turn the sedative back on. Henry pushed the heavy chair he was sitting in back a few inches. He winced as it let out a harsh squeak against the smooth tile floor..

 

THERE HAD BEEN a noise. Something loud. Like a scream.

Neila’s eyes fluttered open, then closed, she reached to her right with one hand and felt for a nightstand that wasn’t there. “Where’s my glasses?” she slurred. She thunked her hand against the one-way mirror twice and then rested the back of her fingers against the glass.

“Ma’am?”

Neila pulled her fingers against the mirror; they gave out a tiny squeak.

“Ma’am? Are you waking up?”

She didn’t move, but she used her Third Eye to remote view the area. It was slow, a little fuzzy because of the sedative, but far clearer than her unaided eyes. A handsome twenty-something man, not much older than herself, wearing a black suit sat in a green chair with a heavy wooden frame. She and the man were in a hospital room with a large mirror on one wall, but the mirror wasn’t right. At the right angle, she could see shadows through it. Neila let her vision drift through the mirror to the next room where a middle-aged Latina woman in a lab coat stood next to a hard-looking man with a blond buzz cut. There was a giant keyboard with too many buttons, old-style toggles, and several small CRT screens full of readouts.

“Who’s behind…the mirror?”

The woman in the small room gasped and the man in the green chair started to get up but stopped.

Neila turned her head to the left and opened her unfocused eyes to stare at him. “Where are we?”

“You’re safe. You hit your head after the accident.”

She thought he was smiling, but he was blurry as hell so she couldn’t be sure unless she checked with her Third Eye. She checked. He was, but it was a nervous half-smile full of quick glances at the mirror. He knew there were people on the other side.

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“It’s classified.” A bit of a Boston accent touched the words. “It’s classified,” he repeated more clearly.

Neila sighed and let her head fall on the pillow, then directed her Third Eye up through the ceiling. She hoped to get a high enough view to spot some landmark outside the building but saw only darkness until it gave way to the twilight of sunset over rocky scrub-filled land. There was nothing but half-dead grass, cactus, and a couple scraggly yucca plants. She pulled her attention back to the small hospital room, underground.

“We’re underground.”

“Uh…yes. You’re in a classified facility.”

“I need to call home.” Neila stared at the man in the suit as best she could without her glasses. “Where’s my phone?”

“Your belongings are safe. Your family will be notified about you and—”

“Notified about me? What’s that mean? You can’t let me leave, can you?” Her words gained speed as the sedative continued to wear off.

“It means we want to work with you. We study people with abilities like yours. You could help us figure out how it all works.”

Neila thought a moment. It was hard. Her head throbbed. Her mind was still a bit sluggish from the sedatives.

“How much does it pay?”

“What?”

“How much does it pay? You want me to work with you. I don’t work for free.” Neila felt proud. Freelance artist rule number one: never work for free. Screw working for exposure. You die of exposure.

“Absolutely, right, it pays well.” His A’s were still mush in his mouth and his smile appeared filled with nerves.

“I’m not going to just ‘disappear,’ right? My family will know I’m safe?” She noticed the IV in her arm and how it went into the wall. She pulled the needle out of her vein with her mind and then kept pressure on the hole in her arm so it didn’t bleed.

“They’ll know you’re safe,” he assured.

“If they don’t, I will leave.”

“I understand. We are underground, though.”

“I can see that. Middle of nowhere too.”

The man’s eyes widened. Neila decided to check the small room behind the mirror where the woman was frantically talking with someone on an ancient landline phone. Back in the small hospital room, Neila noticed one of the fluorescent lights on the ceiling flickered.

“If you try to keep me as a prisoner, believe me, I will leave.”

Fluid started to squirt out of the IV next to her arm, she brushed it away with her hand.

“You’re not a prisoner.” The man glanced to the mirror, then back at Neila. “We want to work with you. I’m special, too. I work here.”

“You get paid?”

“Yes.”

“Can you visit your family and friends?”

“Of course.”

The light flickered again on the ceiling. He looked up at it quickly, back to Neila, back to the mirror, then Neila again.

Did he think she was making the light flicker?

“I get my glasses and knife back. All my stuff.” Neila stared at the agent. She remembered the Humvee backing over her car. “And you reimburse me for my car.”

“Uh…there’s a policy of no weapons in the Facility.”

Neila narrowed her eyes. “That knife was a gift.”

“Still, we’re not allowed weapons.” His nervous smile returned.

“Anything can be a weapon.”

“You’re a weird kid, you know that?”

“I’m twenty-three. I know I’m weird, and I can go around this underground complex looking for my pocket knife before I leave if that’s what you want. Do you want to be the guy that pissed me off over my pocket knife?”

He forced a smile on his face again. “No. No. I’m sure we can work something out and get your knife back.”

Neila checked behind the mirror again. Now there were five people crammed inside the narrow room. They spoke excitedly with one another. The original two had been joined by two people in lab coats, an Asian woman and older man with short curly hair and dark skin. Behind them stood the same large security guy, who now had an assault rifle. She looked back at the nervous agent in the chair near her bed. The back of her head was beginning to hurt more where it had hit the floor of the armored personnel carrier.

“I’ll work here, if I get paid and if I get to have contact with my family. And I want you to personally tell my mother and father that I’m in good hands. In person. They’re divorced, so you’ll have to visit them separately.” She wondered if that was too harsh on the agent, but her head hurt so she dismissed the thought. Let him deal with her parents. She sure as hell wasn’t going to get to.

“Oh…okay.”

“I get the feeling, from Duke Nukem with the gun behind the mirror that I’m not going to get to go home myself.”

“Gun?” The agent stood up quickly and moved toward the mirror with his hands in the air. “What are you guys thinking? The director said not to scare her.”

Neila sighed. “I’m not scared. That’s why the guy with the gun is there.”

The agent excused himself from the hospital room. Neila stayed in the bed and let her Third Eye follow him out of the room just over his shoulder like a little invisible bird. Outside stood a taller older woman with graying brown hair and two more armed men at her sides. The agent spoke with the woman. She positioned her Third Eye where she could read their lips. Her headache continued to grow worse.

“She wants to be paid,” he explained.

“That’s it?” The woman laughed.

“No. She wants her stuff back, including the knife, and she wants her family to know she’s safe.”

The older woman looked toward the hospital room’s door. “Deal.”

“That’s it? Deal? Are you sure, Director? She wasn’t scared of the guard behind the mirror. Hell, she’s probably watching us right now.” His Boston accent slipped out again.

The woman raised an eyebrow. “All the more reason to make the deal. How many of our TKs can remote view? None.”

She turned her head to speak to the air, which made Neila have to reposition her Third Eye to catch what she was saying.

“…heard that? You’re the only one that can do both. We need your help. If you are watching us, when I send Henry back in, call him by his name or something so we know you really can do it. Okay? You have a deal. I’m going to go tell security to cool their balls or play chess or whatever they do most the time.” The woman motioned at the armed men. “Get out of here. Get Ulrik out of the control room and go back to your stations.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Yes, Director.”

Neila drew her attention back to the room she was in when she heard the door open. Henry stood in the doorway. Her head was pounding. She wanted to puke.

“Henry,” she said. “She said we have a deal, right?”

He nodded. “You were watching?”

Invisible nails clawed around her skull. “Great…my head is killing me…might black out…” She slumped into the pillow and grew still. It hurt too much to move, but she could still see with her Third Eye. A doctor and several nurses pushed their way past Henry as he backed out of the room. The director waited by one of the curtain dividers.

“She passed out.” He held his hands in the air. “I think.”

“Did she say it?”

“Yeah. She was watching—called me Henry.”

“Good. Go get her things, all of them but the phone. I’ll get the paperwork going.” She crossed her arms.

“Are you sure, ma’am? She seemed rather…bossy. Spoiled.”

“We accommodate her. She has a level of control we haven’t seen and more than one ability. We simply cannot afford to lose her.” She smiled at him. “You’re her handler, Anderson. Now, go get her things. Be there when she wakes up. Keep an eye on her.”

“Yes, ma’am.”




Chapter Three: A Little Time

“YOU HERE ABOUT the new guy?” Lor asked, while they leaned on one of the long folding lunchroom-style tables in the mess hall.

“What new guy?” Ty asked between bites of a muffin.

“I overheard two of the white coats whispering about someone being brought in on the chopper last night.”

“The chopper?” Victoria looked up from a worn paperback book about peanuts. “Don’t they bring us in vans? Why the chopper?”

“It was an emergency. Something went down. Something bad,” Lor explained. “They said the guy was sedated.”

“Maybe he’s from prison like the Blues,” Victoria said.

“He may be,” Lor replied. “Whatever he did, he’s got them spooked.”

“I noticed the mess hall was pretty empty this morning,” Ty said. “Where’s Wally anyway?”

Lor looked at the three other people at the table, “I don’t know. I don’t keep an eye on that asshole. He’s probably jerking off by the pool again or something.”

Tom set his empty milk carton down. “I do run into him a lot near the pool. It’s kinda weird.”

Lor leaned forward. “He goes there for ‘alone time.’“

“Eew.” Victoria grimaced. “Can we talk about something else?”

“Right!” Lor clapped their hands together. “I’ll see what I can find out about the new guy from Henry when I see him again. Have you guys seen him?”

“Not since yesterday,” Ty replied.

“Me neither,” Victoria said.

“Don’t look at me, I haven’t seen him either.” Tom shrugged.

“Well, then, maybe they brought him in to help manage the new guy?” Lor said. “I mean, he used to be FBI, and he has that psychometry thing.”

Ty nodded. “I think you’re on to something, Lor.”

Lor smiled. “I do like me some detective novels, and this is the biggest mystery we’ve had besides the Yellows, bless their souls.”

 

A NURSE CALLED one of the doctors over while Neila attempted to get out of bed.

“Call Agent Anderson,” the doctor ordered to one of the nurses who walked to a computer at one end of the long infirmary. “Miss Roddenberry, how do you feel?”

“Like crap. Where are my glasses?”

Her head hurt, her stomach ached, and she really, really had to pee.

The doctor reached for something on the small table next to the bed. “These them?”

Neila took the glasses. Her finger touched the piece of wire she’d used to replace a screw that had been stripped. They were hers.

“Thanks.”

With her glasses on, Neila could see the doctor was the same middle-age woman who had been in the control room behind the mirror the night before.

“You had a mild concussion but should be all right. We didn’t find anything irregular on the scans. We will need to keep an eye on you to make sure.”

“I thought you weren’t supposed to sleep after a concussion.”

The doctor smiled. “A common misconception. I’m Doctor Chavez, head of telekinetic studies here at the Facility.” She put her hand out.

Neila didn’t like to shake hands. It always left her knowing more about the person than she wanted to. She thought it was her mind wandering into whoever she touched because of the contact. Knowing a bit more than one should couldn’t hurt when one wakes up in a secret underground lab, so she took the doctor’s hand and shook it. It was there, a road map about this woman. In an instant, she knew this woman might develop cancer, her parents had been from European and Mexican descent, she didn’t get enough sleep, and she smoked, which didn’t help her chances for avoiding cancer.

“Neila Roddenberry, but you know that.” She broke off the handshake and pushed her glasses up her nose with one finger.

“It was on your driver’s license,” Dr. Chavez confessed.

Neila stood up and checked her pockets. “Where is that?”

“I believe Agent Anderson is on his way with your things.”

“He…Henry?”

“Yes. He and I will be working with you to study what you can do. You will also be working with Doctor Turner.”

“Who’s Turner?”

“He is the head of telepathic and precognitive studies.”

“Where’s the bathroom?”

The women’s bathroom in the infirmary was unnaturally clean, like it had rarely if ever been used. The toilet and shower had spotless stainless-steel handrails next to them. The toilet paper was one-ply and rough like the brown paper towels next to the stainless-steel sink. The bathroom reminded Neila of the hospital she last saw her grandmother in before she died.

Hospitals sucked.

Experience taught her looking into a mirror with her eyes while remote viewing gave her vertigo. So she looked away from the mirror and checked the back of her head with her Third Eye. A sizable purple and red knot was easily visible on the back of her scalp through her pale hair. She couldn’t remember the symptoms of a concussion. Was that a symptom of a concussion? Was it dangerous to use her Third Eye while concussed?

She decided to do her best to stop, just in case.

Hurried footsteps approached the infirmary. “Where is she?”

“She’s in the restroom,” Dr. Chavez answered.

“Oh, good.” The man sounded relieved. “How long has she been up?”

“About half an hour.”

There was a pause.

“Was everything okay?”

“From the looks of it.”

Neila reached over to the toilet with her foot and flushed it before washing her hands. There was a knock on the door.

“Uh…Miss Roddenberry? Are you okay?”

“Just had to pee.” She dried her hands with the rough paper towels and opened the door. “You’ve had to pee before, right?”

The blood drained from his face. “I…uh…what?”

She pointed at the cheap fabric shopping bag in Agent Anderson’s hand. “That my stuff?”

Henry seemed to have forgotten he was holding anything. “Uh…yes. Here you go.”

She grabbed the bag and set it on the edge of the bathroom sink to inspect the contents. Her hoodie with the white ribbon in the pocket, wallet—which still held her ten dollars and a two pence she considered lucky—some string, her ID, blood donor card, and a large number of fortune cookie papers she kept for good luck. Her buck knife was also in the bag. Her phone was absent. Almost everything she had on her when she left her car. Her poor smooshed car. She pulled her wallet and knife out, shoved the wallet in her back pocket and the knife in her front pocket. The knife and wallet barely fit in the small jeans. It was a wonder they hadn’t fallen out during the attack. Then she threw on her hoodie and handed Henry the empty bag.

“Thanks. What’s for breakfast?”

 

THEY REACHED A mess hall, which was larger than one might imagine a secret underground base having. The rows of tables with chairs were reminiscent of a high school lunchroom with a low ceiling that stretched on far longer than it should. There was a group of four people wearing blue at one table and another quartet wearing mostly green leaving through another door.

“We’re a little late for breakfast, but they should have something left. Follow me.”

Neila kept her Third Eye on Henry as he went over to a lunch line alcove that was quickly being shuttered by several people. She walked over to the table full of rough-looking men wearing blue T-shirts and scrub pants. One of them, a tall black man with short shorn hair, sat on the table like a king on a throne. Two white guys (one heavily tattooed, the other bald) and a Latino man lingered around him on chairs as they laughed about something.
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