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      Rocks are cool.

      Volcanoes are hot.
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      Now Hollywood Report: A recently released exposé from the estate of Hollywood’s Golden-age favorite starlet Mancey Heartlove indicates she may have played a bigger role in early communications sciences than originally thought. Previously undiscovered letters hint at a discussion between Heartlove and her friend, the equally glamorous Hedy Lamarr. Implications in these reported letters indicate that Lamarr’s signal hopping concept may have originated with Heartlove, but Lamarr saw the big-picture utilization and took the concept to George Antheil to be further developed, with Heartlove’s blessing. Lamarr’s and Antheil’s invention produced varying radio frequencies at irregular intervals for use in military applications, and created the foundations of the technology that would later develop into Wi-Fi signaling, and Bluetooth. Historical reports claim Mancey Heartlove was as giving as she was talented. Rumor or fact, this seems to support her image, even all these decades after her passing.
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      The hanger slid with the sharp rasp of metal on metal as I shoved another handful of clothes to the side.

      Ugh, nothing in here was right. Did I own anything that had a glimmer of style, or even trendy fashion to it? The fabric was worn. I may not have a lot of money for new clothes, that wasn’t my issue. Without a waistline in sight, everything was vaguely sack-like and covered in floral print in an attempt at being pretty. Everything was frumpy.

      ‘You dressed like this all the time?’ I asked. The words were in my head, just as it seemed the presence of Addison Rouche was. Her fashion sense came from a combination of economics, comfort, and lack of self-confidence. I blamed her mother.

      I lifted one dress, a shapeless potato sack of a garment with bell sleeves. Addy must have thought it fancy at one point, considering it was a daring glowing magenta with darker tiger like stripes. It looked like the kind of thing someone trying to hide their figure would wear.

      The entire wardrobe was full of clothes that hid this body under a tarp. My closet looked like it belonged to a middle-aged woman.

      “How old am I?” I asked the woman sitting in the middle of my bed. She flipped through a photo album as I searched for anything I might be able to salvage before I took the entire lot down to the thrift store and completely replaced all of my clothes.

      I took one look at the person who was my mother, and realization dawned. These clothes looked exactly like the things Kristen wore. And she had the kind of domineering personality to run her opinion rough-shod over her daughter.

      ‘Twenty- six,’ the apparition of Addy said nanoseconds before her mother answered.

      “You’re twenty-six, Addy.”

      I grumbled low in my chest. “Please don’t call me that.”

      Kristen sniffed. “But it’s your name.”

      “My name is Addison,” I choked out. “I accept that, but I am not Addy. Addy didn’t come out of the water. I did.”

      Just over three months earlier, while on vacation in Hawaii, there had been an accident and Addy had drowned. When the Coast Guard had resuscitated the body I was there, not Addison.

      ‘I did, too, come out of the water.’

      ‘A month ago, Addy. You left me alone in residence for two months.’

      My name is Mancey Heartlove, and once upon a time I was the sweetheart of Hollywood.

      “Why do you say such hurtful things?”

      It took me a second to regroup. Balancing the two conversations was a challenge when one of us wasn’t aware there was a third person in the room. I sat on the bed next to Kristen, the magenta tiger striped dress still in my grasp. “I’m not saying it to be hurtful.”

      “You’re punishing your father and I for trying to save your marriage.” She held open the album and showed me a page of photos. “You were so happy.”

      The picture showed a couple that were practically total opposites. The man looked old and boney. He was long and thin, with a wispy mustache and small eyes. He looked like a weasel. A dirty trucker cap hid his mangy hair. The woman had a sweetheart shaped face with a short nose, big eyes, and thick, dark hair that hung to her shoulders. She was young and plump. It was a picture of Addy and her ex, Tyler.

      In the picture, Addy wasn’t smiling. She grimaced through too much makeup. The man next to her didn’t have his arm lovingly draped over her shoulders, no, he had a grip on the back of her neck like he was trying to control a dog, or scruff a cat. What the photo didn’t show were the bruises.

      “I’ve asked you not to show me pictures of my life with Tyler. You aren’t supposed to mention him.”

      “I just want you to remember who you are.”

      “Kristen,” I started.

      “Mom, I’m mom. Don’t you remember?” She wiped at tears.

      I was getting tired of this same conversation. I should have walked away months ago, but I was having some issues navigating the world. Apparently dying wasn’t exactly easy on the body. And Addy didn’t have any money. If she had savings, Tyler had taken all of it. I was broke and broken. Staying with Kristen and Bob was the best I could do for now.

      When Addy resurfaced into this life, she wasn’t exactly forthcoming with the details. I knew Tyler was someone to be avoided. I also knew Addy was desperate for her mother’s approval.

      I placed my finger over the face of Tyler. “I know he is my ex-husband because you keep telling me. And the only memory I have of him is a gut feeling that he is not good. Addy is not smiling in these pictures, she’s faking it, badly.”

      “Why must you constantly refer to yourself in the third person?” Kristen wailed. She was always so dramatic when she got this way.

      I stood and began pinching at the fabric of the dress. Maybe I could take it in, show off the curves that Addy had been trying to hide her entire life. She had a banging body, I should know, I was in it. The curves might have been considered plus size, but the waist to hip ratio this body had was outstanding. As Addy appeared to me she needed a spa day. She had dark circles under her eyes, her hair was typically limp and damp. And the clothes she tended to wear were frumpy at best.

      I couldn’t keep giving Kristen my focus and attention when she got this way.

      In a distracted and disconnected voice I began repeating what the doctors and therapists had told us. “I sustained brain damage when I drowned. I’m very fortunate that my body was able to recover full function considering how long I was under for. I have amnesia, and it’s a miracle that all I lost were my memories.”

      Addy died, but I didn’t. I couldn’t exactly go around telling people this, especially since it was Addy’s body moving around, walking, talking, and Mancey Heartlove had died decades ago in a different century. There was no logic to how I had woken up in her body in a hospital in Honolulu, but I had. Right now my goals were to recover, and get my pasty white ass back to Hawaii.

      “But you remember me and Dad,” Kristen said.

      ‘I remember you Mom,’ Addy said wistfully.

      I stopped arguing with Kristen about who I did and didn’t remember. I didn’t remember her, or the man who was Addy’s father. I only knew who she was because she told me. What I remembered was my life in Hollywood, and I remembered my friend Emi in Hawaii. Emi who heard me, and somehow saw me after she had her own brush with death. Emi, who accepted me as her friend while I was nothing more than an organized collection of non-corporeal electrical pulses, a ghost.

      And I remembered her brother, Collin. Hubba-hubba, Mr. Sex-appeal on legs. After knowing that men like him existed, why on earth would Addy be interested in returning to that weasel Tyler?

      I rubbed the fabric between my fingers, it was all wrong. At first, I thought it felt silky, but now it felt too much like plastic. And while the color was fun, it wasn’t worth the effort to remake it into something I might wear. I hung it back with the rest of the clothes. So far, I hadn’t found a single thing worth keeping.

      I took the photo album from Kristen, and flipped to a page. It was a photo of Christmas a long time ago. Her favorite picture to quiz me over. Her favorite memory of Addy’s life.

      ‘I remember that day.’ Addy began naming everyone off.

      I pointed to the various aunts and grandparents and named them, repeating Addy’s words. We had done this many times. I could have named them without Addy’s help.

      “You remember?” Kristen sounded so excited for a minute.

      I shook my head. “No, I have no memory of them, or of this Christmas. I remember their names because you have been drilling them into my head. I understand this Christmas more like a history lesson. I wasn’t there, but I’ve been told about it so often, you really love that story. And to me, it’s just that, a story.”

      “But Addy, it was so romantic. I can’t believe you don’t remember.”

      “I was eighteen, I can’t believe you thought it was romantic. He was married.”

      Apparently, Tyler had stormed into the family’s big Christmas dinner. And fitting what I learned of him, he was drunk. Kristen considered that a reflection of his deep emotions and not the huge red flag that it was. He grabbed Addy’s wrist and dragged her out onto the front lawn, and fell to his knees in the snow and professed his undying love for her. He was pushing thirty at the time and already married. And Kristen thought it was romantic.

      ‘I used to think it was romantic too. I guess I was dumb.’

      ‘Not dumb,’ I said in my head. ‘Manipulated.’

      A shudder danced down my spine at the thought of it. Addy was a teenager and this older, married man… Well, whatever he thought was going to happen did. They were married as soon as his divorce went through.

      A muffled alarm sounded from my phone. I dug through the small pile of clothes I had started on the bed before I realized everything was horrible, and I stopped making a pile. I found it and stopped the noise.

      “What’s that for?” Kristen asked. Apparently, my newly found habit of setting alarms for appointments was a foreign concept to her.

      “I forget things, remember?” The irony of me asking her to remember something was completely lost on her.

      “Are you ready to go, Sonny?” Bob, Addy’s father, popped his head into the room and asked.

      “Yep, let me grab my bag.”

      “Go where? Why is he calling you Sonny?”

      I let out a heavy sigh. “Swimming lessons.”

      “Addy, swimming? You drowned.”

      And I hated that fact with a fiery passion. I, Mancey, had made my Hollywood debut as a synchronized swimmer in the aqua chorus of many MGM films before being discovered and launching skyward to becoming one of Hollywood’s sweethearts. “Yeah, and I never want that to happen again. Try calling me Sonny. I’m trying a different nickname, to see if it fits me better. I’m not Addy, and I’m not sure if I’m Addison.”

      Kristen gasped. “Sonny? No, you’re my Addy. Next, you’ll want me to use pronouns.”

      I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath through my nose. I didn’t have time for a grammar lesson.
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      One, two, three, breathe. I gasped in a lung full of fresh air and put my face back in the water. Not breaking the even pace of my strokes. I stopped circling my arms and left them outstretched as I approached the end of the lane. My hand hit the wall. I folded my knees up to my chest, rolled, and rotated. I pushed off the wall and began kicking.

      At the end of my lap, I braced my elbows on the edge of the pool. I wiped water from my face and scanned the deck for my swimming instructor. My eyes found him, he had hunkered down at the edge of the pool and was speaking to another swimmer in the water.

      He looked up and saw me watching them. With a flick of his wrist, he told me to take another lap. He was waiting for me when I returned. I held onto the ledge as he squatted down to my level.

      “I don’t understand why you think you need swimming lessons,” he said.

      I wiped water from my face. “I want to be certain of my skills,” I replied. “I don’t want to be afraid of the water.”

      “It was a freak accident, kiddo, I think it’s safe to say you’ve got this.”

      “Are you kicking me out of lessons?” I asked. I didn’t want to stop swimming. I felt at ease in the pool. Addy left me in peace for a few hours. And I really did delight in how it shocked the people who know about the accident. But you drowned, why are you swimming?

      “What, and turn down your monthly fees?” he chuckled. “Maybe if I had a waiting list, but I don’t. You’re welcome in my class. I think you really just need some minimal coaching at this point. I’m graduating you to the lanes next week.” He pointed to the other side of the pool, where floats divided a section of the pool into lanes. The people who swam there just did laps, they didn’t get lessons.

      I started to open my mouth to protest.

      “You can always ask me questions, but I don’t think you need me to guide you every step of the way. You leveled up, you should be proud of yourself.”

      “Do I have time to do a couple of more laps?” I asked as we both glanced up at the clock. If I timed this right, I could swim until the next class of little kids was ready to climb in the pool. That way, I didn’t have to deal with the children or their mothers at the same time I wanted to get dressed.

      The dressing room was nothing more than a few benches in a wide-open locker room. There was no privacy. I wasn’t particularly shy, but the comments out of little kid’s mouths frequently were parroting the not so nice things their parents said in the car, or while talking to other adults. I wasn’t a small woman. The size of my curves did not need to be the topic of anyone’s conversations. I certainly didn’t need to hear how big my butt was coming out of the mouth of a four-year-old. I had a feeling Addy had listened entirely too often to those comments. Between the trauma of the dressing room, and the water itself, she made herself scarce during swim classes.

      I finished my laps, and sat on the edge of the pool while I watched the little kids dance their way out of the dressing room and onto the pool deck. With the kids at poolside, that meant the moms— the people I was really avoiding— would be out of the changing room.

      I got to my feet and dripped my way into the room. I didn’t bother wrapping up in a towel, it only became a soaking wet blob for me to haul around afterward. The changing room was blessedly empty except for another woman from my class. She was the one who told me the trick of waiting until the kids were climbing into the pool strategy before changing.

      I wrapped a towel around my body and began shimmying out of my suit.

      “Addison, is that you? Addison? Jesus, Addison, you don’t have to be so rude.”

      I didn’t turn until a clammy hand dropped onto my shoulder.

      I turned with a gasp. I acted like I was plucking those expensive little earphones out of my ears. “Sorry, I didn’t hear you.”

      I had heard her, only I had a bad habit of not responding to the name Addison. I was Mancey and having a hard time remembering that other people didn’t know that. It was no different from someone calling me Sherry or Olive. I wasn’t going to think they were talking to me because it wasn’t my name.

      “Addison, don’t you remember me? I didn’t believe Tyler when he said you got amnesia. You know all of that’s fake. So did he finally leave you for a younger model?”

      For once, I really wished Addy had decided not to ghost around swimming lessons. I could use a little help identifying this person.

      She raked her eyes down my figure and back up to my face.

      I gave her my brightest audition smile. “I’m Addison, right? I keep forgetting. Tyler who?”

      The other woman rolled her eyes and shook her head. “You are so faking it.”

      That’s when I stopped acting. I scrunched up my face and cocked my head to the side. “Yeah, I’m really sorry, but I don’t remember you. If you talked to Tyler, then he probably told you way too much or not enough about the accident.”

      “So, you do know Tyler?”

      “I know who he was to me, but I don’t actually have any active memories of him. And I’m sorry, but this is really personal, and I don’t know you.” I put up my hand and took a step backward to get away from her, essentially putting my body into the cubby where my clothes hung.

      She sniffed and looked down her nose at me. “You’re faking it. I can tell. I wish I had thought about having amnesia after that asshole left me for you. Maybe I should pretend to not know him, either.”

      I squinted hard at her. She was in her mid-to-late thirties, but probably younger than that. She looked tired, and tired people tended to look older than they were.

      “Momma, can I go out there now?” the kid with her asked.

      “Yes, git, you’re already late.” She shooed her daughter out toward the pool.

      “I’m not sure what Tyler told you, but⁠—”

      “He said he got knocked into the water and actually died for a minute, and then you had to pretend you hit your head. And when you woke up, you started acting funny. Like you didn’t know him. He said it was all some ploy to keep him from divorcing you.”

      I simply shook my head. From what I knew of Tyler, he was a cheat clearly, and I suspected an abuser. And this was proof positive he was a liar. Of course, I couldn’t state for certain that he hadn’t been unconscious when they pulled him from the water. I had no memories of that moment, just the stories from my parents.

      “Did he hit you?” I asked.

      Her eyes went wide, and she quickly glanced around the changing room. “How dare you!”

      “Did he hit you?” I repeated. “I think he hit me.” I licked my lips, and chewed on the lower one for a second before continuing. “I don’t have any memories from the time of the accident and before. And I am very sorry that Addison’s actions in the past caused you any pain. You shouldn’t believe anything that man says, after all, he somehow convinced the family of an eighteen-year-old that it was romantic of him to leave his wife and demand that a child marry him.”

      She scoffed loudly. “That’s rich, you calling yourself a child. You had been fucking him for at least a year, if not longer.”

      “And that’s concerning,” I said. “Whoever I was got left behind with the accident. And the stories Addison’s mother⁠—”

      “You mean your mother,” she corrected.

      “The stories she tells me about how romantic it all was turns my stomach. So, again, I am sorry for the part Addison played in the past. But that’s not me. I see you have a beautiful daughter now, so I hope that means you moved on from Tyler and found someone better.”

      She jerked her head back and looked confused, her brow crinkled, and her nose scrunched up. “Who are you, and what have you done with Addison?”

      I let out one of those stress laughs. No one was going to believe the truth. “I don’t know, and it’s freaking a lot of people out.”

      I knew who I was, I just didn’t know how to be who I really was while trying to navigate being Addison.

      Addison’s father waited by his sedan out in the parking lot.

      My wet hair dripped onto my shoulders. I didn’t want to be in that changing room a moment longer than necessary. The entire encounter with Tyler’s first wife had felt like an ambush. And talking to strangers who thought they knew me was never something that I had been particularly good at, even during my Hollywood days. At least during those encounters I had the right memories to fall back on, and I faked it well.

      Addy could have been more helpful, but she never seemed to be around when I could use her help. I was quiet as Bob drove us back to the house. I watched the town flash past the windows, the place that was supposed to be home, but held no memories or emotions.

      He pulled the car alongside the mailbox and reached in. He shuffled through the mail on his lap before handing it over to me. “It looks like you got something official there.”

      I sorted through the mail as he pulled into the drive. One long, business sized envelope looked like a check, and a second small envelope with calligraphy on the front, both addressed to me.

      I ripped into the smaller envelope first. The only hint I had was the cancelled stamp from Hawaii. I stamped my feet and did a happy little dance in my seat.

      “Good news?” Bob asked.

      “My friend Emi is getting married,” I practically squealed. I couldn’t wait to see her again, and a wedding meant her brother Collin would be there.

      “Is she some girl you went to high school with?”

      I really didn’t have the words that would let people know how I knew Emi without making it sound like I was losing my mind. “I think so.”
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      “Your hair is wet,” Kristen complained as soon as I walked in the door. “You’ll catch a cold.”

      I ignored her and muttered about taking a shower. Between the mailbox and front door I realized that even if I could convince Bob and Kristen that I had known Emi, and they had just never met her, it didn’t mean there was money to fly me to Hawaii for the wedding.

      Kristen liked to point out how much I was costing them with my medical and therapy bills. It wasn’t my fault the insurance payout hadn’t come through yet.

      I took a shower, wrapped up in a towel, and walked back into my bedroom. I let out a heavy sigh. All the clothes that I had pulled from the closet to donate were back on hangers.

      Addison had no autonomy. No wonder she looked defeated every time I saw her.

      I opened the folding closet door and gasped.

      “What are you doing in there?” I asked. We were alone, so I spoke outloud.

      Addy stepped out of the back of the closet. “I used to hide in there, in the dark, behind everything. There’s enough space to curl up.”

      “You used to hide in your closet as a kid? Why?” I had a good idea why. But did Addy? Would she even admit it? Changing the topic, I asked, “Why are all the clothes back in the closet?”

      “Mom put my clothes away.”

      “Do you even like these clothes? It doesn’t matter. I just spent over an hour clearing everything I will not wear out, and she just puts it all back?” I grumbled as I got dressed. If Kristen had undermined Addison like she had been doing to me, no wonder Addy had accepted attention from Tyler. He probably made her feel accepted for the first time in her life.

      “Well, this is bullshit. I’m going to go talk to her about it.”

      “No, don’t. She’ll get mad,” Addy pleaded.

      “Let her.”

      I crossed the house looking for Kristen. She was curled up in a corner on the couch in the living room. Her chihuahua, tucked up in the crook of her legs, shivered and growled at me. The weather channel was on. She watched it like it was a soap opera. The drama of a major storm cell across the midwestern plains was apparently fascinating to her.

      “Why did you put all those clothes back?” I demanded.

      “I think you mean, thank you,” she snapped.

      “No, I don’t mean, thank you. I mean, why did you undo all the work I had just done? I was going to donate all of those clothes. Now I need to go through everything again.”

      She swatted lightly at the growling dog. “Stop it. Don’t growl at Addy. I don’t know what’s going on with him.”

      He knew I wasn’t Addison, that’s what was going on.

      ‘He’s never liked me,’ Addison said. ‘He doesn’t like anyone but Mom.’

      ‘That makes even more sense,’ I replied inside my head.

      “He’s never liked me,” I said out loud.

      Kristen sat up a little. “You remembered?”

      I shook my head. “He doesn’t even like Bob. It’s obvious.” I wasn’t going to give her a false sense of hope. “So, why did you do it?”

      “I’m your mother, I was putting your clothes away. You threw a fit. I cleaned up after you. Like I always do.”

      I let out a derisive laugh. “You think that was me throwing a fit?”

      My voice pinched in my throat, winding my tone to a higher pitch. If that woman wanted to see what it looked like when I threw a fit, I was ready to oblige.

      ‘Mancey. Stop,’ Addy pleaded.

      I stopped. I huffed air through my nose. “Next time, please do not put anything back into the closet without checking with me first.”

      “You weren’t here, what did you expect me to do?” Kristen asked.

      “Leave my stuff alone.”

      “Don’t talk to me that way. How dare you disrespect me in my own home?” She jumped to her feet. The dog scampered to the opposite side of the couch and continued to growl.

      “How dare you undo all the work I put into cleaning out that closet?” I wasn’t intimidated, and I wasn’t going to back down.

      Addy on the other hand was completely cowed. ‘Please Mancey, stop.’

      “That’s it, you’re grounded. Go to your room.”

      I snorted out a laugh. “You can’t ground me.”

      I was about to tell her she wasn’t my mother when Addy’s electric shock of a touch buzzed along my arm where she had grabbed me. She shook her head frantically.

      “Fine.” I spun on my heel and stormed through the kitchen and out the back door, leaving Kristen sputtering.

      ‘You don’t have to antagonize my parents so much.’

      ‘I wasn’t antagonizing anyone. I was standing up for myself. Something you might think about doing from time to time.’

      I continued stomping my way across the yard and into the old garage. It was a separate out building that was probably more tool shed than meant to keep a car in. In all of my time at their house, I hadn’t yet explored out here.

      I opened the door and groaned. To nobody’s surprise, it was a dump. Tools and equipment were piled on top of each other. There was barely a path through stacks of old paint cans to the far side of the space. The windows were coated in dust and cobwebs, giving the light a greasy orange haze quality.

      “What is this place?”

      “Dad used to putter around in here when I was little. I was never allowed back here. It’s dangerous. We probably shouldn’t go in.”

      Too late, I was already knee-deep in the broken lawn mowers and boxes, and headed toward what looked like had once been a very organized peg board of hand tools. The bench in front was piled high with random bits of hardware, the tools that were never returned to their spot on the board, and wires.

      Wires?

      Now that looked out of place. The yard working equipment, and the handyman construction tools made perfect sense. But that wire was wrapped in blue plastic and was plugged into a wiring harness. I tugged, trying to see if there was an easy way to get to the other end of this thing.

      Hand tools spilled onto the floor. I jumped out of the way, preserving my toes.

      “There’s radio equipment in here,” I announced.

      “Yeah, Dad used to do that. I think. Like I said, I was little and not allowed in here.”

      I cast a quick gaze around the place. The light was fading, and I hadn’t found a light switch yet. “Let’s come back tomorrow, see what we can do.”

      “But Mom grounded you. I mean us.”

      I laughed. “It’s not like either of us can go anywhere without Bob or her driving. I doubt she’ll be too upset if we’re out here. It’s infinitely more interesting than watching the weather channel and having that mutt growl at me all day.”

      I brushed my hands off on the thighs of my jeans before heading back into the house.

      “There’s my girl,” Bob said as I came back in. “Go wash up, your mother has dinner ready.”

      I tried not to cringe at his blatant attempts at affection. It felt forced, like he wasn’t used to expressing his emotions. I also wasn’t convinced he meant any of it. Maybe he was feeling guilty about his part of the accident. Not that I knew what it was, but I figured there was so much more to the story than what I had been told.

      “What’s for dinner?” I asked.

      “Your favorite,” Kristen chimed in with a pleasant tone, as if we had not been bickering earlier.

      ‘Spaghetti!’ Addy said.

      “Spaghetti?” I repeated.

      “Not spaghetti,” Kristen said with a shake of her head. She did not hide the sneer that crossed her face. Clearly, she wasn’t a fan of spaghetti. “Lasagna.”

      ‘Ew, no. She always puts too much zucchini in it.’

      “Zucchini does not belong in lasagna,” I replied.

      “You really don’t remember, you love my lasagna.”

      Even if I didn’t have Addy over my shoulder with a running commentary on how much she did not like zucchini or her mother’s lasagna, I did not need the prompt to complain myself.

      The next morning, I was up and dressed and out in the tool shed before anyone had a chance to pester me about what I was going to do today. It was always an uncomfortable conversation.

      Addy had no education, and for the jobs she was qualified to work, well I couldn’t see how any hiring manager was going to accept that I both had amnesia, and could run a cash register.

      Besides, it was Kristen who was pushing me to get a job, when I was under clear instructions from the lawyers not to go to work. It had something to do with the settlement they were working on getting for me.

      I doubted I would ever see any of that money. But as long as the doctors agreed I shouldn’t be working just yet, I was fine not subjecting myself to the interview process again.

      Kristen paid about as much attention to the doctor’s and lawyer’s instructions as she did to me. It was as if she knew what was best for everyone and no one else’s opinion or expertise mattered. I knew movie stars with smaller egos.

      “It’s gross and dusty in here. And there are bugs,” Addy announced after I had waded through the detritus in the garage back to the workbench.

      “You can’t get dirty, and bugs can’t bite you, relax.”

      “Why are we here anyway?”

      “I saw old radio parts. I wanted to see if I could get them working.”

      “As if you would know how to do that.”

      “I have a degree in engineering. I know exactly how to do that.” I stopped myself before I directed her to flip the switch at the end of the table. I hoped it would power up the lights. “Excuse me.” I leaned over and was happy to discover the switch did turn the lights on.

      With better illumination, I began digging through the treasure trove the bench was proving to be. As much as I wanted to sweep everything off and start with a clean table, I methodically began aligning tools onto the peg board. I spent hours cleaning and organizing.

      At some point, Addy flitted away. She was bored watching me rediscover my scientific roots before I became an actress.

      I spent the next several days cleaning and playing in the garage. I giggled like a child at Christmas when I found a soldering set up, complete with flux and wire. It was even more fun when the soldering iron actually got hot after plugging it in.

      It was a few more days before I had anything that resembled a radio together. I had a speaker that produced static, and knobs that turned, but it was all pretend as far as functionality goes.

      “Addiso-Sonny, are you in here?” Bob called out from the door.

      “Back here,” I called back.

      “What have you been up to? It’s dangerous back here…” his voice trailed off as he saw the tidy and organized work area I had created. Addy followed him in.

      “I was bored, and I figured Kristen wouldn’t come back here and undo everything I was trying to do.” I had effectively given up on cleaning out the clothes I was never going to wear. They could just take up closet space, since that seemed too important to Addy’s mother.

      “How’d you… what in tarnation?”

      I gestured at the phone. “YouTube. They show you how to do everything on there.”

      I had that little lie lined up for just this situation. I couldn’t say I had learned from him, since there was no way this family would let their daughter do anything other than wifey type activities. And I couldn’t imagine that Kristen was a very good teacher when it came to the culinary and housekeeping arts.

      “Did you get it to work?” Bob leaned in and examined the radio receiver.

      Addy showed interest in what I was doing for the first time since I started. She reached out to touch the radio.

      Static buzzed and popped from the speaker.

      I quickly cut my gaze to Addy. My heart pounded in my throat.

      “What was that? A signal?” Bob asked as he began fiddling with the knobs.

      ‘What? Why are you staring at me like that?’

      ‘Touch it again,’ I directed Addy.

      ‘It’s not like I did anything.’

      “Did anything,” sounded faintly, and very broken up through the speakers.

      “Do it again!” I said out loud in my excitement.

      Bob grunted and more studiously fiddled with it.

      ‘Touch the radio and say something,’ I directed Addy.

      ‘Like this?’ Her hand was firmly on the device, but not even static came out.

      I sighed. “Well, it worked for a second.”

      “Keep at it, maybe you’ll actually get this darned thing to work. I never could.” Bob set the radio down. “Time to come inside. Your mother sent me to find you. It’s dinner time.”

      “I’ll be right there,” I said as he waded through his junk and back out the door.

      I stared at the old radio. Had I managed to get a signal from Addy? She was a form of energy, why not? I wanted to run more experiments. I needed Addy to touch the radio while I made adjustments, but she was already out the door and following her father inside the house.

      I switched off the light and gingerly navigated through the piles. During all the time I spent in the garage, I had given the path very little attention.

      I washed up and made my way to the table.

      Kristen and Bob were already seated, and looking at me expectantly. The table was set as if this were a fancy meal. Plates were flanked with forks on one side and knives and spoons on the other. Kristen typically just plated up food and tossed forks on the table— knives and spoons only came out when needed.

      “What?” I asked.

      Kristen gestured at the envelope displayed across my empty plate. “It’s from the lawyer. Open it. What does it say?”

      I was surprised she hadn’t already sliced it open. Maybe she had and glued it back together, and that’s why she was so excited.

      I sat down before picking up the letter and the butter knife from my place setting.

      “Well?” she asked eagerly before I even slipped the letter out.

      I kept everything neatly folded together. If there were any surprises in here, I didn’t want her to find out about them. I had been very protective of my case with the lawyers and insurance companies.

      I scanned over the letter. Thank God I was a decent actor. I was an excellent poker player because my face never gave away any emotion unless I wanted it to. I was a crappy poker player because I never quite got the cards to work in my favor, but I won through expert bluffing.

      All of my poker and acting skills were in use at the moment. I folded the letter back up and put it in the envelope.

      “Addison, what does it say?” Kristen asked again.

      “It’s just an update on the proceedings. I’m not going to be needed for an additional deposition. And they expect a ruling soon.”

      That’s not what the letter said at all.

      “I’ll need a ride into town next week,” I said to Bob. “They are sending someone with some papers for me to sign from their main office.”

      “How much money are we getting?” Kristen asked. She was always more interested in how big my potential payout was going to be.

      I shook my head and shrugged. “I’m not very hungry right now. I think I’ll eat later.”

      I excused myself and left.

      “They must not be paying her anything. Did you see how disappointed she is?” I could hear Kristen bitching at Bob. “We should sue.”

      “Kristen,” Bob responded. “She is suing, that’s what that letter is all about.”

      I closed my bedroom door so I could no longer hear them talking about me, and the money I was to be awarded, as if it were their money.

      I pulled the letter back out as I sat on the edge of the bed. I hadn’t told Kristen what this letter was about at all. She was so grabby when it came to the finances of my accident, I really did not want her involved. And if she knew exactly how much money was involved, she would find a way to get it from Addison. I knew she would.

      But she wasn’t dealing with Addy, she was dealing with me. And I knew how to manage my own assets.

      I blew air out through pursed lips. I hadn’t lied when I told Bob I needed a ride into town to sign papers. I just hadn’t mentioned it was to get my check. And it was going to be a very large one. I had signed some impressive contracts in my time, but even when I was at the top of my starlet game, I had never seen so many zeros on the left side of the decimal point.

      I looked up and stared at the open closet full of clothes that hurt my fashion heart. I didn’t need to sort through anything. I could afford to get rid of it all and start from scratch. More importantly, I could afford to go to Emi’s wedding in Hawaii, traveling first class, even.
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