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THE WASH OF STUPIDITY
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“What are you talking about?”


I sit up in bed and tighten my grip around the phone. Had to be screwing with me. A joke. Since day one I thought Yippie Phreakz was a boy. Even older. He was known among hackers for breaking into corporate and government sites and leaving his tag on their welcome screens and mocking their security. He had even helped me through the electronic maze of the Internet to find people who didn’t want to be found. No way a twelve-year-old could do that or am I underestimating the mentality of a hacker? And he being a she? Yeah, Yippy only talks through a unisex electronic voice but I thought that was just a disguise so I couldn’t figure out his true identity. 


Stupidity washes over me. Oh, duh.


“You didn’t originally contact me in the winter because we both saw the Creepy Old Man, did you?”


“I do see the Creepy Old Man on the net,” Yippy says. “I did not lie. And I did not lie when I heard people talking about you.”


“Is that how you knew we’re sisters? You figured we have the same last name?”


“No. Someone told me.”


“Who told you?”


Static and clicks on the line. 


“Yippie?”


“I have to go.”


My cell beeps in my ear and the call cuts off. 
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33RD
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“Get the fuck out of here,” Gray Delisle says


The redheaded boy in his early twenties sits next to Miranda Cohn. With the weather colder and Thanksgiving just a few days away, he wears jeans instead of those annoying shorts that revealed the boxers covering his ass and a long sleeve shirt under his hockey jersey. Miranda still wears her standard dress that covers her legs and hides her cleavage except now she focuses on solid dark winter colors that highlight the small crucifix hanging around her neck. She is so enraptured with what I just said that Gray’s profanity didn’t bother her Christian ears. Normally she scolds him for his language.


“Let me understand this,” Miranda says. “This hacker you have been friends with, who contacted you out of the blue back in February, is also your long lost sister - your half-sister on your father’s side who had an affair with a woman while in the government program that killed all of its test subjects - this twelve year old girl, is living in the Tel-Com building where Elite is, where Gray and I live?” 


Elite, the program that trains and uses psychics to hire out to law enforcement agencies within state and federal government, uses three floors within the Tel-Com building. I worked for them for a short time. After I left they tried to frame me for murder in order to get me back.


I stand in front of them, too wired and weak to sit, and nod.


“Yeah,” I say.


Elite offers board to some of their employees eighteen and over, like Gray, but the ones over sixteen, the ones ejected from their family because of their psychic ability, they claim guardianship and offer a place to live while the child works for them. Miranda’s one of those kids. Her Jesus loving parents believe Satan gave her her ability. Miranda believes it’s a gift from God. Since Elite offered her the opportunity to use her ability to help others, in her case the God-fearing government agencies that protect our country, she was glad to go with them. Now, Miranda is almost eighteen and still not sure if she’s going to stay with Elite or not.


“That’s...I have never seen anyone younger than sixteen in Elite.”


“Neither have I,” says Gray.


“Maybe they kept her in another building,” I say. “They do have an office on the west coast. Maybe she was there until earlier this year.”


“If she’s a hacker, if she’s being used by agencies for intelligence purposes then I’m sure I would have seen her,” she says.


Miranda has the ability to transport her consciousness to other places, even halfway around the world. Through Elite she spies for the FBI and CIA on other countries and companies to gather intelligence. Like a good spy Miranda has never revealed what she has seen to us.


“Maybe because of her age they keep her hidden,” I say.


“Where?” she asks.


“On the 33rd,” Gray says.


I nod.


Out of the three floors Elite works out of in the Tel-Com building the 33rd floor is always off-limits. During my time with Elite I used to wonder what happens there that they didn’t want psychics to be on it and only allowed certain personnel. Special psychics kept in isolation? Violent criminals with special abilities? Freaks? Then what the hell is my sister Prudence doing there? If she’s there.


“Have you ever seen the 33rd floor?” I ask Miranda.


She shakes her head.


“Not even during one of your floating thing?”


“Concrete lines the ceilings and walls. I can’t get through it.”


“So you’ve tried,” Gray says, nudging her.


She nudges him back.


“Shut up.”


I nod. I have trouble with concrete too. And steel. For some reason it blocks our ability, the ether that feeds me psychic visions from people. 


“Aren’t you going to ask me if I’ve been on the 33rd?” Gray asks.


“No,” I say.


“Well, I haven’t.”


Ending his statement with a nod, Gray leans back on the couch and crosses his skinny legs.


“Have you talked to him yet?” Miranda asked.


“Who?” I ask.


“Welker.”


“No.”


“Maybe you should. Now’s a good as time. He may have been the one who took Prudence from her mother after her birth.”


I finally sit on the coffee table in front of them and squirm as a chill runs up my back. 


“No. Not yet.”


“You still don’t trust him,” Miranda says.


I nod.


“Shit, girl,” Gray says. “You need his help. I don’t see any way around it.”


“Why do I need his help when I have you two?” I ask.


“Oh, man. I should have seen it coming.”


“Just poke around for me. Be subtle. I’m not asking you to break into secret files or anything.”


“Not yet,” Gray mutters.


“C’mon. You two live there for fuck’s sake. Just use your abilities. You’re not going to get into trouble.”


Miranda and Gray exchange glances and shrugs. They both nod at me.


“And what are you going to do?” Miranda asks. 
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MISSING FLOORS
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I tape the sign that reads Call Me on the desk chair and position it in front of the computer monitor’s webcam. I have no way of contacting Prudence. Since day one she has only called, emailed, or texted. Why not just call the number she used to contact me? Because 222-333-4444, the number that shows up on my cell, is not a real number. Whenever I tried to dial it I would just get a busy signal. I tried replying to her emails once before and it bounced back as undeliverable. 


Prudence suggested the sign in front of the cam routine. She checks it from time to time and assured me that she never peeped on me in private moments. God, I hope she hadn’t but on the other hand I hope she did. Maybe that peeping compulsion will make her call me right away.


The rest of the day I research Elite. The only thing the agency has is a website with their name on it in pristine metallic letters and an email contact link that would probably open up my email account with the address automatically in place. I resist clicking it. Sure, I could switch my home email with an anonymous one but I’m sure they have a way to tracks how many times and what server opened the email link. Also, what would I say? Can you have Prudence Radicci call me, please? I think she’s on the 33rd floor. You know, on the secret floor. Yeah, that should go over well. 


I return to the search list and see if I can find anything relevant. Just other sites selling products claiming to be ‘elite’ or news articles that use the word ‘elite’. No consumer complaints or praises about the agency. That makes sense since they only help law enforcement. Cops probably have their own private forum for complaints or just do it in person through bureaucracy. 


I then try the Tel-Com site. The main page asks me what country I want. I pick USA and I’m brought to a directory of departments. Elite is not mentioned. I poke around the divisions that are in the Manhattan building. It’s funny. The directory for the 55th Street building lists the sections with the floors that they’re on but nothing for the 31st, 32nd, and 33rd.  


I give up and notice the darkness in the room and the rumbling in my stomach. The sun has gone down and the evening traffic has picked up outside my window. I stretch and grumble a curse. I don’t want to get up. I want Prudence to see me, to notice how distraught I am and that I need to talk to her. But if I don’t fill my stomach I might fall asleep from weakness and possibly sleep through her phone call.


I leave the bedroom, pop a breakfast burrito in the microwave and grip my phone tight. I double check to make sure the ringer is on high and that it’s also set for vibrate. The burrito done, I go back to the computer and eat. The burrito is still a bit cold in the center, but I eat it anyway and wait.
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SUFFERING THE DANCING QUEEN
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Once upon a time, maybe around the time I was born, New York City had a lot of payphones. I know this because the machines still haunt street corners or walls of buildings. The receivers either rests on the cradles with cut wires or the wires still connected and the receivers dangle in the air. Sometimes the whole machine is gone and the metal frame that used to protect it from bad weather remains. Cell phones have made it hard to make anonymous phone calls. Sure, you can activate the Block Number function on your phone, but a tech savvy freak can still trace the number. At least that’s what my hacker friend Azul had told me once. Now I have to shell out cash – no way on the credit card – to buy a disposable phone and phone card from one of those stores that promise ‘cheap rates calling India’ in the window.


I turn the corner from the cell store, walk up 34th Street, and dial the 1-800 number for Elite’s main line. A machine pops on and a slick female voice made for phone sex says:


“Thank you for calling Elite.” Yeah, or this could pass for an escort line. “If you know your party’s extension please enter it now. Otherwise press 1 to connect with a representative in the law enforcement division.” 


I pace up to the corner and back as the sex goddess runs through the menu options. When she says:


“Press 8 to hear the directory.”


I press the number and listen. The directory corresponds with the numbers and letters on the phone. For PQRS I press 7 and listen to the list of people with the last names that match up. No Radicci or Phreakz. I then press O for operator. A calypso version of Abba’s “Dancing Queen” fills my ear. I’m tempted to remove the song from my head but the street is so loud that I don’t dare take the phone away and risk missing the operator. When the song breaks into chorus, a female voice says:


“Elite. How may I direct your call?”


“Hi. I’m trying to reach one of your residents”


“Who may I say is calling?”


Odd, she didn’t ask who I want to speak to.


“This is...Ivanka...Palin,” I say.


“You want to speak to a resident, Ms. Palin? You just need to find them on the directory option.”


“She wasn’t listed on the directory.”


“Then they should not be in this building. If you like I can transfer you to the west coast office.”


“I’m sure they work in the east coast office. I spoke to them before. They told me they’re in this building.”


“Who is it you’re looking for, Ms. Palin.”


“Prudence Radicci.”


I spell it for her. Silence fills the line, then she says:


“There is no one listed by that name.”


“But I spoke to her. She’s in your building.”


“You said she’s a resident? Perhaps you know who represents her on assignments?”


I bite my lip, take a deep breath, then say:


“Frank Welker.”


Silence again. I listen closely for any clicks or subtle buzzing, anything that lets me know that I’m being traced or recorded or something sneaky.


“No, Ms. Palin. Mr. Welker does not represent Prudence Radicci. Another Radicci is listed. A Michelina Radicci. But she’s not associated with Elite anymore. Perhaps you mean her?”


“No. Her name is Prudence. Wait. Maybe she works in Elite. She’s not a psychic. Perhaps she’s on staff.”


“No. All the searches I ran involve residents, freelancers, and staff, past and present.”


I stop pacing and close my eyes while I stand on the curb.


“If you like I can transfer you to Mr. Welker. Perhaps he could - ”


I disconnect the call.


“Shit shit shit,” I shout, not caring who hears me.


The receptionist is going to tell Welker and he’s going to put two and fucking two together. God, how could I be so stupid? No. Wait. Calm down. Even if Welker does put it together he has no proof. The call can only be traced to the disposable phone. Who am I kidding? Welker is no idiot. He’ll know it’s me and perhaps try to contact me. Or maybe worse. What if Elite moves Prudence somewhere else where I can’t find her?
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PLAYING SPY GIRL
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My buzzer goes off around 7 PM as I expected. She’s never late and is always on time. I figured to give her enough time to leave work and grab something to eat before arrives. Lately my refrigerator has been filled with seven hundred calorie microwavable snacks and meals. I doubt she would want one. I shouldn’t want them either but I’m such a lazy slob and can’t cook for shit. Grandpa used to do all the cooking before he disappeared.


I open the door and show Dr. Thompson in. The highlights in her light brown hair are replaced by a slight red tint strong enough to be different but not glaring to come off as unprofessional. She smiles and opens her arms for a hug.


“How have you been feeling, Miki,” she asks.


I hug the woman in her late thirties and let it linger. It’s been a while since an adult who gives a true shit for me and hasn’t left me behind has hugged me. I first met Dr. Thompson when I joined Elite in February. She was my resident who ran tests on my ability and helped me understand it better. The downside about experiencing someone’s pain or death is that my body suffers also. If someone got shot in the head I would get a headache, or, depending on how near the shot was and what kind of gun was used, I might suffer a skull fracture. But if I experienced a hard death like ten people being gunned down at once, a death like that would wear out my heart and kill me. It has. Twice. Elite supplied me with a drug called Novalexia. It cuts off the physical effects of my psychic visions much like an antidepressant cuts off the physical effects of depression. But when I left Elite and almost died from a mass shooting, Dr. Thompson helped me buy a generic version of Novalexia from a Russian pharmaceutical company since Elite hasn’t released the drug to the American public. Yay for Putin and communism! (That was sarcasm for those not in the know) Also since I left Elite, Dr. Thompson has been checking me out and keeping me alive. She doesn’t have to do it. I’m not paying her and it’s not her job. She’s just a kind person. Also, she’s so deeply interested in psychic phenomena that I guess she likes having a test subject on hand.


“I’m okay,” I say. “How about you?”


We break off the hug and I take her winter jacket to hang on the coat rack on the wall. She wears a solid blouse and skirt, fulfilling the illusion of professional primary care. As always, she wanders over to my work area on the other side of the loft and checks out my incomplete paintings. 


“I’m fine. Been tired but I have some vacation time built up. Think I’m going to take few weeks off soon. Maybe after Christmas.”


She stops at my drawing table. It’s empty. I haven’t drawn anything for myself in a while. I wander closer to her, hoping to maneuver her away from the area.


“Where do you think you might go?”


Dr. Thompson moves to the canvases lined up against the wall. I finished most of them a long time ago. The blank canvasses outweigh the finished works.


“You haven’t been working?” she asks, turning to me.


“Is that a medical question?”


I flash a smile. She doesn’t bounce one back.


“Seems like nothing has changed since the last time I was here. It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”


“I’ve been busy.”


“With what?”


I sigh.


“You’re starting to sound like my lawyer,” I say.


She walks over.


“I’m sorry, Miki. I didn’t mean to come off as a mom or something.”


“It’s okay. Some days I feel like I need a mom in my life.”


“Maybe it’s time to call your own.”


I turn to the kitchen.


“Can I get you something to drink?”


“Speaking of drinking,” she says. “How has your drinking been going?”


I open the refrigerator and roll my eyes.


“Great. I think I might compete this year. Maybe train for the Olympics.”


“Not funny.”


I pull out a bottle of water for myself, resisting the bottle of vodka that sits next to them, and slam the door.


“I didn’t call you over so that you can tell me what to do.”


Dr. Thompson crosses her arms and slaps on a neutral face. She probably deals with moody psychics all day. My hostility might be as annoying as a fly in the room to her.


“You still want me to be your doctor, right? I was just asking questions as they pertain to your health.”


I open the bottle and sip it.


“I feel fine. The generic pills are working good.”


“Staying out of trouble?”


“What kind of trouble?”


“People getting killed trouble?”


I shrug. 


“People die every five minutes in this world, kind of hard to do.”


She nods.


“Okay, Miki.” She sits on my couch and crosses her legs under her long skirt. “What’s up? Why did you call me here if it wasn’t for medical reasons?”


I sit on the lounge chair-catty corner from her and stare at the water bottle in my hand.


“I’m sorry I got snippy. I just hate when people talk like that to me.”


“You mean concerned for your welfare?” she asked.


I shrug.


“I’ll put your health on hold for now.”


“I appreciate it. I mean, you being concerned for me. Not putting it on hold. Although you should for now because I have to ask you something.”


“If it has nothing to do with your health then this should be interesting.”


“It’s sensitive. You can’t tell anyone.”


“Why would I have to tell anyone?”


“It has to do with Elite.”


She sighs and closes her eyes.


“Okay,” she says.


“I’m trying to find someone in Elite. I think they’re on the 33rd floor.”


“Who are you looking for?”


“My half-sister. Prudence Radicci.”


Dr. Thompson smiles, then frowns. 


“What? I didn’t know you had a sister.”


“I didn’t either until last month. And just the other day I found out she’s in the Tel-Com building on one of the Elite floors.”


“She’s a psychic?”


“I don’t know. I know she’s a hacker. Or in IT or something with computers. But she’s only twelve-years-old so she can’t be working there.”


“If she’s twelve years old then she can’t be with Elite. They don’t take anyone younger than sixteen.”


“She’s there. She told me she’s there.”


“Okay, okay. I believe you. I’m just trying to wrap my head around this. Why do you think she’s on the 33rd floor?”


“She’s not listed on any of the directories. No one has heard of her there. No one has seen her.” She shakes her head, not getting me. “So what’s on the 33rd floor?”


“I haven’t been on it in more than six months. They took away my clearance. From what I understand they have top-level projects with the military now.”


“Psychic weapons?”


“I don’t know.”


I hold her eyes a moment. She doesn’t back down. My heart tells me to believe her.


“So it’s possible she could be there?” I ask.


“A twelve-year-old hacker with a potentially dangerous psychic ability is hiding out on the 33rd floor?” she asks.


“Illegally. She was taken from her mother the day she was born.”


“Where is her mother? She’s your half-sister?”


“My father had her with another woman. This woman is dead, too.”


“Wait. Your father’s dead?”


I hold up my hand.


“We’re digressing,” I say.


“Okay. Taken by Elite? No. I mean...no.”


“Yes. I think Frank Welker took her and brought her to Elite.”


“Frank!” She holds her head a moment. “Jesus, Miki. Are you drunk?”


I stomp my foot.


“I’m being serious.”


“Okay, okay,” she says. “Let’s say this is all true. Crazy but all true. What do you want me to do?”


“Find her for me. Confirm that she’s there.”


“And then what?”


I throw my arms down and pace the room.


“I don’t know. Maybe I’ll go to the cops and tell them they’re illegally holding a twelve-year-old girl.”


“You’ll need proof.”


“I have her birth certificate. It shows we have the same father.”


“That doesn’t prove she’s on the 33rd floor.”


“She told me that she’s in the Tel-Com building. Don’t you understand?”


“Do you have print-outs of these conversations with her name on it?” Dr. Thompson stands and approaches. I stop and face her. “Do you understand the police are not going to bother Elite unless you have proof? You need more than a birth certificate. And this story that Frank Welker took her? It could ruin his career.”


“If it’s true then what does his career matter?”


“They’re not going to do anything. Like you said, there is no proof that she’s there.”


“If you can prove it then there is.”


Now she throws her arms and paces.


“Miki, I just told you I don’t have clearance to go on that floor. What do you expect me to do? Break in? Steal an ID? Play spy girl and seduce my way in there?”


“Could you?” I ask.


“I suppose I could. But what if I get caught? I can kiss my job and the psychics I work with good-bye. I probably won’t find any work involving psychic ability because of trust and security issues and I’ll have to go back to private practice.”


“Okay, but at least you helped prove that Prudence is there.”


Her face breaks down as if I were the sorriest creature on Earth.


“Oh, Miki. I’m sorry. I can’t ruin my life for a ‘what if’. I need more. The police will need more.”


I shuffle to the couch and drop down on it. 


Dr. Thompson sits at my side and drapes her arm on the back. “I’m sorry.” She urges my head to rest on her shoulder. 


“I’m sorry too,” I say.
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COLD TURKEY
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I stay inside my condo and wait a few days. Most of the time I plant roots on the bed and stare at the computer’s webcam. Every half hour or so I would get up, press a key on the board to pop it out of sleep mode, and double check the lens to make sure the note attached to the chair is clear on the monitor. I also double-check the sound level and vibration function and my cell. Technically everything is fine and I’m just acting like a psychopath. 


I have to come to terms that Prudence is not going to contact me anytime soon. And that is so wrong and unfair. Usually she doesn’t take more than a few hours to get back to my note. Now it’s been a few days. Why? Do they finally know she contacted me back in February? Maybe they figured out I called the Elite office asking for her and they put her in isolation without a computer. Either way it’s probably my fault. No. It’s my father’s fault. If he didn’t cheat on my mom at the OCCT testing then he wouldn’t have met that Janae and they wouldn’t have...


No. Stop it. Blaming the dead isn’t going to help. Prudence reached out to me for a reason. Maybe she was hoping that I would want to find her. And I do. But why did she wait so long to confess who she really was? When I first met her I had Corey, Grandpa, and Uncle Tony in my life. Did she think I wouldn’t want her? Maybe since she was the product of an affair I would demonize her? Now I have no family. Except for her. Would I have no choice but to accept her? Bullshit. Even if Grandpa and Corey were here I would still want her in my life. Which makes this whole thing so frustrating and mixed-up nuts.


The phone rings and vibrates in my hand.


“Prudence?” I shout.


“No. Miranda.”


I check the number on the screen.


“Shit,” I say.


“Well it’s nice to talk to you too.”


“Sorry.”


“I understand,” Miranda says. “You haven’t heard from her?”


“No. How are you and Gray doing?”


“We both have nothing so far. We can give the details tomorrow if you want.”


“Tomorrow?”


“Thanksgiving. Remember, I’m cooking at your place.”


“Shit. I forgot.”


“You didn’t change your mind, did you? Please don’t say that I have to stay and eat that horrible open-face turkey sandwich they serve here. Gray may have a place to go later but I don’t.”


“No, no. We’re on.”


“Good. What kind of turkey did you buy?”


I sit up and appreciate that Miranda can’t see my face. The clock on the computer says 7:34 PM.


“A good one,” I say. “Don’t worry. We’ll talk tomorrow.”


I disconnect the call, slip on my boots and brown leather jacket, and search the city for a turkey on the night before Thanksgiving.
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PSYCHIC SPRAY
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Gray brought beer but Miranda and I won’t touch it. I pour myself a glass of Jamison on ice. Miranda drinks bottled water. They both don’t give me shit about drinking hard. Maybe they think I need it or maybe since I’m making it stretch longer than an hour they don’t expect me to get drunk today. I’m sure if I pour a second glass I’ll get a Jesus speech from Miranda. That alone makes me want to stretch this one drink out.


Gray and I sit on the couch and watch the Thanksgiving Day Parade. We pick at a bowl of organic blue chips and sip our drinks. Behind us, Miranda works on the turkey I bought last night. She brought the stuffing and cranberry sauce; maybe some mashed potatoes too.


“Sure you don’t need any help?” I ask.


“No, no. You two sit and relax,” she says. “I want to do this myself. Maybe I’ll need help getting the turkey out of the oven. But I can call Gray for that.”


The turkey has been in the oven for a few hours now and filling the condo with scents I haven’t smelled in ages. Memories of Grandpa and Corey from last Thanksgiving run through my head. Even though they bickered about homosexuality and the Catholic Church, it really wasn’t that bad. I caught smiles between them as they prepared the food together. Grandpa shared his secret stuffing recipe (he never told me) to Corey who seemed genuinely interested in it. 


A choking sensation builds. I sip some whiskey to stop it.


“You okay, girl?” Gray asks.


“Yeah. Just...you know.”


“Thinking about family, huh?”


I nod.


“Me too,” he says.


“You’re going to see Justin and his mom later?”


“Yeah. Dessert and coffee.”


“You didn’t have to come here. We would have been cool with it.”


He shrugs and stares at the Sponge Bob float on the TV.


“She got this new guy she’s been seeing. I don’t want to make it weird for her,” he says. “I offered to stay away all day but she wanted me to see little J. Kinda glad she did.”


“I thought you two were getting back together?”


“Everybody thought that but her. At least it wasn’t just me thinking that. Hate to think I was nutzo.”


“Shit. I’m sorry, Gray.”


“Not as sorry as I feel for not being able to find anything on sister Prudence.”


Before Miranda started cooking she and Gray sat me down and told me the bad news. As expected, Miranda couldn’t transport her consciousness into the 33rd floor.


“It has to be lined with steel and concrete,” she said. “I tried a thousand times, hoping to find a chink or a break in the construction.”


Gray touched almost everything on the 31st and 32nd floors.


“I saw a whole lot of shit I didn’t want to see,” he said. “Next time you want some juicy gossip you just come to me. Oh, and before you ask, I did go up the stairway and checked out the locks they have on the doors. Nothing. And I mean nothing. It was blank. Nothing but black. It was so weird. It was like...shit, maybe they sprayed it with something to block the visions, you know. Like an OFF! spray for psychics.”


“Or maybe they put a curse on the floor,” Miranda said.


We both looked at her in disbelief.


“Since when you do you believe in curses?” I asked.


Miranda shrugged.


“I don’t know. Sounds more believable than an OFF! Bug spray for psychics.”


“I know you two tried your best,” I said.


Nothing else to say about our sad lives, Gray and I fall into a silence on the couch, stuff our faces with blue chips, and watch the rest of the parade.
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NOT THE FAKE KIND
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We sit at the kitchen island where Gray placed the turkey in the center. Miranda finishes her prayer and we reach for food. 


“Wow,” I say. “It actually smells pretty good.”


Gray scoops the cranberry sauce into his dish.


“Damn, this the real stuff?” he asks. “Not the canned jelly?”


“I told you I wanted to do it right.” Miranda sits on a chair, leaving her stained apron on over her dress. “It’s like you people don’t take me seriously.”


“Relax girl,” Gray says. “I got the ulcers and the bloody stool to prove I take you seriously.”


“Grayson Delisle, not at the table.”


I giggle. They stare at me and show their confusion.


“Sorry,” I say. “It’s just...you two reminded me of Grandpa and Corey. You remind me of my family.”


Miranda smiles and Gray blushes.


“I already thought we were a family,” Gray says.


“You’re right,” I say. “You two are like a brother and sister to me. My real family is either dead, out of the country, or mad at me.”


Miranda takes my hand.


“You still have one more member out there that wants to be with you.”


I swallow to fight the choking in my throat and nod.


“You need to talk to him, Mik,” Gray says. “Whatever you think he did in the past you have to talk to him. He obviously wants to help. He left you the birth certificate. He helped your Grandpops find your father and he got you out of that messed up place in Maryland. If he’s all bad, then why did he do all that other stuff?” 


But Welker has also been in contact with the Creepy Old Man who also goes by Mara and Merriweather Williams and he works for Elite. The positives sure seem to outweigh the negatives. Maybe Gray’s right and I should just take a chance.


I nod.


“Okay, I will.”


They smile.


“So who’s going to cut the turkey?” Miranda asks.


We look at Gray.


“You would probably be doing it at Justin’s place, right?” I ask.


Gray takes the knife.


“Not if that other guy is there,” he says. “Lydia would probably think I would stab her new man and then carve the bird.”


“Eh, who would blame ya,” I say then sip my drink.
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EVENTLESS MOJO
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“I didn’t think you would be doing this tonight.”


Miranda and I sit in the back of a cab as it coasts up Eighth Avenue. 


“A few hours ago you and Gray just said I should be talking to him.”


“You should, but what if he has family over?”


“He mentioned he was divorced with kids,” I say. “He might be with them.”


“What if he has a girlfriend over?”


“Well, that’s where you come in, right?”


She sighs and stares out the window.


“I suppose.”


The driver turns down 47th Street and brings us to the east side address that Welker has listed in the White Pages. The tall upscale apartment building appears new or just cleaned. Most of the windows are dark, matching the calm city at our backs.


“So where can you do your mojo?” I ask.


“Please don’t call it that. I hate when Gray calls it that. Makes it sound so dirty.”


I smirk and pat her shoulder.


“Sorry.”


Miranda looks around then points at the bus stop shelter. 


“Over there should be good as long as no one bothers me.”


We walk over to the metal bench. Miranda sits close to the shelter wall while I cover her other side. A few cars and taxies coast up and down the street and what few people there are rush behind us to their destination to escape the cold.
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