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Episode 9 – Rasa Memoria 

 

“I know. Yes. I understand, Mr. Tompkins. It will be done today, I promise,” the man spoke into 

his cell phone. It was not the first time he had a conversation like this, nor was it the first time he 

was verbally assailed by Deaver Tompkins’ fury. The man, who went only by the name ‘Marko’ 

even to those who employed his dark services, intended this to be the last time he, was the target 

of Tompkin’s wrath.  

 

He was taking the assault this time without much comment because he had, in fact, failed last 

time. When he stood on the side of the Idaho Mountain in the cold, snowy spring, and shot out 

the tire of Nick Reese’s and Natassia Sheperd’s SUV, he could have never imagine they could 

have survived. The results were better than he expected. The SUV lost control, and slowly slid 

off the side of the steep mountainous incline to an isolated and inescapable valley hundreds of 

feet below. He thought the drop into the valley would be the end of them. Somehow, as this 

couple had done many times before, they escaped with their lives, although they apparently took 

quite a beating, especially the woman. Marko recalled all this as Deaver continued his tirade on 

the other end of the phone.  

 

“Yes, sir. As you wish. It will be done today. I called the ‘bug people’, and they will be coming 

tomorrow, perhaps even tonight. I’m not sure how they operate this type of installation,” he 

attempted to assuage Tompkins.  

 

He was quiet for several more minutes as Tompkins continued with his ranting and raving. 

Marko took the phone away from his ear for a few moments. He could still hear Deaver’s voice 

although he could not make out the words with the phone away from his sore ears. Marko gritted 

his teeth. This was a big job. The pay was large enough to merit taking this type of punishment. 

Still, Marko made a mental note: he would finish this job, but he would never work for Deaver 

Tompkins again. A man in his position, a trained an experienced assassin, could find work easily 

enough anywhere in the world. This job was making him crazy, though, he admitted he was 

probably crazy in the first place. He felt no pity or remorse for his victims. He simply did not see 



them as people; not like himself. It was a dog-eat-dog world, his father used to say, and he 

preferred to be the eater than the eaten. The issue of his sanity aside, he had developed a severe 

loathing for the people who worked at Paranormal Investigations. By surviving, they had placed 

a black mark on his reputation – one that had been previously flawless. Now he wanted them 

dead as much as his client. If anything went wrong with the installation today, he would take 

care of all of them himself, even though the contract only called for two of them to die.  

 

“Yes, sir. Consider it done already,” he finally remarked and ended his call. Marko hung up his 

cell phone and let out a sigh of frustration. He did not like being talked to like that. He did not 

like failing. He did not like having to do the same job twice. He really hated Nick Reese and 

Natassia Sheperd. However, Tompkins now had something else in mind and that meant leaving 

them alive a bit longer. Marko gritted his teeth and let out a bellow of anger. He had really 

wanted to kill those two. Hell, he would kill the other two for free just to finish this job.  

 

 

 ### 

 

“Are those all the case files?” Natassia asked Lorna that morning at Paranormal Investigations.  

“All that I could find,” Lorna replied. Her voice was a bit distorted because she had a pen in her 

mouth.  

“What was that?” Natassia asked as she looked up and saw the reason she had trouble 

understanding Lorna. As soon as she saw the pen in Lorna’s mouth, she wished she had not 

asked for clarification. Lorna removed then pen. 

“All of the files from this year and some of last year are here. As you know we did not have a 

good filing system before that so I’m not sure if these are all the files that could exist or just the 

files that do exist and that I could find. Also there are files that may have existed but were lost or 

destroyed from our first year before we even had a filing system – that worked,” Lorna ended. 

 

Natassia was aware of Lorna’s ability to over explain, or perhaps over analyze things from time 

to time. She was also aware of Lorna’s disdain of Natassia’s original filing system. They had 

been through that discussion more than once.  

“Yes, well thank you for the files you found,” Natassia tried to avoid this discussion again.  

“You’re welcome. There would have been more if the filing system had been different,” Lorna 

pressed her point again. She seemed to desire some acknowledgement that she was correct. 

Natassia tried to ignore the comment, but the “file debate” had been around so long, it stayed in 

Natassia’s memory, clung to her and a response came back before she could censor herself. 

“The original filing system was fine for when we first started,” Natassia defended herself. She 

did not look up from her computer but she felt Lorna’s stare. 

“Tsk, tsk,” Lorna made a clicking sound with her tongue. “It was fine if you file your cases 

improperly,” she remarked.  

Natassia looked up and took off her glasses. She intended to ignore this, but her brain went into 

auto-response, and her mouth followed.   

“Lorna, the cases were few so we filed them by type of case,” Natassia added with a mild 

defense. She knew it was not the best filing system she could have used. But she had never been 

a file clerk or a secretary before.  



“Yes, well, by type of case makes far less sense than by last name,” Lorna chided. “We could 

have found them all if they were not filed willy-nilly in that first year,” Lorna continued. “I’m 

going to have to take them out to my car and take them home just get them all sorted again,” she 

exaggerated. They were not that poorly filed. Natassia had a rebuke ready, but she closed her 

eyes and pressed her lips firmly shut. She took a breath and tried a new tact.  

 

“Of course you are right, Lorna. That’s why you got the job of filing and now we can find 

everything – so it worked out fine,” Natassia said with a smile on her face.  

“I guess,” Lorna was stymied. She expected more of an argument and even looked forward to it. 

It was not that Lorna disliked Natassia. In fact she and Natassia had become quite close. This 

was something else. Something she did not even want to admit to herself. In recent weeks, she 

had begun to think her partner, Buzz, had developed an attraction to Natassia. It was true only in 

the sense that all men were attracted to Natassia on some level. However, Buzz was dedicated to 

Lorna, even when she mystified him. Lorna could get neurotically jealous, and Buzz’s casual 

flirtations with all women made her paranoia worse. Buzz, had he understood this, probably 

could not change how he talked to people. He was friendly, outgoing, and people liked him even 

when they were not sure why. With women, Buzz was even friendlier, and a joke or friendly 

wink, which Natassia understood to be simply Buzz’s way, could set Lorna off on another 

episode.  

 

In the past week, Natassia and Buzz worked a case together because Nick was busy with another, 

and Lorna was needed at the office. The case took almost a week. Often Buzz and Natassia came 

back to the office laughing, or sharing a dirty joke (Natassia was almost as bad as Buzz when it 

came to enjoying a ribald tale), and twice they even shared lunch, which they brought back to the 

office. Of course, it was innocent friendship. Buzz, while he may have had a thought or two 

about Natassia prior to her involvement with Nick, knew she was out of his league. The fact that 

Nick was his best friend and that Natassia would never allow anything more than a little fun 

flirtation or joke evaded Lorna’s comprehension. Though she despised being jealous of other 

women, especially Natassia, she could not help her insecurity. So Lorna tried to pick a minor 

argument with Natassia to make her feel better. Natassia’s refusal to argue left Lorna anti-

climatically beaten, which made her insecurity rise.   

 

Lorna quietly went to her desk, and sullenly pouted for a few minutes. Natassia, weary of 

reassuring her friend about anything and everything she did not understand, remained silent. 

Nick came out to the outer office, carrying a letter. 

 

“Did either of you hear anything about a termite or bug inspection?” he asked both women.  

“No, should we have?” Natassia asked. Lorna shook her head without comment. 

 

“Let me see,” Natassia said. She got up, moved to Nick’s side and read the letter with him. It was 

a typical, dry notice from the city of Greendale. It informed them that insect inspectors would 

service the entire strip mall, which included their office, that day. They received the letter only 

yesterday. 

“Short notice,” Natassia remarked. She shrugged her shoulders and sat back down at her desk. 

She did not really see the problem.  



“Neither of you think this is odd? Getting a letter from the city that we are going to be bug-

proofed and they are coming today?” he asked aloud. 

“Rude,” Lorna said without looking at Nick. “I think it is rude, Nick. I’m with you,” she tried a 

new tactic to annoy Natassia. It was just something she could not help.  

It was not really the response he was looking for. He was less concerned about the alleged 

rudeness of it all, than the simple fact it they were going to be here so soon. 

“Okay, I guess I’m missing something.” Natassia queried. “Rude, sure maybe, but they are going 

to do it to the entire strip, right? Does it say we have to pay anything?”  

 

“No. It doesn’t. We pay rent, so the landlord will have to pay for it,” Nick answered her.  

“Then what’s the big?” Natassia questioned.  

Nick did not have an easy answer for his disquiet. Something just felt odd about it to him.  

“I don’t know. They are sending someone here today to go over what they are going to do and 

what they need from us,” Nick explained. “I’m going be out with a new client, so could you talk 

to them, find out more about this?” he asked Natassia. 

Natassia was about to answer when Lorna interrupted.  

“I can do it for you, Nick,” she stated confidently. Nick wanted to let her handle this, but they 

had some issues with the city of Greendale resulting from all of their publicity a year ago. Since 

then, the city had not been overly friendly. He wanted someone who could question the workers 

without upsetting anyone. He wanted Natassia to handle it. He found it hard to say, so he tried a 

different approach.  

“I appreciate it, Lorna. These people work for the city and since we had that trouble with them, 

this might require finesse, or…” he searched for the right word but found the wrong one, “…or a 

certain class…” 

Natassia gave him an astonished look. Lorna raised her eyebrows over her glasses. 

“Nick…” Natassia started but did not complete.  

“Class! I have loads of class,” Lorna was rightly offended. “I have class coming out of my ass!” 

 

Nick and Natassia looked oddly at Lorna.  

“See? She exudes class, Nick,” Natassia tried to clarify. “Let her do it.”  

Natassia did not want Lorna to get any more upset this day than she seemed to be all ready, and 

in her mind, it was a simple issue. Nick was not sure letting Lorna talk to the insect people was a 

good idea. He looked back in her direction.  

Lorna’s face was ready for battle. Her eyes were wide and her face slightly flushed. Saying no to 

her now was impossible.  

“All right, Lorna. Here is the letter. Just ask them…” Nick started.  

“I know how to handle people,” Lorna retorted. “The letter, please?” 

Nick handed her the letter and hoped for the best. Lorna took the letter and walked into the back 

room.  

“She’ll do fine,” Natassia reassured Nick, who was still trying to figure what happened. 

 

 

A few hours later, a man came to the front door of Paranormal Investigations. It was Marko the 

assassin. He was very concerned that this job get done right, so he decided to come and check 

out the place dressed as a termite exterminator. Lorna met him at the door. 

 



“Welcome to Paranormal Investigations. We do all sorts of abnormal,” she said, trying out her 

latest in a string of terrible ad lines. Everyone else at work had tried in vain to stop Lorna from 

trying out these terrible opening lines, but Lorna felt it added professionalism. She imagined it 

the way Staples used to say they did staples as well as other things. But her ad lines came out 

confusing or at times, plain silly – in this case, suggestive.  

 

“ Ah, you do huh?” Marko voiced with a rare snicker. Lorna did not see the humor in it. She 

stared at him through her glasses, her big blue eyes unflinching and unnerving.  

“I, uh, I’m here from Bug-X,” he explained, pointing to his uniform.  

“Yes, we were expecting you,” Lorna replied. Then she added, “Why are you coming here?” 

“Ah, I thought that was self-explanatory,” Marko replied a bit taken back. “For the termites, ants, 

Bugs, you know?”  

“I know that, silly. I mean, why are you coming here so soon,” she got straight to the point.  

Her directness threw the long-time killer off. He was not accustomed to such direct talk. Most 

people just ran from him. Of course, he was not usually wearing an insect exterminator shirt. 

“Could I come in?” he asked.  

“If you must,” Lorna responded. She did not see why the man could not simply answer her very 

uncomplicated question. “Come in.”  

 

“So this is the place,” Marko mumbled more to himself than to Lorna.  

“I certainly hope you are at the right place. You are the one with the work order,” she insisted.  

“Work order?” Marko questioned. Then he realized he did not have one. All he had was a sheet 

of paper with a hand-drawn map, and a general set of instructions. He was going to bullshit the 

rest of the meeting, but Lorna’s questions threw him wildly off his mission.  

“You do have a work order from the city?” Lorna questioned.  

“I, ah, they are going to bring one tomorrow. I’m just here to…inspect,” explained the fake 

inspector. 

Lorna just shook her head. She did not think this exterminator was very bright, and Lorna tended 

to say exactly what she was thinking.  

“I guess you don’t have to be sharp to kill bugs,” she said without intending insult.  

“Or other things,” he added glancing at Lorna. “Let’s not talk about me though, lady. I just need 

to look around the place for a minute.” 

“Fine, fine, fine,” Lorna reacted. She was impatient. She wanted this man to get on with it.  

“So this is the room where you all work?” Marko asked with intention. 

“Sometimes. Usually Natassia and I work out here, Nick is in the back office, and Buzz works all 

over the place. We all do, really. Is that what you need to know?” Lorna asked.  

Marko was starting to get the idea this was just her way, so he ignored her question and asked 

one of his own. 

“So you ladies are usually out here in front?” he checked.  

“Yes, unless we are having a meeting in the back or on a job. What does that have to do with 

insects? And why are you coming tonight?” Lorna asked in a rapid-fire manner.  

Before answering, Marko strolled into the back room and saw Nick’s office and Buzz’s 

workplace. He also saw there was one back exit. 

“Where will you be working?” Lorna asked, reasonably.  

“You won’t see us. Don’t worry. We will be like ghosts,” Marko answered truthfully.  

 



 

Marko went on to explain that the ‘bug people’ were going to be working from the roof, attic and 

outside of the building. It would be noisy, but they would not be coming inside unless something 

went wrong.  

“Ghosts? Was that a crack about what we do here?” Lorna asked. “Because I can assure you 

sometimes they are real. Why just three months ago we had a house that had three sluts in it,” 

Lorna said informatively.  

“Sluts? Lady, what are you talking about,” Marko was losing patience. He made a mental note. 

Kill the odd one first.  

“Well, I guess that is an insulting term. I tried calling them ho’s but no one liked that one either. 

They were prostitutes, I guess. Somehow that word doesn’t seem to offend people as much,” 

Lorna explained. She never really liked the ghosts because they tried to seduce Buzz. If Lorna 

had applied her analytical mind to her own paranoid obsession about Buzz and other women, she 

would realize she had nothing to worry about. It is hard to self-analyze.  

 

Marko made a show of telling her about structures, poison and drilling holes and all the things he 

read about before coming over here. He presented an impressive display of someone who knew 

the business. He may not have been the sharpest pencil in the drawer, but he was sharp enough to 

convince Lorna.  

“There is a chance they may be coming late tonight, or early in the morning. So if you hear all 

the racket, you know it is us,” he explained.  

“Oh, then thank you, Mr. …” Lorna paused to hear his name.  

“Marko. Just Marko,” he answered with a devious smile. He figured she would not be alive 

much longer, so he chanced it. Lorna suddenly got a chill.  

“Goodbye Mr. Marko,” she said, and promptly closed the door. The look in his eyes at the end of 

their conversation frightened her, but she was not sure why.  

 

 

 ### 

 

 

It had been a long day at Paranormal Investigations for all of them. Nick had new clients, Buzz 

was working with an old one, and making new tools for them to use when detecting anomalies, 

and Natassia and Lorna were revamping the entire file system and web site. 

 

It was an unusually hot summer for California, as it had been in much of the country. Even the 

central air conditioning was making a grinding noise, as if complaining from overuse. When the 

time reached 4:15 PM, Nick called them in and declared the office closed. They were all 

exhausted.  

“I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’d like to call it a day,” he suggested.  

“Amen,” Buzz commented. “I could use a cold beer.”  

“Buzz, has there ever been a time for you not right for a cold beer?” Natassia asked laughing. 

Lorna listened to the easy chatter, then added, “I would like to have a gelid potation too” she 

added to be included.  

“A jellied potato? Buzz asked. “It might go with beer,” he added.  



Nick smiled at all his friends. These people were his family, not merely his co-workers. His own 

highly dysfunctional birth family had been improved upon, or perhaps even replaced. All of 

them, with all their peculiarities, were closer to him than his own birth family: His lovely 

Natassia, his best friend Buzz and the odd but charming Lorna. All of them. Nick dreaded to tell 

them they had one final thing to do, because it would bring down the mood. But it was his job… 

“Before we go get beverages at the Brass Monkey – and I insist on buying – we have one 

important task to do now that the office is closed,” Nick explained.  

 

“You are buying? I want the steak and lobster platter with lots of beer,” Buzz whooped.  

“Isn’t that what you eat every night?” Natassia teased.  

“Only on days that end in ‘y’,” Buzz joked.  

When the joking died down a bit, Nick reminded them of something they had talked about 

months earlier, but had never got around to doing. 

 

“The EMPG arrived this morning. Remember, we had to order it from Germany,” Nick 

explained. When that drew blank stares, he understood he was the only one who remembered. 

“Did Mercedes come out with a new coup?” Buzz asked.  

“The EMPG is the Electro-magnetic Pulse Generator, remember?” Nick informed.  

When the smiles disappeared from all of the faces, he knew they remembered.  

“Do we have to do it now?” Natassia asked, weary from a long day. In truth, it was not the long 

day that concerned her. It was what they were going to have to do.  

 

When VINCE the robot “died” about a year ago at the hands of would-be murderer “Crayfish”, 

AKA Creighton Fisher, all of Vince’s memories and programming were still intact from his 

central processor chip. This included all the people they had worked for, investigated and 

everything evil Vince knew from his time a Robochem, including some information that may 

prove dangerous to them if someone believed they could get their hands on that processor chip. 

The companions had discussed what to do with Vince’s processor months earlier, after they 

knew they had an enemy dedicated to killing some, or all of them. They reluctantly agreed to 

destroy the chip in the only way possible, the only way to be certain: destruction by a large 

electromagnetic pulse.  

 

The companions were all quiet for a moment. Destroying Vince’s processor and memory chip, 

would end any hope they may have held onto of reviving the robot. This would truly end all the 

Vince was and could have been again, had they the technology to rebuild him. Sadly, they did 

not, and they were all aware that they were just keeping his chip in a safe at Paranormal 

Investigations out of misplaced hope.  

 

“Then let’s do it and get it done,” voiced Natassia. Of all the companions, she was the one who 

spent the most time talking to Vince about the world, of which he was so curious. A tear 

threatened to form in the corner of her eye, but she suppressed the impulse, and wiped her hand 

across her face quickly. No one noticed.  

“Yeah. Let’s send our good buddy to the old beyond for robots,” Buzz added his assent, and 

Lorna just nodded her agreement. No one was happy about it. 

 



However, getting the EMPG set up at the correct level proved more difficult than they suspected. 

For one thing, the instructions were in German. Nick had a pretty good understanding of the 

settings, or he hoped he did, but even with google translations of the German text, it was still 

sketchy going. They set the machine up in the back area near Buzz’s workplace. That kept it out 

of sight from the road outside their front door. After fifteen minutes, they had it set up correctly. 

Or so they thought they did. They placed Vince’s chip, a microprocessor and memory chip in 

one, into the basin of the EMPG. Nick set the intensity, and they turned it on.  

 

The EMPG whined and grew in intensity until they all could feel their hairs stand on end. It 

reached its zenith with a grand “whoosh” sound, and then it began to shut down again. Nick 

picked up the chip and put it in a crude magnetic analyzer. It showed the chip still contained 

much information and may have not been erased at all. But both Natassia and Lorna’s hair was 

standing on end. Nick went over to the computer and tried to translate the German again. Buzz 

was getting hungry. All that talk of cold beer, steak, and even jellied potatoes made his stomach 

growl.  

 

When no one was looking, Buzz walked to the EMPG and turned the dial all the way up. It could 

not hurt, he figured. You cannot over-fry a circuit when you are attempting to destroy it anyway.  

 

“Nicky, I’ve got it figured out. I didn’t have it set right,” Buzz told a half-truth.  

“You are sure? Shouldn’t we wait until we get a better translation?” Nick asked. He had always 

been the cautious one.  

“I say go for it,” Lorna suggested, supporting Buzz. She was not mad any longer and wanted to 

go eat as much as he did.  

“Well, I think it would be wise to wait until we are sure,” Natassia voiced her opinion. But then 

acceded to the wishes of Buzz and Lorna. “But let’s give it a go,” she decided.  

Nick nodded for Buzz to turn the EMPG on again, and placed the chip back in the basin where 

most of the energy would be directed.  

 

The EMPG came on more forcefully this time. It was so loud it forced them all to cover their 

ears. As it reached a screeching crescendo, Nick glanced at the dial and noticed it was on 

maximum. He reached for the button to the EMPG shouting, “This is set too high! We don’t 

know what that will do to…” 

 

The machine flashed a bright white light that flooded the room and left everything crackling with 

small charges of electricity. As the machine wound down, there was no one conscious left in the 

room to determine if it worked. They were all passed out on the floor around the machine. 

 

 

 ### 

 

 

Buzz was the first to wake, and it took him several minutes. He did not know what happened, his 

head ached terribly, and his ears rang. He also noticed his hair was sticking up in all directions, 

even more so than usual. His head cleared a little, and then he noticed he had been lying next to a 

beautiful woman with dark hair and exotic features. Her arms were across his chest. He moved 



her arms gently, admiring her beauty as he stood up gingerly. When she started to stir as well, he 

helped her up. The others, a woman with reddish-brown hair, was lying under a man with dark 

brown hair and green eyes. She was nearly underneath the big man when he began to stir as well. 

Buzz rashly decided based on the way they had been laying draped over each other, they must be 

together. He also decided then that he must be with the exotic woman. He liked that idea. But 

who was she? And who was he? 

 

He assisted the exotic beauty to her feet and steadied her by putting his arm around her shoulder. 

She did not resist the help. 

“Where are we?” she asked, looking around. She did not recognize the place or any of the 

people.  

“Better yet, who are we?” the man added with a wink. He seemed to be flirting with her.  

“Are you my…are we…” she asked without asking much.  

“I think so. I woke up with your hands on me, and this guy over here is practically lying on that 

woman. I think they must be together,” he concluded. “And we must be too,” he added.  

“Oh, I see,” the exotic woman said. The man was attractive, and had a carefree personality she 

liked. He might be her boyfriend. And if he thought so too…  

 

Slowly the other two woke up and stood as well. The bigger man rubbed his temples and his 

eyes.  

“My head hurts,” he said. “Where am I?”   

“We are right there with you on that one,” the other man commented, his arm around a beautiful 

woman in her mid to late twenties.  

“Are you two together?” he asked. 

“Yes, we think so. We woke together and you were with her,” the exotic woman said pointing to 

the reddish-brown haired woman with glasses and big blue eyes. Nick reached down and helped 

her to her feet.  

“Thank you,” she said, batting her beautiful blue eyes at the taller man.  

“It’s my pleasure, um, what do you think our names are?” he asked.  

“I cannot remember my name, who I am or where we are,” said the exotic looking woman. She 

seemed shaken.  

“There, there. It will be all right,” her supposed boyfriend said to her. She looked at him and 

smiled.  

“There has to be something around here to tell us where we are and who we are,” the taller man 

suggested.  

“Oh, oh! I bet we all have those little phones,” the blue-eyed woman said. “I can’t remember 

what they are called.”  

“Compartment phones? Something like that?” the shorter man guessed. 

“Cell phones!” the exotic woman recalled. “I’m not sure how I know that, but it just came to 

me.” 

Each of the four searched their person looking for a cell phone, and each one found one 

eventually. They began turning them on.  

“Nothing. It’s blank, or maybe the battery is dead,” said the blue-eyed woman. 

“Mine is completely blank. Weird. It is almost like it has been erased,” the taller man stated.  

“Same here,” said the other man.  

“Mine has a strange message,” said the exotic looking woman. “It says no internal instructions.”  



“Four phones, all of them dead or erased, and four people that don’t know who we are. There 

must be some way,” the taller man spoke.  

“Wallets and purses!” cried out the blue-eyed woman. “We must have ID in them,” she said 

ecstatically. They did. All four had some form of identification.  

“I’m Natassia,” said the exotic woman. “Funny spelling,” she laughed.  

“Natassia,” said her supposed boyfriend. “An exotic name for my exotic girlfriend,” he said 

smiling. “I’m…that can’t be right,” he announced.   

“What? What’s your name?” asked Natassia.  

“I’m not saying. It must be a nickname or something,” he hid his wallet back in his pants.  

“What? You can’t do that! You know my name but I can’t know yours?” Natassia complained.  

“I’m Nick Reese,” the taller man said.  

“Oh, Nick. I like that name,” the blue-eyed woman said, openly flirting with her supposed 

boyfriend. “I’m Lorna Walsh.”  

“Nice to meet you, Lorna,” Nick said formally.  

“I have the feeling we know each other intimately well,” Lorna flirted and smiled at Nick, 

flashing her blue eyes.  

“You have to tell me your name,” Natassia pleaded with her boyfriend. When he didn’t respond, 

she took her arm away from his tight grasp and leaned away.  

“Alright, alright! But I think it must be a nickname, you know, like a family name,” he said.  

“So what is it?” Nick asked.  

“Buzz. Buzz Ashford,” he said and then turned red. Everyone else had such cool names, or at 

least normal names.  

“Buzz?” Lorna laughed. “Your name is Buzz? Like a short haircut?”  

“Like Lorna is such a normal name,” Natassia defended her man.  

“What’s wrong with Lorna?” Lorna asked, hurt. 

“That’s what we’d all like to know,” Buzz countered. 

“It’s the name of a cookie,” Natassia said and she and Buzz convulsed into a fit of laughter.  

“Come on guys. Stop picking on Lorna. I happen think it is a beautiful name,” Nick said to 

comfort his girlfriend.  

“Oh, look at that. Nick thinks he’s the boss,” Buzz joked. “We will just call you Boss then.”  

“My name is Nick and you can call me that,” Nick advised. Involuntarily, he flexed the muscles 

in his jaw from anger.  

“I think he’s mad now. Better stop joking, honey,” Natassia suggested to Buzz.  

“He does look like a bit of a brute,” Buzz agreed. “He’s probably prone to violent tendencies.”  

“I’m not a brute!” Nick bellowed louder than he intended. “I’m not. I know it,” he added quietly. 

“As long as you believe that it must be true,” Buzz chided. 

 

“Well, I believe you, Nick,” comforted Lorna. Then she whispered to Nick. “I don’t mind a bit of 

a brute in the right way.”  

Nick was surprised and a little embarrassed. Lorna had beautiful eyes, and he found himself 

attracted to her. He did feel like he knew her - somehow. But if he knew her as intimately as she 

seemed to think, he could not recall it. When he looked at Buzz’s girlfriend, the exotic looking 

Natassia, he almost felt he did know her intimately and he found himself staring, trying to 

remember.  

 



Natassia noticed it and felt uncomfortable. She gently elbowed Buzz who looked at her and then 

to Nick, who was still staring at Natassia.  

“Why don’t you take a picture? It will last longer,” he remarked sarcastically, then took Natassia 

by the arm and pulled her closer.  

“I’m sorry…I just thought for a minute I knew you,” Nick apologized for staring. Natassia felt 

some reassurance from that and accepted his apology. Lorna was less forgiving.  

“Isn’t there an Asian massage parlor down on the street corner?” she asked, implying Natassia’s 

partial Asian heritage, and worse. “Maybe she works there on her off hours.” 

It was a cutting remark, and Natassia was shocked and surprised. For one thing, she had not 

realized she was part Asian. When she was over the shock of Lorna’s rude suggestion, she 

looked around the place.  

“What are you looking for, baby?” Buzz asked, following her.  

“A mirror. I don’t even know what I look like. I couldn’t tell anything from my driver’s license,” 

she commented as she searched.  

 

While Nick talked to Lorna, trying to hold off some of her more forward advances, Natassia was 

desperately trying to find a mirror.  

“Maybe the bathroom,” Buzz suggested.  

“Yeah, but where is that?” she asked.  

“Over there,” Buzz replied pointing to the end of the hall.  

“How did you know that?” she asked. 

“I have no idea. I just knew,” he replied. “I think I cleaned it once.” 

Natassia sprinted to the bathroom, and opened the door. She threw on the light switch, and stared 

into the mirror. Buzz was not far behind her, concerned about her reaction.  

“What’s wrong? You are beautiful,” he said casually as if everyone knew it.  

“I don’t know who I am, or what I am,” she said crying. As tears came down her face, Buzz was 

truly touched and curious why she was so affected.  

“I don’t get it. You are gorgeous. Most women would be thrilled to find out they look like this,” 

he said, confused.  

“What Lorna said about me being part Asian. It’s true. I can see it. But there is more – I’m, I’m a 

mutt,” Natassia said as the tears flowed.  

“There is more than one tree in your family, sure. I can see that. Who cares? I’m just white. 

Looks like you got a little bit of everything. I say you are ahead of the game,” Buzz comforted 

her.  

“Do you really think that? You don’t think I’m just some mixed race…” she left her sentence 

unfinished.  

“What? A mixed race mutt?” he guessed her concern.  

“Slut,” she corrected.  

“Shit, you really think that? One of your parts is extremely racist,” Buzz teased. “I’d drop that 

one and accept who you are. I’m happy,” he laughed.  

Buzz made her feel good again about herself. He was right. Why should she be concerned about 

her heritage being mixed if no one else cared?  

“You are a very good man, Buzz Ashford. I can see why I was attracted to you,” Natassia said, 

and she kissed him. 

 



 

 ### 

 

 

After several minutes of adjusting to their names, each other and their appearances, they started 

to wonder about where they were, and why they were all there. They started to explore the place 

but since the computers were wiped out too, nothing could be gleaned from them.  

 

Nick remembered there was a receipt in his wallet. He found it there when looking for his ID.  

“I have an idea,” he said. The four came together in the waiting area of the front office. It was 

the only spot that had a couch. Nick sat in the middle, the two women on either side, and Buzz 

on the end facing them. Nick took out the paper and unfolded it.  

“It’s a bank deposit, not a receipt. It’s – oh – nine thousand dollars deposited into an account for 

the business ‘Paranormal Investigations’,” Nick said aloud.  

“So, you think that nine grand is mine, er, ours?” Lorna asked.  

“Who is the account name under?” Buzz asked.  

“Mine. Nick Reese. But it isn’t an account just for me. It’s for the employees of Paranormal 

Investigations.”  

“So you are saying we are paranormal investigators, and we all work here? Together?” Natassia 

asked, stunned.  

“That would be my guess,” Nick agreed. 

“You can’t be serious,” Buzz said. “How many nuts are there that would actually pay money to 

have people investigate the paranormal. Oh, I see dead people,” he mocked.  

“One word: X-Files. Remember how popular that was when I was little?” Lorna asked Buzz.  

“That was on in the early nineties, wasn’t it? You must be really young,” Buzz remarked.  

“I’m twenty-two. It says so on my ID,” Lorna defended.  

“Ha! The rest of us are 26, 27 and 28. You are the baby. Nick, are you aware you were robbing 

the cradle?” Buzz teased again. Somehow teasing Lorna just seemed right. He was not sure if she 

even liked him. He was glad he was with Natassia. Yet he found Lorna oddly appealing.  

Nick interjected, “Oh, stop, Buzz. I’m twenty-eight and she is twenty-two. That’s only six years 

apart. Not that much.”   

“Besides, I think the real news here is that we actually work here,” Natassia brought the 

conversation back to the office.  

 

“Well, I don’t know. Look at this place! It’s a mess,” Buzz criticized.  

Nick looked around. It did not appear that bad to him. He liked it.  

“I don’t see anything wrong with it,” he responded. 

“You don’t? See that area near the top of the wall on the far side? You see the bubbling behind 

the walls? That’s water damage. If the wall has some water in it you can bet the ceiling does too. 

The whole place is a disaster,” Buzz said, uncharacteristically harshly. “I’m surprised it hasn’t 

come crashing down on us yet.”  

Nick suddenly felt defensive.  

“It’s not that bad, Buzz. I mean look how nice this office looks when you come in the door. It is 

neat, clean, well organized and looks professional.” 

“I have to agree, it looks nice to me,” Natassia added. Nick smiled widely at her and then felt 

guilty for it. He grabbed Lorna’s hand to show he was not flirting – not intentionally, anyway.  



“Yeah, it is okay for a place that has waterlogged ceilings and walls,” Buzz said again. 

Nick stood up and walked over to the walls.  

“That’s not water, that’s just blistered paint,” he decided.  

“It certainly could use painted then,” Lorna added.  

 

“Look, guys, it isn’t that bad! All we have to do is get her fixed up a little and a place like this 

will be with you to the day you die,” Nick said proudly.  

“Because it’s a deathtrap,” Buzz added sarcastically.  

“It…You have no imagination,” Nick said to Buzz.  

“I imagine that’s so,” Buzz answered.  

Nick decided to let the subject go, but he had warmed to the place, and even to the idea that they 

worked with the paranormal, something he did not think he ever believed in before.  

“I think we should try to find out what we did, er, do here,” Lorna commented, breaking the 

tension for a moment. 

“What difference does it make? It’s a bullshit job. We are probably committing fraud here. And 

the place is still a pile of crap. A health hazard disaster waiting to happen,” Buzz snapped again. 

He got up and walked away, into the back room. Buzz seemed particularly agitated about 

something.  

The others were silent for a moment. None understood his harsh remarks.  

“What do you suppose we hired him for?” Lorna wondered.  

“Public relations?” Natassia quipped.  

 

The confused companions wandered around the office looking for documents or anything that 

would indicate what types of work they had done at Paranormal Investigations. They did not find 

much. Most of the records had been carried to Lorna’s car, to be sorted at home. They did 

manage to find a ledger of payments to someone none of them had ever heard of before.  

 

“Look here,” Natassia spoke to the others, as she read through a black ledger.  

“What is it?” Nick asked. 

“It is a listing of payments to someone named Madam Rochelle, for services rendered,” Natassia 

answered.  

“We paid a madam for services rendered?” Nick questioned, raising one eyebrow over his deep, 

green eyes. 

Suddenly, Buzz was back in the room. “What was that about a madam and hiring her?” he asked. 

Lorna rolled her eyes. She was glad she was with Nick and not this irritating person named Buzz.  

 

“It seems we hired this Madam Rochelle on at least a dozen different occasions over the past 

year and one-half,” Natassia interpreted the written entries. They were in her handwriting.  

“So what did the madam do for us?” Nick was still curious about the title.  

“I don’t know, but I don’t think it is what you are thinking,” Natassia remarked. “If I remember 

about clairvoyants – “ she was interrupted.  

“Claira who?” Lorna was getting lost.  

“They are like psychics, aren’t they?” Nick asked Natassia. She looked at him, nodded and 

smiled a quick smile at Nick. He looked at her directly in the eyes and smiled back – a very 

familiar smile. She turned away, back to her ledger. Something about his gaze was so strong it 



unnerved her. She began feeling guilty over thoughts about the man. She was Buzz’s girlfriend, 

and she was not the cheating type. Why did his eyes make her feel so odd? 

“Yes, clairvoyants, psychics and the like sometimes use the title Madam. It could be we hired her 

for her psychic abilities,” Natassia explained.  

“Psychics? Come on, that sounds like something out of science fiction,” Buzz gruffly brushed off 

her idea. 

“We work at Paranormal Investigations, dear,” Natassia reminded him curtly.  

“That could be,” Nick agreed. “I wonder what our talents are?” he questioned. 

Buzz did not like the direction this was going. He wanted to get out of the place, find a nice 

restaurant, eat and drink and let their memories come back on a full stomach. All this talk of the 

paranormal and psychics frightened him a little.  

“Psychics, no I don’t like this. ‘Madam’ could be, you know, like a woman that runs a sexy 

business. Not psychics! I don’t like the idea of someone knowing what I’m thinking,” he 

announced. 

“No one likes the idea of knowing what you are thinking,” Lorna responded. 

 

Natassia rolled her eyes this time. The tension between Buzz and Lorna, and Buzz and Nick 

seemed intense, but artificial. The tension between her and Nick made her even more 

uncomfortable. What was it about him? 

 

 ### 

 

 

“I found something in this back office. And I think it’s mine,” Nick called out from the back 

room. The rest of the companions went back to see. 

“I found this in a locked drawer in my desk,” Nick said. He held up a loaded 9mm Glock pistol.  

“How do you know this is your desk?” Buzz questioned. 

Nick just pointed to a plaque on the desktop. “Nick Reese” it read.  

“Oh,” was all Buzz had to say. “Where did you get the key that unlocked that drawer?” 

Nick held out his keys. “One of them fit the lock.” 

“Well, then this must be your office, and your gun,” Buzz stated the obvious.  

“You think?” Lorna commented.  

“Why do you suppose we own a gun?” Natassia wondered. She did not like guns.  

“To shoot people,” Lorna offered logically, but unhelpfully.  

“I don’t know for sure,” Nick replied to Natassia. “It’s like a condom.”  

“Do you mind explaining that for those of us who don’t remember anything?” Natassia asked.  

“Well, it’s the same principle. I’d rather have one and not need it, than not have one and need it,” 

Nick explained.  

 

Buzz left Nick’s office without comment and wandered to the deepest depths of the back area of 

the building. This is where they had originally awakened. He realized they had gone out front 

soon as they were up and moving again, and none of them had really examined the area where 

they awoke. In the back corner, he found a crude desk that was designed for working with tools, 

not pens or pencils. Buzz smiled. He felt at home here. He looked around and many of the tools 

looked vaguely familiar.  



“This is my place,” he said. A feeling of calm washed over him, and some of this anxiety 

dissipated. He did belong here after all.  

Then he walked over to the other end of the back room, and noticed the strange device that was 

on a table. It looked like some kind of a generator.  

 

“Everyone! Please come back here,” he called out. Soon, the other three made their way to the 

back room, and the odd machine.  

“Wait. Didn’t we start out here?” Natassia asked. 

“Yeah. This is where we all were passed out. Or woke up. All of us, around this strange 

machine,” Buzz informed.  

 

Natassia was not good with machines. She even had trouble getting her electric toaster to work 

properly. She stayed back while Nick, Buzz and Lorna examined the strange looking contraption.  

“I think it is a generator of some type,” Buzz commented. Unlike Natassia, Buzz was good with 

machines. If anything had a motor, he had a basic understanding of it. This was more complex 

but he studied it. Nick was also curious, but he remembered very little – nothing about this 

particular machine. It was alien to him. Lorna was the most skilled with computers, robots, and 

machines, having come from a robotics laboratory as a child prodigy before joining Paranormal 

Investigations. She immediately guessed its purpose.  

“It is a generator. Not an electric generator though. See these coils, and this giant magnet under 

the chassis?” she pointed. “This is an electromagnetic generator, and a powerful one,” she 

informed them all.  

Buzz was duly impressed. He had taken Lorna for a nerdy, book-smart type. Not a woman who 

understood machines too. He began to reevaluate his opinion of her.  

“Why would we have this if we investigate the paranormal?” Natassia asked, standing a few feet 

away. 

“Damn good question,” Nick concurred. “This thing is bizarre,” he added.  

 

As they examined the machine, Lorna picked up a book nearby. It was written in German. She 

began reading from it, and not in English – but in perfect German.  

“Die EMPG 3000 ist ein leistungsstarkes Gerät Energieemission Verkauf nur an Unternehmen, 

die große Mengen von digital gespeicherten Informationen auf magnetischen Medien-Geräte, 

Festplatten, Flash-Laufwerke und Mikroprozessoren löschen müssen.  

 

“What’s she saying?” asked Natassia.  

“I don’t know!” Nick replied.  

“Who is this woman?!” Buzz said, alarmed.  

Nick felt his head spinning. He could not remember, but he felt like he was accustomed to being 

in control, or at least having some control. He felt he had no control over anything now. His 

girlfriend, whom he did not really remember, was speaking in German and he had no idea what 

she was saying. They did not know why they could not remember anything or why they worked 

with the paranormal. His head began to ache again.  

 

“Lorna! Stop reading. Please!” he commanded more than asked. Lorna stopped speaking and 

looked at him expectantly.  

“Yes? What’s wrong, love?” she asked.  



Natassia answered her instead.  

“You are speaking in German, I think,” Natassia informed her.  

“I am? I did not know I knew German. Although my grandfather was a German, that would not 

explain why I know German unless he taught it to me, but since he died when I was six, unless I 

was really good at languages, which some people are. I read an article once…” she intended to 

go on.  

“Lorna!” Nick snapped. “Okay. I’m lost. I’m angry, and I’m armed,” Nick remarked.   

“Do you want me to try speaking it in French instead?” Lorna offered helpfully, completely 

missing Nick’s point.  

“NO!” spoke three voices in unison.  

 

“So you can read German?” Nick managed to say, finally.  

“Yes, I guess I know German,” she admitted. Her big blue eyes shined from behind her glasses. 

She seemed blissfully unaware that Nick was not having a good time.  

“I take it the book you were reading is about the strange machine here,” Nick said, pointing to 

the EMPG machine.  

“Yes, it is. I know all about the EMPG 3000 now,” she exclaimed.  

“What does it say about the EMPG 3000?” Nick asked, his patience wearing thin.  

“Well, actually, it’s funny. It doesn’t,” she evaded.  

“What do you mean it doesn’t? You said it did,” Nick tried again.  

“Yes, I did say it did,” she admitted.  

“But it doesn’t?” Nick questioned.  

“In a way…” Lorna evaded answering again.  

“I have a gun,” Nick said patting his pocket that contained the Glock.  

 

 

 ### 

 

Lorna explained the meaning of what she read in German. She was not sure how she knew the 

language, she did not recall knowing it before, but then again, she did not recall much. It did not 

help them. It read: 

 

“The EMPG is a powerful energy emission device sold only to companies that need to erase 

large volumes of digitally stored information on magnetic media devices, hard drives, flash 

drives and microprocessors.” 

 

It went on further to warn users not to set the device too high. It read: 

“Do not turn the emitter up to maximum without taking the described precautions. If used on 

maximum setting, stand at least 30 feet away, and do not look directly at the EMPG 3000.”  

The companions were silent a moment. The warning was clear enough. What could happen to a 

person within range of the pulse was not made clear.  

 

“We did not wake up more than a couple of feet away from the thing,” Natassia remembered.  

“From that time on, we have had little to no memories. Maybe it erased more than just 

electromagnetic memory,” Buzz proposed.  



“The brain is largely a chemical version of electrical information transmission. A human version 

of electrical storage media, you might say,” Nick offered. He was not sure but he suspected he 

might have had a medical background. So did Natassia, it seemed.  

“If the acetyl choline receptors that transmits electro-chemical impulses from one neuron to 

another in the cells of the brain were disrupted, or interfered with by something like this 

machine, it could make us have trouble using our thoughts – our memories,” she added.  

“Great. We have brain damage. Permanently?” Buzz asked with concern. While he found some 

elements of his new unknown life intriguing, he did not wish to have to start over from scratch. 

He wanted to remember. They all did. 

“I don’t know,” she admitted.  

“Maybe things, the little things might help us,” Lorna mentioned cryptically.  

“Little things. Like what?” Buzz asked.  

“Sometimes machines need to be jumpstarted,” she explained her idea. “Or given a push to get 

going.”  

“So what do we do, attach jumper cables to our heads and run some electricity through them?” 

Buzz commented dryly.  

“Not electricity. But a stimulus might make them come back faster. If they can come back,” Nick 

added the last part with a frown.  

“I think they are coming back,” Natassia stated, giving them all some hope. She could not, would 

not explain how she knew this. She was too embarrassed. But she had memories of Nick – of 

intimacy with him, and they excited her, and shamed her at the same time. If her boyfriend really 

was Buzz, then she and Nick may have had an affair. She did not want to admit any of this 

because it was still very hazy. Every time her gaze met Nick’s, almost from the beginning, she 

was more and more convinced they had somehow been involved with each other.  

 

“How do you know that? Are you remembering things?” Nick asked, shaking her out of her 

daydreams again, and making her feel uptight.  

“No. Yes. I don’t know,” she lied.  

“Oh, great,” Buzz said. “Now we are taking advice from someone who doesn’t know what they 

know or know if what they know is something they knew but aren’t sure they know it at all,” he 

summarized.  

“What kind of stimulus?” Lorna asked. She directed her question at Nick and appeared to be 

flirting again. “We could go into private rooms and see if we remember,” she paused, 

suggestively tugging at her clothing, “…if we can recall how to get stimulated.”  

 

The suggestion was not unappealing to Nick. She was, he believed, his girlfriend. However, the 

way she offered the suggestion and the way she looked at him with her blue eyes made him feel 

slightly uncomfortable about it. He thought his girlfriend’s eyes were brown? 

“Hey, I like that idea!” Buzz said, reaching for Natassia’s arm, ready to pull her into a private 

room in the back where they often did interviews.  

Natassia flinched a little at his touch. She liked Buzz, but she wanted to remember him first, and 

not through a crash course of groping in the back office.  

“Maybe that wasn’t what Nick meant,” she offered as an excuse.  

“It was not what I meant,” he said. It took him off the hook with Lorna as well. When he noticed 

Natassia’s hesitation to be alone with Buzz, and her quick glance at him, his suspicions of a 



connection to her grew. He did not have a direct memory of being with her, as she had of him 

(which he did not know), but he felt some connection to her beyond simple lust or desire.  

“What then?” Lorna asked with disappointment. She wanted to have some fun. The loss of 

Lorna’s memory had opened up a whole new side to her personality. She could be flirtatious, and 

suggestively so.  

“I was thinking more mundane things – objects we might use around this office every day, might 

trigger memories,” Nick explained.  

“Then let’s get cracking on an object hunt,” Buzz commented. He wanted his memory back.  

 

The foursome spent the next hour searching desks, closets and their own clothing for anything 

that would help them remember things. They were not aware of it, but it was beginning to work. 

The memories came back with stealth, not with a grand flourish. They did not have a ‘Voila! 

Moment’.  

 

At one point Lorna began crying shortly after finding a small, carved marble elephant in her 

desk. She did not know why she was crying, but the elephant was the first small gift bought for 

her by her boyfriend, which she still believed was Nick. However, the first person she thought 

about when she found it was Buzz. She did not know why.  

 

Natassia had a similar moment of partial nostalgia when she discovered a small note in her purse, 

with the letters “IOU” written on them. The handwriting was also familiar. She kept it for some 

reason, and she began to think it was not from Buzz. The women were making progress, but the 

men were not as fortunate. Buzz merely found junk in his workplace – junk and tools. Nick 

found receipts, bills, and notes about work. Apparently, he did not keep knickknacks at work.  

 

After a while Nick and Buzz decided to take a break. They were exhausted from digging through 

all their stuff, and coming up empty in the memory department. They went to the front area and 

sat on the divan supplied for customers. They began to make small talk, but neither of them were 

very good at it. While they were busy chewing the fat, Lorna came over to Natassia while the 

two women were still in the back offices.  

 

“Natassia, could I speak to you in private for a minute?” Lorna asked.  

“Of course,” Natassia said. She followed Lorna to Nick’s back office where they felt they had a 

little more privacy. Once alone, she spoke to Natassia.  

 

“I wanted…” Lorna started but had trouble find her wording.  

“What is the matter, Lorna? Did something you found upset you?” Natassia asked with concern.  

“No, it is just hard to say. I remembered something I said, well, not so much said,” she started 

again, but was difficult to understand. “Something I did, actually, came back to me. It was 

something from earlier today, when we had our memories,” she explained.  

 

“I remembered it when I picked up this pen,” she said. She showed Natassia a standard, cheap 

pen, the type that was lying around the office. This one had teeth marks on it.  

“I’m afraid I don’t follow you,” Natassia remarked.  

“I don’t either, really,” Lorna admitted. “Somehow this pen reminded me of an argument we had 

before, when we had our memory. It was all my fault. I was treating you badly because I was 



mad at you about something,” she confessed, as a small tear ran down her cheek. It was clear this 

apology was difficult for Lorna.  

 

“Lorna, right now I’d be happy to remember an argument, so don’t worry, okay?” Natassia 

soothed. “Why were we fighting?” 

“I was jealous of the attention you were getting from my boyfriend,” Lorna admitted with some 

shame. A light flush of red came over her face.   

“From Nick?” Natassia sought clarification, and hit the mark.  

“That’s the other thing,” Lorna confessed. I was giving you hell about everything. Something 

about the files, we were arguing about the files and I was mad all because I thought you and he 

were…” Lorna said. She found it hard to go on. Natassia pressed on the identity of the boyfriend.  

“Involved?” Natassia completed it for her. Lorna nodded her head. “Was it Nick?”  

“No, it was Buzz,” Lorna revealed. “I don’t know how this is possible, since I woke up with 

Nick and you woke up with Buzz, but my memory of being jealous is clear. It was over Buzz,” 

Lorna explained. Again, a tear flowed down her cheek and she sobbed a little.  

“Are you upset because you are not with Nick or that we argued?” Natassia asked gently, as she 

comforted Lorna. 

“I’m just surprised I would be with Buzz, not upset. I am upset because I was so unfair to you for 

no reason at all. You are my best friend,” Lorna cried.  

 

 

 ###  

 

 

“The weather looks nice,” Buzz attempted more small talk. He and Nick had been talking for a 

good fifteen minutes, while the women were still in the back rooms.  

“I may not have all my memory,” Nick responded, “but I think the weather is exactly like this 

just about every day.” 

Buzz laughed at that. He sounded like the old Buzz. “Yeah. It is pretty much the same every day 

here,” he agreed. “It’s nothing like it is back home in Iowa. Hey, Nicky, you remember when we 

visited my parents at Halloween two years ago?” Buzz asked. Then he displayed a stunned look. 

“Now I do,” Nick admitted. “You, me and your girlfriend,” he remembered, even though the 

memory felt wrong.  

“Funny. I don’t remember Natassia being there,” Buzz decided. “You sure my girlfriend was 

there?”  

“I remember she tried to cook a Halloween dinner of Turkey and stuffing,” Nick said with a 

chuckle. Although they had the wrong woman – it was Lorna – their memory was at least 

starting to work. 

“Oh, yeah. I remember the turkey dinner. I don’t remember Nat being there,” Buzz concluded 

with concern.  

Both men felt uncertain about that part, but neither of them dared to suggest what they were both 

wondering. Maybe their girlfriends were not really their girlfriends. Regardless, the memories 

were pleasant to them. They both had smiles on the faces.  

“Hey, Nicky. I guess this means we have been friends for a very long time. I remember that you 

knew my parents already,” Buzz pointed out.  



“Yeah, we have been friends for a long time. I’m not sure how long, but it feels like a long time,” 

Nick said.  

The two friends fell into a silent reverie. They wanted to remember more, but they were pleased 

to have remembered this. It meant their memories were not erased, just lost. Invariably, Nick’s 

mind wondered back to Natassia, or “Nat” as Buzz sometimes called her. Nick quietly smiled at 

how much Natassia bristled at this shortening of her name. She did not like “Nat” at all.  

 

“Why would I remember that?” he whispered aloud.  

“Remember what? What did you remember?” Buzz asked. Nick avoided the question. 

“Where do you suppose the ladies are?” Nick asked.  

“I was wondering the same thing. Let’s go have a look,” he suggested. 

 

The two friends got up from the couch in the front of the office. It was early into the night now, 

and they had never attempted to leave Paranormal Investigations. They were not really sure what 

to do when they did leave, so they stayed inside.  

 

They walked to the swinging doors that lead to the back office, and had a direct view into Nick’s 

office, when the door was open. It was open. They looked in…and listened.  

 

 ###  

 

 

“Don’t fret about it, Lorna. You are still my friend,” Natassia comforted a weeping Lorna. Lorna 

was so distraught at the memory she had just recovered of fighting with Natassia earlier that day, 

that her crying was contagious. Natassia began to weep with her friend.  

“I’m sorry, Natassia. It’s very easy to get jealous with you,” Lorna added weeping.  

Natassia did not really understand the remark, but she understood Lorna was upset and regretful. 

“Why?” she asked. 

“Because you are so damn pretty,” Lorna admitted, crying.  

“So are you,” Natassia was reassuring. It made Lorna cry even more.  

“I love you, Natassia,” she sobbed.  

“I love you, too Lorna,” Natassia replied hugging her friend.  

It was a chick flick moment. The women were blissfully unaware that the men were witnessing 

the moment.  

Natassia had an idea. As the two women continued hugging and crying, and holding each other, 

Natassia whispered something into Lorna’s ear, turning her head to Lorna to do so. 

“Let’s not tell the boys we remember who are boyfriends really are, and see how long it takes 

them to figure it out,” Natassia confided into Lorna’s ear. Lorna stopped crying long enough to 

laugh, but the women remained in an embrace of comfort.  

 

 

 ###  

 

 

Nick’s jaw went slack. His mouth opened so far that a swarm of bees could have flown down his 

throat without ever touching his lips. He was beyond speechless. He could not remember words.  



 

Buzz’s reaction was worse. He had both his hands pressed to his temples. Both men saw and 

heard everything Lorna and Natassia said to each other since they walked back to the swinging 

door. Buzz felt his sanity, and his hope for life drain out of his ears. The same ears that heard the 

women pledge their love to each other. When Natassia turned her head to whisper something into 

Lorna’s ear, they appeared to witness her kiss Lorna on the side of her face; shortly after telling 

her she loved her.  

 

Nick let the swinging doors silently swing shut. The two men stood in the hallway outside the 

back room stunned. Simultaneously, they turned, glanced at each other, looked away just as 

quickly, and walked back to the divan.  

 

“I guess I know why I was having trouble remembering which one was really my girlfriend,” 

Buzz commented dryly. “Neither.”  

“Holy shit, I thought it was just me. I was convinced I knew – “ he started. 

“Natassia, right?” Buzz finished his thought. “Yeah. I’ve been having doubts she could really be 

my girlfriend for a while now. Plus, I kept having thoughts about Lorna,” Buzz said without 

emotion. Both men were too shocked to feel the sorrow of loss yet. They felt rejection and 

disappointment. They were both numb. They walked back to the sofa and sat, not looking at each 

other.  

 

“So they are lesbians,” Buzz concluded. His pronouncement hit Nick across the face like a slap 

from a very cold hand.  

“It can’t be,” he tried to deny what he had just witnessed. “She’s so beautiful,” he stated as if he 

had lost a beautiful arm or a leg. He imagined being beautiful precluded being lesbian.  

“They both are,” Buzz agreed as the men sat down, side by side, without ever looking at each 

other. “What a waste. For us,” he added.  

“I was so certain Natassia and I…” Nick did not finish his sentence. 

 

Then Buzz got a peculiar smile on his face. He turned to face Nick. 

  

“Then again, maybe they are both very generous bisexuals,” he added with a grin and a wink. 

Buzz wanted to believe that was possible. “You know, share and share alike,” he added.  

Nick looked at him oddly and with great suspicion.  

“Haven’t you ever watched ‘The L Word’? Buzz questioned. “Very hot lesbians can be 

bisexuals.” Buzz flicked his eyebrows up and down as if to suggest it was possible, and could be 

beneficial for them.  

Nick looked back at him, but did not see the humor. He did see the possibilities, but dismissed 

them immediately. No man was that lucky.  

 

Nick’s thoughts drifted from the understanding the women were lesbians, to the nature of his 

relationship to Buzz. He wondered if it might be similar.  

“Or maybe if they are together –“ Nick said, but was cut off.  

“I don’t think so,” Buzz stated flatly.  

“I didn’t finish. It is possible that you and I…” Nick started again. 

“What? No way,” Buzz responded with annoyance at what he felt was coming.  



“Well, if we are such good friends, and the women are together, maybe we…perhaps we are…” 

Nick was finding it hard to verbalize his thought.  

“Get the fuck out!” Buzz shouted. He scooted away from Nick on the divan as far as the sofa 

would allow.  

“I’m not saying I want it to be true,” Nick explained hastily. “I mean…I don’t find you 

attractive. At least I don’t now! But maybe I did?” he asked plaintively.  

“I’m goddamn attractive!” Buzz retorted. “Not to you,” he added.  

 

“I understand. I’m just saying it is possible,” Nick replied not letting go of his argument, despite 

his dislike of it.  

“Keep away from me,” Buzz replied. Nick looked at his friend. Buzz was on the very last inch of 

the sofa, and leaning as far away as possible while maintaining a sitting position. He was 

balanced on the last few molecules of the divan.  

 

“Not that there is anything wrong with it,” Nick felt a sudden need to be politically correct.  

“No, of course not,” Buzz quickly agreed. “It is fine and well – for others! I mean, not for me,” 

Buzz stumbled over his panic.  

“Well not for me either,” Nick felt a need to explain. “At least not now. Maybe we changed 

when we lost our memory. Maybe we have grown apart now that our memory has been changed. 

Maybe we were…” Nick was searching for an argument, not to convince Buzz, but to convince 

himself that it had been “OK” to have been gay before, and not now.  

 

“Maybe you should shut up with the maybes before I find my power tools,” Buzz said.  

Nick looked away and stared at the ceiling.  

“I knew you never really cared,” Nick said in exasperation confounded by mass confusion.  

Buzz looked at him and stood up.  

“I’m going for a walk,” he insisted.  

“You are going outside? At night and you don’t remember where to go?” Nick asked. “Typical.” 

“Of course I am…not,” Buzz amended. “I’m going to walk around the front office here, like real 

men do,” he muttered and began pacing the floors.  

Nick took out a tissue and dabbed his eyes. “You can be so cruel.” 

 

 

 ### 

 

 

Another few minutes passed before the women came out of the back room. Their mood was the 

exact opposite of the men. Natassia and Lorna were laughing and cheerful. They seemed at 

peace, as if something important had been resolved. Nick and Buzz were the exact opposite. 

Buzz was agitated, and irritable, while Nick was sullen. The women noticed it right away.  

 

“What’s up with you two,” Natassia broke the ice. “Why so quiet?”  

Buzz mumbled something about Nick pouting, and Nick seemed unwilling to look at either the 

women, or Buzz. The more Nick had thought about being gay once, and perhaps still being gay 

but not wanting to admit it, the more he began displaying gay behavior. He refused to look at 

anyone and acted hurt or offended.  



 

“Buzz?” Lorna asked. “What’s going on?” 

 “I’ll talk to you in the back room,” he replied. “Not in front of him,” he rudely added motioning 

to Nick.  

“I don’t know how I could have been with someone so heartless,” Nick muttered quietly. No one 

heard him.  

 

 

Lorna went to the back to talk to Buzz. Natassia stayed out in the front with Nick. It was difficult 

for her, too. She clearly remembered that she and Nick were lovers now, but she did not 

remember exactly how they had been with each other in private. Did they talk about things like 

this? Was Nick the strong, silent type who did not talk about emotions, or was he open? She 

looked at him pouting, and decided to try to talk to him.  

 

“What’s wrong, Nick?” she asked with concern.  

“Nothing,” he answered in a manner that meant ‘everything’.  

“Maybe I can help” she coaxed.  

“I doubt it,” Nick replied feeling self-pity. He felt rejected by his girlfriend, now that he knew 

she was a lesbian – both of his ‘girlfriends! He felt equally rejected by his ex-partner, Buzz. Or 

so he assumed. The idea that he had been gay had been toying with his mind ever since he tried 

to convince Buzz of the possibility. Now he started to display a different personality than the one 

Natassia was familiar with, even if vaguely.  

“Is it Lorna? Are you mad at your girlfriend?” she asked, still pretending to let Nick think Lorna 

was with him. She did not realize anything else had transpired in her absence.  

“No,” was all he offered for an answer. But the voice he used to say it was almost effeminate, not 

at all like Nick’s usual voice. Natassia began to get concerned. This was not what she expected.  

 

 

 ### 

 

 

“What’s wrong Buzz?” Lorna asked him when they got to the back room to have some privacy.  

“Apparently, everything,” Buzz replied.  

“I don’t understand,” Lorna said. “Did you and Nick have a fight?”  

“You could say that,” Buzz added with a sarcastic laugh.  

“Aw, over me?” Lorna asked. She was touched. She imagined they had been arguing over who 

had been with her, since perhaps they both thought they were.  

“Pfft! Not since we saw you making it with your girlfriend,” Buzz replied.  

“My girlfriend?” Lorna repeated not yet understanding. “What happened again?”  

“We saw you two getting all lezzy with each other and were surprised to say the least,” Buzz 

blurted out. “Then he tries to convince me that he was my boyfriend.”  

“I was getting Leslie? And Nick what? Wants to be your boyfriend?” Lorna was confused and 

frightened. While she and Natassia were sorting out their differences, the men had apparently 

crashed and melted down.  

“He said if you two were like that, then maybe we were together too,” Buzz explained, or tried to 

explain.  



“Boyfriends? Lovers?” Lorna was catching on, but not understanding.  

“Yeah, OK. You don’t have to rub it in. I don’t think so anyway. I’m not wired like that. I didn’t 

think he was either,” Buzz responded.  

“Oh, my God,” Lorna replied. “What did you do to him to make him so depressed?” she asked.  

“I shot him down,” he answered.  

“You wounded him?” Lorna asked, taking it literally.  

“He’ll get over it!” Buzz replied with discomfort and irritation.  

 

 

 ### 

 

 

 

“Nick, please talk to me. I don’t know what happened but something has clearly upset you,” 

Natassia said in perfect understatement.  

“You open your heart to people and they just step on it,” Nick said. Then he very 

uncharacteristically, put his hands over his eyes and appeared to sob, or be very distraught. The 

way he did it reminded Natassia of something she might do, not Nick. She began to get very 

anxious.  

“Nick, if you are upset because you thought you were in love with Lorna and now you know you 

are not, I might be able to help explain that,” she offered.  

“I’m not in love with Lorna!” Nick said, removing his hands from his face.  

“Oh, good, you know then,” Natassia remarked. She was about to breathe a sigh of relief.  

“I’m in love with Buzz,” he informed her. He put the hands back over his face.  

“Buzz?!” Natassia gasped. She was dumbfounded.  

“But he’s not gay anymore, so he doesn’t care about me,” Nick said in misery. His confused 

mind had accepted that if Natassia and Lorna were lesbians, then he and Buzz must be gay 

lovers. It so shocked his fragile memory, that he began acting like a hurt lover. Buzz’s rude 

behavior toward him only added fuel to the fire of misunderstanding.  

“Nick, you are NOT Gay and neither is Buzz. Something is playing tricks on your mind,” 

Natassia grasped at straws.  

“Denial is the first stage,” Nick wept through his hands as he spoke.  

“No, no, that’s not what I mean,” she insisted. Nick just kept talking about people breaking other 

people’s hearts. 

“You are not gay, because you are my boyfriend!” she finally shouted at him. 

Nick stopped weeping like a woman for a minute, removed his hands from his face and looked at 

Natassia.  

“You lesbians are so mean,” he simply said before hiding his face in his hands again. 

“Lesbians? Me?” Natassia was losing her mind, or she felt as if she was.  

“My God, you have another personality in there,” she said feeling frantic. She knew this was not 

the real Nick. Even though her memory of him was still cloudy, she remembered some of it. This 

was not the man she knew.  

“I need help. Stay here,” he instructed and went to the back room.  

“Sure, you leave me too.” Nick mumbled.  

 

 



 ### 

 

 

While Natassia had been talking to ‘gay Nick’, Lorna and Buzz had made a breakthrough. Lorna 

managed to explain to him that she and Natassia were hugging and saying, “I love you” in a 

friend way, not in a lover way. It took some time for Buzz to accept it, but gladly, he eventually 

did. He was much more accepting of the idea that she and he had been lovers, not he and 

Natassia.  

“I sort of started to figure that out toward the end,” he admitted.  

“Are you disappointed?” Lorna asked. She was afraid he might say yes, but she wanted to know. 

“Not at all. I kept thinking about you the longer we were exploring. Little things reminded me of 

my girlfriend, and it wasn’t Natassia that I was remembering. It took me a while to accept it!” 

Buzz explained much to Lorna’s relief. She was not entirely sure she believed he was not 

disappointed in some small way. He had been so ecstatic about having Natassia as his girlfriend 

in the beginning. But she was also confused and desired Nick. She could not be mad at him for 

doing something similar.  

 

“Natassia told me you would not be disappointed when you remembered,” she gushed. “I wish 

she was here now to hear this.”   

Natassia suddenly walked into the back room, startling both Buzz and Lorna.  

“Natassia, you are here,” Lorna stated.  

“I wish I had a billion dollars,” Lorna wished again.  

Natassia looked at her curiously.  

“Just testing,” she said by way of explanation. No one else understood.  

 

“Buzz, what happened between you and Nick? He thinks he is gay and that you have rejected 

him,” Natassia blurted out.  

“Believe me, I know. He was getting worse and worse, like he was turning gay right in front of 

me,” Buzz informed her. “He got the idea when we saw you two making out in the back room,” 

Buzz added.  

“They thought we were lesbian lovers,” Lorna explained with a smile at Natassia. Natassia was 

not smiling. She was seriously concerned about Nick’s state of mind.  

 

“That’s why he said I was a lesbian,” she realized. “It must have broken his frail memory.  

 

“He won’t believe me. Lorna, I told him the truth, I couldn’t keep it from him, seeing him that 

upset. He didn’t believe me when I said he and I were lovers,” Natassia said. “I need your help.” 

 

 

 ### 

 

 

Like a small intervention, the three friends sat on the floor in a semi-circle around Nick. They 

talked to him for almost a half an hour before he began to believe them. He had completely lost 

himself in his gay persona.  

“He’s almost there,” Lorna whispered to Natassia. “I think he wants to believe us now.” 



“He needs some kind of final push,” Natassia whispered back. She was trying to figure out what 

that could be. Buzz overheard them.  

“Um, man here. I know what will work,” he said.  

“Nick, look you are my friend and you are not gay. Believe me I would have figured that out 

long before now if you were,” he spoke to Nick. Nick looked at him and made a faint smile. He 

now believed they were telling him the truth. He needed to convince himself. When he did not 

respond, Buzz tried what he called the ‘carpet-bombing’ method.  

“Don’t get mad, Lorna. I kept this at work in this drawer for just such an occasion,” he lied. Buzz 

went over to the spare desk, and unlocked a secret drawer. He withdrew a magazine for men that 

featured a lot of pictures of women lounging around in little to nothing at all.  

“A porn magazine?” Natassia was dubious and a little offended.  

“He calls them ‘art magazines’,” Lorna informed her. “I threw a few out at his apartment.”  

“Here Nicky, take a look,” Buzz said opening the magazine to one of his favorite centerfolds.  

“You see there? Boobs, legs, ass, all that a red-blooded man needs to remember he is not gay,” 

Buzz said, trying to be helpful. He was not. Natassia got angry and threw the magazine across 

the room, and Nick appeared completely disinterested.  

“So much for the carpet-bombing approach,” Lorna pointed out.  

“We still have the K-bomb,” Buzz replied with confidence.  

“Don’t you mean H-bomb?” Lorna asked.   

“No, ‘K’,” he insisted. “Natassia, kiss him. And kiss him like you haven’t seen him in months,” 

Buzz instructed again. “We will give you two some privacy.”  

 

Buzz and Lorna walked to the back room again, leaving Nick alone with Natassia. She felt odd 

trying to kiss a man she barely remembered, and one who might think he was gay as well.  

“I hope Buzz knows what he is talking about,” Natassia said. “I want my Nick back. No 

offense,” she apologized to this version of Nick.  

“None taken,” Nick replied. “But it won’t work,” he insisted. 

Natassia ignored him. She leaned toward him, inclined her head, and put her lips on Nick’s lips. 

She kissed him gently at first, then harder. Whether it was all the stress they had been through 

that day, or her returning memories, the kiss was more intense than she was expecting. She 

kissed him as long as she could, before coming up for air. When she removed her lips from his 

she was surprisingly aroused herself.  

“I don’t know if that did anything for you, but it sure worked for me,” she whispered.  

Nick looked like he had just awakened from a sleep. He blinked his eyes several times, and then 

stared at her.  

“Wow,” was his only response.  

 

“I can’t believe it was that simple. Everything I read said you can’t “cure” being gay,” Natassia 

marveled.  

“Maybe it is because I am not really gay. I was lost,” Nick said, sounding like ‘the old Nick’ 

again.  

“Are you sure it worked? No residual gayness in there?” Natassia asked joking, but also curious 

to know.  

Nick looked down at his pants, and motioned to a distinctive bulge.  

“I’m sure,” he replied wryly and with a smile.  



Natassia giggled at the sight, but was greatly relieved. The kiss also helped her remember more 

about their relationship. She intended to recommend it to Lorna, if they had not already tried it.  

“Good. Because if it took you any longer to hit your bottom, I was going to kick it,” she 

commented.  

 

 

 ### 

 

 

 

Having recovered some of their personalities and memories, the foursome could not stop talking. 

Each time one of them remembered an event and told it to the others, they others also began to 

remember it. It excited them, and made them feel hopeful that the mental blindness was slowly 

going away. They decided to compare memories. They were not always the same. 

 

They returned to the front office and sat, Indian-style on the ground in a rough circle, and talked 

deep into the night.  

 

“Oh, I have one,” Natassia began. “It was when we were hired to steal Akiko the robot from that 

place…” she struggled to recall the company name.  

“Robochem!” Lorna reminded her. “Great name. Bad company. I spent many years there,” she 

also recalled.  

“That’s the one,” Natassia said.  

 

Natassia gave her account of an incident … 

 

 

“Nick and I were trying to get past this guard. He was just this tiny, little weekend rent-a-cop of 

a guy that guarded the room that led to Vince,” she started to tell her version of events.  

 

The way Natassia remembered the account was that Nick brashly instructed her to take her 

clothes off and stroll past the guard in nothing more than her panties and high heels. She did it, 

but was not happy about it.  

 

“I think the little guard was so scared when he saw me walking down the hall half-dressed that 

he was following me to arrest me when he got me outside,” she joked. Although she did not 

understand it, the memory was making her angry. She felt like she was being used as a sexual 

object to further Nick’s goal of getting to the robot.  

“On the top of all that humiliation, Nick really enjoyed my embarrassment,” she commented, a 

little upset.  

“He wouldn’t stop staring at me either! I never felt so exploited in my life.” 

Nick shook his head. He did not remember it that way.  

“Not true,” he countered.  

“Oh, it is too,” she replied. “You couldn’t stop looking at me,” she reminded him.  



“I’m don’t disagree with that. It wasn’t for the reason you think,” he said. “We had only met a 

couple months before, and I was always staring at you. No matter what you were wearing,” he 

explained.  

“No, this time was different. I was just a lust object for you that day,” she maintained.  

“I was not enjoying your embarrassment, I was enjoying the sight,” he admitted.  

 

 

Nick offered his version of the same incident… 

 

 

In Nick’s version, the guard was close to six and one-half feet tall, armed and seriously scary.  

 

“As Natassia said, we were trying to get past the guy, and he was guarding this room that we 

needed to get past,” Nick explained.  “I actually tried another ploy first,” he added. “I found a 

costume of a delivery man, and tried to take fake packages past the door he was guarding. But as 

I approached the door, he pulled out his gun and threatened to shoot me if I took another step,” 

Nick explained.  

“He did not,” she interrupted.  

“You told your flawed version. Would you let me tell the truth without the interruptions, please,” 

Nick asked politely.  

Buzz and Lorna laughed. It was fun to see Nick and Natassia so at odds over something that had 

nothing to do with them, for once. Natassia suppressed an urge to tell Nick were he could stick 

her “flawed” version, but she let him continue.  

“After I came back out of the hallway, we came up with a new plan,” Nick explained.  

 

Natassia raised an eyebrow. 

“Okay, I came up with a new plan,” he corrected. “The guard was this big, tough looking guy,” 

Nick defended his version.  

“Yeah, a big, tough version of Barney Fife,” Natassia interrupted.  

Nick gave her a look.  

“Did I deconstruct your narrative?” he asked.  

“All right. Go on with your version of the truth,” she relented. 

“He was big, and since my excellent plan did not work, I had to think quickly. Natassia had a 

white lab dress on, Nick accurately recalled. He would never forget the next part. 

“So I suggested we make some minor alterations on the dress,” he said. “I found a pair of 

scissors, and we cut the dress up an inch or so – “ he was explaining.  

“More like 8 inches,” Natassia corrected.  

“Honey,” Nick implored. 

“Well, get it right,” she laughed. “It was so short that if I were to bend over or dare to sit, I’d be 

giving a free show to anyone looking,” she informed. 

“I remember that skirt,” Buzz said. “When you came down the hall looking for us,” Buzz added.  

 

“You remember her skirt from two years ago,” Lorna asked, incredulously.  

“It was the sort of thing you don’t forget,” Buzz explained, making it worse.  

“And why is that?” Lorna questioned. 

 



“Can I finish my story?” Nick interjected into a growing jealously dispute between Buzz and 

Lorna. It was nothing new he now remembered.  

“Sorry, Nicky. I didn’t think it would cause an uproar,” Buzz said. “But it was memorable,” he 

added with a small chuckle. Lorna frowned.  

 

“Anyway…”  

“It was a skirt, not your underwear,” Nick corrected.  

“Panties,” Natassia corrected. “Men wear underwear.”  

“Fine, but it was your lab skirt,” Nick maintained.  

 

“I made it a little sexier so that the big security guard would be tempted to follow her back out 

when he stopped her from going down the hall,” Nick continued. “Of course, the way Natassia 

started walking in that skirt, an alien from Venus would have followed her,” he mentioned.  

“You told me to make sure he noticed me,” she explained, feeling a little defensive of her 

exaggerated walk.  

“Unless he was brain dead, or maybe gay, he would have noticed you without the walk,” Nick 

said a little jealously. He got up an imitated her hip-swivel walk with extreme exaggeration. He 

looked very odd doing it. Buzz and Lorna laughed so hard their faces started to hurt.  

“I guess you would know about the gay part now,” Natassia countered in jest. Nick did not take 

it that way and glared at her.  

“I was joking,” she explained. “Sorry,” she added sincerely. She made a mental note not to joke 

with him about his “gay episode” for a long time.  

“When they came out of the hall, I tackled the big man and we fought for a few minutes. I won,” 

Nick concluded with a smile.  

“You hit him over the head with something! He never even saw you,” Natassia exclaimed.  

“Maybe. But the plan worked,” Nick added defensively.  

“And then you kept staring at me for the next few hours,” she remarked. Her remark was not a 

criticism, however. She laughed when she said it. As they talked about it, her opinion of the shirt 

incident migrated from an exploited woman tragedy, to a minor irritation that actually had the 

benefit of making Nick mad with lust for her.  

“But it did work,” he said again.  

“Yes, it did. And that weekend your got your reward when I wore the miniskirt for you at your 

house,” she added with a laugh. Nick remembered that too, now. They all laughed at the 

absurdity of it all. It was great to have memories again.   

 

 

 

I remember something I want to share,” Lorna spoke when the laughing died down.  

“Uh, oh,” Buzz commented.  

“Remember when we all went to visit Buzz’s parents at Halloween last year?” she asked.  

“Two years ago,” Buzz reminded her.  

“Was it that long ago? It seems like last year,” Lorna commented.  

“I don’t remember that,” Natassia said, feeling a little left out.  

“That’s because you took that house-sitting job. You remember, that thing, the man-creature that 

lived in the attic?” Nick prompted.  



“Oh, yes,” Natassia recalled. It was one of her first memories: that and nearly becoming a dead 

love-slave sex doll for a demented psycho. She shivered a little at both memories. She was 

surprised she was not constantly in therapy.  

“Go on, Lorna,” Natassia said.  

“On the way there, we stopped at this costume store to pick out Halloween costumes,” she 

remembered. “I was admiring this sexy witch costume, but I did not think it would look right on 

me.” 

“It looked right,” Buzz replied with a smile.  

“But he did not tell me he bought it for me, and surprised me with it as a gift at his parents house, 

on Halloween,” she said. “If I remember, Nick thought I looked pretty hot in it too,” Lorna said 

proudly.  

“You saw Lorna in her sexy witch costume?” Natassia asked. This was the first she ever heard of 

this. “And you enjoyed seeing that, huh?” she asked, raising both her long eyebrows over her 

eyes, inquisitively.  

“She tried it on that the costume store. She asked everyone what they thought of it, including 

strangers,” Nick defended his comment.  

“I’m sure,” Natassia said. She filed this new memory away for future discussion.  

 

“We were sleeping in separate beds because it was his parents home, after all,” Lorna explained. 

“But one night, Buzz sneaked into my room and asked me to put on the sexy witch costume,” 

Lorna beamed.  

“That’s not how it happened,” Buzz disagreed.  

“Yes it is, dear,” Lorna dismissed his attempt at correction.  

“Then he nearly ravaged me. The room was right next to his parent’s room. He made so much 

noise they came to see what was going on!” Lorna laughed.  

“Do you still have the costume?” Natassia asked. Nick had given her one too, but it got ripped 

the first time he took it off of her.  

“No. I did for a while. It just wore out,” Lorna giggled.  

“I’ve been looking for a new one,” Buzz admitted. “It’s almost that time of year again.”  

“You did get caught if my memory is working correctly,” Nick added to the conversation. 

 

“Yeah, we did! And she is telling it all wrong,” Buzz insisted.  

“I am not! You couldn’t wait to have your way with me,” she insisted.  

“That part might be true,” Buzz agreed, “But the rest is wrong.” 

 

 

Buzz told his version… 

 

“I was forced to sleep in the basement, because my parents did not have enough rooms for 

Nicky, Lorna and me. Nick and I were sharing the basement, and Lorna got the one guest room. 

One night, Lorna was waiting for me in the basement when I came down.”  

 

“I remember that part,” Nick agreed. “She wanted to give you a surprise, so she asked me to 

switch rooms with her.”  

“That’s not true. Buzz came to my room and insisted I wear it,” Lorna maintained her story.  



“It’s a male conspiracy of lies, Lorna,” Natassia took Lorna’s side. “The men always like to 

make it sound like we are the ones out of control,” she laughed. She still was not completely sure 

Nick’s version of her story was correct.  

 

“All I can tell you, and I’m certain of this because I was so surprised, is that Lorna was waiting 

for me – already dressed in that tiny costume – when I came down to sleep for the night. She 

seduced me…” Buzz was interrupted.  

“That’s not how it happened!” Lorna protested loudly. But as Buzz continued to tell the story, 

her memory changed and she turned bright red.  

“Sure it is, babe,” Buzz said. “Do you remember you tried to take my shirt off, got my arms 

tangled in the shirt with my hands over my head, and my parents came down that steps at that 

moment and thought you were in a dominatrix outfit?” He explained. “I had to shout to them to 

leave us alone.” 

Lorna shifted uncomfortably. It did sounds familiar to her. Somehow she remembered Buzz 

being the aggressor, and she preferred it that way.  

“Maybe. I guess,” she replied softly. “I was sure you ravaged me.”  

“Oh, I did after they left. For an hour, I think,” he laughed.  

“It was more like 10 minutes,” Lorna whispered loudly to Natassia. 

“Hey!” Buzz objected. “Thirty minutes, at least,” he said. Buzz looked to Lorna to confirm that, 

hoping she would.  

“As long as you ravaged me, and not the other way around, I’ll remember it as an hour,” she 

negotiated.  

“Deal,” Buzz answered.  

 

 

Nick was about to relate one of his recent memories, when he heard a strange banging sound.  

 

“Did you hear that?” he asked the companions.  

“A car outside, maybe?” Natassia guessed.  

 

BANG. BANG. BANG.  

The thuds were so loud it startled them all.  

 

Whack, bang, thud! Then it was silent for a few seconds.  

 

“What the hell?” Buzz asked.  

“It’s not coming from outside,” Natassia replied, her face pressed up against the glass in the front 

of the office.  

’Bang, bang, bang’ came another set of loud noises.  

“It sounds like the roof or the attic,” Nick suggested.  

After a moment of silence – the companions huddled nervously together in center of the room – 

came a new sound. It was something like a metal being dragged on the roof or floor of the attic.  

 

“GHOSTS!” Lorna cried out, loudly. “Ghost chains! We are being haunted by the ghosts we 

probably killed,” she added. She grabbed for Buzz, who held her tightly. Natassia also went to 

Nick’s side and held him.  



“Killed ghosts?” Nick questioned. “How? Wait. I mean, that’s not possible, is it?”   

“We do work with the paranormal,” Natassia added fuel to the fire. “What else could it be in the 

middle of the night?” 

Nick did not want to believe any of it. But the rest started to panic, which made Nick feel like 

panicking too. All four of them let out a small shriek of terror and began to run around the office, 

looking for a place to hide.  

“Wait. Stop!” Nick finally shouted after several hectic minutes.  

 

Bang! Thump, thump, bang. The sounds continued, even more regularly.  

“It can’t be ghosts,” he told them. “They are incorporeal.”  

“I don’t care if they have a corporation with tax deductions in the Cayman Islands. I don’t plan 

on waiting,” Buzz began to panic.  

“No. I mean ghosts are immaterial, insubstantial. They can’t hit things like this,” Nick clarified.  

“That’s true,” Natassia agreed. “This can’t be from ghosts, unless we have the wrong idea about 

what ghosts are.” 

“You mean to tell me your are not frightened?” Lorna asked Natassia.  

“Oh, no. I’m scared as shit. I just don’t think it could be ghosts,” Natassia explained.  

“I’m not scared,” Nick said with a little deception. He was concerned and worried.  

“Good for you,” Buzz replied. “An hour ago, ‘Gay Nick’ would have been under that table 

crying,” Buzz quipped.  

Nick looked at his friend with a mix of amusement and disgust. “Why don’t we find out what it 

is,” Nick said.  

“How? Go up into the attic?” Natassia asked aghast.  

“It’s better than hiding in the closet,” Nick stated. Buzz had suggested that as an alternative.  

 

As the foursome debated how to handle their new crisis, the sounds began to change from 

banging, to the sound of a machine running.  

 

Whir. Whir. 

“That sounds like a drill,” Buzz commented.  

“A really big, fucking drill,” Nick added.  

“Ghosts can’t use a drill,” Lorna admitted.  

Then Buzz remembered the last movie he had seen on television: Dawn of the Dead, a walking 

dead movie. 

“No, but Zombies can!” he shouted, nearly in a panic. “They are cutting the ceiling off to come 

in and eat us!” 

Lorna screamed. Natassia reflexively whimpered and grabbed onto Nick.  

“There are no such thing as zombies!” Nick tried to maintain control.  

“How do you know? You can’t even remember where you live!” Buzz pointed out and then hid 

under a desk with Lorna.  

“No! Everyone stop for a minute,” Nick tried to remain calm. “I’ve got this gun so I can protect 

us. Please, everybody try to be calm and remain civil, all right? Panic and incivility won’t help us 

figure out what is going on,” he instructed. The Nick of old was trying to maintain control.  

“Shooting a zombie won’t hurt it. They are already dead,” Lorna informed them from under a 

desk.  

“You have to shoot them in the head,” Buzz explained. He was hiding next to Lorna.  



“I’m going to look in the back room to see if we have a ladder,” Nick spoke to Natassia. She was 

getting very upset. Nick noticed it. “Here, take the gun. It’s loaded,” Nick instructed.  

“If anyone comes in, shoot them,” he said calmly.  

“Remain civil?” Natassia questioned his conflicting instructions.  

“Politely,” he answered.  

 

 

 ### 

 

From outside the front windows at Paranormal Investigations, the panicked companions were 

being observed. Marko had some doubts about his orders from Deaver Thompkins.  

 

He had been instructed at the last minute to let the “bug people” install their spy cameras and 

recording equipment instead of executing them as Marko desired. Marko assumed that 

Thompkins now preferred to spy on the group for a while (Deaver always loved spy technology) 

rather than finish them off while he had the chance. And did he ever have a chance! Marko was 

not clear what happened to the companions of Paranormal Investigations, but he could clearly 

see they had lost their minds. They were nothing like the professionals he had observed hours 

earlier.  

 

The two he had tried kill on that mountainside, the woman named Natassia and the man known 

as Nick, were running around in panic and arguing with the other two. Or perhaps it was the 

other way around. Either way, they appeared frightened of the espionage people, who were busy 

installing cameras and other things in the attic and ceilings over their office.  

 

“This is the perfect opportunity,” he murmured. “They won’t have a chance if they are frightened 

like that.”  

 

The noise from the “bug people” would also cover the sounds of his gun, if he felt the need to 

use his gun. He always preferred his stiletto whenever possible. Marko flicked his stiletto knife 

open and shut as he watched the mass confusion inside. He decided to ignore his orders. He 

would just tell Tompkins that the bug people made too much noise, and one of Paranormal 

people them discovered them – so he had to go in and kill them. 

 

“Yes, that will work fine. He will never know,” Marko said.  

 

He waited until all of them disappeared into the back room, and began picking the lock to the 

front door. It was a good lock, but locks did not present much of a problem for a master thief and 

assassin, like Marko.  

 

While the four companions were in the back looking for ladders and flashlights to investigate the 

noises, Marko slipped in the front door and hid in the restroom. He waited for the right moment. 

He always loved the hunt as much as the kill.  

 

 ### 

 



 

 

When Nick went to the back storage area to find a ladder, flashlight, and anything else that might 

help them, he expected them to stay out front. That’s why he left the 9mm Glock with Natassia. 

Instead, she followed him to the back, and soon, Buzz and Lorna did the same thing.  

 

The drilling had died down some, but there were still sounds of people – or something – walking 

around on the roof. Buzz decided to come out from the desk to assist Nick, even though he 

wanted to hide. Since he was there, Nick accepted his help gladly. Nick turned to Natassia and 

Lorna, who were holding each other for support.  

“Maybe you two should wait back here,” Nick advised to Lorna and Natassia. They agreed. Nick 

forgot about the gun. 

 

“Here, take this flashlight,” he spoke to Buzz as he handed him one.  

“So you think this might scare them off?” Buzz questioned, skeptically.  

“What? Zombies? No, I don’t. But it might scare off burglars or whomever it is walking around 

up there,” Nick explained. “They probably don’t believe anyone is down here this time of night.” 

Nick took a ladder off a hook on the wall, and started to walk to the front. He used the ladder to 

push the swinging doors ajar, then pushed the ladder between the doors to keep it open as he 

passed through them. Buzz followed.  

 

 

Marko peeked out of the restroom door, which was slightly ajar. He saw the bigger man carrying 

a ladder, and the other man following him. Marko waited for them to separate.  

 

Nick walked to side of the front room, near the restroom. He positioned the ladder under a small 

panel in the ceiling. He understood it to lead up to the attic, but had never opened it before. From 

what he remembered when they rented the office, there was nothing up there but insulation, and 

the owner did not want the tenants getting injured by going up there. Nick had to chance it. He 

took out a small screwdriver and began to pry the panel loose.  

 

As he was working, Buzz walked around the front shining the flashlight out the windows, hoping 

to see something. The glass worked like a mirror on the flashlight, however, and reflected the 

light back at him, blinding him for a second. Much as he did not want to walk outside, it was the 

only to see if anything was out front.  

 

“Nicky, I’ll be right back. I’m going to take a quick walk around the front. Maybe I can see the 

roof from down here,” Buzz informed Nick.  

“Good thinking. Be careful,” Nick replied.  

 

Buzz walked to the front door.  

 

“Shit,” Marko whispered in the restroom. He was still peeking out the restroom door. He saw 

Buzz walking to the front door. He had not bothered to relock it. “I guess I’ll be putting my plan 

into gear a little early.” 

 



Buzz tugged on the front door, expecting it to be locked. But it opened easily. Buzz smiled. All 

that time they were hiding and the door was unlocked. Then he grew suspicious. “Why was it 

open,” he wondered. In the reflection of the window of the partially opened front door, Buzz saw 

a man stealthily working his way toward Nick on the ladder.  

“Nicky, look out!” Buzz cried out. It was too late.  

Marko pushed the ladder hard, causing Nick and the ladder to fall to the ground. Nick landed on 

his side hard, and gasped for air. He heard his bones crack as the wind was knocked out of him.  

 

Buzz turned around and saw Marko standing there. He had a dark hood over his face, and he was 

dressed in black clothing. He looked like a ninja, except he had very expensive Italian shoes on.  

In Marko’s right hand was a shiny, sharp blade. The man in black held the blade out in front as 

he advanced on Buzz. Buzz did not move much until the man got close. Then he turned the 

flashlight on directly in the eyes holes of the black facemask on the intruder.  

 

Marko winced, and put his left hand up in front of his eyes. It took a few seconds for his vision 

to come back, and just as it did, Buzz flashed the light into his eyes again. Marko backed off and 

took a defensive position. He underestimated the smaller man. He was not large, but he was 

clever. He fought dirty, like Marko. Buzz repeated this flashing several times until Marko began 

waving the knife in the air just before his vision returned. Buzz had to be more cautious. While 

the intruder was blinded for a second, Buzz ran over to Nick, and helped him to his feet. Nick 

held his side painfully. He thought he had broken ribs. He did not have time to dwell on it.  

 

“He’s got a knife and looks like he knows how to use it,” Buzz whispered to Nick, not wanting 

to give the man in black their location. Nick and Buzz then moved to the other side of the room. 

Nick quickly understood he could not fight in his condition. He reached for his Glock, and 

remembered giving it to Natassia.  

“Get Natassia, she has the gun,” Nick advised Buzz.  

“No, Nicky, not this time. You are more injured than I am. This guy is dangerous, but I’m still 

quicker. I’ll avoid him while you get her,” Buzz instructed. Nick wanted to argue the point, but 

then Buzz tapped him on his injured side.  

“Ow!” Nick exclaimed as quietly as he could.  

“Sorry, but you see what I mean. I’ll keep him busy. I just hope he doesn’t have a gun,” Buzz 

said. “Go!” 

 

Fighting was not a normal activity for the crew of Paranormal Investigations. However, it was 

not something that they took for granted either, especially the men. Nick and Buzz got together 

nearly every weekend to have self-defense sessions. Sometimes the FBI-agent-turned-personal-

friend, Shawn Williams, led the sessions. Other times they hired a Korean martial artist from 

down the street, to give them lessons. They had “cleaned” his house of a bothersome poltergeist 

once (it was actually not a poltergeist, but the martial artists old mother would believe nothing 

else, so they obliged her). The lessons came in useful now. But they were still at a disadvantage. 

This man appeared to be a pro – he was toying with them – and they were unarmed.  

 

Nick moved to the swinging doors, and tried to sneak into the back, but the man in black darted 

over quickly to cut him off. His movement was fast, and it took Nick by surprise. Nick raised a 

fist, ready to pound the man in the head. Instead, the stiletto slashed his hand, and he got 



punched in the stomach. Nick grabbed his hand and fell down. He kept crawling to the door. 

Buzz saw Nick’s predicament, and picked up a Sandy Koufax autographed baseball worth 

hundreds of dollars. He had it on his desk as a conversation piece and souvenir. He had been a 

scrappy baseball player in his youth with a strong, shortstop’s arm. He heaved the ball at the 

man’s head.  

Whack! The baseball hit Marko’s head with a “crack” and he went down.  

“Never underestimate Sandy Koufax,” Buzz said. 

 

Marko was knocked loopy for a second, but it was not as severe as Buzz thought. He feigned 

unconsciousness until the time suited him.  

 

During this time, Nick made it to the back room, and tried to get the gun from Natassia. She was 

not a fan of guns. However, Nick’s injuries were apparent even to her, and Lorna did not know 

how to hold a gun, much less shoot one. Natassia rushed to the front over Nick’s objections. 

Nick got up quickly to stop her, but he passed out from the pain of his broken ribs. Natassia 

turned around to see Nick on the ground. She hesitated.  

“Go. I’ll look after him,” Lorna said.  

 

 

 ### 

 

 

Buzz approached the downed man in black, and kicked the knife away from the attacker. He 

started to reach into the man’s pocket, to see if he had any other weapons when Marko pulled his 

gun with his left hand and fired back over his shoulder, catching Buzz in the arm. He stumbled 

backward, his arm bled and the pain seared him. He put his right hand over the wound on his left 

forearm, and scooted backward like a crab, until he hit the front wall of the building. He could go 

no farther. He stayed on the floor in some shock, as Marko came to his feet again.  

 

Marko transferred his gun to his right hand, his real shooting hand. He had to fire at Buzz with 

his left, because he was lying on his side, and the gun could only be reached by his left hand. 

Now he had it in his proficient hand.  

 

Marko could have exited, using the front door at this point. There was no one in front of him to 

stop him, and the sun had not yet risen. It was still dark out and safe for him to make good an 

escape. But he knew the repercussions with Deaver Tompkins would be bad once Tompkins 

realized he had betrayed his orders, and tried to kill them all. Tompkins might even put a bounty 

of the head of the assassin.  

“How ironic,” he thought. “I’ll just have to kill them anyway. I may as well do it now,” 

He advanced on Buzz, who could do little more than stare at him. Buzz’s arm was bleeding 

badly, but the wound did not hit an artery. He held his hand over it.  

“You played a good game, wily one,” Marko condescended. “But playtime is over.” 

Marko raised the gun and aimed at Buzz.  

 

“Drop that damn gun now or I’ll shoot you in the back!” demanded Natassia. She had just come 

through the swinging doors from the back when she heard Marko threaten to shoot Buzz.  



 

Without turning around, or lowering his gun, Marko spoke to her.  

“You must be the tough little lady I tried to kill before,” he spoke eerily, admitting he was the 

shooter.  

“And you must be the one who shot out our tire, sending us down into that nightmare valley,” 

she responded. Marko chuckled.  

“A place I never expected you to get out of,” he admitted. “I hear you had quite a time down 

there, what with that maniac running around.” 

Natassia felt her anger rising. She wanted to shoot him now, but he still had his gun and she was 

not sure Buzz was safe.  

“Turn around, bastard,” she shouted.  

Marco could sense she was not in the mood to be trifled with, so he complied.  

“And drop the gun where I can see it,” she ordered.  

Having little choice, he dropped the gun.  

“Natassia, just shoot him,” Buzz urged. Natassia thought she could handle this by calling the 

police, without using violence. She picked up a phone on one of the office desks. It was dead.  

“I think you will find none of them are working,” Marko mocked.  

“Turn around, put your hands on the back of your head. And give me your cell phone,” Natassia 

turned the tables.  

“Phone? Why I don’t have one,” Marko lied.  

“Bullshit. Everyone has one these days. Give it to me or I will use the violent-ending method,” 

she said with conviction.  

“I can’t leave my hands on the back of my head and get my phone,” Marco slyly informed her.  

“All right. Use your left hand to reach for the phone. Don’t make a mistake,” Natassia warned.  

 

Her forehead and hands were sweating, and her grip on the pistol felt slippery. She tried to adjust 

it to fit better. As she wiped away the sweat, she did not see the thief and assassin slide 

something into his right hand.  

 

Marco put his phone in his left hand, and held it over his shoulder.  

“Now don’t move a muscle,” she said and moved up to grab his phone. As soon as she reached 

for it, Marko pulled the pin on a small flashbang grenade in his other hand. The police and swat 

teams use these grenades to blind and deafen people for about 30 seconds via a bright 

phosphorous flash and a loud report, or bang. Hence, flashbang.  

 

Natassia saw something drop to the floor as she took his phone. Before she could react, the 

grenade went off with a loud explosion and bright flash that knocked her back a few feet to the 

floor. As she sprawled backwards from the noise and bright flash of the small explosion, the 

Glock pistol flew from her hands, over her head, back under the swinging doors in the back, 

landing near Lorna.  

 

Marko had managed to cover one of his eyes with his free hand before the flashbang went off. 

He could not hear, but he could see out of one eye, giving him a thirty-second advantage over 

Buzz and Natassia. Using his non-blinded eye, he searched the floor for his gun, found it, and 

started to reach for it.  

 



“Stop!” Lorna spoke. Her voice was shaky and she was nervous.  

“How many of you are back there?” Marko questioned. He continued to reach for the gun. 

BANG! 

A short rang out. It scared Lorna as much as it surprised Marko. The shot did not hit anything, 

but he saw the round spark on the floor near the gun he had been reaching for. He tried a new 

tact.  

“So you are the little nerdy one. Poor sheltered little girl, doesn’t understand the world, and does 

not know how to use a gun,” Marko taunted. He was certain she would not use the gun again or 

if she did, she would miss him.  

“Buzz, are you all right?” Lorna called out.  

“I’m Ok, Lorna. Don’t listen to him talk. He’s full of shit. Just aim, and shoot,” Buzz said 

weakly from the front part of the office. Lorna could not see him from her vantage point just 

outside the swinging doors, but his voice sounded faint. She could see Natassia struggling to see, 

hear and stand again next to her. Nick was unconscious in the back room, or so he had been a 

few minutes ago. No one was going to be able to help her right now.  

 

“You’re all alone, little nerdy girl. You’ve always been helpless without your mother, or your 

scientist-teachers at school, and now your friends. You can’t shoot me, little girl. Why don’t you 

just put the gun down, and I’ll make it mercifully quick for you and even your friends,” Marko 

soothed with the ease of a trained liar.  

 

Lorna trembled with fear and anger. But his words only brought out her defiance, not 

compliance.  

 

“You are right. I was a nerdy little girl who didn’t know a thing about the world. I was naïve, and 

in so many ways, I still am. I might be always,” she replied.  

“Then put the gun down little nerd. You don’t know how to use it anyway,” Marko coaxed.  

“One thing you don’t know about nerds,” Lorna answered. Her voice grew in confidence.  

“And what is that, helpless little nerd?” he asked, stalling for time. He was trying to reach his 

gun by crouching slowly. He was getting close.  

“Nerds are smart and know how to read manuals,” she informed him. “I read this gun’s manual 

in about 3 minutes just now in the back,” she said. “I believe I pull on this once I have you 

between these two little markers. And I can shoot 14 shots from this particular model. So even if 

a few rounds have been fired – I lost count back there, and I’m not sure whose gun I heard 

shooting – so I’ll just shoot all that are left. That should do it,” she said. “That how nerds really 

are,” she spoke one last time.  

“No wait,” Marko said. Too late, he realized his taunting only encouraged her to prove him 

wrong.  

 

A quick series of gunshots exploded into Marko, ripping away his life violently.  

 

Lorna stopped shooting after five shots. The Glock had more bullets, but even to someone 

unfamiliar with guns, she could see she did not need to shoot any more.  

 

Marko fell after the third shot – fell dead. Lorna shot twice more to be sure. Blood came from his 



mouth with a final, dying cough, and his chest bleed profusely, until the blood began to form an 

ever-widening pool around his body.  

 

Lorna dropped Nick’s pistol and ran to Buzz. By this time, Natassia had her sight and her 

hearing back. She witnessed the whole thing. She was amazed. She ran back to Nick and 

attended him as best she could. He had just woken up again. He was in pain, but he was going to 

be okay. Natassia then ran back out to the front and helped Lorna bandage Buzz’s forearm.  

“How bad is it, Doc?” he asked.  

“Not near as bad as it could have been,” Natassia soothed. It passed through the meat of your 

arm. No bone. You’ll be fine,” she smiled at him. Then she looked at Lorna.  

 

Natassia and Nick knew from personal experience what it was like to take a life, even in self-

defense. It changes you. She could see Lorna was a little stunned, and had not really had time to 

deal with it. She helped them both past the bloody body of ex-assassin, Marko and into the back 

office. She used Marko’s cell phone to call the FBI’s Agent Williams, and the local police too.  

 

 

 ### 

 

 

It was only about fifteen minutes before Agent Williams arrived, coffee in hand. By the time he 

arrived the local Greendale police were trying to secure the crime scene. They had Lorna in the 

back room questioning her about the shooting, and paramedics treated Nick and Buzz. Both 

would require a visit to the hospital. 

 

“Who are you?” asked Officer Brody, the chief of Greendale police.  

“I’m Agent Williams of the FBI, and I’m taking jurisdiction of this case,” he responded.  

The Greendale cop just laughed. “On what ground this time?” he questioned. 

Nick spoke up when overheard the police question Shawn Williams. 

“That dead man in the middle of our floor is the wanted assassin, Marko. A terrorist and criminal 

in more countries that I can recall,” Nick informed the cop. He did not know, of course, but it 

was not hard to figure out. The man was clearly a pro. He had probably been hired by their still 

unknown enemy to kill them all.  

 

Agent Williams walked over to the body and took Marko’s cell phone, keys and wallet.  

“Marko I. Cariccutto,” he read the name aloud. He lied. “Yep. That’s the one we have been 

looking for. Good job in getting him,” he nodded to Nick.  

Officer Brody walked away in disgust. He wanted to investigate this himself. Now it was in the 

hands of the FBI. 

 

When they were able to speak alone, Shawn asked him a few questions.  

“Terrorist?” he questioned.  

“I figured it couldn’t hurt to throw that in,” Nick admitted.  

“Good thing you tossed out his name to me,” Shawn replied. “His ID is fake, of course. I made 

up the last name. Do you know his real name?” 



“No,” Natassia admitted. “Just that he called himself Marko,” she informed. “How are you, 

Shawn?” 

“Tired. You people have the tendency to wake me up in the middle of the night,” he teased. “At 

least I don’t have to fly to the Rocky Mountains this time,” he added.  

Williams walked over to Lorna.  

“You shot the man?” he asked.  

“That’s what they are telling me,” she replied, shaken. “My memory is a little fuzzy.” She did 

not inform Agent Williams that all of their memories were still a little fuzzy, although most of 

them had returned by now. The foursome had decided not to tell Shawn about that memory-loss 

part of their ordeal. It might bring up too many other questions.  

“Well, don’t you worry about this. If Nick is right about what this man does…did,” he corrected, 

“and I have no reason to doubt that, you acted in self defense and saved all the others.” 

 

The paramedics informed Williams that they needed to take Nick and Buzz to the hospital to be 

treated. Williams spoke.  

“I’ll get back to you if I find anything about this guy,” he said.  

“I’m going to have his cell phone analyzed. There might be critical information in there.” 

Natassia had been hoping to work on the phone herself. She knew Williams was right about the 

FBI taking it, however.  

“Goodbye all. Nick, Buzz, I guess we will be skipping our next few weeks of training on 

Sunday,” he joked as he left the building.  

 

The four went to the hospital together.  

 

 ### 

 

 

Buzz was treated for a minor gunshot wound. Natassia had been right in her diagnosis. The bullet 

passed the muscle in his forearm without doing any major damage. Nick had three broken ribs 

from his fall from the ladder. Nothing much could be done for that except pain medicine and 

rest.  

 

The companions stayed at the hospital only as long as necessary, and went home. In the parking 

lot outside, they talked briefly.  

“Call me if you want to talk – about anything at all,” Natassia spoke to Lorna before the group 

left. “Are you okay?” she asked.  

Lorna looked a little shocked by all the events, but not overly distressed. She truly did not 

remember very much about the shooting. Those memories would come back later. She was just 

happy to be going home.  

 

“It’s a shame they took Marko’s cell phone away from us,” Buzz said to Natassia. “Maybe we 

could have found out something from it,” he said.  

“We may not have his phone,” Nick interjected. “I found this though,” he said. Nick pulled out a 

piece of paper he had taken from Marko’s vest pocket, before the police arrived. On it was 

scribbled initials, and phone number. It read: 

 



“D.T. 

555-5684” 

 

“Who do suppose DT is?” Buzz asked. “The person who hired Marko to kill us?” 

“Don’t know. That’s a good guess,” Nick replied.  

“I don’t know anyone with those initials,” Lorna added. 

“Maybe it will come to us,” Natassia suggested. It was possible they simply had not yet 

remembered it. 

 

 “Don’t come in to work for the next few days,” Nick suggested to Buzz, as the two friends gave 

each other a farewell hug. “I’m not,” Nick added.  

“I think we could all use a few days off,” Buzz agreed. 

“Keep in touch with any new memories,” Natassia spoke to both Buzz and Lorna. “If you 

remember anything you want to share,” she amended.  

 

Buzz got into the passenger seat and Lorna drove them to Buzz’s place.  

 

Nick hugged Natassia, his real girlfriend. He now remembered most of their shared memories.  

“How are you feeling, Natassia?” he asked her when they were finally in his car, and alone.  

“A little shaky, but I’ll be fine,” she replied.  

“Is there anything I can get you,” he asked as drove them both home. 

“Do you remember this?” she asked showing Nick the paper note she found in her desk. 

She handed Nick a folded note that had the letters “IOU” written on it.  

“Seems familiar but –“ Nick drew a blank about its origins.  

“Well, I remember it now. You gave me this back in Biotech labs, shortly after we first met and 

thought we were going to both die from the mutant mosquitoes,” she explained to Nick.  

“That sounds familiar. I promised you anything you wanted once we got out of there alive,” Nick 

added. 

“At the time, it was ‘if’ we got out alive,” Natassia corrected.  

“That was when we started to fall in love,” Nick remembered with a smile. “You kept it all this 

time?” 

“I’d like to collect on that note,” she said in earnest. “Not tonight. You are in no condition. I 

never want to lose you like I did earlier tonight, when you forgot who you were,” she 

remembered. “I want to make new, incredible and fresh memories with you,” Natassia told Nick.   

“I think I’ll be healing quickly,” Nick smiled.  

 

The couple drove him, holding hands all the way. They did not want to be out of touch. 

 

 ### 

 

“That stupid, idiotic, son-of-a-bitch!” Deaver Tompkins yelled. He learned the news about 

Marko’s attempt to kill the crew of Paranormal Investigations, and what was worse, his 

miserable failure and death. Tompkins ran his arm over the length of his desk, knocking his 

precious gold and silver trinkets, knickknacks and collectibles all over the floor. Some of the 

items broke, infuriating Tompkins further.  

 



“That moron!” He fumed. “Now I’ll have to set The Plan in motion sooner than I intended.”  

The idea did not sound like a bad alternative to Deaver Tompkins. In fact, the more he thought 

about it, the more it pleased him. A wicked smile came over his face and he chuckled slightly.  

“Maybe you did me a service after all, Marko,” he remarked to no one in particular. He was 

alone in his office.  

Tompkins picked up his telephone, and placed a call.  

“It’s me. Get Stage Three ready for testing. Yes, now!” he ordered. “We now have the perfect 

live test subjects.” 

 

--/-- 
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