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      We sat in the same U configuration, in every class. All twenty of us. The Espies. Together. All friggin’ day.


      The school didn’t want us mixing with the rest of the senior class. Which was ridiculous. We had ESP, not Ebola. A curriculum had been tailored just for us, to help us prepare for what lay ahead. Not that anyone knew what lay ahead. It’s not like there had ever been an entire class of telepaths before.


      Yup. We had telepathy. We read minds. We got it two years ago from our flu shots. Twenty-two sophomores from homeroom 10B, plus one freshman and one senior, all from the same contaminated batch.


      The future awaited us and was ours to command. ESP was our magic wand.


      Or so we thought.


      It turns out, magic wands can break.

    

  


  
    
      


      To: StoddardLawrence@usa.cia.gov


      Date: November 1st


      From: DailSuzanna@usa.cia.gov


      Subject: Recruitment


      Dear Lawrence,


      Below, please find my assessment of the twenty remaining Espies.


      As you know, I’ve been monitoring them for the past two and a half years, since they were sophomores and first became telepathic from their flu shots. I hope you find my report satisfactory and that it aids the selection process for Operation Diamond.


      ESPIES, ROOM 12B, BLOOMBERG HIGH SCHOOL


      1. Barak, Michelle


      One of the few Espies not living in Tribeca. She lives in a fourth-floor walkup in Midtown. Obsessed with romance novels, particularly ones about princesses and princes.


      Not recommended: Spends too much time reading and is mostly sedentary.


      2. Bhatt, Mona


      The only Espie junior. Dating Espie #13, George Marson. She was one of the ones who we discovered later in the year.


      Not recommended: Still has another year of high school.


      3. Brohman-Maizner, Jordana


      Overly concerned with her physical appearance, e.g. walks around with a full manicure set, multiple lipsticks. Wears hair extensions, false eyelashes, and would like breast implants. Values fame to an unhealthy degree. Agreed to appear in that horrible reality show about their ESP, We Know What You’re Thinking.


      Not recommended: Displays reduced mental capacity.


      4. Byrne, Olivia


      Aspires to be a doctor. Dating Espie #15, Cooper Miller.


      Not recommended: She once had severe anxiety – could potentially resurface if faced with extreme stress.


      5. Cole, Brian James (familiarly known as BJ)


      Discusses sex and sexuality constantly. Dating Espie #6, Tess Demir.


      Not recommended: National security is far from his mind.


      6. Demir, Tess


      Talented writer. Dating Espie #5, Brian James Cole.


      Not recommended: Has a need to be open and truthful.


      7. Feldman, Mackenzie


      Despite having the most talent in the class, and being extremely attractive (could be used as a honeypot to seduce targets?), she is not a motivated student and might not have the necessary confidence to be successful.


      Not recommended: Too risky.


      8. Ferrero, Brinn


      Weird, weird, weird. Loves fencing and strange clothing. Mumbles.


      Not recommended: Too weird.


      9. Gaw, Nick


      Star baseball player. Already being recruited by top athletic programs.


      Not recommended: He’s a bit of a pothead. And he would never agree to give up baseball. Also, his mother is a teacher here at Bloomberg High and would likely kill me if he was recruited.


      10. Hunter, Courtney


      Self-centered. She also stars in We Know What You’re Thinking.


      Not recommended: Craves fame.


      11. Jenkins, Levi


      Surrounds himself with Espie groupies.


      Not recommended: Craves attention.


      12. Kolar, Anojah


      Nice girl. Excellent morals. Refuses to wear her glasses since it seems to increase the volume of her ESP.


      Not recommended: Perfect eyesight is obviously preferred in this program.


      13. Marson, George (familiarly known as Mars)


      Piano prodigy. Dating Espie #2, Mona Bhatt.


      Not recommended: Too artistic – i.e., too emotional.


      14. McMann, Edward


      Likes anything related to the paranormal, especially vampires. Dresses in all black.


      Not recommended: Creepy.


      15. Miller, Cooper


      Pothead, gambler. Dating Espie #4, Olivia Byrne.


      Not recommended: Does not take anything seriously.


      16. Newman, Sadie


      Mature for her age; likes to date older men.


      Not recommended: Falls in love too easily, would be distracted.


      17. Philips, Isaac


      Nice guy. Secure in his sexual orientation.


      Not recommended: His refusal to dye his hair – he’s entirely gray! – illustrates his desire to stand out, as opposed to blend in.


      18. Ricci, Polly (familiarly known as Pi)


      Smart, ambitious, focused.


      ***Recommended: Shows strong leadership ability. Would have no moral qualms or hesitations about “taking care” of any “problem”.


      19. Zacow, Daniel (identical twin brother of David Zacow, Espie #20)


      Aspires to perform in Las Vegas.


      Not recommended: Too flaky.


      20. Zacow, David (identical twin brother of Daniel Zacow, Espie #19)


      Aspires to perform in Las Vegas.


      Not recommended: Too flaky.


      As you can see, the only candidate I can recommend is Polly Ricci, Espie #18, for her exceptional mental capacity and relentless ambition. She would be an asset to your “special team”.


      As a personal note, I’ll be pleased when this is over. Teaching Lab to telepaths at a Manhattan high school is not my ideal undercover placement. There was a reason I didn’t have children. Teenagers smell like feet.


      Sincerely,


      Dr Suzanna Dail


      CIA Operative

    

  


  
    
      


      Chapter One


      HELLO, AGAIN


      Cooper Miller, in jeans and a wrinkled black T-shirt, walked into the classroom singing, “Happy April Fool’s Day to us. Happy April Fool’s Day to us. Happy April Fool’s Day to uuuuuuus…”


      Polly Ricci, aka Pi, the class brainiac, straightened her shoulders. Does he have to sing all the time? It’s so annoying.


      Cooper barely missed a beat. “Happy April Fool’s Day to us. Happy April Fool’s Day to us. Happy April Fool’s Day to uuuuuuss…”


      He took his seat in the back next to Nick Gaw, his best friend since preschool. Nick was asleep, his head down on his desk. Baseball training had started the week before, and Nick was wiped. All the pot he smoked with Cooper didn’t help.


      Cooper smiled at his girlfriend and sat down.


      One look at him, and Olivia was thinking about how cute he was. Soft blue eyes. Delicious lips. She was crazy about him.


      Delicious lips? Really?


      What do they taste like? Chocolate?


      Mmm. Chocolate.


      Olivia and Cooper sitting in a tree! K-I-S-S-I-N-G!


      Olivia’s cheeks heated up and she closed her eyes.


      Closing our eyes blocked transmission.


      In walked Mackenzie Feldman, Cooper’s ex-girlfriend, in skinny jeans and an off-the-shoulder shirt. It wasn’t meant to be off-the-shoulder, but the neck was too tight, so she’d given it a trim. It looked funky, so she wore it.


      We all thought it looked pretty good. But she looked good in everything.


      She heard the thoughts about Cooper and Olivia, but they only mildly annoyed her. She and Cooper broke up sophomore year. He could date whoever he wanted. What did she care? She glanced at him as he prodded Nick awake, but then he caught her eye and she looked away.


      Mackenzie took her seat in the row across from the window, next to Tess Demir. Tess was Mackenzie’s best friend. Tess’s boyfriend, Brian Joseph Cole, sat on her other side. Levi Jenkins was next to BJ.


      Our desks were arranged in a horseshoe. That way, the tall people didn’t block the short ones. We didn’t have to look directly at someone to hear his thoughts, but there couldn’t be someone in the way. That’s why the horseshoe worked. No one was blocked. The teacher’s desk was at the top of the room, while ours faced toward the center, where our thoughts pooled.


      We sat in the same U configuration, in every class. All twenty of us. The Espies. Together. All friggin’ day.


      The school didn’t want us mixing with the rest of the senior class. Which was ridiculous. We had ESP, not Ebola. A curriculum had been tailored just for us, to help us prepare for what lay ahead. Not that anyone knew what lay ahead. It’s not like there had ever been an entire class of telepaths before.


      Yup. We had telepathy. We read minds. We got it two years ago from our flu shots. Twenty-two sophomores from homeroom 10B, plus one freshman and one senior, all from the same contaminated batch.


      At least none of us got the flu.


      Hardy har har.


      “Good morning, my bright and shining telepaths,” Mr Jonas said, closing the door. He looked around the room. “I see Mars is absent. Mona, too.”


      Are they sick?


      I heard mono’s going around. Some of the freshmen have it.


      Are you kidding me? If Mars and Mona give the rest of us mono, I’ll kill them.


      Have you kissed either of them lately?


      No!


      How did they get mono?


      Mars’s sister’s a freshman.


      He made out with his sister?


      We laughed.


      “What’s so funny?” Mr Jonas asked, sitting down at his desk.


      No one replied.


      “C’mon, someone has to tell me. It’s only fair.” He adjusted the sunglasses on his nose. Unlike us, our teachers did not have telepathy. Hence the glasses. Sunglasses, like closing your eyes, blocked transmission. At first we thought it was because of the tint: the darker, the better. Which meant people were constantly walking into walls. But it was the polarization. It filtered out thoughts along with the glare. Originally we wore glasses all the time. But by mid-junior year we had decided it was everyone else’s problem, not ours.


      Mr Jonas cleared his throat. “Fine, then. I know today’s a big day for seniors. Is anyone here still waiting to hear about college acceptances?”


      We all shook our heads. Some of us laughed.


      Is he kidding?


      Didn’t we all get in months ago?


      Yes. Of course we did.


      True, not every school wanted us on their campus – Screw you, Yale – but a lot of them did. It wasn’t just that the psych departments were hoping to get us in their labs. We were C-list celebrities, like a child actor or a governor’s kid. Except we had actual abilities, amazing abilities, and the entire world knew it.


      In the beginning, back when we were sophomores, we tried not to tell anyone.


      But then all our parents had found out in a crazy meeting with the Food and Drug Administration. Most of them had been in shock. They couldn’t wrap their heads around it. It was hard to wrap our heads around it. Then we decided not to take the antidote and a lot of the parents were furious. Some were just nervous. No one wanted kids who could hear their every thought.


      The FDA had asked us to keep our skills a secret. But secrets were hard to keep. Especially this secret, since it involved twenty-four teenagers plus forty-seven parents plus ten step-parents. Some of us told siblings. And then best friends. And then girlfriends and boyfriends and then and then and then…


      Obviously, we knew when other people knew. No one could keep a secret from us.


      At first, we denied it. We didn’t want to be freaks. But then a random senior told her mom, who happened to be an editor at The New York Post. When the article about us came out, our lives pretty much exploded.


      The reporters camped out at the school that entire first year. They talked about us on TMZ. They talked about us on 60 Minutes. Some of us, like Courtney and Jordana, liked the fame. Some of us, like Pi and Olivia, wanted nothing to do with it. The media hadn’t been allowed to list our names or show our photos without permission since we were minors, so those of us who chose to be were kept out of the public eye.


      The next year there were fewer reporters, but a lot more gawkers. And tons of offers, especially for TV commercials that went along the lines of: “Oh, no! I can hear him thinking about my bad breath! I wish I had Quadruplemint Gum!” Most of us declined. We didn’t need the money, or the notoriety. Courtney and Jordana did a few of the spots, but stopped when they started their reality show. Last year they filmed in New York. This season the plan was to fly them to different locations. The theme was Telepaths Take America.


      Anyway. This year, those of us who had applied to colleges had all been quick to milk our ESP experiences for our personal essays.


      What else was I going to write about? BJ thought now, leaning back in his chair. My sex life?


      What sex life? Levi thought.


      Even though they’d been together for two and a half years, BJ and Tess had never done it.


      We knew they hadn’t because it was all BJ could think about: if they were going to do it, when they were going to do it, why they hadn’t already done it.


      Tess wanted to have sex, she just didn’t want all the Espies to have front row seats.


      Tess glared across the horseshoe at Levi. Not everyone enjoys meaningless sex with groupies.


      Levi loved the groupies. The rest of us thought they were pathetic. Once we came out to the world, some people wanted nothing to do with us, but others wanted to be around us all the time. It wasn’t the fame they craved; they wanted to be understood. It was like going to a shrink without paying.


      Next year, Levi was going to the University of Miami. Hello, groupies in bikinis.


      Tess and BJ were both going to Berkeley.


      Mars was going to Julliard.


      Cooper had only applied to NYU, and had gotten in. He wasn’t sure what he wanted to study. Could he study video games? He liked playing video games. He also liked playing poker. He’d picked it up when he’d been hanging out at his mom’s house in Jersey over the summer. There was a group of guys he played with a few times a week.


      They did not know about his extra talent. He told them his name was Leo.


      Olivia had gotten into NYU, Brown and Johns Hopkins. NYU and Brown had offered her full scholarships, but she was still waiting to hear if Johns Hopkins would too. They had her dream pre-med program, but unlike the majority of us Espies, she couldn’t afford the tuition.


      Mackenzie had gotten into Stanford, just like her brother and sister, even though her grades were crap. She’d applied to prove to her siblings that she could get in too, now that she had ESP. Once she’d gotten in, she felt like she had to go. Her siblings were convinced she would flunk out. She was pretty sure she would, too.


      Not everyone was going to college. Some of us were taking different roads. Courtney and Jordana, legends in their own minds, wanted to continue their career in reality TV. The first season of their show hadn’t been as big of a hit as they’d hoped, but it got renewed, so maybe it wasn’t that terrible. Inane, definitely. We’d all watched the first few episodes, but we’d had to stop. Did we care about what random people were thinking? Did we care that half the men on the show were cheating on their wives, or that half the women had Botox/boob jobs/tummy tucks? No, we did not.


      Dave and Daniel, the twins, had also been offered a TV show, but were working on a telepathy act instead. As soon as school was done, they were planning on moving to Vegas. We weren’t too sure about that. It seemed unlikely that the casinos would let anyone with ESP within ten feet of their tables.


      Pi had been offered a job as a spy. Yes, a spy. She had also been accepted to Harvard.


      With the exception of Mona, who was a junior, we were all making plans for next year, post-high school.


      The future awaited us and was ours to command. ESP was our magic wand.


      Or so we thought.


      It turns out, magic wands can break.


      Mr Jonas stepped into the center of our horseshoe. “Let’s get started.”
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