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Prologue




Hello. My name is Regina. I have a sixth grade education, I drive a Bentley, and I own a large, luxurious home in Miami, free and clear. I am a successful “boutique” psychic—that is, if making oneself available twenty-four hours a day to bloodcurdling clients is considered successful.

I never planned on being a psychic. I am still ambivalent. Because I believe I got the gift directly from God, I felt I had to do something with it. For more than fifteen years, I dedicated my life to helping anyone who needed help. Seduced by the power and the money it brought, I also took my share of the pie.

But now I am done.

With this book I will end my career as a master psychic. This book delves into case files and divulges the true stories of my work as a psychic with some of Miami’s most controversial public figures. I have had many experiences with many clients. The stories I tell in this book are composites of those experiences. The names used are not the names of any of my clients, and the identifying details are not accurate as to any one of my clients. Each client had ample time to reconsider the amounts charged for work done. What has been important to me is to tell my story without revealing the identity of any one of my clients. By recounting these relationships to you, I will reveal that these are not typical counseling relationships. I tell these stories to bring to light what “average” psychic relationships are like. Yes, I can see future events. Yes, I have dealt with Santeria, voodoo, mal occhio, and curses. But what I really do is act as an unlicensed psychologist to people tangled in corruption of all sorts—corruption of this world and out of this world. Sometimes I help; sometimes I can only listen. Always, I carry the burden.

So, I open my book to you, not to breach any promises to my clients, as I never made any, but instead to come clean, to shock and entertain you, and hopefully, to begin to reform the huge, corrupt business of being a psychic.
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Crystal Ballers
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When people think of psychics, they think of the spooky, old gypsy woman at the carnival with the crystal ball on the table. That’s not a psychic; that’s entertainment.

People often ask me, “Are you the real deal?” or “How do I know you’re a real psychic?”

Being a psychic is not something I learned from a book or just decided to be one day! After all, this is not something that you suddenly pick up as a new hobby or profession. Unfortunately, there are people out there that try to do so—and they give us true, gifted psychics a bad name.

This is a gift I received after a near-death experience when I was twelve. I then honed my gift at the Berkeley Psychic Institute to become a certified professional tarot and palm reader, astrologist, clairvoyant, and medium.

So what is a psychic? A psychic is simply someone who has the ability to see into the past and the future. A psychic can act as a healer, confidant, friend, miracle worker, counselor, or witch. She may supply a second opinion on physical ailments or whatever suits your needs.

A typical psychic reading may or may not involve tarot cards. Some, like myself, rely on meditation to reveal the truth. A typical psychic has spirit guides, visions, and vibrations to tell her she is on the right track. These guides are not evil; their job is to help. They can be anyone from an ancestor who has had the gift, to someone from a completely different cultural background, like an Indian guide who was once the tribal mystic. Everyone has spirit guides.

Good psychics will not make you ask questions. They will give you answers. Psychics have regular clients. Some return once a year, some every six months, and some (usually the very wealthy or disturbed) come weekly.

Switching from psychic to psychic is not recommended. If there is more than one psychic in your area and you are being counseled by both, you will mix their energies, visions, and power. As a result, not only will you get confused and lose your focus, but neither of their spells or meditations will work for you. Once you have a psychic with whom you’re comfortable, who is doing specific work for you, stick with it. Be patient. Predictions are not always on your time schedule.

The charges for these services differ. The amount I charge reflects both how much the client can afford and the work involved. Some cases require volumes of supplies and take years to solve. Sometimes I inflate my fee if I’m reluctant to take the job. Some clients are demanding and insatiable. They may want love, money, or babies; the “feeling” put back in their vagina; or a “bailout” from jail.

In every case, I am fighting dark forces with my blood, body, soul, and mind. My life and karma are on the line. When I step up against the high Santero priests, or Babalaos, they can see me telepathically. They try to get inside my mind and dreams.

The client’s commitment is invaluable. I need to see the person invest in themselves. I need to know that if I call them in the middle of the night and tell them to get up and go into prayer right now, they will do it. My clients need to value prayer as a way to restore faith in God. Faith in God is the operative determinant because what I do won’t mean a thing without God.

Think of it this way: If you were a psychiatrist, how much would you charge to cradle a client through Christmas night? Or to speak to them every single night on the phone while that client questioned your credentials, demanded more attention, or even threatened your life? How many shrinks can say they know what their clients eat for breakfast, lunch, and dinner? How many can say they prayed for their client for two consecutive weeks?

Some people are in therapy for more than twenty years and never gain peace. Clients have told me their shrink diagnosed them with depression and told them the only way to fix things was through endless appointments and medication. But they’ll come to me once, and I read for them. When I hit on something no one has ever told them before, you see the lightbulb go off in their heads, and they choose not to be victims anymore. I give them the confidence to feel like they can have peace. In many cases I’m their last hope.
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American Gypsy
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Even the word gypsy is misleading. People coined it based on the mistaken belief that all our descendants came from Egypt. My people came from Brooklyn, and we are Gypsies. We moved a lot, but not because we were aimless wanderers, with no plans for the future, like the Gypsies in the movies. We moved because my father, Marko, was an entrepreneur. He had many “businesses” with my Uncle Costi. It made my mother, Terena, extremely anxious.

I wasn’t born psychic. Almost all the psychics I meet tell the same tale: they narrowly escaped death in a traumatic accident without so much as a scrape—like a plane crash that kills all the passengers but one. For me, it was drowning.

My family lived in a cramped, two-bedroom apartment at the time. I shared a room with two baby brothers. It was a jumble of polyester-flowered bedspreads and dirty socks. One summer, when I was twelve, my father found a way to take us to the shore. We were city kids. We never belonged to a pool and never learned to swim, but I always loved the water. My father borrowed Uncle Costi’s Maverick to get us there. We drove for hours, my mother screeching at us to settle down, but we were all too excited. Finally the boys went to sleep, and I shut my eyes, concentrating, picturing myself playing in the ocean.

We pulled into the motel, and I spied a long, rectangular pool right in front of a strip of tiny motel rooms. I stared at it while I helped carry my little brothers inside. I tucked them in the bed they’d share with my mother and father. Then I made a nest for myself with a rolled-up bedspread on the floor. I was already dressed in my turquoise bathing suit.

The next morning I woke with a single thought—go to the pool! My mother kept saying, loudly, “Wait, Gina, we’re not ready! You can’t go right now. Ya hafta wait!” But I slipped out the door. A couple of sunbathers were already out on the deck. The water, sparkling like diamonds, hypnotized me. I had no idea that pools were deeper on one end than the other. I jumped in, but never touched the bottom. It was so cold. Instinctively, I tried push myself up out of the water, terrified because I couldn’t breathe. Struggling, I begged God to get my mother. I guess, in the panic, I swallowed so much water it went into my lungs. Then, everything went black, and I was warm—no more terror.

I know this will sound totally cliché, but the reason you hear the same account about what happens when you nearly die is because this is exactly what happens. I found myself floating in the dark. I wanted to find someone to tell me where I was, and, as I drifted, I saw a beam of light. The closer I moved toward it, the more brilliant it became—like a beacon. I pushed forward, and then I heard a beautiful sound, almost like music, but it was voices. They kept repeating, “Don’t come in here.”

I said, “But I have to. I have to go to the light. I can’t see.”

I heard, “You have to go back, Gina. There’s something you have to do on Earth. You have to go back, Gina. You have to go back.”

The second I turned back, I opened my eyes, and I found myself in a hospital emergency room, somewhere in Ocean City, New Jersey. My father’s face, inches from mine, was red and angry. Beads of sweat dripped from his curly, boot-shaped sideburns. He scolded me loudly: “How could you do this, Regina?! You could’ve died, girlie!! Your grandmother’s gonna die when she hears!!”

“Stop it! You’re makin’ ’er cry!! You gonna put her into a trauma!” screamed my mother.

All I could think about were the voices and their message. All at once I felt like someone else—someone more than Gina. About a month later, while we all slept, I heard the same beautiful voices, urging me to wake.

“Gina. Get out of the house. Get up, Gina. Get up. Get up, and get your family out of the house.”

I thought I was dreaming, so I rolled over and snuggled into my pillow.

“Gina. Get out of the house. Get up, Gina. Get up. Get up, and get your family out of the house.”

This time I saw a vision of my home consumed in flames, and I sprang out of bed. I grabbed the baby from his crib, pulled the covers off John and yanked him out of bed by his pajama collar. We rushed to our parents’ room.

“Get up Daddy! Get up! The house is on fire! Get up!!! Please get up!”

He said, “Why? Is there someone in the house? Did you hear a noise? What’s wrong, Gina?”

“We have to get out of the house, Daddy! Please get up; the house is on fire! Please get up!” I yelled, my voice growing higher and louder until I was nearly hysterical.

“Okay, okay, Gina, we’ll get up! It’s okay.”

“Please Daddy! We have to get out!!”

I was still shrieking when finally I saw my father dial 911. I was unconcerned about the consequences should I have been wrong. In my heart there was no question. Slumped and dazed on the street curb in the damp morning air, we watched firefighters rush inside. Soon, one approached my father and told him there was a gas leak behind our stove. My father snapped his head toward me and searched my eyes, while my mother thanked the firefighters. He knew, all right. From that moment, he understood that I was not an ordinary little girl. My father never again doubted my visions or perceptions.

Throughout time immemorial, Gypsies have been mistreated for fortune-telling. In some places it’s forbidden to even mention our existence because the the non-Gypsies believe we have some sort of alliance with the devil. But we don’t. We do believe in one God. We just don’t doubt that some people have visions, premonitions, or prophetic dreams. We never deny the power of a true God-given gift.
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A Sign and Card Table
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Noni was my mother’s best friend. Noni was married to Costi. Costi was bad to Noni. He was always working but barely made any money, and she didn’t even have any kids to comfort her. Consequently, Noni was always over at our house, with Mommy. She wore her long, black hair just like my mother, pulled back tightly in a large bun. She wore pantsuits like my mother, mostly cotton pique, some with gold piping. She even wore the same perfume as my mother—Tea Rose.

One morning, Noni came over very early, looking like she’d been crying all night. I answered the door.

“Hi Aunt Noni.”

“Where’s your mother, Gina? I gotta talk to her!”

“She’s in the kitchen.” Noni brushed past me, and I went back to watch the boys.

Johnny wanted some milk, so I went to the kitchen to get it for him. My mother and Noni were whispering over the sink. I stuck my head inside the fridge to get milk and tried not to eavesdrop.

“How do you know?” my mother asked.

“Oh, I know alright! I know, T! I wish I knew who it was! I swear to God I’m leaving that bastard this time! I bet Marko knows, don’t he? I bet you know, too!”

As the words left her mouth, I saw a blonde in the doorway of a white townhouse, kissing my uncle good-bye. They were definitely in love, those two. Then, I did the stupidest thing. Utterly ignorant of the potential backlash, I told the truth.

“It’s the blonde in the white townhouse, Aunt Noni,” I said.

My mother’s eyebrows shot up. “What? What are you sayink girlie? ’Ush!! How do you know that? Tell me this minute—how you know?”

Then came the backhand on my lip with her wedding ring. “What do you know? Who told you? You don’t know what you’re sayink!” she screamed. A thin trickle of blood ran down my chin. Paralyzed, I just stared at Noni, who was observing my mother for clues about how much my mother knew. I suspect Noni got past the possibility that her best friend had been keeping Costi’s secret and asked me quickly, “Gina, what blonde?”

Tears welling up in my eyes, I said, “Aunt Noni, I just saw a blonde lady kissing Uncle Costi in a doorway. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry Aunt Noni.”

Dumbfounded, with her fingertips on her temples and mouth agape, my mother shook her head at me. It didn’t matter. It’s what I saw, and it was the truth.

“What’s her name, Gina?” Noni asked.

“I don’t know. I can ask. I’ll try to ask,” I offered sheepishly.

My mother had come back to life with a vengeance: “Who? Who you gonna ask, girlie? What kind of girl talks like that?” Wham! Another slap to the cheek.

“Leave her alone, T!” shouted Noni, simultaneously grabbing Mommy’s arm. “Gina knows somethink, and she’s the only one helpink me! Stop it! Lemme hear what she’s got to say!”

“Gina, can you find out ’er name? Where she lives? And does he love ’er?” Noni asked me.

“I don’t know how to ask them, but I will ask, Aunt Noni. I’m so sorry.” I now knew better than to tell her he loved the lady passionately.

Then, effortlessly, I explained what happened back on vacation while I was supposedly “dead” for minutes. My mother rolled her eyes, sneered, and shook her head (she was very wary of the whole Gypsy fortune-telling thing and wanted to make sure I was telling the truth), but Aunt Noni wanted a reading.


“Gina, you hafta ask for me. Find out who this lady is, please Gina. It’s grown-up stuff. You don’t need to be afraid. You won’t get punished anymore, right T?”

My back pressed against the refrigerator door.

“Gina, I don’t want any more lies. I don’t know what you’ve been listening to, but I don’t want any lies in my house!” My mother meant it.

“I’m not lying, Mommy. I saw it in my head when Aunt Noni was talking to you.” I walked back to the boys, forgetting the milk. I stopped in the bathroom, leaned over the sink, and checked out my lip. It stung a tiny bit. I begged whoever made the voices to tell me who this blonde was, but nothing came to me. I guess they felt that image was enough. As I wiped my chin with a little scrap of toilet paper, I contemplated my new powers of, I guessed, intuition? Were they something I could control, like on a TV show, where I’d seen a man lift a whole car, by himself, off his son who was trapped underneath? Or was I just being controlled? And why? What good came from telling Aunt Noni there was a blonde who lived in a white townhouse? Was the information supposed to help other people or me? Trying to understand how it all worked would later become my obsession.

The bottom line was that Noni needed information, and I was able to give it to her, like nobody else could. I was watching Uncle Costi and this blonde woman kiss, as if I were standing right across the street from them. I was like a private eye, but without even leaving my house. I also knew what I was watching was happening in the present time. As Noni was talking to my mother, Uncle Costi was kissing a blonde lady, somewhere across town. I felt it. I felt powerful.

I thought I was completely focused on the mystery of the vision when I saw the letters “B-A-R-B-A-R-A” flash like on a screen inside my head. Without hesitation I went straight to my mother and told her.

Hitting the back of her hand in her other palm, she said, “You’re sure, Gina? I don’t wanna get Noni crazy over nothing; this is very serious, Gina. You undahstand?”

“Yes, Mommy. I know.”


“Okay, honey. Just so you know…I’m gonna tell her.” With my mother, there’s a lot of hazing before you become one of the girls.

Later that night, Noni came back and said, “Gina, come take a drive with me.” Aunt Noni believed. She drove through a neighborhood I’d never seen. But I knew my way around it as if I’d been there before.

“Where are we going, Aunt Noni?” I asked.

“We’re looking for somebody.”

“Who?”

“We’re looking for your Uncle Costi, Gina. We’re looking for my no-good s-o-b husband.”

“Turn left,” I said. “Turn left right now.”

“Whatever you say, Gina.”

“Go down a little more. It’s that one.”

Aunt Noni gripped the steering wheel and slammed on dead brakes. My little body flipped off the seat and fell on the floorboards.

“Are you all right, Gina? Get up! Get up! Are you okay?”

I scrambled up as she dashed out of the vehicle and up to the switchboard and rang every single bell in the place, until someone let her in out of pity.

She called out, “C’mon Gina! Come with me! You need to confirm!”

We ran up a flight of steps, and when I saw a ceramic mezuzah, I felt sure that was the blonde woman’s door.

“That’s the one, Aunt Noni! What’re you gonna do?”

“You sure Gina? I’m gonna kick her ass!”

She briskly knocked on the door, but no one answered. Then she pounded.

“Are you sure this is the one, Gina? You sure?”

“Yes! This is the one! I’m sure!”

“Are you positive?!

“Yes I’m sure!!” I said, gasping.

“’Cause I’m gonna kick ’er ass, Gina!! I’m gonna kick both their asses!! Up ’n down da street!!!”

But no one was there. Eventually she gave up and took me back home. I learned later she turned around and went right back to camp out in front of the building. She watched and waited until she saw Uncle Costi walk through the doorway with long-legged, blonde Barbara. They were coming back from dinner, arms linked together. Noni lost it. The way Uncle Costi tells the story now is completely different than what actually occurred that night. Half of his hair was torn clean off his head, and his upper lip was busted. Put it this way, my brothers and I awoke to the screams of a terrified man, pounding on our door for help in the middle of the night.

“I need a place to sleep!! She went crazy! She’s trying to kill me!”

Noni left Costi, and Costi married Barbara, the gaji (non-Gypsy), one year later. They’re still together. Shortly after, rumors spread that I was the town witch. Gypsies of all ages came to my house saying, “I need to speak to Gina! I need to speak to the little girl!” That ceramic mezuzah never left my mind. I spent the rest of the summer answering most of my relatives’ questions, one by one, on love, lust, career, money, curses, angels, dear departed ones, and lost items. Spurred on by their praise, I became like a shaman in my little corner of the world, retreating from kids my age and reading books on divination.

Then school started again. Seventh grade was miserable. All my former girlfriends, from before I became “psychic,” had boyfriends. Not me; news of the predictions and visions had leaked throughout my neighborhood and into the teen world. I was now known as a “freak.” It suited me just fine because I preferred to spend all day with my grandma cooking. I cooked and watched my brothers, until someone came to me with their question. Then I would usher them into our bedroom, and say a little prayer, and ask the voices for guidance. Sometimes I got a vision; other times I didn’t. That’s why the kids decided I was a liar and a freak show, telling me their parents said I had the devil in me. Sometimes they would try to trick me.

The worst part was trying to concentrate at school. I could read books on divination well enough, but I couldn’t focus on anything related to schoolwork, like math or social studies. I tried to read paragraphs but would end up either thinking about my ability or getting a vision. I got fed up. Also, my dreams were starting to get really detailed and vivid, so I wasn’t getting much sleep. It was too much. Tired and inconsolable, I made my decision. I quit school and moved to Miami with my grandma.

For three years my grandma tested my skills by having me give free readings to strangers she stopped at the Aventura Mall. At seventeen, I set up a card table at Bayside Marketplace with a sign that read, Psychic Readings $50.
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Good Cop, Bad Cop
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Bayside was barely more than tourist shops on the waterfront back then, selling cheesy seashell-framed mirrors, Rasta hats with built-in dreadlocks, and flamingo refrigerator magnets. But it was an oasis in the middle of a homeless mecca—Beggars’ Row.

All along the Biscayne Bay inlet that surrounded Bayside was a shanty village—pop-up tents and cardboard boxes, set up by destitute, expatriated Haitians and “snowbums” from up north. Beggars’ Row is what kept the bankers and lawyers, who worked next to it downtown, from grumbling too much. It’s what made me early for the bus every day, to get to my little card table. You could smell urine wafting inland from Beggar’s Row on Biscayne Boulevard up to Second Avenue. But inside Bayside all you could smell were burgers and piña coladas. And it got a lot of traffic because cruise ships dumped their live load at the Port of Miami, just around the corner. Hundreds of sunburned, naive tourists, looking to kill a few hours “exploring Miami,” had nowhere to go but Bayside. They came by the busload.

I set up right next to the Let’s Make a Daiquiri stand and was making money hand over fist. At first I was open from 10:00 A.M. to 6:00 P.M., regular store hours, but I noticed that the party at Bayside started at four, when the salsa band played in the bandshell right in front of the daiquiri stand. So I adjusted my hours.

One evening in the summertime, when the sun was still a few minutes shy of setting, a stork-like he-woman paced up and down past my table, studying me and my clients. She had blonde, feathered hair and pasty skin, and her broad, square shoulders eclipsed her pointy breasts. Her blue chinos and polo shirt instantly made me feel she was a cop.

At first I feared she was going to harass me because of the misconception that all psychics are cons. I was also fearful she would arrest me because of the racist assumption that all Gypsies are thieves. At the time, I still dressed like a Gypsy—easily identifiable with a long, skirt, a long-sleeved shirt, pulled-back hair, and big gold earrings. Most of us can pass for Italian, Hispanic, or Greek, but the sure way of identifying Gypsies is through our speech. I, as most Gypsies do, love our dialect. Our favorite colloquialism is the word youse, as in “youse undahstand?” Or a very pronounced k when saying the ing ending, as in “the dinner in the oven is burnink.” Real psychics are treated with respect among Gypsy elders. But you are expected to hold yourself to an almost divine standard and never show human weakness—a recipe for disaster. Not all psychics are Gypsies, and not all Gypsies are psychic. I just happen to be both.

The woman kept chewing on a red straw, looking at me with those piercing, blue eyes, while I read for an old Latino lady. The little old lady wanted to know if her son, who was getting a divorce, was OK in Washington, D.C. As I turned the third card for the old lady, I heard my guides say, “Falling down.” As I continued to turn the cards for the old lady, inside my head I saw a vision of a brown man in a brown cowboy hat, getting bucked off a brown mechanical bull. Suddenly, it was gone, and I was looking down at the cards again. I knew this vision was not meant for the old Latino. I looked up and saw the blonde, right behind the little old lady, sweating and freaking out. She asked me, “Are you the real deal?”

I said, “Yes. I’ll be with you as soon as I finish this reading.”

“I’ll pay you a thousand dollars to read me right now.”

The little old lady got angry and mumbled “Puchika! Que desgraciado!” (Gosh, what a jerk!) thinking this cop was a man. I told her to come back in two minutes, so I could finish with the old lady. I was able to finish it up quickly because I saw that her son was, in fact, gay and already with another man. As the old lady was getting up off the chair, in tears, the man-woman shoved her skinny ass on it and started telling me, without even waiting for the old lady to leave, that her name was Bobbie and she was being sexually harassed by the captain at the Dade County Narcotics Bureau.

I threw three cards. “I see you surrounded by drugs.”

“I’m a narcotics officer.”

“No. It shows drugs being sold,” I said.

She looked more terrified than surprised. There was more to it than sexual harassment. She was one of this captain’s narcotics officers. She said her house had just been broken into the day before. That morning, the captain, Ed Rohr, had called her in for a private meeting. When she went in, he locked the door behind her and said “I know you like it black, Bobbie. Why don’t you give me a try? I’m more experienced than your rookie cop.”

I said, “You’re sleeping with another cop?”

“Yes.”

“Look, let me throw the cards and see if this captain wants to sleep with you,” I said.

The cards revealed he wasn’t trying to seduce her. He was really coming on to her just to get her to admit to misconduct and something else. I told her the cards revealed the rookie she was sleeping with was married.

“What did you say to this captain?” I asked.

“I said nothing. Carrying on affairs with other married officers while on duty is not exactly the way to keep your job. Plus he wants more from me. Rohr is into something else, not sex. He wants information,” Bobbie said.

“Okay, so you’re stealing drugs at busts,” I said.

“How do you
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