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A blast of heat from an atomic oven pushes me into space with no stars. I flip ass over tits. Over and over like I’m in a bad fantasy film. I’m not sure if my eyes are closed. Darkness surrounds me and I see no motion. But I feel the spinning. My face slices through the air and pushes my features and hair back.

When I start rotating like a top, the acids in my stomach kick up my throat. I want to laugh. I could throw up in space. Leave my bile and half-digested food for astronauts to find. The idea is absurd. One moment I was trapped in a basement filled with guns and grenades, at the edge of my life, and now I’m dead. I have to be dead. There is no other explanation is there?

But where’s Mike Mallory. My co-worker and protector. He was there with me in the basement. He was knocked out unconscious but very much alive before the blast. Or badly wounded. I can’t remember. The memories linger far back in my mind. The faster I spin the fainter they become. But if I’m dead then he should be dead, too. Right? If we’re both dead and he’s not here, does that mean he’s floating in his private vortex? Or is he in heaven?

Yeah, this is so not heaven. At least not the one society makes popular. No clouds, no golden arches, no harps, no angels, and no permanent happiness. I feel nothing. The nausea has passed, thankfully. I should feel sadness. I’ll never see Prudy again. I’ll never see my sister smile or flap her hands or sputter a laugh. God, who will take care of her? I know I left a plan. I arranged a legal guardian and trust for her. Right? I can’t remember a damn thing. Was it - 
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A BLINDING WHITE LIGHT. 

No, I’m in a white room. Sort of. I sense walls but the white has distance. An infinity. I have been here before. It feels familiar. It’s not Heaven. If it were Heaven then clothes would be involved, right? Or at least a diaper. I wouldn’t be naked and sitting with my legs crossed. All on display. For God?

No. Three people sit the same way at a distance from me. Maybe ten yards. I’m not sure since facts like these are hard to decipher. The people sit with their legs crossed, slightly above me and in a triangle formation. The two behind the one seem higher up or further back. Again, this place is so confusing.

The three are completely white. Not Caucasian. But albino. A loss of color as well as sexual organs and body hair. The only color they have is their eyes. Their pink eyes never blink.

The one in front has a mix of feminine and masculine facial features. Long, straight brown hair drapes over its chest and stops at its skinny belly. From the way the hair settles, it either has small breasts or no breasts under the hanging hair. 

The one behind it on its right stands out with its bald head and muscular chest that contrasts with a pixie face only an Eastern European model could have. It is so beautiful that it could make me switch to women in a heartbeat if we were back on Earth. Or at least, question my heterosexuality.

The third on the left has short blond hair. More masculine in facial features but a body with curves the others lack. If it were standing, it would reveal a perfect hourglass figure that would attract any gender. 

What would happen if they all mixed into one body? Would the perfect human be created? Physically, I suppose. What would be going on in their brains, though? Would kindness and love reflect their physical prime?

I’ve been here before. I’m not sure when. These people, these things, seem familiar. Was I here in this room? This slice of white out of time and space? It doesn’t frighten me. It doesn’t comfort me, either. But I lost emotion back in the black. Maybe the absence of emotion carries over here.

Eventually, my mind settles. All I can do is pick one of the three and stare at them. That would be the most obvious thing to do. Instead, I focus on the center of the invisible triangle they form. I stare and blank out. Soon something surfaces from the white.

**
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A TSUNAMI HITS MY BODY. I rush backwards with it. Then it pushes me down, then up. All I can see is thrushing water. Until it attacks under me. Pushing me. Expelling me into...
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“OH, MY GOD,” A WOMAN says. “Sean. Oh, Sean. You’re awake.”

White walls. A ceiling. Age cracks in the paint. A water stain close to the top of the window. A steady beeping from a machine close to my head. Car horns in the distance muffled by glass. Then the pain. A burning in my shoulder and on the side of my head. I try to raise my hand to touch it but the tubes weigh them down.

“Oh, God,” I croak. My voice sounds deep. Masculine. I must be in horrible shape. I hope Prudy isn’t here to see me like this. I don’t want to freak her out.

“Can you feel anything?” the woman asks.

She sits at the side of my bed. In her early or mid-thirties. It’s hard to tell with her face so exhausted with pain and worry. Long blond hair pulled into a tail. A black t-shirt snug over her slim torso. She holds my hand with both of hers. Clearly, she is not a nurse. Who does she think she is that she can hold my hand like this?

I open my mouth to respond to her question. Nothing comes out. A heaviness in my head consumes my brain. I fall back under.

**
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I’M ALONE WHEN I WAKE up again. The same room as before. Wires and tubes attached to my body. I’m in a hospital. A single lamp above my head to block out the darkness. Surrounded by a drab light blue curtain. My eyes are still tired and heavy but I don’t think I can make out anyone on the other side. No noises of a busy or gossiping staff either. The door to the room must be closed for my benefit.

Finding some strength, I grab the remote dangling off the raised safety rail and reposition the bed up to a sitting position. A pain sparks in my shoulder. Through the neck of the gown, a thick bandage peeks out. Was I shot? Then I remember my head wound. I gingerly touch the bandage around it. It’s thicker on the same side as the shoulder wound. Shot in the head? No. That can’t be right. I wasn’t shot in the basement at St. Paul’s Avenue. Was I?

A third sensation of pain grabs my attention. From between my legs. It’s minor compared to the other two but I have to see what kind of damage was done. Maybe I have a catheter in me so I won’t piss on the bed. I lower the blanket and lift the gown. 

“What the fuck?” I rasp but fail to reveal my true horror.

This is not right. This is not me. This is not my body.

A lump of meat surrounded by a tangle of black pubic hair. A fucking penis!

Adrenalin kicks in, fuels my fear and panic. I sit up and swing my legs over the side of the bed, covering this cruel joke between my legs. I hop off the bed, my bare feet on the cold floor, and pull the curtain to the side. As I suspected, a private room. Two doors across from the bed. One wide open to reveal the bathroom. 

I rush to it but don’t make it far. The wires and tubes hold me back. I yank the sensors off, taking chest and arm hairs with them. The IVs prove to be difficult. And painful when I tug at them. I give up on removing them and grab the metal stand that holds the bags of fluid. Using it as needed support for my wobbly, hairy legs, I enter the bathroom and find a man in the mirror. A man in his mid-thirties. Short black hair, a short black beard with gray on the chin. Dark piercing eyes in red sunken sockets. He might be good-looking if he didn’t appear so shocked, scared, and confused. He matches how I feel.

“What the fuck?” we ask.

Warm wetness covers my groin and runs down my leg. I pull the damp gown up. The stench of urine rushes up my nose. The penis pisses on the wall and sink like an out-of-control busted pipe. 

My penis. 

My God!

My knees buckle, gravity takes over, and the black thankfully takes me back and away from this bad, fucked up dream.

**
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I OPEN MY EYES. AGAIN. And again, I am in the hospital room. I am not in a bad dream. I’m not sure how I got here or why I am here but it surely feels a lot like Hell.

This time I’m not alone. A tall black man in a long white coat over his dark blue scrubs holds a clipboard and writes on it. A man in his early thirties with the first phase of a beard and wire-framed glasses hanging off his nose. He lifts his tired eyes from the paperwork and connects with mine.

“There you are,” he mumbles.

I expect a smile from him. Maybe he was anxious to see me awake since I received such horrible wounds. Nope. Not this guy. I’m probably another patient. Another part of his paycheck.

“Here I am,” I croak. My voice sounds deep and dry. I grumble. I’m probably still in this male body. I raise my arm weighed by the IVs. Yep. Dark hairy arm. “Unfortunately.”

“I’m doctor Abraham Marcus,” he says, hanging the clipboard on the end of my bed.

“You have two first names.”

He pulls a penlight from his coat’s breast pocket and clicks it on with his thumb.

“Uh, huh,” he says, shining the lights in my eyes. “Look straight ahead. Good. Now follow the light. Very good.” He slips the penlight back. “How do you feel?”

“Like shit.”

“To be expected. Are you in much pain?”

“Not physically.”

“Good.”

“Where am I?” I ask.

“Presbyterian Hospital.”

“That in New York?”

“Brooklyn,” he says.

“Brooklyn?”

He nods and asks:

“Do you know your name?”

“Mik-,” I start. No. No way that is my name here. “No. I don’t.”

“Do you remember anything?”

I take moment to scan my brain. All my memories are of Prudy and Jersey City. My past art career. My new career with the Tenebrous. The most prominent ones are of that nut house on St. Paul’s Avenue Mike Mallory and I were in.

“Not exactly.”

“A little bit of amnesia can be expected with a head wound like yours.”

“I was shot?”

“Twice. The first bullet went through your shoulder, missing the heart by about an inch. It went clear through to the other side. The second bullet grazed your temple. If you haven’t moved, reacted, from the first bullet, I believe the second would have penetrated the side of your skull.”

“So you’re saying that the first bullet kept me from getting a second bullet in the head,” I say. “It saved my life.”

He nods. Finally, a bit of a smirk.

“Yes,” he says. “You could say that.”

“So, I’ll live?”

“From these wounds? Yes. But you won’t be roaming the streets any time soon. We still need to run new scans now that you’re awake. A neurologist will want to see you. They can explain any issues you may suffer after you leave.”

“Roaming the streets? Am I a hobo?”

“I was referring to your profession.”

“Which is?”

“You’re a police officer. A detective.”

“Oh, shit,” I chuckle. “This keeps getting worse.”

“Since you were injured on duty, there are other officers that want to talk to you. I’m going to tell them to wait for another 24-hours since you’re dealing with the amnesia.”

“You think it will clear up by then?”

“Maybe. Possibly. If not, then in a few weeks.”

If this cop’s memories resurface then what will happen to my memories? Will they disappear? Will I completely become this wounded cop?

“By the way, who am I?” I ask. “What’s my name?”

“Nixon. Sean Nixon.”

**
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AFTER DR. MARCUS LEFT, an older Latino nurse with wide hips and chest enters the room and smiles as if she knows me well. Maybe she does, in a way. If I was out cold in this bed for a few days, then she was probably taking care of me during that time. Dressed me, bathed me, made me comfortable. Who knows?

“Hello, Mr. Nixon,” she says with a slight accent, opening the curtain and pulling the metal blinds up next to the bed. Sunlight freshens the room. “I am so glad to see you up. I’m Corrine and I will be one of the nurses caring for you during your stay.”

“Swell,” I grumble. “Thanks.”

The dry throat finally causes me to cough. Corrine brings the table on wheels over, pours water from the small plastic picture into the tiny plastic cup, and inserts a straw after removing the plastic around it. With her other hand, she lifts my back off the bed. The straw close to my lips, I sip the water and moisten my throat.

“Thanks,” I say, resting back.

“I’ll leave it right here for you,” she says, placing it on the table. “You’re to keep drinking water. If you run out, let me know. Also, I’ll be removing one of the IVs from your arm. The doctor wants you to build your strength up with solid food. Do you like chicken or beef?”

“Er, is it lunch or dinner?”

“Lunch.”

“Chicken.”

“A big strong man like you should have beef. Good for those muscles.”

“I hate beef. I want chicken.”

“Okay,” she sighs and shrugs. “You’re the boss.”

“Whatever.”

Corrine moves to the other side of the bed and removes one of the tubes from the valve in my arm.

“This other one is for the pain,” she says. “I expect the doctor will remove that one soon, too.”

“Swell.”

I notice the huge television hanging on the wall. Not a huge flat-screen but one of those old heavy ones with a tube inside and two dials to change the channels from back in the old days. It couldn’t be black and white, could it?

“Where did you find that antique?” I ask, pointing to the set.

She glances at the television, then back to me. Confusion on her face and one penciled eyebrow up.

“You want to watch television?” she asks.

“I guess. But does it work? It looks old. Does it use an antenna?”

“You are not allowed to watch television,” she says. “The officers investigating your incident don’t want you to watch any news. You are all over it, as you can expect.”

“I am?”

“Oh, yes. Between you and me, they are making you out to be a hero. I’m quite honored to be treating you and glad you’re alive. Oh! And you’re not allowed to use the phone or have visitors.”

I shrug. Who would I call or talk to?

“Except for your wife,” she says. “They say she can visit.”

“My wife?” I ask.

“Yes. She is outside waiting for me to finish. A very lovely woman who has not left your side,” she says. “Is there anything I can get you before I send her in?”
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