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“I don’t understand. Why do I need to get down to the First Precinct?”


“Don’t ask me questions right now, Miki,” Detective Otto Sampson says on the other side of the phone. “Just sober yourself up and get down here right away. It’s important.”


The way he said sober stung me, like he’s my condescending parent or something.


“Okay. Christ. I’m leaving now.”


I sigh, disconnect the call, and sit on the couch. The serious tone Otto had on the phone pushes any sludgy brain fog that the alcohol created out of my head. I’m able to theorize and think now. Did he find out that I killed my father last month? Or maybe it has something to do with Ethan Weisz. Maybe he woke from his coma and he’s talking. 


“Of course I know who put me in the hospital, Detective Sampson,” he could have said from his hospital bed. “That little rich bitch artist kid Miki Radicci. She had me tied up in the basement and threw grenades at me through the window.”


No. If that were true then Otto would come to my condo to arrest me. This has to be something else. But what?


I wash up and brush my teeth in the bathroom. As I go to put on my leather jacket I notice a smell in the hallway. A rank odor I never noticed before. A dead rat? I then sniff my shirt. I’m the odor. Makes sense. I can’t remember the last time I took a shower since I got back from Jersey last week.


Wanting to make a good impression for my handsome homicide detective, I change my clothes and roll on fresh deodorant. My jacket on and my saddlebag over my shoulder, I’m ready to go to find out what’s waiting for me at the police station and hope to God I’m not in deep shit.
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I walk up the steps to the entrance of the brick and concrete building. I sip the coffee I bought from the Dunkin’ Donuts on the corner. Just an hour ago I was on my way to getting pretty fucked up drunk, but now I feel semi-sober. After all, I did accomplish so much since the phone call. I wonder if I should brag about this, maybe get a cookie from the cops or something.


As I pass the seats in the lobby, a group of battered men in sports jerseys sit around and nurse their wounds.


...a fat white face sculpted in drunken rage...a fist collides with my nose...a barmaid in a little apron screams...a foot kicks my stomach...the air rushes out of my body...a chair breaks against  my shoulder...my back slams to the bar and almost cracks...


The assholes in the chairs should have walked away instead of getting their faces pounded. Another good reason why I don’t drink at sports bars.


I approach the desk sergeant and tell him I’m here to see Detective Sampson in Homicide. “He’s expecting me,” I say.


The portly kid (he’s probably in his late twenties but looks a lot younger. Maybe it’s the zits on his chin that gives that impression. He must get terrible shit from the other cops) picks up the phone and dials an extension. He tells Sampson I’m here. He nods his head and hangs up.


“Have a seat, an officer will escort you up,” he says.


“No need. I know where to go,” I say.


The small printer rolls out a badge for me to stick to my clothes. He tears it off and passes it under the bulletproof glass. My grainy picture, saved from the last time I was here along with my name and destination, is crookedly printed on the square sticker. 


“An officer will be down shortly.” His voice almost imitates authority.


I take the badge and roll my eyes. 


He motions for the next victim.


I walk over to the chairs. Luckily there’s an empty row to welcome my butt. I stick the badge to my jacket so that both my hands are free to sip the coffee. About ten minutes later I hear: 


“Radicci?”


A tall Latino officer in blue appears and gives me that cop look. 


I rise and slip my bag over my shoulder. 


“Yeah.”


He motions with his head and I follow. When we enter the elevator and he presses the button for our floor, I ask, “What’s the big deal about going to Homicide on my own? I practically live there.”


He side glances and raises a brow.


“Detective Sampson wants you in an interview room,” he says. “I’m taking you there.”


I sigh and lean back on the wall. Interview room. More like interrogation room. Shit. That’s not good.


He leads me into the room and offers me a seat. To be different, to change my luck, maybe, I sit with my back to the two-way mirror. Again, the officer raises his brow, “He’ll be with you shortly,” and leaves the room.


Yeah, keep that brow up, big boy. If I’m not under arrest then you don’t need me to face the mirror to watch me sweat it out before I’m questioned.


The room appears the same. Camera in the corner of the room. Microphones sticking out of the table with a control deck on the side. Two chairs at the table and one in the corner. The ceiling vent blows cool air into the windowless room. I cross my arms, focus on the wood tabletop, and jiggle my leg.  So what if I seem nervous. Maybe I am. It’s almost nine at night and I’m seventeen. I should be out having fun or wallowing at home in front of the T.V. or anonymously searching the web of people like myself. Instead I’m here for... I don’t know why I’m here. I just ran over based on Otto’s cryptic request.


As I’m about to stand and pace, the door opens and Otto Sampson enters. Sleeplessness and worry pull his handsome mulatto face down. God, he would be so cute if he snatched a good night sleep or a less stressful job. He wears black suit pants, a white shirt, and dark purple tie I wouldn’t have picked out for him. He smiles and sits in the chair across from me.


“Thanks for coming, Miki,” he says.


I wiggle my brows and say, “Not everyday I get to hear you say that,” and hope he catches how I perverted his words. 


He glances over my shoulder at the mirror, then back at me. I understand. I need to behave. Bosses are watching. 


“I wasn’t bothering you, was I?” he asks.


“No, just hanging out.”


“Drinking?”


I shrug. He should know the answer.


“What happened to your face?” He points to his head, referencing the bruises some dirty cop in Jersey gave me last week.


“I fell into a wall,” I say.


We hold each other’s eyes for a moment. I hate it. The last time we talked we had gotten along so well. So honestly. Tonight feels like there’s something between us. Dishonesty. Something that can spark a loud relationship-breaking argument. Does it have to do with why he called me down here or with his superiors on the other side of the glass?


“So what’s up, Otto?” I ask. “Why am I here?”


Otto leans back in his chair, twirls his pen, and hold eye contact.


“A man was arrested in Times Square earlier this evening,” he said.


“Someone got nasty with those painted topless girls running around?”


“No. He attempted to purchase a hot dog from one of the stands on the corner. The man gave the guy a five dollar bill in exchange for the hot dog.”


“This guy didn’t like the hot dog? And you arrested him for that? Jeez, the Mayor is really going off the deep end.”


He takes a breath, ignoring my smart ass.


“When the seller wrapped the money with the rest of his bills in his apron, he noticed that it was a strip of newspaper.”


“Oldest grift in the book. Except he should have used a dollar bill. Maybe this wiener man should have been arrested.”


“If it was a grift he would have claimed he gave a twenty or a fifty, no?”


I shrug. 


“Whatever.”


“So the seller demanded his money,” Otto says.


“Couldn’t he just get his hot dog back?”


“The guy already ate it.”


“Figures.”


“The two got into a heated exchange. Punches were thrown and then the hot dog cart blew up into flames.”


“He shot into the propane tank?”


“He had no weapon or explosives on him,” Otto says. “The thing just burst into flames, from what witnesses and CSU claim.”


Saliva abandons my mouth.


“Carts just don’t blow up,” I say. “Something had to have sparked it.”


“Maybe it was the same thing that sparked the few cars to lift into the air.”


“Lift in the air?”


“Yeah, about four or five feet into the air. Three cars parked close to the incident. Like that time you and I were in the alley and the car chased us, flew after us,” Otto says. “You remember that, don’t you?”


I do. It was in April when I thought that Ethan Weisz had put Corey in the hospital. Turned out it wasn’t him, but Donald Messnick. He’s this psychic I ran into during my orientation at Elite, this organization that uses psychics to help local and government law enforcement agencies. He has this strong ability to move objects and a desire to rape me. So strong that he had to be medicated to curb his ability and was hidden away. Elite didn’t bury him deep enough, though, because he escaped and came after me to win my heart. One of those ways was to crush Otto with a flying car.


Could he have escaped again?


No. Wait. The guy they arrested also made the hot dog man see a five-dollar bill instead of a scrap of newspaper. The last time I ran into someone who could do that was Lily Mathews who, also with Elite, tried to frame me for murder. 


But the cops arrested a man, not a woman.


Shit, and making the cart explode into flames? The Belaguero sisters – although not confirmed but I assume part of Elite’s finest – had the ability to burst objects into flame and throw fire around like water. But they’re dead. Unless they crawled out of hell to set off more fires in my life. I doubt that.


By the way, I have nothing to do with Elite anymore. Figure I would live longer.


“So,” Otto says. “My theory is that this guy has quite a few psychic abilities, no?”


“I can see how you would think that.” I stare at the scratches on the table.


“But the thing is, only one man was in the conflict with this hot dog guy. One man with two psychic abilities. He can alter a person’s vision like Lily Mathews and move cars like the guy we never caught that night in April.”


“And start fires with his mind.”


“And start fires with his mind,” Otto whispers. “During your time with Elite have you ever heard of or seen a man like that? Someone who had multiple abilities?”


I have heard of and seen a man like that but not when I was with Elite. My father had all of those abilities and probably even more if he lived long enough to show me. He never had all those abilities before though. He only had one. The same ability as mine: to experience one’s pain or death when we’re near them. The thing is, I never knew my father was psychic until a month or so ago. No one ever mentioned it. No, that’s not true. My family kept it from me. It was a big secret. A big joke that I was never a part of. They all used the excuse that my father didn’t want me to know he had it. He knew I had the same ability as him. Didn’t he want to share it with me? To help me with it? Maybe he didn’t love me enough. Maybe he wanted me to suffer. I have no idea and I’ll never find out since he’s dead as Kurt Cobain. But he did leave a clue. He told me that he stole the millions of dollars that I earned from my artwork to give to a woman named Prudence. His girlfriend? Fucked if I know.


Anyway. Like I said, my father only had that one ability until he participated in a government experiment called OCCT. In exchange for taking a drug called SDER4 they lessened his prison time. Since then his brain opened up and released all these other abilities: starting fires, moving objects, creating illusions, etc.


The drug also killed him. It made his brain explode out his nose. No, it almost killed him. It would have if I hadn’t stepped in. I killed my father.


“No,” I say. “I never heard of anything like that when I was with Elite.”


Otto nods and taps his pen.


“Is that why you called me down here?” I ask. “To see if I heard of anyone like that?”


“It would help. When we processed this guy he didn’t come up on any of the databases. We even ran his picture and found nothing. It’s like the guy was never born.”


“But he didn’t kill anyone, right? So how are you involved?”


Otto stares at the pen tapping the table. Tap. Tap Tap.


“What are you not telling me, Otto?”


“This guy. Whenever we try to talk to him he doesn’t answer us.”


“Maybe he’s just exercising his right to remain silent.”


“Well, that’s not altogether correct. He did make one request.”


I wait and lean forward on the table.


“Jesus, what?”


Otto locks right onto my eyes. “He will only speak to Michael Radicci. Your father.”
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The room, ever so slightly, starts to spin. I lean back in the chair and feel my stomach drop into my intestines. I close my eyes and grip the table.


“The officers asked him why he would only speak to Michael Radicci,” Otto says. “He didn’t answer. The man kept his mouth shut. The officers checked Michael Radicci and found nothing on him. His record is gone. The only trace of his name was in the lawsuit you had against. But you dropped it. Why did you do that?”


I breathe in and out, deep, hoping to stop the nausea in my stomach.


“Anyway, they saw your file and my name attached to it and asked if I knew where your father was. I told them that I only knew his daughter Michelina. So I called you as a favor to see if you know who he is.”


“But he doesn’t have a name. Even if I knew who he was, how could I tell you?”


“True. But due to the extraordinary circumstances, I thought you might know him through Elite, too.”


I manage to pull some saliva into my mouth and croak out, “Do you have a picture of this man?” 
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