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Chapter 1

Air and blood burst from my mouth. Some things never change, no matter how advanced we say we are. Take the fact that men are assholes with only one thing on their mind. I ignored the tearing of the fabric in my pants, I was too caught up in the denim scraping my skin as they were yanked over my hips by rough hands. He left the jeans bundled just under my knees and grabbed for my panties. My underwear bit in to my flesh before the lacy garment finally snapped. 

My tongue was cut and my teeth felt loose. An icy-hot feeling cut through the tingling numbness in my face, letting me know that my cheek was probably scraped or cut. I twisted my head to look back at the three pricks that jumped me when I returned from a quick snack run. Sure, I was on a stakeout and supposed to be paying attention but I’d left the camera running. I’d also left my pistol— it would cause more attention if I ran into trouble.

Now the gun was tucked behind the back of one of the jerks that lay waiting for me. Soon as I slipped through the battered door they were on me, grabbing me and sending me into a wall, then a knee in the stomach, then a fist to the jaw that knocked me to the ground. And now this, just one more reason I’d sworn off men years ago.

“I’m due to be relieved any minute,” I wheezed, blood dripping from my lips. “My partner’s a witch, too.”

“Ain’t no witch gonna be spending time with some gutter-bitch like you!” The brains amongst my group of oppressors said.

“You leave now and I won’t tell her you said that,” I bluffed. “I’ll even let you keep the gun.”

He laughed. “How about I keep the gun and have a crack at your ass while I’m at it?” His friends laughed with him, one of them even suggesting they flip me over so they could see my tits. Brains ignored the boob-man and instead leered at me. “Tell you what, after we’re done with you we’ll take that fancy camera too. You play nice and maybe we’ll let you live.”

My options sucked. I had no relief coming, he’d figured that out right. “All right,” I said, twisting myself over and reaching for the hem of my t-shirt. “Let’s get this over with.”

He let me turn and pull my shirt up. I didn’t have that much up top and when I was on a job I never bothered with a bra. Boobman grinned lasciviously but his other buddy laughed. “My little brother’s got a bigger rack than she does! Hell Jerry, you sure she’s not a boy?”

“Ain’t no dick down there waiting for us,” Jerry, or Brains as I called him, retorted. “Bitch even shaved it nice and clean for us. Now—holy shit, look at this bitch!”

Rapist number three whistled appreciatively as I finished pulling my pants off my legs. “That is a fine looking pussy,” he admitted.

“No dumbass, I meant her skin. Look at all the scars!”

“Damn!”

I had scars, plenty of them. All over me but most in strategic places. Scars that made me the person I am. Then there were some of them that were more random, evidence of past bullets and knives — even the teeth of a nasty Rottweiler. I sat up slowly, fighting hard to ignore the nausea in my head and the burning hate in my belly. I reached for Jerry’s pants. “You boys going to talk all day or are you going to show me what a real man can do?”

Jerry laughed and looked at his partners. “That’s the spirit! She’s begging for it! I knew she was just another street whore! Go ahead baby, unwrap your present.”

I unbuttoned his dirty jeans and unzipped them, fighting another wave of nausea at the thought of what lay waiting inside. I reached in and wrapped my hand around his superheated flesh. My throat tightened, choking me with a paralyzing fear. He felt huge, even though he wasn’t fully hard. I didn’t do dick, so even the smallest could scare me. I knew a secret that gave me strength enough to fight past my fear: his dick, at least, wouldn’t be touching me or anyone else ever again.

He groaned appreciatively then gasped and stared down in wide-eyed and open-mouthed shock. About the same time as he started howling and trying to throw himself away from me his jeans darkened with blood. Boobman and Pussy-lover stared, not knowing what had happened or what to do. My hand was covered in blood as well, his blood.

I’d used Jerry’s retreat to pull myself forward so my feet were under me. Now I lunged and  crashed into Boobman, knocking him off his feet. I may only be a few inches over five feet tall and look like I’m underfed but I’ve got some weight on my side. I rose up from Boobman, leaving him gasping and gurgling as blood ran down his throat and chest. Pussy-lover stared at me and Jerry, who had collapsed to his knees and was yanking his pants down to check out what had happened.

“Fuck this!” he said, scrambling backwards and bouncing off the wall next to the door. I licked my lips as I stared at him, then I winked. He whimpered like a little girl and turned to throw the door open and run out as quick as he could. I let him go, it wasn’t like I could have stopped him anyhow.

“You fucking cunt,” Jerry whispered staring at the shredded remains of his penis. “What’d you do to me?”

“What your mama should have done when you were born,” I snarled. I lashed out, kicking him in the side of the head and knocking him to the ground. I dropped on to him, a knee jabbing painfully in his chest.

“What are you?” He gasped.

“The wrong girl to fuck with!”

I drove a fist into the side of his head, nailing him squarely on the temple and sending him into dreamland. I stood up, breathing heavy and flexing my now-bruised hand. I spit on him, one final show of defiance, then turned to make sure Boobman was down. He lay unnaturally still, confirming he was no longer a threat.

I pulled my shirt down the rest of the way and slipped back into my pants and shoes. With the buttons torn I did as best I could, relying on the swell of my hips to keep them up. I grabbed my camera, scowling that the stakeout was over prematurely. I checked on Jerry one last time and figure that the bleeding wasn’t severe enough to kill him. Or at least not for quite a few hours. With a sigh I pulled my phone out of my pocket and dialed up 911, giving them a brief description of the scene and what sort of attention was needed, as well as a squad car. I cut the connection before they could ask me about myself. I had more important things to do than get caught up in questions and paperwork.

I stopped at the door, remembering only then to grab my pistol from where it had fallen out of his pants when he went down. With a final internal curse I made my way out and back down out of the derelict building.

* * * *

“Kat!”

I’d hurried back from the stakeout too, but Texas still sounded pissed. Maybe it was because of me stopping off to take a shower and change my shredded clothes. At least I’d done it as fast as I could.

Texas was my name for Captain Herschal. The name wasn’t Texan but he came from outside of San Antonio and used to be a rancher. He’d sold it all and moved to Phoenix to sign on with Valley Defense Incorporated, the security firm that held the contract for police actions in Phoenix. I’d heard the Captain used to be a sheriff in some small town in Texas, which gave him some good standing with the executives in VDI. 

“Stopped to clean up?” He asked with his Texan twang.

I nodded. “You’ve got no idea how hard it is to get blood out of those razors,” I said. “And the fucker’s tore my pants and britches off.”

“You getting sloppy?” He asked, eyes narrowed.

I sighed. “Come on Texas, you know me better than that. This time yeah, I screwed up, but I’d been sitting on my ass all day! I was bored.”

“You got some paperwork to fill out,” he muttered.

I nodded. I dreaded the paperwork almost more than the thought of being raped. Almost. “Run any ID on them?”

“Yeah, Jerry Vasquez was the guy you castrated,” he said. “Mannfred Derfheimer was the DOA. Both had NEO affiliations.” NEO was the New Earth Order, a gang that had taken on the name of what had been a militant movement many years ago when the portal first opened in Phoenix.

“Sorry about that,” I said without feeling it. “Just wanted to take him down quick, didn’t mean to kill him.”

He ignored my half ass apology. “Company policy, you got to see a therapist and a doc.”

“This late?” I asked.

“We keep ‘em on staff just in case. Ever since—” He trailed off, shutting his mouth and looking away for a moment. “Get your ass out of here and down to the hospital, that’s an order.”

“Ever since they let girls on the force?” I prompted, knowing where he was going. Texas was old fashioned. He didn’t discriminate against woman, near as I could tell, but he didn’t feel they should be in harm’s way. It was kind of chivalrous, except he was a grouch towards me whenever he could because I made his life difficult.

“Go!” He pointed at the door.

I blew him a kiss and turned to leave. I nearly missed my step at the door when I heard him clear his throat. “Kat....”

I looked over my shoulder at him. “Yeah?”

“You okay?”  He asked, his eyes meeting mine without the hard lines of irritation showing on his face. There was something open and caring there, I could see it and I knew he was letting me see it. His concern took me by surprise and touched me. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. I smiled and hurried away before either of us did anything to make the moment any more awkward.

It was a twenty minute ride on my bike to hospital. Not a peddle bike either. I was a proud owner of 2053 Harley Davidson V-Rod. I bought it used last year but that only made it three years old now. On a cop’s salary there was no way I could afford a new one. Even with the bonus I made when I took the undercover jobs.

VDI’s contract with the hospital must have been pretty good, I was rushed in to an examination room and instructed to strip down and put on a gown. I grimaced as I did so, I still had red marks from my experience. I did as I was bade and waited for a few minutes until a gentle knock at the door preceded a man in a white doctor’s jacket entering.

I felt the muscles in my stomach instantly knot. My legs tightened together from where I sat on the bed. He smiled and opened his mouth but hesitated as he looked at me. I realized I was probably glaring at him, but I just couldn’t help it.

“Hi, I’m Dr. Crenshaw, I-“

“Doc, stuff it,” I interrupted. “You may be a fine doctor and all, but how about you head on out and send a woman doctor back in, okay?”

He stared at me, his open lips implying a loss for words. It was almost funny if I hadn’t been so pissed off. I was nearly raped and they send a man in to check me out? Come on!

He glanced at the paperwork in the folder he held and then nodded. “Hang tight, Ms. Wimple.”

A few minutes later a woman came in looking a bit harried. Her dark brown hair was the same color as mine, though maybe a shade lighter. Hers was pulled back into a pony tail, though more than a few strands had broken loose. Mine I’d straightened before I left my apartment for the office and let it fall to my shoulders.

“Ms. Wimple, what seems to be the problem?” She asked, barely doing more than glancing at me as she studied my chart. “Oh! Oh I see...well, are you feeling all right? Any pain or bleeding?”

“What the hell does that thing say, anyhow?” I asked, tempted to hop up and look at it. “A couple of thugs got the drop on me. I’m fine, they just roughed me up a little.”

“Are you seeing anyone, Ms. Wimple?”

I stared at her, stunned by the question. Why would that have anything to do with...I reached up to touch my cheek. I’d put some makeup on to hide the bruising, but now it made sense. Dainty girl like me could get roughed up real easy by an abusive boyfriend. Might even make something up like an attempted rape.

“Look Dr.,” I stalled, trying to read her nametag. “Loveless, I’m not seeing anyone and I don’t know who tried to make my day go from bad to worse. They learned their lesson though, so don’t worry about that. Company policy says I gotta come down here and get checked out. You’re a pretty enough girl, you’re welcome to check me out all you want.”

Her eyes widened in surprise. I winked at her, enjoying the effect my crude behavior was having. It wasn’t nice, I’ll admit, but I’d had a long day and I didn’t lie when I said it went from bad to worse. Plus after I finished with this hospital shit I still had to go back and spend a few hours typing on my computer.

“All right, Ms. Wimple, just relax and lay down,” she said.

I did, then grimaced when I saw her open up some drawers and pull out a variety of tools. One of them included that dreaded cold metal device that makes every woman alive cringe. “I stopped them before they could get started,” I protested.

“Procedures, Ms. Wimple, I’m sorry,” she said icily. Guess that’ll teach me to be a bitch, she was probably going to enjoy shoving that thing in me and making me squirm.

Five very uncomfortable minutes later I put my clothes back on and waddled out of the examination room. My body was a little stiff from the beating I’d taken but at least I’d been able to walk straight before the dominatrix in a lab coat had her way with me. Learned my lesson? No, it just made me want to get her back somehow. I’m nothing if not resilient.

My next stop was three floors up. Most of the offices were dark and the halls empty. I found the office for Dr. Jacobs and opened the door. It was lit but the receptionist was absent. I shrugged and signed in on the touchpad, then sat down and looked through the magazines. Nothing grabbed my attention but I made a show of shuffling the magazines around noisily. My ploy worked, a woman wearing a long purple skirt and a brown sweater popped her head out and smiled at me.

“You must be Katalina Wimple?” She asked.

I nodded, smiling in spite of myself. There was something welcoming and warm in her tone and body language. It wasn’t a gay thing, I just felt myself liking her. Besides, she had red hair. I’d learned my lesson about dating red heads!

“I’m Natalie Hart,” she said, offering her hand and professionally but warmly shaking mine. There was no magic in the touch but I still couldn’t help but feel like I’d just been treated like I was an old friend she hadn’t seen in years. “Come on back Katalina...can I call you Kat?”

I nodded. The last time somebody had called me Katalina I’d been fourteen and my mother was preparing to ground me for the rest of my life when she caught me sneaking out and partying with a bunch of Dark-Earthers. They weren’t really from the other world, their parents had been. Still it didn’t matter to a lot of folks. They claimed the Dark-Earth didn’t belong here, that they had their own world. Even now, nine years later we still had trouble with the segregation.

I ended up in Dr. Hart’s office and looked around. It was comfy and cozy. Not the kind of cozy that means small and claustrophobic either, just that it felt warm. She sat in a chair and crossed her legs, then took her glasses off and tucked some hair behind her ear. I smiled at the gesture, it looked cute.

“Well Kat, do you want to talk about it?” She asked me, not beating around the bush at all.

I shrugged. “Not much to talk about,” I said. “Three bad guys got the drop on me. Beat me up a little then decided they could have more fun. I convinced them I’d play along if they let me live.”

“Did you?” She asked, glancing at the touchpad she’d set on the small table beside her chair.

I smiled. “I’m walking a little funny, but that’s because of the bitch downstairs with a speculum the size of a garden spade,” I said. Her eyes widened and twinkled as she stifled a laugh. I liked this girl, it was official. Damn shame I couldn’t find any urge in me to make a pass at her. She was friend material, not girlfriend material.

“So how’d you stop them?” She asked, leaning forward to show her curiosity.

I held up a hand and let the razors slide out. They slipped over the top of my short fingernails, extending almost a quarter inch beyond the end of my finger on average. Her eyes followed them and she jerked in surprise. “Girl can’t be too careful in my line of work,” I told her.

“You cut them up?” She asked.

I smirked. “You could say that. Turned their leader’s dick into spaghetti with meatballs and sliced the throat out of his buddy. The other guy took off running.”

Her mouth was open now. I’ve worked enough people over in my job that I knew it was shock. She couldn’t believe a little thing like me could have done something like that. “There’s more to me than just the razors,” I told her.

“What do you mean?” She asked, settling herself back into her chair and reaching over to pick up her touchpad.

“Not mental stuff, I meant modifications,” I told her. “I signed a special contract with VDI. They’re taking care of me because they’ve got a lot of money invested.”

“Oh,” she said, writing something down. “Does it bother you? Owing them?”

I shrugged. “Not really. Steady paycheck, I get to see new sights, a chance to play with some top notch gear. Nah, it don’t bother me.”

“What about what they did to you...the stuff inside, I mean. The razors and...well, whatever else there is.”

“That used to bug the hell out of me, but only because it took some time to get used to,” I said. “That and no matter what they tell you, it hurts like hell. There’s no drugs on this Earth or the other one that can take that away.”

“What did they do?” She asked, forgetting her touchpad as she stared at me.

“Armor plating was the worst, I think.” I moved my hands over my torso from clavicle to hips. “Front and back, over the bones but under the muscles. Not sure quite how it worked, but they fixed a lot of the muscles too, adding synthetic fibers to make me stronger. The muscles were all over and I was a lot more sore from that, but it went away within a week or so. Getting used to the weight and how it made me feel weird, kinda bulky, that was the armor and that took a lot longer.”

“Wow,” she breathed, then shook her head. “You look so normal. All the people I’ve seen with metal have been big and a little scary.”

“I’m the economy model,” I quipped, grinning. She smiled with me.

“Well if nothing happened, what else can we talk about? I’ve got you for as long as you need me,” Dr. Hart asked.

I laughed. “And the longer I stay the more you can charge VDI!”

She shook her head. “Flat rate Kat, no matter if you’re here five minutes or five days.”

“Oh,” I said, suddenly out of words. “If I’m dealing with it okay, why bother?”

Dr. Hart smiled and I felt myself warming to her in spite of my suspicious nature. “Not many people get a chance to really talk, you know? You can unload on me, I’ve heard it all.”

“Why would I do that? If I’m all right, then I’m all right, right?” The words didn’t even make sense to me but I couldn’t think of a better way to say it.

“We’re all a little screwed up. Everybody has problems. Maybe a coworker is being obnoxious? Your boss sexually harassing you? A neighbor keeps letting his dog crap on your yard? Everybody wants to vent about something, here’s your chance. It stays confidential and nobody will ever know about it except you and me.”

“Everybody, eh? What’s screwing you up, Doc?”I challenged.

She shook her finger at me. “Now now, this is your time, not mine.”

“You want me to trust you, that seems like a good way to start,” I told her. I knew all about confidence games, I’d been playing undercover for a couple of years now. You had to give people a reason if you want them to trust you. That meant trusting them with something first and making sure they knew it. “Like you said, it’s confidential.”

She bit her lip thoughtfully. She had nice lips, just a hint of lipstick that made them seem fuller than they already were. I found myself wondering how she kissed. I guessed it was soft and probably nervous, like she wasn’t sure she was doing it right. At least not until her fires really got stoked, then she’d be unstoppable. I hid the smile at the thought, then felt myself frown when I realized it wasn’t even a real fantasy, just an amusement. I had no desire to find out if she really behaved that way or not. I almost sighed.

“All right, my problem is my love life. I’m making plans to leave my husband. He’s been having an affair on me but he doesn’t know I know about it.”

“Wow,” I said, surprised. That was a pretty big one she just dropped. Either she had no idea how to play the confidence game or she was about as genuine as they come.

“Oh it gets better,” she warned. “The only reason I know is because he’s cheating on me with a woman that lives in a suburb down the road from us. I’ve been keeping an eye on her, you see.”

I didn’t see. I mean, it made sense, if she knew he was cheating on her then she’d want to check his mistress out. A lot of my co-workers did private investigator work when they were off the clock, in fact, so it’s a story I’d heard plenty of times.

“We’d seen her jogging with her dog a few months back, running through our community or out on the main road,” she continued, startling me out of my thoughts. Apparently the doctor really did need to talk. “I guess neither one of us could get her out of our heads. I-“

“What?” I burst out, stunned. “You couldn’t get her out of your head?”

Dr. Hart blushed. She nodded, then when she saw I’d fallen thoughtfully silent she continued. “I followed her and found out where she lived. I kept trying to arrange a chance to meet her, to talk to her. But I always backed down. There’s just something about her, something...bigger than life. Why are you grinning?”

I realized I was grinning. I pressed my lips together but then laughed. I couldn’t help it. “I’m so sorry, Doc...I really am!”

She frowned, then looked away.

“No, you don’t understand!” I told her, coming out of my chair and dropping to a knee in front of her. I placed a hand on her leg, drawing her attention back to mine. I saw a hint of moisture in her eyes. Eyes that, I noticed, were a pretty shade of green.

“No, no, that’s all right,” she insisted before switching to a softer voice that seemed almost reluctant to me. “This is about you, after all. Do you trust me now?”

“Doc, shut up,” I said. “I’m gay.”

“What?”

“Yeah, I’m a dyke. Butch, sort of, but I don’t like the look on me or on the women I go for. Reason those guys got so close to doing what they did to me? I was terrified of them. Terrified of the thought of their...you know, their penises.” I shuddered and not just for effect. It was real, the male organ scared me.

“Something happened to you, didn’t it?” She asked.

I looked at her and found her image growing blurry. I tightened down on my memories, now was not the time for them. I’d dealt with them a long time ago, or so I thought. “I’m just gay Doc,” I said. I stood up and returned to my chair. “I could do things to you that would leave you exhausted in bed and unable to move, but still begging for more. You put a guy with an erection in the room and I’m either going through the door or through the window.”

She smiled sadly. “Something did happen, tell me about it Kat, I want to help.”

She meant it too. She really did want to help. I could hear it in her voice, see it in her eyes, and read it in the way her shoulders were pitched forward towards me. She was reaching out for me, and if I spurned her offer it would hurt her more than it would me. It sucked. Here she‘d started to tell me something that I could help her with.

I sighed. “What’s past is past Doc, don’t weigh yourself down with it. If you want this girl, you should tell her. Not a one of us is getting any younger and you don’t know what the next minute might bring. Could be the love of your life or it might be a stray bullet. Don’t waste it.”

“Trisha’s tied up with my husband, I’m afraid. If I had a chance with her I lost out on it a couple of months ago. I chose not to do anything, you see, because of my marriage.”

“Any kids?” I asked. It was always rougher with kids. At least on the women. With men it varied.

She nodded. “Yeah, I’ve got a son. His name is Dale. He’s twelve.”

“Rough times ahead,” I said. “But for the best. I’m a cop, remember? I’ve seen this plenty of times. It won’t get better until it gets worse first. Are you worried? I mean, physically? Is your husband the kind of guy to get rough?”

“I...I don’t know,” she stammered. “I never thought about it. He has a temper, but I don’t think he’d ever...I don’t know.”

“Tell you what Doc, you figure out how you want to do this and you let me know, I’ll be there for you. Just in case, you know?”

She stared at me, fresh moisture in her eyes. “You’d do that? But we don’t...I mean, we just met!”

“I’m a cop,” I said. “I don’t let this kind of shit happen if I can help it.”

“And you’re gay,” she said with a smile.

I shrugged. “Doc, you’re cute, I’m not going to lie to you. There’s something between us— something I really like. But it’s not romance. I don’t know what it is, but I’ve been thinking ever since you first smiled at me that I really want to be your new best friend. Pretty as you are, I’m just not swamping my britches at the thought of seeing what’s under that skirt of yours.”

The light was dim in the room but I still saw her blush. It was endearing, her eyes were wide, cheeks red, and lips were parted. She cleared her throat to regain her composure, a wasted effort, then smiled at me. “Well Kat, I‘ll take all the friends I can get right now I think. Here, take this and feel free to get ah hold of me anytime.”

I took the old fashioned business card she handed me, my fingers brushing hers. I felt shameful for having done that - it was a tease and I knew it. I was teasing her, even though I’d just told her I didn’t like her that way. Dr. Hart just smiled, seeming not to notice. I was a woman and she was a woman, I knew she noticed. 

“Thanks Doc, I will,” I said. I didn’t know if I’d bother to contact her or not. Maybe if I got bored, but I kept myself pretty busy. Especially now that I had to come up with some new angles on the case I’d just been working on. I groaned at the memory that brought back. “Shit Doc...I’m sorry, but I need to get back. I’ve got a few hours worth of reports to fill out.”

She frowned. “All right. Kat, I mean it—you really can contact me anytime, okay?”

I looked at her card again and nodded, then did a double take. It had more than just her office phone on it, this had her mobile and her home numbers on it, as well as her email address. I didn’t think someone in her profession would want the crazies she saw having access to all that information.

She caught my look and laughed lightly, “I don’t give those out to just anyone,” she said.

I glanced up at her and smirked. “I get it, you’re one of those girls.”

“Those girls?”

“Yeah, the girl that wants a taste of something she’s been told she can’t have.”

A laugh burst out of her lips, loud enough to surprise her and me both. The baffles built into my ears even activated, dulling the noise in case it continued to rise to dangerous levels. Yeah, I had a little more gear in me than I let on even to the doc. She covered her hand with her mouth in embarrassment, but lowered it quickly. “I never thought of that before, maybe you’re on to something.”

“So can I get going? I’m not running away, I promise.” I’m such a shameless slut, I even winked at her. What the hell was wrong with me?

She blushed again and tried to cover it by nodding. “I’ll send your files over letting them know you’re cleared to work.”

“Thanks Doc!”

“No more of that, call me Natalie...or Nat.”

“Hmm, Kat and Nat, it rhymes,” I noticed.

“Now all we need is matching jogging suits,” she said with a nervous smile.

I laughed too, then realized I had to get out of there. I wasn’t attracted to her romantically or lustfully. It just felt good to tease her a little. I don’t know why, but I was getting a kick out of it. It wasn’t fair to her though, she was confused enough as it was. I never had that problem. Well, I guess everybody who’s gay has that problem at some point, but mine was when I was still a teenager and I just knew that boys had cooties and there was no growing out of it.

I thanked her again and hurried out of the office. I hoped she didn’t think I was rushing, but I really was. I climbed onto my bike and pulled my helmet on. Sure, I had that subdermal armor on my skull too but I’d worked enough accident scenes to know I wanted to look pretty in my coffin. Twenty five minutes later I was back at my desk staring at the first of many report forms on my computer screen that needed to be filled out.

I sighed and grabbed my phone. Flipping it open I let my fingers fly over the miniature keypad then fired off the email before I let myself stop and think about it. I stared at it as soon as it confirmed the message was sent, wondering what the hell I was doing. I’d just sent Natalie all of my contact info too, along with the message that she could call me anytime too. 

A few minutes later she responded, startling me as my phone buzzed on my desk. I had already gotten into the drudgery of filling out the report. I glanced at it shyly, wondering what I’d gotten myself into. Her message just said, “Thanks, I will!”

I smiled and slipped it into my pocket, then lost myself in the report.
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