
  
    [image: Under Wraps]
  


  
    
      UNDER WRAPS

      A Kira Brightwell Short Novel

    

    
      
        JACQUELYN SMITH

      

    

    
      WaywardScribe Press

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Under Wraps: A Kira Brightwell Short Novel

      

        

      
        Copyright © 2023 Jacquelyn Smith

        Published by WaywardScribe Press

        First published in July, 2017 under the pen name Kat Irwin

        Cover and layout copyright © Jacquelyn Smith

        Cover design by Jacquelyn Smith/WaywardScribe Press

        Cover art copyright © Arenacreative, Nerthuz, Oksanabratanova/Dreamstime

      

        

      
        This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. All rights reserved. All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental. This book, or parts thereof, may not be reproduced in any form without permission. Thank you for respecting the hard work of the author.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Under Wraps

      

    

    
      
        Shadow Box

      

      
        About Jacquelyn Smith

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            UNDER WRAPS

          

          A Kira Brightwell Short Novel

        

      

    

    
      Matt Wilson walked through the front doors of the La Valentia PD precinct with his partner, Gibbs. They had just finished their rounds. He hooked his sunglasses in the chest pocket of his uniform. Even though it was October, there was only a slight chill in the California air. He was glad they had gotten an earlier shift.

      Saturday before Halloween... Whoever’s working tonight will be in for some fun.

      It was unlikely anything serious would go down. La Valentia was a fairly respectable suburb town, but there were always a few drunken rowdies to deal with at this time of year.

      Gibbs jerked his chin in Matt’s direction to catch his attention. “You want to get a beer?”

      Matt pulled off his service cap and ran his hand over his closely cropped brown hair. “Sorry, man. I’m going to grab a coffee and visit Gina.”

      Gibbs gave a nod of understanding, his lips twisting in the sad, half-smile Matt knew so well—the one everyone gave him whenever he mentioned his wife.

      “Right. Well, I’ll catch you Monday then. Take it easy.” Gibbs gave Matt’s shoulder a parting slap before heading toward the locker room.

      Matt headed toward the precinct’s small kitchen. Someone would have left some coffee in the pot. Yes, it would be terrible, but the price was right. And he needed something to perk him up before he went to see Gina.

      “Whoa, Wilson, watch where you’re going.”

      A familiar, female voice jarred him from his thoughts. A perky, uniformed chest met him at eye level. He blinked and forced his gaze upward, doing his best not to crane his neck. It was bad enough he was shorter than most of the men at the precinct, but did Melendez have to be so damned tall?

      “Sorry,” Matt said as he flashed an apologetic smile. “Wasn’t paying attention.”

      Melendez wore her long, dark hair in its usual tight braid that hung down her back. Her uniform was crisp and scrupulously clean. She took a step back and twirled a stir stick in the contents of a steaming paper cup. Her dark eyes darted past him before speaking again.

      “Did you hear?” she asked in a low voice as she gave him a significant look.

      Matt frowned. “Hear what?”

      Her gaze darted over his shoulder again before continuing. “Someone sent the precinct an email—a civilian.”

      “OK...” Matt shot her a confused look. “What’s the big deal? We get emails all the time. Most of them are either complaints or crappy tips that don’t pan out.”

      “This one’s different.” Melendez tapped her stir stick against the inside of the cup before removing it. “It contains a link that’s some kind of back door to a private website.” Her voice dropped to just above a whisper. “A kiddie porn website.”

      Matt felt a cold ball of fear form in the pit of his stomach. “So this link, it gets you in the site?”

      “That’s the thing.” Melendez made a face. “The members of the site trade their... products anonymously. Their identities are hidden from one another by user names. But the owner of the site requires real identities to gain access—probably to use as leverage if he ever needs it. Whoever sent the link has also included a program that’s stripping away the encryption of the user names and revealing their real identities. It’s not running very quickly, but we’ve already got a few names. They’re all locals.”

      Matt swallowed. “And we think this is legit?”

      Melendez shrugged. “Boss says we need to treat it as if it is. He’s already on the phone with some other precincts out in the city to see if we can get some help coordinating this thing, since we’ll need to round up all the suspects at the same time to avoid tipping anyone off.”

      “But who even sent the email in the first place?” Matt shook his head.

      Melendez shrugged again. “Whoever it is, they’re better than our tech team. They’ve validated where the data’s coming from, but they haven’t been able to trace the sender.” Her brow furrowed. “You OK? You look a little pale.”

      Matt shook himself. “Yeah. I, uh, just need to grab some coffee before I get out of here to see Gina.”

      There it was again. That sad, half-smile. He hated using his wife as an excuse, but he desperately wanted to make his escape.

      “Say ‘hi’ for me,” Melendez said. She held his gaze for a moment before walking past him. “And don’t tell anyone what I just told you. It’ll be all over the precinct eventually, but the boss wants it kept quiet for now.” Matt gave her a solemn nod before continuing down the hallway to the kitchen.

      Fortunately, it was empty. He poured a cup of coffee with trembling hands and forced himself to walk back out of the precinct at a leisurely pace toward his car. He got in and placed the coffee in a cup holder. He closed his eyes for a moment.

      Somewhere, deep down, he had always known this day would come. Nothing was ever free in this world. He had been waiting more than a year for the other shoe to drop, and now it had finally happened.

      He took a steadying breath. He knew what he had to do. Everything was at stake—all thanks to some anonymous hacker with a conscience.

      He won’t be anonymous for long...

      Matt pulled his phone from his pocket and scrolled through his contact list. He had some important calls to make.
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        * * *

      

      Kira stood with her hands on her hips and surveyed her handiwork. The walls of her bedroom had been stripped bare, her Nine Inch Nails posters carefully rolled up and stored in a cardboard tube that rested in the corner. The drawers of her desk and dresser were empty. She had just finished packing away the last of her books. Bare hangers dangled from inside her closet. Only a few changes of clothes remained outside of the pile of boxes that lined the wall under her window. She had transferred them into a suitcase that lay open at the end of her disassembled bed.

      She had been sleeping on the floor for a few nights now—one step closer to moving out of her childhood home. She had put off packing up the last of her things until today. Even though it was Saturday, her father was at the office, and her mother was out running errands, leaving Kira blissfully alone for what seemed like the first time in months.

      If living with her parents had been uncomfortable before, it was nothing compared to how it was now. Her abduction by the Procurer had changed everything.

      Her mother seemed determined not to bring up the subject, unless it was to use it to convince Kira that it would be safer to stay at home and live out what Kira was starting to think of as the Brightwell Family Prophecy—work for her father, meet someone at the office, and settle down to start having children—just like her sister, Kori.

      Kira rolled her eyes. She knew her mother only wanted what she thought was best for her, but Kira had already been determined to move out and forge her own path, even before she had crossed paths with the Procurer. Her family had been so worried about her after her escape, she had decided to put off her move for at least a few days until things calmed down. And then there had been the subsequent media circus...

      La Valentia was a fairly quiet suburb town. Her escape and rescue of the seven other women who had been held captive quickly became a sensation. The phone had rung almost nonstop with requests for interviews, and her father had even called the police a few times to have reporters removed from the front lawn. Staying at home had seemed like a good idea to Kira. She ignored the calls and waited for the vultures to get bored.

      In the meantime, she had found ways to keep herself busy. Three months had passed, and the police still had no leads on the identity or whereabouts of the Procurer. There had been plenty of tips called in at first, but none of them had paid off. All Kira knew was roughly what his voice might sound like, based on what she had overheard from the room where she had been kept, and that he liked to whistle—not exactly much to go on.

      She had spent days talking to the other women and their families after their escape, going over each abduction from every angle. She knew the police were handling it, but she couldn’t just sit and wait. In the end, her persistence paid off. She had discovered that each of the abducted women had been taken from a location that used a security system made by the same company. Someone had managed to set himself up as an employee and use that access to break in to each abduction location. Of course, the trail had quickly become a dead end. The name and ID used belonged to a man who had died over a decade beforehand—something the security company had failed to flag during a background check.

      Kira had banded together with the families of the other women to hire a lawyer to seek a settlement, which was currently under negotiation. The payout wouldn’t erase what had happened, but it would at least help those who had suffered at the hands of the Procurer. Even though Kira and the surviving women hadn’t been touched during their captivity, the experience would likely haunt them for the rest of their lives.

      Now it was finally time to move on. The phone calls had stopped, and Kira no longer had to dodge reporters whenever she decided to leave the house. And she was starting to suspect that no matter how long she stayed to appease her family, it would never be long enough, at least not unless she ‘settled down’ with someone.

      Rob was already living in their new apartment. He had moved out from his parents’ place a few weeks ago. He and Kira had picked it out together.

      I’d better remember to pick up some groceries on my way back from the gym...

      Rob had been her best friend since high school, and was practically a brother to her, but he was hopeless when it came to taking care of himself—at least when it involved going outside. If he had his way, he would likely spend the rest of his life curled up with his precious laptop within the confines of their new apartment. Of course, this meant Kira had to handle anything that involved the outside world. She had been careful to check in on him regularly since he had moved out.

      God, I hope I don’t end up throttling him after I move in.

      The sound of the front door opening downstairs made Kira’s head snap up and sent her long, brown ponytail swinging.

      Shit. Is Mom home already?

      She had been hoping to put off the inevitable confrontation about moving out for another half-hour, at least...

      A series of muffled footsteps on the carpeted stairs made her shoulders tense. Her eyes widened in surprise as Kori walked into the room. Her sister wore a form-fitting maroon sweater and dark jeans, which accentuated her tall, lean frame. Kira did her best not to wrinkle her nose in disgust. It was impossible to believe Kori had just had a baby a little over three months ago. As always, her long, styled hair and carefully selected outfit put Kira’s to shame. She was already dressed for the gym in leggings and an old hoodie. Even though Kira was only about an inch shorter and came from the same lean stock, she had started to put on some muscle since taking up MMA after her abduction.

      I feel like a freaking She-Hulk.

      Kori made a show of looking around the room. “I see you’ve packed up.” She gave Kira a measuring look from behind the sleek frames of her glasses.

      Kira let the statement hang there, even though she knew it was futile. Kori was a child psychologist, and an expert at the waiting game. Kira gave her a level look.

      Come on. Don’t act like you ‘just happened’ to come by...

      “Where’s Kevin?” she asked a moment later. Maybe she could get her sister to admit the ulterior motive behind her visit.

      “He’s with Adam. I decided I needed a bit of a break, and thought I would stop by.”

      “While Mom’s out running her Saturday errands.” Kira folded her arms across her chest.

      Kori shrugged. “Can’t I visit my baby sister?” Her brown eyes, so very like their mother’s were artfully innocent.

      This time, Kira did wrinkle her nose. “Ugh. Don’t be gross.”

      Kori sighed. “I was worried about you, OK? Mom told me you’d started packing up your room.”

      Kira rolled her eyes and threw her arms in the air. “I’m fine. How many times do I have to tell everyone?”

      “Kira, you’ve been through a traumatic experience. I know I’ve mentioned it before, but I really think you should talk to someone.”

      Kira snorted. “Like you?”

      “That’s not what I meant. Look, I would be happy to recommend⁠—”

      “I don’t need to talk to anyone,” Kira said with some heat.

      Kori’s eyes flashed. “And I’m sure Clarissa Hunt didn’t think she needed to talk to anyone either.”

      Kira recoiled as if she had been struck. “Leave Clarissa out of this.”

      “Kira, she slit her own wrists, just a few days after you got her away from the Procurer. I know you were in the next room to where she was being kept. She was the only girl he touched. I know you heard things⁠—”

      “Shut up!” The words burst from Kira’s lips. She took a few ragged breaths in an effort to calm down. “Yes, I heard things. Thank you for bringing that up. It’s really something I’ve been meaning to think about lately.”

      Clarissa’s muffled screams had haunted her dreams ever since the first night she had tried to sleep after her escape. She had a feeling they always would.

      Her sister took a step toward her. “I’m only trying to help. If I didn’t say anything, and you did something to harm yourself...” She shook her head and swallowed.

      Now it was Kira’s turn to sigh. “Look, I get it. You’re worried, and you want to help. But I’m dealing with this in my own way. Besides, Clarissa didn’t commit suicide.”

      Kori’s lips twitched in a sad smile. “Kira, we’ve been over this. The police didn’t find any signs of foul play.”

      Kira shook her head. “Yeah, she just conveniently offed herself before she could give any details about the Procurer—the one person out of the eight of us who might be able to identify him.” Her voice dripped with sarcasm.

      Kori opened her mouth to retort, but the sound of the front door closing again from downstairs brought her up short. Kira closed her eyes and stifled a groan.

      Great. Now I have to deal with both of them.

      Her mother’s blond head popped through the doorway a few moments later. Her outfit was almost a match for Kori’s, except her sweater was pale blue.

      “Kori?” she stepped into the room to join them with a bright expression. “I didn’t know you were coming by...”

      Kira gave their mother a pointed look. “Mom, I know you called her.”

      Their mother’s face fell. “Kira, we’re⁠—”

      “...worried about me. I know.” This conversation couldn’t end soon enough for Kira’s liking.

      “You’ve finished packing.” Her mother’s voice was flat. “Are you sure you won’t change your mind? I still don’t think it’s a good idea for you to move in with Rob.”

      “Mom, you don’t think it’s a good idea for me to move out at all,” Kira said.

      Her mother raised her chin. “That’s not true. I’m sure if you found the right person⁠—”

      “I have. His name is Rob.”

      Her mother shook her head. “Kira, I know you and Rob are... close, but I’m sure he’s made it clear by now that you’re not, ah, his type.”

      “And I’m not into gay guys either,” Kira snapped. “Mom, we’ve been over this.”

      Kira’s mother squared her shoulders and prepared for another rally. “Well, then what about when you want to bring someone special over to your apartment? What’s your date going to think when they meet your roommate? You’ll never get a boyfriend living with him. If you would just stay here, and work for your father, I’m sure you would find someone nice to settle down with.” Kori tried to catch their mother’s eye while shaking her head, but it made no difference. “Just look at Kori and Adam!”

      Kira’s hands balled into fists. “Has it ever occurred to you that I’m not like Kori?”

      Her words hung there for a moment as her mother’s expression went completely blank. Kira held her breath.

      Her mother seemed to shake herself and her eyes widened. “Oh. Oh. Kira, honey, I never thought...” She shook her head. “It explains so much! Rob, your wardrobe, the MMA thing...” Her voice dropped. “Do you not like boys? You know your father and I will love you no matter⁠—”

      “Oh, for the love of God, Mother. Yes, I like boys!” Kira shook her head. “I mean men!” Her face was beet red. She lowered it into her hands with a groan. “How are we even having this conversation...”

      “Well, considering what you’ve been though recently, it wouldn’t be surprising if you’d re-evaluated some of your feelings toward men,” Kori said as she and their mother shared a knowing look.

      “OK, we’re done talking now.” Kira picked up her gym bag. “I’m moving out with Rob, and that’s that. I’m into dudes, and no, I’m not trying to get into Rob’s pants—not that it’s any of your business. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have an ‘MMA thing’ to go to.”

      She stormed past them and thundered down the stairs before either of them could respond.
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        * * *

      

      Matt looked down at the body sprawled at his feet. Jerry Driver was a lean, gangly man. His limbs were spread akimbo across the kitchen floor. Blood stained his purple velour tracksuit and pooled out from his rat-like features, blooming like a crimson flower across the white linoleum. Matt realized he was panting. He took several steadying breaths.

      The weight of the toaster in his right hand caught his attention. More blood dripped from the smooth, metal sides to patter against the floor in an unsteady rhythm. His gloved fingers unclenched and the toaster clattered to the floor.

      It would have been far easier to use his gun, but he had to be careful. Nothing about this could ever lead back to him. Even after learning where the man who ran the child pornography site lived, Matt had parked one street over and hopped some fences to approach the house unseen. He knew it was only a matter of time before Jerry’s body was discovered and his own coworkers were called in to investigate. One of the first questions they would ask the neighbors was whether they had noticed any strange people or vehicles on the street. Matt shuddered.

      I don’t know if I could do that again.

      Killing someone in the line of duty was one thing, but this... It wasn’t him.

      What will Gina say?

      He shook his head. Gina could never find out.

      He took one more deep breath and pulled himself together. Killing Driver had been necessary, but not his main objective. As the owner of the site, he was the only person outside of the friendly neighborhood hacker who could identify the site members. Matt was also convinced there must be a connection between Driver and whoever was hacking the site.

      He had started off his visit by trying to reason with Driver—albeit with the threat of his gun. Had he known the site had been compromised? The shocked expression that had met Matt’s words had been enough to convince him that Driver wasn’t the culprit. But his ensuing anger told Matt that the creepy little bastard knew who was. When Matt had demanded answers, Driver had clammed up.

      “If I tell you, you’re just gonna kill me.”

      He hadn’t been wrong. But what Driver had failed to realize was that Matt had to kill him anyway. No loose ends could be left dangling. And if Driver wouldn’t talk, well, Matt was still a cop. It wasn’t as if he didn’t have certain resources at his disposal.

      He tried to forget the sensation of Driver’s skull crunching beneath the weight of the toaster. A surge of nausea rose from the pit of his stomach, tightening his throat.

      I can’t do that again.

      He knew he had to keep going, but maybe it was time to outsource. He wasn’t the only one on the hook, after all.

      But first, he needed to find out who had hacked the site. If he could get to the hacker first, maybe he could get the whole thing shut down before it was too late and all the names were leaked. If he failed...

      His chest tightened. He wasn’t the only one who would pay.

      He went to the laptop that lay open on the kitchen table and started investigating its contents. Fortunately, Driver had been using it when Matt had barged in, which meant it was already unlocked.

      He started with files from the site. He banged his fist against the table, making the laptop jump.

      Encrypted.

      Matt was OK with computers, but decryption was beyond him. And the amount of time it would take to find someone outside the force who could be trusted enough to unravel the contents was likely more time than he had available. He tried to come up with a different angle.

      Email.

      Driver had known who had hacked the site, but this was a man who was careful to keep himself and his clients at arm’s length. It had taken some time for Matt to track him down in the first place. What if Driver and the hacker hadn’t communicated face to face?

      The laptop’s browser was already open. In fact, it looked as if Driver had been in the middle of composing an email. Matt started scrolling through the dead man’s inbox.

      Most of the messages were from clients—using aliases and spoofed email addresses, of course. A conversation from someone calling himself ‘Maverick’ under the subject of ‘Security’ caught his eye.

      
        
        ‘Security check complete. To receive upgrade installation, please send payment to the following account…’

      

      

      Matt yanked his phone from his pocket and fumbled off one of his gloves to dial.

      “Jackson,” a female voice answered on the second ring.

      “It’s Wilson.” Matt did his best to sound like his usual self. “Can you trace an account number for me?”

      “Give me a sec.” The woman who worked a desk at the La Valentia precinct paused. “OK, go ahead.”

      Matt read her the number.

      “Belongs to some guy named Dean Winchester.”

      Matt frowned. “As in the gun?”

      Jackson snorted. “As in one of the characters from Supernatural. I’m guessing it’s an alias.”

      “Any chance you can track him down?” Matt tried not to sound desperate.

      “Yeah, but it might take me a bit. Can I call you back?”

      “Thanks, Jackson. You’re the best.” He hung up before his guilt could get the better of him. If he got caught, and anyone found out that Jackson had helped him... He squared his shoulders and rose to his feet, scooping the laptop under his arm.

      He had work to do.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Nick Foster checked his arms for any broken skin as he walked down the windowless, fluorescent lit hallway that led from Booking. The girl he had just dragged into a cell had tried to bite him. Repeatedly. Of course, Johnson was nowhere to be found. His partner had taken off as soon as they had returned to the precinct with the girl at the end of their shift. He hadn’t even wanted to get involved with her in the first place.

      A call had gone out for assistance at a convenience store just beyond the outskirts of Nick and Johnson’s beat. In fact, it was only a few doors down from where Nick had been parked at the time, waiting for his partner to finish trying to impress the girls behind the counter of his favorite donut shop. Nick knew they were closest. Not only that, but the team that was responsible for the area was already tied up with a hit-and-run situation several blocks away. Nick had heard the back and forth less than ten minutes earlier on the police radio.

      Nick hadn’t bothered to check with Johnson before responding to the call and running out of the car to assist. He knew what his partner’s response would be. He had heard it enough times before.

      “It’s a big city, Foster. Someone else will get it.”

      That seemed to sum up Johnson’s attitude to life in general. It made him a real hit with his coworkers, Nick in particular. Nick’s written reports required a certain degree of finesse to omit any evidence of his partner’s lack of effort without lying outright. Yes, Johnson drove Nick nuts, and Nick went to bed every night wishing he had been paired up with literally anyone else on the force, but they were still partners. Besides, the chief was hardly an idiot. Nick had a feeling he had no problem reading between the lines of his reports.

      Nick had no idea how Richard—no one called him ‘Dick’, at least, not to his face—could be so oblivious to how his complete lack of team effort affected his reputation at the precinct. It was clearly just a job to him—clock in, clock out. The only reason anyone ever came to help him out when he requested backup was because of the credibility Nick had built up with the rest of the force. If Johnson were ever on his own for some reason... Well, Nick couldn’t help but wonder whether anyone would bother responding at all.

      He sometimes found himself thinking maybe his partner would be better off leaving the precinct and branching off into the adult film industry. A name like Dick Johnson seemed like a waste on a beat cop. He could even use his background on the force as part of his overall gimmick... Nick shook his head to himself. Working as a beat cop with the LAPD wasn’t easy, but becoming a successful porn star was no walk in the park either. If Johnson could barely make it all the way through one shift, Nick doubted he had the work ethic to shoot close to a hundred videos a month with multiple partners, no matter how great his stage name and gimmick were.

      Nick nearly bumped into someone walking in the opposite direction down the hallway, jarring him from his bizarre train of thought. Anderson looked up at him with a grin.

      “Didn’t see me from up there, did you?” He wasn’t that much shorter than Nick’s six foot two, but he often joked about it.

      Nick flattened his back against the wall to give Anderson the space to pass him. The hallway was narrow, and Nick’s broad frame seemed to take up most of it.

      “Ready for another exciting shift in Booking?” Nick asked with an answering smile.

      “You know it. At least it’s air conditioned in here. Still pretty warm for October.”

      “Look out for the crackhead girl in cell three,” Nick advised. “Busted her pulling a nutty at a convenience store, stealing everything she could get her hands on. She’s a biter.”

      Anderson nodded. “Good to know. Oh, hey, the chief was looking for you.”

      “Thanks.”

      Nick watched Anderson’s retreating back as his mind raced. What did the chief want with him? He hadn’t done anything wrong, but Johnson might have. As the more responsible one of the pair, he was often held accountable for his partner’s behavior. He couldn’t think of anything Johnson had done lately...

      Only one way to find out.

      He ran a hand through his closely cropped, dark hair. He had left his uniform cap in the car.

      Maybe the summons was something good. Nick was a hard worker, and one of the best cops at his precinct—which was probably how he had gotten saddled with Johnson in the first place. But he had no desire to remain a beat cop for the rest of his career, especially not in downtown LA. It was a grueling job. What he wanted was to eventually transfer to a quieter district, but he knew working a beat at a place like that would probably bore him to tears. What he really wanted was to make detective first. A detective job somewhere outside of the city... That was what kept him going every time Johnson made him want to scream with frustration. He straightened his uniform as he headed down the hallway and across the bullpen, toward the chief’s office. He gently rapped his knuckles against the frosted glass window on the door.

      “Come in,” a muffled voice said from the other side.

      Nick turned the doorknob and slipped inside, closing the door behind him.

      “You wanted to see me, sir?” He did his best not to sound nervous.

      “Sit down.”

      Chief Lester indicated the pair of chairs facing his desk, which was covered with neat piles of paperwork. He leaned back in his own leather seat to give Nick a long look. Nick waited.

      Lester didn’t look upset, not that he had much of a temper. The overhead lights cast a dim reflection against the dark, shaved skin of his scalp. His jacket was off, but his dress shirt was crisp and neat, marked only by the polished leather of his shoulder holster. He leaned forward, resting his hands on the desk.

      “The precinct out in La Valentia has a situation,” he said, breaking the silence.

      Nick’s brow furrowed. “La Valentia?” He knew where the suburb was, of course. But where had he heard of it recently? His dark eyes widened. “The one that handled that case with all the abducted girls? The Procurer.”

      He had read a while back about a local girl who had managed to escape and free her fellow captives. ‘Kira’ something... It had been all over the news. The case was still unsolved. He leaned forward in his seat with new interest.

      “That’s correct,” Lester said with a faint smile. “But this has nothing to do with the Procurer, at least, as far as we know.” He took a deep breath. “The precinct has received inside information about a local child pornography ring. They want to take the whole thing down in one fell swoop with a set of coordinated mass-arrests. They’ve reached out to several precincts here in the city for assistance. They don’t have the manpower to handle it all themselves.”

      Nick’s thoughts swirled as he absorbed this information. He met the chief’s gaze. “You’re looking for volunteers, sir?” He tried not to sound too eager. An opportunity to work in a smaller district, on a major case... If he could make a good impression, he might find the ‘in’ he had been looking for. It was always better to win over a new boss and set of coworkers first, before being transferred, especially in a smaller, tightly knit district.
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Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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