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Humillity takes place on an Earth that is a little different than ours.

Society has changed throughout the century of being a part of the G.A. thanks to the introduction of  space travel and immigrant species, the eradication of human diseases and the unification of Earth's armed forces — the Hudson army has proudly stood as an example of what it is to serve.

To be a part of the G.A. is to vote — make decisions.

To be an Officer is to enact them.

To be a Hudson is to make a difference.

A Hudson does not care for planet of origin, orientation or gender — a Hudson cares for willingness and ability. A Hudson knows that for the greater good, duty surpasses any human — or nonhuman — limitation.

For this is an Earth populated by humans and non-natives alike, each and everyone a potential Officer — and in some cases, a potential Hudson.
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Me and Lou mousey on out of the bunker plan's to get a rovver an then relay race our way through voter check — cause, ya know, there ain't nothing more Templeton than shovin us off base an' prescribin we drive round harrassin people bout their voting habits.

Eh. I shake a thumb to the right turn.

Guy's about as friendly as a bag a wet poodles but I trust'im with Unit 3's prioritizin — of what the comm knows about.

“We're not getting a transport?” Lou nudges, confused but keepin in step with me.

“I didn't want to provoke the juniors into another ballot night panic by sayin overmuch but my gut says humanist ain't the whole story.” I answer, eyes extra open now we're nearin the admin cages.

“Gloria out?” I pose to one of the loose admins.

I get back a shake yes then he's runnin back to petting his comfort files or whatever.

“Ya think it's worth it to check storage?” I turn to Lou.

Who thinks my question through then shrugs.

“It's storage, despite the furniture distribution and the actual sign. People don't work there, files do.” He snarks.

I snort.

“Active people don't.” I counter.

And course I get a smack on the arm for it.

“It's not people storage.” Lou PC's me.

I grin.

“Yeah yeah, it ain't Gloria storage I'll give you 'at.” I accept, turnin us round and back towards transport checkout.

“What were you hoping she'd tell us?” Lou wonders.

I blow out a yard long breath.

“Or what do you want to know that you didn't want a record of?”

I grin from ear to ear at his being quick to get it.

“Face to facin with Mkp can't happen right now cause of the review,” I explain.

“I'm no admin to know how long to expect on that, Jenson probably knew what'e was talkin about when he estimated more than an hour an' less than our Unit's total patience.”

“So you were going to ask her if she'd look into it.” Lou nods.

He frowns.

“What do you suspect?”

I hitch a shoulder.

“Don't know man, can't say it's entirely out of character for the ol'cat to hold a grudge but him goin in on a humanist front? Too extreme.” I make a face.

“Probably too extreme, cause guy's a dick but as far as I know'im he's a solid dick that's not gonna waste space by hatin on his own kind.”

I then do a quick rewind and laugh at what I didn't mean but ended up sayin anyway.  Solid dick, ha!... Do they even have actual dicks or are they like anaxians?

Yeegh. I getting off that transport before it does a round on the thinkin 'bout what's in people's pants base.

“Can't say I've had a heart to heart with him since maybe that slapdown off Havath an' I know what I said but I thought our beef was scoushed.” 

“Ah. Can't call him up to talk because of what, in the wrong hands, it could look like and can't go lookin for him on base since they're on Golgo'tha rotation.” Lou lays out the situation.

I cock my finger gun at him with a point givin wink.

“He seemed alright to me on Leb.” Lou offers.

“Ya saw'im?” I dig for more.

He shrugs.

“Two got roped into it again at some point but I didn't stop to ask for specifics, much less about their pilot.”

I grunt.

Our last mission to Leb was just one thing after the other — includin a whole mechanic fistfight that I don't think half of the fists there saw comin or else there wouldn't have been as many wrist's cryin — so I nod him a fair'nuf.

“Hey, this rovver free?” I call as I point from the transport to the nearest admin.

“Thanks!” I wave off after I get a nod yes.

“I'll get the form, you drive.” Lou proposes.

“That's what I like to hear!” I grin, only too happy to take the wheel an leaving checkout and navigation to him.

“First stop?” I prompt.

Temp already mapped out an entire route but since it's only us on it right now we get dibs on which of the two ends we take — leaving the other for Kim and Sarge.

“Eey, you got any thoughts on what Temp wanted with Kim?” I nod as I steer towards Lou's pick.

“It could be some loose end from their last mission.” Lou replies soundin so so on how convinced he is on it.

Unless they're doin some serious off the book's no no's on the side then Lou's talkin 'bout Yureth an' the FUBAR that's the comm ball — can anyone say that without snortin? — retrieve those two got up to.

“Yeah, no, Temp ain't got a whole lot to be revisioning on his report.” I scoff from the back of my throat.

Understatement — his reports are like two sentences max. An that's the wordy ones.

Lou cackles.

“No yeah, that one was, succinct to say the least.” He agrees.

“Coulda used one on who he sends them to.” I lay into our comm's shit choices of who'e messages.

Lou reaches over to pat my shoulder.

“I doubt he actually tipped off Unit two but if it makes you feel better I can check.” He offers.

“Naaah, ya know I don't mean it.” I sigh.

“Just my mouth gettin in time with my, mm.” I twist a hand indicatin my head an' then make a pass over my face to include it in the description.

Lou gives a side grin.

“What you're lookin for is 'thoughts' Hud.”

I click my tongue and hmm as I turn us down the road of our first drop.

“Could be 'e just wants the ol' Kim might happen to you defense card.” I shrug.

“Can't argue that.” Lou chuckles.

I park us and Lou pulls up our first target's file.

“Yanis Oottoman, age 49.” Lou reads outloud 'for 'e flicks down quick through the man's history.

Way our voting system is built we've got a checks and balances about it that means an admin's periodically assigning free Officers to random voters to ‘verbally verify'. Which is just the G.A. way of sayin someone on screenwork — usually an admin — will call in on a citizen 'bout their voting experience — are you aware of your current voting settings? are you aware of what your inbox to vote time is? and so on. Ya know, your standard civic duties. Ya chat, ya check some boxes, good day to you sir and bob's your uncle.

Voter check like the one comin to us? At's a rat of a different color.

Having a whole list of face to facers means these are the calls that for one reason or other didn't connect. So on the one hand you can view these as a wellness check that ends up being overkill — cause sometimes your system detected 'abnormality' is just your average someone just not readin an' sayin yes to everything on a ballot. But those can escalate right into intervention — of the doped kind, right on up to all sorts of worse shit. Which is why I'm all for Officers with field hours being put on'em — us included — it's just that the timing of this round — right when our Unit's under attack — that grated.

“Evan and S will stay on Jenson Hud, they've got this.” Lou cuts into my worry promising everything's alright.

I exhale and smile at'im shaking off everything that ain't about voter one.

“Ya wanna put down money on cause?” I wiggle my brows.

“I say he was showering.” I toss in.

Lou's face is all disbelief.

“All three call attempts?” He seriously doubts.

“Hey, don't knock it. File says he's single.” I argue.

“I'm puttin in on a sure thing 'ere Lou. Cause if I know anything it's that a man's got needs.” I tap the steering wheel.

Lou's laughing his ass off as we get out the transport.

“What?” I grin at him, cause I know what.

“We're right outside his house!” Lou hisses right on the tail end of him getting his fit under wraps.

I shrug.

“S'not like he can hear us. And if he could, he ain't getting in on this 'ere private action.” I snort.

“Or he can cut us the chase 'an answer if he was getting in on the private action and win me the pool before you even put your horse in.”

“Ahh man! When was the last time we even when to see some real Earth horse racin eh Lou? Whatdoya say, wanna go see the ol'sea biscut once all this shit's done?”

Lou shakes his head.

“The closest we've ever gone to seein a horse is that one time we had to shotgun right after shift to pick up your gaggle of nieces and nephews from the petting zoo, because it was closing.” He laughs cause of'em getting away with it.

I snap my knee.

“Oh yeah, I 'member that. Bunch of delinquents snuck off all on their own to do it too. Course their sitter didn't notice'em gone for three hours so it's equal faults there.” I snort.

“Gah that was fun. How much you wanna bet this ain't gonna be fun?” I sigh, hitchin a thumb towards the depressin residence.

“Boring is a state of mind.” He dead-eye drops.

“Don't judge a book by it's cover.” Lou then scolds.

“But I'll judge a house by it's paint job — who chooses jailhouse gray for where they fucking live?”

Lou side eyes me.

“Is that what that shade's called?”

“Ya got like 30 seconds left to put in your bid, whatdoya say Lou?” I nudge with my elbow.

Lou rolls his eyes.

“He dropped his tablet and didn't see his settings moved.” Lou tosses in.

I groan at his boring ass answer.

“You're killin me man, this was all your idea an' that's what you come at me with? Come on. I'll sweeten the pot, you come up with somethin better an' chokin the chicken in the shower and it doesn't even matter what he says. Your win.”

“This was all my idea?” Lou mouths to himself.

“Fine. I'll agree to the spirit but the letter, this little bet thing was your idea Hud.” He very pointily pokes into my chest. Ow.

“Yeah yeah.” I wave away knowing to give in before he threatens to get Temp and'is recordings in on this.

“But it'll make this fly by, ya know, an' make it all more fun.” I keep on.

“Guesses are going to make the most boring color on Earth fun?”

I sling my arm round him and laugh'im finally gettin onboard.

“There, ya see. Who said you have to stop having fun when you enlist?” I quip, patting him on the back then hitchin my chin towards Oottoman's house. Time's up.

I drop my arm and step back into formation. We make our way to the door.

“Good day, we're looking for Yanis Oottoman.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Then


[image: ]




At the wise ol'age of five Anthony Hudson wanted to be a soldier.

Maybe he knew maybe he didn't but it's probably real lucky that he was born a Hudson or someone would'a told'im that soldiers don't exist outside of movies. Course they might'a also told'im that the real-life equivalent is an Officer so then it would'a turned out anyway — because if you're a Hudson, you're an Officer.

You'll be an Officer til the day you can't lift your weapon anymore and even then — because deep down in a place that don't need no weapon you're still an Officer — you'll find a way to stay in the life. Because being an Officer? It's not a job, it's a life — you can't really quit unless you quit breathing. And Hudsons are not quitters.

So put like that, if someone had told'im soldiers aren't real 'e would'a known'em a liar.

Because of training it wasn't everyday he got to go play with his army cousins but every time out and it was his turn to pick the game Anthony Hudson would want to play soldiers. Sometimes that was pointing stick riffles at your cousin's guts, sometimes it was pointing your fingers at'em to shoot'em down but every single time, Anthony Hudson was a soldier.

To him there was nothin like running after his cousins, ambushing enemies and saving hostages.

Every person on Earth has to do their part if humanity's gonna make it in the big bad universe and Tony's long heard that for Hudsons that part was soldiers.

Hudsons were soldiers. Still are, way General tell's it — just go by Officer now.

It's at seven that Tony decided it'd be stars and oak leaves to grow up to be an Officer instead.

He holds his first real riffle when he's ten — it was like being reunited with an old friend. Would've taken a crowbar equipped football team to come between him and it. It's no coincidence his parents intended to give it to him an' not just show'an tell.

When he turns eleven his parents took him on his first hunting trip — he downed an elk. After all the hoots and congrats one of his favorite cousins patted him on the back and all excited like told him that someday it would be a real one instead of a tin target. Corse everyone joined in on that — we're Hudsons perfect shot is minimum requirement.

Next elk was a zoom outta the corner of his eye that he ran to catch up to until there was a big'ol wall between it and him. The eleven year old untried hunter grumbled to himself as he almost lost his gun in trying to shoot'an climb but that damn wall was just some vertical stairs that didn't know it yet, same as his scratched up arms and legs — by the end of the trip everyone was up to speed on how things are going to go.

By the next trip he's the first of the cousins his age to routinely shoot holes through the middle of his targets.

He's fifteen the first time he actually hits something that breaths — mugger had it coming to him but it's one of'em turning points for the teenager.

He is Tony Hudson and there is violence in him.

It's also the first time he writes a ballot that's on a bigger scope than his friends an' family and that isn't just an admin practice drill — a vote if shooting was justified or not, on whether he's at fault and what that means. Is it 'assault with a replica at an unarmed person'? Are his prints going into the Crime-D, a criminal before he's even had his first girlfriend?

That is just not the Hudson way.

That's not the Officer way.
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“Thank you for your time.” I signoff with an inner sigh, door slidin shut between us an' Lonely can't work a remote stereotype.

Fuck, how many years were we in there for?

I don't turn to Lou but I sure think at him my told'ya so.

“Yes yes, voter check was something invented purely to give spacies something tedious to do.” Lou rolls'is eyes an' ends it all with a groan.

“Now get in the transport.” He points an' I answer'im with a grin.

“Yes sir.” I quip, keepin off the salute in exchange for no wack-a-moling on me.

“Ya think he was tryna say somethin givin us his card?” I wonder as I strap in and start'er up.

“If he was it's probably related to that hiccup she makes.” Lou comes back.

“Hmm, yep caught that too.” I second, pattin the dash of our borrowed ride. I'll have to 'member to put that in the report.

“Poachin ain't happenin but I respect the hussle.” I raise a shoulder then drive us on to stop number 2.

“We could've walked Hud.” Lou whines as the next address comes on only one street over.

“An' risk'im comin out with his toolbox?” I tap the side of my head.

“Two words for ya: physical boundaries.” I frown. Or... What's it? Impediments?

“That's it yeah?” I request confirmation as I pull us into an empty spot.

“O ay, get a load of that. HA! This one's promisin a good time!” I hitch a thumb at the 'real men take it up the ass' stuck on the end of the transport that's on our target's drive.

At no comeback I turn to Lou — who was too busy pullin up the next file to be payin mind.

“We're here looking for Farsha Robinston.”

I blink at the female person on the pic he scrolls down to as he says it.

“Huh. That readin sure leans comin from a woman don't it?”

The look he gives me back is worth two thousand words easy.

“Ya think she's lookin for a transport repair shop owner? Cause that Macmillian back there could use the excitement.”

Lou explodes an unbelieving laugh.

“He was borin to tears so your solution is matchmakin him with the next single woman you meet, one whom might I add, you've a sticker and a picture based opinion on?”

“Fuck you, I'm here to make a difference.” I defend, which'e heartlessly answers with an eye roll.

“Name me a problem gettin laid don't fix.” I wiggle my brows.

Lou shoots me a dirty look.

“Right. That was an auto.” I backtrack.

Then I hold up my hands.

“I'm gonna mention what a bitch stickers are to get off and if she's into it I'll pass on the card of the singleton that can help'er out. They're adults, what either of them do with that is up to them Lou. 'Sides for all we know she's the perfect woman for'im.”

Lou sighs what amounts to a coughed engine of resigned then'e gets out of the transport.

“It's when you say things like that, that I swing between thinkin you're doin good in the world outside the scope of an Officer's duty and thinkin I should take your prints and register you in the Criminal Database as a sex offender.”

“What?! What'd I do?” I throw my hands up at that outta proportion — Crime-D needin?! — accusation.

“You sir have committed the crime of being offensive in regards to sex.” Lou drops all too seriously, so it takes me a minute to get it — smile's a tip off.

“Thought I'm the one wheelin and dealin whack-earnin puns? That's crossin the line, you dick.” I grumble as I shove'im off the walkway.

“I'm 'memberin that one for the next time you try to order extra beans in your burrito.” I threaten.

“Crime'a premaditated murder by noxious fumes.” I gripe, duckin outta the way of the whap and hoofin it over to the main door 'fore he tries chasin for another.

But it's a dash for nothin cause he's just standing there like a stripper pole, groanin at 'imself — which yeah, he really should be for takin it too far like that.

“Show some respect Lou. We got us a 'not when we're on the job' rule.” I hiss twistin back to facin the door before he sees my grin — hearin incomin steps on the other side I square my shoulders an' put on a service smile.

“You dick.” Lou whispers just as he comes to a stand next to me.

Door opens the next second so all I can do is I swallow down my answerin laugh.
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He's a year shy of the age Hudsons enlist when his folks sit him down for a serious talk about his future.

'Ey say he's old enough to aim his own life an' that if he's still committed to enrolling in an Academy then he needs to put some deep thought to his sp. They remind him the nearest one has a good spread of cousins and specializations but there's a few gaps he could fill — he's good with weapons and that never goes amiss on a Unit. Tony agrees weapons is a test he'd  ace though only specializing in'em feels like a cop out — half'is relatives could be his mentor when some of his high school buddies have never even seen a standard service piece.

There's other good options for him to consider an' staying in the same state.

There's a few more cousins out west but one or two just about everywhere — wherever he wants to go for there's going to be someone or a friend of someone out there who's army an'll help Tony out.

But as much as his parents tell'im it's his choice and there's no shame in going the civilian route if that's his calling Tony knows himself and even before the majority fell on him deciding that he's not a criminal in that one ballot he knew — close Criminal Database call or not — that making a difference was it for him. People recognizing him on the streets for a while for stopping that one mugger was really just the cement drying on becoming an Officer but what's one more Hudson in two of any sports teams' worth?

What Tony wants IS to make a difference.

Tony is a Hudson through and through. He's gone through survival training, combat simulations, memorized rules and regulations, how to screenwork — during which he might or might not have talked his cousin Charlie into showing him some vintage paperwork and Tony might've tried to work out how to from there but that's between him and his screen — and all the other essentials until he was up to spec just like everybody else. He liked some of it more than other parts of it but nothing to steer the convoy.

He decides he'll do mid-range but while there's no shame in him being a Hudson's Hudson he just thinks it ain't right for that to mean he parks it there at bein legacy.

He gets lots of suggestions — from Aunts, Uncles, cousins and people he's often scratching his head on how exactly they connect on the family tree — and while a few of'em get more'an a glance from him, he's not really ready to pull the trigger on any.

Even Uncle Bear puts in his hat to take'im on but that's one Tony turns down flat — like he could ever fill his shoes. Or move halfway across the country — family's important and Tony might be iffy on how to fill some future spot but he knows he'd rather stay close to his parents. Or at least closer than all the way to Uncle Bear's hermit shack.

He's pretty sure comm ain't for him anyways.

The only thing that stands out about him as a Hudson is that Tony's the only cousin who's not just into modern weapons and sure means his collection's the punchline to more'an one army joke — an' at's not 'bout him taking the advice to always carry to one of'em, eccentric extremes, by always having a replica on him 'stead of a modern weapon. But everyone also says Tony's as classy as his collection — if he's not going to carry a custom because that shit's expensive, some of'em as much as the insanest big name reproductions out there then he's going to pack the next best thing an' that's gonna be a replica of a classic he made with his own two hands. Though sometimes he might switch for a trashed authentic he restored  but going steady to not scratch the paint gets to be a drawback so he tries to only take restorations out where they're going to be appreciated. Like at gun fairs. Or family get-togethers when some cousins with good taste fly in. That Tiff sure knows how to 'preciate fine craftmanship.

If she'd just drop it 'bout them bnnvian ringo whatever that messes with targeting for no good reason — why mess with what ain't broke? they'll get his interest if they'd do something worth the time, like maybe if they figure out how to make it so it can shoot itself — she'd be the perfect woman. And ya know, stop being his cousin. Twice removed or whatever. With the divorce rate who can keep score? 

An on 'at range, Tony's going to talk to her 'bout making some hot army friends to tag along with her next visit — they can make it a one for one even trade sort of situation. 'Cause if 'ere's another thing they'll agree on it's 'at ya don't need to get married to score
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“When you’re right, you’re right.”

He smiles at Lou's admission an' reaches out to pat'im on the back.

“It's alright buddy, not like I was picturin she'd start droolin over the card either.”

Lou goes through a second of wanting to laugh cause of what I said but 'en he just shakes 'is head instead an' steers us up towards where we're parked.

“Be that as it may now that connection seems imminent I'm going to give Oottoman a warning.”

Be that as it may, the fuck? Who am I on patrol with Sarge?

“Shovel talk?” I raise a brow sort of confused at him for being that against a hookup.

“Heads up.”

“Ah...no yep, she'd be more intense than he's used to.” I concede but stop'im from actually going through with it.

“One, guy's livin in the 20th century an' two, considerin what it's about it's gonna need some face to face. I'll go.” I redirect, lettin go of Lou's wrist.

He snorts.

“Who am I on patrol with, Kim?” He pokes my side 'an sure nuff jcst with that I drop the negative though I want it on record that's it's not because of why he thinks — it's just fuckin funny that we were thinkin the same thing.

“I don't need an out Hud.” Lou promises.

“But I see your point and alright, I'll go talk to him. You going to want to come stand guard?” He teases to which I cross my arms defensively.

“Don't know, you gonna get lost? It's gonna take steps into the double digits to get there.” I grin.

“Not the one who uses his fingers to count!!” Lou waves over his shoulder, already off to warn a guy.

“Dammit, I do do that.” I mutter so'e can't hear me.

“But that's not why!!” I call after him but course Lou-

“Holy oaks! What the shit?!!” I pull myself up from the ground I dropped to on instinct and swivel from where there's still smoke from the explosion an' over to where I last saw Lou — Lou, who's fuckin closer to where it went off.

“Shit.”

I stay low an' hoof it over to him but thank fuck before I even reach my guess on'im he's up — shaky but up.

“Lou?” I prompt, carefully drawin in on 'im.

He turns right away towards his name an' after I give'im another lookover I suck it back in for the moment an 'stead give another sweep towards the blownup.

“I'll set a perimeter you call it in.” I order Lou, who after a long glaze at the impact gets to it.

That'll keep him in the present. I nod then wait for'im to nod back before I size up the area an' from it decide which way to head.

I hear a thump, then it's twin 'cept for direction an' that second one pairs with a blur that from the initial side-eye seems to me like it's escapin so I whip my eyes to follow it.

That Ottoman?

Lou spots him too an' classy mid that he is 'e draws an' stuns — in one shot Otto foldin like a house of cards — before I can take a returned step to back'im up. Always nice ta see a clean shot like 'at but at's not why I went lookin — or steppin — I knew Lou had that, any steps I take are 'cause our runner could've been workin with someone...

Nope. I return from hunter mode an' drop my hand from my weapon's rest an go on to circle round the way I was goin til I get back to where Lou's closin up on informin the guy his rights.

I stop next to'em and snort down at'im.

“Your equipment's blown to pieces an' any stashed product you mighta been countin on, don't. Nothin's comin outta that save arrest and ash. You're even a borin as a meth lab bust.” I tsk.

“Oh HA!! I was wrong Lou, that's the most borin gray!” I correct, pointing to some of the nearest meth dust that's sorta gray... An' probably sorta meth.

Lou bursts into cackles.

“Crra ap, oh, I can't believe-! Wait til I tell Kim, you fuckin got it from the man's house color! Oh oh, fuckin discrimination wins. Ooh oh, only you Hud. Only you would fuckin hit on it that he didn't only live there.”

I give that one a slow review it over blink.

Thanks?... I think. ...When did I say anything about meth? I shrug to myself.

“Aaw, he looks disappointed.” Lou gets in on the guy for turning out to be an L.

“Hm.” I hum as I sweep'im from head to toe.

“Yep, looks like he would pay good fake money to be as quiet on the getaway as Temp.” I sentence.

Lou snickers.

“An' that's your ride.” I say as I pull up O's other side to get'im standin then let go so Lou can duck'im into the waitin patrol.

“See'ya.” I snap two fingers from temple to detention-headin transport.

Thank fuck we can hand off babysittin'im — heck they want the case, they can have it! Less screenwork for us.

“You wanna take the ballot on that or-?”

“That could've been us,” Lou turns to me too scared to look it.

“we could've been in the house when it blew Hud.”

I stare at him.

Point.

“Nah,” I reassure bumpin him.

“I'd betcha Trixy navys bring back says it was a starter set up. You saw'is file, clean record. Way he went down? He ain't a  crime lord. Not sure on why he went with drug lab for 'is big try but I'll tell'ya, guys like'im don't just make the jump from meth to Officer murder cause of a vote check.” I reach out an' put my hand on his shoulder.

“If I was gonna put money down I'd say he fuckin made a panic mistake 'cause he saw you were marchin your terminator ass back to'im right after he bored us off his trail. Dang, would give it to him that boring is a kickass defense weapon, save I don't think he was usin it. Ha! Fuck man. It was definitely a case of sweaty hands that caused'im to blow. Obviously 'e needed to hear more'an just how to treat a lady right!” I cackle.

“Flask safety?” Lou snorts, still sort of shook but givin a good pull to come out of it.

I shrug.

“Guy cracks under pressure — couldn't pick up three admin calls.”

“... Point.” Lou gives in, turning back to the almost out of sight patrol but for it I don't miss that he's almost back to smilin an' more important, he's off the edge of a breakdown.

A brush with death is always a hard hit to take but that's why Officers got other Officers to help'em over the hump — we've all been there an' we'll remind each other the important part's that we walked away.

Patrol gone we mosey on towards the growin arrivals. From there's it's a quick protocol check givin the respondin's a summary of what we know, passin on Otinaynay's Earth Identification Database file then joinin into the resident roundup into the big recovery tents another part of the responding's are puttin up.

Lou and me are both put on reception and check off but on opposite ends so it takes a bit of a neck stretch to get a visual on'im but every time I do he seems even more over his rattled which means I can focus more an' more on keepin calm the people who are evacuated to us. 

This isn't one of'em high packed residential areas — I hadn't thought on it much at the time but the lack of neighbors probably why ol'Ot-man though he could cook up some meth an not get caught.

Not sure what his excuse was for doin it not that far off from most Officer's home turf aka G.A. row. but as established guy couldn't make 'is crime interesting an' he didn't even try.

“This is still 23rd ain't it?” I wonder, cause him thinkin this was one of'em permitting jurisdictions is 'bout the only reason I can give'im. 'Sides just bein stupid.

“Ey, Riggaroni that you?” I call out when I recognize one of the green and tans that comes in escortin a group of residents.

He looks up, hands off his charges to the recievin Officers 'en comes over to me.

“Hudson?”

“Yeah! Shit man, been a while.” I hold out my hand an he slaps into a shake of long time no see.

“Thought you were doin your twenty then gettin out?” I rag on'im.

Riggaroni just laughs as he shakes his head.

“Three months to go.” He answers.

“At what you said three months ago?” I call his bullshit.

“Nah man, I get it, don't have to explain it to me.” I stop'im before excuses make'm suck on his own knee.

“It's me man, never been shy around lifer meanin life.” Maybe you can keep'on with foolin yourself but in my family we know Officer ain't just a four years you drop like a bad habit.

He snorts like he's got something to add but ends up leavin it at that.

“You mean you're counting by Lou's.” He surprises me by not stickin to his guns on silence.

Course that means it's now my turn to snort all snidey snide no-comment.

“Never shy 'bout that either.” I give a tight smile.

“I'd be in some ditch somewhere ten times over if I didn't have'im to watch my back.”

That actually doesn't pull anything more from'im so I move to other things.

“How the navys coming along?”

He follows my sightline over to where most of the medical section from base're busy scanning, testing an' neutralizin any surprises that might'a been left in the air an' surroundings from Ott's meth. If Sarge were here — an didn't go jumpin right in with'em — I wouldn't have to go round askin... Or Temp, eh, not so much the askin but the comm's regular 'nuf at status updates that it amounts to the same.

But since neither are here an' wide update only goes so far for the minute to minute Riggaroni's as good as I'm likely to get without leavin my post or cloggin up the comm line.

An since thinkin of it makes it answer — not... not the way it happens right then anyway — the last of the names on my screen go from 'missing' to 'accounted for'.

Hmm. I can feel my eyebrows meetin for a pow wow while I rescroll from start to finish.
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