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AFTER THE SECOND TIME I got beat up, I figured I needed to change my lifestyle.

It didn’t matter if you were white, black, gay, straight, male, female - someone got offended at how you looked or acted. It didn’t matter how much or who you paid for “protection.” They couldn’t be around all the time, and someone else was always wanting a piece of you.

The weird part was that I was expert in being anything anyone wanted. 

I just couldn’t change fast enough to suit everyone.

That was my job, and why I got hired. Why they kept keeping me on and kept giving me bonuses and pay raises. Because I could be anyone or any type of person they needed.

My family tree spread out like one of those Eastern Banyan trees. Wide, really wide. I had some of probably every race you can name somewhere in there.

And my upbringing was modern-progressive. I got to choose my sex and my name whenever I wanted, any time I wanted. 

So I was born "Michelle" but called myself Mica or Mike or Michael - whatever a person wanted to hear when they came in the corporate front door. I was their receptionist. No, I was their host/hostess. And I was able to change to suit their preferences. 

A chameleon. 

I studied people, and could spot by the time they crossed that long lobby whether they wanted me to be male or female, colored or white or something else, gay/straight/bi- or anything they wanted. 

Mostly, I got it right on the money. Which is why they paid me so well. 

My job was to set the new customer at ease instantly and help them find whatever they wanted at the corporation.

If that meant I put up with being hit on, insulted, butt-slapped, or pinched, even groped - it was all in a day's work. Often several times in a day's work. Because I was paid to be submissive or dominant, alluring or indifferent. Often appearing to be several different things at once. 

It was how you held yourself, how you acted, how you responded. 

But no matter how good I was, it didn't matter out on the street. Someone would decide you offended them. Or you had "appropriated" something another culture had that didn't belong to you.

The worst days were when I would wear makeup that made me look definitely one way or another. Like they would have a group of female straight execs come in, so I would make myself male-looking with extra shadow above and below my eyebrows, and under my jawline to make it look like I had a jutting brows and a strong jaw - very masculine. My extra shoulder padding and solid heels gave that look, as well as my low range vocal made me sound masculine. Sometimes putting a roll of half-dollars in my front pocket completed the look they were wanting. 

I could count how many times I'd get pinched riding up the elevator with them, always having to stand the front with the “guests” behind me.. 

Because I was someone else's employee. And couldn't cause a fuss or complain. They knew it. 

Or I was very feminine to another set of female execs, coy and gossipy. All with a different outfit and mascara. Thinner brows, longer eyelashes.

To the average person, particularly in a crowd, not being anyone important, I'd be androgynous. Nobody in particular. And even the uni-sex crowd got offended by that. 

Of course, I got pretty quick at avoiding the slaps and gropes and pinches. Except when I was with several of them in a group.

And that was always the way with the roaming gangs after work. Too many all at once. 

Those started up after the "Tolerance Edicts." And the police got neutered as far as protecting anyone besides their own butts. Most of the city was "no-go" for them after that. They only traveled in bullet- and bomb-proof caravans, and only to protect city officials. Sure, they were being sued several times a week for imagined "discrimination" and that only made it worse. They even invested in 3D imaging so that their body cams showed every inch around them and were basically tamper-proof. 

That didn't matter. They were neutered. Even dropped the "protect and serve" motto. Literally scraped it off their up-armored SUV's. They were bodyguards for the city executives and their lackey press. You couldn't pay them enough to do anything else, even when the law said they had to. 

Because if they ever lost their job, they were probably dead within a week. Cop-hating became a hobby with people. More popular than sports on the 24-7-365 media feed.

The media were in on the scam. They were polite enough in person when a cop was around, but on the 'tube they could be downright vicious. Because they thought it made their ratings go up, and that affected how much advertisers could be forced to pay.

But all this thinking wasn't smart. Because now it was dark, I was trying to find my way home. The trick was to stay in the territories I had bought protection from. That was where all my pay raises and bonuses had gone. Because I was in the "donut hole" of having enough that should have bought a good living, but not enough to buy protection to ensure that it was. I couldn't afford even an armed guard to protect me between my work and my apartment. 

That left me was traveling the long and gerrymandered route along the edge of where they would protect me until I could get close enough to sprint to the relative safety of my apartment complex and their snoring, dull paid "guards." The ones who would only protect you if you got through that armored front door in one piece, preferably not bleeding on their carpet.

And it wasn't my luck that night. Because the borders had shifted again, always without warning to their victims. 

Soon I saw myself surrounded by a bunch of dark hoodie-wearing thugs. Male-female, it didn't matter. They were out to hunt.

Turning left and right, I saw only that the noose was tightening. Standing bodies with their faces in shadow. Weapons in their hands that I could see, and more weapons underneath their long sleeves I couldn't.

Part of that money had been spent in martial arts training, after the second time I was mugged. And that had occurred right outside the front door of my apartment. I could still see the shocked fear and remorse of those security guards as they kept themselves protected behind the armed glass. 

Broward. That was my apartment. And still a block away. Not that it would matter in a few minutes.

I decided. Throwing my bag at the face of the biggest one, who was instantly swarmed by the smaller (females?) who were at his sides and behind them. They wanted my dress clothes.

Then I launched behind me at some smaller thugs, who still were taller than me by a head or so. 
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