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WHEN THE UNKNOWN “X” lost her job and any way to make a living, she only wanted her life back.

But she settled for revenge.

In a way she wouldn't expect – cleaning up the elitist government messes.

Because having dead bodies around did no one any good. And someone was on a purge in those self-named “Royal” houses that ran the moon colony cities.

Her particular mindset and training as a medical clinician allowed her to view death with a singular frame of mind. While all the people she'd helped in that medical clinic gave her loyal, fast friends among the “down-belows” who did the mining and kept everything running.

The opportunity to now work for an ambitious executive who had a nasty habit of eliminating her bosses was just too good to pass up – and maybe find out who had wrecked her life.

- - - -
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I'D ALWAYS CONSIDERED my luck to be temporary. Don't rely on it being there, always keep your options open when things go pear-shaped.

Like how I lucked into medic-training in the military. Because the other guy got shot up and was himself medivacked. And I was the only one who kept her cool – regardless. Blood, guts, brains, none of that phased me. Somehow, inside, I just turned it off – and dealt with the problem in front of me. 

Triage made a lot more sense if you took your own emotion out of it. Guys I'd served with and wanted to have around because I trusted them – they'd get their place in the queue, even behind an “enemy combatant” who'd been gut shot. Give my friends a gauze pad and tell them to hold that on their wound like no tomorrow – or tie it on with something if they were going to black out – but I'd be back to them just as fast as I could. The guy they'd shot and dragged in still alive –  him I would save just so he could be tried and executed. But just maybe the guy would turn over to rat out his own side. Just because we saved his ass so he could get back to what was left of his family and friends one day, maybe.

Sure, I lost a few buddies that way. But you learn to accept what you could as life's shakes and turn off the rest if you couldn't. 

Sooner or later, you'd get those images back to re-live them as dreams or nightmares, or random reminder thoughts. And you'd process them as you could when you did. 

I think that Zen student-priest (aka: chaplain) that we had around helped me with that. Along with the way I'd been wired from birth.

Yeah, by the end of that tour, my little platoon was composed of a lot of mis-matched, weirdo guys and gals. Some were enlisted, some “volunteered” to serve with us because their village was gone. So it was either join us or wait to get shot up by somebody else. 

We went through several 2nd lieutenants before we finally let our sergeant take over, mostly because he always wound up coming through for us, and the silver-bar guys wanted to stupidly just charge in over the top – and paid for it while the rest of us made our way out of that hell-hole by keeping our heads down. 

I always repeated something I'd heard somewhere, “God takes the stupid ones first.”

And when we got back to base, we'd always be loaded up again with greenies and stupids. But somehow we got that sergeant a field commission. He just pinned those bars onto the bottom of his collar and kept wearing his sergeant stripes. Because the gooks looked to shoot the officers first. And muddy stripes didn't flash in the sunshine. That officer's dress uniform hung in his locker at the base. Just for when he had to. But he was more often wearing a stained khaki or camouflage shirt over construction-grade dungarees. He said it was because they had bigger pockets that carried more cigars. And when he went into some village, he was more likely to be able to trade with someone for info if he wasn't “all gussied up like a parade of fools.”

Anyway, it also probably helped that he was at least a quarter-gook himself. From his father's side. And that judge who gave him a choice to either get enlisted or wind up in prison, then found life was easier in the military than getting the same amount of bullets fired at you every week in a 'Cagga ghetto.

We were all from 'Cagga – well before the city-lift. 

And I went back there on leave because I still had a sister there, living with a half-uncle and aunt who were decent people. 

That's why while the rest of the platoon hit the bars and jump-joints when they got back to base, I spent my time in the corps hospital emergency wards helping out. Because I needed to bone up on the medicines and chemicals they were using, and whatever sewing-up and patching-up skills I could. Just to help my buddies survive another day, another week. So I could survive even longer. Those docs didn't mind, as they were always short-handed. And would teach me the fastest ways to fix things. 

Plus, I always brought them some high-grade hootch and decent cigars when I did. Like I was going to spend that back-pay anyway on some skin-game or mind-numbing drug or drink. Better to spend on my medical buddies - whatever I didn't already send home to that half-uncle's family for taking care of my sis while I was gone.

The hospitals were always cleaner, even with the blood and stuff. I could always bed down in the back and know I wasn't going to share it with some bugs or disease, even if I did sometimes share it with someone who needed a “one-nighter”, like I did now and then.

The point was, life was what you made it out to be. The world was that way. And I had to learn to cope with all sorts of things. Don't get too attached. 

Because that was when the pain really started.
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THINGS WERE JUST CALMING down in 'Cagga when I shipped in there for the last time. I wasn't sold on the idea of settling down there. All I had from those many military tours was my corpsman experience, a few scars, and a really stupid picture of me on a roof with cat ears and a tail. But I knew squat about business or farming, so I figured the clinics could use some help. 

The outer-ring clinics got the least supplies and the most shot-up “bangers” who ran with the gangs for one reason or another. And I was the one who would be crazy enough to go out there with nothing more than a Kevlar-lined vest and canvas rucksack with gauze and tape and plastic leak-proof bottles of whatever liquids I needed.

Then I'd go save the shot-up numskulls however best I could, at least getting them to the point they wouldn't drain out on the way to clinic, carried or under their own power. Sometimes, they just wouldn't go. And so I'd find myself visiting them on a regular basis to check up on them.

After awhile, they just started calling me “Bullet” among a few other names, because I was so well known to everyone that they'd quit shooting. Just so I could get in there to help whoever it was, whatever side they were on. Because they all knew that I was their “angel” as much as the other guys – so if they protected me, I'd help them some day. Bullet was short for “bullet-proof”. Partly because of the times I'd been shot in that vest or backpack, and partly because the rep I developed with those guys. 

Of course, it helped that I always carried a few decent cigars and a pocket flask of top-grade when I came around.

But the boom dropped one day. When they shut down all the local clinics and moved everything downtown.

- - - -
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THE TRICK WAS THAT they were trying to “centralize” and “upgrade services”. Which really meant that they put all those doctors, nurses, and assistants like me out of a job. And the central “clinic” became the only way to get treated for anything. During their office hours mostly. 
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