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Gina pulled her already-made salad out of the refrigerator along with a diet soda. It had been a long day, filled with drama, and she was ready to relax. She had moved to the east coast to pursue her interest in directing movies. Though there was a lot of entertainment in this area, she had only managed to gain the position as a freelance actress. She liked acting, and it paid the bills, but more than ever, she wanted to direct. Every time, she saw a movie, she thought about how she would have done things differently, and she craved to see her daydreams come to life. 

For a while, she had been taking night classes so that she could buff up her skills. It was there that she has managed to network with local actors and producers and gain a couple of leads for extra movie roles. Once she started on this track, her schedule became pretty full. Her days started early, and her nights ended late. Time passed so fast that she had trouble keeping track of days. After a while, she started getting overwhelmed and decided to take a break from school. She had better luck on the set anyhow.

Gina turned her head as she heard the front door open. Her roommate Kail walked in, smiling. She had grown close to him since they had moved in together. He was an easy person to live with, and he was a great listener. She didn't really know where he worked or how he had gotten enough money to pay for such a great apartment, but he only charged her a quarter of the rent, so she figured it wasn't her business. 

Gina had enjoyed having Kail's companionship. Her last relationship had been halfway across the country with a woman named Jai. She had messed that relationship up by cheating on the other woman, and Jai had ended up falling in love with someone else. Gina wasn't very good at relationships. She hadn't been around a lot of healthy ones, and she usually was the one that messed things up. Commitment and forever were frightening words to her. Most of the time, it was easier to run away before the relationships went to shit. She was good at running, but sometimes, she wondered what it would have been like to stay, what it would be like to have someone in her life when she needed it. 

Kail had the same issue. He wasn't the commitment type either, but he was great at hiding any insecurities that he had about being that way. Kail was cocky and confident. He picked up men like flies did honey, and he got rid of them just as quick. There was never one that was good enough for him. There was never one that upset him enough to throw off his routine either. Kail was comfortable with himself, and for the most part, Gina thought that Kail was happier without having someone to answer to. 

"How was your day, honey?" Kail asked.

"Tiresome," Gina answered, taking a bite of salad. "You?"

"Broke up with Jimmy," Kail replied. "I did see an ad for a film directing contest though. The prize is a $100,000 grant to fund the winning film."

"Oh," Gina said, dropping her fork. "That sounds right up my alley."

"Good," Kail said. "Get dressed. I know a couple of people that have participated in the past. I'm going to introduce you to them."
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Keir walked into the office, which was already full of conversation about the different cases that people were working on. She had just gotten done solving the Tartino Case, which involved the Cuban weapons and cocaine smuggling to the American Black Market. There she had been working aside FBI agents and the DEA to find the main perpetrators in the crime and bring them to justice. Of course, she would never get direct praise for her contribution in this case. Most people thought she was just a regular agent, and her undercover persona was about as unknown as her personal life. 

Keir didn't mind the privacy though. She actually enjoyed it. For the most part, her days were packed with action and adventure. She knew that she was contributing by serving in this position, and she was comfortable in her finances. The only downfall was seeing those around her start families and visit their loved ones on holidays, but in this field, there was very little time for that. Besides, there was no way to guarantee protection to anyone else while she was on assignment.

"Ortega," a voice called from across the room. "You're needed in the conference room."

Keir veered towards the conference room, taking a cup of coffee on the way. She thought for once that maybe she would have a slow day, but she knew she should have known better. Keir opened the door to the room and positioned herself in the back, so that she could see everything that was going on. There were only three other agents in there along with the Captain. Keir watched as Captain Smith went through a brief PowerPoint, explaining her prior mission busting Tartino's gang. 

"Now, we all know that crime never sleeps," Captain Smith called through the room. "That's why none of us have gotten more than eight hours of rest and relaxation at one time since we've been here. The whole room laughed, and the wrinkles in the corners of the Captain's eyes were raised for a second, letting Keir know that he enjoyed his own anecdote. The captain was much older than the other occupants in the room. He had short, silver hair and heavy bags under his eyes. Though he had aged, he had maintained a good muscular structure and carried enough authority to keep his agents in line.

All of the agents in the room were under 37-years-old and had already been seasoned in the field. They had all passes phase two of their career field and were at the point where their assignments could be contracted anywhere depending on their advancement and promotions. This made it a highly competitive environment, and with Keir being the only female on this team, she had to work ten times as hard to maintain her position.

"Ortega," the captain called. 

"Yes, sir," Keir replied.

"Tartino expanded his trafficking scheme further than we thought," the captain stated. "He has a Columbian team working in and out of the New York Harbor. We should have caught this earlier. All of the shipments have been paid for through online currency, and the local distributors are accepting prepaid credit cards. I need you to find out who is leading the Columbian portion of the trafficking scheme, so we can bring Tartino down for good."

"Will do, Captain," Keir replied. "Where do you want me to start?" 

"Work your way up from the local distributers, and learn the chain of command," Captain Smith said. "When we gain more information, we can send a SWAT team out to bring in each of the suspects."

"Yes, sir," Keir said glad to be given the assignment.

"Start at Club Remedy," the captain responded. "A lot of the acting type go there. A few are suspects in small-time distribution. Hopefully, you can get a couple of leads from there. You're dismissed, Ortega. You have a long night ahead of you."

"Yes, sir," Keir said, exiting the room.
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Gina walked into Club Remedy with Kail on her arm. They looked magnificent together, and the sense of style that the two had brought them out among the crowd. They didn't have to wait in line to get in and barely had trouble getting through the people bombarding through the door. Kail led her over to the bartender and ordered a couple of drinks. "Do you come here often?" Gina asked, mildly impressed.

"This is my club, honey," Kail replied. "I am a frequent here. People know who I am and what I want before I even make it to the door."

"Wow," Gina blushed. "I didn't know that I came in with a celebrity."

"You better believe it, doll," Kail said, hanging a few dollars loose for the bar tender.

"It's on the house, Mr. Mitchell," the bartender replied.

"Well, thank you, Adam," Kail said with his award-winning smile.

Gina felt like a queen. Her friend was more well-known than she had thought. Everywhere they walked, people were waving and greeting the two of them. Several women commented on how much they liked her outfit. It was like a really good dream or a fairytale. Gina looked around at the gorgeous interior of the club, wondering why she had never been here before. There were lounging areas with expensive furniture, and almost everyone was dressed in top of the line outfits, some of them didn't even look like they had been out on the market yet. Gina watched as Kail led them to the back of the club into a private lounging area. There was a small group of people that waved and greeted him as they came near.

"Well, hello, everyone," Kail squealed. "How are you? This is my close friend, Gina."

Gina had never considered them to be close friends. In fact, she didn't really know anyone that she considered a close friend. She was extremely extraverted, but her true personality was that of an introvert in disguise. Nevertheless, Gina smiled sweetly and accepted the handshakes and hugs of Kail's friends.

"Has Uncle Ronnie gotten here yet?" Kail asked the group.

The faces of most of the members turned worried and grim. A couple were so nervous that they had to set down their drinks for fear of spilling them. Finally, a middle-aged man spoke, "Is he coming to talk to anyone in particular?" The man whom she had grown to know as Ralph asked.

"No, guys," Kail laughed. "He is coming to talk about the possibility of us distributing some of his funds in a charitable way to the acting community."

"That doesn't sound like him at all," a short-haired woman replied from across the room. "He's a stickler for the green. Why would he want to do charity with part of his profit?"

"Well, Denise," Kail replied, clearly hiding his irritation. "He thinks that after the recent media portrayal of him and his family, it would be good to do something positive."

"So basically, he wants to cover his tracks by making it look like he's doing community service," Denise responded just as another person entered the room.

"Something like that," an older man replied from behind her.

"Uncle Ronnie," she sputtered.

"I always loved your bluntness," the man said with a smirk.

"I didn't..." Denise squawked.

"Save it," Uncle Ronnie replied. "I'll handle that later."

Gina was highly uncomfortable. She wasn't sure what was going on, but it didn't look good. She did her best to hide her nervousness and stay quiet. This was one place that she didn't want to stick out.
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Keir walked into the club, dressed in slacks and a pressed suit jacket. The occupants of this establishment were high-class and artsy according to the research she had done, and she didn't want to look too out of place. She had managed to secure her piece on her hip, hiding its visibility from the public. The door man had been sidetracked by three gorgeous broads when Keir slipped in, so she had been able to avoid a pat-down upon entrance and had sauntered into the crowd in order to blend in.
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