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    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)


- - - -


From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...
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IT ACTUALLY HELPED that the hundreds of shoppers had vanished. 

That meant they couldn't be shot by accident while that gang of goons chased us with their handguns.

Of course, it was now more obvious exactly where we were.

I probably had it worst - dressed in pink like a stage performer. A long dress down to my ankles, with extra wide ruffles wasn't the best thing to either run or hide in. 

Yes, I left the high heels some aisles behind me. Fashion can't replace staying alive.

What they were after, besides me and my brother, was anyone's guess.

Right now, I was more concerned about myself. As my brother had disappeared. 

And I counted at least four goons closing in where I was hidden.

Well, not hidden exactly. They just couldn't get a good shot at me.

Yes, that's called “pinned down”... 
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THE U.S. NAVAL BASE at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba was hot all year round.

Air conditioned shopping was one of the necessary perks. Just because the only real store on the base was the Commissary didn’t mean it had to be a traditional open-air markets like those in Communist Cuba that surrounded our small base.

Small and secure also meant the people here could afford to be friendly to neighbors and hospitable to visitors.

I was there to give a series of shows to the base. Courtesy of the U. S. O. That’s why I was in this fluffed-out, swishy long dress. Even though I didn’t have a performance today, I was sitting at a long table with the other show-girls and singers, giving autographs to the endless lines of appreciative fans.

Most of them male.

So the extra skin I was showing was not just to keep me cool, but to encourage these guys to come back for the other performances.

Most were just friendly. Some were frisky as well. Today, the long table separated me from both, other than the occasional brushed hand. The modest décolletage I was sporting would just have to satisfy them. Even though I still got more than my fair share of phone numbers.

My visitor housing was shared with the other gals, so it wasn’t like I could bring any “private conversations” back there.

Meaning my brother didn’t have to worry about me, much.

He was around somewhere, probably invisible to the rest of the people crowding the big commissary today.

Big – because this is the one store, practically the entire “downtown” for this base. There simply was no shopping off base, just minefields. World’s biggest minefields. Courtesy of the Communists.

Still, the adoring and smiling faces were appreciated. And nowhere is a girl treated better than when she’s a show-girl on a U.S.O. tour.

At last the autograph line thinned out. I smiled warmly to the last hunk as he lingered. And took a second to work the cramps out of my writing hand. Down the row of tables, I saw the reason for the thinning line was due to some M.P.‘s setting up a cordon. Our agent was there with them, just making sure we had our breaks. Nice guy. I could see the sign he was putting up, which said we would be available tomorrow, after the show, for signatures yet again.

Sigh.

Of course, I had a different agenda than just entertaining the troops and support personnel like the other gorgeous girls in this row of tables.

The trick is – I was different. I only borrowed this body. Because I was here to solve a crime - one that hadn’t happened yet.

But when it did, the evidence would disappear and the witnesses would forget what they saw - all within 24 hours of the crime.

That had been my job for months. Chasing these goons around and trying to piece together what they were after.

I didn’t remember more than blurs of those months, knowing that I had a job to do and every day showing up in another gal’s body in a different city.

Then my brother Finn got a girlfriend. She was called Carol. And I still wasn’t sure how they met. But she was a healer, and helped my short and long term memories. After that, it seemed we started making progress on these goons.

I frowned, remembering all the details now. Because one of these was still an unsolved mystery. This guy who called himself Will had shown up in two of my recent assignments. Showed up, then left. A few minutes or just seconds each time. Helped us, but didn’t explain why he was doing what he did.

“Good morning, Erotika Jones!’

That was my red-headed brother, dressed in a casual tan knit pullover and loose duck trousers. “Hi-ya Finn. How’s things today?”

“Well, I’d say seeing a fine line of ladies all dressed up with nowhere to go always brightens any day.”

“Of course – Carol has you on a long leash?”

Finn smiled. “More like my own leash is shorter than hers. She knows I appreciate good fruit, but know enough to leave it on the tree when I already have the best pick at home.”

I suppressed a chuckle. “Not that I’d call your control room ‘home’, by what you’ve told me about it.”

His smile turned into a grin. “You know the old phrase, ‘home is where your heart is.’”

You’re such a dear. Of course, Carol can hear everything you say...”

“And that’s a great reason for me to rein in my own leash.”

I had to shake my head. “She knows how you’re incorrigible.”

“Part of the fun there is in courting. But between you two gals in my life, I more frequently get the short end of the teasing.”
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