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Patiennce 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. — through the immigration of new species and introduction of space travel, the discovery and eradication of human diseases and the unification of Earth's armed forces. Integration is a long but worthwhile process. 

To be a part of the Golgo'tha Alliance is to vote — to make decisions.

To be an Officer is to enact them.

To be an Officer is a lifetime commitment often underestimated.

An Officer does not care for planet of origin, orientation or gender — an Officer cares for willingness and ability. An Officer knows that for the greater good, duty surpasses reasonable sentient being limitations.

For this is an Earth populated by humans and non-natives alike — each and every one has potential,  perhaps even to live out their fairytale Happily Ever After.
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I don't know what Hud's going on about with 'my life flashing before my eyes' — when my life has been in any real danger of ending I see the thing that is potentially ending it.

That's not to say I haven't experienced what he means though.

The spirit of what I mean starts manifesting when I'm watching my other half be attacked — and becomes a sledgehammer over the head when I can't tell if the love of my life is still with me.

Which is actually not as rare an occurrence as one would hope — or call any approximation of ideal.

In large part because said love is an Officer — a career path synonymous with danger — but also because my other half has a dazzling talent for provoking violence in others. Too often unwittingly.

Which at times has proven a very useful part of his personality — because yes he doesn't always do it knowingly so it's innate and therefore acceptable to describe it as a personality trait — but, as with anything, there have also been times that have left me groaning 'how can you love someone so much yet at the same time want to choke the life out of them?' because of course I'm not immune.

To any of his charms but that's beside the point.

In all the time I've known him I've seen some of the most unexpected people succumbing to the urge to try to punch him — on one memorable occasion a renowned pacifist while demonstrating made the mistake of directing his persuasive chants at Hud, who of course responded in kind, rhymes included, and while I don't exactly remember either side of their impromptu sing-off anymore I vividly recall that after a response from Hud involving something like 'better shut your face because everyone I know'd kill to save the human race' and then an added 'including you', naturally meant the pacifist demonstrated the opposite of that violence-free ideology — but, Hud's strict adherence to Officer Conduct has meant that most confrontations are in our civilian lives...

I say Hud's, but the others in uniform following it as strictly plays its part too — which is just another reason why Mkp's can truly be called a surprise attack.

More so when he and Hud have a history — the sort where Mkp's favored pen has nearly made a new indentation in Hud on more than one occasion — but for years now they've been settled in a cordial sort of workplace tolerance. I naively thought that meant something.

But I've made it a habit to listen to my partner — and not just because you only go out onto the field with a partner you can rely on, else sooner rather than later someone's not coming back from the mission — and not just because you won't meet an Earth Officer who doesn't at the very least pause to consider after a Hudson speaks.

Hud has excellent intuition and his hunches have proven to be spot on with as high an accuracy as him with a gun yet when Mkp's name kept coming up in our conversations, I regrettably now in hindsight, wasn't concerned, because the pilot was relevant to the goings on but it also meant that as soon as Temp started the live transmission of the bunker I didn't hear what classification he gave the attack or even the response to his orders — I heard Hud's voice, Mkp's and a weapon discharge.

My hand of course instantly went to my holster while my mind was onto the shortest route back to the bunker only awaiting Temp's confirmation — so of course Mkp had to change all that by being infectious.

Damn protocol. I think as a tightly shielded Hud is wheeled away to be poked and tested and for all I know for certain through a screen “danger burrito” is the last way I'll ever see him.

“Dammit.” I curse under my breath as the navy finally finishes his test allowing Hud a moment to nudge the screen closer to him so that instead of his upper half I have an outstanding view of his gorgeous face.

“Yo.” The patient greets, simultaneously swiping the air with two fingers. As if a salute means everything is better. I glower.

“S is designing us a human holster as we speak.” I warn him severely — don't you ever leave me to watch you be attacked and not be able to do anything about it again.

The twitch of his brow says kinky while the fleeting tic at the corner of his mouth marks when my other half remembers why it's S and not Ev on the supposed project.

“Normal cat's are ultra stealth, don't know what anyone could do against a snapped one.” Hud tries to comfort —  I'm not gonna call ya on wanting ta keep a close eye, not even if you're making it a strapped next to you sorta close eye.

A color shift on my other open window causes my gaze to flick towards the update — negative.

“Another negative.” I exhale on a shaky breath as I let the tension of my tightly held posture drop so that when I return his smile it's sincerely done.

“Goin for'at hat-trick.” Hud answers with a wink.

“Go for a haul-trick, or however many your panel ends up being.” I retort nowhere near being at the point where I can joke about it.

“One for each of us.” Hud snickers and is then cut off from saying more by being moved out of clear view by yet another navy.

“Lift your shoulder.” Hud's instructed.

“Now make a fist.”

I can't see — or hear for that matter — when the test is finishing but I've been on this end of a long wait before — the other end too with Hud being where I am, though he tends to be a less passive spectator, which given his innate talent should've probably gotten him kicked out more times than it has — and our takeaway has always been that while we ultimately prefer us both hale, barring that, we prefer it when we're at least in the same room, if not right next to each other.

Sarge has called it 'the placebo spousal effect' but even with the implied 'not real' he always keeps us together where protocol allows and goes to bat for us when we're not in his care.

That's again, damn protocol.

“'Ey giving 'at cat as hard?” Hud asks as he comes back into view, the sounds of the other Officer leaving in the background.

“Haven't checked.” I answer tightly — though I'll have to at some point because if he does have something then chances are...

“Officer Mkp has had to be sedated — his tests are as numerous and of the same rigor as yours.” Interjects Temp's voice.

Sedated? Mkp alway's been too- No,  I suppose that shouldn't really come as a surprise after everything else he did — obviously he's not in his right mind.

“Good.” Hud nods though then his head jerks towards the ceiling.

“Oh ey! This one of'em, private events. Butt out Templeton!”

I sigh to myself.

“Thank you for the information but we'd like some privacy from now on.” I make clear to the comm before they can spend the next too long in another of their arguments over semantics. Haa, of course it'd be semantics our flight-prone Unitmate would stay to fight over.

“Affirmative.” Is all Temp assures before presumably leaving our connection.

“Cats lick their butts cause that's easiest 'ta reach.” Hud asserts into the relative silence.

I mentally begin a three count.

“Yeah e's gone.” Hud nods just as I hit three and his testing comment goes unrefuted.

I chuckle while I shake my head, though I'm not about to argue that it's not an effective confirming departure method — Hud was just faster on the draw.

The inconvenienced patient raises his brow at me and so I hold my hands up.

“I'm the one who said it,” I defend.

“although 'if we can't trust our brothers in arms then the bridge is truly lost.'” I add with a slightly melancholic waver to my tone.

“River To QQ.” Hud instantly matches quote to movie.

“Damn good and damn depressing pick Lou.” Hud teasingly chastises.

“Ain't fair ya flirt with a man when he's already half naked an' can't do shit 'bout the other half.”

“Ooh I don't know,” I drawl.

“half and half's looking pretty sexy from where I'm standing.” I reflexively tease.

“You think my scrubs are sexy?” He poses, his interest causing him to noticeably sit more upright.

I hold back on making my laugh at his bodily 'perking an ear' external and instead let my expression say 'very much' 'please and thank you' 'check please' and every other variation of 'my other half is hot and I will unabashedly revel.'

“They’re on you, aren’t they?” I can't but purr.

“Damn. Ten on ten Lou, good job, second half's got the message an' caught fire.” Hud salutes — 'at's one hella way to get me to full on nude.

“Gotta 'member 'at for when we get outta here.”

“Hm hm.” Someone — presumably the next navy, though it could be the same one back — clears their throat offscreen— a reminder you're not alone in the room.

...Could also be a warning not to, excite the patient. I smirk to myself then school my expression into  neutral rest in case the navy looks towards me- And yet again I lose my visual on Hud.

Dammit, I've lost count on how many times I've witnessed an attack on my other half — which for my own sanity is a count that I've only ever contemplated as a figure of speech — so you would think I'd have a better grip.

I won't claim watching the love of your life be attacked doesn't change you — it so goes without saying that I didn't even try to claim it before I ever experienced it  — but I think 'change' is more a turn of phrase, or at the very least a drastically insufficient way to convey the tightening of your whole body that at the moment you can't process but that later you reason as panic, or that sharp intake of breath that should probably resurface as a scream but that you can't exactly remember what you did with it.

It's the worst experience yet when it's happening you're so overwhelmed that you don't think that, if you're anything like me then you don't think much at all, it's all pure reaction. Prevention. No, you overgrown feral you are not killing Hud.

“Ya really hated it huh?”

I squarely meet my other half's returned gaze on the screen.

Yes. Emphatic yes. You don't need to ask, any of it. I close my eyes and exhale as I rub the pinched bridge of my nose.

“I'm used to being in a position where I can do something about it.” I answer him, blowing out another breath before I reopen.

“Aaw what'd I tell ya 'bout saying shit like'at when you're all the way over there?” Hud complains, his matching pout over-exaggerated and designed to coax a smile from me.

The corner of my mouth twitches upward.

“Then it sounds like your only option is to 'put your back into it soldier!'” I respond.

“Lou!” Hud yelps from between clenched teeth.

“Warning, shot,” He wheezes as he visibly tries to calm that other half into being at rest.

“Whoops?” I shrug insincerely.

“At's it, now ya don't get to say squat 'bout me choking the chicken!” He retaliates.

I purse my lips for a moment that's quickly followed by twitching them to keep myself from either laughing or even smiling at the frankly ridiculous situation we've created. Actually.

“You do realize you've practically been training me to-”

“Don't, just don't.” Hud exhales then drops himself back heavily onto the stacked pillows behind him.

Before you make it worse?

“Think maybe ya could wait for 'at pension plan kickin in before ya go for the head shot? Shit.” He winces — didn't think'at all the way through.

“Hm hm!”

“Sorry.” I voice on our behalf to the attendant, I can't see them but nevertheless I clearly picture their disapproving expression. That or they're double-checking Hud's age then putting in a note 'disregard, he's a horny teenager.'

Oh crap! Speaking of teens.

“I have some loose ends to tie up so I'll keep you on mute-”

“I got my flare button active yeah.” Hud shoos me off —  I'm stuck in a bed, you go do what needs doing.

“Love you.” I sigh, offing a smile — I forgive you the scare you overgrown fire hazard you. Please don't do it again.

“Love you too. Keep me updated on the coffee bean yeah?”

My shoulders shake from the effort of not noisily reacting to the nickname and earning myself a ban from the testing.

“Um hm.” I project from sealed lips, nodding my head in tandem just to be sure I'm understood.

Hud smirks knowingly. However his-

“'You see that man over there? That man there who looks like he was poured into his scrubs the way an aged scotch is poured into a glass? That man who fought with death and won? That man who looks it in the eye every day and says ‘fuck off’? That’s my man, I get to touch him, comfort him, love him and only I get that privilege. When he’s done saving lives he comes home to me and saves mine every night.'”

“Over'an out.” Hud then ends his flawless recitation and mutes his side of the line.

“The Real Painter of St. Louis” I identify in a voice that takes a moment to work again — because of course it is. He wouldn't be Hud if he didn't hit one when he can hit two romance points with the same shot.

“Game sees game.” I acknowledge, lovestruck grin in full view. As if I'll ever forget this terrible experience — but it's a very good way to make up for it.

“Over and out.” I sigh as I go ahead and mute my end then reposition my holoscreen to hover at easy reference, and with that, I'm ready to rejoin the world.

Almost. I amend as my mentally going over what Hud told me he got done before Mkp had his episode prompts me to go ahead and send an official notice to our runaway's parents though the hopeful — and perhaps a bit sadistic — part of me wishes our charge's family is so distraught that they went on a frantic search for Miles and because of that panic reporting him missing went to the wayside- Didn't report him missing. I wrinkle my nose and intentionally leave the line of thought there before my thoughts go somewhere more upsetting.

It doesn't take me too long to compose the notice — probably because I stuck to the legal requirements for said notice.

It actually ends up taking me longer to look up the specifics for their state and jurisdiction and making the few tweaks based on them than writing the notice itself, which is maybe why I'm nearly startled out of my uniform when less than a minute after sending it I receive a reply.

Automated response? I want to assume it is, but, Hud's not the only one capable of dead-center hunches.

>>ran away all on his own, he can make his own way too

I bow my head, my hands making twin fists in my hair at the callously clear message — he's on his own. They won't do anything for their own child!

Unfortunately I don't think that's the end of the bad news.

I start a new search. And... and. And.

Yep, they have a lower age of responsibility. I sigh at confirming my worst suspicion. I run a frustrated hand though my hair.

Sulfur and mercury, what the fuck are they doing out there making a charge of 'parental abandonment' illegal?!

What's the statute of limitations on child neglect?

“Officer Visak, sir?”

“Huh? Oh, Miles.” I answer looking to him from my screen. We've only known you, how many hours, and you've already adopted the Hudson sir? I chuckle to myself.

“What happened to-?” I look over his shoulder in search of the escort I left our charge with.

“I asked her to let me come, um...” Miles leaves his sentence to trail off in what I initially think is a bout of shyness but then I recontextualize and, no, I can't imagine those adults in his life would've taken 'check on you' very well.

But that you offered enough times to learn that...

I clear away the heartache from my expression leaving only the sympathy before I speak again.

“Do you want to go over your options one more time?”

He nods his head not looking at me but that changes as soon as he starts verbalizing.

“I understand about my protective custody ending with the case,”

Actually, now that we have written evidence of their abandonment — because dammit if I'm not calling it what it is, legal or not — it's that much easier to ballot an extension because in this jurisdiction we don't fucking aban-

“-can I please stay with you? With you and Officer Hudson.” Miles then needlessly specifies.

“Yes.”  I reply unequivocally and with the speed that won't allow him an additional nervous moment of fearing rejection.

Hud won't object. I assert glancing over to his muted screen only to see that he's fallen asleep — although depending on the test he might have needed to be sedated — either way, there's no need to disturb him when at the very least it's still our duty to protect Miles and if that means keeping him with us, then he stays with us.

He can-?

<<What are the most current legalities that would allow Hud and me to take Miles home with us?

<<At the very least for a two week period.

I add because when Hud's results come back as all-clear he's undoubtably going to opt for quarantine — and because I would like to retain my non-feral other half as such — that is going to be a homebound voluntary quarantine- what would that be? A liability waiver for, unintentional endangerment of a minor?...

Bartenders, zero percent chance Hud would be ok with pulling that bullshit on Miles.

“Could you entertain yourself for a bit while I research a few details?” I request as I look up from my screen, Miles however has already sat himself down in a nearby empty seat and is playing something on his visitor's badge — I assume Topax put on there for him. Dammit he was a better choice to watch Miles, I feel renewed guilt for just shoving the nearest eating Officer into things and demanding she stay with Miles but frankly getting to Hud alive clouded my diplomacy, and probably at least a small part of my better judgement.

Bartenders. I try not to read too much into how apt Miles is at sitting quietly on his own.

>>Quarantine will not be broken.

I don't give Temp's curt message more than a glance before opening it and then without pause starting in on my education into the pertinent laws — in the order he sent. Because as poor as our comm's bedside manner often is — and how that expands to include how and in what monumental quantities he info dumps — his precision when it comes to information gathering is bar none.

Not emancipation? I ask myself — or the law, or I suppose Temp — as soon as I realize in what legal direction the top-most attachment is advising me. Don't get ahead of yourself Lou.

I read on.

Fuck. I conclude as I come to the end of a section I've read and reread because, just. Just...

I close my eyes and pinch the bridge of my nose.

Fuck.

It wasn't just a callous reply, it was paraphrasing their actual active law. Bartenders. It's one of those jurisdictions. I rub a frustrated fist into my eyelids before I exhale, reopen my eyes and throw an acidic glare at the crowning excerpt on Miles' situation — as a minor he has all the rights that come with being classified as a 'dependent' i.e. being classified as a 'dependent.'

Oh and let's not forget that alongside the legally recognized tag there's the lawful starvation, dehydration, self-medication and every other way of reading neglect.

Dammit. No, there has to be something...

Welfare checks?

And the social workers?... 

Breathing, seriously? That's your standard?

My eyes start to burn from how hard and long I scout their laws for a way to- ooooh. The penny drops. Dammit it's so obvious. All I can plead is emotional exhaustion on why I didn't get it sooner — quarantine will not be broken. Meaning, we have him in the house no one is going to sanction dragging him out and risking potential exposure, or the potential spread.

While someone could — and let's not kid ourselves, likely will — make a fuss about us keeping Miles now that he's outta the line of fire, and with us into our two weeks away, instead of passing on his protective custody unto someone else — he's a minor. And we've done everything by the book. Which reminds me.

<<Hi Hz, sorry to bother you just wanted to thank you for the psychological eval and also wanted to ask if we could count on your testimony if someone ballot's against Miles staying in our custody past his case's conclusion.

He must have been on his badge because he replies almost instantly.

>>I'll gladly confirm that you and your partner's presence has had a positive effect on Miles however I warn you that in a testimony I will only be truthful.

No one's asking you lie... Although given the circumstances, i.e. how viciously single-minded humanist ballots can be when there's a human minor involved — never mind that we're human — they'd be all in willing to make Miles a point for their cause, and we'd be just as willing to stretch every legal loophole to keep that from happening. So yeah, Hz's warning is only fair.

<<That's all we ask.

Asking, now that's an angle I haven't read up on. Does their message qualify as them relinquishing their legal claim?

A new notice flashing pulls me from my latest bad news thread — at two minutes to shift over, I add, after a flick of my gaze towards my screen clock — oh, it's Hud's results.

I rip that bandage off — he's entirely cleared.

My relief is so intense that for a second I lose control over every muscle in my body and sag inelegantly in my seat.

I might just frame that. I chuckle to myself before returning to a proper upright position.

“Want to come with me to pick up-?” Meeting Miles' slowly blinking eyes I don't finish my question and instead simply wave him to come with me. While he's a little more awake by the time we get to our transport, he'll be more secure in it for the five minutes it'll take me to go pick up Hud.

I was wrong, it's six minutes before I'm successfully adding a second wrung out passenger to our exit — a point only emphasized by Hud dropping off to sleep before we're even out of parking — but for all Hud's obvious exhaustion — it takes me shaking him when usually just calling his name, heck, one time I just thought it and he woke up answering — he insists on going into the house on his own, trusting me to settle Miles into his new room.

I hesitate for a moment over which guest room to install him in — easy bathroom access but too close to the outer perimeter but the vault, but, if he really is set on becoming an Officer then, even if it's subconsciously, a wariness of weapons is not doing him any favors — however that moment culminates quickly enough by placing Miles into a central location.

“Make yourself at home.” I welcome as I step through the opening pass.

“Bathroom's just across the hall,” I point towards the respective doorway.

“we have our own so for the next two weeks at least it's all yours. It's stocked with the essentials, same as the dresser drawers but if you run low on something, or heck, we'll order you some clothes regardless. You like online shopping? I love it, super convenient. Hud likes it almost as much, all except for clothing after a few too many fails — even with every try-on feature that's out there, he'll only do it in person now. I think it's those broad shoulders, catalyst knows he's perfect for stretching out a tight chest.”

I turn back from checking the drawers are in fact stocked to see that Miles is staring at me wide-eyed and nervous  — or maybe intimidated?

Great. Really kicking things off on the best foot. I scoff at myself in lieu of rolling my eyes.

Should I just admit that I have no idea what I'm doing? I ask myself then wrinkle my nose and decide against that admission because while truth is a good policy, I can't help but think that Miles would benefit more from a sense of certainty — that he can rely on us for anything, even if all we actually have is the intention and goodwill to provide it.

Dammit, we've hosted more tiny Hudsons than their parents know what to do with and yet I still feel-

“Thank you.” Miles says as he rubs an uncomfortable hand over his opposite elbow.

“Sure thing. Um, I'll let you get ready for bed.” I try to project confidence but I'm fairly certain my apprehension is read loud and clear.

“Um!” He squeeps — because you can't call it anything else when the tone is between a protesting squawk and an alarmed eep.

“Yes?” I slow my retreat.

“Um. I can ask?”

I feel my brow furrow but a second later I'm chuckling gently.

“Whatever you want.” I nod.

It takes him a moment after my assurance but then he voices what's on his mind.

“How do you know you love someone?”

And that is about the last question I would've imagined would come out of you. But anything means anything and shock aside it is a good question.

My thoughts immediately go to picturing a groggy Hud knocking around in our room but I just as quickly shake that away — he obviously means his parents.

If I'd gone through half of what Miles must've, I'd certainly be doubting I love them. And if they loved me...

What love means.

“If you love someone, you worry whether they are happy and if you can help them to be if they're not.” I answer then look off to one corner of the room as I try to come up with something that has a bit more practical value.

“Being able to say it to that person and it feeling like it's not a lie passing your lips, is a strong indicator. But so is wanting to show how much that someone means to you,” 

“that comes in all sorts of ways that aren't necessarily going to be universal but if ever in doubt I think asking how your action makes them feel is usually a good way to start the ball rolling.”

As long as they're not emotionally stunted jackasses.

Miles seems to need a moment to absorb.

“How do you know you're in love?”

... Ya know, I'm suddenly desperate to ask an expert if this is a normal interaction to have with a teenager... Nope, no idea if it's better or worse that I had my version of this conversation younger.

But I came out of it alright didn't I? So.

“The romantic answer would be something like 'I was working late in the studio and I was tired, and the name of one of my favorite painters just slipped my mind. I was trying to remember it, because I wanted to explain to my boyfriend what my inspiration for the landscape I was painting was and that's when he took one look at my painting, and said ‘Ah, Constable Vz, right?' and that's when I knew it was True Love.’” I sigh dreamily before I shake it off to return to the matter at hand.

“I don't know if there's a universal answer to that. But, I'd say that if you care about someone as much as you care about yourself then that's at least a type of love.” I go on to say truthfully if even to my own ears unsatisfactorily.

“There's different types?” Miles eagerly jumps on the opening to prod for more.

I chuckle softly at his blatant interest — we have another romantic in the house.

“What about like yours and Officer Hudson's?” He questions, freezing into stiff stillness almost immediately after the words leave his mouth.

“We love each other,” I nod then smile letting him know there's no need to close off, like curiosity is a punishable offense — here it most certainly is not.

His posture relaxes then without warning perks into coaxing enthusiasm.

“But the body! And he went and found who did it and you went in and saved him, you're like superheroes!!!”

That's one way to sum up our day. I think with a silent chuckle.

“And you flirt.” He adds, turning away with an embarrassed flush — at the act itself or that he was watching us during?  Damn I hadn't realized he'd overheard that, but if that's the case, then let's hope no one will be reporting 'sexual conduct' — although honestly. Maybe it's about time to write another 'revisioning what is sexual' ballot.

Although considering, spiced sulfur, now I'm going to feel bad if the revision going through makes the sex-repulsed among us uncomfortable while on duty. I'll have to see if there's any way to work that in. Who do we know that could speak on that?

I shake my head, tabling that for later.

“We do flirt.” I second while laughing, inviting him once more to not be so tense over discussing a curiosity.

“And kiss.” He posits, like someone told him that's the reason people kiss and not like it's something he's personally been around — which given even my small amount of exposure to his parents I'm willing to believe they lack in every aspect of showing affection. Bartenders.

“Officers have a strict code of conduct for when we're on duty,” I lift my shoulders in a shrug.

Affection shouldn't be a foreign concept!...

“We, enjoy the thrill of being able to get away with a bit of impromptu flirting.” I reply trying to keep my tone even — and not send him into a panic by grabbing him into a tight hug then crying it out together. We don't know each other well enough for that yet.

“Oh.” He exhales, like it wasn't the answer he expected — and is maybe a little disappointed by it.

“Did you get married? Was it romantic? It had to be, you and him are Officers, nothing hurts an Officer!”

I laugh, because of his questionable logic — and yes, maybe also his string of queries making him sound younger than he is — though that doesn't mean I'm not also slightly concerned by his ever blossoming hero worship — what if he suffers the disappointment due from 'never meet your heroes'? — but I decide to stick to Hud's policy of being as honest as possible with our charges.

“Spacies are just people Miles — we bleed, we hurt, we love, just like anybody else.”

“But you get to talamaran everywhere and spaceships and, and.” His excitement seems to get the better off him because instead of adding to his list he jumps up and down in place.

I have to bite back another laugh — won't have the doubt that I'm laughing at him cross his mind.

“It's really not that exciting. Not in the day to day,” I exhale pensively.

“Alright, how about this? You go brush your teeth, change into pyjamas and so on while I go,” do a perimeter check, but I don't want to scare you.

“check in on Hud and when I come back I'll tell you all about that one time we went undercover as a married couple.”

His face lights up with anticipation.

“Um, could I maybe, also hear about when you met? Was it on a case? How do you date when you're an Officer?” Miles poses though it has an air of being something he's only just now thought to wonder how it'll apply to himself.

There's really no helping it — I laugh.

“You want to hear our whole story?” I offer with a conspiratorial smile. 

He nods, vigorously enough to make a mess of his hair — more of a mess because though the shower on base helped tame most of the impacts on it from the eventful day, napping in our transport undid much of that.

“I bet it's brilliant!” He enthuses. My spreading smile freezes at three fourths.

Brilliant? Did I miss that becoming universal? I search his expression.

So, maybe 'sir' from Hud and that from me?

Huh.

“It could be a movie.” I assure, stopping at the doorway to give him one last assessing glance before promising I'll be right back.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Before


[image: ]




“Another day another mile.” Alessaro sighs as he steps into the gap we've left for him.

“We'll be genuflecting to the asphalt if it's only a mile.” Rila replies with an exasperated tug to her hair.

“What?” Alessaro says turning to me for an explanation.

I wrinkle my nose.

“She's been telling us since she got here-”

“Warning.” Rila emphasizes.

“She's been warning us since she got here about a weeder year two instructor.” I correct with a 'there, happy?' sort of sarcastic grin back at her — but it very obviously goes over her head.

“Coleman, Coleman!!” She wails like a doomsday prophet — no soapbox required.

“Doesn't even need a soapbox.” Alessaro mutters thumbing in our worrywart's direction.

I snort in answer, amused at our aligned comparison but quickly school my expression when Rila glares my way.

“It's not funny.” I appease, holding my hands up.

She eyes me, then Alessaro, up.

“It's a little funny.” She concedes with a nervous laugh.

“Won't be when we have to redo the entire year!”  She then shrieks.

Alessaro and I exchange a worried glance. A year two weeder is bound to be tougher than a year one but.

“We made it past all the other weeders.” I encourage.

“Yeah! You remember how we were soaked through at finals, oh ga! I found mud in places ya never want to find mud but we got past Cantero didn't we?”

Rila's face twitches like she's fighting back her reaction to the memory.

“Ah, let it out Rils! If we can't laugh about our impending doom what can we laugh about?” Alessaro wonders as he smoothly draws to her side and with a small pull forward wordlessly starts our class's march towards our starting room.

“New year new you?” I suggest to her still too tense back.

“More like new year new chiropractor.” She groans as she rolls her head.

“But thanks for the reminder of not giving in to peer pressure at New Year's, would've been a shit resolution. I wouldn't keep.” She giggles.

“But it would've been ample ammo.” I tease.

She outright laughs at my observation.

“What happened to Bendy Ben?” Alessaro wants to know.

I bite back a snicker but then meet Rila's amused gaze — we laugh, not answering him. He shrugs.

“This it?” Alessaro whistles as he stops us outside a second floor room — but instead of waiting for an answer he steps away from our group and rushes up to it.

“Wrong guess and that could've resulted in a kickedback bodyslam.” I tut as the door slides open admitting him.

“But then I could've put a delay on meeting my doom.” He pops his head back into the hall to quip with faux innocence.

“Don't get any ideas.” I warn, grabbing Rila's arm and pulling her inside the room before she finishes eyeing up the door and its possibilities.

Once we all file in we quickly find our assigned seats — there's one less cadet between us. Not that it's immediately noticeable but after passing a few names you not only catch on that we're not being placed alphabetically but also onto the total of seats assigned — if not, a quick head count and you'll see something's off.

“What happened to Ylland?” I nod at the empty seat next to me, almost certain his punctuality record isn't casually being broken.

“Dropped out.” Rila pouts.

“Really?” I gasp.

She nods sadly — her on again off again crush on him resolved itself in the end.

I reach over to pat her arm — I'm sorry.

“Better he backed out while the debt forgiveness still counts.” Alessaro shrugs.

I roll my eyes at his lack of sympathy but frustratingly I can't exactly refute his comment when most of us were drawn in by the financial aid. Online you hear lots of whispers about the latest change to recruitment policy — if you drop out before you graduate you don't owe a cent — being some sort of conspiracy to drive enlistment up — or down. Depends on what part of the aliancenet you're on.

Of our trio Alessaro's the only one who signed on without first knowing about the financial aid on offer and sometimes I think he's a bit too smug when he brings it up. Even if it's unintentionally.

It takes a certain personality type to want to make a career out of being an officer, and Alessaro is it.

'You have to have selfless values, be action-oriented and you can't be adverse to teamwork.'

A year into it I'm still going back and forth on whether this is actually something I want to do, but as a whole my opinion on sign up hasn't really changed — four years of service for a free college education is more than fair.

I don't think the more violent aspects of it are in my wheelhouse so I can always choose a more sedate specialization along with my dream sp.

Screenwork behind a desk is boring, but an option, despite how stubborn my parents are on their opinion that 'officer' is inherently a dangerous job — and they weren't even there to hear one of our first instructor's openers about how 'the only difference between heroism and stupidity is the success rate.' If they had been I can only imagine they wouldn't have let me come back the next day.

Rila sighs and so do I but their quality is a floor apart — if I can be forgiven the metaphor.

“I want to say 'yes it's better' but I have a feeling we mean very different things when we say that.” Rila replies.

“I'd second that.” I nod.

Rila's here because her Dad and his Dad and his Dad were officers — her brother didn't want to enlist so she was her family's last hope to pass on the proud officer torch. But she signed up not to follow tradition but like the recruitment ads say 'why not try?' — with the policy change the only downpayment is commitment and the only expense is time.

Some people say it's shameful to put money at the center of what's suppose to be 'an honor to serve your country' but that's a limited view in that not only are we as an active part in the G.A. serving our planet, what about the aftermath? 

What about once our term is up? 'Honor' doesn't pay the bills indefinitely. 'Honor' has benefits but it isn't currency.

My parents set up funds for both me and my sister because they knew first hand that college is expensive — student debt can follow you into your forties and fifties so why would looking out for your own financial future when making your enlistment choice make it dishonorable? 

When did voluntary debt become honorable?

I'm not studying to be an officer because of what “an honor” it is, the financial aid was a strong part of what brought me here and I'm not ashamed to say so.

Both Rila and I came into this with similar mentalities but also similar situations — her aunt had a spot in her company if she didn't get a college scholarship and my parents had a college fund for me to use if I didn't want to just work in our bar — and it's probably in part thanks to them that we quickly became friends. 

Alessaro and I on the other hand are both the products of where we live — most Row kids enlist. Maybe it's that “peer pressure” Rila was talking about or maybe it's crowd mentality — or subconscious majority — but as persuasive as finance was I also won't deny that living slash working on G.A. Row didn't have a certain influence on me. I'm as sure as I can be — without it being what happened — that if we'd lived somewhere else I'd be doing something else.

College fund or not. While our parents put as much as they could into them, a full education — one with the same variety  or succinctness, here it's possible to do in two years what's usually done in four — would probably not have been in my cards without at least a scholarship or two and who knows how that might have gone.

“There's still time to call it quits.” I propose with a wide grin.

But then the academy bell rings signaling nope on that — fine, it was the start to our day but it was too much a coincidence to not comment on it.

Our instructor comes in — she's not alone.

I hear the moment every male-attracted cadet notices him by the sudden sharp inhales — and a few other sounds of interest.

“He's her type.” Alessaro whispers, out of the side of my eye I can see Rila nodding 'he's right' though her attention is centered on the new cadet.

“Welcome year two cadets, I am Officer Johanan and in my class we will be continuing your instruction on following standard operating procedure. We will retake some of your year one theory but we will be more practical on use  — mock cases.” She announces with a flourish. 

“But before that, as you may have noticed there is a cadet with me. Cadet Hudson, would you introduce yourself, where you're from and add something about you, like your hobbies?”

I'd been listening to Instructor Johanan throughout but my gaze had swung from her to cadet Hudson's expression — which I want to call 'bored' despite that it's far too neutral, up to the point she calls on him it's like his body's there but not his attention. His full attention, since he snaps to and answers her request without missing a point.

“Yo!” He greets, the sudden ratcheted up enthusiasm more than a little jarring.

“Transfer from seventeen'ere, so on top of a year two change I'm a way's from home, so go easy on me yeah?” He gives a hint of a smile that prompts a second round of admiration for him along with answering laughter at his comment.

“Ah geez.” Rila grumbles.

I turn to her in question.

“Why are all the pretty ones damaged?”

I shoot her an acidic glare of being offended on his behalf — ok maybe he seems a little stiff, maybe a little sad? — but that was too much.

She waves me off.

“I have enough with Coleman and whatever else the year's going to throw at us. I'm not here to fix the boy.”

“Yeah but you'll drool all over for him?” Alessaro challenges.

Rila takes the insult on the chin.

“He’s a good-looking man and I'd like to take a good look.” She shrugs an entirely justified shoulder.

“Girls.” Alessaro says, glancing at me then rolling his eyes.

I purse my lips at his tone though I'm not yet sure what part of it all I'm going to argue first — because both of them have crossed some lines.

“Cadet Visak.” I swivel to the call afraid that's it's only day one and I'm already being singled out for talking during class.

“Can I place our new cadet in your care for the day, help him find his classes, the library, the cafeteria and so on?” Instructor Johanan prompts.

I could melt from my relief.

“Yes instructor.” I accept, maybe a little too thrilled to be the one picked for the assignment. Ha look at me sounding like an officer already. I chuckle to myself.

“Hi I'm Louis, looks like I'm your guide for the day.” I introduce myself to my newly seated neighbor — reflexively smiling when he blinks like I've confused him and so that's how I hear how redundant that second half was. Aw bartenders.

“Yo.”

“Hudson.” He takes his own swig of redundant — that was nice of him.

“So, what you into Lou?” The delighted smile that blooms on his face — or maybe just how he says it — does something funny to the way my lungs pull in air, leaving me a smidge light-headed. And lost for words.

“Um.” I'm saved from my having to come up with full sentences by our opportune instructor.

“Mock cases.” She announces with a clap of her hands.

“You've been taught procedure and now you become more familiar with how current laws intervene in the process.”

So, screenwork?  I reason to myself.

“You may be wondering, how is that practical in use?” She continues.

I wasn't, but ok.

“We have procedure and it's in our best interest to follow it, however any investigation is unpredictable at best and desperate at worst — lives may depend on which article you cite.”

You can't be serious.

“And though a location without net access is uncommon, limited library access is not.”

I don't think I like where this is going.

“No library access?” Someone moans, also catching on.

“You won't instill a sense of reliability if you consult your tablet every other sentence.” Our instructor explains with an amused smirk-like tick to her lips, obviously having also overheard the comment.

“You have to be able to rely on yourself but fortunately an officer never works alone,”

There's a small murmur of relief from the class — first year definitely taught us that it's much easier when you don't tackle monster assignments alone.

“you'll also have your unit and their native resources.” She states.

Native resources?... And that means-?

“So how does that affect today's exercise? The good news is that you will not be forced to pick a partner.”

I'm not sure if she knows something or what, but I send a glance to Rila then Alessaro — group work, yes!

“I’ve already picking for you!” She smiles, on cue our tablet screens signal a new assignment as our desks begin to reconfigure.

That's considered warning?! I yelp as I'm spun to face away from the front of the class — and locked into a trio of desks.

Sulfur, I hate th-

“Hudson” I smile, registering his presence evaporating my foul mood.

Then I clear my throat — guide. Remember you're his guide.

I smoothly turn to our third group member.

“Stuart.” I nod.

“You have your cases and your resources.” Instructor Johanan resumes before he can say anything back.

“Follow procedure.”

“Instructor?” Rila raises her hand.

“Yes cadet P’dnl?”

“Will our citations be scored by accuracy?”

I grip the sides of my seat — no, please say no.

Instructor Johanan gives her an unreadable smile.

“Consider today a diagnostic.”

So yes. I groan — a complaint that's echoed by almost everyone.

“We are preparing you for active service cadets!” Instructor Johanan chides.

“Aren't laws meant to be exact?” Szm comments — which true enough, but it doesn't exactly earn her any new friends just right now.

“I would remind the class of one of our academy's core tenets,” Instructor Johanan comes to the outspoken cadet's defense.

“what is the spirit and what is the letter of the law?” I recite under my breath in tandem with her.

“Be the officer's who ask what is the reason behind the reason.” She advises with a finality to her tone.

“You have fifty minutes.” She announces — and with that we are set loose.

Sulfur and saltpeter how are we not going to flunk this?

You wanted to do admin work didn't you? I roll my eyes at myself.

I'm not at all confident in my “precision regurgitating” any laws but I didn't do too badly in comprehension last year — though I am once more finding myself grateful for my exposure to an older officer crowd and their anecdotal and or reusable turns of legal phrase — so despite my in the moment reactions, all in all I'm actually not feeling entirely unprepared to do this.

I bring to mind the procedure steps that will most likely apply and then I open our case file so I can reference it as we strategize.

“I say we-” The rapid live changes catch my eye, I'm quickly mesmerized into quietly observing the shared file.

I thought Hudson was too busy reading it over to panic but that's not it at a- is that Latin?!!

I hear the sound of the door sliding open behind me but I'm much too preoccupied trying to keep up with maritime law to pay it close attention — that is until I hear Rila being called on again.

I glance just in time to see someone I don't know — so another transfer, but why didn't she arrive with Hudson then?  — being annexed to Rila's team. 

“Would you rather split into pairs or remain a group of four?” Instructor Johanan asks Rila, who glances around her team before replying.

“We'll stay as four thank you.”

Our instructor's for some reason sour mood lessens at her answer. Maybe the new cadet was tardy? Would certainly explain why now and not before.

“Relying on quantity?” Instructor Johanan prods, a definite curl of humor in her voice.

“Our score isn't being split.”  Rila answers, which I don't know where it says that but since she doesn't say it as a question it must be true —  Rila doesn't mess around with anything that might impact her class ranking.

“Carry on.” Instructor Johanan nods approvingly.

I give one final look to the new quad before I'm again swallowed whole by subsections, clauses and liberal interpretations.

Ohh because of the sewers — that's brilliant!

The bell rings. I make one last typo correction then hit send and exhale a long drawn out breath — I will never look at regulation the same again. 

Hudson cracks his fingers then gets up to stretch his legs, which is a good idea I'll join him in as soon as I finish sorting out where to even begin discussing what we just turned in.

I smile to myself — I will never see Hudson the same again. If any of that was bullshit I'm not worried. I think it'd fool autocorrect, Internal Affairs and then some.

He's scary in a really unexpected way.

“Oh oh don't tell me he's your type too.” Alessaro groans as he drops into Hudson's vacated seat.

“Ah ah, I know that look. This isn’t about his physical attraction. This is about feelings. Which are way scarier and harder to deal with than a hard-on.” Rila adds as she takes Stuart's place... which he at some point left.

I turn to search the left side of the room then the right.

“You didn't deport Stuart did you?” I accuse only half serious.

Rila answers with a scoff that would've likely had some follow up comment except our attention is then drawn to Hudson and the exiting cadet he's approaching.

Our trio exchanges a quick glance then we wordlessly get up and follow after Hudson and Berlin.

I should really learn how to read lips. I think to myself because he could as much be asking her for her notes as for her number.

But taking into account how short the exchange was, he might have just been asking for the time — as an excuse to talk to her?

“She say no?” Alessaro wonders as we catch up to Hudson — which he should know the answer to because if anything Hudson seems just a teeny more invigorated than he was, though not the amount a set date would put someone in, so that settles it, it was definitely about something else — who looks briefly confused at our trio until he spots me.

“Ya didn't have to wait on me man.” He modestly accepts the offered place into our group.

“I'm your guide remember?” I grin — he might look the part but first the assignment and now this, he obviously doesn't have the famed 'officer ego'.

“These are my friends Alessaro and Amberila.” I nod to each in turn.

“You can call me Rila.” She welcomes.

“Hud.” He introduces in a flirty tone that immediately makes me frown.

... ... That was a reply to the group-?

“Madison.” Alessaro steps between us and Hud.

“Hud. Hudson if you're that hard up.” Hud replies hands up in surrender — I'm not encroaching.

...He thought I was- hard up? ...?? ... Maybe only 'Hud' to friends?... We're fine now though, so, it's fine?... Did I do something at the start to make him think I was unfriendly? ... No?... Maybe he just takes a while to warm up to people?

I look from one cadet to the other, Alessaro's expression twitches like he's trying to find Hud's angle so I decide to cut in before I lose a friend — either of them.

“He's just jealous, before you got here he had a monopoly on the officer clean-cut.” Rila jumps in having had the same intention — though not how I would've done it.

Hud laughs — it's really more a bark of a laugh I would expect from someone older, yet it suits him. And it's a sound I really wouldn't mind hearing more often.

“Eh, ya can keep your title Madison.” Hud winks then he loops an arm around my shoulder and the other around Alessaro's.

“I'm onto you Lou, you're just collecting A's ain't ya?” He nudges me, although that also happens to prompt us into walking with him as he barks off another laugh that abruptly stops but then returns as a prolonged chuckle.

“We got weapons next yeah?”

Um. Weapons-? Oh weapons training, yes. Weapons training next.

“Yep.” I very articulately reply — but in case that was him asking for a co-navigator's check I glance around to confirm we're going in the right direction.

We are, so maybe he doesn't need a team any more than he needs a guide, but he still took them without complaint.

I catch a movement out of the corner of my eye that I assume is Rila taking my other side.

“Watch it!” A new voice snarls.

I look just in time to see the other transfer shoulder past Rila — presumably because she trying to avoid another tardy penalty?

“You're not running late.” Rila grumbles as she rubs her arm.

“You ok?” I ask her leaving off my throwing a frown after the rude cadet.

“Ya want me 'ta volunteer her as my live practice target?” Hud offer causing us all to turn to him with alarm, that at his relaxed expression, turns into snickers.

“I can find my own target thanks.” Rila laughs, which is all that gets to be said on that before we reach our next class.

And an angry looking instructor who's already waiting for us — we're not late are we?

Rila shakes her head no when I turn to her but we all pick up on the mood because it takes us a silent — and reluctant — vote to resume our — whispered — conversation.

“You had every horror story but you didn't know she's genderfluid?” I hiss, not necessarily a critique on Rila's information gathering skills but as subtle a way as I have to be sure everyone has noticed our instructor's multicolored pronoun pin and what it's currently set on — if half of what Rila warned us about is true, then misgendering her is a one-word suicide mission.

“Time!” Instructor Coleman shouts, slamming a palm to the door panel — an action I worryingly realize might be her manually locking it.

“Line!!” She commands and though it's far from the norm, we're not entirely unfamiliar with the procedure so we arrange ourselves one after the other by height.

“Weapons.” She states apparently satisfied with our formation.

“You mishandle, you drop and give me twenty. You miss, you drop and give me twenty. You answer me incorrectly, you drop and give me twenty.”

What???

Twenty what? Dollars?? ...Questions? Because she's generating as many but I really don't think she's willing to answer them.

I turn my eyes as far to the side as I can searching for a friendly face, and meeting gazes with Hud who even now seems as calm and collected as he was against the mock case. Damn did I win the lottery being partnered with him.

His steadiness inspires my own but it's then I miraculously meet gazes with Rila, mine is apologetic — ok you weren't exaggerating about Coleman.

“Cadet, flip!” Said instructor orders the first person in line who — understandably — gives a bewildered expression in answer.

If she could make steam come out of her ears that's about what Coleman's reaction would be — move, just move. Make it up!  I mentally urge.

“Turn around!” Hud hisses, causing Coleman's enraged glare to turn onto him.

“Twenty!” She demands.

“Yes ma'am!” Hud barks back before crouching, then planking-? Ohh. Twenty push-ups.

I don't time him — and I don't think Coleman does either — but if she were I'd say she finds the at most minute it takes him to count out twenty reps done leaves her pleasantly satisfied.

“What’s behind you?” Coleman menacingly poses, which viscerally causes every cadet but Hud to gulp — and probably also repress the urge to turn around and check for enemy spawns.

“Seventeen ma'am.”

“Thought I recognized the form.” She smiles — she fucking smiles at him!

So, push-ups on command is normal in other academies??!

Hud tips his head at her then gets back in line while Colman glances back to the starting cadet who instantly turns around, now facing the person behind them.

“Flip!” She says to the third in line but at this point we may not know why things are as they are but the class has caught on to how they are so we wait for our turn — because oh yeah we've also caught on that we're better off not moving behind or ahead of her schedule — so on cue we each turn around as need be so we're paired up face to face — oh, I'm realizing Hud and I are the same height. Huh.

“Say hello to your partner for the day!” Coleman let's us know — and yep, that's twenty for Start who unfortunately took that as a literal instruction. ...Though I suspect the rest of us — or at least the majority of that rest of us — only didn't because we were too choked up and not because we've worked her out. Yet. ... Optimistically yet.

“You've already got your starter scores so look alive because it's your only chance to get my score and that's the one that's going to dictate how the rest of your year is going to go.” Coleman states.

No pressure?? ...Which score is she- I'm assuming she means the training we've had with standard officer-

“Pair one!” She calls, her expectant tone the only hint she gives that it's not just a directive to have their attention. 

“2325?” Szm guesses — and when Coleman accepts that answer her partner Stuart sighs the deep sigh of someone who's just thought they've lucked the fuck out with pairings.

“Pair two!”

“XS-3.” Comes the confident answer from the cadet fastest to speak for the team — because, no, it must be what we're arming our team with, but based on what??? — I can't see Rila's expression to confirm if her competitive streak has been engaged, but I can only imagine she's not happy to have been beaten to the punch of choosing their weapon.

Whatever criteria there is to name it. ... Be a weapon?

I look at Hud — I passed basics, but you realize that's pure theory. I have never shot, launched or activated a real weapon in real life!

My silent message seems to go through because his return expression reads a solid — leave it to me.

“Pair four!”

“2525, standard.” Hud answers, I start to get the feeling the latter was added for my benefit but then think there's probably more to it since Coleman eyes me up and down thoughtfully before moving on to the next pair.

I'm itching to ask Hud why that model but unfortunately it's just not forgivable right now so I content myself by reviewing my memory for everything I know about the 2500 series and the 25 in particular — it's got to be a coincidence, but, it doesn't mean- he doesn't know but. He choose the model that uses the most interesting physical  ammo!

My heart rate does a little jig at that thought but then Hud bumps my shoulder which prompts me onto other ideas — mainly that we're in the middle of class — but then he jerks his head and that's when I realize said class is relocating.

Oh, can we talk now? I ask with my gaze.

“I wouldn't shout from the rafters but yeah, we're off mute.” Hud correctly interprets my question.

I sag, exhaling as I keep in step with him.

“Bartenders, that was-! I don't even have the words.” I shake my head disbelievingly.

“Year one didn't prep for it huh?”

“No, it most certainly didn't prep for whatever the fuck that was.” I chuckle accepting the weapon he hands me.

“Happens.” Hud says as he shrugs one shoulder, which somehow doesn't even slightly interfere with all the twisting and clicking he's doing on his own 2525. Standard... There's a non-standard version? Why have I never heard about it and what's the ammo like?

I glance down at the weapon and try to not to obviously gulp.

“It's ok to be nervous.” Hud encourages.

So much for my effort into not voicing it.

“Is it?” I push back skeptically.

“Anyone tells you it's just point and shoot 'ey ain't ever had to shoot at something people-shaped.”

My eyes go wider — that's, insightful? ...I'll have to get back to you on if it makes me feel better. 

“Thanks by the way, that could've gotten ugly back there.”

“Ya trusted me to choose.” Hud shrugs off.

“I did, but I meant defusing the Coleman 'flip!' situation.” I chuckle.

“Oh, that!”  He barks a laugh.

“Yeah, thought she might'ta been winding up to poppin Coleman for tryn'a circus monkey one outta her.” Hud snuffles like he wants to chuckle but doesn't.

“Oh my 1.5 ounces I didn't even think about it like that! Can you imagine if an instructor actually treated us like trained monkeys?! How many sentient being rights violations would that be?” I tease — I don't really doubt you can tell me exactly how many.

“Gets dicey with pre-G.A. lingo using 'human'.” He answers without having to stop to think about it. Knew he knew.

“There was that amendment that retrospectively expanded on 'human' to be understood as 'sentient being' though wasn't there?” I wonder aloud.

Hud smiles then snaps his fingers ending in a finger gun that points at me.

“Rectification o'1919.” He specifies.

Right nineteen ni- My grin falters.

“Don't you mean ratification?”

“Line!!”
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I slowly crawl into almost consciousness — Hud's moving finishes waking me up before our alarm goes off.

“How you feeling?” I enquire, though him waking at almost the same time I do instead of his customary twenty minutes before already gives me a good idea that he really needed a good night's sleep. Even if that meant a longer raincheck on making good on all that med wing flirting.

Ha flirting. I shake my head remembering the mention that came up in last night's “bedtime story” part one, I suppose, because I barely even covered our first day. Not to mention that Miles fighting to stay awake for more strongly suggests there's going to be a request for part two tonight — I suspect every night for the next two weeks. Although knowing how screen-filled our quarantine is bound to be that'll probably lean more towards whenever time allows.
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