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He’d lose his badge if they caught him doing this. Hell, he’d lose it if he didn’t.
Jimmy paced around the operating chair. It wasn’t bad enough the department was backing away from lethal force; they had to pattern the Disabler after a video-game controller. Jimmy wasn’t catching on like the younger guys.
He pulled out his cigarettes, then remembered where he was and stuffed them back in his pocket. Funny. They were about to illegally jack him, but light up in here and he’d really catch hell.
Dr. Yon entered with short, mincing steps, as if he was afraid that larger movements would cause his white lab coat to flare out and fling away his dignity. His long-legged nurse slinked in after him in her too-tight uniform. Jimmy wondered if this was the only work she did on the south side.
“Have a seat, Mr. Delaney,” Yon said as he busied himself with a hypo, “and we will begin.”
“Just one thing, Doc,” Jimmy said as he sat back in the chair. “When the jack is in…”
“Jack is such a distasteful word. The proper term is AugMentor.”
“Okay. Will anyone be able to watch what I’m doing?”
Yon hesitated, and the nurse laughed, “My husband worries too much about saying things exactly right.”
“Diana, there is nothing wrong with wanting to speak…”
“Not now, Dear,” she said, placing a hand on Yon’s chest, and the tension leached out of him. She turned her blue eyes on Jimmy. “You’re thinking of an AugMonitor, like the ones the State uses on parolees. That’s not what you’re getting.”
“That’s what I told my wife, but she thinks you’ll be able to see everything I see.”
“Silly thing!” she said. “Let’s get started.”
Jimmy sat quietly as Yon pushed the needle into his left arm, felt the cold spread upwards and…
…woke in the chair. His right eye throbbed, and he felt intense itching behind his right ear. He reached up to scratch and encountered gauze padding.
“Don’t touch the dressing,” said Diana from behind him. She walked to the door and called out, “He’s awake!”
Dr. Yon came into the room.
“How do you feel, Mr. Delaney?”
“Like I’ve been kicked in the eye.”
“That is to be expected. The pain from the optic nerve splice will subside in one or two days. We will give you a medication for that.”
“What about the itching behind my ear?”
“Soon you will not even be aware of it. Are you able to sit up?”
Jimmy pushed himself up and turned so his feet rested on the floor. He didn’t feel groggy at all.
“Excellent. Diana will give you your instructions. Good night.”
Yon left the room. Diana handed Jimmy an empty bag, then explained each of the items to him before dropping them inside.
She showed him what looked like a flash drive.
“This blue tooth transmitter is coded to your AugMentor. Plug it into your PC and you can download apps through your device.”
There were pain pills and a copy of the Electronic Marksman app, in case he needed to reload.
"You have our special patient number if you need to reach us. Leave the dressing on until Saturday night, and don’t strain yourself for the rest of the weekend.”
She took Jimmy’s arm and led him to the door at the rear of Yon’s plastic surgery clinic. He pulled up the hood on his warm-up, took a quick look around to make sure no one was there, then walked to his car. As he drove off, he warred with himself about where to go. He wanted to try out the app, but he couldn’t take the chance of anyone seeing him at the range with the bandages still on, or anywhere else, for that matter. Best to stay out of sight.
He thought about heading to the house, but Jill would be mad for a while, so he drove back to the motel that had been home for the last couple of nights. He tossed the bag on the dresser, then checked himself out in the mirror. He looked normal, except for the band of gauze wrapped around his head to hold the dressing on his ear, and how swollen and red his eye looked. It throbbed, so he got a glass of water, tossed down a pain pill, then pulled off the warm-up and flopped onto the bed.
Jimmy thought he remembered getting up a couple of times the next day and taking some pain-killers, but wasn’t sure until he counted the pills that night. He stood in front of the sink and unrolled the gauze. With the dressing off, there was no sign that anything was different, except that his right eye was still a bit puffy and red, like he’d been on a bender.
*****
Sunday, he went to the practice range with the Disabler and tried out his newly loaded expertise. Unlike his previous attempts to adjust from his old .45, this time it felt familiar in his hand. When he placed a high-capacitance slug in each of the target’s limbs without having to focus, he knew getting jacked was the right thing to do.
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