


“Outside In Job”

By

Mark S. R. Peterson

––––––––

Copyright 2021 © Mark S. R. Peterson

––––––––

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be resold

or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person,

please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  If you’re reading this book and did

not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to

the vendor and purchase your own copy.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Outside in Job

For the latest news on upcoming publications, consider joining my mailing list: Author Mark S. R. Peterson | Want more to read?  For a list of all my books by your favorite retailer, please click on this link for a complete listing.

If you enjoyed what you just read and want to read more, consider joining my mailing list: Author Mark S. R. Peterson | Want more to read?  For a list of all my books by your favorite retailer, please click on this link for a complete listing.

DEDICATION

For Mykayla,

Who has a heart that’s bigger on the inside.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

For the latest news on upcoming publications, consider joining my mailing list: Author Mark S. R. Peterson

Want more to read?  For a list of all my books by your favorite retailer, please click on this link for a complete listing.

[image: ]


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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Sitting in the back seat, Kent fingered the leather bag, the bank’s logo stamped in bold red letters on the outside.  Only one with a keen eye could tell the bag was larger than the ones usually deposited, but it was a risk they were willing to take.  “I’ll be able to breathe in it, won’t I?”

“Of course, you idiot,” Mitzy said, peering back at him through the rear view mirror.  “How many times do you have to tell you?”

“I know, I know.”  He unzipped the bag.  The aroma of fresh tacos wafted out.  “You bought food?”

She stopped at the intersection.  As she waited for it to turn green, she turned slightly.  Her pink lips and smooth cheeks glittered from the makeup she recently acquired from the drug store.  Well, slipped it in her purse when the clerk wasn’t looking was more accurate.  “We’re almost there.  You better get in.”

He sighed.  He still didn’t know how all this was going to work, but he trusted her.  Besides, she had already done so many extraordinary things.  But even her powers seemed to have limitations at times.

“Wish me luck,” he said as he started to set a foot inside.

“It’s better to go in head first,” she said.  The light turned green.  “Hurry!”

“Okay, okay.”  He took his foot out—he was already up to his knee, so he knew this was going to work.  He then placed both hands together and dove inside, the top of his pants catching on the zipper.  He struggled to wiggle his way out of the precarious position, but to no avail.  “Gonna need a little help here,” he said, praying that she could hear him.

“Are you serious?” she asked, her voice echoing inside the vast chamber.

Before he could do any further damage, she gripped the side of the opening, ripped him free, and shoved the rest of his body inside.

He crashed onto a black leather couch.

She zipped the opening shut, bathing his surroundings in darkness, but it was only for a moment.  Orbs of light appeared here and there.  He rubbed his eyes.  It was huge in here.  If only he could live here, he could save tons on rent.  Then he wouldn’t have to do this.

Upon instinct, he reached into his pockets, but they were empty.

Oh, yeah.  She said there wouldn’t be any cell coverage when I’m in here.

Finding a bag of tacos on the counter, he settled on the couch and turned on the TV, which seemed to hover in place.

This had all seemed to happen so fast.
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In his former life—former being three days ago, but time seemed to act strange since meeting Mitzy—Kent Schofield was a mall cop.

It was a full-time gig between school, a part-time job at the Cenex store, a weekend job as a bouncer for Spotty’s Keg, and any other odd jobs he could find on the school’s online bulletin board.

Kent was studying to be a cop—Criminal Justice was the official title of the major—but with two semesters under his belt, he was starting to doubt his want to protect and serve with the other meatheads who were more militaristic about their approach to life.  Besides, there were still plenty of doors that could be opened with having a degree.

But with school came debt.  And large amounts of it, something his high school counselors barely hinted at.

Kent was an average student, and therefore was never offered any scholarships or grants.  He’s worked at the mall since he was sixteen, and upon graduating he gained the only full-time slot.

And with the full-time slot came a bigger wad of keys, a slight raise, and responsibility of scheduling the part-timers.

It was during one of his many rounds that he noticed Mitzy.  Well, it wasn’t her that he noticed first.  It was one of the jewelry clerks at Macy’s—Suzy, he thought her name was—who was frantically arguing with a customer and waving him over.

“What’s the problem here?” he asked, hooking his thumbs onto his thick belt.

“She stole three pairs of earrings, a bracelet, and . . . and all of my pens are missing too,” said Suzy, for that was the name printed on her nametag.

He cocked his head a little.  “Pens?”

“Yes, pens!  I had a whole stash of them here in this bin and . . . well, they’re just gone!”

The situation had gotten sticky.  Since the girl being blamed for stealing was still inside the store, she wasn’t technically stealing.  She had intent to steal, but even that would be up for debate in a court of law.

The girl in question had on a short pink miniskirt, a shirt that displayed more of her belly than the average girl would be comfortable displaying, and a tiny black purse slung across her slender, shapely body.

“Ma’am, would you mind opening her purse?” he asked the girl.

“I will not-”

“See!” Suzy exclaimed.  “She stole-”

Kent held up a hand.  “Ma’am, if you won’t open your purse here, I’ll be forced to contact the police.  Then, they’ll take you into custody, where you’ll have no choice but to empty the contents of your purse there.  And then it will be too late.”

Kent’s approach was similar to the one Mr. Jennings used to perform when he was the full-time mall cop.  For twelve years, Jennings roamed the mall grounds with a grandfatherly presence, handling disputes with more kind words than mere threats of physical force and incarceration.  Only once had anyone seen Mr. Jennings get physical with anyone—and boy oh boy did that guy deserve it!

Mr. Jennings was a former state trooper, whose career came to an end after an eighteen-wheeler rammed into his squad, sending him over a bridge and into the water.  He swam to safety, and that’s when he noticed both of his legs were missing just below the knees.  It took him a few years to get used to the prosthetic legs, and that’s when he decided to get back to work.

“Warnings work far better than citations, Kent,” Mr. Jennings would tell him on a constant basis.  At first, Kent thought he was just being lazy.  Until he saw the effects kind words had in heated exchanges.

“Ma’am, my name’s Kent,” he said to the potential thief.  “And you are?”

“I don’t have to tell you anything.”

“Very true,” he said, then made a display of sighing loudly.  “But if the cops get involved in this very minor matter, then you’ll be forced to tell them because it’s the law.  And I'm sure you don’t want that.  Then you’ll be banned from the mall property.  If you did steal anything from here, return it to them and then walk right on out of here.”

“I don’t want her back at all!” Suzy exclaimed again, nails clawing at the glass counter.

“Fine.  Here.”  She opened the tiny purse.  The only contents were keys, lipstick, a cell phone, and a tampon.  “Happy?  Or do you want everyone in the store to see my personals?”  She started to hold them up, but Suzy told her she could put it away.

“Sorry, I . . . I thought there were . . . Christ, here they are,” said Suzy, stepping back.

And they were.  Kent couldn’t believe his eyes either.  One moment, the container next to the register was empty and now it was full of pens.  Even the jewelry displays seemed a bit fuller than what they had been a moment ago.

“I’m gonna call your boss,” the girl said to Suzy.  “And then I’m gonna go online and give this place a one star!”

“I am the boss,” Suzy said.

“Well isn’t that just great,” the girl said, then stormed out.
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Kent tossed the empty taco wrappings behind him.  He cracked open his fourth can of Budweiser.

There were two minutes left of the second quarter, the Falcons trailing the Packers by eight.  He had always been a fan of Atlanta, despite growing up in the upper Midwest.  And it was for the dumbest reason too.

They had the coolest logo.

As he started drinking the fresh can, he paused.  He was a bit buzzed, but in order to do this right, he shouldn’t be drunk at all.

“But why did she pack the fridge so full of booze and stuff?” he asked.  Not only was the fridge well-stocked, the cupboards and bins were full of goodies too.

He tossed the can away without drinking more.

He still can’t believe he’s gone from mall cop to this in just a handful of days.  But when he tossed the eviction notice onto all of the other FINAL NOTICE bills stacking up on the small table of his tiny apartment, there wasn’t much else he could do.  He already lost his truck last month.

And when the repo man would sell the truck for much less than what he owed, the finance company would sue and come after him for the balance.

At least, that’s what they kept telling him.

Also, with winter coming, he’d have to ditch riding his bike to work.

Again, it all happened so fast.
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“I’m Mitzy.”

At first, he didn’t know if it was he that she was talking to—pretty girls weren’t known for talking to him unless it was part of a sorority dare.  But when he saw her standing behind him, looking right at him and smiling, he knew he was the target of her attention.

Even though it wasn’t long after the encounter in Macy’s, it still took a few moments to recognize her.

“You asked for my name and I forgot to give it to you,” she said.

“I’m Kent,” he said.

“I know.  You already told me.  You like . . . doing this?”  She gestured to his uniform.

He shrugged.  “It’s a job.  With benefits.”  Well, some benefits.

She tilted her head a little.  “Something
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