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Shared in the Alleyway

“Oh, wow, Sarah,” Mr. Thomson says as he smiles at me.  “Um, you know it was quitting time more than two hours ago, right?”  Darrin Thomson is lead accountant at Thomson & McLeod and my direct supervisor during my internship this semester.  “What are you doing, working on extra credit for college?”

I smile warmly as I pull a few strands of hair from my face.  “There’s just a lot of receipts that still need to be processed into the computer, Mr. Thomson.  I figured I would knock it out of the way since Lucille will need the figures for her presentation Monday morning with Babcock Engineering.”  

“Where’s Lucille?” the accountant asks.  

“She had to get home early; something about a party tonight at her house.”  Lucille has been in charge of giving me things to do around the office, and she has been less than kind about each task.  There’s always something wrong with what I do or how I do it, so I’ve been on the receiving end of quite a few bitch and gripe sessions with her.  I don’t mind letting the boss know that I’m here doing her work, for no pay, while she’s getting ready for a Friday night bender.  

“She left the entire folder for you?” Mr. Thomson says as he shakes his head.  “I’ll have a talk with her on Monday when she gets in.”

“No,” I say almost immediately.  “Let’s just keep this between us, okay?  I’m sure Lucille thought that I would have gotten it finished by now.  Maybe I’m just a little slow at this.” 

“Nonsense,” Mr. Thomson replies.  “Lucille knew this account would be a headache when she took it on; there’s no reason for her putting this all on you.”  He looks at the large stack of receipts I have left before adding, “But for the sake of your working relationship with her, I’ll keep it quiet.”  That works well for me, considering Mr. Thomson is the lead partner and has ultimate say as to who gets hired as a junior accountant.  Lucille will be none the wiser that I’ve given her name up to the boss until I’ve already been brought into the firm.  Of course, I still have another semester of college to complete once I’m finished with my internship, but I’ve made a good impression here and I think that will weigh heavily in my favor when I apply.  

“I’ll get out of here in about an hour, Mr. Thomson.”

“Make sure that you do,” he says as he puts his suit coat on.  “I don’t want you outside late at night.  Please make sure you lock up when you’re finished, okay?”  

“I will,” I say with another smile.  “Have a good weekend, Mr. Thomson.”

“I will, and you do the same, Sarah.”  The head of the accounting firm smiles once more as he walks through the door.  

I work for another hour before wrapping up the entry of the final receipt for the presentation on Monday.  I smile at myself for a job well-done but as I look at my cellphone I realize that I’m almost too late to catch the last bus home.  Running through the office, I quickly snatch up my purse as well as my jacket and race to the door.  I almost forget to lock the front door as I stumble down the steps from the building, so I have to turn around and fumble for my set of keys.  In moments the door is locked and I’m running toward the bus stop.  In the distance, the number nine that runs through my neighborhood is already loading up the two people that are standing at the stop.  “Wait!” I yell out as I run as quickly as I can in my dress flats.  “Hold the bus!  Fucking hold it!”  The last passenger doesn’t hear me as he steps on and the bus driver pulls away.  

“Motherfucker!”  I growl under my breath.  “Dammit, Sarah; you should have watched the fucking time!”  I look around at the dark street and wonder whether there’s any way to recall the bus to this stop.  Should I call the transit authority?  Would they turn it around?  “No, you dimwit,” I say to myself.  Shaking my head, I look down the street where the bus has turned to go down another block.  “Nearly an hour’s walk.”  Though I’m fit and able to make the journey on foot, it’s almost ten in the evening on a Friday night.  My hope was to get home, take a quick shower, and change before going out with a few friends, but now that hope is dashed.  “Nearly a damned hour, Sarah.”  I shake my head as I begin to walk.

I don’t get far before I remember a shortcut around the government apartment buildings and a small industrial complex nearby.  Why go around all of that when I can cut across?  It can’t be more than fifteen minutes that way.  “Wait a minute,” I caution myself.  “Fewer lights and a lot of creeps around those apartment buildings.”  Even in the middle of the day, the government housing complex is a shady place to go to.  Drug dealers, rapists, and gang members live in the midst of the people there and they don’t like outsiders so much.  

“Come on, Sarah.”  I work to build up enough courage to make the short trip.  “Just go.”  I begin walking quickly toward the government housing complex nearby.  If I get through there without being noticed, all will be well.  I’ve walked it before, but that was with a few friends along for the trip in the middle of the day.  I also wasn’t heading to my apartment, so I didn’t have to go all the way across it that time; we only clipped a corner of the property on that day.  About seven or eight minutes of the walk will be right through the housing complex.  

I look up to see that several of the street lights are broken as I walk in between two of the complex apartment buildings.  There are a few people gathered along the sides of the alleyway, but none of them seem to notice as I go through.  My heart pounds for a while until I put those few people behind me.  I’m alone now, and my focus is completely on getting home.  “Hey,” says a voice behind me.  I turn my head quickly to see a dark figure jogging toward me.  “Wait up, yo.”  My steps hasten as he gets closer.  “Hold the fuck up, bitch!”  Just then, I feel a hand take hold of my jacket.

“No!” I squeal as he grips my clothing tightly, a knife in my face.  

“Give me your fucking money!”  His dark eyes look up and down my body as I fumble for my purse.  “Give it over!”  The man grabs the purse from my hand and says, “I think I’ll stick you!”  

“Help!  HELP!!!”  I scream out as loudly as I can, causing my attacker to begin to yell at me, but he doesn’t stand close to me for long.  Suddenly, another dark figure runs into him, causing me to fall to the ground. 

“Kick his ass!” I hear a voice say as I look in
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