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Author’s Note
 
    
 
    
 
   The author would like to point out that all the characters in this work of fiction are 21 years of age or older. All sexual acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   I
 
    
 
    
 
   Ten… You’re starting to feel sleepy now. 
 
   Nine… Your eyes are becoming heavy. 
 
   Eight… Your body is beginning to feel weightless. The drug is now working its way up your spine. 
 
   Seven… It is now too hard to keep your eyes open. My voice is becoming more distant.
 
   Six… You can no longer feel your arms or your legs.
 
   Five… You can no longer hear my—
 
   Good morning, North Dakota!
 
   I began to drift back into wakefulness as my radio alarm screamed obnoxiously into my ear. Reaching my hand out, with my eyes still closed, I began to swat around for the snooze button.
 
   It’s a cold one out there, so put on a sweater or two and—
 
    Finally, I successfully smashed the radio silent. Keeping my eyes closed, I remained motionless in the bed. I took a deep breath in. 
 
   “C’mon, you lazy bitch. It’s time to get up,” I told myself. “You can’t be late for your first day.”
 
   Hesitantly, I pulled myself out of bed, rubbed my eyes and began to open them. 
 
   I stood up, walked into my bathroom and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror before reaching the shower. I stopped and stared at myself for a moment. Something was different. 
 
   Had my hair grown longer over night? Was my skin clearer than usual? I couldn’t put my finger on what was different. Whatever it was, I thought I looked pretty good. I continued my journey towards the shower, turned the knob and stepped into the steamy warm water. 
 
   As the hot water hit my soft body, I started getting small flashbacks to the strange dream I had. While the visuals had begun to flee my memory, I couldn’t get that peculiar voice out of my mind-- counting down. It seemed like the more I tried to remember, the faster the dream ran down the rabbit hole. It’s funny how dreams are like that. 
 
   I took another deep breath as I tried to wake my tired body up. The way the hot water hit my body felt… Different. The individual beads of warm water tickled my nipples gently as they streamed down my body towards my pussy. The tickling sensation travelled down, through my spine and into my tight slit. That morning, my body was so sensitive.  
 
   Then I thought, what the hell? A little rub wouldn’t make me late for work. I sunk my hand down, between my legs and onto my slit. I began to rub the length of my vagina, up and down, beginning slowly as the running water tickled my clit. The faint tingling was quickly intensifying between my legs as my speed and pressure quickened. 
 
   Using the soft tips of my fingers, I began to massage my clit. I rubbed it quickly as the hot water ran down my supple breasts and long legs. With my free hand, I squeezed my breast and gently pulled on my nipple. My whole body was starting to relax and melt into the steamy flowing water. A small bout of warm fluid began to trickle out of my pussy and down my leg, combining with the hot, clear water from the shower.
 
   My legs began to tremble as I slowly stuck my fingers in deeper, penetrating my tight slit. I looked down my body, past my supple tits and watched as I fingered myself. I moved rapidly with two of my fingers deep in my vagina.
 
   Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!
 
   Watching my fingers slide in and out of my slit was highly arousing. I bit my lip gently, feeling even more hot fluid squish out of my pussy. 
 
   “Shit,” I said out loud, before starting to moan. 
 
   I picked up my speed, shoving my fingers in deeper. I was so deep in pleasure-- It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. 
 
   Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!
 
   “Fuck!” I cried out, nearing my climax. “Fucking fuck!”
 
   My quivering pussy began to squirt hot juice everywhere as my body entered climax mode. My entire body trembled and my knees began to buckle. I screamed out loud as my pace finally slowed down. Eyes closed, I began to catch my breath,
 
   “Mother fucker,” I said softly between breaths. “That felt good.”
 
   I quickly finished up my shower, towelled off and got dressed. I didn’t have a ton of time before I had to be at work. 
 
   “Did you give H.R. your social insurance number over the phone?” Dale, my new boss asked me in his bored, monotonous voice.
 
   Dale was a classic office boss stereotype. He was short, kind of fat and he wore thick bottle-cap glasses. After five minutes of talking to him, I felt like I knew everything I needed to know about him.
 
   “Um, I don’t know. I didn’t talk to H.R.,” I replied.
 
   “Oh, that’s right. Your dad got you the job, right?”
 
   “That’s right.”
 
   “Okay, well I can check with H.R. to see if we have all your information. In the meantime, feel free to get to know some of your new fellow employees, and Daniel, one of our senior adjusters will show you how to run the system.”
 
   “Okay,” I said, forcing a smile. 
 
   My father, who lived over seas in Hong Kong, had pulled some strings to get me a job with an insurance company. I didn’t see him a lot—As a matter of fact, I couldn’t remember the last time I saw him. I only ever spoke with him on the phone every now and then. 
 
   “Roxy?” a man asked me.
 
    “Yes?”
 
   “I’m Daniel, nice to meet you.”
 
   Daniel extended his hand for a shake. As I grabbed onto him, I could see his eyes drift downwards momentarily, catching a quick glimpse of my modest cleavage. 
 
   “Likewise,” I said, as his eyes drifted back upwards, to my face. 
 
   He looked like a little creep, too. He was tall, but skinny, with messy dark hair. His skin was pale and his eyes were slightly sunken. He looked like the kind of guy who spent far too much time in front of computer screens.
 
   “Follow me and I’ll get you set up at your computer,” he said.
 
   I smiled. “Okay.”
 
   Daniel led me through a seemingly endless mass of cubicles where droves of ambitiousless robots typed away at computers. 
 
   “Your desk is just around this corner,” Daniel said.
 
   We walked around the corner, through a cubicle opening and into my new “office”. It was somehow smaller than the other cubicles we had walked by.
 
   “Go ahead, sit down,” said Daniel, without pulling my chair out for me.
 
   “Thank you…” I replied semi-condescendingly. 
 
   “So your job is fairly simple. It’s actually really simple,” Daniel said as he began to smirk. “I could probably make a program in an afternoon that could do your job, to be honest.”
 
   Daniel started laughing. He was the kind of guy that really just didn’t understand when he was being a complete asshole. I couldn’t help but notice his unfortunate tooth-to-gum ratio as he laughed at his own stupid joke.
 
   “Basically, you will get files in that email client there,” he said, pointing to the email icon on the screen, “and you have to go through them, find the claim number, the deductible, their current premium, and their adjusted premium after their claim. Take those numbers and put them into individual files there,” he continued, pointing to a program labelled SchemeServe. “Save those files into that folder labelled ‘Finished’ there. Any questions?”
 
   “Um,” I said, trying to process his quick tutorial. “What’s a deductible?”
 
   Daniel broke out into laughter. I felt a little bit dumb, but mostly annoyed. 
 
   “I’ll email you a little ‘Insurance Terms For Dummies’ file, and then you can get started.”
 
   Daniel turned and left, laughing the entire way. Fucking prick.
 
   I sat silent, slowly spinning in my chair as I awaited the email from Daniel. There was an off-putting musky smell that wouldn’t seem to go away, as if an old person lived in my cubicle before I took it over.
 
   “Hey, darling,” a voice said from above me.
 
   I looked up, and staring right down my shirt, hanging over the cubicle wall was a younger man. He was clean and neat, unlike Daniel, and had a properly fitted dress shirt over his muscular body, which he clearly spent a lot of time working on at the gym. After an obnoxiously long moment staring at my tits, he looked up into my eyes and smiled. 
 
   “What’s your name?” he asked.
 
   “Roxy.”
 
   “Foxy Roxy.”
 
   “No, just Roxy.”
 
   “Ooh, Feisty Roxy,” he said.
 
   “No. Still just Roxy.”
 
   “It’s nice to meet you Roxy. It looks like we’re neighbours.” 
 
   “Great,” I said unenthusiastically.
 
   “I really like your outfit. It’s very becoming on you.”
 
   I looked away from the creep and rolled my eyes. “Thanks…”
 
   “What are you doing at lunchtime?” he asked me.
 
   “Eating lunch,” I replied.
 
   “Hey, me too. Maybe we could eat our lunch together.”
 
   “What’s your name?” I asked.
 
   “Style,” he said.
 
   “Your name is Style?”
 
   “Yep.”
 
   “Well, Style, I hate to ruin your day, but I’m just here to work.”
 
   “What? You have a boyfriend?”
 
   “Yes,” I lied.
 
   He laughed.
 
   “Sure you do.”
 
   I clicked on my mail program and repeatedly refreshed my mail, so that I could get started on my work, so I could get out of talking with ‘Style’. 
 
   “What’s wrong, baby?” he asked.
 
   “Sorry, I just have a lot of work I need to do.”
 
   He laughed and began to sink back down into his own little cubicle.
 
   “You’ll come around. They always do.”
 
   I sighed as I waited for that email. This was going to be a long day.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   II
 
    
 
    
 
   “Consider it a… Second chance,” an older man in a suit said to me. “I mean, let’s face it. You don’t have a lot of options.”
 
   I thought about it for a long time, sitting in that dark, cold room.
 
   “You’ll never know it happened. All of this-- you won’t remember a thing. You’ll be starting completely new. New thoughts. New memories. You’ll be a new person.”
 
   The jail guard at the door looked down and checked his watch. I was running out of time to make my decision. The man in the suit pulled a wedding ring off of his finger and began to twirl it around in his fingertips—some sort of anxious mannerism. 
 
   “Someone else will take the opportunity, you know,” the man reminded me.
 
   “How long do I have to decide?”
 
   “You have right now. You have to decide right now, or we’ll go ask the next guy.”
 
   I continued to think about it. I could feel beads of sweat begin to develop on my forehead, despite the brisk air in the room.
 
   “When is your date set?” the man asked me, slipping his ring back on.
 
   “Friday.”
 
   “In four days?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Think about it like this. Four days in here like this, or a lifetime out there. What’s it going to be?”
 
   The man in the suit was quite the salesman. The choice was starting to become clear.
 
   It’s that time again, North Dakota! Time to wake up and get ready for work!
 
   It was another cold winter morning. About a foot of snow had fallen in the night, and there was still a grey dreary murk in the sky. 
 
   The images from my dream began to leave my mind, but once again, the voice stayed. I could hear it over and over in my head.
 
   What’s it going to be?
 
   I took my morning shower, got dressed and was about to leave for work.
 
   Ring! Ring!
 
   My phone rang as I opened the door to leave. I stared at the ringing phone for a moment, trying to figure out who could be calling me at seven in the morning.
 
   “Hello?” I said into the phone.
 
   “Hello Roxanne,” my father’s voice said.
 
   “Hi dad.”
 
   “How are you doing?”
 
   “Good, I was just getting ready to go to work.”
 
   “How is the new job?”
 
   “It’s good,” I lied.
 
   “Good. I’m going to be in town this weekend. I’d like to see you.”
 
   “Okay, sure.”
 
   “Okay great. Maybe I can stay with you?”
 
   “Sure. Look, I’ve got to get to work, dad. I’ll talk to you later.”
 
   “Okay. See you tomorrow,” my dad said.
 
   “Bye.”
 
   “Well, good morning there,” Style said, creeping over the cubicle wall as I sat down at my desk.
 
   “Hi,” I said, shortly.
 
   “You’re late,” he said.
 
   “Sorry,” I said.
 
   “Thank God it’s Friday, am I right?” Style asked. “You just need to be careful. They don’t like it when you get written up in your first week.”
 
   I looked up at Style.
 
   “I don’t care,” I said. “I really just don’t care.”
 
   “You really are a feisty one, aren’t you?”
 
   “Style, please. I haven’t even had a coffee yet this morning.”
 
   “Would you like to get a coffee with me?”
 
   “Style,” I said, frustrated by his endless attempts.
 
   “Hey—I just want to get to know you better. You are my neighbour after all.”
 
   I sighed. I hated the fuck out of this job already. I clicked open my email, and had over one hundred tedious files waiting to be dealt with. My stomach felt sick at the thought of going through one hundred of these fucking files.
 
   I snuck away from my cubicle and into the staff room. I began to pour myself a coffee. I took a long sip, and then--
 
   “Roxy,” a voice said behind me, startling me.
 
   I spun around to see my favourite person, Daniel. He was grinning with his gummy smile.
 
   “I was looking for you at your desk,” he said.
 
   “Sorry. I was just getting a coffee.”
 
   “How have you been liking the new job?”
 
   “Oh, it’s great,” I said, trying to force some enthusiasm.
 
   “I was reviewing some of your files, and you’re actually putting the numbers in the wrong spots,” he said. “You’re actually mixing up the post and pre-premium rates. There’s no rush, but those files will need to be amended.”
 
   Something popped in my brain, and I’m almost certain it was an aneurism. I stared at Daniel in silence as my eye twitched.
 
   “Roxy?” he asked.
 
   “Yeah? What?”
 
   “Breaks are only five minutes long, okay? I think I told you that, right?”
 
   Daniel turned and walked out of the room. I was starting to think I’d sooner live on the cold streets than work here.
 
   I walked out of the staff room, but instead of heading back to my desk, I went to the emergency stairwell. I closed the door behind me, and then let my anger out by kicking the handrail. I tried to hold back my battle cry, letting a muffled groan out instead. How do people live their entire lives working at places like this? After a day and a half, it was already torture. 
 
   “Hello?” Style said as he opened the door to the stairwell and peeked his head through the doorway. 
 
   “What the fuck do you want?” I asked, finally breaking my composed character.
 
   Style slithered through the doorway and closed the door behind him. 
 
   “Job getting you down?”
 
   “What does it look like?” I said.
 
   “You know, this job doesn’t have to suck. It is what you make of it.”
 
   “It is a bottom of the barrel useless job.”
 
   I sat down on the stairs and stared down at my feet.
 
   Style walked up to me, sat down next to me and placed his hand on my shoulder.
 
   “I know a way we can make the job a little bit… More fun,” Style said.
 
   “Quit being such a fucking pervert.”
 
   “You’ve got quite the trucker mouth. Besides, it doesn’t have to mean anything. It’ll just help pass the time. Plus, it might help you relax a bit.”
 
   “Get your fucking hand off of me,” I said. 
 
   Style removed his hand and stood up. “Whoa, okay. Have it your way.”
 
   Style reached for his belt and began to undo it. He pulled it quickly off of his body.
 
   “What are you doing, Style?”
 
   He unzipped his pants.
 
   “Style,” I said again.
 
   Ignoring me, he dropped his pants, revealing his massively long cock. Flaccid, it hung down nearly a foot from his body. It had long, thick veins protruding through it, all the way down to its bulbous tip. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t look away from it. 
 
   “You can’t say no to that, can you?” he asked.
 
   “I—I can’t say no to what?” I asked, suddenly disoriented.
 
   “C’mon, baby. Let’s have a bit of fun.”
 
   I felt strangely compelled to the idea, despite the fact I hated Style’s guts. That shaft was just so—mesmerizing. 
 
   Style started walking towards me. Without saying a word, as if I was hypnotized, I reached out and grabbed onto his cock. It was warm and soft in my hand. I squeezed it gently before running my hand up to the base of his cock, where his thick shaft met his big ball sack, and then back down, all the way to his throbbing tip. I could feel the thick veins of his member run along my soft fingertips. 
 
   “That’s it,” he said. 
 
   I pulled his member towards me, forcing him to take a small step forward. Lining the cock up with my mouth, I opened my lips. Gently, I stuck out my tongue and tickled the tip of his cock.
 
   Style let out a long sensual moan. It was so strange, as if I was someone else. I had never felt so drawn to anything before. 
 
   As the dick began to widen and expand in my hand, I started guiding it into my mouth. The thick tip pushed my soft lips open wider than they could go and as I pushed my head forward, the long veiny shaft slid across my lips and down my tongue. The stubble of Style’s recently shaved pubic hair tickled the tip of my nose as I got the entirety of the cock into my mouth. Then, I began to suck.
 
   Style’s hands dug into my long soft hair as my head started to move up and down the length of his manhood. He pulled me in tight, forcing his quickly lengthening shaft further down my throat. As his cock hardened to its full size, Style began to thrust himself gently into my mouth, holding my head in place with his hands.
 
   The monolithic member squished saliva out of my mouth with every forceful entry.
 
   “Oh yeah, baby,” said Style as his cock was beginning to throb harder and harder.
 
   Suddenly, he pushed me onto my back on the cold cement floor. He dropped down onto his knees and threw my skirt up over my belly. Promptly, he pulled down my panties, exposing my tight pussy. His fingertips gently ran along the length of my vagina before he began tickling my clit. I took a giant breath in as warm energy began to flow through my body. Style’s big strong fingers magically worked my trembling pussy, causing a small bout of warm fluid to trickle out of me, and down my soft butt. 
 
   “You like that?” Style asked.
 
   “Mhm,” I mumbled. 
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Mhm.”
 
   I closed my eyes and let my head fall back as Style gently fingered my pussy. Then, taking my ankles in his hands, he spread apart my legs. Shimmying forward, he lined the dripping wet tip of his gargantuan dick up with my quivering pussy and then shoved himself inside of me. I let out a sharp gasp as my tight slit stretched out to accommodate his massive size. 
 
   I looked up into his eyes and he looked down into mine. He smirked egotistically. I sure as shit hated him, but his cock was irresistible. 
 
   He slowly pushed his way forward until he was fully inside of me. His sharp pubic stubble tickled my pelvis as he stopped momentarily.
 
   “Fuck me,” I commanded.
 
   Then, Style began sharply thrusting his body down into me. His movements were fast and aggressive, but spread out my long pauses as he eased into the act. I managed to grab onto a rail and squeezed tightly as Style pounded me.
 
   More warm fluid began to squish out of my pussy, forced out by his magnificent girth. The subtle warm elation flowing through my body was intensifying quickly. I finally relaxed, surrendering to Style and his massive cock. My muscles released their tension and my body melted into the cold ground.
 
   Style picked up his pace. With his hand planted firmly on the ground beside me, I could see his veins protruding through his gym-sculpted arms. 
 
   Squish! Squish! Squish!
 
   More and more fluid was squirting out of my body as my legs began to shake and tremble. I was about to cum. I squeezed harder on the nearby handrail as my tight pussy clenched hard on Style’s long slick shaft.
 
   I screamed out loud for a moment before Style’s hand covered my mouth. We were, after all, in a public stairwell. Muffled, I continued to scream as I came. 
 
   The hard ridge dividing the tip of Style’s cock tickled my clit every time it passed.
 
   “Fuck!” I cried out. “Fucking shit!”
 
   I couldn’t stop cumming. My limbs had gone numb and my body had gone limp. Style was fucking me as if I was a warm, wet sex doll. 
 
   “Oh, fuck,” said Style as his cock began to swell and bloat.
 
   His shaft was filling up with cum and preparing to fire. He held back for as long as he could, but the euphoric sensation was too much for him to handle. He cried out loud, pulled his dick out of me and grabbed it in his hand. Cum started shooting out of his cock, all over my covered tits. 
 
   I was still lifeless in my own euphoric state on the ground, trying at the same time to catch my breath. Style, squeezing hard on his cock with his hand, slowly began to release tension. He breathed heavily and then pulled himself up to his feet.
 
   The stupid fucker came all over my work outfit. 
 
   “I knew you wanted it,” Style said between breaths, smirking.
 
   I didn’t respond. I didn’t even look him in the eyes. He pulled his pants up over his big cock, did up his belt and in no time, he was gone. I lay alone, half naked on the cold cement floor, drenched in some asshole’s cum.
 
   “Roxy,” my father said as I opened my apartment door.
 
   “Dad,” I replied, smiling.
 
   He opened up his arms and I fell into him. My father was, naturally, an older man. He was wearing a black suit and had some white beard stubble growing on his face.
 
   “It’s so great to see you,” he said.
 
   “You too. It’s been a long time.”
 
   “Yeah, well you know—With work and everything.”
 
   “I know,” I said. “Please, come in.”
 
   “Oh, thank you.”
 
   I led my father into my apartment.
 
   “Wow, I love the new apartment. It looks great in here,” my dad said, looking around.
 
   “I’ve lived here for eight years. You’ve been here before.”
 
   “Oh… Right,” my dad said. “Maybe it just seems different—Did you paint?”
 
   “Nope.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “Have a seat,” I offered. 
 
   My dad placed his small suitcase down on the floor and sat down on the couch.
 
   “So I was thinking that you can take the bed and I’ll take the couch.” 
 
   “Oh, I don’t mind the couch. Please, don’t make me put you out.”
 
   “No, seriously. I know that you have a bad back, and to be honest I like the couch.”
 
   He smiled. “Thank you. You’re too kind.”
 
   I returned the smile.
 
   “How are you enjoying your new job?” he asked.
 
   “It’s good,” I lied, almost certain that I would go in on Monday to discover I’d been fired. “Still getting over that steep learning curve.”
 
   “That’s great. I’m glad things are finally working out for you.”
 
   “Yeah,” I replied. “Can I get you something? Tea? Coffee?”
 
   “No, I’m okay. I might actually sneak into bed. Plane rides always just suck the life out of me.”
 
   “Alright. Well, the bed’s made and ready for you.”
 
   My father smiled at me. 
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   “We’re about to begin the operation. Roger, are you ready?” the man in the suit asked me.
 
   “Yes,” I replied.
 
   “Do you have any messages for anybody before it’s too late?”
 
   “Tell my daughter that I love her,” I said. 
 
   “Okay, Roger—I’m going to need you to lay down, and we’re going to get started.”
 
   Two doctors wearing white scrubs entered the room as the man in the suit placed his hand on my shoulder and guided me down into a laying position. The two doctors stopped on either side of my body and looked down at me.
 
   “You’re a lucky man, Roger,” said the man in the suit. “Not everybody gets a second chance.”
 
   “Has the patient been fully briefed on the operation?” one of the doctors asked.
 
   “He knows enough—Right Roger?” the man in the suit asked.
 
   “Yeah,” I replied.
 
   My heart was beating out of my chest, I was so afraid. 
 
   “You’re a pioneer, Roger. You’re paving the way for a lot of really important medical and surgical advancements.”
 
   “Administer the anaesthetic, please,” said one doctor to the other.
 
   The commanded doctor prepared a needle and brought it up towards the I.V. bag. 
 
   “Alright, its in his system,” the doctor said.
 
   “Okay, Roger. Just close your eyes and try to relax. This will all be over before you know it, and you won’t remember a thing. I’m going to count down from ten,” the man said. “Ten… You’re starting to feel sleepy now. Nine… Your eyes are becoming heavy.”
 
   “Are you okay?” my father asked me, waking me up.
 
   “What? Huh?” I said, returning to wakefulness as I lay on the couch.
 
   The sun had risen and it was Saturday morning. My dad had clearly already been up a while, as there was a newspaper and an open laptop on the kitchen table and a fresh pot of coffee that had been half drank already in the kitchen.
 
   “You were having nightmares. Are you okay?” my father asked me with a genuine concern to his voice.
 
   “Yeah, I’m okay-- Just nightmares.”
 
   My father looked into my eyes, hovering just a couple feet above my face. There was something strange about the way he was looking at me. It was a certain familiarity, but in a strange way.
 
   “What is it?” my dad asked.
 
   “Nothing. Just tired.”
 
   My father walked back to the table where he had been reading the paper. I watched him walk over. My dream had me feeling very put-off that morning. 
 
   “How did you sleep?” I asked.
 
   “Good. Great even.”
 
   “That’s good.” 
 
   I stood up and walked towards the table. My dad closed his laptop screen as I approached the table. He was hiding something.
 
   He looked up at me and forced a smile.
 
   “Everything okay?” I asked him.
 
   “Everything’s perfect. Why?” he replied.
 
   “Just wondering,” I said. “Can I get you anything?”
 
   “Could you top up my coffee?” he asked me.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   I took his half-empty cup and walked towards the kitchen. I removed a cup for myself from the cupboard and began filling both of the mugs with coffee. I watched my father from across the apartment, mildly suspicious. 
 
   “So why don’t you tell me about your nightmare?” my father asked.
 
   “What do you want to know?” I asked.
 
   “What was it about? What happened?”
 
   “I don’t know. I can’t really remember.”
 
   He smiled, this time genuinely.
 
   I watched him sit and read the newspaper for a moment longer before returning with his coffee.
 
   “Been having a lot of nightmares lately?”
 
   “Why are you so interested?” I asked.
 
   “Just starting conversation, dear.”
 
   Something about him seemed very fake. Every smile he made seemed phoney and every time he called me “dear” or “darling” it felt forced. 
 
   “Why are you staring at me like that?” he asked.
 
   I nodded ‘I don’t know’ and smiled. 
 
   Then, he slowly slipped off his wedding ring and began to twirl it in his fingertips. I watched for a moment in silence.
 
   “Who are you?” I asked.
 
   He looked at me. His face had gone pale and his pupils dilated.
 
   “What do you mean?” he asked after a moment of silent fear.
 
   “Who are you?”
 
   “I’m your father.”
 
   “No you’re not.”
 
   He stared at me in silence, unsure of how to respond.
 
   “Who are you?” I asked. “I know you from somewhere.”
 
   He continued to not respond. I could see sweat forming on his forehead.
 
   “My nightmares. You are the man in my nightmares.”
 
   “Honey, don’t be ridiculous.”
 
   “No. I’m not being ridiculous. Who are you and why are you pretending to be my father?”
 
   The man opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. He was caught.
 
   “What’s on that laptop?” I asked.
 
   He looked down at it, and then back up at me. “Nothing,” he said.
 
   “Bull shit. What’s on it? Who are you?”
 
   He gulped. He had no clue what to do.
 
   “Who’s Roger?” I asked.
 
   “You weren’t supposed to remember anything,” he finally said.
 
   “Those nightmares—They aren’t nightmares at all are they?”
 
   The man sighed and shook his head. 
 
   “Roger, I’m sorry,” he said.
 
   “Roger? Who’s Roger?”
 
   “You’re Roger.”
 
   I stared at the man.
 
   “What do you mean, I’m Roger?”
 
   “Your name is Roger Batey. You were a prisoner on death row.”
 
   I stared at the man in disbelief.
 
   “You’re a man,” he said.
 
   “I—I’m a what?”
 
   “You’re a man. Your name is Roger Batey.”
 
   “No. My name is Roxy Jakes.” 
 
   “It’s Roger Batey. You agreed to be a guinea pig in a new chemical sex change operation. Using a computer attached to your brain, we programmed a lifetime of memories for a made-up person names Roxanne Jakes. The operation was supposed to leave you with no memories of your life as Roger Batey.”
 
   “I—I’m a man?” I asked in disbelief.
 
   “You’re a man who was imprisoned on eight cases of first degree murder. You were placed on death row. Yesterday was the day you were due to be killed.”
 
   “Murder?”
 
   “That’s right. Two men, three women and three young children.”
 
   “Ch--Children?” I asked. “I couldn’t kill a child.”
 
   “You killed three of them Roger. And their mothers.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “I’m sorry. Don’t worry, though. We’re going to get you back to the lab and we’re going to reprogram your memory.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Roger, but it’s not an option.”
 
   “Why would you do this to me?”
 
   “It was your decision. We gave you the option.”
 
   “No,” I said again. 
 
   “I’m sorry, Roger. Please—Come with me.”
 
   The man stood up and extended his hand to me. I stared up at him from my seat.
 
   “Please, Roger.” 
 
   “No!” I screamed.
 
   Good morning, North Dakota!
 
   I began to drift back into wakefulness as my radio alarm screamed obnoxiously into my ear. As I sat up in my bed, and rubbed my eyes awake, my dreams began to dissipate into the brisk air in my crappy apartment. 
 
   While the images left quickly, that voice from my dream lingered longer.
 
   I’m sorry, Roger.
 
   Who’s Roger?
 
   I pulled myself up onto my feet and made my way to the shower. I couldn’t be late for my first day of work.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   About the Author
 
    
 
   Nikki Crescent is an author of erotic literature. She likes to explore the risky and taboo. Nothing is off limits. While still young to the art of erotic literature, Nikki hopes to bring lots of new content to the exciting genre and build up a devoted fan base. Nikki has other titles available on Amazon, Smashwords, Nook and Apple’s iBookstore. 
 
    
 
   Thank you kindly for reading. Be sure to leave a review!
 
    
 
   Click Here To Be Notified When Nikki Releases A New Book!
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