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All characters depicted in sexual situations in
this publication are eighteen years of age or older.

 


 


These stories are about fictional consenting
adults engaging in taboo and controversial sexual acts. Nobody
involved in the creation of this ebook, including authors, editors
and models, support immoral or illegal acts in real life. Cover
models are not intended to illustrate specific people and the
content does not refer to models' actual acts, identity, history,
beliefs or behavior.


 Nadine felt
like no one at all. She didn't know how or when it happened. It was
a rut she had fallen into, and she didn't even realize that's what
it was until she had settled down in that anonymous
ditch.

Back in school, she was shy. It didn't seem
like a big deal then. It was only now that she was out on her own
that she realized what a big deal it was. Without school to force
her into socialization, she rarely talked to anyone beyond the
basic functions of living, shopping and working. She was like a
little person-bot, fulfilling the essential needs of a human
without living a human life.

She was no one. She might as well have been
nothing, a nebbish, a human-shaped bump in time to be smoothed over
in the relentless march to the heat-death of the
universe.

She worked in a bookstore, where virtually no
one talked to her. Yesterday she had come in, clocked in and stood
there at the counter, where she rang people up and said basic
things like "have a nice day", and then she had clocked out at the
end of the day. Despite interacting with hundreds of people, she
had no real conversation of any kind. The closest she came was when
her assistant manager asked if she was ready to go (because the
employees all left the building at the same time at the end of the
day). That was the sum total of her human interaction.

The entire day had gone by and no one spoke to
her. She was the quietest, least essential cog in the dying machine
of American retail. When self-checkout technology got good enough,
she thought, she would be entirely obsolete. She could kill herself
then and no one would notice.

Now she was here again at work, and she'd been
here for three hours so far. Again, she hadn't had a real
conversation. There was a note in the employee lounge reminding
everyone to sign a birthday card for Derek. She wrote "happy
birthday, bud!" and signed it.
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