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I had the most disturbing dream.

Or maybe it was a memory...

I was in a scuffed meeting room with pale blue walls, and a grey carpet lit by the steady glow of a fluorescent tube in a reflective holder directly above me.

A plump Caucasian woman wearing a plain navy-blue suit with a white and blue striped button-down shirt sat in the kind of blue plastic stackable chair common in the school rooms I grew up in.

The kind with the nice comfortable curve that hugs your butt, no matter how big it was.

Which was lucky for her.

Her identification card hung on a bright blue lanyard around her neck, but the glare of the light prevented me from reading it.

She sat directly across the scarred “beech” laminated office table from me, her head tilted back, looking up at the polystyrene soundproofing tiles on the ceiling.

Her blonde hair was pulled back in a long ponytail, with a curled fringe like Sandy Olssen’s in Grease. Upon whom it looked charming, but not so much for the woman.

There was some kind of Christmas song I vaguely recognised piped into the room, and she was humming along.

I was slouched in another blue plastic chair, wondering whether to tell her that her green apple scented body wash was too distinctive.

People would notice it, and therefore her.

Because she was my friend.

But, I knew she’d counter with the idea they would check her out as the source of the aroma, and promptly dismiss her.

Two half-empty white plastic cups of lukewarm dispenser water sat on the table between us.

Through a window on one side, I could see an office with a half-arsed attempt at strings of Christmas decorations, but no people.

And through a screened window on the other, nothing but the hint of sunshine from outside.

I felt drowsy in the mysterious warmth of the room, though I knew I was on the sunny side of the building. I don’t know how I knew that, but the knowledge sat in my mind like a stone.

My eyes were shut, so I couldn’t see what I was wearing, but I’m fairly sure it was the same as the blonde woman.

The door opened, as did my eyes, and I saw two men walk in. One was a tall, thin, older Caucasian with greying hair.

The other was shorter and by comparison fatter. Intriguingly dark; I had the idea he was Nigerian or Sudanese or something, not American.

They were also wearing navy-blue suits.

I had the idea it was some kind of uniform.

The black guy stood to the side, and a little behind the woman I faced, and the other behind me.

“Thank God,” she said sitting up, “I’m so tired of pretending to be her friend.”

I tried to stand up to protest, but couldn’t move.

The white guy put his hand on my shoulder in case I managed to move, which made me struggle harder, but no matter how hard I strained my muscles, I couldn’t move.

“This won’t take long,” he said, “just a couple of shots.”

And then something thin and sharp like a needle hit me in the back of my head and pain blossomed.

I was thinking; this is it; I’m going to die. They’re going to find my splayed body in a filthy alleyway somewhere dressed in some kind of weird Harajuku outfit minus my underpants.

Because what better way to disguise the death of a mole or a whistle-blower, or whatever I was than as a sex crime.

And with the feel of the second needle in my head, I was gone.

«« • »»

I woke suddenly, bolting upright to touch the back of my head, even before I’d wiped the drool from my mouth or the sleep from my eyes.

Of course there was nothing to feel.

It was just an incredibly vivid dream.
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