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Chapter Sixteen: The Annual Review
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Cherie had given me the bad news just over a week ago, and my head was still trying to sort things out.

The annual review was coming up in a few days. Usually, it would be given by my director, who would be either Cherie or Trevor. Still, with certain things hitting the public news and public support of the government being shaky, the reviews were coming from an outside source.

Everyone was being reviewed, and everything was going to be put under a microscope and scrutinized.

“It’s because it’s an election year,” one of the ladies complained in the elevator. “They don’t want anything to look bad on the candidates.”

I didn’t buy into all the rumors that were spreading around the building, everything from shutting down projects or a private company buyout; it was all panic-driven.

The truth of the matter was that some of our projects, and spying had hit too close to home, meaning some of the general public were finding out that their neighbors weren’t as good or neighborly as they thought, so now they saw spies and terrorists everywhere.

All of that led to the government cracking down on us, making sure we were finding everyone that needed to be found and leaving the innocent ones alone. That’s all it was, plain and simple.

At least that was what I was telling myself.

The outsourced team managers were making sure we weren’t prepared for their surprise inspections. Which also meant I hadn’t seen any of my friends in almost a week, which included the woman that I had started to care for. Our phones were taken from us, and all communications were monitored.

I was given another office in the building while I waited for my interview.

I had to admit that, although being apart from the others was lonely and frustrating, I was surprised to find that the lack of sexual encounters was giving me unexpected relief.

I had gone almost ten days without any sexual interaction. The first few days were not good as I was so accustomed to random blow jobs, tit fucks, and all kinds of debauchery in private or public places. Now that I was reaching the eleventh day, it felt good to be free of all of it.

“Hi,” I stared at my third-party manager as I walked into the office.

“Hi.” He barely glanced up.

No names, that’s what we called most of the people who had infiltrated our buildings and our lives. They seemed more like robotic drones or clones.

I had never seen any of them eat, drink, or smile. They just talked to each other and monitored us.

I called this one Steve.

“So, Steve.” I eyed him as he waited, silent in his chair across from me.

His laptop sat in front of him.

“What’s on today’s agenda?” I dropped into my chair.

“Last meeting with the insurrectionists,” Steve leaned in, typing. “How did you discover their meeting place?”

“Ah, this again.” I spun my chair, smirking. “Is this the seventh time?”

“Yes. Word for word,” Steve looked up, expression flat. “From the start.”

This was a daily thing with all of the No Names; they asked repeated questions, trying to find a flaw, a nick in the proverbial wall so they could slam something into it and rip it wide open.

Some people had already been fired or let go because they forgot a single thing, or didn’t say something the right way, as they had said before. The third-party company was making sure there was no stone left unturned.

“They even all dress the same,” a coworker griped in the lunch line.

We were to follow their orders precisely, which also meant we no longer went downstairs to the cafeteria or ordered food from outside.

When we went home, we were to go straight home. Our superiors had told us this inconvenience would only last two to three weeks, after which everything would return to normal. I had thought that this was going to last more than two to three weeks.

Public outrage was growing as some of the task forces had located another cell of terrorists in a suburban area. With everyone having access to social media, things were getting out of control and spiraling downward.

Some people thought the government was planting things on innocent people and making them out to be terrorists or some anti-government group, so that they could arrest and deport people. Others thought the exact opposite and that everyone they didn’t know and trust was someone who should be arrested and questioned.

The lunch line moved slowly as most people weren’t used to being given what they were calling rations.

“Thanks,” I smiled at the No Name who handed me a plate with a tuna sandwich and potato chips. I grabbed a water bottle and sat at my designated spot.

I didn’t think it was too bad; it was like being at camp. The memories of that camping trip when I was growing up were something like this: do what you were told, when you were told. There were activities and strict campers. This was no different.
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