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Alfie’s palms were sweating. He hadn’t known that was still possible. Yet here he was, sitting in the back of a taxi, hands pressed to his nicest, well cleanest, pair of jeans, damp with nervous sweat.

He hadn’t been on a date, a real date, since...

It was hard to remember. Looking back was always difficult, trying to recall his former life. It was like staring through a twisting fog, catching glimpses of faces, people he had once known, places he knew he must have been, fleeting waves of emotions which soon dissipated. He was never able to hold onto them for long and it hurt to try.

He caught the driver’s eyes staring at him through the rear view mirror. Alfie couldn’t tell if he was frowning or squinting. Despite the cool evening, both front windows were rolled all the way down and the AC blasted the interior with cold air. Alfie fought the compulsion to sniff himself. He’d been meticulous when showering, trying to rid his skin of the smell of fetid earth with heavily scented soap. He’d even slashed on a healthy amount of aftershave before leaving, even though it irritated his nose. He wanted to stare down the driver, but instead turned his gaze to the streets slowly passing by as the evening traffic kept them moving at a sedate pace.

Alfie didn’t leave his residential block much. It could be dangerous and his absence would be logged and his journey tracked. Though he understood the reasoning behind it, it frustrated him, the constant monitoring, as if he were a naughty child who couldn’t be trusted. He’d never broken any rules, never stayed out after curfew, and never questioned the Revenant Reintegration employees who ran his block. Some did, and they weren’t allowed to leave or were quietly removed. But Alfie always had, so surely he’d earned the right to a little piece of freedom. But that was wishful thinking and it never did any good to hope for the impossible.

As he took in the road and the streets, he didn’t recognize much. A lot had changed since he’d first lived here, the bits he remembered anyway, most of it renamed or gone entirely, demolished and rebuilt to house RR run facilities and housing. Every now and then, he spotted the white, windowless faces of other residential blocks, lit up in the encroaching evening like beacons. Their shape resembled ancient four sided pyramids but with flat roofs and no sharp edges. All soft curves and glowing like night lights, they stood out sharply against the severe brick, concrete, and steel architecture that surrounded them. Posters plastered nearly every bare wall; depicting hands clasped together, showing unity. Some were defaced with graffiti and graphic images of burning bodies. If he squinted, Alfie could see black smoke billowing from the incinerators in the far distance. He shuddered and turned his gaze away from the window.
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