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Hank woke up on a steel table. The cold of the metal went straight to his bone.

"Sir, he's awake," a voice said.

Hank looked around and couldn't see anything but darkness.

"Where am I?" Hank asked.

"Nowhere," a man's voice said from the black of the room, echoing all around him.

Hank tried to pull his arm out of the restraints.

"Now, that was stupid," the man's voice said. "Obviously we would have thought of that, don't you think?"

Metal clamps restrained Hank's arms and legs; no matter how hard he pulled on them, they wouldn't budge an inch.

"Dusk!" Hank snarled.

"Yes, mysterious alien like beings have taken you," the man said as he stepped out of the darkness. "Do I look like an alien to you?"

Hank looked at the tall white male with rimmed glasses. He wore a lab coat that went down to his ankles, his hair was balding, and he looked stressed.

"No," Hank replied.

"Good," the man said, approaching Hank as he lay down. "Now that we have the facts out of the way, why didn't you leave?"

"What?" Hank asked.

"We set things in motion so that you would leave our area," the man said, looking down at Hank. "So, why didn't you?"

"I saw the light at the building, and then that thing in the lake," Hank said. "What was that?"

"None of your business," the man said as he sighed. "We will have to do a full memory extraction this time, the partial one didn't work."

"Yes, sir," the female voice said.

Hank's bed tilted; now, he was vertical but still strapped to it. The man walked to face him. "We should make this one permanent so that we don't take chances of it reoccurring."

"Yes, sir," the female voice said.

A long metal arm came down in front of Hank.

"No!" Hank shouted, staring at the various sharp tools facing him.

"Now, why are you yelling?" the man asked. "Remember the facts, you didn't leave, you questioned everything within our experiment, this is the consequence. Plus look around, does it look like anyone that could hear you scream would help you?"

"Please," Hank pleaded.

"No amount of screaming, yelling, begging or pleading will stop this from happening," the man said as he walked back into the darkness. "Release him when it is done."

"Yes, sir," the female voice responded.

"No, don't go, please, I will leave, I promise!" Hank yelled as the tools moved forward.

"The procedure will only take twenty minutes, please try to relax," the female voice said as one of the tools started to move out.

It was a metal circle saw, and it started to spin.

Another metal clamp shot across Hank's face, keeping him from moving.

"This is for your safety," the female voice said, trying to calm Hank as the saw spun faster and close to the top of Hank's head.

Hank started to scream as he heard the saw cutting into his head. He screamed louder as the blood sprayed out, and he felt the pain shoot through his body.

"Please try to relax," the female voice said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~
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HANK SHOT UPWARD FROM his bed in the hotel room. He felt his head, but there was no scar or anything. He ran to the bathroom and turned on the light. He moved the hair away from his head. There was no sign of anything.

"Bad dream," Hank said, washing his face.

He had a dream that he had been kidnapped and forced to, but he stopped. What did they want from him?

Why couldn't he remember the rest of the dream?

Hank went back to the bed and lay down. He remembered the meeting with his brother at the bar; they had talked about renewing their friendship and pooling their resources. 

Hank smiled as he lay down. He didn't know why, but he was happy he was mending things with his brother.

Being alone in the big city had been hard, but now he was back home. Hank was looking forward to making a life for himself here.

"Room service," a voice said from behind the door.

Hank got up.

"Finally, you are awake!" Francis smiled as she entered.

"I didn't expect this," Hank said as she entered his room.

"Well, seeing as you are mending the fences around here," Francis said as she put a large plastic bag on the table. "Thought I would bring you breakfast."

"Thanks," Hank said as he stared at her.

"What?" Francis asked as she caught him staring.

"Nothing," Hank smiled. "Just thinking."

"About?" Francis asked as she laid out all the food on the small table.

"Why did I break up with you," Hank grinned.

"I had braces and looked like something out of one of those cheesy eighties movies," Francis licked the maple syrup from her finger.

"Oh yeah," Hank smiled.

"Don't look too bad now, though, huh?" Francis turned to face him.

"Definitely not," Hank smiled as he stood up and approached her.

"Why, Hank," Francis said as he approached. "Are you happy, or did you put something down your pants?"

"You tell me," Hank smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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"SIR, SHE IS STARTING to reject the inputs," the female voice of one of the man's assistants said as she pointed to the large monitor.

"Let me see," the man said, looking at one of the smaller monitors. "Ah, yes," he nodded. "She is thinking about her husband and her kids."

The man touched the screen at the place where the flashing red was. It showed Francis's brain. "Let's get rid of those memories permanently."

"Sir?" the assistant said. "That might not be optimal if we want to make changes later."

"You are right," the man said. "For now, we will temporarily erase them."

"That would be better," the lady said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"YES," HANK MOANED AS Francis fell to her knees.

She took Hank's cock out and started sucking it.

"Damn!" Hank said as he watched his high school sweetheart suck his cock.

"I never got the chance to do this with you back then," Francis said as she stood up and led him to the bed.

"Never got to do a lot of things back then," Hank smiled.

"Let's not waste a second chance," Francis said as they undressed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"LET ME KNOW IF THERE are any other problems," the man said as he walked away from all the monitors.

He looked up at the larger monitor and saw all the green lights. Everything was going well in the town. He sat down in an oversized chair and smiled. 

Everything was going to plan.

"Sir!" a security guard came into the monitoring room. "We have new guests entering the town."

"Who!" the man yelled.

"We don't know, they aren't locals," the guard said.

"See to it quickly!" the man ordered. "Nothing must upset the experiment!"

"Yes sir!" the guard said.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"SO, THIS IS THE SHIT hole that asshole ran off to," one of the thugs said from the backseat.

"I hate country bumkins," the driver said.

"It's an easy trip, get that fucking loser, and get the fuck out," the passenger said. "The boss said he wants him alive, so don't kill the fucker or it's our asses."

"What about the others, if they get in our way?" one of the other thugs asked as he looked at the passenger.

"Boss said nothing about them, he just wants this Hank character alive," the man smiled.

"Got it," they all said.

The car drove into the central part of town and parked near the diner.

Two men walked into the diner while the other two started walking around.

"Have you seen this guy around?" the boss asked the waitress.

"Hey!" one of the patrons said. "I was ordering, wait your turn!"

The boss punched him in the face as his goon pointed a gun at his friend's face.

"Now!" the boss said as he turned his attention back to the waitress. "Have any of you seen this guy?"

They all shook their heads.

"I think we should shoot one of them," the goon said, staring at the man on the floor. "Not kill them, just a bullet in the knee cap."

"You see my friend here, is what you call an extremist," the boss said as he shifted his tailored suit around his neck. "Shoot first ask questions later."

Everyone stared at the men, knowing what was going to happen next. If these men only knew that they could all talk to each other, they would know that their two friends who walked into the hardware store were already unconscious, and the waitress had her hand slipped around the bottle of hot coffee.

These men were used to people being frightened and acting independently.

"Now, if," the boss began to say.

The waitress quickly thrust the pot forward. The hot coffee went into the man with the gun's face. He immediately shot a few rounds that went into the floor.
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