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The air was cool when he entered the apartment. Or perhaps because he had forgotten to switch off the air conditioning on his way out. He could not care less. The stench of freshly dried mud caked on leather was hardly noticeable over the pungent whiff of alcohol that emanated from the bottles held in his hand. Outside, the heat from a typical warm, stifling, tropical night hung over the small neighbourhood, viciously battering against the walls and windows to be let into the apartments that housed occupants deep in fitful slumber. He too was safe, or at least so he thought, if he had remembered to close the windows and seal up the doors. 
Or perhaps he had forgotten. The week's events swirled in his mind like water in a basin, the suds reflecting the gleam of the lamp on the ceiling so low that he could reach out and rip it off its cords. But he would rather forget. The meeting, the humiliation, and most important the rejection. His fingers still clutched the ring nestled deep in his pocket. Somehow it never seemed deep enough to bury it completely, like a pirate's treasure never to be found again. Before him, the world was swimming in a vibrant sea of colours. The room he had lived in all his life for the past 10, 20 years? His memories of the past stretched out before him. He couldn’t tell. Such trivial information surely was of no value retaining. He hobbled over to his sofa and lay down upon it, and from the mirror he could see himself for the first time since he could remember - dishevelled, defeated, ashamed. He grabbed the bottle standing patiently on the side table and let in a large swig. The liquid, still comparatively warm having been left out in the open (he must have forgotten to put it back into the fridge, again), partially vaporized in his mouth. revealing its hidden stash of ethanol as it travelled up his nostrils and diffused into his brain. 
He put the bottle down and slouched back onto the sofa, letting the agents do their work, however despite the bliss the memories never seemed to vanish completely. With what limited consciousness available to him, he could still vaguely remember the start of it all, how he had prepared ever so fastidiously for this special day; how he for once, had arrived at the office a full hour earlier than before, or at least for as long as he could remember...... One thing led to another. Slowly, like a stubborn rain that chipped away the walls of great, limestone caves, the memories came dripping back down onto him, like floodwater leaking through cracks in a dam, until the entire structure of bliss came crashing down as the dam buckled and collapsed. 
With an agitated groan he slammed his fist against the table as he felt an acrid tinge in his eyes. And at that moment he recalled the program, the fabled program that could take all his sorrows away. 
Frantically he dashed to his laptop, slamming open the cover and desperately searching for it through the endless heap of files on his operating system. Having been given to him by a close friend, he had been warned about the dangers of using it, and in fact been told to destroy it a few days later by that same envious soul who probably didn't want him profiteering from it. That selfish bastard! At last, he found it tucked away in a repository of obsolete software deep within his nest. Without hesitation, he ran the executable and was prompted to establish a wired connection between his device and his integrated digital storage device. 
He had done this a million times over, however he had never felt such exhilaration in doing so, as his quaking hands snatched the USB cable from his bedroom drawer and as he hastily plugged the cable into the respective slots on his laptop and at the back of his head. Scrolling through the drop-down dialogue, he very easily found the date and time (as it was only today) and watched once again in a mix of glee and distress as the scenes from that afternoon played out before his eyes on the little monitor of his computer. Quickly he selected the start and end markers of that particular scene (it was an entire hour's worth of saga) and hit "OK", after which he was asked to key in his administrator password and to acknowledge and confirm that permanent deletion of the selected data was non-reversible. 
He paused. He had never hesitated, let alone flinched at the thought of doing such a data transfer. It was commonplace to make such transfers, ever since the integrative technologies had been introduced at the turn of the century. In a bid to increase the productivity of humans, scientists had long found the means to integrate digital storage technologies into the cerebral cavities of the human mind, pairing the reliable, high-capacity capabilities of silicon with the less consistent but more imaginative and adaptable workings of organic intelligence. The best of both worlds. It was commonplace to store and transfer numerically intensive data such as shopping lists, ticket prices, census statistics etc into one's digital storage. Along with that were the memories of the past also stored in these integrated digital storage devices. Overall, this had the effect of freeing up memory for spontaneous decision-making processes while making information available for immediate reference at a moment's notice. However, nobody, no one had ever attempted to delete or tamper with the memories of the past, or at least do so with success, for it had been deemed unsafe and illegal for many years, for the fear of unintended consequences or perhaps potential of such a process on self and society loomed ominous and beckoningly disastrous. 
He contemplated the possible consequences of violating such a longstanding regulation, and the potential unspeakable repercussions of tampering with the intricate fabric of the sentient mind. His hand faltered over the key that would suck his failures and everything associated with them out of his mind like a hurricane and burn every last trace of them clean like an angry flame or a vial of concentrated acid. A pain so strong that sliced through his body - the pain of her eyes as he looked on with helpless despair - swept through him, and with a cry of triumph and reckless abandonment he crashed is fist into the key: "ENTER". 
It came slowly at first, but then the program began to run its course. Out from the obscure memory location on his computer sprung slender fingers, deftly reaching out from the motherboard through the USB cable and effortlessly bypassing the security on the native memory firewall. Once completed, those same fingers carefully extracted memory bearing identifiers of the specified date and time and gingerly plucked them out from the data locations they were stored in his memory. The weight on his mind lifted, ever so gently, ever so slowly at first, gradually gaining momentum as the memories were extracted and destroyed before his very eyes. A gleeful smirk began to grow on his face as he stood by idly, watching the moments of torment, moments of pure agony and anguish unceremoniously rounded up and escorted to be purged from his system. He sat there, in a trance as the entire process completed itself in about five minutes, his mind an ocean of calm as he felt those thoughts and fears and emotions empty themselves from his mind, now restful and serene, like water dripping through a child's hands, eventually disappearing into oblivion like the remnant bathwater sliding down an empty tub. 
Finished. The computer screen flickered and subsequently reverted to its original state. The deed had been done. He stood up, feeling a sudden sense of euphoria. It was over now. He would never, ever have to think about it - 
He stopped. What was it? What could possibly have been so bad? The sense of euphoria was there, standing beside him. He stared at it, but it merely stood there, without rhyme or reason. It unsettled him. He tried to recall what exactly caused him to feel such euphoria in the first place, for his mind could not seem to comprehend why such a feeling had washed up onto his shore like treasure, or shipwreck. 
Frantically he racked his mind for an answer. What had he done today, what was the reason for such a feeling? Ignorance gnawed at him, sending him into a flurry. As he tried ever so desperately to recall the day's events, an ominous haze filled his mind, like the coastal fog in which sailors meet their end, dashing themselves unwittingly onto the rocks. He grabbed his head in his hands, trying desperately, almost beseechingly, to find an answer, or at least a clue to this void.
The euphoria he so desperately wanted had vanished. His legs gave way under him, and he slumped once again onto the sofa, his mind a violent storm of waves vehemently bashing themselves against the rock-wall. The pounding in his ears grew ever louder, reverberating in the empty halls of his mind. All he wanted to do was forget - forget that everything, anything had ever happened. 

From the corner of his eye, he saw it. He remembered the program. 

~End~
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