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WE, R



My appellation is Nick Wolfe, and I hold the esteemed position as the head of an exceedingly clandestine agency, tasked with the solemn duty of safeguarding the entirety of humanity by any means necessary. The burden of our undertaking is weighty, for we concern ourselves with individuals who inexplicably vanish from the fabric of existence, dismissed by most as mere enigmas. Yet, I assure you, not all simply dissolve into the ether.

How do I possess such knowledge, you may wonder? It is because within the confines of our agency's covert stronghold, there exist isolated cells containing those who have experienced the unfathomable, those who have encountered beings beyond terrestrial comprehension. Yes, dear reader, I speak of extraterrestrial life.

I am privy to a myriad of methods to substantiate my assertions, although the divulgence of such information would undoubtedly result in my demise, as the powers that be staunchly guard against the dissemination of such truths to the general populace. I am well aware that my vocation may cast me in the light of a villain in the eyes of many, yet I harbor no remorse. Our agency's mandate remains unwavering: the protection of humanity from both known and nebulous threats.

Consider, if you will, the testimony of those who claim to have been plucked from our planet by alien hands, only to return with eerily consistent accounts of their encounters. The annals of our agency, alongside those of various governmental bodies, are replete with depictions and narratives detailing the peculiar features of these interlopers: diminutive mouths, expansive ocular orbs, and elongated digits. The question persists: why?

Contemplate, as you reflect upon these ponderings, whether the burgeoning advancements of contemporary technology offer tantalizing clues suggesting a kinship between humanity and these enigmatic visitors. Behold the ubiquity of digital communication, the proliferation of screens both large and small, and the resultant evolution of our ocular faculties. Might it not be conceivable that we are glimpsing our own distant future?

Would it strain credulity to suggest such a notion? Would it challenge the tenets of established faith to acknowledge the existence of beings omitted from ancient texts? The labyrinth of inquiry beckons, and I hold within my grasp a wealth of elucidation. Alas, the revelation of such truths would seal my fate, yet this is my narrative, laid bare for your consideration.

For now, my existence finds purpose within these shadows of secrecy, though the winds of change may yet alter my course.

SO, IT BEGINS

"Agent Wolfe, we have another missing person, gone for the last four days, and now she is back. She goes by the name Madison Monroe, and what is more, she contacted her husband who lives in another state far from her re-appearance in Los Angeles," alerted Agent Young.

"Oh man. What a shitstorm," I grumbled.

The news hit me like a ton of bricks. Madison Monroe, another individual mysteriously spirited away and just as mysteriously returned. It was becoming a distressingly familiar pattern, one that sent shivers down my spine each time it repeated.

"Any leads on where she's been or what happened to her?" I inquired, though I already knew the answer would likely be as elusive as ever.

Agent Young shook his head solemnly. "Nothing concrete. But her husband mentioned something about her acting strangely, almost as if she were in a trance when she called him."

I rubbed my temples, feeling the weight of responsibility pressing down upon me. Each disappearance, each inexplicable return, added to the ever-growing pile of unanswered questions that haunted me day and night.

"We need to delve deeper into this," I asserted, my mind already racing through the myriad possibilities and potential leads we could pursue.

"But how, Wolfe?" Agent Young questioned, frustration evident in his tone. "We've been down this road before, chasing shadows and dead ends."

I sighed heavily, grappling with the gnawing sense of futility that threatened to engulf me. "I know it's daunting, but we can't afford to sit idly by while these incidents continue to occur. We owe it to Madison and all the others who have suffered this inexplicable fate to uncover the truth."

As we set about assembling our investigative team and formulating our plan of action, I couldn't shake the feeling that we were merely scratching the surface of a much larger and more sinister conspiracy. But we were determined, driven by a relentless pursuit of justice and a steadfast commitment to protecting those who remained in the crosshairs of whatever malevolent forces lurked in the shadows.

The journey ahead would be fraught with peril and uncertainty, but I knew that we could not falter. For the sake of Madison Monroe and all the others who had vanished without a trace, we would persevere, even in the face of the darkest unknowns.

Swift and sure action was of the essence, especially now that this woman’s husband was in the picture. My primary job is to find returned abductees and interrogate them for any and all information. We then feed information into a master database populated by details from the many other returnees. As you may have already guessed, my other agents and I do whatever it takes for said information—including good old-fashioned American torture.

After Agent Young’s report, I assumed my standard command mode:

“Do we have our units out on this Monroe situation?”

“Yes, sir. There are units pursuing her as we speak,” Agent Young crisply replied.

I demanded, “What are the coordinates and estimated arrival time until they bring her in?”

“We have a general proximity, but we are looking at roughly eight to nine hours before capture and arrival to us,” Young informed.

The urgency of the situation weighed heavily upon me as I absorbed Young's words. Time was not a luxury we could afford to squander, not when the fate of Madison Monroe and potentially countless others hung in the balance.

"Get me a direct line to the field units. I want real-time updates on their progress," I instructed, my tone brooking no argument.

Young nodded briskly, swiftly complying with my directive. Moments later, the crackle of static filled the air as the connection was established.

"Units in pursuit of Madison Monroe, this is Agent Wolfe. I need constant updates on your location and any developments. Is that clear?" I barked into the receiver, my voice tinged with urgency.

A chorus of affirmations echoed back through the line, reassuring me that my orders were being heeded. But even as the wheels of our operation were set into motion, doubts gnawed at the edges of my mind.

"What if we're too late?" I mused aloud, more to myself than to anyone in particular.

Agent Young regarded me with a sympathetic gaze, understanding the weight of my concern. "We'll do everything in our power to bring her in safely, sir. That's a promise."

I nodded, appreciating his unwavering support. But deep down, I knew that promises were only as good as the actions that followed them. And in our line of work, the margin for error was razor-thin.

As the minutes stretched into hours, each passing moment felt like an eternity. But we pressed on, driven by a relentless determination to fulfill our duty and uncover the truth behind Madison Monroe's disappearance.

For better or for worse, the clock was ticking, and we could only hope that our efforts would be enough to tip the scales in our favor.

Marching briskly, I approached the monitors and stood ramrod straight next to Young.  Both of us watched intently at the action on the screens.  We were tense and anxious for the arrival of the Monroe problem.  

After watching, we left the screen room.  Young and I had to make preparations for the Monroe’s deposit at the facility.  It is always the next step; we make “preparations” for all new captures.  I know the word capture sounds harsh or inappropriate, but to be honest, that is what we call them.  These unfortunate, innocent people, those so recently abducted, abused, and dropped back off on earth like piles of trash were soon to realize their trials of terror were just beginning.  In our world, the word captivity takes on a new meaning.

FOUND

"Sir, we have her surrounded at the compound."

I was supremely pleased that my agents were so quick to act, as the Monroe couple proved more difficult than anticipated. The woman broke loose from the agents and was hiding nearby. I could almost smell her, sense her breathing; this was not my first seek and recover operation. Even better, the man—her husband—was in the facility, silenced: sheltered, but far from safe. Strangely, I will never forget when I immediately went to find where Mrs. Monroe was hiding out; I am outstanding at my job, but there was an unusually strong pull, almost guiding me to her. Both funny and sad, ultimately this compelling female presence was nothing more than a mouse in my maze.

As such, it was oddly fun to do what I always do so well, but in truth, my stomach twisted with every few footsteps. I don't blame her for trying to run, to hide; hell, she was terrified, and here I was, excited in pursuit. She was the first ever to fight and escape upon arrival of the private, heavily protected premises. Typically, all who came to our facility yielded easily, and while some would scream or cry, but to try and hide...that was a new one to me and the other agents. I must admit, this Monroe woman had a lot of fight in her.

Approaching the truck-bed she was hiding in, I took a moment to brush myself off, as I always like to look as professional as possible. Mine is important work. However, these are moments sometimes shadowed in sadness, as I know what I must do once I collect my person of interest. In this case, it was the feisty Madison Monroe.

"Agent Young, set up a perimeter around the truck. We need to ensure she doesn't escape again," I commanded, my voice steady despite the turmoil roiling within me.

"Right away, sir," Agent Young responded, his tone reflecting the same determination that coursed through my veins.

As my team moved into position, I approached the truck with caution, my senses on high alert for any sign of resistance. I could hear her ragged breaths, the faint rustle of fabric as she huddled in the darkness.

"Madison Monroe, come out slowly with your hands raised," I called out, projecting an air of authority tempered with restraint.

For a moment, there was nothing but silence, the tension thickening with each passing second. Then, slowly, she emerged from her hiding place, her eyes wide with fear yet defiant.

"You can't keep me here," she spat, her voice trembling with a mixture of defiance and desperation.

I regarded her with a cool detachment, masking the turmoil churning within me. "I'm afraid that's not up to you, Mrs. Monroe. You're coming with us."

As my agents moved in to escort her to the waiting transport, I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that settled like a heavy shroud over my shoulders. Despite my resolve, despite my duty, there was a part of me that couldn't help but wonder: were we the hunters, or were we the hunted?

Wiping myself off from the chest down, I quietly unholstered my weapon, alongside the truck and with gentle deception, I coaxed:

“Mrs. Monroe. Please come. Your husband is waiting inside.”

I waited patiently, scanning my eyes around this area I called my home, and suddenly, there she stood.

The tense atmosphere hung heavy in the air as Madison Monroe cautiously emerged from her hiding place. Her eyes darted nervously, taking in the scene before her, a mixture of fear and uncertainty etched across her features. I couldn't help but feel a pang of empathy for her plight, even as I maintained my outward composure.

"Thank you for cooperating, Mrs. Monroe," I said evenly, extending a hand in a gesture of reassurance.

She hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering between me and the waiting agents, before finally relenting and stepping forward. As she drew nearer, I could see the exhaustion etched into the lines of her face, the toll of her ordeal evident in every weary step.

"I just want to see my husband," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

I nodded in understanding, guiding her gently towards the waiting transport. The tension in the air was palpable as we made our way across the compound, every step a testament to the delicate balance between duty and compassion.

As we reached the entrance to the facility, I glanced back over my shoulder, taking in the scene one last time. The shadows seemed to stretch endlessly into the night, concealing secrets both seen and unseen. But amidst the darkness, there was also a glimmer of hope, a flicker of resolve that burned bright against the encroaching gloom.

"Welcome home, Mrs. Monroe," I said softly, a note of sincerity coloring my words.

With that, we stepped inside, leaving behind the cold embrace of the night and stepping into the uncertain warmth of the unknown. For better or for worse, the journey ahead would test us all in ways we could scarcely imagine. But as long as we stood united, as long as we faced the challenges together, I knew that we could weather any storm that threatened to engulf us.

And so, with a silent vow echoing in my heart, I steeled myself for the trials to come, ready to confront whatever darkness lurked beyond the safety of our sanctuary. For in the end, it was not the shadows that defined us, but the light that we carried within. 

I immediately removed my sunglasses, astonished by her appearance. Not only was she beautiful, almost angelic—sunbathed in light, blonde hair matted with sweat, drying in the breeze—but she also appeared to be unharmed, and I don't mean by my agents, but from her abduction and return. She certainly didn’t look like alien trash. It was easy to see her tumbling waves of fear, and rightfully so, though she had no idea what was to happen at my hands. Those waves would soon subsume her. At the moment, I merely explained to her that she wasn’t in danger and any questions she might have will have to wait until we moved inside the compound. I am trained to lie through my teeth in the name of truth.

A nondescript car soon pulled up, and Agent Wolfe explained he must blindfold her. Nervous and trembling with a combination of panic and rage, she twisted in resistance, and pleaded for me to release her and her husband. Her words spoke to me, as her desire for nothing other than home, her home, poked at the softer parts of my calloused soul.

I told her with some remorse:

“Sorry, Mrs. Monroe. That is not going to happen. We can do this the easy way or the other way, which I promise you is not pleasant. For your sake and that of your husband, I suggest you fully cooperate with me.”

Despite the firmness in my voice, a part of me couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt at the desperation in her pleas. But duty called, and I knew that sentimentality had no place in our line of work. We had a job to do, and nothing—not even the plaintive cries of a terrified woman—could stand in our way.

As the blindfold was secured in place, effectively cutting off her vision and any semblance of control she might have had, I couldn't shake the feeling of unease that settled like a heavy weight in the pit of my stomach. It was a necessary evil, a means to an end, but it still sat uneasily with me.

"Take her to the transport. We need to move quickly," I instructed, my voice devoid of emotion as I turned away, unwilling to witness the inevitable struggle that would ensue.

Behind me, I could hear the muffled sounds of protest as Madison was ushered into the waiting vehicle, her pleas for mercy falling on deaf ears. It was a grim reminder of the harsh realities of our world, where compassion often took a backseat to expediency and expediency to the pursuit of truth, no matter the cost.

As the car pulled away, leaving behind nothing but a cloud of dust and the echoes of a woman's desperate cries, I couldn't help but wonder if there was another way, a better way, to achieve our goals. But in the end, I knew that such thoughts were little more than wishful thinking, fleeting illusions in a world governed by harsh realities and bitter truths.

And so, with a heavy heart and a resolute determination, I turned my gaze towards the horizon, steeling myself for the trials that lay ahead. For in the murky depths of the unknown, there were secrets waiting to be uncovered, truths waiting to be revealed. And no matter the cost, I would see justice done, even if it meant sacrificing my own soul in the process.

Again, one of the toughest parts of my job is having to lie to these people in our unending search for clues, all the while believing we might save the rest of mankind. Most never cooperate with me or the other agents, and they choose “the other way.” I was immensely pleased that on this day the tense, emotional Mrs. Monroe relaxed enough for one of my agents to put the blindfold on her. She ceased to fight—for the moment.

She stumbled clumsily, treading blindly along the uneven terrain. I took her right arm in assistance, but she periodically kicked and tried to squirm free from my now ever tightening grip. I remember shouting, “You are making this harder on yourself, so stop it dammit!” Screw trying to be gentle. This whole thing was becoming one huge pain in my ass.

At the car, I practically shoved her in the back seat, slammed her door, and then went to the other side of the car.   Sitting next to her, she kept shouting all the silly questions captives ask. “All The Fucking W's,” is what I call them. “Why me?” “What’s happening?” “Where am I?” “When am I going home?” That bullshit rides my nerves.

I gritted my teeth, my patience wearing thin as her incessant questions grated on my nerves. Each word felt like a jab, a reminder of the monumental task that lay ahead of me. But I couldn't afford to let my frustration show, not now, not when we were so close to uncovering the truth.

“Mrs. Monroe, I understand that you’re frightened, but asking questions isn’t going to change your situation,” I snapped, my tone sharp and clipped.

She recoiled at my words, her eyes widening in fear as she realized the futility of her protests. For a moment, there was silence, broken only by the low hum of the engine and the rhythmic thud of my heartbeat in my ears.

But then, just as quickly as it had come, the silence was shattered by her anguished cries, her voice cracking with desperation as she pleaded for answers that I couldn't give.

“I just want to go home,” she sobbed, her words a poignant reminder of the gravity of our mission.

I sighed heavily, the weight of responsibility settling like a leaden weight upon my shoulders. Despite my best efforts to remain detached, to steel myself against the emotional onslaught, there was a part of me that couldn't help but feel a twinge of sympathy for her plight.

But sympathy had no place in our line of work, and I knew that sentimentality could be a dangerous liability. And so, with a heavy heart and a resolute determination, I braced myself for the trials that lay ahead, ready to face whatever challenges awaited us in the pursuit of truth and justice.

I tried summoning up the compassion I felt earlier, but I ended up telling her that if she ever wanted to see her husband again, she would have to shut her mouth and do so right that second. It was a relief when she sealed those tear-stained lips. Ahhh, the silence was so calming; I could feel peace flowing through my troubled, tired body.

Moments later, not enough moments for me, the car descended into the secret underground compound. Sounds included only a few people’s voices and the soft shuffling of my fellow agents. Hustling Mrs. Monroe through the cold foyer, I felt her shiver. Shit, I didn’t even know if she had shoes on; but then again, why should I care? She wouldn’t need them anymore. I heard from what seemed afar:

“Congratulations, Agent Wolfe!”

Then, another agent asked excitedly, “Is it true you believe this little lady is the missing part of the big puzzle?”

I was quick to reply with, “Yes, I do.”

The descent into the depths of the compound was a familiar journey, one that I had made countless times before. But this time, there was a sense of urgency, a palpable tension that hung heavy in the air. As we made our way through the labyrinthine corridors, I couldn't help but feel a surge of anticipation coursing through my veins.

At last, we reached the heart of the facility, a sprawling chamber filled with the hum of machinery and the soft glow of monitors. It was here, amidst the flickering shadows and the cold steel walls, that our mission would reach its culmination.

I ushered Mrs. Monroe into a small interrogation room, the harsh fluorescent light casting her features into sharp relief. She trembled visibly, her eyes darting nervously as she took in her surroundings. But there was a steely resolve in her gaze, a determination that belied her fragile appearance.

Taking a seat opposite her, I regarded her with a mixture of apprehension and curiosity. She was the key to unlocking the secrets that lay buried deep within the confines of her mind, the missing piece of the puzzle that could unravel the mysteries of her abduction and return.

“Mrs. Monroe,” I began, my voice measured and calm. “I need you to tell me everything you remember about your time away. Every detail, no matter how small, could be crucial to our investigation.”

She hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering uncertainly as she weighed her options. But then, with a resigned sigh, she began to speak, her words tumbling forth in a rush of emotion and desperation.

And as I listened intently, my mind racing with the possibilities, I couldn't help but feel a sense of vindication. For in that moment, I knew that we were one step closer to uncovering the truth, to solving the puzzle that had eluded us for so long.

But little did I know that the journey ahead would be fraught with danger and betrayal, that the answers we sought would come at a cost far greater than we could ever have imagined. And as the shadows closed in around us, I braced myself for the trials that lay ahead, ready to face whatever challenges awaited us in the pursuit of justice and redemption.

I ordered the second agent, and I sure as hell don’t remember his name, to put her in Block 14 and let her have a rest and a short visit with her husband. Sequestered in Block 26 on C level, Mr. Monroe was among non-abductees, but those possible witnesses to abductions of loved ones or strangers, alike. I never had an option but to obtain him. I never do. He had already spoken to his “returned” wife, and heaven only knew what he knew from her. However, I did keep true to Mrs. Monroe that she could visit with him. For this, more than likely, would be the last time she would ever see her husband—at least see him alive.

As I watched the agents escort Mrs. Monroe towards Block 14, a pang of regret tugged at my conscience. I knew that her brief reunion with her husband would offer little solace in the face of the grim reality that awaited them both.

Turning my attention to the task at hand, I made my way to Block 26, the weight of responsibility pressing down upon me with each step. The corridors were eerily quiet, the only sound the soft shuffle of my footsteps echoing off the cold, concrete walls.

Entering the block, I was greeted by rows of identical cells, each one housing a captive soul, trapped in a limbo of uncertainty and fear. Mr. Monroe's cell was near the end of the row, a small sliver of light filtering in through the narrow window, casting long shadows across the barren walls.

As I approached, I could see him sitting hunched over on the narrow cot, his face drawn and pale in the dim light. He looked up as I entered, his eyes clouded with a mixture of resignation and despair.

“Agent Wolfe,” he greeted me quietly, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Mr. Monroe,” I replied evenly, taking a seat opposite him. “I trust you've had some time to process everything.”

He nodded slowly, his gaze fixed on the floor as if lost in thought. “It's a lot to take in,” he admitted, his words heavy with emotion.
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