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Chapter Four: The Dusk
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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."
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