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It was another rainy day in the south side of Louisiana. It had been pouring non-stop for the past four days, "cats and dogs" locals called it. Streaks of lightning filled the clouds here and there and the roaring sound of the thunder made little children and shelter-less animals shiver.

The Detectives had their van parked outside the Robinson's farm. They were situated near the swampy area because they didn't want their movement to be noticed. They had also connected an undetectable camera at one of the poles that stood near the farm, for easy monitoring whenever they wanted. There was Detective Tim, Diane and also Gideon, their tech guy. They had been staking out the farm for some time now, watching for extraterrestrial life or activities around the area. It had been two weeks since the assignment and one month after Tim agreed to join the CIA in uncovering the activities of the suspected aliens.

He had waited five whole months before making up his mind to join the CIA, and when he had told the chief that he was leaving, he had acted rather surprisingly. The chief had told him not to join the CIA, that he was far too important there at the precinct. He had given it a great deal of thought but after three months, he wasn't settled with the fact that the drug case which he had seemed to solve and close just didn't settle well with him all those while.

Tim had thought back to what Diane told him all those months ago when he discovered that she was CIA. Why did the answer he had come to, feel more like a question than a solution? She was right, Diane had been right all along, that there was more he didn't know about, more problems that needed solving and he couldn't figure that out while he was still working at the APD (the Arkansas Police Department.)

Tim had always seen Diane as this friendly neighborly lady who treated him hospitably back when he was still on the case but little did he know that she had a formal character about her. He wasn't expecting such rigidity from her, but she displayed it so excellently that he couldn't doubt for a second why she was the one they had left all things alien for her.

They sat in the van with their headphones and other ET tracking devices. Inside the van had the regular driver and passenger seat, the shotgun, then behind it was a large space area where they set up their equipment; a laptop, a small radio phone, a spy camera and a small tripod laid at a corner under the seat where Tim sat.

"What time is it?" Tim asked Gideon, looking at his wristwatch which had stopped working.

"Five minutes past seven." Gideon replied, tapping his water resistant watch he had on his left wrist. It came on at the double tap of his right index finger.

"How long would she been gone for?" Tim asked, referring to Diane, who had gone out hours ago to meet up with someone and alongside, pick up their dinner.

"She didn't say," said Gideon, still focused on his laptop. Before Diane had left, she had given him a little assignment, something about a research on the old files that had been dug up. Their aim, ever since the start of the mission, had been to find out the site of the alleged alien spaceship crash that was recorded in the sixties' files. All their effort had brought them to that farm but they had not been able to find concrete evidence they could use to further their operation.

"What are you working on?" Tim asked Gideon.

"Just some old research papers Diane sent to me."

"Ok, is it about this case?"

"Uh...yea..." Gideon answered, balancing the glasses that stretched out at the bridge of his nose.

"Ok... What have you got so far?" Tim shifted close to where he was sitting and peeped his head into Gideon's computer.

"Nothing much yet, I'm still trying to understand this part of the paper." He said, directing his finger to a part of his screen.

"Let me have a look at it," Tim turned the computer to face him and then he read out: "it says here that Jack Foyer had allegedly stabbed his wife three times before..."

"No, no, no... Not that," Gideon cut him off, "here," he said, pointing at the particular area where he should have read from.

"Ok, so it says here that that there had been a sighting of an unidentified flying object in the late sixties, but it was discovered late, the scientists didn't really keep track of the U.F.O. which resulted to the CIA not being able to discover the exact location of the site where the flying saucer landed." Tim looked over at Gideon.

"My question is how could they lose something that phenomenal?" Gideon asked, touching the bridge of his spectacles, to make it balance properly on his face.

"What are you asking?" Tim asked.

"I mean, we see that we had been following up with the sighting of the UFO and up until a moment, we just lost sight of it and then after a while again, we realized that it had crash landed on earth and then began to trace it. That doesn't sit well with me."

"Could have been a glitch somewhere?" Tim asked,

"A glitch where?"

"In our computers of course."

"Or maybe we couldn't tell what exactly was happening, so they feigned ignorance..."

"Pfft... Ignorance?" Tim smiled wanly, looking at Gideon.

"Or, the UFO made its presence undetectable to us." Gideon spoke with his brows hanging high above his head. He had been trying to make a point there when they heard the beeping sound that came from the monitor and unlike Tim, he knew what the sound meant.

Gideon quickly moved over to the scanning screen he had set up, which was where the sound had come from. He waited patiently to hear the sound again as if knowing it would come again, then just when he had almost lost that interest, he heard it; the sound. It came again and then went.

"Tell me you saw that right?" Gideon asked Tim who sat down close to him.

"Clear as crystal." Tim answered, "But what's that supposed to mean?"

"That's our signal for when the unusual comes up."

"Aliens?"

"Yea, the aliens."

"But how do you know that you've picked-up an alien signature?..."

"There's a camcorder connected to the roof of this van, which is also connected to the computer. What it does is that it records images in the ultraviolet part of the electromagnetic spectrum and picks up anything living and moving."

"Well, that's not convenient, but how would you know that you've picked up an alien signature?" asked Tim.

"I've programmed the software to read the heat signals and give us an alert when an unusual signal is detected."

Then the beeping came on again, this time, the red dot on the radar kept moving closer to where they were stationed. It came closer as the sound grew louder. BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP BEEP.

Both Gideon and Tim had their hearts in their mouths and then it stopped. They waited again to hear the beeping sound, but when they couldn't, they relaxed, but then a loud bang came at the door of the van, causing Tim and Gideon to rise to their feet.

Gideon went to the side door of the van and carefully drew it open. It slide gracefully, revealing no other person than Diane.

"Detective, you're back." Stated Gideon a little too loudly and feeling relieved it had not been who or what he had thought.

"Clearly, Gideon." said Diane. She got into the van and took off the black raincoat she wore, rested it in a metal outlet there in the bus before turning towards Tim.

"What have we got so far?"

"Umm... We've been waiting for a while, but all we've got is a beep."

"A beep."

"Yea, on the monitor," Gideon turned the computer to face her.

"So what was it?" Diane asked.

"We couldn't tell." said Gideon.

Diane faced the computer, "isn't it strange," she said.

"Not stranger than the farm of alligators I've seen in there." Tim said.

"Wait, an alligator farm?" Gideon asked.

"Yea... They had them covered with some type of trampoline sheet."

"You saw this in the farm?" Diane asked him.

"Most definitely."

"And you're sure that you saw alligators."

"I'm sure I can identify an alligator when I see one."

"Mmhmm, and you're sure they're not lizards?"

"I'm sure they're not lizards." Tim said, sourly.

"Can you remember where you saw the alligators?" Diane asked Tim.

"Yea, sure."

"Ok, then. We're going in." She said, tying her hair into a ponytail.

"What? That's crazy." Gideon said, standing up in an objectifying manner. Diane and Tim both looked at him.

"What's crazy?" Tim asked.

"Us, going into someone else's property without a proper invite or warrant."

"Oh my dear, it's not US, it's only Detective Tim here and I."

"And what will I be doing while you guys are gone?" Gideon asked, his face looking disappointment not to partake in the activity.

"You'll be behind the camera," said Diane. "We'll need you to record everything that we'll be seeing in through these glasses" she tapped the spectacles on her eyes.

Gideon accepted his role without any further argument. He was of course the tech guy who had been in the CIA for nearly two years with actual field experience, so he'd better stay put and let the experts handle the business.

Tim and Diane put on their raincoats and came down from the van. It was still pouring heavily and the ground was still wet and muddy in the area. They managed to walk through what looked like a pathway that had been made, stomping their boots on the wet ground and releasing a squishy sound. As they walked, they could see the old Victorian building standing erect and looking as gothic as it could be.

"You sure about what you saw Detective?" Diane asked Tim as they scaled the farm.

"Without a doubt in my mind."

"So how do we know where it is?"

"When you see a trampoline cover, you'd know..."

"Doesn't this place just give you the spooks?" Diane said, shaking as the rain kept drumming on her coat.

"Kinda. Over here!" Tim called her attention.

They both went over to the location where Tim had found the alligators. The wooden fence was still there and the trampoline cover was still there.

"Damn. It sure is real."

"See, I told you so." Tim said, "Gideon do you hear that?"

"Ok, ok." said Gideon voice through the earphone device they had on. "Let's see what's underneath then."

Tim held one part of the end of the trampoline while Diane held the other end as they pulled back on it, revealing the empty mass of ground there, to Tim's greatest disbelief.

"What?!" exclaimed Tim, still in disbelief.

"What happening here, where are the gators?" Diane asked, still pulling back the cover.

"I don't know, but I'm very sure that I saw the alligators here the last time."

"Or maybe, they moved them to some other location." suggested Diane.

"Or maybe, they never existed." Gideon said over the comms, "maybe it was all in your head."

"Nah, I know what I saw." Tim affirmed in himself as they stood there out in the rain thinking of their next possible step.

"Oh, shit!" Gideon exclaimed.

"What?" Tim asked.

"What is it Gideon?" Diane asked also.

"We've got a problem."

"What kinda problem?" Diane asked.

"A girl." Gideon said, "going into the farm."

They hastened up to place the trampoline back on the fence.

"Where do we hide?" Tim asked. They looked around them, and at that point, they could the sound of the footsteps approaching them.

"Who's there." the voice called.

"Shit, shit, shit," Diane whispered, "she's coming here."

"In there," Tim pointed at the stable house.

They got into it, shortly before the girl came to where they were.

"Hello, is anybody here?" she called.

Tim and Diane hid inside the dark stable house, watching through the tiny space of the wall. Their eyes swelled with anxiety as the girl as the stable house.

"What do we do?" Diane asked.

"It's dark in here, I can't see a thing."

"Shit! Shit!"

The girl got closer and closer to the door when Tim come out rather forcefully.

"Oh... Detective." Yena called out.
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Earlier that same day, before the weather had gone berserk, it was actually bright and there were no signs of heavy downpour. In fact, the morning light had begun to sink its rays through every crevice it could find. Tron and Yena sat on the chairs in the ward, dozed off. They had been visiting Trixie, who had dropped into a coma and Jack who was also in a severe condition because of all the gas he inhaled. Grandma Lola and grandpa Planko had refused to allow Jack and Trixie receive any treatment at the general hospital because they feared what the doctors could request for; blood or any other test that could prove that Trixie was not human and cause another bigger problem for them.

Instead they contacted their family doctor, Dr. Happy. Dr. Happy owned a private clinic which was most definitely accessible by the wealthy and upper class men and women, that was why he rarely had many patients.

Dr. Happy was Jack's friend, they had met at a bar, playing snooker. Jack had been drinking at the bar but then he noticed Dr. Happy hitting the cue balls rather interestingly and decided to take him for a round. A round turned to two and two hours turned to a game of thrones parody and eventually they grew on each other.

Tron was fast asleep in one of the sofas to the left of the room while Yena was wide awake. She was still putting on the outfit she had come in with three days ago. She had been affected by the situation really badly, refusing to eat and barely having any sleep.

"Yennie dear," grandma Lola called Yena from the chair where she sat, "you'd best go back home and freshen up."

"I want to stay back and watch ma." Yena said, the sadness in her eyes.

"I'm sure your ma knows and appreciate the effort you're putting to care for her, but you know what she wouldn't like?"

"No... What?"

"You stressing yourself out like this and skipping your meals and not having enough sleep." Grandma Lola flashed Yena her warm smile.

"And you know Trix will have our heads for that when she wakes up."

Yena smiled at hearing that. "You think it's okay if I go back to the house?" She asked.

"It'd be doing your ma favor. You just go and wash up and eat up. I've prepared your favorite meal."

"Mac and cheese?"

"Yes, macaroni and cheese." Grandma Lola flashed her smile. Yena returned it.

She got up from the sofa where she had sunk herself and got to where Tron folded himself, fast asleep.

"Hey, Tron." She tapped his knee. "Get up Tee, we've got to go back to the house."

"Ok... Gimme a minute..." Tron said, drunkenly. "Just let me get around the tour bus."

"What tour bus?"

"Cabbages and carrots, how much for a bottle of wine."

"What rubbish are you yapping on about?" she asked him, trying to bring him back around.

"Just leave him be," Grandma Lola said, "later when he wakes properly, I'll tell him to go home."

"Ok, Grandma."

Yena left the hospital room and made her way to the first floor. She got to the elevator, punched the button, it slid open and then she went inside after about three seconds, another young man entered as she bowed her head.

"Oh my God, Yena?" The young man said.

Yena lifted her head up and knew who it was immediately.

"Hey Tyler." Yena said, giving him a little smile.

"My God, Yenn. It's been a while." Tyler was all smiles.

"I guess."

"I've been trying to reach you, but it hasn't been working out very well."

"Oh... Yeah."

"So, what's up Yennie. What's the strongest girl I know doing in a hospital?"

"I'm here for my parents."

"Oh, are they okay?" asked Tyler, dropping the smile on his face.

"No, they're not. There was a terrible accident and my mom's in a coma and my dad's severely injured." Yena looked out the window not too far from where they stood and she could see the sudden raindrops that hit the glass occasionally.

"Oh my God, Yena. That's not good at all. Poor you."

"Yea, poor me."

"But how do you guys know Happy."

"Happy?" Yena asked him, wiping the little drop of tear from her eyes before raising her head again.

"Dr. Happy. He owns the place and you know how he doesn't come cheap."

"What do you mean by that?" Yena's expression stiffened.

"Oh, nothing really. I was just wondering how you'd cope with the bills and all."

"Jesus Christ! Nobody gives two shits about that right now. I'm worried about my mom making it and you’re telling me about my bills."

Tyler was cut short by Yena sudden outburst and when the elevator got to the first floor, she didn't even waver and left Tyler, who came out rather shocked at Yena's response.

Yena got out of the hospital and saw that it was still raining. She didn't want to stand under the shelter outside there as she felt like she was going to lose her mind. Her skin was prickly under her clothes and immediately, without thinking, she got into the rain and hailed the nearest cab to take her to her house.

The picture of the tiny rain drops hitting the window of the cab wasn't enough to distract her, but she still watched it nonetheless as the negative thoughts she'd been having began to cloud her mind.

"I'll stop here, sir." Yena told the driver.

"But we're not there yet miss."

"I know, but I'll prefer walking from here."

"In the rain?" The driver asked her.

"Yes, in the rain. Do you have any problem with that?"

"No, not at all." The driver said at the look of Yena's dreadful countenance.

"Thank you." Yena told the driver as she got out of the taxi and into the rain. She heard the driver mutter something about crazy young people before he drove off.

She walked in the pouring rain, her body soaked as she walked tiredly to the farm. She got to the farm, still drenched in the rain water. Walked in through the front field, along the cleared muddy path. She could hear ruffling and movements.

"Who's there?" Yena called out. She waited to hear sounds again but she didn't. She then continued walking past the big old house and down straight to the alligator’s farm.

"Is anybody there?" She called again. There were footprints on the muddy ground, and she could see them lead straight to the old stable house. She followed it gently and suddenly, there was a rattling before Detective Tim burst through the door and into her face.

"Oh, Mr... Detective..." Yena called, looking at Tim puzzled.

"Hey..."

"What were you doing in the old stable house?" asked Yena, who tried to get into the stable house but was blocked by the detective.

"Umm... I was looking for one of you." He said, breathing rather unsteadily.

"One of us?" Yena asked, looking at a very suspicious detective.
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