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One Day Later: The Calm Before 

(The day after the incident at Maple High, the sun rose on a world blissfully unaware. Outside 
the quarantine zone of South Maple County, life continued its mundane rhythm. Hundreds of 
miles away, within the sterile, climate-controlled confines of the sprawling SCP Foundation 
complex, Site-77i, the personnel went about their daily routines. The catastrophic failure of 
containment in a quiet, thin corner of the world was, for now, nothing more than a faint, 
unread whisper on a distant server, a storm gathering just over the horizon.) 

(In the site's primary cafeteria, the low hum of industrial ventilation mixed with the clatter of 
trays and the murmur of conversation. The smell of overly-strong coffee and sanitized steel 
filled the air. At a large, circular table, a handful of off-duty personnel were trading stories 
from the front lines of absurdity.) 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): (Stirring her soup with a weary sigh) 
Thirteenth analysis of 404-J. The 'Shampoo Ad' memetic. Results: inconclusive. Side 
effect: I now permanently smell lavender. 

Containment Technician Baines (Maintenance): (Taking a large bite of a sandwich) 
Lavender. Lucky. I just spent my morning scraping... residue... from the temporal 
sinkhole filter in Wing C. Smells like burnt history. You tell me which is worse. 

Security Officer Markovich (General Security): (Chuckles) Burnt history? I'll take that 
over the slime breach on Level 2. Harmless, but took three D-Class six hours to 
squeegee it back into containment. It... giggled. Every time they cornered it. 

Dr. Alistair Grant (Xenobotanist): (Pushing his glasses up his nose) Please. SCP-4821. 
The weeping fig. It's remembering again. I pruned a branch and flashed back to a 
stranger's fifth birthday party in 1982. Tasted like cheap cake and disappointment. 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): The parachute failure memory? 

Dr. Alistair Grant (Xenobotanist): No. Just an awkward school dance. I think I've 
inherited someone's rhythm. Or lack thereof. 

(Chief Engineer Reynolds and Specialist Kai approach the table with their trays, their 
expressions a familiar mix of exhaustion and resolve.) 



Chief Engineer Reynolds (Technical Division): Don't talk to me about awkward. Try 
requisitioning a left-handed sonic wrench from an alternate dimension because ours is 
vibrating out of phase and turning screws into licorice. 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): (Sitting down heavily) Resonance. Sub-level 
containment. It's degrading the alloy. I put it in the report. 

Chief Engineer Reynolds (Technical Division): I read the report, Kai. Beautiful prose. 
Doesn't change the fact Wing G's plumbing is 30% candy. 

Containment Technician Baines (Maintenance): Is that the smell? I thought someone 
microwaved a tire. 

Security Officer Markovich (General Security): Standard Tuesday. 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): Pretty much. Your morning, Kai? 
Anything kinetic? 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): Re-calibrating the Hume field. 
Non-Euclidean sector. D-Class incident. He phased an arm through a partition. 

Dr. Alistair Grant (Xenobotanist): Retrieval? 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): Most of it. He's short a pinky. He'll live. 

(Director Collin Walker, Director of Field Operations, walks over, his presence casting an 
immediate, if subtle, hush over the table.) 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): At ease. Don't let me interrupt the misery 
report. 

Chief Engineer Reynolds (Technical Division): Just reviewing the infrastructure 
anomalies, Director. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): (A rare, tired smile) I heard about the 
licorice. I'll sign off on the wrench. 

Chief Engineer Reynolds (Technical Division): Thank you, sir. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Petrova. The shampoo? 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): Contained. But my team smells like 
Provence. 



Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Could be worse. Baines, eyes on the 
temporal sink. 

Containment Technician Baines (Maintenance): Will do, Director. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Markovich. Foam nets for the slime. It hates 
the texture. 

Security Officer Markovich (General Security): Foam nets. Copy. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Finch. Try not to inherit any more mid-life 
crises. 

Dr. Alistair Grant (Xenobotanist): Doing my best, sir. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): And Kai... try to bring back the whole 
D-Class next time. 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): Understood. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Anything else before I caffeinate? Any 
sentient puddings plotting a coup? 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): Not since last month. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Good. Keep it that way. It’s too quiet out 
there. 

(Director Collin Walker stands there for a beat, his gaze sweeping over his senior staff. The 
cafeteria hums around them, a pocket of normalcy.) 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): Don't jinx it. 'Quiet' is just the universe 
reloading. 

Security Officer Markovich (General Security): I'll take the slime. At least you can see 
it. 

Dr. Alistair Grant (Xenobotanist): My fig hasn't relived a prom in twelve hours. I'm 
taking the win. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Enjoy it. 

(Walker doesn't move. The tired smile is gone. He's holding a thick, red-stamped file folder. 
He walks the last two steps to their table. With a sharp THWACK, he drops the folder onto the 



center of the table. Coffee splashes. They all flinch. The folder is stamped: MAPLE SHADE - 
PRELIMINARY INTEL - UMBRA-9.) 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): And that's over. Intel just kicked this back. 
Oversight wants a containment proposal. Friday. 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): (Flipping the file open, brow furrowed) 'Maple 
Shade'? Sir, isn't this a black box? 

Containment Technician Baines (Maintenance): I thought we closed that. Weber's 
team did the legwork months ago. 

Security Officer Markovich (General Security): Legwork? They interviewed a diner 
waitress. Zero hard data. It's a ghost story. 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): (Scanning the summary) The 'Failing 
Grades' hypothesis? Teachers culling students? 

Dr. Alistair Grant (Xenobotanist): Forget the teachers. It's the collaborator. The 
student. 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): Reality-bender. 

Dr. Alistair Grant (Xenobotanist): Exactly. And the... thing he's protecting. Keter-class 
unknown. 

Chief Engineer Reynolds (Technical Division): So... a spatial anomaly, a 
cognitohazard, and a hostile reality-bender... based on hearsay? 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Oversight isn't asking, Reynolds. They see a 
threat festering in a suburb. They want it caged. 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): Technical nightmare. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): (Leaning in, voice low) It's a ticking clock. 
Holt, profile the collaborator. Break him. Reynolds, harden our gear against reality 
shifts. Markovich, perimeter options. Now. 

Junior Researcher Lena Holt (Cognitohazards): Sir, we're flying blind. 

Containment Technician Baines (Maintenance): Can't we just... fill it with concrete? 

Chief Engineer Reynolds (Technical Division): And if the reality-bender turns the 
concrete into acid? Use your head, Baines. 



(A sharp burst of static cuts through the air. A COMM-TECH's voice crackles over Walker's 
radio, urgent and loud.) 

COMM-TECH (O.S.): Director Walker! Priority traffic! 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): (Snapping his hand to his radio) Go. 

COMM-TECH (O.S.): The passive sensor array? It just went active. We have a broadcast. 
From inside. 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Say again? 

COMM-TECH (O.S.): Audio, sir. Unencrypted. Live. 

(Walker looks up. The room seems to tilt. The academic exercise is dead.) 

Director Collin Walker (Field Operations): Show's on. Scrap the plan. We're doing this 
live. Lab. Now. Markovich, on me. 

Specialist Kai (Research & Containment): (Already moving) Copy. 

Containment Technician Baines (Maintenance): (Muttering) So much for Tuesday. 
(sips a coffee) 

(Walker doesn't wait for a reply. He's already moving, cutting through the cafeteria's low 
hum, Markovich falling into step right behind him. The rest of the team is on their feet in a 
second. Trays are abandoned. Half-eaten sandwiches and cups of cooling coffee are left 
behind like relics of a quieter moment. The misery report is over.) 

The Next Day: The Agony of Silence 

(The sun rose on a town holding its breath. The chaotic, colorful transformation of Maple 
High had receded with the dawn, But the memories of the previous day's horror—the 
screams, the monstrous laughter, the sight of a slain child—lingered in the minds of every 
student and staff member, a shared, unspeakable trauma. For the parents of Abbie and 
Lana, however, the day began not with horrific memories, but with a cold, creeping dread. 
Their children hadn't come home.) 

(The Malum Residence - Abbie's Parents) 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Pacing the kitchen, a phone pressed to her ear) Voicemail. 
Again. 



Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Try Lana's parents. Maybe they forgot to call. Maybe 
they... fell asleep. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Three times, John. No answer. Something's wrong. I can 
feel it. He always calls. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): He's a good kid. Phones die. Chargers get lost. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Both of them? And Lana's? And they both just... forgot? 
No. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): I'll call the school. Maybe a club meeting ran late. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Until 7 AM? He's been gone all night! 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): I'm trying to stay calm. Panic doesn't help him. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I'm past calm! My son is missing! Just like those other 
children! 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Don't. This is different. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): How?! Same school. Same worries. He was terrified of 
those teachers! 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): (Picking up the phone, hand trembling) I'm calling the 
school. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): What if they don't answer? What if... 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): They have to answer. It's a Tuesday. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I'm calling the police. I don't care how it looks. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Let me try the school. One step. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I can't sit here. I'm driving over. I'll check his friends on 
the way. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Okay. Do that. I'll keep trying the line. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Grabbing keys, pale) He was so anxious yesterday. That 
test. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): He was studying all week. 



Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): What if he failed? He was so scared of failing. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): It's a test, honey. It's not the end of the world. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Pauses at the door, eyes wide) At that school... are we 
sure? 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Just go. Check his friends. He's fine. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I'm not sure of anything. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): (Listening to the ringing) Come on... pick up... 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Find him, John. Just find him. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): I will. 

(Lana's Parents' Home) 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): (Staring out the window, gripping a mug) Not home. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): I know. I haven't slept. Every car... I think it's her. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Police said wait 24 hours. 'Teenagers being 
teenagers.' 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Lana isn't 'teenagers.' She doesn't stay out. Not 
after... not after the others. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): I told them. They 'made a note.' 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): A note?! My daughter is missing and they made a 
note?! Call them back. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Pointless. They think she's skipping. In the woods. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): She's not in the woods! She was at school! Study 
group. That was the text. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): With Abbie and Claire. I called their parents. Radio 
silence. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): See?! All three. This isn't a coincidence. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): I know. 



Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): That school... I knew it. I felt it. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Best academics in the county. We thought... we 
thought we were setting her up. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): For what? To disappear?! She hated it. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): She said it was 'fake.' The teachers were 'creepy.' I 
told her to toughen up. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): We didn't listen. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We're going down there. To the school. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Police won't let us near it. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Then we talk to the parents. Claire's family. 
Abbie's. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): And the first five. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): All of them. There's a pattern. Police are blind. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): What if... what if it's too late? 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Don't. She's okay. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): I'm trying. But... my little girl... 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We find her. Whatever it takes. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): What now? 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We get dressed. And we raise hell. 

The First Day: A Spreading Dread 

(As the morning sun cast long, unnerving shadows across South Maple County, the initial, 
frantic searches by the parents of the newly missing students began to curdle into a deeper, 
more profound terror. Phone calls went unanswered, friends' houses were empty of news, 
and a wall of silence from the school greeted their desperate inquiries. For the parents of 
Lana and Abbie, the slow, dawning horror of the situation was just beginning to take root.) 

The First Day: A Spreading Dread 



(As the morning sun cast long, unnerving shadows across South Maple County, the initial, 
frantic searches by the parents of the newly missing students began to curdle into a deeper, 
more profound terror. Phone calls went unanswered, friends' houses were empty of news, 
and a wall of silence from the school greeted their desperate inquiries. For the parents of 
Lana and Abbie, the slow, dawning horror of the situation was just beginning to take root.) 

Meanwhile: A Mother's Desperate Search 

(While Lana's parents prepared to face the authorities, Miss Malum was already on the 
streets, her car crawling through the quiet suburban neighborhoods. She clutched a school 
photo of Abbie, her heart pounding with a desperate, frantic energy. She started with the 
local park, a place the kids sometimes gathered after school.) 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Approaching a young woman walking her dog) Excuse 
me, I'm so sorry to bother you. Have you seen this boy? His name is Abbie. 

Young Woman (Civilian): (Glancing at the photo) Don't think so. I'm sorry. Is he lost? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): He didn't come home from school yesterday. From 
Maple High. 

Young Woman (Civilian): Oh. Maple High. I'm sorry, I haven't seen him. I hope you find 
him soon. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Thank you. 

(She moved on, her hope already starting to fray. She drove to the small convenience store 
near the school, a place where students often bought snacks.) 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Showing the photo to the man behind the counter) Excuse 
me, have you seen this boy? He might have come in here after school yesterday. 

Shop Owner (Civilian): I see a lot of kids. They all kind of blur together, you know? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): He has dark hair, a little shy. He loves the sour gummy 
worms. 

Shop Owner (Civilian): I'm sorry, ma'am. I don't recognize him. I hope he just stayed at 
a friend's place. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I've checked. He's not there. 

Shop Owner (Civilian): Oh. Well, good luck to you. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Thanks. 



(Growing more desperate, she began approaching people on the sidewalk, her voice 
trembling slightly.) 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Please, have you seen my son? He's missing. He goes to 
Maple High. 

Old Man (Civilian): (Squinting at the photo) Another one? From that school? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): What... what do you mean, "another one"? 

Old Man (Civilian): There were those five kids a few months back. All from Maple High. 
They never found them. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Her blood running cold) Yes. I know. 

Old Man (Civilian): You'd think they'd have shut that place down. It's not right. I'm sorry 
about your boy. Truly. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Thank you. 

Old Man (Civilian): Check the woods. That's where the police looked last time. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Turning away, a sob catching in her throat) He's not in 
the woods. 

(She continued, her questions growing more frantic.) 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Have you seen him? My son? Abbie? 

Teenager (Civilian): Whoa, another missing kid? Seriously? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Yes! He didn't come home last night! 

Teenager (Civilian): From Maple High, right? Dude, that's messed up. It's happening 
again. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Do you know him? Have you seen him? 

Teenager (Civilian): Nah, I go to Northwood. We're not allowed to even go near Maple 
High. Our parents say it's haunted. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Haunted? 

Teenager (Civilian): Yeah. After the first disappearances. Hope you find your son, 
ma'am. 



Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Me too. 

(A woman pushing a stroller stopped, her face etched with sympathy.) 

Young Mother (Civilian): Oh, you poor thing. Is that your son? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Yes. He's missing. 

Young Mother (Civilian): I just saw on the news... they said three kids were missing 
from the high school. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Three? Oh my god. I thought it was just him. And his 
friend Lana... 

Young Mother (Civilian): No, the news said three. This is just like a few months ago, 
isn't it? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I... I think so. 

Young Mother (Civilian): That's not a coincidence. Something is very wrong at that 
school. I'm so sorry. I'll keep an eye out. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Please. Please do. 

Young Mother (Civilian): I can't imagine what you're going through. 

An Unyielding Blue Line 

(The interior of the South Maple County police precinct was a pressure cooker of barely 
contained chaos. Phones rang incessantly, officers rushed back and forth with grim 
expressions, and a crowd of worried parents and media personnel were held back by a 
makeshift barricade near the entrance. Mister Pocketknife and Miss Thompson finally pushed 
their way to the front desk, their faces etched with a sleepless, raw anguish. A young, 
tired-looking officer, whose name tag read "Nikk," looked up from his paperwork.) 

Officer Nikk: (A weary, practiced tone) Can I help you? If you're here about the school, 
we're asking everyone to please remain calm. We have teams searching the woods as 
we speak. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): We are long past calm, officer. My daughter is Lana 
Pocketknife. She is one of the missing students. We've been calling for hours. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We're not here to remain calm. We're here for 
answers. What are you doing to find our daughter? 



Officer Nikk: Sir, ma'am, I understand you're upset. We are doing everything in our 
power. As I said, our search teams are combing the Maple Forest area. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): The woods? Why are you still looking in the woods? 
She's not in the woods! She's in that school! 

Officer Nikk: Ma'am, with all due respect, we have no evidence to suggest the students 
are still on school property. The campus was cleared by our initial response team. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Cleared? Did you check every room? Every locker? 
Every single crawlspace in that building? 

Officer Nikk: We performed a standard sweep of all accessible areas, sir. The school 
has been locked down. No one is inside. And the building was normal. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): That is not good enough! Her friends told us! They 
told us she was taken by a teacher! 

Officer Nikk: (Sighs, picking up a pen) We've taken statements from the students. Their 
stories are... inconsistent. They're traumatized children, ma'am. They're suffering from 
shock. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): So you're just dismissing what they said? What 
about the five children from three months ago? Was that just "shock" too? 

Officer Nikk: That is an open and ongoing investigation. I can't comment on that. We 
believe the two events are likely connected, yes. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Connected by the school! The one place you refuse 
to properly investigate! 

Officer Nikk: We have to follow procedure. The evidence from the first incident, 
however scant, pointed towards the woods. It is the logical place to start. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): There was no evidence! You found nothing! You 
created a story because it was easy, and now you're sticking to it while our children are 
in danger! 

Officer Nikk: Sir, I need you to lower your voice. We are doing our best. We have 
limited manpower. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Then get more! Call the state! Call the FBI! Call 
anyone who will actually listen to us! 



Officer Nikk: We are coordinating with state and county resources. But their expertise 
is in search and rescue, which is why the focus remains on the forest. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): This isn't a search and rescue. This is a hostage 
situation. And the school is the stronghold. 

Officer Nikk: You don't have any proof of that, sir. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Our daughter told us the teachers were strange! 
That the school felt wrong! Isn't that enough to raise a flag? 

Officer Nikk: Teenagers say a lot of things about their schools. It doesn't give us 
probable cause to tear the place apart. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Eight missing children isn't probable cause?! 

Officer Nikk: It's cause for a missing persons investigation, which is exactly what we are 
conducting. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): This is a waste of time. He's not listening. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Then we'll make him listen. Officer, I want to file a 
formal complaint against the department for negligence. 

Officer Nikk: (Blinks, taken aback) Sir, that's your right, but it's not going to help us find 
your daughter any faster. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): It might make you realize how serious we are. We 
are not going to be patted on the head and told to go home and wait. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We want a full forensic team to go through that 
school. Top to bottom. 

Officer Nikk: We can't authorize that without a warrant from a judge, and for that, we 
need credible evidence of a crime scene. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): A dead child isn't credible evidence?! Claire's body 
was found there! 

Officer Nikk: The cause of death was inconclusive, ma'am. There were no signs of foul 
play according to the initial coroner's report. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Inconclusive?! Are you serious?! 



Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): This is a cover-up. The school is hiding something, 
and you're helping them! 

Officer Nikk: Ma'am, I assure you, we are not helping anyone cover anything up. We 
are just as desperate to find these children as you are. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Then act like it! Stop searching the damn trees 
and start searching the classrooms! 

Officer Nikk: Our orders are to search the woods. I cannot defy a direct order from the 
Chief of Police. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Then your Chief is a fool! An incompetent fool who is 
letting our children die! 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We're done here. We're not going to get any help 
from you. 

Officer Nikk: Sir, please, let us do our jobs. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Your jobs? Your job is to protect and serve! You are 
doing neither! 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We're going to the town square. We're going to 
tell everyone what's happening. 

Officer Nikk: I would advise against inciting a panic, sir. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): The panic is already here! You just can't see it from 
behind your desk! 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Let's go, dear. We'll find help somewhere else. 

Officer Nikk: We will find your daughter. I promise. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): (Her voice thick with tears and contempt) I don't 
believe a word you say. 

15:53: A Town on Edge 

(While Lana's parents prepared to face the authorities, Miss Malum was already on the 
streets, her car crawling through the quiet suburban neighborhoods. She clutched a school 
photo of Abbie, her heart pounding with a desperate, frantic energy. She started with the 
local park, a place the kids sometimes gathered after school. Seeing no sign of him, she 
drove to the small convenience store near the school, a place where students often bought 



snacks. As she got out of her car, a small group of locals, their faces etched with a familiar, 
weary concern, noticed the photo in her hand and approached her.) 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): (Her voice gentle, filled with a sad recognition) Oh, 
dear. Is that... is that your boy? Is he one of the missing ones? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Her voice trembling as she holds up the photo) Yes. This 
is Abbie. He didn't come home from school yesterday. Have you seen him? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Whoa, another missing kid? Seriously? I thought it was just the 
two girls. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Two girls? What two girls? I only know his friend, Lana, 
is also missing! 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): I heard it on the scanner this morning. Three students 
from Maple High. I'm so sorry, ma'am. I haven't seen him. 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): Maple High... so it's happening again. It's just like those 
other five from three months ago. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (A sob catching in her throat) Yes. The same school. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): This is messed up. The police have to see the pattern 
now. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): You'd think so, wouldn't you? That place... it's not 
right. I'm so sorry, dear. I'll keep an eye out for him. We all will. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Thank you. He's a good boy. He wouldn't just run off. 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): None of them would have. The police just don't get it. They'll 
probably blame the woods again. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): They'll just tell you to wait. To check with his friends. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I've already tried. His best friend, Lana, she's missing 
too. I don't know who the third one is... 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): Three of them? At the same time? This is getting worse. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): See? It's a pattern! It's not just kids getting lost! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): You need to go to the police. All the parents need 
to go together. They can't ignore all of you if you stand united. 



Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I know. His father is calling the school now. I just... I had 
to do something. I couldn't just sit there. 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): We understand. It must be awful just waiting. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): We'll keep our eyes open, ma'am. We'll ask around at 
our jobs. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Thank you. Thank you so much. He just... he has to be 
somewhere. 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): I hope you find him. I really do. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): This town... it's getting darker. I don't feel safe here 
anymore. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): It's that school. It's a shadow over all of us. You're 
not alone in this. Remember that. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): I have to keep looking. Maybe someone saw something. 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Good luck. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): We're all hoping for the best for you. 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): Let us know if you hear anything. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): We'll be here. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Please, go talk to the other parents. Strength in 
numbers. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Nodding, tears streaming down her face) I will. Thank 
you. 

(The sight of another grieving mother clutching a photo, her face a mask of raw terror, was 
the final spark on the dry tinder of South Maple County's fear. The conversation around Miss 
Malum quickly swelled, the initial whispers of sympathy turning into a rising tide of shared 
panic and anger. More people began to emerge from their homes and shops, drawn by the 
growing commotion. The fragile dam of forced normalcy that had held for three months 
finally broke.) 

The Tipping Point 



Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): (Turning from Miss Malum, her voice loud and 
trembling with righteous fury) That's it! I am not staying quiet anymore! This is happening 
again, exactly like before, and the police are lying to us! They're feeding us the same 
story! 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): (Stepping forward, his usual detached demeanor gone, replaced by 
genuine fear) My parents told me to stay inside, but this is insane! That’s eight kids now! 
Eight of us! All from Maple High! This isn't just a coincidence, it's a pattern! 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): I'm calling the police again. I don't care if they tell me to 
wait 24 hours or that they're "looking into it." I'm going to report a crime in progress, 
because that's what this is! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): And what are you going to tell them, Taro? That the 
school is haunted? That the teachers are monsters? They'll laugh at you, just like they 
did last time. They'll put you on a list. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): I'll tell them eight children are missing from one 
location, and their official story about a killer in the woods is a pathetic joke! Someone 
has to say it! Someone has to make them listen! 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): He's right! My cousin is a cop in the next county. They 
wouldn't just let this go! Not with this many victims! Something is being actively covered 
up here! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): This is a town-wide emergency! The police chief 
needs to address us! He needs to stand in front of us and tell us what's really going on, 
not hide behind press releases! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): (Pointing towards a news van down the street, its 
satellite dish raised) Forget the cops! Look! The news! They're still here! Don't talk to the 
police, they don't listen! Talk to them! Talk to the cameras! 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): She's right! If this gets on the national news, if everyone in the 
country sees what's happening, they can't ignore it anymore! They can't just pretend 
we're crazy! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): Are you crazy? What if the school comes after us for 
talking? What if we're next? 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): What are they going to do? Make us all disappear? 
They're already doing that! We're already next! Staying quiet hasn't kept anyone safe! 



Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): I'm losing my business because people are too scared 
to walk down the street! My livelihood is gone because of that place! I've got nothing left 
to lose! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): (To a small group of neighbors who have gathered) 
Let's go! All of us! We'll march right over to that reporter and we'll tell them everything! 
We'll tell them what the police won't! 

Neighbor 1: But what do we even say? That we have a bad feeling? They'll make us look 
like conspiracy nuts. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): We say that our children are being taken from 
inside the school! We say the police are searching an empty forest while the real danger 
is in those classrooms! 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): We tell them about the teachers the kids are scared of! We tell 
them about the weird rules and the punishments! We tell them what the kids have been 
telling us! 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): (Putting his phone to his ear, his voice loud and clear for 
everyone to hear) Yes, I want to report a crime! At Maple High School! The crime is gross 
negligence! And a cover-up! My name is Taro Brenner, and I'm a witness to this town's 
fear! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): He's actually doing it. He's got guts. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): Good for him. It's about time someone did. That's the 
only language they understand. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): While he ties up the phone lines, the rest of us should 
move. To the news van. Now. Before they pack up and leave with the official story. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Come on! Everyone! We have to make them listen! 
Our voices are all we have left! 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): This is for those kids. For all of them. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): (Shouting into his phone, his face red with frustration) No, I 
will not "calm down"! My town is falling apart and you're asking me to stay calm?! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): I'm with you, Marnie. I'm tired of being afraid. Let's do 
this. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): Me too. I'm tired of whispering. It's time to shout. 



Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Everyone, let's move! Stick together! Don't let them 
separate us! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): We want answers! We deserve answers! 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): And we want them now! We're not waiting anymore! 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): Are you logging this call?! I want your name and badge 
number! I want you to log this call! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): It's time they heard from the people who live here. The 
people who are losing their children. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): It's long past time. The police had their chance. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Let's go! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): To the cameras! 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Let's make some noise! A lot of it! 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): They hung up on me! The bastards actually hung up! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): See? What did I tell you? They don't care. They don't want 
to hear it. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): The cameras will. A story this big? A town in rebellion? 
They'll love it. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Then let's give them the story of a lifetime. Let's make 
sure our voices are heard across the country. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): The story of our town. The story of our fear. 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): The story of what's really happening at that school. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): Fine. If the cops won't listen, maybe the whole world will. 
I'm with you. Let's go talk to the news. 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): It's our only shot. We have to make this count. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): Maybe our last shot. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Come on. All of us together. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): For the children. For every single one of them. 



Zinny Marlow (Teen): For all eight of them. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): I'm right behind you. 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): We all are. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): Let's do this. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): It's time for the truth to come out. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Whatever it takes. 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Let's go. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): Right now. 

The Next Day: A Chorus of Grief and Rage 

(The sun rose on a town that had not slept. The previous day's spontaneous outrage had 
coalesced overnight into a tangible, simmering fury. The local news station, having caught 
wind of the escalating civil unrest, had dispatched a reporter to the town square first thing in 
the morning. They found a scene of raw, unfiltered grief. The parents of the newly missing 
children, their faces pale and drawn from a night of terror, had gathered, their individual 
anguish now a unified, heartbreaking front.) 

(The Town Square - A Live News Broadcast) 

News Reporter: (Her voice somber, speaking directly to the camera) We're live in South 
Maple County, where a tragic story is continuing to unfold. I'm joined now by the 
parents of two of the students reported missing yesterday from Maple High. Sir, Ma'am, 
can you tell us what you know? 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): We know our son is gone! Abbie didn't come home 
from school yesterday, and the police are telling us to just... wait! To wait while they 
search the woods! It's an insult to our intelligence! 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Her voice breaking, clutching a photo of Abbie) He's not 
in the woods! He was at school! He was a good boy, he was always so anxious about his 
grades. He would never, ever just wander off! 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Our daughter, Lana, is missing too. We don't 
know where she went 



Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): And do you know what they said? They said the 
students were "unreliable." That they were in shock. Our children are witnesses to a 
crime, and the police are treating them like they're delusional! 

News Reporter: (Turning slightly, her expression grave) And we are hearing unconfirmed 
reports about a third student. Can you speak to that? 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): We know another girl, Claire, is missing. Her family is… 
they’re not here. But she’s gone too. That makes three. In one day. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): How can they ignore this? How can they keep looking at 
the trees when the monster is in the schoolhouse? 

News Reporter: You believe there's a "monster"? Can you elaborate on that? 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): The children are scared to talk! They've been 
scared for months! But they whisper! They talk about strange teachers, impossible 
rules, and a ghost story that feels too real! 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): This isn't just about our three children! This 
happened three months ago to five other students! Five! And the police did nothing! 
They said they were runaways! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): (Shouting from the growing crowd) She's right! We've 
been telling them for months! That school is a bad place! It’s rotten! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): The police won't listen to us! They won't listen to the 
parents! Maybe they'll listen to you! Put this on every channel! 

News Reporter: So, you're saying you believe the authorities are not taking your 
concerns about the school itself seriously? 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Seriously? They're actively ignoring them! They're 
spending all their time and all our tax money on a pointless search in a forest while the 
crime scene is right behind them! 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): We demand a full, transparent investigation into Maple 
High School. Not just the grounds, but the classrooms, the offices, every single teacher! 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): We want them to answer for what happened to our 
children! What happened to all eight of them! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Ask the parents of Marco Diaz! Ask them what their 
son said about his math teacher before he vanished! 



Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Ask them about the weird things all the kids were 
saying! The things the police called "childish fantasies"! 

News Reporter: It sounds like there's a deep-seated distrust between this community 
and the authorities. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): There's a distrust of anyone who tells us our children 
ran away when we know they were taken! 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): My son was a good boy! He was just scared of failing! Is 
that a crime now? 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Our daughter was brave! She stood up for her 
friends! And she was taken for it! 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): We are not leaving this square until we get some real 
answers. We are not going to be silent anymore. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): We're with you! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): All of us! 

News Reporter: Powerful words from a community in agony. A community that feels 
unheard, and is now demanding that the focus of this investigation shift from the 
woods to the school itself. Back to you in the studio. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): (To the crowd) Don't let them turn the cameras off! 
Keep talking! 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Tell them about the strange lights! Tell them about the 
teachers! 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Tell them our children are not statistics! They 
have names! 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Lana! Abbie! Claire! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Marco! Leo! Jenna! Liam! Sofia! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Eight children! Eight families destroyed! 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): And the only thing they have in common is that 
school! 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): The police need to do their jobs! 



Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Or we will do it for them! 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): We want our children back! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Search the school! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Search the school now! 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): What are they hiding?! 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): We demand to know! 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): No more lies! 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): We want the truth! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): The whole truth! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): And nothing but the truth! 

The Blue Wall: A County Under Siege 

(The live news broadcast from the town square sent shockwaves through the South Maple 
County police precinct. The simmering public unrest had finally boiled over into a full-blown 
protest, and the police were caught completely off guard. Phones began ringing off the hook, 
and the chief's face, visible through his office window, was a mask of thunderous rage and 
rising panic.) 

Police Dispatcher: (Her voice strained, covering one ear as she speaks into her headset) 
Chief, the lines are flooded! We've got calls from the mayor's office, the school district 
superintendent, and at least a dozen national news outlets! 

Police Chief: (Storming out of his office, his face red) What in the hell is going on out 
there, Davis?! I thought you had the crowd under control! 

Sergeant Foxx: We did, sir! But the families of the new victims showed up, and... it just 
exploded. They're organized. They're telling the media we're incompetent. 

Police Officer 1: They're accusing us of a cover-up, Chief! They're demanding we search 
the school! 

Police Chief: On what grounds?! We have no warrant! No evidence of a crime scene on 
school property! We have procedures to follow! 



Police Dispatcher: Sir, a group of citizens is now marching from the square towards the 
school. They're chanting "Search the school." 

Police Chief: No! Absolutely not! I am not having a civilian mob storming a potential 
crime scene! Get units down there now! Form a hard perimeter around the school! 

Sergeant Foxx: We're already stretched thin with the forest search, Chief! My men are 
exhausted! 

Police Officer 2: And the parents are riling everyone up! They're talking about the five 
kids from three months ago! They're connecting the cases! 

Police Chief: Of course they're connecting the cases! We connected the cases! The 
connection is the woods! 

Police Officer 1: They're not buying it anymore, sir. They're holding up drawings and 
talking about... monsters. 

Police Chief: Monsters?! I'm dealing with a town that's losing its damn mind! 

Police Dispatcher: Chief, the mayor is on line one. He's demanding a statement. He 
wants to know why we've "lost control of the situation." 

Police Chief: (Ignoring the dispatcher, pacing furiously) We haven't lost control! We are 
conducting a methodical search based on the evidence! 

Sergeant Foxx: Sir, with all due respect, we have no evidence. We have a theory. And 
it's a theory that is falling apart on live television. 

Police Officer 2: We need to give them something, Chief. A sign that we're taking the 
school seriously. 

Police Chief: No! If we divert resources from the woods, and the perpetrator is in there, 
we'll lose them! It's the only logical play! 

Police Officer 1: Logic isn't working right now, sir. The town is running on fear. 

Police Chief: Then we control the fear. We control the narrative. We're locking it all 
down. 

Sergeant Foxx: What do you mean, sir? It's already locked down. 

Police Chief: Not enough! I want a full, county-wide lockdown. No one in, no one out. 
And I want a hard perimeter around the entire Maple Forest. No civilians, no reporters, 
no one gets in. 



Police Officer 2: You want to lock down the woods? 

Police Chief: Yes! We'll make it the biggest, most intensive search this county has ever 
seen! We'll show them we're doing something! We'll find a body, a campsite, a footprint, 
something! 

Police Dispatcher: Chief, the mayor is still on hold... 

Police Chief: Put him on my office line! Davis, get every available officer and deputize 
the fire department if you have to! I want that forest sealed! 

Sergeant Foxx: Understood, Chief. But the school... 

Police Chief: The school is a box! The danger is in the woods! Now get it done! 

Police Officer 1: Yes, sir. 

Sergeant Foxx: (His shoulders slumping in defeat) We're going in the wrong direction. I 
know it. 

The Line is Drawn 

(The protest in the town square had swelled from a small group of grieving parents and 
angry residents into a full-blown demonstration. The crowd, now numbering in the hundreds, 
pressed against the hastily erected police barricades, their voices a unified roar of "SEARCH 
THE SCHOOL!" The small contingent of South Maple County police officers was visibly 
overwhelmed, their faces a mixture of fear and frustration. Sergeant Foxx stood at the 
forefront, megaphone in hand, trying desperately to regain control.) 

Sergeant Foxx: (Through the megaphone, his voice strained) Please, citizens, I need you to 
disperse! This is an unlawful assembly! You are interfering with an active investigation! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): What investigation?! The one in the woods where 
you've found nothing for three months?! That's not an investigation, it's a field trip! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Our children are disappearing from that school! We 
have a right to demand answers, and we are not leaving until we get them! 

Police Officer 1: Sir, you need to step back from the barricade. Please, for your own 
safety. 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): Our safety? Our children aren't safe! Why should we be?! 
The danger isn't here, it's in that school you're protecting! 

Police Chief: (Over Davis's radio) What's your status, Sergeant? Is the crowd dispersing? 



Sergeant Foxx: Negative, Chief! They're getting more agitated! The news crews are 
eating this up! We're losing control of the narrative! 

Police Chief: Hold that line, Davis! Do not let them through! I am not having a mob 
scene at the school gates! 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): We want the Chief! Get him out here! He needs to face 
us! 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Yeah! Stop hiding in your office! 

Sergeant Foxx: The Chief is coordinating the search effort! He is doing his job! 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): His job is to protect this town! And he's failing! Eight 
children are gone! 

Police Officer 2: We understand your frustration, but you need to let us work. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): We've let you "work" for three months, and all we 
have are more missing posters and empty promises! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): My business is boarded up because of the fear in this 
town! A fear you have done nothing to quell! 

Sergeant Foxx: We are following the only credible leads we have! This is standard 
procedure! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): Standard procedure has failed! Eight times! It's time for a 
new procedure! 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): Search the school! It's that simple! 

Crowd: (Chanting) SEARCH THE SCHOOL! SEARCH THE SCHOOL! 

Police Chief: (Over the radio) Foxx, what was that? Are they organized? 

Sergeant Foxx: They're shouting in unison, Chief. This isn't just a few angry parents 
anymore. This is the whole town. 

Police Officer 1: We need more men down here! We can't hold this barricade if they 
push! 

Police Chief: There are no more men! Everyone is in the woods! 



Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Her voice raw, stepping forward) My son is in that 
building! I know it! I can feel it! Why won't you help him?! 

Sergeant Foxx: Ma'am, we don't know that. Please, step back. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Don't you tell her to step back! You look her in the 
eye and tell her why you're searching for her boy in the one place he isn't! 

Police Officer 2: We're just following orders. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Then your orders are wrong! And following them 
makes you complicit! 

Sergeant Foxx: This is your final warning! Disperse now, or we will be forced to make 
arrests for inciting a riot! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Arrest us?! You should be arresting the teachers in 
that school! You should be arresting the principal! 

Securing the Woods 

(As the protest in the town square reached a fever pitch, the police chief's new orders 
crackled over the radios of every officer in the county. The focus of the lockdown was shifting. 
It wasn't just about containing the town's panic anymore; it was about creating a definitive, 
unbreachable perimeter around the one area the Chief believed held all the answers: the 
Maple Forest.) 

Police Chief: (His voice booming over the county-wide channel) All units, listen up! The 
situation at the town square is a distraction! The real threat is in the woods! I want a 
hard perimeter established around the entire Maple Forest, effective immediately! 

Sergeant Teff: (Standing at the town square barricade, his voice strained) Chief, my men 
are already spread thin here! The crowd is pushing! 

Police Chief: I don't care, Sergeant! Pull half your men from the town square and get 
them to the trailheads! I want every access point to that forest sealed! 

Police Officer 1: Sir, if we pull half our men, this barricade won't hold for five minutes! 

Police Chief: Then make it hold for four! The search teams in the woods are our 
priority! They need to be able to work without interference! 

Police Dispatcher: Sir, we're getting calls from residents who live on the edge of the 
forest. They're seeing officers in their backyards. 



Police Chief: Good! That means my men are doing their jobs! I want a two-mile deep, 
no-go zone around that entire forest! 

Police Officer 2: Two miles, sir? That's... that's half the county. 

Police Chief: I am aware of the geography, officer! I want no one in, and no one out! 
That includes reporters, civilians, and especially these vigilante search parties! 

Sergeant Teff: Chief, this is a mistake! The parents are right here! They're telling us the 
school is the problem! 

Police Chief: And they have no evidence! We are following the only logical procedure! 
Now, secure those woods! 

Police Officer 1: We're pulling back from the square now, sir. The crowd is surging 
forward. 

Police Chief: Let them surge! As long as they don't get near the school or the woods, I 
don't care! 

Police Dispatcher: Sir, state police are asking for our rationale for locking down the 
forest. 

Police Chief: You tell them we have an active serial killer investigation and we are 
closing in on the suspect's known territory! 

Sergeant Teff: A serial killer, sir? We haven't confirmed that! 

Police Chief: We're confirming it now! It's the only way to get the resources we need! 

Police Officer 2: So, we're abandoning the town square? 

Police Chief: You are redeploying to a more critical tactical location! Now move! 

Police Officer 1: This is going to be a disaster. 

Sergeant Teff: (To his men) You heard him! Let's go! Move, move, move! 

Police Dispatcher: All units, be advised, the primary objective is now the complete 
lockdown and containment of the Maple Forest. 

Police Chief: That's right! We're going to find our killer! 

Sergeant Teff: Or we're going to be the biggest fools in the state. 

Police Officer 2: I've got a bad feeling about this, Sarge. 



Sergeant Teff: Join the club. Now let's go chase some squirrels. 

Command Post Alpha: A Pattern Re-emerges 

(In a sterile, windowless room hundreds of miles away, the local news report from South 
Maple County played on a large monitor. The faces of Director Ash and Supervisor Vance 
were grim. On the screen, a file folder icon glowed red: "COLD CASE - MAPLE HIGH 
ANOMALY.") 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Attention Command teams!, Maple High. It's 
happening again. Just as we feared it would. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): We have the report from the news, Three more. 
The pattern is holding. The anomaly is feeding again. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): The local authorities are focusing on the woods. 
They're making the same mistake twice. It's unbelievable. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): They still not believing part is the only thing 
keeping this from becoming a full-blown public crisis, I believe that they don't care of 
fiction made story made reports earlier. Get me the Lead Agent from the original 
investigation. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Patching her in now. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): (Appearing on screen, her expression already severe) I 
saw the news. It's them, isn't it? Our cold case. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Three new disappearances. All from the school. 
Overwatch-7’s Recon confirmed three energy signatures vanished from inside the 
building from that day. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): The police are mounting a massive search in 
the forest. They're completely blind, and they're leading the public on a wild goose 
chase. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Which gives us a clear field of operation, but a very 
short timeline before they realize their error and complicate things. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): The Maple High Anomaly cold case file is now active. 
O5 has already flagged it for review, we are going priority Alpha. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I'll mobilize my team. What are my orders? 



Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): Get your best agents on the ground. Sterling, 
Cross, Bell, and Shaw. I want them in South Maple County within four hours. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Understood. What about their objective? 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Make contact with the families of all eight victims. The 
five from three months ago, and the three new ones. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): We need to know what the children said before 
they disappeared. The police focused on the missing woods or a serial killer case, we 
need to focus on their backstory. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We're bypassing the local authorities entirely? 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): They've proven themselves incapable of handling the 
situation. They are a contamination risk. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): We need hard intelligence, and we need it now. 
The town is on the verge of panic. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): And our standing orders? What is the end goal 
here? 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Gather intel. Form a profile of the entities inside. Find 
a weakness. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): And find a way in. Quietly. We need our own 
evidence before we can justify a larger move. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I'll get them briefed and on their way. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): The clock is ticking, Agent. Eight children are already 
gone. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I'm aware, Director. I wrote the original file. The 
yellow flags were everywhere. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): This anomaly isn't just taking them. It's enjoying 
it. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Which is why we can't afford to fail this time. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): My team understands. They're the best we have. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): They need to be. 



Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Keep us updated. We need real-time reports. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): You'll have a report as soon as they're on the 
ground. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): Good. Let's get this done. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Before the number grows to nine. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Understood. 

(With a final, grim nod, the Lead Agent's hologram vanished. In a secure briefing room 
elsewhere on-site, four agents received their summons, their quiet day of paperwork and 
analysis abruptly ending. The gears of the Foundation were now turning, grinding slowly but 
with immense, unstoppable force toward the unsuspecting town of South Maple County.) 

Moving Pieces, A Grim Picture 

(Two hours had passed since the Foundation agents had completed their initial, frantic 
round of interviews. The unmarked black van moved smoothly through the back roads of 
South Maple County, a ghost in the afternoon sun, its windows tinted to near opacity. Inside, 
the four Iota-10 agents sat in a tense silence, the emotional weight of the parents' grief and 
the chilling collection of "yellow flags" settling heavily upon them. A secure holographic 
display shimmered in the center of the van, showing the calm, severe face of their Lead 
Agent.) 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): (Her voice crisp and clear through the van's speakers) 
Report. I've seen the raw data uploads, but I want your synthesis. What is the picture 
you're painting for me, agents? 

Agent Sterling: (Leaning forward, his expression grim) The picture is fractured, Lead, but 
the pieces all point to the same frame. The official police narrative that these children 
are lost in the woods is a complete fabrication, a story they're telling themselves 
because the truth is too much to handle. 

Agent Cross: Every single family, both from the incident three months ago and the new 
victims, reported that their children were deeply afraid of or distressed by the school. 
This wasn't normal teenage angst; this was genuine, palpable fear. 

Agent Bell: We have multiple, corroborating accounts of an oppressive academic 
environment where failure is not an option. The parents of at least three of the victims 
mentioned their children being terrified of specific, unnamed teachers—math, science, 
and language arts are the recurring subjects. 



Agent Shaw: The parents don't know any specifics, but the children's descriptions of 
these teachers are… alarming. "High standards," "perfectionist," "unusual punishments." 
One mother said her son came home with a cut on his hand that he claimed his science 
teacher gave him for an imperfect project. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): So the faculty is a primary vector of this fear. What 
else have you pieced together? 

Agent Sterling: The school's administration, specifically the principal, is a black box. A 
former school board member we spoke to described her as a "gatekeeper" who actively 
obstructs any and all oversight. 

Agent Cross: And the urban legends. There's a persistent ghost story among the 
student body. It involves a "secret door" and a female entity the children whisper about. 
The parents of two of the first victims both mentioned their children talking about this 
right before they disappeared. 

Agent Bell: Adding to that, we have a recurring name from the parents: a student, a 
bully, who seems to act as a catalyst for trouble. He's connected to the ghost story and 
was reportedly tormenting some of the victims. 

Agent Shaw: So we have a hostile academic environment, a secretive administration, 
potentially predatory faculty members, a student instigator, and a localized mythos that 
may point to a genuine anomalous entity at the heart of it all. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): A complete ecosystem of threats. And the local 
authorities are still focused on the woods. 

Agent Sterling: Their ignorance is our only advantage right now. It's keeping them from 
blundering into the school and triggering a catastrophic event we can't control. 

Agent Cross: But the town's patience is wearing thin. That protest we saw brewing is 
only going to get bigger. The police can't maintain their "woods" narrative for much 
longer. 

Agent Bell: We're on a clock. Once the public forces the police to act, we lose control of 
the situation entirely and risk a massive breach of secrecy. 

Agent Shaw: We need to move, and we need to move now. We have enough 
circumstantial evidence, enough connected "yellow flags," to justify a more direct 
approach. 



Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I agree. Your intel, while not yet a smoking gun, 
paints a clear picture of a clear and present anomalous threat. I'm escalating this to 
Director Ash and Supervisor Vance immediately. 

Agent Sterling: What are our orders in the meantime? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Proceed to the rendezvous point near the police 
precinct. I want you to secure physical copies of all eight missing posters. We need them 
for the official file and for facial recognition confirmation. 

Agent Cross: Understood. 

Agent Bell: What about the new family members we encountered? The anomalous 
ones? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): They are to be kept at a secure, secondary location 
for now. Their testimony is invaluable, but their presence in the field is too much of a 
risk. 

Agent Shaw: So we proceed with the poster collection and then await further orders? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Correct. The O5 council will need to be briefed on 
this. Your work today has just turned a cold case into a Priority Alpha crisis. 

Agent Sterling: It was always a crisis. It was just a quiet one. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Not anymore. Get the posters. And stay out of 
sight of the local police. They're starting to look for "unauthorized interviewers." 

Agent Cross: Understood. 

Agent Bell: We'll be ghosts. 

Agent Shaw: It's what we do best. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Good work, all of you. Stay safe. Lead out. 

(The holographic display flickered and vanished, leaving the four agents in the dim, humming 
interior of the van. The weight of their findings—a tapestry woven from grief, fear, and 
strange, unsettling coincidences—and the knowledge of the impending escalation settled 
upon them as they continued their silent journey toward the next phase of their mission.) 

Boots on the Ground: The Investigation Begins 



(One hour later, an unmarked black van, indistinguishable from a dozen other commercial 
vehicles, pulled to a stop on a quiet side street overlooking the chaos of South Maple County. 
The engine cut, and a heavy silence filled the vehicle. Agents Sterling, Cross, Bell, and Shaw 
sat within, their civilian clothes a stark contrast to the grim professionalism in their eyes as 
they observed the scene through the van's polarized windows.) 

Agent Sterling: (Looking through a pair of stabilized binoculars at the police perimeter) It's 
even worse than the news showed. The whole town is out there. It's a complete media 
circus. 

Agent Cross: The local police are focused entirely on the forest trailheads. They've set 
up a hard cordon. It's a complete and utter misdirection, just as Command suspected. 

Agent Bell: That works in our favor. It keeps them occupied and their attention diverted 
while we conduct our own, more focused, investigation. 

Agent Shaw: The emotional atmosphere here is... palpable, even from this distance. I 
can practically feel the fear, anger, and grief rolling off the crowd in waves. It's thick 
enough to choke on. 

Agent Sterling: Command was right. This place is a pressure cooker, and the lid is 
rattling violently. The locals are on the verge of a full-blown riot. 

Agent Cross: So, what's our first move? We can't just walk into that crowd of reporters 
and angry parents without a solid cover. 

Agent Bell: The Lead Agent sent us the preliminary files on the families of the first five 
victims. Their addresses are confirmed. 

Agent Shaw: The new victims' families will be at the police cordon, trying to get answers 
from a department that has none. 

Agent Sterling: We need to find them. We need to talk to them before the police fill 
their heads with the wrong story and taint their testimony. 

Agent Cross: We need to find the truth, not create more panic. A direct approach in this 
crowd is too risky. 

Agent Bell: What if they won't talk to us? They have no reason to trust strangers right 
now. 

Agent Shaw: They will. They're desperate. And we're the only ones who aren't going to 
tell them their kids are just lost in the woods. 



Agent Sterling: Let's go. We're burning daylight, and every minute we wait is another 
minute those kids are in danger. 

Agent Cross: Agreed. Let's move before the situation deteriorates any further. 

Agent Bell: What's the plan for insertion? 

Agent Shaw: We go in quiet. Two teams. We blend in with the chaos. 

Agent Sterling: We find the families, we offer a shoulder to cry on, and we listen. 

Agent Cross: We find the yellow flags. 

Agent Bell: And we build our case. 

Agent Shaw: Let's get to work. 

(The agents nodded in grim agreement, the weight of their mission settling upon them. They 
began their final preparations, the sounds of a town in turmoil filtering through the insulated 
walls of their van, a stark reminder of the lives that hung in the balance.) 

Whispers on the Pavement 

(Following their plan, the four agents fanned out, melting into the chaotic yet somber 
atmosphere of South Maple County. They moved with a quiet purpose, their empathetic 
"grief counselor" personas serving as a perfect cover to approach and speak with the 
frightened residents. Their goal was not to find a smoking gun, but to gather the scattered, 
fearful whispers—the yellow flags—that would help them understand the true nature of the 
town's nightmare.) 

(Interview Session 1 - Agent Sterling & Marnie Holloway) 

Agent Sterling: (Approaching an agitated woman near the police cordon) Excuse me, 
ma'am. My name is Sterling. I'm with a community support group. You seem incredibly 
distressed. 

Marnie Holloway: (Turning, her eyes flashing with anger) Distressed? Of course I'm 
distressed! Our town is under siege, and those officers are preparing to go on a hike! 

Agent Sterling: I understand your frustration. You don't believe the children are in the 
woods? 

Marnie Holloway: Of course not! This happened three months ago! Five children 
vanished, and the police searched those same woods for weeks and found nothing! Not 
a single clue! 



Agent Sterling: You seem very certain that the school is the source of the problem. 

Marnie Holloway: Anyone with a lick of sense can feel it! That place... it's just not right. 
There's a coldness to it. I don't know how to explain it. 

Agent Sterling: Have you had any personal interactions with the staff there? 

Marnie Holloway: (She shakes her head) No, not really. I just see them from a distance. 
They keep to themselves. The whole place is just... quiet. Too quiet for a school. 

Agent Sterling: And the children? The ones who disappeared before? 

Marnie Holloway: My neighbor's son was friends with Marco Diaz. He was a good boy. 
He wouldn't have just run off into the woods. None of them would have. 

Agent Sterling: So you believe something else must have happened. 

Marnie Holloway: I believe the police are looking in the wrong place. And now three 
more children are gone. Something is wrong 

Agent Sterling: Thank you for your candor, ma'am. You've been very helpful. 

Marnie Holloway: I hope you can do something. Because they clearly aren't going to. 

(Interview Session 2 - Agent Cross & Zinny Marlow) 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): (Approaching a teenager leaning against 
a wall, scrolling anxiously on his phone) Hey there. Rough day for everyone. 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): (Looks up, his eyes wide and fearful) You can say that again. It's 
like... it's like a horror movie. 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): You go to school around here? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Northwood High, thank God. My parents would pull me out of 
the state if I had to go to Maple High. 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): It has a bad reputation? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Bad reputation? People think it's haunted. After the first five kids 
disappeared, the stories got... insane. 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): What kind of stories? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): My friend, she goes there. She told me there are teachers who 
are... not right. They're super strict, but in a scary way. 



Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Scary how? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Like, if you fail a test, you don't just get detention. You get 
"punished." She wouldn't say how. She was too scared. 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): And the new disappearances? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): My friend said one of them, Claire, was being bullied by this kid 
Oliver. He's a real psycho. 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Do you know what he was doing to her? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Just... messing with her. He's always daring people to do stupid 
things. There's this rumor about a blue door in the school, and he's obsessed with it. 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): A blue door? 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Yeah. A ghost story. Supposedly a monster named Alice lives 
behind it. He was probably trying to scare her with that. 

Agent Cross (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Thank you. This is valuable information. 

Zinny Marlow (Teen): Just... be careful. That place isn't normal. 

(Interview Session 3 - Agent Bell & Taro Brenner) 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Excuse me, sir. You look like you've seen 
a ghost. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): (Jumps slightly, turning) I feel like I have. I work a delivery 
route in this town. I... I knew one of the kids. From three months ago. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): I'm very sorry to hear that. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): She used to buy candy from the convenience store. A 
sweet girl. The police said she ran away. I never believed it. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Why not? 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): I delivered a package to that school once. Maple High. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): And? What was it like? 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): Unsettling. The principal signed for the package, and she 
didn't blink. Not once. The whole time, just staring. 



Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): That is unusual. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): And the air inside... it was still. No sound. But it was the 
middle of the school day. You should hear noise, right? Lockers, talking... but there was 
nothing. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): It sounds like you had a bad feeling about 
the place. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): It felt like a place where things go to be forgotten. And 
now three more are gone. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Do you think the police are handling it 
well? 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): They're searching the woods. It's a joke. They're scared 
to look at the real problem. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): The school. 

Taro Brenner (Local Worker): We're all thinking it. We're just afraid to say it too loud. 

(Interview Session 4 - Agent Shaw & Rell Carter) 

Agent Shaw (Foundation Intelligence Agent): You're an artist? 

Rell Carter (Freelance Artist): (Nods, sketching idly in a small notebook) I try to be. It's 
hard to find inspiration in a town this full of fear, though. 

Agent Shaw (Foundation Intelligence Agent): I can imagine. The news about the three 
missing students has everyone on edge. 

Rell Carter (Freelance Artist): It's not just on edge. It's... a confirmation. We all knew 
this was coming. 

Agent Shaw (Foundation Intelligence Agent): You expected this to happen again? 

Rell Carter (Freelance Artist): Of course. They never solved the first one. They just 
swept it under the rug and blamed the woods. 

Agent Shaw (Foundation Intelligence Agent): You don't agree with the police's 
assessment? 

Rell Carter (Freelance Artist): Have you looked at that school? It's an architectural 
nightmare. The lines are too perfect, the angles are too sharp. It doesn't look real. 



Agent Shaw (Foundation Intelligence Agent): I've noticed it has a... unique design. 

Rell Carter (Freelance Artist): It's like something a child would draw, if that child was 
having a fever dream. It's a piece of art, but it's a terrifying one. 

Agent Shaw (Foundation Intelligence Agent): And the people? The staff? 

Rell Carter (Freelance Artist): I've seen them from a distance. They move like paper 
dolls in the wind. All jerky and unnatural. 

Agent Shaw (Foundation Intelligence Agent): That's a very specific description. 

Rell Carter (Freelance Artist): I notice details. It's my job. And every detail about that 
place screams "danger." 

(Interview Session 5 - Agent Sterling & Flicker Mason) 

Agent Sterling (Foundation Intelligence Agent): You seem to be following the police 
scanner. Anything interesting? 

Flicker Mason (College Dropout): (Turns down the scanner, his eyes wide) Interesting? 
The whole thing's a mess. The cops are running around in circles in the woods, and the 
dispatch is getting flooded with calls from people yelling about the school. 

Agent Sterling (Foundation Intelligence Agent): So the public isn't convinced by the 
official story. 

Flicker Mason (College Dropout): Are you kidding? No one is. We all know someone 
who knew one of the first five kids. They weren't the types to get lost on a hike. 

Agent Sterling (Foundation Intelligence Agent): What do you think is happening? 

Flicker Mason (College Dropout): I don't know, man. But it's not normal. I dont know 
what was really going on there 

Agent Sterling (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Ok, anything else? 

Flicker Mason (College Dropout): Not really 

Agent Sterling (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Did you report this to the police? 

Flicker Mason (College Dropout): And tell them what? You know those guys dont 
believe us. They'd probably arrest me for making things up. 

Agent Sterling (Foundation Intelligence Agent): It's a significant detail. 



Flicker Mason (College Dropout): I know it is. That's why I'm telling you. You don't look 
like a cop. You look like you actually listen. 

Agent Sterling (Foundation Intelligence Agent): We do. Thank you. 

(Interview Session 6 - Agent Bell & Gregory Tanners) 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): Mr. Tanners? I'm with a community 
outreach group. We're just checking in on local business owners. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): (Sighs, leaning on his counter) Checking in? Or taking 
the town's temperature? It's bad. It's real bad. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): The news about the three missing 
students has affected business? 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Affected it? It's killed it. No one is coming out. Parents 
are keeping their kids home. The streets are empty. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): It's a climate of fear. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): It's more than that. It's a feeling of helplessness. We 
all know where the problem is. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): The school. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Of course it's the school! I used to get dozens of 
those kids in here every afternoon. Now? Nothing. They're too scared. 

Agent Bell: What are they scared of? 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): The teachers. The rules. The whole damn place. They 
never said it outright, but you could see it in their eyes. 

Agent Bell (Foundation Intelligence Agent): And now three more are gone. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): And the police are wasting their time in the woods. 
It's a farce. We're all just waiting for the next headline. 

Agent Bell: We're trying to make sure that doesn't happen. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Well, good luck to you. You'll need more than luck to 
fix what's broken in this town. 



(The agents regrouped in their van, the collection of fearful, fragmented stories painting a 
grim and undeniable picture. The town was a powder keg, the police were chasing ghosts in 
the woods, and a malevolent, unknown force was consolidating its power within the walls of 
Maple High. The yellow flags were no longer just warnings; they were a declaration of war.) 

Connecting the Dots 

(The four agents reconvened on a quiet, tree-lined sidewalk several blocks away from the 
main protest, the sounds of the town's anguish now a distant, mournful hum. The sun was 
beginning its slow descent, casting long, distorted shadows that seemed to claw at the edges 
of the street. They stood in a loose circle, their faces grim, the weight of the vague and 
terrifying stories they had collected hanging heavy in the air.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice low, running a hand over his face) Alright, let's synthesize. The 
information is scattered, but a picture is forming, and I don't like the look of it. 

Agent Cross: It's more than just a picture; it's a pattern. Every single disappearance, 
new and old, is orbited by a profound and unnatural fear of the school itself. 

Agent Bell: The parents are terrified, but they're completely in the dark. They can only 
tell us what their children told them – that the teachers are "intense," that the rules are 
"strict," that you "don't want to get in trouble" there. 

Agent Shaw: Those are all understatements of the century. These aren't yellow flags 
anymore; they're blood-red banners, and the local police are colorblind. 

Agent Sterling: We have multiple mentions of a feared math teacher, a perfectionist 
science teacher, and an "unusual" language arts teacher. No names from the parents, 
but the consistency is undeniable. 

Agent Cross: And the local legend of a "girl in the walls" and a "secret door" is more 
than just a ghost story. It was mentioned in connection to the first disappearances, and 
the new ones seem to be orbiting the same theme of hidden places. 

Agent Bell: The bully is another solid link. A boy with a "sharp attitude," the parents 
said. He's the only student consistently named as an antagonist. 

Agent Shaw: And we can't ignore the administration. A principal who acts like a 
"gatekeeper", that's deliberate concealment. 

Agent Sterling: So we have a location that generates fear, a faculty that terrifies its 
students into silence, and an administration that actively covers its tracks. 



Agent Cross: It's a perfect storm, a self-contained ecosystem of horror. But it's all 
circumstantial. We still don't have a single piece of hard evidence. 

Agent Bell: We have testimony. Scared, fragmented testimony, but it's consistent. 

Agent Shaw: It's not enough to justify a breach, and Command knows it. We need 
something more concrete. 

Agent Sterling: So what's our next move? We've talked to the old families and some 
bystanders. We still need to get to the parents of the new victims. 

Agent Cross: They're probably still at the police cordon. Getting to them without tipping 
off the local PD will be... difficult. 

Agent Bell: We need to find them. They're our freshest source of intel. Their children 
were just taken. 

Agent Shaw: Agreed. We need to know what their kids were scared of this week. 

Agent Sterling: It's a high-risk move, but it's the only one we've got. Let's start 
formulating a plan to approach... 

Agent Cross: Wait. Hold on. 

Agent Bell: What is it? 

Agent Shaw: Are you getting this? 

(A sharp, static-laced burst of data suddenly filled their earpieces. The agents flinched, their 
conversation cut short. The calm, authoritative voice of their Lead Agent came through, 
overriding their channel.) 

Lead Agent (Comms): (Her voice urgent, laced with a new intensity) Sterling, Cross, listen 
up! I've been rewinding the live news feeds from this morning, before the police pushed 
the crowds back. I was analyzing background noise, crowd patterns, anything out of the 
ordinary. 

Agent Sterling: Lead? What did you find? 

Lead Agent (Comms): I found our targets. A local reporter was doing a 
man-on-the-street segment, and she got to them first. The parents of the two other 
missing girls. They were frantic, desperate. They gave her everything. 

Agent Cross: What do you mean, "everything"? Did they know something? 



Lead Agent (Comms): They knew what their daughters had told them. It's more of the 
same, but it's fresh, and it's specific. I'm sending you the isolated video feed now. It's big 
intel. 

Agent Bell: Who are they, Lead? 

Lead Agent (Comms): Abbie's parents, a Mister and Miss Malum. And Lana's parents... 
a Mister Pocketknife and a Miss Thompson. The names match the missing persons 
reports. 

Agent Shaw: So they were on the news? The police must have their statements. 

Lead Agent (Comms): The police dismissed them as hysterical parents. They didn't log 
the details. But we have them now. Watch the video. This is the concrete connection we 
needed. 

(The Lead Agent's orders were clear, her voice leaving no room for debate. The mission had 
just shifted from a broad, slow-burn investigation to a targeted hunt for specific, high-value 
intelligence sources.) 

Lead Agent (Comms): Your new primary objective is to locate the Malums and the 
Pocketknife-Thompson family. Forget the bystanders. Forget the old cases for now. 

Agent Sterling: You want us to make direct contact? 

Lead Agent (Comms): As soon as possible. Their testimony, combined with what we 
already know, will be enough to justify an escalation to Command. 

Agent Cross: The police are watching for us. They'll be watching the families. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Then be smarter than they are. Use the "grief counselor" cover. 
Be empathetic. Be quick. 

Agent Bell: What intel are we prioritizing? 

Lead Agent (Comms): I want every detail about what Abbie and Lana said about the 
school, their teachers, and their friends in the last 48 hours. 

Agent Shaw: Understood. We're on it. 

Lead Agent (Comms): This is our best shot at getting the proof we need. Don't miss it. 
Lead out. 



(The comms channel went silent, leaving the agents to watch the raw, grief-stricken faces of 
the parents on their wrist-mounted monitors. Their mission now had names, faces, and a 
desperate, ticking clock.) 

A Tactical Advantage 

(Inside the unmarked van, the agents were already gearing up, their movements swift and 
economical. The raw video of the grieving parents still played on a loop on one of the 
monitors, a grim reminder of their new, urgent objective. As Agent Sterling was plotting a 
potential route on the holographic map, Agent Shaw looked up at the main comms screen, 
addressing the Lead Agent directly.) 

Agent Shaw: (Her voice calm and professional) Lead, this is Shaw. Requesting permission 
to deploy a micro-drone for aerial reconnaissance and target tracking. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Explain your reasoning, Agent. We're trying to maintain a 
low-profile. 

Agent Shaw: The situation on the ground is chaotic. The crowd is dense, and the police 
are unpredictable. A drone would allow us to track the Malums and the 
Pocketknife-Thompson family from a safe distance without revealing our presence. 

Agent Sterling: I concur, Lead. It would be far more efficient than trying to maintain a 
visual on foot in this mob. We can track them to a more secure location for the 
interview. 

Lead Agent (Comms): The drone is a non-standard piece of equipment for a simple 
intelligence gathering op. Are you certain it's necessary? 

Agent Shaw: Positive. It will minimize our time on the ground and reduce the risk of 
compromise. It's a small, dragonfly-class model. It won't be noticed. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Very well. Your reasoning is sound. 

Agent Sterling: So we have permission to deploy? 

Lead Agent (Comms): Permission granted, Shaw. Get it in the air. I'll take direct control 
of its feed from here. 

Agent Shaw: Thank you, Lead. Deploying now. 



Eyes in the Sky 

(Agent Shaw moved to the back of the van, opening a reinforced case. Inside, nestled in black 
foam, was a sleek, insect-like drone. She performed a quick systems check, its optical sensors 
glowing faintly to life. She then carried it to the van's rooftop hatch, and with a nearly silent 
release, the drone ascended into the sky, its dragonfly wings making it indistinguishable from 
the local fauna to the casual observer.) 

Agent Shaw: (Her eyes on her wrist monitor, tracking the drone's ascent) Drone is airborne 
and has cleared the rooftops. Signal is strong and stable. 

Lead Agent (Comms): I have the feed. Crystal clear. I can see the town square and the 
police cordon. This is a perfect vantage point. 

Agent Sterling: We're ready to move out, Lead. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Good. I'm already cross-referencing the video feed of the 
parents with the crowd. I should be able to tag their locations for you within minutes. 

Agent Cross: Understood. We'll await your signal before we make our approach. 

Agent Bell: We'll use the "grief counselor" cover as planned. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Correct. Remember the objective: get their testimony from the 
last 48 hours. We need to know what their children were afraid of right before they 
disappeared. 

Agent Sterling: We'll get you the intel you need, Lead. 

Lead Agent (Comms): I know you will. The weight of this entire operation is now on 
your shoulders. The safety of the remaining children in that school depends on what 
you learn in the next hour. 

Agent Cross: We understand the stakes. 

Agent Bell: We won't let them down. 

Agent Shaw: We're ready to move on your command. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Good. I have a preliminary fix on Mister Malum. He's near the 
east side of the fountain. 

Agent Sterling: We see the location. 



Lead Agent (Comms): Move swiftly. Blend in. And good luck. I'll be your eyes from 
above. 

Agent Cross: Copy that. 

Agent Bell: Moving out. 

Agent Shaw: Let's get to work. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Sterling, you're on point. Lead out. 

(The side door of the van hissed open, and the four agents stepped out into the tense, 
grief-stricken air of South Maple County. They moved in pairs, melting into the periphery of 
the crowd, their faces carefully composed masks of somber sympathy, guided by the unseen 
eyes of the dragonfly drone circling high above.) 

Weaving Through Chaos 

(The four agents separated into two-person teams, melting into the periphery of the panicked 
crowd that swirled around the town square and police cordon. The air was thick with the 
sounds of shouting, crying, and the incessant buzz of news drones. Sterling and Cross took 
the east side, while Bell and Shaw moved along the west, their movements calm and 
deliberate, a stark contrast to the frantic energy around them. Their earpieces fed them a 
constant stream of low-level chatter from the Lead Agent, who was guiding them via the 
drone's aerial view.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice a low murmur, barely moving his lips as he scans the faces in the 
crowd) This is a powder keg. One wrong move, one panicked shout, and this whole thing 
could turn into a stampede. 

Agent Cross: (Nodding almost imperceptibly, her eyes scanning a different section of the 
crowd) Agreed. The local police are barely holding the line. Their body language is all 
fear and uncertainty. They're as scared as the civilians. 

Agent Bell: (On their parallel path, her voice calm in their shared comms channel) We've 
got a lot of raw emotion here. It's a perfect cover for us, but it also makes everyone 
unpredictable. Keep your heads on a swivel. 

Agent Shaw: The Lead Agent is tagging potential targets on our HUDs now. She's 
highlighting individuals from the news feed who match the descriptions of the parents. 

Agent Sterling: I've got a visual on a man who could be Mister Malum. East side of the 
fountain, just like she said. He's holding a photo. 



Agent Cross: I see him. He looks like he's about to break down. His wife is with him, 
trying to keep him steady. That must be Miss Malum. 

Agent Bell: We have a possible sighting of Miss Thompson on our side, near the news 
van. She's arguing with a police officer. 

Agent Shaw: Her husband, Mister Pocketknife, is trying to pull her back. Their grief is 
turning into pure rage. 

Agent Sterling: This is incredibly delicate. We can't just walk up to them. The media is 
circling like vultures. 

Agent Cross: We need to isolate them. Create a pocket of calm in the middle of this 
hurricane. 

Agent Bell: Our cover as grief counselors is our best bet. We offer them a quiet place to 
talk, away from the cameras. 

Agent Shaw: We could use the local library or one of the closed shops. A neutral, 
private space. 

Agent Sterling: Good idea. Lead, are you hearing this? We need a secure, quiet location 
to conduct these interviews. 

Lead Agent (Comms): (Her voice cutting through their channel, calm and steady) I've 
already anticipated that. There's a small cafe, "The Daily Grind," two blocks south of 
your position. I've hacked their system and marked it as "Closed for Maintenance." It will 
be empty. 

Agent Cross: Perfect. A controlled environment. 

Agent Bell: So, the plan is to approach, offer our "services," and guide them to the cafe? 

Agent Shaw: One family at a time. We can't risk them comparing notes until we have 
their individual, untainted testimonies. 

Agent Sterling: Alright. Cross and I will make the first approach on the Malums. We'll be 
gentle, empathetic. We're just here to help. 

Agent Cross: Bell, Shaw, you keep your distance but maintain overwatch. Once we have 
the Malums moving, you can approach the Pocketknife-Thompson family. 

Agent Bell: Understood. We'll wait for your signal. 

Agent Shaw: Be careful. The emotional state of these targets is highly volatile. 



Agent Sterling: We're trained for this. It's what we do. 

Agent Cross: We're not just collecting intel. We're offering a lifeline to people who are 
drowning. Remember that. 

Agent Bell: We will. 

Agent Shaw: Good luck. 

Agent Sterling: Let's move in. Slowly. 

Agent Cross: I'm right behind you. 

Lead Agent (Comms): The drone feed is clear. You have a clean path to the Malums. 
Make the approach now. 

Agent Sterling: Copy that, Lead. We're moving. 

Agent Bell: We'll be your shadow. 

Agent Shaw: Watching your six. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Good hunting, agents. 

(Sterling and Cross took a deep, centering breath, their professional training taking over. 
They smoothed out their jackets, adopted expressions of deep, professional sympathy, and 
began to weave their way through the chaotic, heartbroken crowd, their focus entirely on the 
two grieving parents by the fountain.) 

(Four minutes had passed. The agents continued their slow, deliberate sweep through the 
fringes of the crowd, their "grief counselor" personas holding strong, their eyes constantly 
scanning, searching for their targets. The noise of the protest was a constant, chaotic 
backdrop to the quiet, professional chatter in their ears.) 

Lead Agent (Comms): (Her voice sharp and focused, cutting through the channel) Bell, 
Shaw, I have a positive visual for you. I've caught a clear eye on our targets. 

Agent Bell: Copy that, Lead. Where are they? The crowd is dense over here. 

Lead Agent (Comms): They've moved away from the main protest. It looks like a local 
officer escorted them to a quieter spot. They're approximately 40 meters from your 
current position, to your northeast. 

Agent Shaw: Can you describe the location, Lead? 



Lead Agent (Comms): They are near a closed restaurant, "The Gilded Spoon." It's a less 
populated area. I see four other bystanders with them, and one peace officer. They 
appear to be trying to comfort the parents. 

Agent Bell: So they're already talking to a cop. That complicates the approach. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Not necessarily. The officer seems to be in a support role, not an 
investigative one. This is our chance to move in while they're relatively isolated from the 
media. 

Agent Sterling: (His voice cutting in on the channel) Sterling here. Cross and I can create a 
minor diversion on the opposite side of the square if you need to pull that officer away. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Negative, Sterling. Let's not add more variables. Bell, Shaw, I 
want you to make a direct, calm approach. 

Agent Shaw: Understood. What's our angle of approach? 

Lead Agent (Comms): From the south. It will keep you out of the direct line of sight of 
the main police cordon. Walk, don't rush. Project calm. 

Agent Bell: We see the restaurant. Moving into position now. 

Lead Agent (Comms): I'm tagging them on your HUDs. You should see two distinct 
markers for the Malums and two for the Pocketknife-Thompson family. 

Agent Shaw: We have the tags. They look… devastated. 

Lead Agent (Comms): That's your in, Agent. They're vulnerable and looking for help. 
The police are offering procedure; you will offer empathy. 

Agent Bell: We'll guide them to the cafe you secured for us. 

Lead Agent (Comms): That is the primary objective. Isolate them, secure them in a 
private location, and then begin the interview. 

Agent Sterling: Lead, we're holding our position. Let us know if you need that diversion. 

Lead Agent (Comms): I will. For now, just maintain overwatch. Bell, Shaw, you're on. 

Agent Bell: We're making our approach. 

Agent Shaw: Wish us luck. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Luck is for amateurs. Be professional. Lead out. 



(With their new objective clear, Agents Bell and Shaw broke away from the main crowd, their 
pace unhurried, their faces composed in masks of professional sympathy. They moved 
towards the small, sad gathering outside the closed restaurant, ready to step into the heart 
of the town's grief.) 

An Island of Grief 

(The area near "The Gilded Spoon" had become an impromptu sanctuary, a small, quiet 
island in a sea of chaos. The four parents—Mister and Miss Malum, Mister Pocketknife, and 
Miss Thompson—huddled together, their faces etched with a shared, unspeakable grief. A 
lone peace officer, a young woman with kind, tired eyes, stood with them, offering a quiet, 
steadying presence. A few other residents, drawn by the raw emotion, had joined them, their 
own fear momentarily eclipsed by a simple, human need to offer comfort.) 

Peace Officer (Officer Evans): (Her voice soft, trying to be a point of calm in the storm) I 
know this is an impossible situation. We are doing everything we can. I promise you. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): (Shaking her head, her voice a raw whisper) 
Everything? You're searching the woods. Our children are not in the woods. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): My son was scared of that school. He told us. We 
didn't listen. We thought he was just being a kid. 

Dandelion Parris (Local Resident): You can't blame yourselves. No parent would 
believe the things that are said about that place. It's too monstrous. 

Samuel Jones (Store Owner): But the stories are true, aren't they? That's what this is all 
about. The things we were all too scared to say out loud. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): The police need to listen to the children who are 
still here. The ones who saw things. They're witnesses. 

Officer Evans: We are taking statements from everyone. But the children... they're 
traumatized. Their stories are... confusing. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Maybe they're not confusing. Maybe they're just telling 
you a truth you don't want to see. 

Arthur Cole (Local Resident): She's right. It's easier to believe in a madman in the 
forest than a monster in a school. 

Isabelle Ross (Local Resident): But it's been happening for months. This isn't new. This 
is a pattern. 



Officer Evans: We are aware of the previous incidents. We believe the cases are 
connected. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Then connect them to the right place! To the school! 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): What are we supposed to do? Just stand here and wait 
for you to find nothing in the woods again? 

Dandelion Parris (Local Resident): We're not just standing here. We're speaking out. 
We're telling the news what's really happening. 

Samuel Jones (Store Owner): The whole town is behind you. We're not going to let 
them sweep this under the rug a second time. 

Officer Evans: I understand your anger. I really do. If it were my child, I'd be doing the 
same thing. 

Arthur Cole (Local Resident): Then help them! Tell your Chief to listen! To look at the 
school! 

Officer Evans: I'm just a patrol officer. I don't make those decisions. But I will pass along 
your concerns. I will tell them what you've said. 

Isabelle Ross (Local Resident): We need more than concerns. We need action. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): We need our children. 

(The raw, simple power of her words hung in the air, a heartbreaking testament to the town's 
shared tragedy. The peace officer could only nod, her own eyes now glistening with unshed 
tears, her professional duty warring with her human empathy.) 

(Two minutes later, following the drone's guidance, Agents Bell and Shaw arrived at the 
periphery of the small, grieving crowd near "The Gilded Spoon." They moved with a practiced, 
unobtrusive grace, their sympathetic expressions a perfect camouflage. Officer Evans, her 
back to them, was still trying to offer what little comfort she could to the four distraught 
parents.) 

Agent Bell: (Her voice soft, but clear enough to cut through the quiet sobbing) Excuse me. 
I'm so sorry to interrupt. 

(All five figures turned, their eyes a mixture of grief, exhaustion, and wary curiosity.) 



Agent Shaw: My name is Shaw, this is my colleague, Bell. We're with the Northwood 
Relief Foundation, a private group that helps families during crises. We heard what was 
happening, and we came to offer our support. 

Agent Bell: We have a quiet, private space set up just a few blocks from here. With 
water, coffee... a place you can sit and breathe for a moment, away from all of this. 

Officer Evans: (Her hand instinctively moving towards her sidearm, her expression shifting 
from sympathetic to suspicious) And who are you again? I haven't heard of your 
organization. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): They're here to help. Does it matter who they are? 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Anyone who isn't telling us to go home and wait is a 
friend in my book. 

Agent Shaw: We're just here to provide a safe space, Officer. We find that in times of 
intense public scrutiny, families need a place to gather their thoughts without being on 
display. 

Agent Bell: We'd like to invite these families to come with us. 

Officer Evans: I can't let you do that. They're part of an active investigation. I need to 
keep them here. 

Agent Bell: With all due respect, Officer, these people are not under arrest. They are 
grieving parents. They are free to go where they please. 

Officer Evans: And we're trying to protect them. This is a chaotic situation. I don't know 
who you are or what your intentions are. 

Agent Shaw: Our intentions are to provide comfort. We have credentials, and our 
organization is cleared to operate in crisis zones. We are not the police; we are not the 
media. We are simply here to help. 

Agent Bell: We understand your position, but their well-being is our primary concern 
right now. Look at them. They're on the verge of collapse. 

Officer Evans: I have my orders. They are to remain here until my Sergeant arrives. 

Agent Shaw: Your Sergeant is busy coordinating a search in the wrong location, while 
these families are suffering out in the open. We are offering them a moment of peace. 

Agent Bell: Let us help them. It will make your job easier in the long run. 



Officer Evans: I can't authorize it. 

Agent Shaw: We're not asking for your authorization. We're offering them an invitation. 

Agent Bell: The choice is theirs. 

Officer Evans: Interviewing them is useless right now. They're traumatized. All you'll get 
is confusion and grief. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): She's right. What good is talking going to do? It 
won't bring their kids back. 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): They need answers, not more questions. 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): And you people just showed up out of nowhere. It's 
suspicious. 

Flicker Mason (Local Resident): How do we know you're not just some ghouls trying to 
get a story? 

Officer Evans: See? The community is on edge. My job is to maintain order, and that 
means keeping everyone here. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): But we don't want to be here! We want to be looking for 
our children! 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): And if we can't do that, then we want to be 
somewhere we can think! Somewhere we can grieve without a hundred people staring 
at us! 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): These people are offering us that. Why are you trying 
to stop them? 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Are you trying to protect us, or are you trying to keep 
us quiet? 

Officer Evans: I'm trying to follow protocol. 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Your protocol is what got us into this mess! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): The whole town has lost faith in your protocol! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): Maybe it's time for a new one. 



Flicker Mason (Local Resident): Yeah, one that actually involves listening to the 
victims. 

Officer Evans: I am listening! But my hands are tied! 

Marnie Holloway (Local Resident): Then let these people untie them for you! 

Gregory Tanners (Store Owner): Let them help! 

Rell Carter (Local Resident): What's the harm? Unless you've got something to hide. 

Agent Shaw: (Her voice cutting through the rising tension, calm and authoritative) Officer. 
Your job is to protect these citizens. Right now, they are being subjected to a media 
circus and public spectacle during the worst moment of their lives. That is causing them 
active harm. 

Agent Bell: We are offering them a secure, private, and calm environment. That is an 
act of protection. By preventing them from accepting our help, you are actively 
impeding their well-being. 

Officer Evans: I... that's not... 

Agent Bell: We understand you have orders. But your primary duty is to the safety of 
these civilians. And right now, their emotional and psychological safety is at severe risk. 
Let us take them to our facility. It's two blocks away. You can escort us there yourself if 
you're concerned. You can stand guard outside the door. 

Agent Shaw: We will not interfere with your investigation. In fact, by helping them find a 
moment of clarity, we may actually be helping you. People who are calm and feel safe 
are much more likely to recall details they might have missed. 

Officer Evans: What kind of details? They don't know anything. 

Agent Shaw: You'd be surprised what a parent remembers about their child's last 24 
hours when they're given a chance to think clearly. We want to help them remember. 
For their sake, and for yours. 

Officer Evans: (Hesitates, looking at the desperate, pleading faces of the parents, then back 
at the calm, confident agents) And you're not reporters? 

Agent Shaw: We are not reporters. We are not here for a story. We are here for them. 

Officer Evans: (Sighs, the weight of the situation finally breaking her adherence to protocol) 
Fine. Go. Take them. 



Agent Shaw: Thank you, Officer. You've made the right choice. 

Officer Evans: I hope so. Just... if you find out anything... anything at all... 

Agent Shaw: You'll be the first to know. 

(The officer gave a final, weary nod and stepped aside, creating a path for the agents and the 
four grieving parents. The small group of bystanders watched in stunned silence as Bell and 
Shaw gently began to guide the families away from the chaos, their first critical objective now 
complete.) 

(Agents Bell and Shaw moved with practiced ease, forming a subtle, protective wedge around 
the four grieving parents. They guided them away from the chaos of the town square, their 
calm demeanor a stark contrast to the raw, palpable anguish of the families. The sounds of 
the protest and the distant wail of sirens began to fade, replaced by the quiet shuffle of their 
own footsteps on the cracked sidewalk.) 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Her voice a raw, trembling whisper, clutching her 
husband's arm) Where are you taking us? How do we know we can trust you? 

Agent Bell: (Her voice soft and steady, not breaking her stride) We're taking you 
somewhere quiet, ma'am. Somewhere you can sit down and breathe, away from all the 
cameras and the shouting. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): (His tone sharp with suspicion and grief) And what 
good will that do? Talking hasn't brought our daughter back. It hasn't made the police 
listen. 

Agent Shaw: (Glancing back at him, her expression empathetic but firm) Sir, the police 
aren't listening because they can't hear you over the noise. We can. We want to hear 
everything, every detail, without interruption. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): What details? We don't know anything. We just know 
our children are gone. 

Agent Bell: Your children were scared. They said things to you, to their friends. Those 
details matter to us, even if they don't make sense to the police. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): You really think you can help? After all this? 

Agent Bell: We can't make any promises, sir. But we can promise you this: we believe 
you. We believe something is wrong at that school, and we are the only ones taking it 
seriously. 



Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): (A flicker of desperate hope in her eyes) You... you 
really believe us? 

Agent Bell: Yes, ma'am. We do. Now, the place is just up ahead. We'll have you 
somewhere safe in just a moment. 

(The four parents, clinging to the first shred of genuine validation they had received, fell into 
a weary silence, allowing the two quiet, determined agents to lead them down the empty 
street. Their destination, a small, dark cafe with a "Closed for Maintenance" sign hanging in 
the window, was now just a few steps away.) 

(The agents guided the four parents to a secluded, tree-lined side street, far from the noise 
and the prying eyes of the media. An old, weathered park bench sat beneath the shade of a 
large maple tree, offering a small, quiet sanctuary. The parents, moving as if in a daze, 
allowed themselves to be led.) 

Agent Shaw: Please, have a seat. Just for a moment. 

Agent Bell: We know you've been on your feet for hours. You need to rest. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Sinking onto the bench, her body trembling) Thank you. 
I... I didn't realize how tired I was. 

(Once the parents were seated, the agents stood before them, their expressions a careful 
blend of professional sympathy and genuine concern. They needed to build a bridge of trust, 
and they needed to do it quickly.) 

Agent Bell: My name is Bell, and this is my colleague, Shaw. 

Agent Shaw: As we said, we're with the Northwood Relief Foundation. We're not police, 
and we're not reporters. 

Agent Bell: Our only job is to help families like yours navigate these terrible situations. 
We are here, right now, only for you. 

Agent Shaw: We want to provide a space where you can speak freely, without being 
judged or dismissed. 

Agent Bell: We are here to listen. 

(The parents looked at each other, a silent, shared moment of grief passing between the two 
families. Agent Shaw took a gentle step forward, her voice soft.) 



Agent Shaw: We understand your children, Abbie and Lana, were friends. Were they 
close? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (A fresh wave of tears welled in her eyes) They were 
inseparable. Abbie was so quiet, and Lana... she was his spark. She helped him come 
out of his shell. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): That's true. Lana was always looking out for him. 
She was fiercely protective of her friends. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): If Abbie was in trouble, Lana would have been right 
there with him. She would never have left his side. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): And Abbie adored her. He was always drawing 
pictures for her. He felt safe when she was around. 

Agent Bell: It sounds like they had a beautiful friendship. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): They did. That's why this makes no sense. They 
wouldn't have just wandered off. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Not together, not separately. If one was in danger, 
the other would have tried to help. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Which means they're in the same place. We know 
they are. 

Agent Shaw: We believe so, too. 

(The agents let the silence sit for a moment, allowing the parents to draw strength from their 
shared memories. Then, Agent Bell began the interview, her questions gentle but precise.) 

Agent Bell: We need you to think back over the last few days. Did Abbie or Lana 
mention anything... unusual about school? 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Unusual I… I'm not… Sure about the school 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Abbie said the teachers were too strict. That the rules 
didn't make sense. He was terrified of getting a bad grade. 

Agent Shaw: Terrified? Or just worried, like a normal student? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): No, it was more than that. It was a genuine fear. He said 
the punishments were... strange. 



Agent Bell: Did he ever describe these punishments? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): No. He would just get quiet and say we wouldn't 
understand. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Lana said the same thing. She said the teachers 
weren't like normal people. She called them "robots" who just followed a script. 

Agent Shaw: And did she mention any of these teachers by name? 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): She was too scared to. She would just say "the 
science teacher" or "the math teacher." She said they were the worst. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Abbie was scared of his language arts teacher. He said 
she was "intense" and that she could hear everything. 

Agent Bell: Did they mention any other students? Any bullies? 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Lana mentioned a boy named Oliver. She said he 
was cruel. That he liked to scare the younger kids... 

Agent Shaw: And you told all of this to the police? 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): We tried. They wrote it down, but they looked at us like 
we were crazy. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): They were more interested in whether Abbie owned a 
good pair of hiking boots. 

Agent Bell: We're not interested in hiking boots. We're interested in the truth. 

Agent Shaw: Everything you've told us is incredibly helpful. It paints a picture. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): A picture of what? 

Agent Bell: A picture of a school that is not what it seems. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): We know that. But what are you going to do about 
it? 

Agent Shaw: We're going to keep digging. And we're not going to stop until we have 
answers. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Please... just find our children. 

Agent Bell: That is our only mission. 



Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): I hope you're different. I hope you're not just giving us 
more empty words. 

Agent Shaw: We're not. You have our word. 

(A fragile, desperate hope began to dawn on the parents' faces. For the first time since their 
nightmare began, they felt like someone was finally, truly listening.) 

(The agents stood before the four parents on the quiet side street, a fragile, desperate trust 
having formed in the small pocket of calm they had created. The parents, having shared their 
initial fears, looked at the agents with a mixture of hope and exhausted grief. Agent Shaw 
took a gentle step forward, her voice soft, guiding the conversation to the next crucial point.) 

Agent Shaw: You mentioned your children were under a lot of pressure about their 
grades. Can you tell us more about that? Was there a specific test they were worried 
about recently? 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): (Nods slowly) It was all of them. Every test felt like the 
end of the world to her. She used to be such a confident student, but at that school... 
She was always terrified of getting that grade. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): She said failing wasn't just... failing. She said there 
were "consequences." We thought she meant extra homework or detention, something 
normal. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Abbie was the same. He was a sensitive boy, a 
wonderful artist, but not the strongest student academically. He was convinced the 
teachers hated him for it. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): He told me his language arts teacher would get... 
"furious," he said, over the smallest mistake. A misplaced comma, a misspelled word. 

Agent Bell: Did they ever describe what these "consequences" were? 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): No. They were too scared to say. Lana just said you 
"don't want to find out." 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): Abbie said the same thing. He said the teachers had 
their own rules for students who "didn't meet expectations." 

Agent Shaw: And Lana and Abbie, were they struggling in any particular classes before 
they disappeared? 



Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Her voice cracks) Abbie... he always got a failing grade, 
we keep trying to make him succeed, we tried our best. *sniffs* T-Then, he never came 
back. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): Lana was a good student, She was trying to help 
Abbie study for him, because Abbie has more of his failed grades. 

Agent Bell: So, Abbie received failing grades from two of the teachers the other parents 
mentioned. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Yes. Is that... is that important? 

Agent Shaw: Every detail is important. You've confirmed a critical pattern. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): A pattern of what? What are you thinking? 

Agent Bell: We're thinking that at Maple High, a failing grade is more than just a mark 
on a piece of paper. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): What are you saying? 

Agent Shaw: We're saying that your children's fear was real. And it was justified. 

(A heavy, chilling silence descended over the bench as the parents began to connect the dots, 
the vague fears their children had expressed now coalescing into a horrifying, unspeakable 
truth. The agents let the moment hang in the air, their grim suspicions now all but confirmed 
by the heartbroken families before them.) 

A Shared Burden 

(The weight of the agents' final words hung in the air, a chilling confirmation of the parents' 
deepest, unspoken fears. The four of them looked at each other, their individual griefs now 
merged into a single, shared nightmare. Miss Malum let out a soft, choked sob, and without 
a word, Miss Thompson reached across the bench and pulled her into a tight, desperate hug. 
The two fathers watched for a moment, their own faces etched with pain, before Mister 
Malum reached out and clasped Mister Pocketknife's shoulder, a silent gesture of solidarity.) 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): (Her voice muffled, crying into Miss Thompson's shoulder) 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): (Holding her tightly, her own tears falling) 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): So that's it, then. Failing a class at that school... it's 
a death sentence. 



Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): My son... he… told me that he was so scared of that 
math quiz. He knew. He knew what would happen if he failed. 

Agent Bell: We are so sorry. We know how difficult this is to hear. 

Agent Shaw: But your children's words, their fears... you've given us the intel we need. 
You've helped us understand the issue of that place. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): So what happens now? You know the truth. What 
are you going to do? 

Agent Bell: We are going to take this information to our superiors. We are going to 
build a case that they cannot ignore. 

Agent Shaw: And rest assured we are going to get the rest of those children out of that 
school. All of them. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Can you? Can you really stop them? 

Agent Bell: We have to. There is no other option. 

Mister Malum (Abbie's Father): And our children? Abbie and Lana? Is there any hope? 

Agent Shaw: (Her expression softening with genuine sympathy) We will do everything in 
our power to find them. That is a promise. 

Miss Thompson (Lana's Mother): Thank you. For... for listening. For believing us. 

Mister Pocketknife (Lana's Father): You've given us more than the police have in 
three months. 

Agent Bell: We need you to be strong. Go home, lock your doors, and stay away from 
the school. Let us handle it from here. 

Agent Shaw: We will be in contact. 

Miss Malum (Abbie's Mother): Please... hurry. 

(Agents Bell and Shaw gave the parents a final, solemn nod and turned, walking away from 
the quiet bench and back towards the distant sounds of the town square. Their empathetic 
facades fell away, replaced by the cold, hard expressions of operatives who had just 
confirmed a horrifying truth. The setting sun painted the sky in shades of orange and blood 
red.) 



Agent Bell: (Her voice a low, controlled whisper) A death sentence, for failing a test… I 
can't even begin to process the kind of psychosis we're dealing with. 

Agent Shaw: Hmm… A predictable, repeatable pattern of predatory behavior disguised 
as education. 

Agent Bell: So the math teacher, the science teacher, the language teacher they said... 
they're the executioners. 

Agent Shaw: It seems so. They target the students who fail. It's their trigger. And we 
have the motive. "Failure." It's the key to their entire operation. 

Agent Bell: We need to get this to Sterling and Cross. And to the Lead Agent. 
Immediately. 

Agent Shaw: I've already sent the priority update. They're getting the data as we speak. 

Agent Bell: This is enough, isn't it? This has to be enough to justify a full intervention. 

Agent Shaw: It's more than enough. It's a declaration of war. 

Agent Bell: So what's our next move? 

Agent Shaw: We regroup with the others. We finalize our report. And then we prepare 
to go into that school. And we dismantle it. Piece by bloody piece. 

(The two agents walked on in silence, the weight of their discovery a heavy cloak on their 
shoulders. They had the pattern, the motive, and the grim certainty of what they were up 
against. The time for quiet observation was over.) 

(The four agents reconvened in the sterile, humming interior of their unmarked van, the door 
sliding shut with a heavy, final thud that sealed them off from the chaotic sounds of the 
town. The air inside was thick with unspoken tension. Sterling and Cross were reviewing their 
notes on holographic pads, their faces grim. Bell and Shaw took their seats, the raw emotion 
of their recent interview still clinging to them like a shroud. Agent Bell was the first to speak, 
her voice low but firm, cutting through the silence.) 

Agent Bell: (Looking at the others, her expression hard as stone) We have it. We have the 
trigger. 

Agent Sterling: (Looks up from his datapad, his eyes narrowing) Go on. What did you find 
out from the new families? 



Agent Bell: It's the grades. It's exactly what we suspected, but worse. Abbie Malum 
failed a math quiz the day he disappeared. His mother said he was terrified to go to 
school that morning. 

Agent Cross: (Her head snaps up, tapping her own datapad) That aligns perfectly with the 
intel we have from the first five. Marco Diaz's father said he was pathologically afraid of 
failing his math teacher. Leo Gable's mother said her son was scared of his 
"perfectionist" science teacher. 

Agent Shaw: But what about Lana Pocketknife? Her parents said she was a good 
student. So if the teachers only kill failures, why is she missing? 

Agent Sterling: It doesn't add up. Abbie fails a test, he vanishes. That fits the profile. 
But Lana... the pattern breaks with her. We're missing something. 

Agent Bell: Maybe she saw something? Got in the way when they went for Abbie? Im 
just making theories. 

Agent Cross: Or maybe 'failure' isn't just about grades. Maybe she broke some other 
rule we don't know about. 

Agent Sterling: It's a hole in the theory, a big one. But we have to ignore it for now. We 
have to move on what we know for sure. The pattern holds for most of the victims. 

Agent Shaw: And the teachers are the executioners. That's our working model. 

Agent Bell: We need to escalate this. Immediately. The Lead Agent needs to see this 
synthesized data. 

Agent Shaw: We have a clear pattern for the most part, a motive, and a consistent 
method of operation. 

Agent Sterling: We're no longer dealing with a suspected anomaly. We are dealing with 
a confirmed predatory system that is actively culling students. 

Agent Cross: And with three new disappearances, it's clear their feeding cycle is active 
again. Who knows how many more are on their list. 

Agent Bell: Every child in that school with a failing grade is a potential target. 

Agent Shaw: We need to get this report to Command now. There's no more time for 
quiet observation. 



Agent Sterling: I'm already compiling the final report. Cross-referencing all eight cases 
with the new intel. 

Agent Cross: Send it. It's time to call in the cavalry. 

Agent Bell: And end this nightmare. 

Agent Shaw: Before that school bell rings for another victim. 

(A heavy, determined silence filled the van. The agents, their faces grim but their purpose 
clear, finalized their report. The time for gathering whispers was over; the evidence was on 
the table, and it pointed to an unimaginable horror that required an immediate, and 
overwhelming, response.) 

New Directives 

(The four agents stood in the dim, humming interior of their unmarked van, the grim 
certainty of their findings hanging in the air. The holographic display in the center of the 
vehicle flickered to life, the calm, severe face of their Lead Agent materializing before them.) 

Lead Agent (Comms): (Her voice sharp and clear) I've reviewed your synthesized report. 
Excellent work. The "failure" trigger is the concrete pattern we needed. Command is 
already preparing the next phase based on your intel. 

Agent Sterling: So we're moving on this? Finally? 

Lead Agent (Comms): We are. But before we commit to a full-scale operation, we have 
two more objectives for your team to complete. This is critical, time-sensitive 
intelligence gathering. 

Agent Cross: We're ready, Lead. What's the mission? 

Lead Agent (Comms): First, a reminder. Remember the location of your van. It is 
parked in a secure, low-traffic sub-urban area. After you complete your next task, you 
will return to it for exfiltration. Do not forget its location. 

Agent Bell: We understand. Van location is logged and memorized. What's the second 
objective, Lead? 

Lead Agent (Comms): It's a two-part evidence run. It's going to be high-risk, but it's 
essential. 

Agent Sterling: We're listening. 

Lead Agent (Comms): I need you to go to the police headquarters. 



Agent Bell: The police station? Lead, that place is a media circus. It's crawling with local 
cops. 

Lead Agent (Comms): I am aware of the risks, Agent. That is why you will be careful. 
Your objective is inside. The community has been putting up missing posters on the 
public bulletin board outside the precinct. 

Agent Shaw: You want us to secure the posters for the three new victims? 

Lead Agent (Comms): No. I want you to secure the posters for the first five. The ones 
from three months ago. 

Agent Cross: The old posters? Why? 

Lead Agent (Comms): Because the police have likely taken down the new ones as 
official evidence. The old ones, the "cold cases," they will have forgotten about. They will 
be weathered, ignored. No one will notice if they go missing. 

Agent Sterling: It's a clever way to get physical evidence without drawing attention. 

Lead Agent (Comms): That's the first part. The second part is more difficult. You will 
then need to infiltrate the police headquarters itself. 

Agent Bell: Infiltrate? Lead, the risk of compromise is extremely high. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Which is why you will use the chaos to your advantage. Blend in 
with the crowd of grieving parents and frantic reporters. I need you to access their 
records room. 

Agent Shaw: What are we looking for? 

Lead Agent (Comms): I want the original case files for the first five missing children. 
Marco Diaz, Leo Gable, Jenna Kent, Liam Lith, and Sofia Reyes. 

Agent Cross: You want their official police reports? 

Lead Agent (Comms): Yes. I want to see exactly what evidence they collected, what 
witness statements they took, and, most importantly, what they ignored. 

Agent Sterling: That's a bold move, Lead. 

Lead Agent (Comms): It's a necessary one. We need to know what the local authorities 
know, and what they've chosen to forget. 

Agent Bell: We'll need a solid cover. 



Lead Agent (Comms): You are still grief counselors. You are there to "offer support" to 
the police during a difficult time. Find a way in. Be creative. Be ghosts. 

Agent Shaw: And the new victims? We're ignoring their files? 

Lead Agent (Comms): For now. Their cases are active. Too much security. The old files 
will be collecting dust. That's your target. 

Agent Sterling: We understand the mission. Secure the five old posters, and infiltrate 
the station to acquire the five old case files. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Correct. The safety of over two hundred students is now riding 
on your ability to be invisible. Do not fail. Lead out. 

(The hologram vanished, leaving the four agents to contemplate their new, incredibly 
dangerous mission. They had to walk into the lion's den, not to fight the lion, but to steal the 
records of its past mesal, all without it ever knowing they were there.) 

Into the Lion's Den 

(The agents' unmarked van was parked two blocks away from the South Maple County Police 
Headquarters, a squat, brutalist building that was now the epicenter of the town's chaos. 
From their vantage point, they could see the swarm of news vans, the desperate crowd of 
parents and residents, and the thin blue line of officers trying to maintain a semblance of 
order. Inside the van, the four agents reviewed the building's schematics, their faces 
illuminated by the cool blue light of a holographic map.) 

Agent Sterling: Alright, this is the play. The main entrance is a media circus, a complete 
non-starter. We'd be on every news channel before we even got through the door. 

Agent Cross: I've been monitoring their internal security network. It's an outdated, 
closed-circuit system. I can't hack it remotely, but if I can get to a terminal inside, I can 
create a five-minute loop of the hallway cameras. 

Agent Bell: That's our window. Getting to a terminal is the problem. Our "grief 
counselor" cover might get us past the front desk, but not into the records room. 

Agent Shaw: The rear entrance is a possibility. It's a staff-only access point. Less traffic, 
but probably a keycard lock. 

Agent Sterling: Cross, can you bypass a keycard lock? 

Agent Cross: With physical access, yes. I can clone the card of the next officer who 
walks past, but it's risky and takes time. 



Agent Bell: I have an idea. We don't need to bypass security if they let us in willingly. 

Agent Shaw: And why would they do that? 

Agent Bell: Because we're not just here to offer support to the families. We're here to 
offer support to the officers. They're overwhelmed, exhausted, and dealing with a 
situation they can't comprehend. 

Agent Sterling: A psychological angle. I like it. We offer to set up a "counseling station" 
in a quiet room, away from the chaos. 

Agent Cross: A room that just so happens to be adjacent to the records office. 

Agent Bell: Exactly. We become a trusted, neutral party inside their own fortress. 

Agent Shaw: It's audacious. But it might just work. 

Agent Sterling: It's our best shot. Let's get our credentials ready. 

Agent Cross: We go in pairs. Bell and I will take the lead on the social engineering. 
Sterling and Shaw, you provide backup and overwatch. 

(With their plan finalized, the four agents exited the van, their movements calm and 
synchronized. They walked towards the chaotic scene at the police station, their expressions 
carefully crafted masks of professional sympathy. They were ready to walk into the lion's 
den.) 

Agent Sterling: Comms check. Everyone online? 

Agent Cross: Cross is green. 

Agent Bell: Bell is green. 

Agent Shaw: Shaw is green. Let's do this. 

(The agents navigated the crowd, their "grief counselor" IDs getting them past the outer 
barricade. They entered the precinct, expecting a hive of activity. Instead, they found a 
strangely quiet, almost deserted main lobby. A single, harried-looking desk sergeant was 
juggling three ringing phones, his attention completely divided. The rest of the officers were 
clearly outside, dealing with the protest and the lockdown.) 

Agent Bell: (Her voice a low murmur on their private comms channel) Lead, this is Bell. 
We're inside. 

Lead Agent (Comms): What's your status? 



Agent Bell: The station is a ghost town. It seems the entire force has been deployed 
outside to manage the crowd and the forest search. 

Agent Sterling: The Chief has pulled all his resources for the public-facing operation. 
He's left his own headquarters understaffed. 

Agent Cross: This is a major tactical error on their part. But it's a golden opportunity for 
us. 

Agent Shaw: The records room is on the second floor. According to the schematics, it's 
just down the hall from the archives. 

Agent Bell: We might not even need the full counseling cover. We might be able to 
just... walk in. 

Agent Sterling: The density of police here is dangerously low. They're completely 
exposed, and they don't even know it. 

Agent Cross: Then let's take advantage of their mistake. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Agreed. Proceed with the infiltration. But stay sharp. 
Complacency is a killer. 

(The agents exchanged a look of grim understanding. The path to their objective was clearer 
than they had anticipated, but the silence of the police station was, in its own way, just as 
unnerving as the chaos outside.) 

The Archive of the Forgotten 

(The second floor of the police station was even quieter than the first, a ghost town of empty 
desks and darkened computer monitors. The agents moved like wraiths down the hallway, 
their footsteps silent on the worn linoleum. They found the archives easily, the door unlocked 
and slightly ajar. Inside, rows of metal shelves stretched into the gloom, weighed down by 
hundreds of case files, each one a neatly packaged story of misery or mayhem. The air was 
thick with the smell of old paper and dust.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice a low whisper, barely disturbing the silence) This is it. The town's 
entire history of tragedy, all in one room. 

Agent Cross: It's a goldmine of information, if you know what you're looking for. 

Agent Bell: We're looking for five needles in a haystack. Let's get to work. 



Agent Shaw: We need the files from three months ago. They should be archived under 
"Missing Persons, Cold Cases." 

Agent Sterling: Cross, can you access the local network from here? See if you can find a 
digital catalog of these files. 

Agent Cross: (Pulling out a small, sophisticated datapad) Already on it. Their system is 
ancient. This will take a few seconds. 

Agent Bell: While she's doing that, Shaw and I will start a physical search. The files 
should be organized by date. 

Agent Shaw: Agreed. Let's be quick. We don't know how long this station will stay this 
empty. 

Agent Sterling: I'll keep watch at the door. Let me know the second you find anything. 

Agent Cross: Got it. I'm in. Searching the database now... 

(The minutes ticked by, each one feeling like an hour in the tense silence of the archive room. 
Agent Cross's fingers flew across her datapad, her brow furrowed in concentration. Suddenly, 
she stopped, her eyes widening slightly.) 

Agent Cross: I've got them. Five files, all logged within the same week, three months 
ago. All classified as "runaway, presumed deceased, case closed." 

Agent Sterling: Give me the file numbers. 

Agent Cross: Sending them to your HUDs now. They're in Section 7B, fourth shelf from 
the bottom. 

Agent Bell: (Already moving towards the designated shelf) On it. 

Agent Shaw: (Following close behind) This feels too easy. 

Agent Bell: (Her fingers tracing along the spines of the files) Here they are. Marco Diaz... 
Leo Gable... Jenna Kent... Liam Lith... and Sofia Reyes. 

Agent Sterling: All five of them. Together. Just like they disappeared. 

Agent Cross: It's almost like the police wanted to forget about them as quickly as 
possible. 

Agent Shaw: They didn't just forget. They buried them. 



(Agent Bell carefully pulled the five thin manila folders from the shelf, each one feeling 
heavier than it should. They had found the official stories, the neat, tidy lies that had allowed 
a town to sleep while a monster continued to hunt.) 

(As the agents gathered around the five case files, their comms crackled to life, the Lead 
Agent's voice cutting through the dusty silence of the archive room.) 

Lead Agent (Comms): Agents, report your status. Have you secured the files? 

Agent Sterling: Affirmative, Lead. We have all five original case files in hand. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Excellent work. Now, exfiltrate. Immediately. 

Agent Cross: We're on our way back to the main entrance. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Negative. The main entrance is compromised. The local news 
has set up a permanent camp right outside the front doors. You'll be spotted. 

Agent Bell: So what's our exit strategy? 

Lead Agent (Comms): I've been studying the building's schematics. There's a rear 
maintenance exit in the basement. It leads out to a back alley. That's your new 
exfiltration route. 

Agent Shaw: Understood. We're heading to the basement now. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Be careful. And be quick. The clock is ticking. Lead out. 

(The four agents exchanged a look of grim determination. They had what they came for, but 
their mission was far from over. Now, they had to escape the lion's den without waking the 
lion.) 

Subterranean Exfiltration 

(The agents moved with a silent, synchronized grace, leaving the dusty archive room behind. 
They navigated the empty second-floor hallway and found the stairwell with ease, the 
building's unnerving quiet their greatest ally. They descended past the ground floor, their 
footsteps echoing softly in the concrete shaft as they reached the basement level. The air 
grew cool and damp, smelling of old concrete and forgotten things. A single, flickering 
fluorescent bulb cast long, dancing shadows across the floor. Following the schematics on 
their HUDs, they found the maintenance exit at the far end of a cluttered storage area—a 
simple, rust-streaked metal door with a heavy push bar.) 



(Agent Sterling gave a quick nod, and Cross moved to the door, checking for any electronic 
sensors. Finding none, she gave a thumbs-up. With a final, cautious glance down the dark 
corridor, Sterling pushed the bar. The door opened with a low groan, revealing a narrow, 
trash-strewn alleyway bathed in the fading afternoon light. One by one, they slipped through 
the opening, melting back into the world outside, the five stolen case files a heavy, secret 
weight in Agent Bell's concealed satchel.) 

(Once the door clicked shut behind them, they didn't hesitate. They broke into a controlled, 
ground-eating run, their objective to get out of the immediate vicinity of the police station 
before their absence was noted. Their hushed, breathless conversation was a string of 
tactical updates and grim observations.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice a low, urgent pant) Move! Down the alley, take the first left! We 
need to break line of sight from the main street! 

Agent Shaw: (Glancing over her shoulder as she runs) No one's coming out behind us. 
The exit is clear. I don't think they even know it exists. 

Agent Cross: Their internal security is a joke. We could have walked out with the chief's 
desk and they wouldn't have noticed until tomorrow. 

Agent Bell: (Clutching the satchel under her arm) Let's not get complacent. We're not 
clear until we're back in the van and moving. 

Agent Sterling: Two more blocks. We'll cut through the residential area. Less traffic, 
more cover. 

Agent Shaw: The lack of patrol cars back here is unsettling. They've really put all their 
assets on the public-facing perimeter. 

Agent Cross: It's a classic case of security theater. They're so focused on looking like 
they're in control that they've completely neglected their own rear flank. 

Agent Bell: It worked in our favor. We have the files. We have the official narrative. 

Agent Sterling: We have their lies, you mean. I can't wait to read how they explained 
away the first five disappearances. 

Agent Shaw: "Runaway, presumed deceased." It's a convenient fiction. 

Agent Cross: It's an insult to the families. And a death sentence for the next victims. 

Agent Bell: But now we have the proof of their negligence. When we present this, 
Command will have everything they need. 



Agent Sterling: Keep moving. I see our street up ahead. 

Agent Shaw: Still clear behind us. We weren't followed. 

Agent Cross: They're too busy chasing ghosts in the woods. 

Agent Bell: Little do they know, the real ghosts are in the school. 

Agent Sterling: And we're the only ones who can hunt them. 

Agent Shaw: Almost there. Van is in sight. 

Agent Cross: Let's get this intel uploaded. 

Agent Sterling: And then, we prepare for the real fight. 

(The agents rounded the final corner, their unmarked van waiting for them like a silent, loyal 
beast. They had successfully infiltrated the heart of the local law enforcement, stolen their 
secrets, and escaped without a trace. The first phase of their intelligence-gathering mission 
was complete, and the grim picture of Maple High was now sharper, and more terrifying, 
than ever.) 

(The four agents moved with silent urgency, their long coats concealing their gear as they cut 
through the quiet residential street. The distant sounds of the protest were a faint, chaotic 
murmur behind them. Up ahead, their unmarked van sat waiting, an anonymous black box 
that represented safety and the next stage of their mission.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice a low hiss on their private comms channel) Alright team, I have 
visual on the van. No signs of surveillance. We're in the clear. 

Agent Cross: Acknowledged. Bell, Shaw, you're on rear watch. Let us know if any 
curtains twitch. 

Agent Shaw: Copy that. Rear is clear. The street is dead quiet. 

Agent Bell: We're approaching the vehicle now. Lead, this is Bell. We've reached the 
exfiltration point. 

Lead Agent (Comms): (Her voice crisp and immediate) Solid copy, Bell. I see you on the 
drone feed. The area is secure. Get inside, now. 

(The side door of the van slid open with a soft, pneumatic hiss before they even reached it. A 
fifth agent, a large, stoic man named Ben, stood silhouetted in the doorway, his presence a 
silent welcome. Sterling and Cross slipped inside, followed closely by Bell and Shaw. Agent 
Ben pulled the heavy door shut, sealing them in an oasis of calm, secure silence.) 



Agent Ben: (His voice a low, steady rumble) Welcome back. You cut it a little close there. 
Had a patrol car cruise past the end of the block about ninety seconds ago. 

Agent Sterling: (Pulling off his jacket, the tension finally leaving his shoulders) They never 
saw us. We were ghosts. 

Lead Agent (Comms): You were more than ghosts. You were successful. I'm looking at 
the preliminary scans of the files you transmitted. This is a game-changer. 

Agent Cross: It was a mess, Lead. The police are completely out of their depth, and the 
town is about to boil over. 

Lead Agent (Comms): That chaos was your cover. You used it perfectly. 

Agent Bell: We have the physical files. The official reports are… even worse than we 
thought. They barely investigated. 

Lead Agent (Comms): That's the proof we needed. Proof of a systematic failure to 
address a clear anomalous threat. 

Agent Shaw: What's our next move? 

Lead Agent (Comms): For now, your mission is complete. That was a high-risk, 
high-reward operation, and you executed it flawlessly. 

Agent Sterling: Just doing our job, Lead. 

Lead Agent (Comms): You did more than that. You gave us the ammunition we need to 
take this to the highest levels. 

Agent Cross: So the O5 council? 

Lead Agent (Comms): It's looking that way. 

Agent Bell: And the children? 

Lead Agent (Comms): Your work today just put us one step closer to getting them out. 
So, on behalf of the Foundation, and on behalf of those families... congratulations on a 
successful operation. 

Agent Shaw: Thank you, Lead. 

Agent Ben: I'll get us moving. We should be back at the regional safe house in two 
hours. 



Lead Agent (Comms): Good. Get some rest. The real storm is about to begin. Lead out. 

The Debrief 

(The van pulled away from the curb with a quiet hum, leaving the troubled town of South 
Maple County behind. Agent Ben drove with a calm, steady hand, while the other four agents 
sat in the back, the five stolen police files spread out on the holographic table between them. 
The initial relief of their successful exfiltration was already fading, replaced by the grim 
weight of the information they now possessed.) 

Agent Sterling: (His eyes scanning a digital copy of Marco Diaz's file) It's just like the 
parents said. The police interviewed two students, they said they didn't see anything, 
and the case was closed a week later. The official cause is listed as "disappearance due 
to environmental exposure." 

Agent Cross: They didn't follow up on any of the yellow flags. The fear of the teachers, 
the academic pressure, the rumors... it's all just dismissed as "teenage melodrama" in 
the margins of the reports. 

Agent Bell: There's no mention of a blue door. No mention of the ghost stories. They 
actively ignored any testimony that didn't fit their simple, easy narrative. 

Agent Shaw: This isn't just negligence. This is a willful refusal to see the truth. They 
were scared. They didn't want to know what was really happening in that school. 

Agent Ben: From a logistical standpoint, their entire investigation was flawed. They 
contained the wrong area and interviewed the wrong people with the wrong questions. 

Agent Sterling: It's a textbook case of normalcy bias. The situation was too strange, too 
horrifying, so they forced it into a box they could understand. 

Agent Cross: And in doing so, they left every other student in that school exposed. They 
left the anomaly to fester for three more months. 

Agent Bell: We have to assume the entities inside are aware of how the local authorities 
operate. They know they can act with impunity as long as they don't leave a trail the 
police are willing to follow. 

Agent Shaw: Which means they've had three months to become more entrenched, 
more confident. They'll be harder to dislodge. 

Agent Sterling: The parents' testimony is our strongest weapon. It's the human 
element, the raw grief, that Command will use to convince the O5 council. 



Agent Cross: It's the only element that can't be dismissed as a sensor ghost or a 
statistical anomaly. 

Agent Bell: So what's the profile we're building? A secretive, hostile administration. A 
faculty with at least three predatory members. 

Agent Shaw: A student population that is both a victim pool and a potential breeding 
ground for accomplices, like the bully. 

Agent Sterling: It's a multi-faceted, self-contained crisis zone. 

Agent Cross: And we're about to kick the hornet's nest. 

Agent Bell: This is going to be one of the most complex containment operations we've 
ever faced. 

Agent Shaw: We're not just containing a monster. We're dismantling an entire system. 

Agent Ben: And rescuing two hundred children in the process. 

Agent Sterling: Let's get these files fully digitized. I want every word, every coffee stain, 
uploaded to Command before we reach the safe house. 

Agent Cross: I'm on it. Let's hope it's enough. 

Agent Shaw: It has to be. Let's get to work. 

Agent Ben: I'll make sure we get there in one piece. 

Agent Bell: Thanks, Ben. 

(The agents fell into a focused silence, each one absorbed in their task, the grim reality of 
their mission laid bare in the cold, hard text of the police files. The van drove on, a silent 
bullet carrying a terrible truth away from a town that was just beginning to understand the 
depths of its own nightmare.) 

(The unmarked van moved with a silent, steady purpose through the darkening streets of 
South Maple County. The four agents, having secured and begun their analysis of the stolen 
police files, worked in the back, the grim reality of the case files solidifying their grim resolve. 
A short time after their exfiltration, they had rendezvoused at a secure location where Agent 
Ben had been dismissed and their Lead Agent had taken the driver's seat herself. The van 
was now heading away from the town center, towards the vast, dark expanse of the Maple 
Forest.) 



Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): (Her eyes on the road, her voice calm and steady, 
cutting through the silence) Secure the files. We're heading for the woods. 

Agent Sterling: (Looking up from his datapad) Yes, ma'am. 

(A tense silence filled the van as the agents processed the new command. The order was 
illogical, a direct contradiction of everything their intelligence had pointed to. Agent Sterling, 
as the senior field agent, was the first to voice his concern, his tone respectful but laced with 
confusion.) 

Agent Sterling: Lead, are we certain about this course of action? All of our intelligence, 
from the initial investigation to the files we just acquired, confirms that the woods are a 
misdirection. 

Agent Cross: He's right, Lead. The police are wasting all their time and resources out 
there. Why would we follow them into a known dead end? 

Agent Bell: The area is also swarming with local law enforcement. Our orders were to 
avoid them. Going to the woods is walking right into their primary operational theater. 

Agent Shaw: From a tactical standpoint, I don't understand the objective, ma'am. What 
could we possibly find in the forest that would be more valuable than direct surveillance 
of the school? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): The police are looking for a man, a simple killer 
they can put in handcuffs. They are looking for an answer that fits their world. 

Agent Sterling: And we are not. We know the threat is anomalous and is centered at 
the school. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Precisely. Which is why we are not going to the 
woods to search for a phantom killer. We are going for a different reason entirely. 

Agent Cross: What reason is that, Lead? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): The best place to conduct a covert operation is 
often right under the nose of a larger, louder one. The police are so focused on their 
grid search, they won't be looking for us. 

Agent Bell: So this is about using their search as a cover for our own activities? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Partially. We are not there to search, agents. We 
are there to find someone. It needs answer. 



Agent Shaw: Someone who is also in the woods? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): No. Someone who has been drawn out by all of 
this chaos. Someone who the police would dismiss as just another panicked civilian. 

Agent Sterling: You have a specific target in mind, Lead? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I have a theory, and a hunch. The energy readings 
Overwatch-7 collected earlier had a secondary, fainter echo that emanated from the 
treeline. It's a long shot, but it's one we have to take. 

Agent Cross: So we're looking for another potential anomaly? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We are looking for another piece of the puzzle. 
Now, prepare your long-range thermal scanners. We're almost there. 

Agent Bell: Understood, Lead. 

(The agents exchanged looks of dawning understanding. This wasn't a mistake or a 
miscalculation. The Lead Agent was playing a different game entirely, one that was several 
moves ahead of the local police. Their confusion was replaced by a renewed sense of 
purpose as they began to prepare their equipment for the new, unexpected mission.) 

16:40: A Walk in the Woods 

(One hour later, the unmarked van pulled into a secluded, gravel-filled parking lot that 
served as the main trailhead for the Maple Forest. The area was a chaotic hive of official 
activity. Police cruisers, emergency response vehicles, and news vans clogged the entrance, 
their flashing lights painting the dense trees in strobing blues and reds. The Lead Agent killed 
the engine, and the van was plunged into a tense, operational silence, the distant shouts of 
the search teams a muffled backdrop.) 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): (Turning in the driver's seat, her face illuminated by 
the soft glow of the console) Alright, listen up. We're here. The local PD has their primary 
command post set up on the far side of this lot. They're disorganized, focusing all their 
manpower on a grid search deep in the forest. 

Agent Sterling: That gives us a wide berth to conduct our own search without drawing 
their attention. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Precisely. But we are not here to look for footprints 
or broken branches. The police are looking for a man. We are looking for an echo. 



Agent Cross: The secondary energy signature you detected, Lead? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Yes. It was faint, almost imperceptible, but it was 
there. It pulsed in sync with the primary signatures that vanished from the school. I 
want you to find its source. 

Agent Bell: What are our parameters? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Standard sweep formation. Cross, you're on point 
with the anomalous energy detector. I want constant readings. Bell, you're on forensics. 
Bag anything, and I mean anything, that seems out of place. 

Agent Shaw: What about me and Sterling? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): You two are on overwatch and security. Keep your 
eyes on the police movements, and on the trees. We don't know what we're walking 
into. 

Agent Sterling: So our objective is to locate the source of the energy signature, and 
nothing else? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): That is your primary objective. Find the source. 
Identify it. Do not engage it. Report back to me immediately. 

Agent Cross: Understood, Lead. 

Agent Bell: We're ready to move. 

Agent Shaw: Let's get this done. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Remember, you are ghosts. The police are not to 
know you are here. 

Agent Sterling: We'll be in and out before they even realize it. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Good. The woods are dark and deep. Stick 
together, stay on comms, and trust your instincts. 

Agent Cross: Let's go find this echo. 

 

Whispers Among the Trees 



(The four agents disembarked from the rear of the van, melting into the deep shadows at the 
edge of the parking lot. They moved with a silent, synchronized grace, their dark, tactical 
gear making them nearly invisible against the backdrop of the forest. They entered the woods 
at a point far from the main trailhead, the sounds of the police search a distant, irrelevant 
noise.) 

Agent Shaw: (Her voice a low whisper on their private comms channel) We're in. Perimeter 
is clear. No visual on any local LE. 

Agent Sterling: Good. Cross, what are the scanners telling you? 

Agent Cross: (Her eyes on the glowing screen of her handheld device) I'm getting a faint, 
intermittent signal. It's weak, but it's consistent. It's coming from deeper in. 
North-northeast of our current position. 

Agent Bell: Any physical signs? Broken branches, disturbed soil? 

Agent Shaw: Negative. This part of the forest is pristine. It's like no one's been through 
here in years. The police aren't searching this deep. 

Agent Sterling: That's what the Lead Agent was counting on. They're looking for a trail. 
We're looking for a source. Keep moving. 

Agent Cross: The signal is getting slightly stronger. Still fluctuating, though. It's… it's a 
strange signature. Not like a standard entity. 

Agent Bell: What do you mean, "not standard"? 

Agent Cross: It's hard to describe. It's not a biological signature, but it's not purely 
energy either. It's something in between. It's... layered. 

Agent Shaw: That sounds… complicated. 

Agent Sterling: Everything about this case is complicated. Just keep us moving in the 
right direction, Cross. 

Agent Cross: Roger that. We're about 500 meters from the source now. The signal is 
becoming more stable. 

Agent Bell: (Kneeling, examining a patch of moss on an old oak tree) Sterling, you need to 
see this. 

Agent Sterling: What is it, Bell? 

Agent Bell: It's... it's a symbol. Carved into the bark. It's old, but the lines are precise. 



Agent Shaw: A symbol? What kind of symbol? 

Agent Sterling: (Looking down at the carving, his flashlight beam tracing its lines) It's a 
triangle. With two horizontal lines across the top. 

Agent Cross: Wait a minute. A triangle with two horizontal lines? 

Agent Bell: What is it, Cross? Do you recognize it? 

Agent Cross: I'm not sure. But one of the parents we interviewed... the mother of the 
girl who was talking about ghost stories. She said her daughter had been drawing 
something strange in her notebooks. 

Agent Sterling: And? 

Agent Cross: She described it as a "triangle with lines through it." 

Agent Shaw: So this isn't random. This is a marker. 

Agent Bell: Which means we're on the right track. 

Agent Sterling: Or we're walking into a trap. 

Agent Cross: The energy signature is very close now. Just beyond this ridge. 

Agent Shaw: Everyone, stay sharp. Weapons on standby. 

Agent Bell: Let's see what this echo has to say for itself. 

Agent Sterling: Agreed. Let's move. Slowly. 

(The agents moved with a newfound caution, the strange symbol a silent warning of the 
anomalous reality they were about to confront. The woods grew darker, the air grew colder, 
and the faint, intermittent pulse on Agent Cross's scanner became a steady, rhythmic hum, 
pulling them deeper into the heart of the mystery.) 

An Anomaly in the Woods 

(Twenty minutes later, the agents had pushed deeper into the silent, oppressive woods. The 
faint, intermittent signal on Agent Cross's scanner was the only thing guiding them. The forest 
floor was a thick carpet of damp leaves, muffling their footsteps, and the canopy above 
blotted out the last vestiges of the afternoon sun, plunging them into a premature twilight.) 



Agent Sterling: (His voice a low growl of frustration, pausing to kick at a strangely shaped 
rock) This is a fool's errand. We've been walking in circles for almost half an hour. This 
whole forest is a dead end. 

Agent Cross: The signal is still active, Sterling. It's just... weak. And it keeps moving, like 
it's drifting on the wind. 

Agent Bell: (Kneeling, examining a piece of discarded trash) This is fresh. A candy 
wrapper. Not one of the brands we saw in the local stores. It's foreign. 

Agent Shaw: So we're not the only ones out here. And whoever it is, they're not from 
around here. 

Agent Sterling: (Picks up the rock he kicked, turning it over in his hand) Look at this. It's 
shaped like a perfect cube. Not natural at all. 

Agent Cross: Is it giving off a signal? Any kind of anomalous energy? 

Agent Sterling: No. It's just a rock. A weirdly shaped, completely mundane rock. This is 
pointless. 

Agent Bell: Wait. Shh. Everyone, listen. 

Agent Sterling: What is it? I don't hear anything. 

Agent Bell: Exactly. Listen to what you don't hear. The birds just went silent. 

 

(A faint, rhythmic murmuring sound, like hushed, panicked voices, drifted through the trees. 
It was indistinct, but it was definitely human. The agents froze, their bodies instantly shifting 
into a state of high alert. They exchanged a look of grim understanding. They were not 
alone.) 

Agent Shaw: (Her voice a barely audible whisper) Voices. Multiple individuals. They're 
close, just ahead. 

Agent Sterling: Where are they coming from? Cross, can you get a direction? 

Agent Cross: The sound is coming from the same direction as the energy signature. Just 
over that rise. 

Agent Bell: They're not shouting. It doesn't sound like a struggle. 

Agent Shaw: It sounds like... crying. And... arguing? 



Agent Sterling: Let's move in. Slowly. Silently. Use the trees as cover. 

Agent Cross: Weapons on standby. We have no idea what we're walking into. 

Agent Bell: It could be other search parties. Or it could be something else entirely. 

Agent Shaw: Let's go find out. 

 

(The agents crested the rise, their movements as silent as the falling leaves. They peered 
through a thicket of ferns, their eyes widening at the scene below. In a small clearing, two 
local police officers were attempting to restrain two strange, terrified individuals, while a 
small group of angry bystanders shouted at them.) 

Agent Sterling: Well, I'll be damned. 

Agent Cross: Is that... them? Is that the source of the signal? 

Agent Bell: It has to be. My God, look at them. 

Agent Shaw: What in the world are they? 

Agent Sterling: I have no idea. But I think we just found our echo. 

Agent Cross: And it looks like the locals think they're the killers. 

Agent Bell: This is about to get very complicated, very fast. 

Agent Shaw: Let's just hope we can get to them before the police do something stupid. 

Agent Sterling: Let's move a little closer. We need to hear what they're saying. 

 

(The agents watched as the two figures struggled against the officers' grip, their appearances 
stark and alien in the dim forest light. The taller one's skin seemed to have long hair, long 
black claws and a terrifying eye appearance. The shorter one, a girl with stark white hair, 
looked around in pure terror.) 

Bystander 1: It's them! It has to be them! They're the ones who took the children! 

Bystander 2: Look at them! They're not even human! They're monsters! 

Bystander 3: They probably have the kids hidden somewhere in these woods! That's 
why they're here! 



Bystander 4: Arrest them! What are you waiting for?! 

Police Officer 1: We're taking them in for questioning! Now, everyone, please, calm 
down! We need to maintain order here! 

Bystander 1: Calm down?! Our children are missing, and you've just found the freaks 
who took them! 

Police Officer 2: We don't know that for sure! They haven't said a word! 

Bystander 2: Look at the tall one! Its skin is all... weird! It's a demon! It has to be! 

Bystander 3: They're probably from that school! That cursed place! 

Bystander 4: They've got the devil in their eyes! Look at them! 

 

(The agents watched the scene unfold, their minds racing. This was an unforeseen 
complication, but also a massive, undeniable opportunity.) 

Agent Sterling: This is a problem. The locals are about to form a lynch mob, and the 
police are about to arrest two potentially critical anomalous individuals. 

Agent Cross: They're not just potentially anomalous, Sterling. My scanner is going 
haywire. The taller one, the one with the flickering skin, is putting out a massive energy 
signature. The other one is less active, but still not a baseline human. 

Agent Bell: They're not the perpetrators. They're terrified. Look at their faces. They're 
as scared as everyone else here. 

Agent Shaw: So they're not the killers. They're victims, or something else entirely. And 
they're about to be treated like monsters by the local authorities. 

Agent Sterling: We can't let that happen. We need to intervene. That's a massive 
intelligence asset right there. 

Agent Cross: How? We can't just walk in and flash a badge. We'll blow our cover and 
create an even bigger incident. 

Agent Bell: We need to get them away from the police, and away from the mob. We 
need a controlled environment. 

Agent Shaw: The Lead Agent needs to know about this. Now. This changes our entire 
mission parameter. 



Agent Sterling: I'm already on it. Patching the visual feed through to her now. 

Agent Cross: What's the plan? We can't just stand here and watch them get dragged 
away. 

Agent Bell: We need to request permission to intervene. We need to extract them. 

Agent Shaw: And we need to do it fast, before that crowd gets any braver. 

Agent Sterling: Lead, are you seeing this? We have two unidentified anomalous 
individuals, apprehended by local LE under suspicion of involvement in the 
disappearances. 

Lead Agent (Comms): (Her voice sharp, cutting through their comms) I see it, Sterling. I 
see everything. 

Agent Cross: We have to get them out of there. They are a massive intelligence 
opportunity. 

 

(The Lead Agent's voice cut through their comms, sharp and decisive, her words a sudden, 
shocking order that changed the entire dynamic of their mission. There was no hesitation, no 
debate. Just a cold, calculated command.) 

Lead Agent (Comms): You're right. We have to get them out. I'm starting the van. 

Agent Sterling: Lead? What are you saying? Are you ordering an extraction? 

Lead Agent (Comms): I'm saying your mission has changed. Forget the search. Your 
new primary objective is to secure those two anomalous assets. 

Agent Cross: You want us to... extract them? From the local police, in front of a dozen 
witnesses? 

Lead Agent (Comms): I want you to rescue them. From the police, and from that mob, 
before they do something irreversible. 

Agent Bell: How are we supposed to do that? There's at least a dozen people down 
there, and they're all armed or angry. 

Lead Agent (Comms): I will create a diversion. I will drive the van to the edge of the 
clearing and lay on the horn. It will draw their attention. 

Agent Shaw: And while they're distracted by the noise? 



Lead Agent (Comms): You will move in. You will use the aerosolized amnestics to 
disorient the crowd and the officers. Class-A, short-term memory wipe. 

Agent Sterling: And then what? Just grab them and run for the van? 

Lead Agent (Comms): You will secure the assets, and you will bring them to the van. I 
will have the engine running and the rear doors open. 

Agent Cross: This is a massive risk, Lead. If we're caught, the Veil is completely 
shattered in this town. 

Lead Agent (Comms): We won't be caught. The police are disorganized and panicking. 
They won't know what hit them until they're trying to remember why they were 
standing in the woods. 

Agent Bell: And the two individuals? What if they resist us? They don't know who we 
are. 

Lead Agent (Comms): They won't. They're terrified. They'll go with anyone who offers 
them a way out of this nightmare. 

Agent Shaw: So we are doing this. Right now. 

Lead Agent (Comms): Yes. Get your amnestics ready. I'm starting the engine. Be ready 
to move on my signal. 

Agent Sterling: Understood, Lead. We are in position. 

Agent Cross: We're on it. This is going to be close. 

Agent Bell: Let's go get them. 

Agent Shaw: It's about to get loud. 

(The agents exchanged a look of grim, adrenaline-fueled excitement. Their quiet, stealthy 
mission had just turned into a brazen, high-stakes extraction. The quiet hum of the forest 
was about to be shattered by the roar of an engine and the chaos of a carefully orchestrated 
rescue.) 

Extraction Under Duress 

(The agents burst from the treeline, moving with a speed and purpose that was jarringly out 
of place in the chaotic clearing. They formed a loose, protective semi-circle, their calm, 
authoritative presence immediately drawing the attention of the police and the angry 



bystanders. Agent Sterling stepped forward, his hands held open in a non-threatening 
gesture, his voice cutting through the noise.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice calm, but with an undeniable edge of command) Everyone, take 
a deep breath. We're federal agents. We are taking control of this situation. 

Police Officer 1: Federal agents? We haven't received any notification of federal 
involvement in this case! 

Bystander 1: Who are you people?! Show us some identification! 

Agent Cross: Our identification is classified. We are part of a special task force assigned 
to this crisis. 

Agent Bell: We need you all to step back and give us some room to work. The situation 
is more delicate than you understand. 

Police Officer 2: Delicate? We've got our suspects right here! We were about to take 
them in! 

Agent Shaw: These individuals are not suspects. They are material witnesses, and they 
are now under our protection. 

Bystander 2: Protection?! They're monsters! They're the ones who took our kids! 

Agent Sterling: You have no evidence of that. You are reacting to fear. We are reacting 
to facts. 

Agent Cross: We need to secure these two individuals for a priority debriefing. It is a 
matter of national security. 

Police Officer 1: I don't care if you're the Men in Black. These are my detainees. They're 
not going anywhere. 

Bystander 3: Yeah! Don't let them take them! 

Agent Bell: We are not asking. We are informing you of the protocol. 

Agent Shaw: Now, for the last time, we need everyone to step back. 

Police Officer 2: Who the hell do you think you are? 

Agent Sterling: We're the people who are going to solve this. 

Bystander 4: We don't trust you! 



Agent Cross: Your trust is not a prerequisite for our intervention. 

Agent Bell: Now, stand down. 

 

(The two police officers stood their ground, their hands hovering over their sidearms. The 
bystanders, emboldened by the officers' defiance, pressed closer, their shouts growing louder 
and more hostile. The agents remained calm, their training keeping them steady in the face 
of the escalating chaos.) 

Police Officer 1: I'm not standing down. You have no jurisdiction here. This is a local 
matter. 

Bystander 2: Yeah! Go back to whatever city you came from! We can handle our own 
problems! 

Agent Sterling: With all due respect, Officer, you can't. You're searching the woods 
while the real threat is somewhere else entirely. You're out of your depth. 

Police Officer 2: Is that a threat? Are you threatening a police officer? 

Agent Cross: It's an observation. You are dealing with a situation that is beyond your 
scope and training. We are not. 

Bystander 3: They're trying to take the monsters! They're probably working with them! 

Agent Bell: We are trying to prevent a riot. And we are trying to secure two very scared 
and very confused individuals who may have information that can help find the missing 
children. 

Bystander 4: They're not confused! They're guilty! Look at them! 

Agent Shaw: What you are seeing is fear. And you are projecting your own fear onto 
them. It's a natural reaction, but it's not a helpful one. 

Police Officer 1: I don't need a lecture on psychology. I need you to show me a badge 
and a warrant. 

Agent Sterling: We don't need a warrant to take custody of witnesses in a federal 
investigation. 

Police Officer 2: This isn't a federal investigation! This is a local missing persons case! 



Agent Cross: It has escalated far beyond a local matter. You just haven't been read in 
on the new intelligence. 

Bystander 1: What intelligence? Tell us! 

Agent Bell: That information is classified. 

Bystander 2: See?! They're hiding something! 

Agent Shaw: We are trying to protect you. All of you. Now, for the last time, give us the 
witnesses. 

Police Officer 1: Not a chance. 

Bystander 3: Get out of here! 

 

(As Sterling and the lead officer postured, Agent Bell moved with a slow, deliberate calm, 
circling around the periphery of the confrontation until she was just a few feet from the 
terrified, otherworldly siblings.) 

Agent Bell: (Her voice a barely audible whisper, her eyes locked with Dorthy's) We are here 
to help you. Do not resist. Play along, and we will get you out of here safely. 

Dorthy: (Her eyes wide with a mix of terror and a desperate, flickering hope, gives a tiny, 
almost imperceptible nod.) 

Scarlet: (Their form glitching slightly, they look from the angry mob to Bell's calm face, a 
silent question in their eyes.) 

 

(The lead police officer, his patience finally snapping, unholstered his weapon, his hand 
shaking slightly. The crowd gasped, some shrinking back, others surging forward with a 
renewed, dangerous energy.) 

Police Officer 1: I'm not going to tell you again! Get back, or I will place you all under 
arrest for obstruction of justice! 

Agent Sterling: Officer, you are making a grave mistake. Put the weapon down. 

Police Officer 1: This is my investigation! These are my suspects! You have no authority 
here! 



Agent Cross: Our authority comes from a much higher level than yours, I can assure 
you. 

Bystander 1: They're not backing down! 

Bystander 2: Good! Don't let these government spooks push you around! 

Police Officer 2: (Drawing his own weapon) Sir, maybe we should just call this in. Let the 
Chief handle it. 

Police Officer 1: No! We're not backing down! We're not letting these freaks go! 

Agent Bell: You are escalating a situation you do not understand. 

Agent Shaw: You are endangering every civilian in this clearing. 

Police Officer 1: I'm restoring order! 

Agent Sterling: This isn't order. This is a mob. And you're about to become its leader. 

Bystander 3: Do something! Don't just stand there! 

Bystander 4: Arrest them all! 

Police Officer 1: That's it! You're all under arrest! 

Agent Cross: I don't think so. 

Bystander 1: He's going to shoot! 

Bystander 2: This is crazy! 

Police Officer 2: Sir, don't! 

 

(The roar of the van's engine suddenly ripped through the clearing, its horn blaring in a long, 
deafening blast that made everyone flinch and turn. The unmarked vehicle was barrelling 
down the narrow access road, its headlights flashing.) 

Lead Agent (Comms): (Her voice a cold, sharp command in the agents' ears) That's your 
diversion! I'm here! Get in here, ASAP! 

Agent Cross: (Her hand already moving to her belt) Copy, Lead! 

Agent Sterling: Move! Now! 



Agent Bell: (Grabbing Dorthy's arm) Come with us! Now! 

Agent Shaw: (Moving to shield Scarlet) We're getting you out! 

(With a practiced, fluid motion, Agent Cross pulled a small, silver cylinder from her belt, 
twisted the base, and threw it into the center of the clearing. It landed with a soft thud.) 

Police Officer 1: What the hell is that?! 

Bystander 1: It's a smoke bomb! 

(The cylinder hissed, releasing a thick, odorless, shimmering cloud that expanded with 
impossible speed. It wasn't smoke; it was a cloud of aerosolized Class-A amnestics.) 

Agent Sterling: Go, go, go! 

Agent Cross: Grab them and move! 

Agent Bell: I've got the girl! 

Agent Shaw: I have the other one! 

(The agents moved through the disorienting, shimmering cloud, grabbing the now-limp and 
confused Scarlet and Dorthy. They half-carried, half-dragged them towards the still-moving 
van.) 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): (The van's side door sliding open as she expertly 
maneuvers the vehicle) Get in! Now! 

(The four agents scrambled into the back of the van, pulling Scarlet and Dorthy in with them. 
The heavy door slammed shut just as the van fishtailed on the gravel, its engine roaring as it 
sped away, leaving the clearing behind.) 

Agent Sterling: We're clear! 

Agent Cross: All assets secured! 

Agent Bell: We're away! 

 

(Back in the clearing, the shimmering cloud of amnestics dissipated as quickly as it had 
appeared. The police officers and the bystanders stood in a daze, blinking in the sudden 
silence. The van was gone. The two strange figures were gone. The angry, federal agents were 
gone. There was only the quiet hum of the forest.) 



Police Officer 1: (Shaking his head, his gun still in his hand, a look of profound confusion 
on his face) What... what were we doing? 

Bystander 1: I... I don't remember. Were we... were we searching for something? 

Police Officer 2: My head hurts. Why are we all just standing here? 

Bystander 2: I feel like I just woke up from a weird dream. 

Bystander 3: Weren't there... some kids here? 

Bystander 4: I don't think so. I can't remember seeing any kids. 

Police Officer 1: We should... we should probably get back to the main search. 

Bystander 1: Yeah. Good idea. 

Police Officer 2: Let's go. 

(The small group, their memories of the last five minutes completely erased, turned and 
began to walk away from the clearing, a vague sense of unease the only remnant of the 
chaotic confrontation that had just taken place. They had no memory of the two strange 
figures, or the agents who had taken them, leaving the forest once again to its secrets.) 

Anomalous Cargo 

(The unmarked van sped through the back roads of South Maple County, leaving the chaos of 
the forest clearing far behind. Inside, a strange, heavy silence had fallen. In the back, the four 
agents—Sterling, Cross, Bell, and Shaw—sat on one side, their professional composure a 
stark contrast to the two otherworldly figures seated opposite them. Scarlet's skin continued 
to shift and flicker with a soft, staticky light, and Dorthy, though appearing more human, 
clutched her sibling's arm, her white hair almost glowing in the dim interior of the van. For a 
long moment, no one spoke. There was only the hum of the engine and the soft hiss of the 
amnestics cloud dissipating from their gear.) 

Agent Bell: (Looking out the polarized window at the passing trees, a quiet, almost 
imperceptible sigh of relief escaping her) Well. That was a success. 

(The single comment hung in the air, followed by another long, awkward silence. The agents 
stared at their two strange passengers, unsure of what to say or how to begin. Scarlet and 
Dorthy stared back, their expressions a mixture of terror, grief, and profound confusion. 
Finally, Dorthy, her voice trembling but clear, broke the silence.) 

Dorthy: Where are you taking us? 



(Dorthy's simple, direct question shattered the spell. The agents, snapped back to their 
training, immediately shifted into their professional personas. They were no longer just 
stunned observers; they were Foundation operatives with a mission to complete. Agent 
Sterling, as the ranking field agent, took the lead.) 

Agent Sterling: You're safe. That's the most important thing. You're in a secure, mobile 
command unit. 

Agent Cross: My name is Agent Cross. This is Agent Sterling, Agent Bell, and Agent 
Shaw. We are with a... specialized government task force. 

Agent Bell: We're here to investigate the disappearances. And we believe you can help 
us. 

Agent Shaw: We know you're scared, and we know you're confused. But we are not 
going to hurt you. We are here to help you understand what happened to your sister. 

Dorthy: You... you're not with the local police? 

Agent Sterling: No. We operate on a much higher level of authority. The local police do 
not have the resources to deal with this situation. 

Scarlet: (Their voice a soft, multi-toned whisper) What situation? 

Agent Cross: The situation at Maple High School. It is the last place were the missing 
students was seen. 

Dorthy: She's... she's in the school? 

Agent Ben: (As he raises his eyebrow) Who’s She? 

Dorthy: (She spoke in worried) Cl-Claire, She did not get home. 

Agent Cross: Isn't the one who was missing recently? 

Agent Ben: (looking at cross) More likely 

Dorthy: Are you going to help her? 

Agent Bell: We believe so. Our investigation is focused there. That is why we need to 
talk. We need to understand what we're walking into. And we need to understand who 
you are. 



(The agents' calm, professional demeanor seemed to have a soothing effect on the two 
siblings. Dorthy's posture relaxed slightly, though she still held tightly to Scarlet's arm. Agent 
Shaw leaned forward, her expression gentle.) 

Agent Shaw: Can you tell us why you were in the woods in the first place? The police 
seemed to think you were the ones they were looking for. 

Dorthy: We were looking for Claire. We… We didn't know what else to do. We just knew 
she was missing. 

Scarlet: We thought... we thought she might have gotten lost. Like the stories we heard 
about the other children from that school. 

Dorthy: We didn't know where else to look. We were just calling her name. And then... 
those people... they saw us. 

Agent Sterling: The bystanders? 

Dorthy: Y-Yes. They started screaming as soon as they saw Scarlet. They called us 
monsters. 

Scarlet: They were scared of me… Because I look... different. 

Agent Cross: And the police? 

Dorthy: They just believed the crowd. They didn't even ask us who we were. They just... 
grabbed us. We were so scared. 

Agent Bell: You're safe now. No one here is going to judge you for how you look. 

(The agents let that promise hang in the air, a silent vow. Scarlet's flickering seemed to slow, 
the staticky effect on their skin becoming less frantic. Agent Bell continued, her voice soft and 
empathetic.) 

Agent Bell: Are you two alright? You're not injured? 

Dorthy: We're okay. Just... shaken. And so worried about Claire. 

Scarlet: My head hurts. From all the shouting. 

Agent Shaw: We have medical supplies in the back. And water. We can make sure 
you're comfortable. 

Dorthy: We don't need anything. We just need to find our sister. 



Agent Sterling: We understand. And we will do everything in our power to locate her. 
But we need you to be calm and clear-headed so you can help us. 

Agent Cross: Can you do that for us? Can you help us understand what she was facing? 

Dorthy: (After a long pause, she looks at Scarlet, who gives a slight nod) Yes. 

Scarlet: (nods). 

Agent Bell: Thank you. We appreciate it. 

 

The First Debrief 

(With a fragile trust now established, the agents began their interview. They needed to 
understand the nature of the two anomalous individuals before them, and what they knew 
about the larger threat.) 

Agent Sterling: Alright. Let's start with the basics. You said your family isn't from 
around here. Where are you from? 

Dorthy: It's... complicated. It's not a place you would find on any map. 

Scarlet: We're from a different... layer of things. 

Agent Cross: A hidden area or place? 

Dorthy: Something like that. Claire... she wanted a normal life. She wanted to go to a 
normal school. So she came here. 

Agent Bell: And you followed her? 

Scarlet: We came to check on her. We felt that something was wrong. 

Agent Shaw: What did you feel? 

Scarlet: A... coldness. A silence where her thoughts should be. 

Agent Sterling: You can feel her thoughts? 

Dorthy: Our family is... connected. Not like your people. We can sense each other. But a 
few days ago, it became hard to sense Claire. It was like she was... fading. 

Agent Cross: And that's when you came here. 



Dorthy: Yes. We didn't know what to expect. We just knew she was in danger. 

Agent Bell: Do you know anything about the school? About the teachers? 

Scarlet: Only what Claire told us. She said some of the teachers were cruel. That the 
rules were strange. 

Agent Shaw: Did she ever mention any specific names? Or stories the other kids told? 

Dorthy: (Shakes her head, her expression clouded with worry) No. She never named 
anyone. She was too scared. She just said to stay away from that place, that it was a bad 
place. 

Agent Sterling: So she warned you, but didn't give specifics. 

Dorthy: She just said there were monsters there. We thought she was being 
metaphorical. And now... she's gone. 

(The interior of the van was a pocket of tense quiet, rolling through a world that had no idea 
of its existence. The agents let the last statement hang in the air, giving the two siblings a 
moment before pressing on. Agent Sterling leaned forward slightly, his voice low and even.) 

Agent Sterling: You said Claire mentioned "monsters," plural. Did she ever describe 
them to you? Did she say how many there were? 

Dorthy: She was always vague, like she was afraid that saying their names out loud 
would summon them. She just said some of the teachers weren't... normal. 

Scarlet: (Their eyes unfocused, as if sensing a memory) It wasn't one coldness that we felt 
from her. It was many. Small coldnesses, like dark... 

Agent Cross: Needles? Can you describe that feeling more? 

Scarlet: Sharp. Pointed. The kind of cold that hurts. And another that was... flat and 
thin, like a razor. Another was just... loud. A loud, angry cold. 

Agent Bell: And the "empty" coldness? 

Scarlet: That was the biggest one. The one that felt like it was underneath everything 
else. It felt... hungry. 

Agent Shaw: Did Claire ever describe what the cruel teachers looked like? Any details at 
all? 



Dorthy: She mentioned one, the math teacher. She said the teacher had a "sharp 
pointer" and that she hated it when students made mistakes. She said the teacher's 
eyes were like perfect, empty circles. 

Agent Sterling: A math teacher. That's a recurring detail from the other families we've 
spoken to. 

Agent Cross: And the bullying you mentioned earlier? A boy named Oliver? Did she say 
if he was connected to these... "monsters"? 

Dorthy: N-no idea who Oliver is. 

Agent Bell: I see… Did she ever say what was in this secret part of the school? 

Scarlet: The empty coldness lived there. That's what she felt. 

Agent Shaw: So these teachers, and the bully, potentially but i cannot confirm that, and 
this "empty dark coldness"... they were all separate threats? 

Dorthy: I.. I'm not really sure. 

Agent Cross: It's ok, we can investigate this one… 

Agent Sterling: This is vital information. It confirms our theory of a entity environment. 

Agent Cross: And it gives us a better understanding of the possible threat. 

Agent Bell: We need to get this to Command immediately. 

Agent Shaw: This changes our entire approach. 

Synthesizing the Threat 

(The interior of the van was a pocket of tense quiet, rolling through a world that had no idea 
of its existence. The four agents exchanged a look of grim understanding. The vague "yellow 
flags" were beginning to resolve into a terrifyingly clear picture. They weren't just dealing with 
a haunted school; they were dealing with a full-blown anomalous ecosystem. Agent Cross 
was the first to break the silence, her eyes fixed on the datapad displaying her notes.) 

Agent Cross: Okay, let's synthesize this. The parents gave us a consistent pattern of 
fear directed at the faculty. Scarlet and Dorthy have just confirmed it. The teachers are a 
primary, active threat vector. 

Agent Bell: And Scarlet's description of the "coldnesses"... it's invaluable. A "big dark" 
coldness one. That has to correspond to the ghost stories that they were all so afraid of. 



Agent Shaw: It's a perfect match for the anecdotal evidence. Three distinct predatory 
entities, each with a unique, hostile signature that can be felt by other anomalous 
beings. 

Agent Cross: That confirms it. This entity is the central nexus of the anomaly. It's the 
one Claire was most afraid of. 

Agent Bell: And the one the students have built an entire ghost story around. The one 
they won't name. 

Agent Shaw: So we're looking at a minimum of four, possibly five or more, hostile 
entities operating in one location, with the local police completely oblivious. 

Agent Sterling: This is a Class-5 outbreak masquerading as a series of unfortunate 
events. The level of concealment is... masterful. 

Agent Cross: The secretive administration, the convenient "lost in the woods" 
narrative... it was all designed to let this fester in the dark. 

Agent Bell: We need to get this synthesized report to the Lead Agent immediately. The 
initial threat assessment is obsolete. 

Agent Shaw: This isn't just a containment mission anymore. It's a full-scale 
extermination and rescue operation. 

Agent Sterling: The O5 council is going to have a field day with this one. 

Agent Cross: Let's hope they give us the green light to act. We can't afford to let this 
situation continue for another day. 

Agent Bell: What about our two passengers? They're the key to all of this. 

Agent Shaw: We need to keep them secure. And we need to learn more about them. 
This van isn't a long-term solution. 

Agent Sterling: Agreed. They're valuable assets, but they're also civilians, in a sense. We 
can't keep them in the field with us. 

Agent Cross: We need to get them to a secure location. A proper safe house. 

Agent Bell: Let's clear it with the Lead Agent. Our priority should be to drop them off 
somewhere safe before we proceed with the next phase. 

Agent Shaw: It's the only logical move. They're too valuable and too vulnerable to keep 
with us. 



Agent Sterling: Then it's settled. We get them to safety, then we move on the school. 

(As Agents Cross, Bell, and Shaw began to furiously compile their report, their hands flying 
across their datapads, their conversation a low murmur of technical jargon and tactical 
assessments, Agent Sterling turned his attention back to their two passengers. He moved to 
sit opposite them, his expression softening from the hard mask of an operative to one of 
quiet, genuine curiosity. He offered them a small, reassuring smile.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice calm and gentle) I know this is a lot to take in. You've both 
been incredibly brave. We just need to ask a few more questions, if you're up to it. 

Dorthy: (Nodding, her grip on Scarlet's arm still tight) We'll answer what we can. We want 
to help find Claire. 

Agent Sterling: I'd like to understand a little more about you two. About where you're 
from. You said it was a different "layer of things." 

Scarlet: (Their form flickering softly) It is. It's not like this place. It's... quieter. Less... solid. 

Dorthy: Our world is more about thoughts and feelings than... physical things. It's why 
we can sense each other so easily. It's why we knew Claire was in trouble. 

Agent Sterling: And your appearance... Scarlet, the way your body seems to be tall, and 
terrifying looks... is that normal where you're from? 

Scarlet: (Looking down at their hands, where the claw seemed to grow and then shrinks 
little) It is. For me. It's... what I am. It changes with what I feel. When I'm scared or upset, 
it gets... louder. 

Dorthy: It's a part of him. It's no different than the color of your hair or your eyes. It's 
just... different from the way people look here. 

Agent Sterling: It's not something to be afraid of. It's just... something we don't 
understand yet. And we want to understand. 

Scarlet: You're not scared of me? 

Agent Sterling: No. I've seen things you can't even imagine. Different is not the same as 
dangerous. 

Dorthy: That's... that's the first time anyone here has said that. 

Agent Sterling: Claire came here to be "normal." What was she trying to get away from? 



Dorthy: It wasn't about getting away. It was about... experiencing. Our layer is very... 
homogenous. Everyone is connected. Everyone understands everyone else. 

Scarlet: Claire.. Is… special to… us. 

Dorthy: Claire wanted to feel what it was like to be an individual. To have secrets. To 
have friendships that were built on words and them, not just... feelings. She was 
fascinated by this world. By the solidness of it. The way people could be so close, yet so 
separate. 

Agent Sterling: So she chose to come here. To this town. To this school. 

Dorthy: She said it felt... interesting. Different from all the other places. She said it had a 
"louder silence" than anywhere else she'd been. 

Agent Sterling: A louder silence. That's a very good way of putting it. 

Scarlet: We were worried. We told her it felt... cold. But she was so fragile. 

Dorthy: She wanted to prove she could make it on her own here. That she could be a 
"normal" girl. 

Agent Sterling: She sounds like she was very brave. 

Dorthy: (A sad smile) She was. The bravest of all of us. 

Agent Sterling: And you two? What is your role back home? 

Scarlet: I... I listen. I feel the patterns. The echoes of things. 

Dorthy: And I interpret them. I give them words. We... we work together. 

Agent Sterling: You're intelligence gatherers. Just like us. 

Dorthy: I suppose so. In a way. 

Agent Sterling: Then you understand why we need to ask these questions. Why every 
detail matters. 

Scarlet: We understand. 

Dorthy: We will tell you everything we can. For Claire. 

(Agent Sterling gave them a final, grateful nod. He now understood that he wasn't just 
interviewing two strange beings; he was interviewing a fellow intelligence team, one with a 
unique and powerful perspective on the very nature of the threat they were about to face.) 



Burning Cover 

(The interior of the van was a hive of quiet, focused activity as the agents began compiling 
their full report. Agent Sterling was about to contact the Lead Agent to recommend their next 
course of action)  

Agent Sterling: You two are Special, I can't think how painful you’ve been through, for 
Claire. 

Scarlet: (a smile eye emotion) we will be fine. 

Dorthy: (a slight smile) Thats ok, we always stick together to make this possible–​
​
(Dorthy conversation was interrupted as a priority alert suddenly flashed on the main 
console, overriding their local channel. A new voice, sharp and laced with static, filled the 
van.) 

Recon-1 (Comms): (His voice urgent and fast) Sterling, this is Recon-1! Do you copy?! You 
have a situation! 

Agent Sterling: (Immediately responding, his voice dropping to a low, serious tone) I copy, 
Recon-1. We're here. What's the situation? 

Recon-1 (Comms): You're compromised! Your team has been flagged! The local 
authorities, a group calling themselves the "Maple Agency," have gotten suspicious! 

Agent Cross: On what grounds? We were clean. We left no trace. 

Recon-1 (Comms): Not you, your van! They spotted the vehicle on a traffic camera near 
the woods after you extracted the two new assets. They flagged it as an unauthorized 
vehicle operating within their lockdown perimeter. 

Agent Bell: So they know we're here. Do they know who we are? 

Recon-1 (Comms): Negative. But they are actively searching for you. They think you're 
third-party actors, maybe kidnappers, who took the two "suspects" they had in custody. 

Agent Shaw: They're hunting us. 

Recon-1 (Comms): Affirmative. I'm tracking their movements now. They have two patrol 
cars sweeping the back roads, and they're heading in your general direction. 

Agent Sterling: What's their ETA? 



Recon-1 (Comms): At your current speed and route, I estimate you have less than ten 
minutes before they establish a visual. 

Agent Cross: We need to lose them. We cannot afford a direct confrontation. 

Recon-1 (Comms): That's my assessment as well. You need to get out of the perimeter 
immediately. Lose them before they can box you in. 

Agent Bell: We have the assets with us. A high-speed pursuit is risky. 

Recon-1 (Comms): A traffic stop is riskier. If they see who's in the back of your van, this 
entire situation goes from a local crisis to a global incident. 

Agent Shaw: He's right. We need to disappear. 

Agent Sterling: Lead, are you hearing this? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): (Her voice cutting in, calm and cold as ice) I've heard 
every word. Recon-1, maintain your overwatch and feed me their real-time positions. 

Recon-1 (Comms): Copy that, Lead. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Agents, your current route is compromised. I'm 
plotting a new one now that will take you through the industrial sector. More turns, 
more cover. 

Agent Sterling: We're ready to move on your command. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Then get ready. I'm taking the wheel. 

Agent Cross: What's the new objective? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Lose them. And don't look back. 

Agent Bell: Understood. 

Agent Shaw: It's about to get bumpy. 

Recon-1 (Comms): They're closing the distance. Five minutes to intercept. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We'll do it in three. Hold on. 

 

Anomalous Cargo 



(The van suddenly lurched to the side, throwing its occupants against the walls as the Lead 
Agent executed a hard, un-signaled turn onto a narrow side road. Scarlet and Dorthy, who 
had been sitting in a stunned silence, cried out in alarm. Dorthy grabbed a stanchion to 
steady herself, her eyes wide with a new, fresh wave of fear.) 

Dorthy: (Her voice a panicked) What was going on? 

Scarlet: (Their form flickering erratically with distress) Are we in danger again? 

Agent Bell: (Moving to sit opposite them, her movements steady despite the van's erratic 
motion) It's alright. Just stay calm. We're not in any danger. 

Dorthy: It doesn't feel like that! Who are the "Maple Agency"? And why are they looking 
for you? 

Agent Shaw: They're the local authorities. And they're looking for us because they don't 
understand what's happening. 

Scarlet: They think… we're the monsters. 

Agent Cross: No. They think you're simple criminals. And they think we're a rival gang, 
so to speak. It's a misunderstanding we can't afford to correct right now. 

Dorthy: So... we're running? 

Agent Sterling: We're not running. We are executing a tactical relocation to a more 
secure environment. 

Dorthy: That sounds a lot like running. 

Agent Bell: We have you with us. You're not human, and your appearance would 
cause... complications. We need to get you somewhere safe where we can talk without 
being interrupted. 

Scarlet: A safe place? 

Agent Shaw: Yes. That was our plan all along. This just... accelerated the timeline. 

Dorthy: So you're not taking us back to the school? 

Agent Sterling: No. Absolutely not. The school is the last place anyone should be right 
now. 

Agent Cross: We need to get you to one of our own facilities. But first, we need to 
know... where is your home? Where are you staying? 



Dorthy: Home? We... we don't have a "home" here. Not like you do. 

Scarlet: We have a... a foothold. An anchor point. 

Agent Bell: An anchor point? Can you describe it? Is it a house? An apartment? 

Dorthy: It's a place between places. It's where we were able to push through into this... 
this layer. 

Agent Shaw: A localized gateway? Can you give us a location? 

Scarlet: It's... quiet there. It feels like our world. It's a small place. An old, forgotten 
bookshop on the edge of town. 

Agent Sterling: A bookshop? 

Dorthy: Yes. "The Gilded Page." No one has been inside for years. We were able to 
create a... a stable doorway in the back room. 

Agent Cross: So you have your own safe house. One that's already warded by your 
own... methods? 

Dorthy: It's the only place we feel safe. The only place that feels like home. 

Agent Bell: And you can get us there? 

Scarlet: We can guide you. It's not far from here. 

Agent Shaw: This is a significant development. A pre-secured, potentially anomalous 
location. 

Agent Sterling: Lead, are you hearing this? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I am. A bookshop. How fitting. 

Dorthy: Can you take us there? Please? We'll be safe there. And we can tell you 
everything we know about Claire. 

Agent Bell: It might be our best option. It's not a registered Foundation site, so the 
locals won't be looking for it. 

Agent Sterling: It's a high-risk, high-reward play. We'd be entering their territory. 

Agent Cross: But it would also give us a secure, off-the-books location to continue this 
debriefing. 



Agent Shaw: And it would build a significant amount of trust with our new assets. 

Scarlet: Please. We just want to go somewhere familiar. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Alright. I'm making a command decision. We're 
going to the bookshop. 

Dorthy: Really? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Yes. Scarlet, I'm patching our navigation system 
into your thoughts. Guide me. 

Scarlet: (Closing their eyes, their form flickering with concentration) I... I can do that. 

Agent Sterling: This is going to be an interesting debrief. 

Agent Cross: Let's just hope the shop has a good coffee selection. 

Agent Bell: Focus, Cross. 

Agent Shaw: We're putting a lot of trust in them. 

Agent Sterling: And they're putting a lot of trust in us. It goes both ways. 

(The van took another sharp turn, following the strange, intuitive directions now appearing 
on the Lead Agent's console. They were no longer just running; they were heading towards an 
unknown destination, a place between worlds, guided by the very anomalies they had just 
rescued.) 

Breaching the Cordon 

(The unmarked van continued its silent, purposeful journey through the winding back roads, 
guided by Scarlet's strange, intuitive directions. Inside, the atmosphere remained a mixture 
of professional focus and anxious uncertainty. Suddenly, the tactical comms channel 
crackled to life, the voice of their overwatch cutting through the quiet hum of the engine.) 

Recon-1 (Comms): Lead, this is Recon-1. Be advised, you are approaching the edge of 
the county lockdown perimeter. There's a police checkpoint approximately two klicks 
ahead on your current route. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Copy that, Recon-1. What's the status of the 
checkpoint? Is it a hard barricade or a simple traffic stop? 

Recon-1 (Comms): It appears to be a soft checkpoint, but they are stopping all vehicles 
attempting to exit the county. 



Agent Sterling: So we can't just drive through. They'll stop us for sure. 

Agent Cross: And they'll have questions. Questions we can't answer, especially with our 
two new friends in the back. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Rerouting is not an option. This is the most direct 
path to the location Scarlet is guiding us to. We'll have to go through them. 

Agent Bell: What's the plan, Lead? We can't afford to be identified. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We won't be. Recon-1, give me a detailed 
assessment of the checkpoint's manpower. 

Recon-1 (Comms): Acknowledged. Stand by. 

Agent Shaw: This is getting complicated. (sips coffee) 

 

(The agents waited in tense silence as the recon operative gathered his intelligence. The van 
slowed its pace slightly, the Lead Agent's hands steady on the wheel. A few moments later, 
Recon-1's voice returned, clear and precise.) 

Recon-1 (Comms): I have a visual. The checkpoint is understaffed. I'm only counting 
three police officers. They look tired, distracted. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Only three. They've stretched their forces too thin 
trying to contain the woods. 

Recon-1 (Comms): Affirmative. It's a weak point in their perimeter. Lead, do you have 
any non-lethal, memory-altering devices left in your inventory? 

Agent Cross: (Checking a small, reinforced case under her seat) This is Cross. We have two 
Class-A aerosolized amnestics grenades left. Short-term, localized effect. 

Recon-1 (Comms): That's perfect. More than enough for a three-man team. 

Agent Sterling: So you're suggesting we wipe them? Just drive through and let them 
forget they ever saw us? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): It's the cleanest option. No confrontation, no 
casualties, and no memory of our vehicle or our passengers. 

Agent Bell: It's risky. The deployment has to be precise. 



Agent Shaw: It's less risky than trying to talk our way through a checkpoint with two 
known anomalies in the back. 

Recon-1 (Comms): I agree. It's your best shot at a clean exit. 

 

(The decision was made. The cold, efficient logic of the Foundation took precedence. There 
was no room for error.) 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Alright. That's the plan. Cross, get one of the 
grenades ready. 

Agent Cross: It's in my hand, Lead. Ready for deployment on your command. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We'll approach the checkpoint at a steady, 
non-threatening speed. They'll signal us to stop. I'll roll down the window to talk to 
them. 

Agent Sterling: And that's when Cross deploys the device? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Exactly. The moment they're close enough for a 
conversation, you will deploy the amnestic grenade out of the passenger-side window. 

Agent Bell: It will activate on impact and release the aerosol. They'll be disoriented and 
their short-term memory will be wiped within seconds. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): And while they're trying to remember why they're 
standing in the middle of the road, I will drive through the checkpoint. By the time 
they've recovered, we'll be long gone. 

Agent Shaw: And they'll have no memory of the black van that just drove past them. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Exactly. Now, get ready. We're one klick out. 

Agent Cross: Grenade is armed and ready. 

17:23: Point of No Return 

(The unmarked van crested a small hill, the police checkpoint now clearly visible in the 
twilight ahead. Three patrol cars were parked haphazardly, forming a makeshift barricade, 
and three tired-looking officers stood by, checking the occasional vehicle. The Lead Agent 
eased her foot off the accelerator, the van slowing to a crawl as they approached.) 



Police Officer 1 (Officer Reed): (Squinting, his hand shielding his eyes from the setting 
sun) Hey, you guys see that? Black van, no markings. Just like the BOLO. 

Police Officer 2 (Officer Grant): Yeah, I see it. Matches the description from dispatch. 
The one they spotted on the traffic cams near the woods. 

Police Officer 3 (Officer Hayes): Alright, this is it. Look alive. This could be our guys. 

Officer Reed: Should we call for backup? 

Officer Grant: No, not yet. Let's not spook them. We'll just perform a standard traffic 
stop. Ask them what they're doing out here. 

Officer Hayes: Standard? The dispatch said they were involved with those weirdos from 
the woods. I'm not taking any chances. 

Officer Reed: He's right. Weapons drawn. Let's approach with caution. 

Officer Grant: Fine. But let me do the talking. We don't want to start a firefight out 
here. 

Officer Hayes: Just be ready for anything. These guys are not your average joyriders. 

Officer Reed: Okay. Let's move. 

 

(Inside the van, the agents were a picture of coiled, professional tension. Agent Cross held the 
small, silver amnestic grenade in her hand, her thumb resting on the activation switch. The 
other agents had their hands resting on their concealed sidearms, their eyes fixed on the 
approaching officers.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice a low, steady murmur) They've spotted us. Three officers, all 
armed. They're approaching now. 

Agent Cross: Grenade is hot. Ready for deployment on your mark, Lead. 

Agent Bell: Just give the word. 

 

(The three police officers fanned out, approaching the van from the front and sides, their 
weapons held in a low, ready position. The lead officer, Grant, held up a hand, signaling for 
the van to stop. The Lead Agent brought the vehicle to a smooth, complete halt. As Officer 



Grant got closer to the driver's side door, the passenger door suddenly slid open with a sharp 
hiss.) 

Officer Grant: (Startled, raising his weapon) What the hell?! Show me your hands! 

(Before he could finish his sentence, Agent Cross tossed the small, silver cylinder. It landed on 
the asphalt with a soft clink and immediately erupted, releasing a shimmering, odorless 
cloud that enveloped the three officers in an instant.) 

Officer Hayes: (His voice thick with sudden confusion) It's... it's a gas... I can't... 

Officer Reed: What was I... saying? 

 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Go! 

Agent Sterling: Punch it! 

Agent Cross: We are clear! 

 

(The van's engine roared to life, its tires spitting gravel as it shot forward, slipping past the 
dazed and confused police officers and through the gap in their makeshift checkpoint. The 
agents watched as the checkpoint disappeared behind them, their mission to escape the 
county perimeter a success.) 

Agent Bell: (Letting out a long, slow breath of relief) Well. That was... efficient. 

Agent Shaw: They didn't know what hit them. Clean and quiet. Just how we like it. 

Agent Cross: (Stowing the case with the remaining grenade) One less thing to worry 
about. They'll wake up with a headache and a vague sense of confusion, but they won't 
remember a thing. 

Agent Sterling: Excellent work, team. Now, let's get our passengers to their destination. 

Dorthy: (Her voice trembling, her eyes wide with a mixture of terror and awe) What... what 
did you do to them? What was that gas? 

Agent Bell: It just... helped them forget they ever saw us. It's a way to avoid 
unnecessary violence. 

Scarlet: (Their form flickering less erratically now) You... you made them forget? 



Agent Shaw: It's a complicated tool for a complicated job. The important thing is that 
you are safe, and so are they. 

Dorthy: You... you really are… different. 

Agent Sterling: We are. And we're on your side. Now, Scarlet, which way to that 
bookshop? 

(Scarlet, still in a state of shock but with a newfound sense of trust in their strange, 
terrifyingly efficient rescuers, closed their eyes and began to focus, guiding the Lead Agent 
through the maze of back roads towards their hidden sanctuary.) 

A Gap in Memory 

(Back at the abandoned checkpoint, the shimmering, odorless cloud of amnestics dissipated 
as quickly as it had appeared, leaving no trace. The three police officers—Reed, Grant, and 
Hayes—stood in a daze in the middle of the road, blinking in the fading twilight. The roar of 
the Foundation's van was gone, replaced by the quiet, unsettling hum of the forest. A 
profound sense of disorientation hung over them, a gap in their memory they couldn't 
explain.) 

Officer Grant: (Shaking his head, his hand on his holstered weapon, a look of profound 
confusion on his face) What... what were we doing? My head is pounding. 

Officer Hayes: (Rubbing his temples, wincing) I don't know. I feel like I just woke up from 
a weird dream. Did you guys smell something? Like ozone, or... static? 

Officer Reed: I can't remember. We were... we were watching for that black van, right? 
The BOLO from dispatch. 

Officer Grant: Yeah, that's right. The van. Did it... did it come through? 

Officer Hayes: I don't think so. I would have remembered that. Wouldn't I? 

Officer Reed: We've been standing here for at least five minutes. I don't remember 
seeing any vehicles at all. 

Officer Grant: That's not right. We were supposed to be on high alert. Why do I feel so... 
foggy? 

Officer Hayes: Maybe it's the stress. This whole day has been a nightmare. 

Officer Reed: We should call in. Let the Sergeant know our position is secure and that 
there's been no sign of the target vehicle. 



Officer Grant: Yeah. Good idea. Let's just... get back to the patrol cars. My legs feel like 
jelly. 

 

(As the three disoriented officers began to walk back towards their vehicles, the sound of 
approaching sirens grew louder. Two more patrol cars sped up the road, their lights flashing, 
and screeched to a halt beside the checkpoint. Sergeant Teff, a senior officer with a face like 
stone, got out of the lead car, his expression a mask of pure frustration.) 

Sergeant Teff: (His voice a sharp bark) What in the hell is going on here, Grant?! Dispatch 
has been trying to raise you for the last five minutes! 

Officer Grant: (Blinking, still trying to clear the fog from his mind) Sorry, Sarge. We were 
just... securing the perimeter. It's been quiet. 

Sergeant Teff: Quiet? The dispatch tracked the target vehicle heading directly for your 
position! A black, unmarked van! Did you stop it or not?! 

Officer Reed: A black van, sir? No, we haven't seen any vehicles matching that 
description. 

Sergeant Teff: Don't lie to me, Reed! The last known GPS ping from a stolen phone we 
were tracking was right on top of your location! It was in the van! 

Officer Hayes: That's impossible, Sarge. We've been standing right here. Nothing has 
come through this checkpoint. 

Sergeant Teff: So you're telling me a ten-ton van just vanished into thin air? 

Officer Grant: We're telling you it never came this way, sir. Maybe your GPS tracker is 
on the fritz. 

Sergeant Teff: (Staring at the three of them, his eyes narrowing in suspicion) Why do you 
all look so dazed? Are you drunk? 

Officer Reed: No, sir! We're just... tired. It's been a long day. 

Sergeant Teff: We're all tired! That's no excuse for letting a primary vehicle of interest 
slip through your fingers! 

Officer Hayes: But we didn't, sir! I swear! 

Sergeant Teff: Then explain to me how a van that was heading straight for you, a van 
we were tracking, is now five miles outside the county line and speeding away! 



Officer Grant: I... I can't explain that, Sarge. 

Sergeant Teff: No, I don't suppose you can. This is a monumental screw-up. The Chief is 
going to have all our badges for this. 

(The three officers could only stare back in baffled silence, a gaping, inexplicable hole in their 
memory. They had no idea that their suspects, and the key to the entire mystery, had passed 
right under their noses, leaving them with nothing but a strange headache and a profound, 
unsettling sense of failure.) 

 

Safe and Sound 

(The unmarked van sped through the back roads of South Maple County, leaving the 
confused police officers and the chaos of the forest clearing far behind. Inside, a strange, 
heavy silence had fallen. The four agents—Sterling, Cross, Bell, and Shaw—sat on one side, 
their professional composure a stark contrast to the two otherworldly figures seated 
opposite them. Scarlet's skin continued to shift and flicker with a soft, staticky light, and 
Dorthy, though appearing more human, clutched her sibling's arm, her white hair almost 
glowing in the dim interior of the van.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice calm and even, breaking the silence) We're clear of the 
immediate area. You're both safe with us. 

Dorthy: (Looking at him, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and relief) Thank you. For... for 
getting us out of there. 

Agent Bell: It's our job to help people who are in situations they don't understand. 

Scarlet: (Their voice a soft, multi-toned whisper) Where are we going now? 

Agent Sterling: That's what we need your help with. You mentioned a place... a home. 

Dorthy: Our anchor point. Yes. 

Agent Shaw: We need you to guide us there. Can you do that? 

Scarlet: (Closing their eyes, their form flickering with concentration) I... I can try. It's not a 
place you find with roads. It's a place you find by... feeling. 

Agent Sterling: Then feel the way. Our driver will follow your directions. 

Dorthy: You'll really take us there? 



(Just as Dorthy spoke, the van's internal comms speaker crackled to life, the calm, 
authoritative voice of Director Ash filling the cabin. The Lead Agent, still driving, glanced at 
the console.) 

Director Ash (Comms): Lead, Agents, this is Director Ash. I've been monitoring your 
exfiltration and the preliminary debrief. That was a clean, if unorthodox, asset 
acquisition. Well done. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Thank you, Director. We have the assets secured 
and were planning to proceed to a temporary safe location for them. 

Director Ash (Comms): Good. Your instincts are correct. I want you to drop those 
passengers off at their requested location, the bookshop they mentioned. Secure the 
area, but do not linger. 

Agent Sterling: Understood, Director. What are our orders after that? 

Director Ash (Comms): Once the assets are secure, your team is to report back to the 
primary command post immediately. We need a full, in-person debriefing on everything 
you've learned. 

Agent Bell: The local police are still actively searching for us, ma'am. Returning to the 
main camp is a risk. 

Director Ash (Comms): I am aware of the risk, Agent. But the intelligence you have 
gathered, especially from these two new sources, is too critical to be relayed over 
standard channels, even our encrypted ones. 

Agent Cross: So you want us to come in now? 

Director Ash (Comms): You still have time. I don't want you to rush and make a 
mistake. Lose any potential tails, ensure the assets are truly exfiltrate, and then proceed 
to the command post. 

Agent Shaw: So, be careful, but be quick. 

Director Ash (Comms): It is the best time to get here for a full briefing before we 
finalize the next phase of the operation. I want all of us on the same page. Is that 
understood? 

Agent Sterling: Yes, Director. Loud and clear. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We're en route to the drop-off point now. We will 
proceed to your location once the assets are secure. 



Director Ash (Comms): Good. I'll be waiting. Ash out. 

(The comms channel went silent, leaving a new, more focused tension in the van. Dorthy 
looked from the speaker back to the agents, her brow furrowed with worry.) 

Dorthy: You're leaving? After you take us to the bookshop? 

Agent Bell: We have to report our findings, Dorthy. It's the only way we can put 
together a plan to help Claire. 

Scarlet: (Their voice small and fearful, but with a new edge of determination) No! We're not 
going to a bookshop! You have to take us to the school! 

Agent Shaw: The school is the center of the problem, Scarlet. It's the most dangerous 
place in this entire county. 

Scarlet: I don't care! Our sister is in that building! You said you would help us find her! 
We have to go now! 

Agent Cross: And we will. But going to the school now, without a plan, without knowing 
the full extent of the threat, would be a suicide mission. It would not save Claire; it 
would only get us all killed. 

Dorthy: But you're a... some secret agent! You made those police forget! Why can't you 
just go in and get her? 

Agent Bell: Because the entities in that school are not like anything the local police have 
ever faced. They are powerful, they are dangerous, and we only have one chance to do 
this right. A frontal assault would fail. 

Scarlet: So you're just going to leave her in there?! With those... those monsters?! While 
you go have a meeting? 

Agent Shaw: No. We are going to a place where we can analyze all the information we 
have gathered—from you, from the parents, from our own sensors—and create a plan 
that will succeed. A plan to get everyone out. 

Agent Sterling: The place we are taking you, the bookshop, is for your safety. The place 
we are going is to prepare for the fight. We can't do that if we're also trying to protect 
you in the middle of a warzone. 

Dorthy: And what are we supposed to do? Just sit in a dusty old shop and wait? 



Agent Cross: You are going to be safe. And you are going to help us. Your unique 
abilities, the way you can sense things... we will need to contact you. You can be our 
early warning system, our eyes and ears from a distance. 

Scarlet:It feels… wrong! It feels… like we're abandoning… her! 

Agent Bell: I know it does. But think of it like this: right now, we are a search party. If we 
go in blind, we all get lost. We are going back to base camp to get a map, a compass, 
and a whole army. 

Agent Sterling: We are taking a strategic step back so that we can take a much larger, 
more decisive step forward. Going to the command post is the fastest way to save 
Claire. It is our only real option. 

Dorthy: (Looking at Scarlet, her voice soft but firm) They're right. We... we don't know 
what we're doing. We were just running around in the woods. They do. They have a 
plan. 

Scarlet: But it feels… like we're… giving up! 

Agent Sterling: We are not giving up. I understand that it feels that way. But I give you 
my word: every single thing we do from this moment on will be dedicated to getting 
your sister out of that school safely. 

Agent Shaw: We need your help to do that. But we need you to be somewhere safe, 
where you can help us without being in danger yourself. That bookshop is the best 
place for that. 

Dorthy: (To Scarlet) We have to trust them. It's the only choice we have right now. 

(Scarlet looked from Dorthy's pleading face to the four calm, determined agents. Their own 
form slowly stopped flickering, a quiet, reluctant acceptance settling over them. The van 
continued its journey, its destination now a place of secrets and science, a place where the 
desperate hope of a rescue would be forged into a concrete plan.) 

Agent Sterling: (His voice softening) You've both been through an unimaginable ordeal. 
When we get you to your safe house, I want you to rest. 

Dorthy: We will try. 

Agent Bell: That's all we can ask. We promise we will come back for you. We will not 
abandon you. 

Scarlet: You'll really find her? 



Agent Shaw: We will find her. And we will end this. You have our word. 

Agent Cross: Now, just a little further. Guide our driver to the bookshop. 

Dorthy: Okay. It's... it's just up ahead. The street with no lights. 

Agent Bell: We see it. 

Agent Shaw: You're almost home. 

Agent Sterling: And you're almost safe. We'll take it from here. 

Dorthy: Please... be careful. 

Agent Bell: We will be. 

(The van slowed as it turned onto a dark, deserted street. The agents began their final 
preparations for the drop-off, their promise to the two strange, frightened siblings echoing in 
the quiet, humming interior of the vehicle.) 

An Uneasy Alliance 

(Ten minutes later, the unmarked van slowed to a crawl, its headlights cutting through the 
oppressive darkness of a long-forgotten side street. The Lead Agent expertly navigated the 
vehicle, her eyes following the strange, intuitive directions appearing on her console, a direct 
feed from Scarlet's mind. The street was lined with derelict buildings, their windows like 
hollow, vacant eyes. It was a part of the county that time, and the local government, had 
clearly abandoned.) 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We're close. Scarlet, is this the right place? 

Scarlet: (Their form flickering with a soft, steady light, a sign of their focused concentration) 
Yes. It's here. The anchor is strong here. 

Dorthy: The old bookshop. "The Gilded Page." It's just at the end of this block. 

Agent Sterling: (Looking out the window at the decaying storefronts) It's completely 
deserted. The perfect place to hide in plain sight. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Alright, agents. Prepare for drop-off. We'll secure 
the immediate perimeter, ensure our assets are safe, and then we exfiltrate. 

 

A Fragile Sanctuary 



(The van slowed to a stop, its engine humming quietly in the oppressive silence of the derelict 
street. The Lead Agent killed the headlights, plunging them into a near-total darkness, save 
for the faint, flickering glow emanating from Scarlet. The building before them was a dark 
monolith, its windows boarded up, its sign barely legible: "The Gilded Page forest.") 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We're here. This is the location you guided us to. 

Dorthy: (Peering out the window, a look of profound relief on her face) Yes. This is it. Our 
anchor. 

Agent Sterling: It looks... abandoned. 

Scarlet: (Their voice a soft whisper) To this world, it is. To us, it's home. 

(The heavy side door of the van hissed open, and the four agents disembarked, forming a 
protective perimeter around the opening. The air outside was cool and still, carrying the 
faint, metallic scent of rain and foresty. Agent Bell turned to the two siblings, her expression a 
mixture of professional duty and genuine concern.) 

Agent Bell: Alright. This is where we leave you. 

Dorthy: You're really... you're really not coming with us? 

Agent Shaw: Our mission is back in the hot zone. We have to report our findings and 
prepare for what comes next. 

Scarlet: But... you'll be in danger. 

Agent Sterling: It's our job to be in danger. Your job is to be safe. 

Agent Cross: We need you to go inside, secure yourselves, and do not leave for any 
reason. Do you understand? 

Dorthy: We understand. 

Agent Bell: We will be in contact. We have your energy signature now. We can find you 
again. 

Scarlet: But what… about Claire? 

Agent Shaw: We will find her. We are going to throw everything we have at that school. 

Agent Sterling: The people who took your sister are about to have a very, very bad day. 

Dorthy: Thank you. For... for everything. For believing us. 



Agent Bell: Stay strong. Both of you. 

Scarlet: We.. will. 

Agent Shaw: Good. Now, go. Get inside. 

Agent Sterling: We'll keep watch until you're secure. 

Agent Cross: And we will be back. 

 

(Dorthy took Scarlet's hand, and the two of them stepped out of the van. They moved to the 
barred gate of the bookshop, and as Dorthy placed her hand upon it, a soft, ethereal light 
pulsed from her palm. The heavy iron lock clicked open with a sound that was not 
mechanical, but melodic. The gate swung inward, revealing a dark, silent interior. They 
turned back one last time, their strange, otherworldly eyes meeting the four human agents.) 

Dorthy: Be careful. The monsters in that school are real. 

Agent Bell: We know. We're the monsters that hunt monsters. 

Scarlet: Please... bring our sister home. 

Agent Shaw: That is our one and only mission. 

Agent Sterling: We will not fail. 

Agent Cross: Now get inside. And stay there. 

Dorthy: We will. 

Scarlet: Goodbye. 

Agent Sterling: Goodbye. 

Agent Bell: Be safe. 

 

(The two siblings slipped through the gate, which swung shut behind them with another soft, 
melodic click. The agents watched for a moment, then turned and got back into the van. The 
Lead Agent, her face a grim mask in the console's light, pulled the door shut, and with a quiet 
roar, the van sped away, leaving the silent, forgotten forest bookshop behind.) 



(Scarlet and Dorthy stood in the dusty, silent interior of The Gilded Page, the familiar, 
comforting scent of old paper and ozone a stark contrast to the terror of the last 24 hours. 
The sound of the van's engine faded, leaving them in a profound, heavy silence.) 

Scarlet: (Their voice a soft, trembling whisper) They're gone. 

Dorthy: Yes. They're gone. 

Scarlet: Do you think...? Can they save Claire? 

Dorthy: (Looking at the door, her expression a mixture of fear and a tiny, flickering ember of 
hope) I don't know. But they're the first people in this strange, solid world who have 
looked at us and not seen monsters. 

Scarlet: They were... brave. 

Dorthy: Yes. And now, we have to be brave too. We have to wait. 

(The two siblings stood in the darkness, two strange, lonely figures in a strange, hostile world, 
their only hope now resting on the shoulders of the mysterious, powerful agents who had just 
vanished into the night.) 

19:12 - Return to the Citadel 

(The unmarked van, now clear of the county lockdown and any potential pursuit, drove for 
hours, melting into the anonymous flow of interstate traffic. The world outside the polarized 
windows transitioned from the terrified suburbs of South Maple County to the sprawling, 
industrial complexes that housed the Foundation's secrets. Finally, after passing through a 
series of disguised, multi-layered security checkpoints, the van descended into a vast, 
subterranean entrance, the heavy blast doors hissing shut behind them. They had arrived at 
Site-77i.) 

(The van pulled to a stop in a cavernous, brightly lit hangar, the air humming with the sound 
of powerful ventilation systems. As the side door hissed open, a tall, imposing figure in the 
crisp, black uniform of a Mobile Task Force officer was waiting for them. He had a sharp, 
intelligent face and a single, straight scar that bisected his left eyebrow. He gave a curt, 
professional nod as the Lead Agent stepped out, followed by her four weary agents.) 

MTF Lieutenant (Lieutenant Valerius): (His voice sharp and clear, echoing slightly in the 
hangar) Lead Agent. Agents. Welcome to Site-77i. I am Lieutenant Valerius. I've been 
instructed to escort you directly to the primary briefing room. 



Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Thank you, Lieutenant. It's been a long day. Are the 
Directors ready for us? 

Lieutenant Valerius: Director Ash and Supervisor Vance are already in the briefing 
room, along with a direct comms link to MTF Command. They are awaiting your report. 

Agent Sterling: (Stretching his tired limbs as he steps out of the van) It's good to be back 
on solid, non-anomalous ground. 

Lieutenant Valerius: We do our best to maintain a stable reality here, Agent. Please 
secure your field equipment in the designated lockers. We'll have it cleaned and 
re-sanctified. 

Agent Cross: I need to ensure the data from our field scanners and the stolen police 
files has been properly uploaded to the central server. 

Lieutenant Valerius: It has, Agent Cross. Our tech division confirmed receipt of your 
full data packet twenty minutes ago. Director Ash is already analyzing it. 

Agent Bell: Is there... is there coffee? 

Lieutenant Valerius: (A very faint, almost imperceptible smile touches his lips) There is a 
fresh pot waiting for you in the briefing room, Agent Bell. We are not complete savages 
here at Site-77i. 

Agent Shaw: That's the best news I've heard all day. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Alright, team, you heard the Lieutenant. Stow your 
gear, and let's move. We're on the clock. 

Lieutenant Valerius: This way, please. The briefing room is in the secure wing. I will 
need to verify your identities at the next checkpoint. 

Agent Sterling: Of course, Lieutenant. We understand the procedure. 

Lieutenant Valerius: The security of this site is paramount. Especially with the kind of 
information you're bringing in. 

Agent Cross: You've been briefed on the situation? 

Lieutenant Valerius: I've been given the operational codename: Maple Shade. And I've 
been told it involves a significant number of civilian casualties and a high-level 
anomalous threat. 

Agent Bell: That's putting it mildly. 



Agent Shaw: You have no idea. 

Lieutenant Valerius: That's what the debriefing is for. To ensure that we all have an 
idea. A very clear one. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): Let's not keep the Directors waiting. 

Lieutenant Valerius: Right this way. 

(The Lieutenant turned and led the five agents through the vast, sterile hangar, their 
footsteps echoing in the cavernous space. They were moving from one world of shadows into 
another, leaving the chaotic, emotional landscape of the field for the cold, analytical heart of 
the Foundation's war machine.) 

The War Council Convenes 

(The primary briefing room at Site-77i was a state-of-the-art amphitheater of cold steel and 
holographic light. Director Ash and Supervisor Vance sat at the central command table, their 
expressions grim. On the main screen, the Lead Agent's face was projected, her features a 
mask of professional severity. The four field agents—Sterling, Cross, Bell, and Shaw—stood at 
attention before the table, their faces weary but resolute. They had just concluded their 
initial, exhaustive debrief, the grim details of their investigation now laid bare for the 
command team to analyze.) 

(With a soft chime, two new holographic figures flickered to life in the empty chairs at the 
head of the table. The first was MTF Director Anya Petrova, her image crisp and severe, 
broadcasting from the strategic heart of MTF Headquarters. Beside her materialized the 
hologram of Task Force Leader David, a man whose calm demeanor did little to hide the 
storm in his eyes.) 

Director Anya Petrova (Task Force Director): (Her holographic voice cutting through the 
silence, directed at Director Ash) I have read the preliminary report, Ash. Eight children. A 
complete, multi-level containment failure that has been festering for three months. This 
is an unacceptable breach. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): I am aware of the severity of the situation, Director. 
That is why we are all here. The initial reports were dismissed by local authorities, and 
the anomalous energy signature was too faint to justify a full-scale intervention at the 
time. 

Task Force Leader David (MTF Leader): My teams are going to prepare based on the 
alert. I have three MTF battalions in preparation, ready to standby on your command. 



But we are going in blind. We have no concrete intel, only frightened whispers and 
ghost stories. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): Not entirely blind, David. Agents Sterling, Cross, 
Bell, and Shaw have provided us with a preliminary threat assessment based on their 
initial intelligence gathering. We have a pattern of fear. 

Director Anya Petrova (Task Force Director): "Yellow flags" and "patterns of fear" are 
not enough to justify a full-scale assault on a civilian location, Vance. We need concrete 
intelligence before I send my people into a meat grinder. What do we actually know? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): We know that every single victim, both past and 
present, expressed a profound, unnatural fear of the school's faculty and academic 
standards. We know there is a persistent local legend about a "secret door" and a 
hostile female entity. We know there is a student bully who acts as a potential instigator. 
And we know the administration is actively obstructing any form of external oversight. 

Task Force Leader David (MTF Leader): So we have nothing. No names, no numbers, 
no confirmed capabilities. We're chasing shadows. We're wasting time. Every minute we 
sit here talking is another minute those children are trapped with... whatever is in there. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): A rushed, ill-informed assault will get them killed, 
David. And it will expose us. We have one chance to do this right. We can't go in with 
guns blazing when we don't know who, or what, we're shooting at. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): The local authorities are a liability, and the town 
is on the verge of a full-blown riot. We are operating on a knife's edge here. A direct 
assault is too risky. 

Director Anya Petrova (Task Force Director): Then let's sharpen the knife. If a direct 
assault is off the table, what's the alternative? How do we get the intel we need without 
triggering a massacre? 

 

(The command party was now fully assembled, a council of war gathered to confront an 
unimaginable threat. The weight of eight missing children and the looming specter of a 
catastrophic breach of secrecy pressed down on all of them. Director Ash gestured to the 
main holographic display, which now showed a detailed schematic of Maple High School, 
riddled with question marks.) 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Our primary objective is twofold: rescue and 
containment. We need to extract all non-hostile civilians from within the school, and we 



need to contain or neutralize all anomalous threats. To do that, we need to know what 
we're facing. 

Task Force Leader David (MTF Leader): A simple objective with a thousand 
complications. We don't even have a target list. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): Our intelligence suggests at least three hostile, 
predatory faculty members, based on the consistency of the parents' reports. And a 
primary, potentially reality-bending entity that the students whisper about. 

Director Anya Petrova (Task Force Director): Four, maybe five, unknown hostile 
entities in a school with over two hundred children. This is a nightmare scenario. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I agree. We need eyes and ears on the inside. We 
need to understand the layout, the enemy's routines, their weaknesses, before we 
commit to a full-scale breach. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): A covert infiltration. It's the only logical first step. 

Task Force Leader David (MTF Leader): It's too slow. We don't have the time. That 
town is a powder keg about to blow. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): We don't have a choice. We go in loud, we risk a 
massacre. The entities could use the students as shields. We go in quiet, we have a 
chance to save them all. 

Director Anya Petrova (Task Force Director): Then it's settled. Phase one will be a 
covert infiltration. Lead Agent, who are you sending in? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I have the perfect team. Two of my best agents 
from Iota-10. They specialize in this kind of deep-cover, human-facing operation. They 
can blend in anywhere. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): And their method of entry? How do they get past the 
administration's "gatekeeper"? 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I was monitoring the school's public website during 
the initial investigation. As of this morning, they're hiring janitors. 

Task Force Leader David (MTF Leader): You're kidding. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I'm not. It's the perfect cover. No one ever looks at 
the janitor. They become invisible. 



Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): Audacious. I like it. 

Director Anya Petrova (Task Force Director): And while they're inside, what are the 
rest of our forces doing? 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): We will prepare as usual. Off-site command post from 
1 kilometer away from school 

Task Force Leader David (MTF Leader): And MTFs? 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): if Everything goes wrong, We will go Loud. 

Supervisor Vance (Area-11 Overseer): It's a solid plan. It's risky, but it's our best shot 
at getting those kids out alive. 

Director Anya Petrova (Task Force Director): Then let's get to work. I want full 
operational plans on my desk within the hour. 

Lead Agent (Intelligence Division): I'll brief my agents immediately. They're ready. 

Director Ash (Site-77i Director): Let's end this. Before that school bell rings for another 
victim. 

(A grim, determined silence fell over the briefing room. The plan was set. The pieces were in 
motion. The Foundation was going to war, and the first soldiers would be armed not with 
guns, but with mops and buckets. In the quiet hum of the secure facility, the decision had 
been made, and a silent, deadly force was now pointed squarely at the heart of South Maple 
County.) 
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