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Cherie had given me the bad news just over a week ago, and my head was still trying to sort things out.

The annual review was coming up in a few days. Usually, it would be given by my director, who would be either Cherie or Trevor. Still, with certain things hitting the public news and public support of the government being shaky, the reviews were coming from an outside source.

Everyone was being reviewed, and everything was going to be put under a microscope and scrutinized.

“It’s because it’s an election year,” one of the ladies complained in the elevator. “They don’t want anything to look bad on the candidates.”

I didn’t buy into all the rumors that were spreading around the building, everything from shutting down projects or a private company buyout; it was all panic-driven.

The truth of the matter was that some of our projects, and spying had hit too close to home, meaning some of the general public were finding out that their neighbors weren’t as good or neighborly as they thought, so now they saw spies and terrorists everywhere.

All of that led to the government cracking down on us, making sure we were finding everyone that needed to be found and leaving the innocent ones alone. That’s all it was, plain and simple.

At least that was what I was telling myself.

The outsourced team managers were making sure we weren’t prepared for their surprise inspections. Which also meant I hadn’t seen any of my friends in almost a week, which included the woman that I had started to care for. Our phones were taken from us, and all communications were monitored.

I was given another office in the building while I waited for my interview.

I had to admit that, although being apart from the others was lonely and frustrating, I was surprised to find that the lack of sexual encounters was giving me unexpected relief.

I had gone almost ten days without any sexual interaction. The first few days were not good as I was so accustomed to random blow jobs, tit fucks, and all kinds of debauchery in private or public places. Now that I was reaching the eleventh day, it felt good to be free of all of it.

“Hi,” I stared at my third-party manager as I walked into the office.

“Hi.” He barely glanced up.

No names, that’s what we called most of the people who had infiltrated our buildings and our lives. They seemed more like robotic drones or clones.

I had never seen any of them eat, drink, or smile. They just talked to each other and monitored us.

I called this one Steve.

“So, Steve.” I eyed him as he waited, silent in his chair across from me.

His laptop sat in front of him.

“What’s on today’s agenda?” I dropped into my chair.

“Last meeting with the insurrectionists,” Steve leaned in, typing. “How did you discover their meeting place?”

“Ah, this again.” I spun my chair, smirking. “Is this the seventh time?”

“Yes. Word for word,” Steve looked up, expression flat. “From the start.”

This was a daily thing with all of the No Names; they asked repeated questions, trying to find a flaw, a nick in the proverbial wall so they could slam something into it and rip it wide open.

Some people had already been fired or let go because they forgot a single thing, or didn’t say something the right way, as they had said before. The third-party company was making sure there was no stone left unturned.

“They even all dress the same,” a coworker griped in the lunch line.

We were to follow their orders precisely, which also meant we no longer went downstairs to the cafeteria or ordered food from outside.

When we went home, we were to go straight home. Our superiors had told us this inconvenience would only last two to three weeks, after which everything would return to normal. I had thought that this was going to last more than two to three weeks.

Public outrage was growing as some of the task forces had located another cell of terrorists in a suburban area. With everyone having access to social media, things were getting out of control and spiraling downward.

Some people thought the government was planting things on innocent people and making them out to be terrorists or some anti-government group, so that they could arrest and deport people. Others thought the exact opposite and that everyone they didn’t know and trust was someone who should be arrested and questioned.

The lunch line moved slowly as most people weren’t used to being given what they were calling rations.

“Thanks,” I smiled at the No Name who handed me a plate with a tuna sandwich and potato chips. I grabbed a water bottle and sat at my designated spot.

I didn’t think it was too bad; it was like being at camp. The memories of that camping trip when I was growing up were something like this: do what you were told, when you were told. There were activities and strict campers. This was no different.

I returned to my office after lunch and saw Steve waiting for me.

“Hi.” I managed a half smile.

“Hi,” Steve replied and opened his laptop. “We left off at...”

“I remember, Steve,” I grinned.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The drive home was relaxing as I didn’t have anyone calling or anywhere to go. It was a nice change of pace.

When I sat down on my couch and ate my microwave dinner, there were no distractions or text messages. Nothing but me and the television.

I picked up my phone; seeing no texts, images, or missed calls brought a pang of loneliness. Now it was starting to dawn on me that I genuinely missed my girls, their photos, the constant messages, and the daily connection.

I wanted to message any of them to see if they were okay and if they were handling things correctly. My first worry was Janine; she was still young and liked being on social media. She liked being carefree and doing what she wanted, so all this was something I knew she disliked.

I didn’t have any worries about Nadine; in fact, I was sure that if there was anyone who was actually enjoying all of this order and following the rules regime, it was Nadine. I am sure the No Names were probably finished with her, as she never said a word without thinking about it. Except when she had my cock inside her, then all the words she said could never be repeated in front of anyone.

Cheri was another person I started to worry about, as she was the person in charge. I feared that if someone was going to take the fall or the blame in all of this, Cheri was at the top of that list. She was always calm and cool under pressure, but underneath all of that calmness, there was a storm, and I had seen that storm; I only hoped she wouldn’t blow too soon.

‘Worried?’ a text came through.

It was Trevor.

A smile broke my face. If anyone could get a message through the communication barrier, it was the spy master himself.

‘You can talk freely, they can’t monitor this,’ the next message read.

‘Yeah, just wondering how everyone is taking it.’

Trevor knew everything; it was hard not to get things from him. He was very good at finding anything out.

‘Don’t worry about your girls,’ he responded. ‘I’ve been keeping tabs on everyone and everyone is fine.’

That put my mind at ease, and I exhaled slowly, realizing how anxious I’d been until that moment.

‘I got to say you are handling this well.’

I read the message a few times.

‘Why wouldn’t I?’ I replied.

‘This is all because of you,’ the next message read.

I sat back on my couch and smiled.

‘Steve, is this you?’ I replied.

There was no quick response.

‘I will give you a hint, Trevor never says anything is because of anyone,’ I informed the other person. ‘He would say everything happens for a reason, or it is what it is, something cryptic and foreboding. Nice try though.’

‘I will take that into consideration for the next time we talk,’ the unknown person messaged. ‘Have a great night.’

‘You too!’

I put the phone down.

‘I did mean what I said about your girls, all of them are taking to this quite easily, especially Nadine.’

‘I knew she would.’

There were no other messages. I had a feeling I had just talked to the person in charge of all of this, and I had to start preparing to meet this person face-to-face soon.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Hi Steve,” I sighed as I walked into my office the following day.

“Hi,” he said without looking in my direction.

“Did you have a good night?” I asked as I settled into my chair.

“I would like to go over the following messages from you to one of your team members during the raid,” Steve said as he pulled up the logs of my last raid.

“Sure, why not,” I shrugged.

It was another grueling day of repetitive questions with Steve. I was starting to believe he was doing it for this purpose, probably because he was getting annoyed that I kept calling him Steve.

By lunchtime, I found out that four other people were fired, two people had quit, and one person had a complete mental breakdown.

That’s when things started to click inside my head. This wasn’t a review; this was a stress test. They were here to test everyone in the building and in this agency, to keep pushing the button to see who would break. Who would fall apart and who couldn’t handle the strain.

I walked into my office and waved. “Hi, Alex.”

He turned to face me this time.

“Aha! Alex!” I smiled. “Your real name is Alex, or something along those lines!”

The man formerly known as Steve stared at me.

“Yes, I know,” I sat back in my chair. “We should continue where we left off. Thank you Alex.”

Alex scoffed as he returned his attention to his laptop.

“When I get home I am going to look up all the names starting with A, and use them all day, the next day I am going to the word B and so on all the way to Z,” I reached over and closed his laptop. “Unless you or the person I talked to last night give me answers.”

I had a feeling that what the person said last night was on the verge of the truth. This examination was initiated as a result of my recent actions.

“Let’s continue where we left off,” Alex muttered.

“I thought so,” I relaxed in my chair. “We won’t continue, we will sit here in silence until the day is over.”

Alex went silent, and I guessed he was receiving orders through his earbud.

“You have a great day,” Alex said as he gathered his things and stood up. He slowly walked out of my office.

Slowly, they all got up, and I watched as they all started leaving.

“What’s going on?” some of the coworkers asked as none of the No Names said a thing.

‘Come to the meeting room first thing in the morning,’ a message came across my screen.

I just stared at it and wondered.

‘Is the test over?’ I replied.

‘No test is ever over, it just goes to the next phase, or is put on hold,’ the response came.

Whoever the person was, they were very smart.

Cherie and the others were quick to communicate with me, and for once, I was glad to get messages as well as phone calls from all of them.

Janine was fine, she said she had done yoga in her living room to get rid of the stress and anxiety. Nadine was furious that everything was coming to an end; she had liked the rigid rules and the silence that came with it.

Cherie was back in charge, but still didn’t know who I was meeting in the large meeting room. Other than that, she and all the other personnel of that floor were to leave that floor for the whole day.

Trevor didn’t know anything about the third party other than that the orders had come from high above his station, which meant he was out of the loop.

I smiled as I sat down on my couch, text messages and photos filled my phone. I loved scrolling through all the nude and semi-nude photos of my girls. The next few days were already booked as they all wanted to spend time with me.

I lay down for bed, wondering what was going to happen tomorrow morning.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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I walked into the building and was glad things were slowly returning to normal; the normal chatter was starting up again, and people didn’t look so stressed out.

Even the guards at the elevator were smiling.

I took the elevator to the top floor. As I exited the elevator, there was no one at the reception desk, and there was dead silence everywhere. I walked the long
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