In The Woods





	Sometimes you can sense the wrongness in a situation, a long way ahead of time.  Sometimes it sneaks up and bites you on the arse.  This was one of the latter.  If it hadn’t been for Alice in the Centre for Disease Control, we’d never have known.  Hell, I’m not sure we know now.


	Anyone reading this case report is an Aegis member.  Black Book’ll never get this information.  Either because our security is too good, which is the official reason, or because whoever knows about Aegis doesn’t want their secrets to wind up in the hands of a second organisation.  Sure, it’s a paranoid theory, but you’ll have developed your own by now, or you’ll develop ‘em soon enough.  That’s part of working in a sanctioned but unknown organisation devoted to fighting the darkness and the outside.  But I digress.


	I could use the whole ‘secret names’ crap, but since I’m not going to mention second names, there’s no way you can perform a search on us.  I’m not that anxious to meet an assassin.  Fuck Aegis security, it’s probably gonna slip someday.


	Apart from me and Alice, there’s a third member of the team.  His name is Alex, and he’s some kind of history expert apparently.  More importantly, he churns out a constant stream of useful information.  No use asking where he got it, ‘cause he’s not saying.  Clever man.  We’re a small team, but in our line of work, numbers doesn’t usually help, unless you’re in a firefight.  And frankly, once the shooting starts, you’ve probably lost already.  It’s better to gas the alien, to set explosives and wait, to hide from the Black Book cover-up team with machine guns.


	Alice is the contact in the CDC.  We brought her into Aegis over six years ago, Alex was brought in three years ago.  ‘We’ are Aegis, I rarely refer to myself in the organisation as an individual.  I was brought in five years ago.  Yeah, one year after Alice, and I still say ‘We’ brought her in.  I guess I just lack that individual spark, eh?


	Myself, I was brought in because I have psychic potential.  Apparently.  They claim I have two actually.  I was excited until they told me how the tests came out.  I can read objects for info, and I can make machines go bust. Joy.  Still, they come in useful.  The enemy don’t look like hotshots after you’ve busted their guns, and tracked down their headquarters using a lucky charm they dropped.  Yeah, lucky charm.  Makes it harder to think of them as faceless, but then, I don’t usually wave the guns around.  None of us do, much.  We have the guns as back-ups, sure, but generally we run for cover at first sign of danger.  Aegis doesn’t pick up points for killing Black Book agents, but we do well out of grabbing what we have and leaving.


	Anyway, enough of the background, you want to know what happened.  You want details.  Shows how long you’ve been in Aegis.  Details are never found, only mysteries.  And if that’s a cliche, well, cliches become cliches for a reason.


	Alice was on a routine assignment.  She thought.  A body had turned up in the woods near our base.  Can’t tell you where though, it’s confidential.  The body showed signs of eboli.  Internal organs like jelly.  Nice.  Alice says it makes her glad she’s not authorised for autopsies.  All well and fine, just another investigation for her, although there is a question of how contamination occured.  She tracked down his family, tried to figure out his past week’s movements.  Nothing which would scream out ‘Disease!’.


	And that was when the autopsy results came out.  Same thing the doctor had unofficially told Alice, jelly organs, everything.  ‘Cept one thing.  There was a puncture mark.  A damn puncture mark.  Back of the neck.  So Alice calls us in, two weeks after the first body was found.  By then, they’ve found two more.  Real suspicious, cos noone else in the area is coming down with anything.  Alice pulls a few strings, gets the case all to herself.  CDC doesn’t mind much, it frees up a bit of manpower.


	We canvassed the woods, and were going to give up when Alex called our attention.  He’d found a clearing, maybe 30 foot across.  The ground - well, you’d think it would be charred wouldn’t you?  But it wasn’t.  Guess nothing comes out the way you expect - was covered in parts of trees which must have been broken.  But most important was what had broken them, which dominated the clearing.  The base of it filled much of the clearing, but it sloped outwards as it went up, forming the underside of a saucer.





	‘Look like Greys to you?’, I asked Alex.  I didn’t really have experience with the Greys, and I was making the assumption based on a few movis I’d seen.  I had more experience with Black Book psychic operations, and the occasional creatures disguised as humans which worked with the Black Book.  But I couldn’t say for sure if I’ve ever personally met an extra terrestrial.  The other agents I was assigned to on these cases always preferred to keep me in the safe.  After all, I was their ‘clue sniffer’.  Fortunately, I’d been re-assigned to Alice later on, that group had severely chafed.  They didn’t want Aegis to see them lose me, a precious commodity.  After all, people like me form only about 2% of the population at most.  I never liked the politics of Aegis.  But I digress.





	‘No.’  That was all Alex said.  He never spoke much on the subject of what he knew.  He could chat as much as he liked at some points, and just suddenly clam up as soon as it encroached on his private expertise.  Maybe he’ll trust me one day, but I think I’ll bet on the Black Book giving up on the covert war before that happens.





	‘Looks like something I saw while doing a search on HERMES’, said Alice.  ‘I think it was an Atlantean ship.’





	‘Yeah’, came Alex’s confirmation.  ‘It’s called a ‘beamship.’  Quite common amongst the Atlanteans on Earth.’





	So, he was feeling a bit more chatty.  That worried me.  It was stuff he liked to keep to himself, so he must think we needed it badly.





	‘When can we get this out of here?’, I asked.  Wouldn’t do to let Joe Public to wander through the forest and see something he shouldn’t.  Protecting humanity is only half the battle.  The other half is keeping them in the dark.





	‘I could arrange pick up from the CDC.’  Quipped Alice.  To the point.  Six years might not seem much, but Alice is a veteran of Aegis.  Many lose their minds by this point.  I had been in Aegis just over half the time she has, and I have my weekly therapy sessions with an Aegis sponsored psychiatrist.  I’m being treated for a mild form of megalomania, which I acquired on a nasty one-on-one mission with another psychic.  He was the target for Aegis recruitment, but he wanted his own set up.  Thought that Psychics shouldn’t be the servants of mankind.  And damnit, he nearly screwed my mind just like he screwed his own.  I guess I should be lucky that he had a pace-maker.  Nasty when stuff like that suddenly gets a glitch…  Best of all, the police couldn’t trace it to me.  That’s how an Aegis operation, even a failure, should be handled.





	‘Won’t the CDC ask questions?’ shot back Alex.





	‘Maybe once they would have.  But I’m spreading my tentacles,’ here Alice grinned back mirthlessly, ‘I’ve got about ten ops in the CDC who will do damn near anything for me.  ‘National Security’.  The magic words.’





	Me and Alex both smirk.  We’ve all used that line more than you could imagine.  You will too, at some point in your career.  It’s amazing how people go quiet when you say those words.  Even the un-patriotic - and that’s most people - get the sense that they shouldn’t interfere with the big things.  Mind you, it’s not a good idea to resort to this often.  Cover-ups lose their effectiveness if you have to black mail or intimidate too many people.  There are probably some greens who are shocked by the words ‘intimidate’ and ‘black-mail’.  But frankly, you do what it takes, or the Black Book wins.  Besides, the wonder of black mail is that when you do it right, you never need to back up your threat.  Bribes are always good in conjunction with threats.  It’s a bit like good cop/bad cop.  Show them something good, and something bad, show ‘em together…it works wonders.





	And so Alice makes a few phone calls.  I sometimes wonder what it would be like to command power like that, at my finger tips.  But maybe that’s the megalomania at work.  Or maybe it’s natural to feel awe at power.  Either way, I’m having an extra session with the therapist as soon as I can.  With my ability to make machines fail, who knows what would happen if I went bad?  Sure, doesn’t sound bad, but think about how much you rely on machines in your life.





	Three hours later, we have the saucer up and away.  We don’t have the storage space for this thing, so we send it down to the Groom Lake base.  We start to feel a bit calm, the thought of a mission this easy.  We wish.  Groom Lake sends the damn thing back, muttering about ‘orders from above’ that we have to look after it.  The only compensation we get is that Aegis finally agrees to shell out some money on expanding our laboratory and storage centre.  They even equip us with some science staff.  When Aegis is this generous with resources, for no apparent reason, I worry.  I’ve only heard of one incident like this, and Aegis doesn’t like people to talk about the surrounding events.  Something about gene research that an Aegis scientist was conducting on Grey tissue.  The exact results of the research aren’t being pasted all over HERMES.  That worries me more.





	And so we have to start looking over this ship, which pretty much fills up our lab.  After three weeks, we still couldn’t get it open.  We were considering trying explosives on the thing, but Aegis wouldn’t be pleased if we dmaged the new toy.  While this is going on, Alice is doing research on the autopsy results, and on samples taken from the bodies.  Alex seems eager to help her, and that puzzles me.  Since when was he a biologist, or a doctor?  Perhaps he’ll deign to tell us what he knows some day.





	Alice and Alex got nowhere with the autopsy results, except to say that it looked like someone had stuck a blender inside the victims and set to ‘liquidise’.  Lovely.  Meanwhile, me and some new scientists have found what looks like a concealed door.  But that’s it, ‘cause the thing won’t open.  Typical.  On HERMES you hear about all the cases which have been solved through research, but we’ve hit dead ends.  The worse dead ends are the pnes you swear were hiding all the goodies.  Imagine what could be hiding in the ship.  I could try jamming the door mechanism with my power, but that would just make it stop working altogether.  Damn.





	And then, three weeks after we’ve researched the thing, we get our next dead body.  Scientist, worked the midnight shift on the ship.  Dead, same way as the rest.  Blended from the inside.  From what we can tell, the ship opened up; his back was to the concealed door.  By this point, we figure that maybe we have a custom non-contagious disease being spread.  Like a movie I think I saw once.  We decide to open the thing up, while Alice checks us all for infection.  We check out fine for the moment, the only known sympton being death.  Alec gets some of his lovely C-4 (where the hell does he get his stuff?), and attaches a large blob to the concealed door.  We hide, and the door comes off, but the rest of the ship seems fine.  I take a closer look, and it seems the door only came off because of weak door mechanisms.  The door itself, equipped with operational ‘hinges’ would have withstood a missile.  Tough ship.  I wonder how tough the occupant is.





	I get my answer soon, as one of the scientists, who insisted on coming in with us, get’s thrown back by an almighty blast of light.  Dead in one second, near as I can guess.  With that large a hole in him.  Me, Alice, and Alex scuttle for cover outside the door.  The remaining scientist (the others were not brash enough to try an unknown craft) is too slow, and is hit by a small dart in his neck.  He falls to the ground, starts to spasm.  Blood trickles out of his mouth, and I figure this is the disease that took out those other people.





	Then the occupant, presumably an Atlantean, shows himself.  Or rather herself.  She’d dark haired, and probably the most beautiful person I will ever see.  I guess they have plastic surgery wherever the Atlanteans come from.  After a brief second of reverie, me and Alice fire a few rounds into this woman, who is wearing some silver suit.  Armour?  Or maybe she has a sense of humour having seen some 50s movies.  Alex doesn’t bother shooting.  The wounds don’t stop her, indeed, they heal.  Shit.





	Then Alex yells at me from his hiding place.  ‘Hey John (I did mention my name, didn’t I?  No?) she’s got machines inside her.  Ones which heal her.  Concentrate.  Got it?’





	Well, he’s shared something he knows, which is more than can be usually said.  Shame it takes a combat situation for him to be so communicative.  I stare at the woman, and concentrate on the image in my head, of lots of tiny machines flying through her blood stream.  Fixing the holes we make.  Then I summon all my anger, think of everything I hate in the world, and strike out with my anger at the machines, feeling joy at the thought of wrecking them.  I feel their mechanical aura (Yeah, machines have auras.  I can see them anyway, I don’t know any other psychic who sees them.  Maybe this calls for more therapy.) whither, and go into coma.  Not dead.  I can’t destroy machines to the point of irrepair, but usually its a moot point.  Take Mr Pace-Maker Psychic.  The pace-maker could’ve been fixed, but what good would it have done him three hours later?





	I nod at Alex, and he puts three bullets through the woman, just as she’s sensing something wrong.  She drops, and lies still.  Then Alex looks at me and Alice.





	‘She won’t stay dead.  But we have a bit of time to sedate her, and maybe get a sample of what’s in her vein.  Then we pass her on.’





	‘But’, say I, the negative, ‘AEGIS wants us to deal with this.’





	‘Yeah.  We will.  But I have contacts who will be better at dealing with her than we can.  I’ll share the goodies with you.  The news.  Promise.  In the meantime, you can use your trusty power, ‘object reading’ is the modern term isn’t it?, to interrogate the ship and the samples we take.  AEGIS’ll get what it wants.’  What Alex has said worries me more than he usually does.





	‘Where did you work before AEGIS recruited you?’, this came from Alice.  She’s got suspicions.  Alex doesn’t strike me as being governmental, and I don’t know who these contacts are.





	‘Many places.  I’ve worked in many places.’, and Alex smiles as he says this.





	And as he says this, it occurs to me that maybe he could pass for the nearest that many would consider to be ‘physically perfect’.


CASE REPORT ENDS


