
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Alien Taskforce

––––––––

Amber Grosjean

[image: image]


Alien Taskforce 

Copyright © 2026 by Amber Grosjean.

All rights reserved. Printed in the United States of America. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations em- bodied in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organisations, places, events and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any ressemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

For information contact :

https://ambergrosjeanwrite.wixsite.com/home

Email : ambergrosjeanwrite@hotmail.com

––––––––

Book and Cover design by Amber Grosjean

First Edition: September 2023

10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER ONE
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He lay in the ditch next to the deserted road. Dust flew around him as he tried to make sense of his recent memories. He was on the verge of passing out. The last thing he remembered was crashing the spaceship nearby. 

There was a flash of orange light, and he walked through a field made of something strange. The tall stalks were green, with something yellow growing under a green covering. He pulled one of the oblong yellow things off the stalk and peeled off the green covering. He smelled it but didn’t know what to compare it to. Nothing like this grew from where he came from. He tossed the thing to the ground and continued through the field. His body was unharmed, but he felt disoriented due to the strange atmosphere of the blue planet.

He observed something moving toward him on a dark river-like substance. As the strange contraption drew nearer, he saw a male humanoid who was old. It happened so fast—had the man hit him? Was that how he got in the ditch? Was that the reason he couldn’t move? That was where things became fuzzy. His eyes danced across the night sky as he attempted to put the pieces together. Did he know the man? Was he a friend or foe? Was he the reason he was on this strange planet? His eyes became heavy, and everything went dark.

He dreamed of a beautiful place that was very different from where he was now. He couldn’t see the faces of the people walking down the orange-paved streets. Did he know these people, or were they figments of his imagination? Where was this strange yet familiar place? Was this where he was from, or had he visited? Was it close by? The images of fur-like trees, dome-shaped buildings, and a metallic sphere in the center of a large pedestal faded as he began hearing different voices coming from above him. He tried to open his eyes, but his strength was depleted. The voices slowly drifted away, becoming an echo in the distance before disappearing altogether.

***
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WHEN HE OPENED his eyes, he found himself on a bed of white linen that felt comfortable. His head ached, so he reached up to touch the top of his scalp, where the hairline met his forehead. He felt bandages, and panic snuck in. 

A woman dressed in all white entered the room. “Good morning!” she said with a cheerful Southern accent. Her voice was that of an angel. She could sing in the choir and put anyone at ease, beginning with him.

“Where am I?” he asked as he looked around the small room. The lack of color made the room look cold, but somehow it felt warm. He was the only one using a bed, but there was room for three more. Maybe he was special being in the only patient in the room. 

The room became brighter as the clouds pushed away, leaving space for the rays of the blue planet’s sun. He turned his head to face the window, feeling the warmth upon his face. “How did I get here?”

“You were in an accident. Don’t you remember?” she asked as she picked up the clipboard at the foot of the bed.

“I don’t...remember anything. What’s happened to me?” The sound of his voice didn’t sound familiar. Basic knowledge like his name, where he came from, or even how old he was escaped his mind. Or, was it there, and just hiding from him? His mouth became dry, his muscles tightened, and he held back a scream. Her angelic face calmed him in a way nothing else could. Was she special too? “Can you give me a hint?” he asked.

“I know as much as you do, I’m afraid.” She approached him. Her shoes clattered on the tile floor. “May I see your wrist?”

He raised his arm toward her. The nurse held his hand as she read the band around his wrist with a gentle touch. “We gave you the name ‘John Doe’ until we could learn what your real name is. What is the last thing you remember?” she asked as she placed his hand over his chest.

John looked at the ceiling as he thought over his memories. They were confusing and strange compared to what he saw outside of his window. Somehow, he knew he wasn’t from this place because everything in his mind felt familiar; he just couldn’t put a name to anything. This place didn’t have that same feeling. His eyes returned to the woman, then he pulled his face down. He shook his head. “I don’t think what’s inside my head is real—it’s not possible.”

“What do you mean?” she asked as a man entered the room. The nurse glanced at the man and smiled.

“Hello, Mr. Doe. I’m happy to see you’re awake again. How do you feel?” the man asked. He was wearing a long white jacket and something around his neck. John didn’t know what it was, but he couldn’t take his eyes off it.

The nurse gently nudged his foot, and John Doe jumped. “I’m sorry, were you talking to me?” he asked.

“Yes.” The doctor laughed. “I apologize, I can understand how strange this can be since you don’t know who you are. I can hopefully answer the ‘why’ for you—if you’re up to it.”

“You can tell me why I don’t remember? Yes, please tell me.”

The nurse smiled and walked toward the door.

“Please don’t go. I would like someone in here with me as he tells me what’s wrong with me.”

“You better stay, Nurse Baker.”

“All right. I’ll stay.” Miss Baker returned to the bed and picked up John’s hand. She held it as the doctor explained what happened to him.

“When you were brought in, you were in and out. We asked you the basic questions during the time you were awake, but you couldn’t answer any of the questions. Do you remember any of this?”

John thought back but couldn’t recall anything before now. “No, I’m afraid I’m drawing a blank. What happened to me?”

“You hit your head and have a concussion. We tried giving you an X-ray, but the machine went crazy. We also tried an MRI, but we had the same results. Without running those tests, we can’t give you an exact diagnosis, but we can tell you that you have amnesia. For how long, we can’t be certain. We’re going to bring in a team of people to check you over and see if we can run those tests again.”

“Okay. What does that mean? I’m not even sure I understand what those tests are. Is it possible I will remember who I am?”

“I’m sure of it. But since we don’t have eyes on the inside, we can’t be certain there’s nothing else wrong with you. I’d like to keep you here until we do.”

“What if I don’t want to stay here?” John asked.

“I’m afraid that isn’t an option—at least, not at this moment. There could be internal bleeding, and if you leave the hospital, it could be a death sentence. We’re not willing to take those chances.”

“How hard did I hit my head?” John asked.

“It’s more than just your head, Mr. Doe.”

“Please don’t call me that. I have a name.”

“Tell me what it is, and I’ll call you by that name,” the doctor dared him.

“I don’t know what it is!” John yelled. He held his head as the loud voice made it throb.

“He’s only trying to help you, John. Please be patient. We’ll get to the bottom of this,” Nurse Baker whispered.

“I’m sorry. Do you know what happened to me?” John asked.

“The only information we gained about the accident, is that a man saw you on the side of the road a little too late. He clipped you with his car. He called 9-1-1 and stayed with you until the ambulance arrived. We’re only going by what he told the police. And frankly, I don’t believe half of what he told them.”

“Why’s that?” John asked.

“He told the officers you weren’t human.”

“What?” John tried to lift himself from the bed but fell back into the mattress.

“That’s what I said when I heard the statement. He described what he saw, and it’s not possible. Aliens don’t exist, and if they did, they wouldn’t be walking down the side of the road. The man had too much to drink.” The doctor laughed. “Anyway, we’re going to fix those machines and try again in the next few days. Sit tight. Nurse Baker and the other nurses will take good care of you.”

John looked at the woman and smiled. He couldn’t get the word ‘alien’ out of his mind, but he fought it back as hard as he could. He examined his arms and hands—compared them to those of the nurse and doctor. He looked just like these two people, so he wasn’t an alien.

***
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CHAPTER TWO
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​​​​John lay in bed for several days with nothing to do, but heal, see doctors, and visit with the beautiful nurses—one got his attention over the others—Nurse Baker. 

Nurse Baker pushed him down the hall in a wheelchair. “I don’t have any problems with my legs—I can walk.” 

“While you’re here, this is procedure. I enjoy doing this, John. You don’t want to take away my enjoyment, do you?”

“No, I don’t want to do that.”

“Besides, you need the rest so you can heal. That’s important.”

“All right, if you say so.”

Miss Baker pushed him onto an elevator and the doors closed behind them. John stiffened his back as his eyes widened. His hands shook. He pulled his hands under the blanket that covered his lap. He gazed at her and smiled. She smiled back. Good, she doesn’t know this whole thing is terrifying. I have to keep it that way.

The doors opened and they continued forward. Nurse Baker greeted everyone they passed. They stopped in front of a closed door. She opened the door and guided his wheelchair through the opening. “John Doe for his appointment,” she said.

“Right on time, Natalie. Take him on in.”

“All right.”

Once John saw the machine, he froze. They’re going to feed me to a monster. I’ve got to get out of here. I can’t pretend I’m not terrified any more, this is insane. He leaped out of the wheelchair, the blanket flew into the air and dropped. John rushed to the second door, but it closed before he could reach it. His skin turned pale. His head darted left, right, searching for another way out of the room.

“John, it’s okay. This machine is only going to take pictures of your insides. It doesn’t hurt.” Nurse Baker’s hands were up, her voice was soothing, and she appeared patient as she stepped forward.

John backed against the wall, his heart was about to leap from his chest. 

The nurse took another step closer as her hands remained up with her fingers straight. “It’s only a picture.”

He looked at the machine behind her. “How does it take pictures of the insides? Don’t you have to cut me open first?”

Natalie Baker smiled. “No cutting. Look, I’ll show you.” Natalie walked over to the table and sat down. She leaned back and pulled her legs up. “See? This is a big camera. Nothing more.” She sat up and slid down. She walked to the large window on the other side of the room. John slid to the side so he could watch her. “The doctors inside there will look over the pictures, and see if they can find something wrong.”

John inched toward the machine. He placed his hand on the cold medal. It didn’t hurt him. He let out a sigh of relief and smiled. He tilted his head and smiled. It’s just a camera—it only takes pictures. This is an odd piece of machinery. If I do this, she will think I’m brave. He turned slightly and gazed at her. He smiled and nodded. “Okay, I’ll give it a try, but you must stay with me.”

“I will stay.”

“All right.” John lay down on the table. He was prepared for the pictures. Natalie put a jacket on and stood next to him. John thought she must have been cold or something. Something within the machine hummed and then it stopped.

A couple of men with long white jackets entered the room. “Nurse Baker, there’s something wrong with the machine. Can you take him down to get his next test? We’ll call you when we get this working again.”

“All right.” Natalie pushed the wheelchair up to the table. “Looks like your lucky day. No pictures.”

“Good.” John got off the table and sat in the chair. He was pushed to another room. He saw the white machine and was nervous again. “I thought you said no pictures?”

“This machine is a little different. It has the same concept though.”

“Can you stay with me again? I’m sorry if I’m a pain, but I can’t do this alone.”

“I’ll stay with you, and I understand. This is all new for you. Let me help you onto the bed, and that man will run the machine.” Nurse Baker pointed at a man standing by the door.

John never knew anyone so caring. Well, he didn’t know anyone at all, so this treatment of hers was making him feel so much better. As long as she was by his side, he could conquer anything—almost anything. When the MRI broke down, John and Nurse Baker returned to his room.

***
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ON THE FOURTH day, John spent the entire day with Nurse Baker. They talked and laughed as the hours slowly drifted by. 

“Why are you being so nice to me?” John asked as they turned at the corner.

“What do you mean? I’m nice to all of my patients.”

“What other patients do you have? You’re always with me?”

Nurse Baker stopped for a moment and walked around to the front of the wheelchair. I know it feels like I’m always with you, but truly, I’m not. I have four other patients I visit with besides you. And each one has a unique situation.”

“Like me?”

“Just like you.”

“So, I’m not the only one with amnesia.”

Miss Baker laughed. “No, you’re the only one with amnesia. We’re not supposed to share what’s wrong with the other patients.” She smiled and returned to the backside of the chair, and pushed him forward. “I’ve always wanted to be a nurse. I enjoy helping people heal and get better. We’re told not to take these situations personally and we can only use our training to help each person heal, and move them out when they do. But I don’t see it that way.”

“How do you see it?” John asked. 

An elderly woman inched past them. She smiled at John. He nodded and smiled.

“For me, it is personal. I bring that extra touch to my work because I enjoy being around people. I.. can’t help it. If no one cares, how will anyone get better?”

“That’s a good question. I like you.” He reached back and placed his hand over hers.

“Awe, thank you, John. Are you ready to go back to your room?”

“Do I have to? I haven’t been outside since I got here. I was hoping to do that today.”

“I know, and we will. After lunch, I’ll take you outside. Will that make you feel better?”

“I guess that will be fine. What’s on the menu today?” he asked as they turned around.

“I didn’t look at the menu this morning. Would you like me to check on my rounds?”

“Can you?”

“Sure.”

They returned to his room. Nurse Baker pushed John past the first bed. John noticed it was occupied now. The man’s eyes were closed. John stood up as he watched the man. He wondered who he was, what happened to him, and why he was in this room. Nurse Baker pulled the blanket over him as the doctor entered the room. He smiled and approached the other man. John continued to watch. The man never opened his eyes. Nurse Baker smiled and hurried out of the room. 

“Good morning, Mr. Doe. Any changes?”

“No. Do you think if there was any internal bleeding, you would know by now?”

“Yes, there would be signs of it. As much as I would like to know more, it doesn’t seem like it’s going to be possible. We’re going to order new machines. I don’t think it is fair to keep you longer than necessary. Your wounds are healing and you appear stronger. You may be leaving in a couple of days or so.”

“That’s good to hear. I’m ready to leave and find out who I am.”

“I can understand that. Has anything come back to you? Is there anyone we can call—family or friend?”

“I don’t know anyone. It’s all the same as it was when I got here. I wish I could remember.”

“All right. I will make arrangements for someone to assist you until your memory returns.”

“You don’t have to do that. I’ll be all right on my own. I just need someone to take me back to where I was found. Maybe something there will answer my questions.”

“Agreed, but it wouldn’t be wise to leave you unattended since you have no one. Think about it, and I’ll make those calls for you.”

“All right. Thank you, sir.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll return later this evening.”

“Okay, thank you.”

Nurse Baker returned thirty minutes later. “You have a choice today. You can either have chicken with mixed vegetables or meatloaf with carrots.”

“I don’t remember having either one, so which would you suggest?”

“To be honest, I don’t like the carrots they serve the patients here. I’d go with the chicken.”

“All right, I’ll have that.” John pushed himself up to get more comfortable. He was beginning to hate this bed. He didn’t know what kind of life he had before being here, but he imagined it wasn’t stuck in a bed all day. His body was almost healed, he could feel that. From the talks he shared with Miss Baker, he knew he healed faster than most patients in the hospital, and he often wondered why. He just wished his memory would return so he could get back to his life.

“Would you like me to fluff your pillow?” she asked him.

“Could you?”

Miss Baker reached over and pulled the pillow out from behind John. She tossed it up and pushed the pillow as it rotated between her hands. “That should be better.” She pushed it behind him and adjusted it until it was just right.

An alarm cried out in the hallway. The screeching sound hurt John’s ears. He covered his ears as Miss Baker rushed out of the room. He didn’t know what was happening, so he pushed the blankets off of him and stumbled out of the room. When he reached the doorway, he saw nurses and doctors run down the hall. He followed. He kept one hand over his ear until the alarm stopped ringing.

At the end of the hall, John entered the doorway to the last room on the left. He watched as a group of people stood over the man in the bed. His eyes were closed. One doctor was pushing his hands down on his chest. Another doctor had something in his hands.

“Clear.”

Everyone stepped away from the man laying on the bed and the man pushed the object on his chest. The man’s body jumped. 

They repeated the process a few times and then they stopped.

“Call it,” one of them said. John couldn’t see who, his back was facing him.

“Time of death—eleven-thirty-two.”

“All right, everyone. That’s a wrap. Let’s clear the room and take him out of here.”

“John, what are you doing here?” Miss Baker asked as she nudged him out of the room.

“I wanted to see what was going on. What happened?”

“He died.”

“Is that what happens when someone dies?”

“Not always. Come on; let’s go back to your room.”

John returned to his room and Miss Baker helped him back onto the bed. She pulled the blanket over him as another nurse walked into the room with a cart in front of her. She passed the first bed, set the tray of food on John’s over-the-bed table, and rolled it to his bed.

“Aren’t you going to feed that guy?” John asked.

“He has a strict diet. He’ll be eating later when he wakes up. If he wakes up.”

John looked at Miss Baker. “What does that mean?”

Miss Baker gave the other woman an evil look. It was an expression he’d never seen before.

“Sorry, slip of the tongue.” The nurse left the room.

“I heard you were going to be leaving us soon. Are you happy?”

“I thought I would be, but now I’m nervous. What do I do?”

“Would it help if I went with you?”

John was surprised. He knew she’d have work to do—she was always so busy. 

“Don’t worry. I have vacation time coming. I was supposed to be on it already. I couldn’t leave knowing you needed so much help.”

“Wow, you do take this personally.”

“If that bothers you, I can just go home.”

“No, please, stay with me. At least until I can figure things out. It’ll help to have a familiar face around me.”

“All right, then it’s done. I’ll let Dr. Raven know that things have been taken care of on your end. Enjoy your lunch.” She appeared happy that she would be helping him. John thought he was doing a good thing for her.

“Thank you.”

Miss Baker left the room and John ate his lunch. The chicken was pretty good. He liked how it crunched between his teeth. And the mixed vegetables were full of flavor that he didn’t recognize, but they were just as delicious. With it, he had a carton of white milk, which he gulped down faster than he thought was possible. He rotated the carton of milk in his hand—interesting invention, a cardboard box that can hold a liquid. He smiled as the thought stayed with him for a moment. He finished his lunch feeling happy.

An hour later, he went outside, and enjoyed the soft summer breeze. The sun’s warmth felt better outside than it did in his room. John loved it.

***
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CHAPTER THREE
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The day finally came when John had to be discharged. Dr Raven and his medical team couldn’t do anything more for him. The rest was up to John, according to Dr Raven. John’s thinking was as normal as it could be under the circumstance. John signed the papers, dressed in the clothes that came with him, and waited for Miss Baker to end her shift.

He had three hours to kill, so he waited for the nurse in the cafeteria in the basement of the hospital. John joined the others in the line. When it was his turn, he filled a paper cup with soda, skipping the ice. He didn’t see any reason since the drink was already cold. He paid for the drink with a handful of change Miss Baker gave him. He stood by the register and searched for a place to sit down as he waited for the nurse.  He spotted an opening on the patio and headed outside.

John sat down at a round table that didn’t have an umbrella. The warmth of the morning sun felt good against his skin. For a while, he watched people as they came in and out of the cafeteria’s doors. Then he heard birds chirping, and they grabbed his attention for a little while.

A scene flashed into his mind. He was inside a room with a large window. He couldn’t see through the window, so he couldn’t tell where he was. The room was shaking. He was strapped in a chair, but the shaking broke him free and he crashed to the floor. John held onto the base of the chair as the shaking worsened. Sparks exploded over the control panel in front of the chair. Red and green lights flashed as a fire blazed into life. John couldn’t move, he was frozen in fear. The room crashed into something, and everything became quiet.

John pushed himself off the floor and walked in a daze toward the door. He held onto his head as he forced the door to open. There was a field of some kind of tall plants. He turned and looked into the room. The fire was growing, so he ran away from it. John didn’t dare look back as he kept moving forward, weaving through the plant stalks until he reached a black river. It wasn’t anything like a river he’d seen before—this one was solid.

As John was about to kneel and touch the surface, a large beam of light hit him in the face. John covered his eyes until the light past him. He saw something behind the light. There was an old man inside the metal object. The man’s face was pale and his eyes were enlarged. Then everything went dark.

“Are you all right?” Miss Baker asked. She looked different with her blonde hair pulled down and different clothes on. Color looked better than the all-white.

John glanced around and realized he was back in the hospital, on the outside patio for the cafeteria. “Uh, I guess so. I think I was remembering something.”

“That’s good. Can you tell me about it?” she asked and sat down next to him.

“I don’t know. I think you should take me back to where the man found me. Maybe I’ll have more answers there.”

“All right. I’ve already clocked out, so if you’re ready, we can go.”

“Thank you.”

“No problem. You can call me Natalie, now.”

“You have another name?” he asked.

“My full name is Natalie Baker. It’s normal to have a first and last name.” She laughed.

John felt uneasy about that. He didn’t know. “I’m sorry, I just thought your name was Nurse Baker.”

“Nursing is what I do. It’s not my name.”

“Oh, I see. I apologize then.”

“No need. There are a lot of things you don’t remember. I’ll help you figure things out.”

“Thank you.”

“No problem, sweetie.” They walked through the cafeteria, stopped at the elevator, and waited for it to reach their floor. A group of five nurses and doctors stepped out of the elevator. John and Natalie waited for them and they stepped inside. They took the elevator to the first floor and walked to the garage, where Natalie parked her car.

When John saw the car, he stopped in his tracks. It looked like the object that almost hit him. Or had it hit him? He couldn’t remember. He only knew what everyone told him.

“Are you all right, John?” she asked him.

There was an echo coming from somewhere behind him. It sounded like someone was walking heavily across the concrete. John tried to hide his fear of the object by putting his attention on the footfalls.

“Yeah, I’m fine. It just...I heard something and wasn’t sure what it was. Now, I know it’s someone walking in this direction. I’m okay now. Is this your...”

“My car? Yes, this is what I drive. Here, I’ll help you.” Natalie smiled as she opened the door on the passenger side. He slid into the seat, and she closed the door. John watched her walk around to the other side and climb in on her side. She closed the door and pulled something metal out of her bag. It clanged within her fingertips as she pulled one of the metal objects on the ring apart from the others. She straightened it and inserted it into something on the car’s panel. 

John recognized the panel. It was similar to what he saw in his memory, with fewer buttons and dials. Nothing was flashing red or green. John assumed it was altogether different as he stared at everything. The panel on her side of the car was much different from his side. “Why is that different from this side?” he asked her as he pointed at the steering column.

“I’m the driver so I need to know how fast I’m driving and if I have enough fuel to get there. The passenger doesn’t need to know all of that stuff. Wow, you lost a lot when you lost your memory, didn’t you?”

“I guess so. Why do I feel like I’ve never driven one of these before?” he asked her as the engine purred to life. He didn’t see how she did that.

“Maybe you haven’t. I guess we’ll be finding out together.”

“I hope so. This contraption seems interesting. It would be nice to know the truth.”

“I completely understand. Dr Raven gave me the information, so if you’re ready we can head over to the location you were discovered.”

“Yes, thank you.”

Natalie drove out of the garage and went down the street. John couldn’t take his eyes away from what was in front of them. Everything was so amazing. The buildings were large; some were taller than others. And the closer they got to them, the larger they became. John couldn’t hold in the excitement—he bounced in his seat as he pointed at each building. His head followed the passing building and snapped back to find the next one. His eyes widened, narrowed, and grew again. His jaw dropped with each quick approach.

“John, I’ve never seen you this excited. What’s gotten into you?” she asked as she turned left.

“I have no idea. I feel like this is all new for me. Do you think there could be an explanation for that?”

“Anything is possible.”

“That’s good to hear. So, where are we going?”

“You were discovered on Rural 87. It’s just down this way. It’s an old county road. Normally, only the farmers go down that road. It was Mr Harrison who found you and feels terrible about hitting you. He stopped by to check on you but didn’t want to see you. He still believes you’re an alien.”

“Wow. I don’t feel like an alien. So he did hit me?” 

“He says he did, but I don’t know. What he was saying about you was strange. I don’t know why he thought he was seeing aliens unless he was that drunk.”

“They don’t exist. Is that right?” John asked.

“Some say they don’t. Others don’t agree. I’m between the two. I don’t know either way.”

“Why is that?” John asked.

“I haven’t seen, or heard enough evidence.”

“I see.” John looked out of the window and watched the field pass as they continued down the road. It was a peaceful drive, and he enjoyed this time with Natalie Baker.

***

[image: ]




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER FOUR
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An image lit up the large screen above a long panel with buttons, and dials flashing in white and yellow. The being on the screen was a large humanoid male with pale green skin. His black eyes covered three-fourths of his head with two more eyes centered between them. He went by the name Lord Vaduel and he ruled over Aridaan Galaxy with an iron fist.

“We have followed the beacon to the M Quadrant, Sir.” The captain of the spaceship sat in his chair at the center of the main area. Three beings like him stood at their stations behind him. They were busy pressing buttons, pulling levers, and turning dials as they navigated the large ship.

“That’s good. Have you narrowed down his location?” Lord Vaduel’s voice was deep and serious.

“It appears he has gone to the Blue planet. It is the only planet in this solar system that sustains life. It should be a matter of days before we locate his exact location. Do you want us to proceed?”

“I do. Notify me if you have any complications.”

“Complications, Sir?” The captain stood up and approached the front of the room as his eyes focused on the screen.

“Captain Shizzer, I have faith you’ll bring him in, but yes, there may be complications.”

“Anything I can’t handle?” Shizzer put his hands on his hips as his head tilted to the left. A grin appeared on his grey face. Another pair of hands appeared from behind his back and he rubbed them together as the grin widened.

“Don’t get any ideas, Captain. I want him brought in alive. Remember, he’s a shifter from the Old World.”

“Yes, Sir.” Shizzer turned and faced his men. “I will notify you once we’ve landed on the Blue Planet.” He raised one hand and slid his finger across his narrow neck to inform his first mate to kill the conversation.

Shizzer returned to his chair and watched the image disappear as the screen lowered into the panel. Behind the screen, the main window revealed their location in outer space. Beyond the stars, they could see the blue planet a few clicks away.

Shizzer returned to his feet and approached the man closest to the door. “Jamus, tell the others to prepare for landing. I’ll be joining in the search. Make sure all weapons have been set to stun.” He gritted his pointed teeth. He wanted this kill for his belt of accomplishments. “Find out what the people on this planet look like, so we may replicate it.”

“Yes, Sir.” Jamus turned on his heel and left the room.

Shizzer turned around to face the front. “This is close enough. I don’t want to alert the people of this planet of our arrival. Set the cloak.”

“Yes, Sir,” someone from behind Shizzer said.

Shizzer watched the main window for a brief moment as the ship became invisible. His eyes wandered to the left as he turned around. “Gogetier, you are in charge while we’re away. Alert us if this planet becomes aware of our location.”

“Yes, Sir.” One pair of Gogetier’s arms pulled into his back as he stood up from his chair. He faced Shizzer and saluted him before strolling to the main chair in the center of the room. 

Shizzer watched Gogetier sit down and inched towards the exit. Two doors slid open; he left the room, turned around, and watched the doors slide closed. He walked down the tunnel leading to the docking bay where two small spaceships were waiting for him. Five members were assigned to each ship, Shizzer included, for a total of ten.

“Did you get the information I requested?” Shizzer asked as he approached the nine men.

“Sir, I did,” one of them answered. It was Oreleus, the shortest of the group.

“Don’t just stand there, tell me what you know,” Shizzer ordered.

“The planet is called Earth. The people who live there are called humans. This is what they look like.” Oreleus approached Shizzer and showed him a picture of five men. They each looked different, with various skin colors, hair lengths, and heights. “As you can see, Sir, they are quite strange.”

“Yes, I do see. Have you created the suits to alter our bodies to copy these appearances?”

“I have.”

“Good. Let’s change now so we can be accustomed to these strange appearances.”

“Yes, Sir.”

They stepped inside the ships and put on a special garment that altered what they would look like. A special device was pushed into their ears so they would be able to speak and understand the language of this planet as well. The device was small, square-shaped, and had a pin sticking out of it for easy removal.

The group of men gathered in front of the first ship.

“These suits are tight. How do these humans stand looking in the mirrors?” Shizzer asked as he looked at his new form from the shoes up. He had to settle for just using one pair of arms and legs, this was something he didn’t like. He felt cramped being stuffed inside this suit. He was a white male with short hair and wire-framed glasses.

Jamus was in a black man’s body suit. He was tall with long thin legs and long arms. His hair was braided down to the scalp. It was short but tight against the scalp. “Sir, this is the strangest thing. I can feel my hair being pulled back.”

“What is that on your head?” Whinkain asked as he pointed at Jamus’s forehead.

Jamus felt his head. “I’m not sure what that is. What’s the purpose of this thing?” The black bandana was tied around his head. He didn’t remove it since it came with the man suit.

“All right, we need to get to business. Are you ready?” Shizzer asked as he straightened his back.

“Sir, yes, sir,” the nine others said in unison. They stood in a single row facing their captain.

Shizzer pushed his hands behind his back and paced back and forth in front of the row of men. “Azula is a dangerous fugitive. He was caught with the victim and still denied his guilt.” He stopped and looked at his men. “He escaped while he was being transported to the prison. We think it was an inside job, but no one is certain. We have been given our orders to bring him in alive. Lord Vaduel wants the man who helped Azula escape.”

“Wasn’t he the one who discovered Azula?” Jamus asked.
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