Recruitment Day

9:30 AM EST – Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

“Car 42. This is dispatch,” a manly woman-voice barked over the CB radio.

“Dispatch. 42 here. Go ahead.”

“42, We have an 11-44, possible 187 at the docks, south-west of Marina Way. Coast guard is at the scene, CSI is in transit. Car 42 please assist. Over.”

“Dispatch, 10-4. Car 42, over and out sweetheart.”

Dan fumbled the radio handset while placing the peg in the slot of the console. It was like a memory challenge for three year olds. 

“Good thing you’re fucking driving. My goddamn head hurts. " Dan let out a long breathful sigh, "So, the coroner is on his way also I guess. Ahh... christ my head hurts. Who do you think did it this time?”

Matt didn't answer, just looked at Dan in a funny disgusted way.

Pulling out to the street, only to idle at a red traffic light; Matt looked over towards Dan in the passenger side. “I guess that was a crazy night last night eh? What was his name?”

“Piss off. Let’s just get to the scene already,” Dan said with absolute disinterest.

“Good morning to you too sunshine. Rookie. Hehe,” Matt belly laughed, then under his breath, “Just don’t puke in my car.” 

The traffic light finally switched to green and the unmarked police-issued Ford Lincoln sped off west bound toward the ocean. 

3 Hours earlier – Somewhere west of the west coast of California. On the water.

Miguel, a Spanish fisherman and el Capitan of “El Capitan”, the Spanish fishing vessel, grunted with dismay when he heard the shark call. ‘Big fucking deal’, he thought. He had no idea his crew meant they had actually found a floating, recently deceased shark. A shark that would feed him a nice dinner of steaks to go with his vino. A shark that may in fact be the gift to continue giving as no effort would go into it’s capture, aside from the power consumed to run the hoist that lifted it onto the deck of the medium sized vessel. Fresh shark meat could bring in quite the chunk of change on the market these days. Miguel continued on his way from the bridge to the deck where his men were handling the newly acquired fish. 

One of the deckhands ran over to the fishy corpse with a nicely sized, curved blade and stuck it into the shark’s belly near the anus. With one quick motion he slit the shark’s belly from anus to throat, and the contents of its body spilled out onto the deck. Something very creepy and disturbing seemed to show thru the semi translucent, and nearly opaque walls of the shark's over-filled stomach. The deckhand, with another swift slice, pierced and freed the stomach contents.

Miguel nearly choked as a formation of objects slid out before him on the deck of his fishing boat. From the internals of the shark and amongst the assortment of fish and innards, came two halves of a human. An African-American human. Bloated and very roughly bisected at the waist as if chomped on by a shark, before being swallowed, semi digested and eventually deposited on the deck. 

The upper half was riddled with bullet holes. A couple loose rounds of spent ammo fell out of the torn torso. The bullets rolled across the deck randomly as one of the deckhands ran to the side of the boat and hurled. Handcuffed to the left wrist of the man was a small chain attached to a small stainless steel briefcase. It had obviously been struck by bullets, but not punctured. 

Shiny and sparkling in the sun was a three-fingered, gold knuckle ring on the deceased man’s left hand. It read, “4LIFE,” embossed with a beveled border. 

“Not anymore,” Miguel remarked. He picked up the radio, and made the call to the coast guard." 

"No chunk of change for me," he said in Spanish inside his head. Pissed off, he tossed his radio handset off to the side.

10:02 AM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

The two detectives wandered over to where the body (halves) had been laid out in relative order. The blood stained blue tarp that was used to cover the deceased was pulled back. A small swarm of flies quickly launched from the corpse. 

“I think I’m gonna be sick,” Dan’s marinated head was beginning to spin.

“No sympathy from here, bud,“ Matt said.

“Wow. This guy has really seen better days,” Matt knelt down over the body.“Looks like multiple caliber holes. Someone wanted this guy dead.” The crime scene investigator examined the many holes with the lid of his ballpoint pen, 

“I hope you’re not going to chew on that thing later,” a disgusted Dan uttered to the CSI.

“My initial assumption is that cause of death would be from the gun shot wounds. The shark came in post mortem. Time of death though, I can only speculate. He's been chilled by the ocean so liver temp tells me nothing. Sharks a have a high metabolism though. Based on the state of digestion, I would say he was eaten no more than six hours ago.” 

One of the ranking detectives walked up from behind the group and slapped Dan on the back before barking at the party of investigators, “Now that you fucking assholes are all acquainted, can someone find out how the fuck this jerk off wound up full of bullets and dumped in the fucking ocean? Matt? Don’t you have a file on this fuck off? “

“Yeah, I do. A pretty big one too.”

“Find out who he knows, ask a bunch of questions and close this fucking case. Last thing we need is another fucking dope dealing scum wad clogging up the precinct. At least he’s off the fucking streets. Some cocksucker did us a favour, so don’t waste too much time on this piece of shit.”

“Roger that boss. I clearly wouldn't have known what to do next,” Matt spoke with a mocking monotone. 

“And don’t be so fucking patronizing. Later gentlemen!”

Dan looked back and watched him march off to his car, cell phone smashed to one side of his face. Dan shook his head.

“Wow, Captain Bozo's in a good mood today.”

“Yup. If you only met his wife. Explains everything,” Matt chuckled 

“Okay, well. Who is this guy? You said you have a file?” Dan started backing away from the body. Matt got up and started to follow turning his back to the CSI guy.

“That there is Charles.”

“Charles? Really? Hard to recognize him. He’s pretty mutilated. Are you sure?”

“Yeah, his bling is a dead give away. Pardon the pun.”

The CSI turned. Looking up at Matt and Dan, he remarked about the briefcase, “We’ll examine the contents and get back to you.”

“Can we get that case open to have a look?”

The CSI took a few photos of the case from a couple different angles, and attempted to open the briefcase. The latches refused to spring open. 

“Looks locked. We’ll have to examine the body, see if he’s got a key or we’ll have to open the case by other means. Don’t worry, you’ll be apprised of our findings.’

“Fair enough,” Matt stated, looking at an irritated and hung over Dan. Matt continued, “I have a feeling his friends in the south turned on him. C’mon. Let’s get back to the station, I have some calls to make. I’m going need you to pull his dumb ass idiot partner’s file and see if we can find out where he would be. If he’s still alive he’ll know what happened here.”

Dan protested, “How do you know Odessa’s not out there floating on the water, like Charles getting eaten by sharks?”

“Odessa’s good with numbers, not people. Charles would never have brought him out for a meeting. Too much of a chicken shit anyway,” huffing at the bisected corpse before him, he looked over at the CSI.

“Carl, send me the details when you’re done, okay?”

“You got it.” 

Dan stroked his chin and gave his aching head a shake. 

“Awesome, I need food. Maybe even a beer.”

Matt smiled, “Great! Let’s grab brekky or brunch homeslice.”

11:24 AM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997 – Back at the Precinct

The detectives were hard at work looking at images of the pair of hoodlums known as Charles and Odessa. Both were of Jamaican decent, and both were heavily involved in the drug trade. Charles had had a fair bit more direct involvement and was often in and out of prison. Odessa, was a bit more timid, and was more like the kid brother. Charles was very protective of him. 

Charles started off at a young age selling weed (to his friends) and crack (to the poor addicts in the neighborhood.). This behavior started a lifestyle of small time dealing and led to part time weapons trafficking and consorting with prostitutes and other dealers. He eventually gravitated to manufacturing crack to sell, as it was cheaper and increased his profits, but this meant he would have to source out his cocaine. This led to a new level of involvement. As his orders grew, so did his requirements. He soon began to purchase cocaine in large amounts and found himself working with larger much more serious dealers. After 15 years, he had grown from a small time pot dealer, to a main mover of cocaine, heroine, and other heavy drugs in the South Central L.A. region. His latest visit to the penitentiary was for discharging an unregistered firearm.

Odessa, was Charles’ voice of reason. As criminal as Charles was, Odessa was more of a trouble maker. O.D. as he was often called, was a clumsy and lanky Jamaican. Sporting a bald head, baggy clothes, and no jewelry to speak of was your typical rapper style B-boy. He was in no way intimidating; almost comical looking, with big ears and a big mouth to match. His saving grace was his brains. Had he been born anywhere else on the planet, or adopted by a rich family, or just had the not-so-common sense to get the hell out of the hood, he would have excelled and probably achieved something great by this time. Charles, if anything held him back from greatness.

Oh, and the cops... right..

Matt was the older, seasoned detective on the force and had been working with Dan as a partner for about two years out of twenty at this point. Matt had known O.D. since his early years on the force and had an invested interest in making sure that Odessa didn’t get too deep in Charles’ world. It was much easier when the boys were younger, but as the years went by, it became much more difficult to keep tabs on the pair. As Charles got older and became more serious in his affairs, Odessa became more isolated from Matt. All Matt could hope for was that Odessa wouldn’t wind up dead somewhere. 

Matt was the typical victim of a marriage gone awry. He had spent the last two years of his life trying to piece together the how’s and why’s and whatnots and tried his best to be civil with his ex-wife, Shauna. He managed to make good of a bad situation and while they were separated, she was doing good on her part to repair the damage done over the years. She was a very demanding and ambitious woman. Working in the FBI made her a force to be reckoned with and she often lost sight of her smaller household matters. Her lack of attention to details caused much grief between her and Matt. This gave him a small edge, the ability to call in the odd, ‘small favor’. He dug his cellular phone out of his pocket and dialed her number. She answered, with a muted, “Hello?”

“Hey sweetheart. How’s your day?”

“Sweetheart? What do you want Matthew?”

“Just confirming the time for our dinner date.”

“And…”

“And I need you to run a check on someone for me.”

“Matt. You know I’m not supposed to. I don’t just run files for people. You know how we operate”

“Look just run it, and tell me in person what you find. I’m looking out for one of my kids. I think he’s in trouble.”

“Shit. Hon. Your ‘kids’ are going get YOU in trouble one of these days. Okay, Who? What’s the name?”

“Charles Davenport. Odessa Miller.”

“Matt, that's TWO people,” she sighs, ”Okay. Got it. I’m not making you any promises. My supervisor will shit.”

“Thanks sweety. So, six o’clock… or seven?”

“uh, seven... o’clock works better, “ Shauna stammered as if flipping through reminder notes and schedule information. 

“Okay. I’ll be there to get you. See ya soon hon. I love you,” Matt baited her with the 3 magic words, hoping for her response.

“Bye.” 

She didn't take the bait.

Matt hung up the phone. He turned looking across his desk at Dan who was staring back at him grinning.

“So, did she say it back?” Dan asked.

“Nope.”

“Ouch! She’s still kinda bitter, eh?”

“Yeah I guess. We’re still making progress though.”

“Yeah… I guess you are. At least you got dinner. Better than nothing. Ha ha.” Dan teased.

“Dan, just got an email from Captain foreskin,” Matt chuckled

“What'd he say?”

“He he. It reads, When are you two cunts going to wrap this damn case? My office NOW!”

“Ha ha. Fuck him. Matt. Are you coming out for wobbly pops tonight?” 

“Naw man. Dinner with the ex. Should be interesting. By the way, she should have some heavy intel on Charles. I would be very surprised if the FBI didn’t have tabs on his suppliers. This murder looks like the work of his Colombian partners.”

Dan picked up the car keys off of the desk, “Hmm. Well, let’s go pay this Odessa guy a visit. I’ll drive. My headache’s gone.”

3:21 PM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

The two detectives were on their way back from fast food after pointlessly scouring Odessa’s neighborhood. Feeling knackered, Dan pulled the car into a strip mall parking lot in front of a variety store. Matt stared at Dan.

“Cigarettes? Thought you quit?”

“Me too,” Dan said. He got out of the car, and tossed the keys to Matt. 

“You can drive us back. I’m sick of it.”

“O-kay,” Matt said, puzzled.

‘Strange guy,’ he thought as he got out of the passenger’s side of the car. He made his way around the back of the car. From Matt’s hip an annoying digital version of ‘Sweet Home Alabama’ rang out. It was his cell phone. He flipped it open and spoke.

“Hello. Detective Bossier.”

“Sweety? It’s Shauna.”

“Hey there. What’s up?”

“Found something interesting. I think you should wrap the case you’re on and move along.”

“Not the first time someone told me that today. Why? What did you find?”

“I’m not sure. I looked into Charles for you and there were several fresh notes and security traps on the file. As far as Odessa is concerned, Charles and Odessa might as well be in one file. They are tightly linked, with one minor exception. Odessa has been missing for a week. The main reason I’m calling is that both you and Dan’s names are in the file. I’m not sure why, but I think someone is monitoring your investigation.”

“Really? How so? Who is it? Feds?”

“Can’t say at the moment. Listen I gotta go, but there’s more. I’ll tell you tonight.”

“Okay, love you.”

“Bye”

Dan came out of the store. 

“Who was that? Wife again?”

“Yeah. Did you notice anyone tailing us?” Matt glanced around briefly before looking back at Dan.

“Nope. Wasn’t really paying attention. Was too busy looking for your waste case.”

“Hmph. It’s probably nothing. Shauna said there is a note on Charles’ file. Something about our investigation being monitored. I dunno. It’s only been hours since we saw the damn body. Maybe the feds have been casing him. Locking down his supplier or something. As far as Odessa is concerned, he's been missing for a week apparently.”

“Do you think we’re in the way of a federal investigation?” Dan sarcastically inquired.

“Something like that. We have jurisdiction until they decide to take it over though. It doesn’t make any sense. If they have interest in the case, why haven't they jumped in yet. They just love fucking up a crime scene.” 

“Did she say it was the feds?”

“No. She said she’ll tell me more later tonight at dinner.”

“Okay? How about we just forget about it for today. Wrap it up for now and tonight you’ll find out more. Tomorrow you’ll tell me, and we’ll get on with it then?”

“Yeah. Good idea. It's just strange. Something isn't right.”

“What do you mean?” Dan looked over at Matt. He lit a cigarette..

“Doesn’t matter. I just want to make sure Odessa is still alive,” Matt paused as he pulled up to a red light, “If he’s an epic fuck up, that’s one thing. I just don’t want him dead on my watch.”

7:14 PM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

Dan was in the middle of returning a phone call from a prospective mate. He left a message.

Since his first year of police work he had tried like mad to get hitched up and be in a position where he could bring that 'special someone' to an event, or leave the homestead while a 'special someone' would remain there having a Tupperware or jewelry party, and he would come home to her. Dreams are nice. Everyone needs goals.

Again, despite his valiant efforts, he found himself back at his local pub. He took a generous sip of ale. He eyeballed the bartender. She looked like a typical college girl trying to make a buck in order to pay her bills. She turned to him and smiled, “I’m heading out for a smoke Dan. You good for now?”

“Yeah Cindy, I’m good. Enjoy your smoke,” he watched her walk away from the bar. Dan thought about Matt and his ex-wife and how their evening at dinner was going.

***

Matt put down his glass of wine and stared at his ex-wife from across the small table. They had just finished a short conversation regarding their future together. It didn’t really go very far. Shauna seemed eager to change the subject. 

“So tell me,” Matt gave her the way out she was looking for. “ What’s up with the case I brought you?”

“Oh. Yeah. That. Thanks for changing the subject,” she smiled and let out a sigh of relief, “Did you know that Charles got pulled in last week?” She pulled a manila file folder out of a sachet case inside her oversized hand bag. 

“No. That wasn’t on file. Your friends at the bureau?”

“No, Matt. It doesn’t say. He was let go as fast as he was brought in. I didn't have the security clearance to read much else. There are photos of him with another guy. These photos were taken on American soil, So, I ran some facial recognition software and pulled this man out of the bureau’s database.” 

Shauna placed a couple of photo printouts of a south-American man in front of Matt, “I don’t have a name for him, nothing. I did manage to get his location though. This guy is Colombian. It looks like Charles has been working with some friends outside the country. I would assume that the CIA is working with the bureau on this one, which is why I’m thinking you should back off. Make this a cold case. I’m sure they got this covered and probably don’t need you interfering with the investigation.” 

“Interfering? They should have stepped in at the docks. I told Dan the same thing. This makes no sense at all. The feds never hesitate to walk in on a scene. They love it when we leave with our thumbs up our ass. So they’re trying to get the big fish you think? Heh. Well, I’m not too concerned with Charles or his Colombian connection anymore. I just wanna make sure Odessa's okay. Anything on him?”

“Odessa's file is fairly clean. There are several references to him in Charles' file. He has been off the grid for just over a week though. Intelligence-wise, whatever info we have you should have also. They’re not paying much attention to him from what I can tell.”

“I wonder if the Colombian's took Odessa. Maybe Charles went to pay for his release.”

Shauna tilted her head slightly and looked into her ex-husband's eyes, “Matthew, you know if that's the case, then he's probably dead too by now.” 

“I was just thinking that.”

“Here take these, and read the reports yourself when you get home. Maybe it will give you some idea where to look for him.”

***

Half of a block away from the restaurant, in the back of an electronics and surveillance equipment-filled cable-TV van, “Here take these, and read the reports yourself when you get home. Maybe it will give you some idea where to look for him,” crackled through a communications operator's headset. The communications operator picked up his cellphone and dialed out.

“She's given him a package. Send out an intercept. Send two, one for each of them. They'll be leaving separately.”

The headset continued to crackle.

“So how is Dan doing? Did he enjoy his birthday party last night?”

***

“Yeah. You should have seen him this morning. He was in rough shape. I thought he was going to lose his cookies when we got to the scene. More wine?”

“Ha ha ha, “ She giggled, “Please. Thank you. That was quite a gruesome scene. Wish I could have been there to see it.” 

Matt poured a hearty glass of wine for his ex-wife and himself.

“You wouldn't have been able to keep a straight face.”

***

9:58 PM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

Dan was halfway through his seventh pint, and walked outside for a cigarette himself. From his vantage point, he was able to see the barmaid through the window, and watched her rough elegance as she served up the regulars at this grungy watering hole. 

'This is definitely not the place to pick up a woman,' he thought to himself and chuckled. He continued to watch Cindy.

Cindy would float from customer to fridge, glass rack to ice tub, hard bar to customer. She had such a systematic flawlessness, you would almost miss the trip to the cash register in between, where she would make the sale, and procure change that she would place in front of the customer with their beverage of choice. 

She was amazing. She was so amazing in fact that Dan hadn't noticed the idling black sedan two blocks away sharing his exact vantage point, watching his every movement. His cell phone rang, breaking his trance-like state. He looked at the caller ID. It was Matthew.

“Hey Mister. How's the dinner with the ex going?”

“Pretty good. I'm just checking to see that you're not all pissed up yourself.”

“I'm pretty good. Cindy's good too,” Dan pulled the last drag from his cigarette.

“I got some pretty good intel on the boys. We're going to have a busy day tomorrow, so easy on the pints tonight.”

“Yeah, I was gonna call it a night after this one, or maybe the next,” Dan looked out on the street where he then flicked his cigarette. His eyes locked onto the black sedan, two blocks away. Almost immediately, the car pulled out and turned right, moving away from Dan's position.

“That was strange,” Dan muttered into the phone.

“What's that?”

“Remember when you asked me if I noticed a tail?”

“Uh-huh. What someone following you?”

“Yeah, I mean no. I'm at the pub. Just, call me paranoid, but I think someone was just watching me, they pulled out as soon as I looked over. They're gone now.”

“Okay. Daniel, just keep doing what you're doing, go home when you're done. I'll pick you up in the morning. Rest well. Busy day tomorrow.”

“Roger that. Tell Shauna I said hi. Later.”

“Stay out of trouble. Bye for now”

***

Matt flipped his cell phone closed, and looked into his ex-wife’s increasingly intoxicated eyes. She was seemingly more and more enamored with each glass of wine, and Matt didn't want the moment to end just yet. He poured them each another glass of red wine. He was starting to feel the effects himself, and wasn't thinking rationally himself. He imagined himself thrust back into domestic bliss with Shauna, and coming home to her every night. Eating meatloaf and...

“Hey Romeo! Wake up!” Shauna playfully yelled at him.

Matt snapped out of his trance.

“If you're trying to get down my pants, you know red wine is the way to go,” Shauna reported in a sultry and seductive fashion.

Matt smiled, “And I thought climbing Mount Everest would be a more realistic goal.” 

“Yeah, well, tonight it would be. We both have a lot of work to do tomorrow sweety. We should probably finish up and get going soon. If we don't get going now, we'll have to write tomorrow off.” 

“I was afraid you'd say that. You're right though. I just told Dan to take it easy on the beer, so I should probably take my own advice.”

She pulled closer to him from across the table and gently tugged on his tie, pulling him closer. She kissed him gently on the lips.

“Thank you for a great evening. It was really nice to see you like this. I'm glad you're doing better.”

“I could be doing a lot better you know,” he retorted.

“One day at a time sweetheart. We'll always have weekends.”

“Again you're right. Listen I'll get the bill and get the waiter to order us cabs home. I love you.”

“I know you do. Don't forget the folder, Matt.” 

10:47 PM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

Luckily for Dan, his house was only four blocks away from the pub. After several failed attempts to add Cindy to his proverbial 'little black book', he gave up, finished his eighth pint of ale, and made his way home. Given his tolerance for beer he merely had a decent buzz, and rather enjoyed the wandering nature of his mind as he himself wandered back to his apartment. He inserted his door key in the front door deadbolt and turned it. He entered his home, and pushed the door shut behind him. It wasn't enough of a push, and the door didn't latch. Dan sauntered the ten feet toward his living room and dropped into his favorite armchair. Turning to face his television, he was about to pick up his remote control to turn it on when he heard his door creak. 

His heart skipped a beat as he suddenly felt a presence at his door. He knew his sidearm was nowhere near this part of the room. Although groggy and buzzed from alcohol, he started to figure a plan to make the twenty feet across the room to the open-concept kitchen where his nine millimeter pistol was sitting perched on the counter top, along with his backup revolver. He had placed them there only hours before heading off to the pub.

Dan was just about to jump out of the chair when an old man's voice calmly requested, “Don't get up Daniel. Just turn and look at me.”

Dan slowly swiveled in his armchair, and took a long look at a figure standing in the front doorway of his home. The lights in his front room had not even yet been turned on. The only light coming into the apartment was the soft blue glow from the outside streetlamps. The semi-illuminated side profile of an old man in a wide rimmed vintage hat, small round spectacles and a long black trench coat was all that Dan could make out. The slender face was mostly in shadow, but it was evident that this man was clearly of age, perhaps even in his mid 70's. Due to the lighting, Dan was unable to confirm whether the man had a firearm or not, and decided to not take the chance yet. He was about to speak but was then cut off by the old man.

“I've been waiting for you Daniel, and before you ask, I know you must be wondering who I am. I am someone who has been watching you and your partner for a few weeks now. You have stumbled into something well outside of your control. In fact after today your entire life is about to change. That is, if you survive the night.”

“What the HELL are you talking about?” Matt tried to place control of the conversation back in his favor, but was smoothly disarmed again by the man's soothing, and calm demeanor.

“There is something much larger at work here. It is larger than your precinct, your jurisdiction, even your country. The case that you started on this morning was not by accident. Something very big is about to happen, and you have been hand selected to attract the general public towards it. The very people you are investigating are about to frame you and distract the general public from a much grander scheme. This is why I have selected you to blow it wide open, but you need to get moving now. People are already on their way to intercept you. You have less than thirty minutes to get moving.”

“Intercept? What the fuck is that? I don't even know what this is about. Frame me for what?” Dan struggled for the questions as his heart began to race. He kept glancing over at his firearms across the room. 

“Yes, you will need those, and framed for what, you ask? Your partner's murder.”

Dan's mouth could have caught flies as his jaw dropped. He remained stunned and silent. 

“It will be reported on the news tonight that you killed your partner Matthew as he was getting too close to a Colombian drug cartel that you are allegedly working with. Charles was only an aggregate of a larger operation that you were allowing to happen under the precinct's nose through misdirection. Fabricated witnesses will say they saw you fleeing Matthew's house moments from now. It is imperative that you do not go to your partner's residence. Doing so, will almost absolutely result in your capture, and I fear that we will lose this one opportunity.”

“Opportunity for fucking what?” 

“Go get your pistols. Leave the car, leave your cell phone and get away from here. Far away, and examine the information I will send to you. Do not go to Matthew's. I'm serious Daniel. I've invested a lot in you and you are a crucial element to the success of this operation. As of tonight you are no longer a cop working for the city. You work for Echelon High command now. When you're safe, you'll be contacted. ”

Dan turned back to the door. The old man was gone. He could hear the sound of a car, and quickly ran to the doorway to look outside just in time to see the rear end of a black sedan speed off. 

Dan went to the Kitchen and armed himself with his nine millimeter and backup pistol on his inside ankle. He grabbed a green army duffel bag, and tossed some articles of clothing, his shaving kit as well as a few odds and ends from his camping gear. He put on his Kevlar liner and leather jacket. He zipped up his jacket to cover the Kevlar liner. While not heeding the advice of the old strange man, he grabbed his car keys and phone. He ran out to the driveway where his black '93 Mustang was parked and entered the vehicle. 

“Screw that old fuck. I'm going to Matt's,” he said to himself as he started the car. 

11:03 PM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

Matthew's television was on full blast. The front door was left ajar. Matthew was left lying face-down in a congealing pool of his own blood. Dan stood there with his weapon drawn pushing back the overwhelming urge of an emotional response. His heart was pounding. He could hear himself breathing. 'Wait. Is that ME breathing?' he thought to himself. He suddenly felt the sick, stomach churning feeling of being in tactically terrible position. With his training suddenly kicking in, he decided to go down to a crouch and find some kind of cover and simultaneously scan the room around him. 

It was a smart decision. It was as smart a decision as coming to Matt's house was a bad one.

A very fast burst of silenced projectiles ripped through the wall nearest Dan as he went to ground. Two men wearing black business suits ran into the house through the same door Dan had entered through. Dan fired instinctively and took one of them down as the other was opening fire with a small caliber, silenced auto pistol. From his crouched position, Dan rolled off to the right, practically rolling thru the pool of his partner's blood as he went. As Dan returned to his feet he fired again, missing the remaining assailant, who also deftly rolled out of harms way to take cover behind the adjacent room's wall. 

Hard boots could be heard stomping the floor from the rear of the house. Sounded like two men. From where Dan was in the living room. The rear of the house would be found by going straight through the dining room, where there would be a left turn down a hallway where one would find the kitchen. The wall opposite the kitchen entrance is the location of the back door. Dan's current location, would have him cornered by multiple assailants. He knew this, and decided he would have to take on a better, more tactical position. The boots were getting closer. The other assailant opened fire again. Dan responded by diving over his dead partner's body, and putting himself in line with the leading edge of the wall where the assailant was hiding. Dan fired four shots in rapid succession through the drywall hoping for a hit. He watched part of the man's body slump from behind his hiding spot. Good. Dan had hit him, hopefully a good hit.

The stomping boots were just around the corner of the dining room and Dan was still in a cornered position. He scrambled to his feet and performed a running dive over the dining room table, grabbing the edge of it as he went over, flipping it onto it's side just in time as the two new assailants opened fire. The bullets went thru the solid oak dining table like knives through butter, narrowly missing Dan in the process. Unimpressed with his new 'shield', he jumped up and returned fire. These two assailants were in some kind of swat fatigues, lacking markings of any kind. One of them split formation and ran towards the front door blocking the route to escape. Realizing they both had body armor, Dan easily dispatched the man at the hallway entrance with a head shot. Jumping back over the overturned table, Dan avoided several more silenced rounds as the remaining assailant opened fire. 

Once more, Dan returned fire and the remaining assailant took cover. Dan returned to his feet, and while running backward towards the hallway, he kept firing. The upper receiver of his pistol locked back, telling him he was out of ammo. Dan picked up the automatic weapon from the downed man at the hallway entrance, and continued firing at the remaining assailant while running backward toward the kitchen.

In a fleeting moment that Dan almost missed. He caught a glimpse of someone else coming through the back door in the kitchen. Luckily for Dan there was another door on the left side of the hallway, and Dan shouldered his way through the door, avoiding fire from both ends of the hallway. One round smashed him like a brick hitting the Kevlar jacket near his right kidney. He yelled in pain and went very dizzy for a moment. Gasping for air, he realized this room must have been Matt's study. The only problem with this room now is that with no windows, he was truly cornered. Recomposing himself, he heard the floorboards creak on the other side of the wall in the hallway. Dan let off a burst of ten rounds into the wall where he heard the sound come from. A body could be heard hitting the floor behind the holes in the wall. 

One assailant left. Dan waited. He heard nothing. Panic stricken, Dan did a quick three count and tactically entered the hallway. He picked up the weapon from the dead man in the hallway. He quickly made his way to the dining room. There was no sign of his partner's murderers. The front door was wide open. Running back toward the front door, Dan could hear the sounds of sirens drawing near, and watched a black SUV with tinted windows leave the premises. Dan quickly grabbed the automatic weapon and nine millimeter pistol magazines from the dead man at the front door. He ran to his car and sped off in pursuit.

11:08 PM EST - Sunday, March 23rd, 1997

Dan spotted the SUV making a turn off of the road putting it en route towards a highway access ramp. The adjacent road Dan was currently on turned off to an overpass above the highway itself. He decided to gun it and stay on the current road. He accelerated, and tugged on his seat belt to ensure it was working. As Dan approached the turn, he stayed straight. Glancing over his right shoulder he could see the SUV barreling towards him on the opposite side of the highway road. 

Dan pushed the gas pedal with everything he had.

The Mustang crossed the road on the turn and hit the embankment on the shoulder and went airborne. He flew over the left side of the highway, above the oncoming highway traffic. In his decent, the front end of the mustang collided with the left-front side of a K-car in the second lane, throwing it in front of the SUV. Dan's air-bag deployed. The SUV collided with the right-side front-end of the K-car, flipping it over onto its left side. With the K-car locked in place by Dan's crushed Mustang wedged in on the left, the SUV has nowhere to go but flip over the K- car and the Mustang back over front, catching three feet of air before landing upside down on the left side of the Mustang. 

Several moments pass. The proverbial dust settles. A few drivers are pulling off to the shoulder to investigate the accident. Dan groggily comes to, and pushes the deflating air bag out of his face. Looking out through the driver side window, Dan can see the driver, and another man in the SUV. The weapons that Dan took from the assailants in Matt's apartment are now in the front compartment of the car after the collision. Dan reached over, picked up one of them and targeted the men in the upside down SUV. Dan could see them reaching for their weapons. He let out a stressful sigh, and squeezed the trigger until the magazine was empty.

The drivers who took the time to stop all scream in terror as they realize that a violent man is armed and firing a silenced automatic weapon. They run in terror back to their cars and peel away.

Dan unbuckles his seat belt, grabs the duffel bag and slung all three automatic weapons. He climbed out of the driver side window when the door failed to open. Lacking the energy to control his coordination he fell to the ground outside his vehicle. He crawled toward the damaged truck to have a quick look. He dropped the duffel bag, and unzips it. He places all the weaponry he's acquired into the duffel bag and hurriedly jogged away from the premises. He could hear the approaching sirens getting ever closer and can see the flashing blue and red lights off in the distance. The thumping sound of a police chopper can also be heard. 

“The old fuck was right,” he said to himself. 

He picks up his battered self and the full duffel bag. He pulled out his cell phone and dropped it on the ground before running off of the shoulder into the nearby woods.

12:41 AM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – In a crappy little redneck shit tavern

“A string of murders in the City's rural end have left authorities searching for Daniel Marten. A thirty-one year old LAPD detective, who is allegedly tied with Colombian drug cartels in what appears to be one of the largest networks of drug smuggling and trafficking in all of California. The string of murders is the result of what appears to be a botched attempt at a cover up by removing key witnesses. Amongst the dead are, Daniel's police partner Matthew Bossier and Matthew's estranged wife, Shauna Bossier who worked as a data analyst for the Federal Bureau of Investigation. It is alleged that Matthew Bossier was investigating his partner's involvement with the Colombian Cartel with his ex-spouse's assistance. FBI agents sent to intercept the detective were also killed at the scene and then the rampage was taken to the streets where two more agents were killed in cold blood on the highway. The current death toll is eight people. We are awaiting a full list of the names of the deceased. 

The following cellphone video footage clearly shows Daniel Marten opening fire from within his vehicle killing the occupants inside the FBI's vehicle. We warn viewers that the following clip is quite graphic...(footage plays)...Daniel Marten is at large and is extremely dangerous. He has special forces military training and is armed with automatic weapons. Do not attempt to restrain him yourself. If you see Daniel Marten call your local police department immediately. Back to you Tim.”
“Thank you Betty. Never a dull night in L.A...” --Channel 24 News Flash.
Dan watched the television hanging from the ceiling in a crappy little redneck shit tavern. He sat close to the back of the bar, where he was mostly in shadow. He had ordered a pint of beer, hoping that the barmaid and waitress had no interest in the 'goings-on' on the television. Their attention was divided amongst several patrons, mostly sitting at the bar; mostly staring at the barmaids large breasts, or otherwise too drunk to give a shit about anything else but their drinks. 

Confused and disarmed by the lack of adrenaline, Dan was able to take a breath and think. He started to process his surroundings. There were at least three old timers hanging out at the bar. Only one of the old guys was actually making an attempt at being cute and trying to pick up the bartender. There was a rather nice couple, maybe newlyweds, or just newly met hanging out at the table in front of Dan. A gentleman at the front of the bar was setting up some kind of band gear. Oh crap. Karaoke. 

A flash caught Dan's eye. It was the flash of silver in the wild spot light of overhead bar spotlighting. Dan shouldn't have seen it, he did however. It came from the man at the end of the bar. This man differed slightly from the other assholes at the bar in a way that suggested that this asshole didn't belong at the bar. This asshole turned his head toward Dan which reflected light from his silver aviator shades. The man almost instinctively looked away and removed his glasses immediately, as if realizing he was being an asshole. He folded his glasses and placed them in an inside pocket of his leather bomber jacket. He picked up his pint of ale and took a swig. He looked almost annoyed that Dan would be staring at him.  Dan realized at this point he was being paranoid. His attention was turned back to the couple who were still going through the planning stages of their Karaoke night. They were all over each other trying to find the cutest duets to sing together, and really pushing the limits of Dan's stomach. Dan flagged the barmaid and when she saw him, he gulped down the rest of his pint and placed it on the table in front of him, before making a silly 'I'm almost done' look, and got up toward the rest room.  

He took a hearty piss, washed his hands and face. The blood under his fingernails didn't even know how it got there. The sulfur smell of cordite was all over him like marijuana on a hippie. He washed his face again before splashing an ample amount of cold water on his face a third time as he felt his nerve reconcile. He placed his elbows onto the surface of the counter top. He dropped his face into his hands as his upper body slunk downward. Trying to come to grips with what happened to his partner, he let out a half choked sob, and pushed back the tears before composing himself. He splashed some more of the cold tap water on his face. He stared back at himself in the mirror as his face dripped.

“What the hell are you going to do now?” Dan asked his reflection.

“The same damn thing we all do everyday! Just keep on keepin' on!” a drunken elderly voice shouted out from an occupied toilet stall.

“Heh, ro-ger-that.” Dan said in separated syllables and dried his face with a paper towel.

Dan emerged from the small restroom. Nothing in the room had changed. The cute little newbie couple were still penciling in their choices for duets, Karaoke man was still doing his sound check, people at the bar were still doing their thing. Bartender still single was being hit upon by the old guy. Dan sat down at his table and realized there was a manilla envelope sitting in front of him.

Dan saw a flash. It was the light from the bar ceiling reflecting off of the main door of the bar as it was being opened. I gentle “ding” sounded as it was opened. It was the man with the aviator glasses leaving the tavern. The man with the silver aviator glasses paused and looked over at Dan. His shades were off of his face now, and he was holding them in his hand. When he looked at Dan, one eye was bullshit brown, the right eye was almost completely white; pupil, iris and all but a faint misshapen off white circle where an iris would normally have been, like it was dead. Dan's first instinct was to jump up and go after him, but Dan was completely terrified. He merely watched the man with one dead eye walk away. He turned his attention to the envelope in front of him.

He examined the envelope briefly and opened it. There were a few loose objects in there as well as some documents. He emptied everything out on the table in front of him. There was a cellphone, a duo tang booklet marked, 'Echelon Introductory', a file folder with the name Carlos Salazar, another file folder with no title on it, a business card, and a bound stack of American one-hundred dollar bills. There was also a folded piece of paper stuck in the bottom of the envelope. Dan pulled it out, unfolded it, and it read:
ODESSA IS ALIVE. FIND HIM. YOU WILL NEED HIM. 

RFID#1a-6e-3f-82-9b-11
Dan opened the duo tang booklet:

Echelon Introductory – Level EC-1 Security Clearance
Preface
The nature of this document is to answer some of your questions, and to introduce you to Echelon High Command. If you are reading this then you are currently a cadet in what is known as Echelon 13. Echelon 13 will be referred to as Echelon High Command from this point onward. Any and all Information regarding Echelons 1-12 requires Level 2 Security Clearance. Level 2 clearance will only be granted upon successful completion of all testing materials and background checks.
Historical Primer
Although the partners and other subsequent 'Echelons' cannot be discussed in this primer, it can be said that Echelon High Command was officially formed in December of 1947. The original 'roots' of EHC actually date back several thousand years, but has been recently formalized by contemporary politics and further solidified the 1936 charter involving all 13 echelon members. Our membership was agreed upon by a panel of 13 signees as is each echelon. That would create a bureaucracy made up of 169 individuals, that make up the entire Echelon Parliament, codenamed 'The Council' as a whole.

EHC is an Ultra top secret world-wide organization that works outside of the world's geo-political arena. Our mandate is to not be officially involved, directly or indirectly, in any worldwide operations, while continuously overseeing them and creating certain amounts of change through various interventions intended to continue a lasting balance and symmetry in world politics and social structure. As technological achievements and advancements are made either 'in-house' or through our other echelon partners, there must be balance in how much the general populace A) has access to, B) is allowed to discover or invent, versus what is handed or granted to us by our partners, and our relationship with said partners in the larger 'theater'. 

The reason technology is the focal point for EHC's primer here is to allow the cadet ample time to accept a simple yet very certain fact. The entire planet is a testing ground for technology. The Echelon 'partners' (for lack of better Level 1 clearance terminology) require a certain level of technological capability within a certain alotted time frame. For this reason, whether driven by war, or disease, by famine or surplus, communications necessity, or by simple fruitless exploration, whatever the case may be; The entire planet has become a test bed for all of this technology. This has been happening since World War 1.

The general world populace cannot know this, nor if they did would they accept it. This is where plausible deniability is our shield and absolute control of the masses is our sword. 
Graduation and Beyond
As a cadet graduate in the ECH graduate program. You will be charged with the sole responsibility of enforcing our mandates. You will be granted Level 2 Security clearance and introduced to a plethora of complex social structures within our own society among others. You will have the ability to over-ride any and all local, municipal, federal and even global policies. You will be untouchable on any soil, but with this ability you will also be charged with the responsibility of absolute public secrecy and will be required to protect this secrecy even at the cost of your own life. There have been in the past rogue splinter groups that have used this power to create pockets of resistance, and several of our operatives are spending their lives in prisons, or have been executed or otherwise been made example of. 

This program is not for everyone and you yourself may not graduate. Unfortunately, non graduates will not be allowed back into the general population and will have to serve the remainder of their life in one of our several outposts. This is not a forewarning though, as life in EHC outposts are not only enjoyable but far better than life in the general population. Graduates however, will be immediately released back into the general population with an itinerary.
Dan stopped reading and sighed. He was unable to grasp what he just read. More tactile input was needed while he digested this information. He took a large swig of his pint. He took a good look at the phone that was in the envelope, reached over and moved the table lamp closer, and then flipped the phone open. He gasped in disbelief as he realized it was no phone afterall.. 
“Shit. I need to get a room.”
10:01 AM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997  Odessa's homie's apartment in South Central LA  

Odessa was running through waist-deep sea water with an inflatable assault raft chasing after him. It was catching up to him and was only a few feet away. He could hear the hollow echo of an AK-47 cocking lever moving a round into the chamber. Someone was shouting at him. The sound of the engine was getting closer and closer. The resistance of the water wasn't allowing him to gain any distance whatsoever. In a failing attempt he leaped forward into the sea water, and as he fell he could hear the first bang in a series of slow motion bangs reverberate through the air. The water was replaced by empty air and he was was suddenly falling... falling, the bangs echoing ever louder, he suddenly awoke screaming covered in beads of sweat.

Sitting up in bed, he checked his person for bullet holes. He wiped off his sweaty brow, and collapsed back into the bed. Odessa had left his television on during the night.
“...Daniel Marten is at large and is extremely dangerous. He has special forces military training and is armed with automatic weapons. Do not attempt to restrain him yourself. If you see Daniel Marten call your local police department immediately...”
“Crazy motherfucker,” he remarked to take his mind off of what he had just dreamed about.

Casey, A wiry looking African kid in his twenties walked into the room. 
“Hey O.D. Did you see what this crazy whiteboy did? He killed all kinds of cops last night. Went all nuts or some shit. They say he's working with the Colombians.”
“Shit Casey. Don't talk to me about Colombians right now man. They're the last motherfuckers I want to talk about. Thanks for letting me hang here and all but don't bring them up.” 
“Shit man. You just need to lay low for awhile.”
“Lay low? LAY LOW? I need to get the fuck out of the country dawg. You know what they did to Charlie.”
“I know what you said they did to Charlie. It's not like I was there. Shit.”
“I'm just glad my boys came to pick me up. Those fuckers had me for a week, all tied up and shit. Man. I still can't believe Charlie's gone,” Odessa shook his head in is hands. 
“That's some hostage negotiation shit gone all wrong bro. You okay?” Casey inquired.
“I'll live I guess. Fuck man, what's for breakfast?”
“Whatever the fuck you cook yourself. I'm not your maid bitch. Take your mind off things and make me some breakfast too.”

Casey left the room. Odessa once again collapsed into the bed. Just as he began to drift away to sleep, his eye caught Casey re-entering the room, only this time walking in backwards and very slowly. He had no fear to speak aloud though.
“Uh, O.D.? Someone's here to see you,” Casey announced, as he walked backwards into the room. Odessa's heart nearly jumped into his throat when he saw a rifle's flash suppressor come into his field of view, ”It's that crazy white boy.”

With swift accuracy Dan butt-smashed Casey in the jaw, knocking him out and dropping him to the ground like a sack of potatoes. Dan turned the weapon on O.D. 
“Get dressed, NOW!. We gotta go. There's much to be done.”
“Mutha Fucka. Now ain't that some shit. This week just doesn't get any better now. What the fuck did I do man?”
“Dressed! NOW!” Dan fired a single, silenced round into the pillow next to Odessa.
“Alright, alright. Don't get all trigger happy. Everyone wanna shoot me this week,” Odessa started grabbing the last night's clothes, muttering while putting them on, “First Colombians kidnap me, kill my homie while he tries to save me. Now some whiteboy cop killer wants to kidnap me and shoot at me AND just beat up my homie,” He pauses for a second noticing something about Dan's Arm, ”Shit, dawg. What happened to your arm?”

Odessa noticed a poorly made bandage dressing on Dan's left arm. Blood was trickling out of it at the bottom, and dripping off of his elbow onto the floor. 
“I'll explain later. Here wrap this around your arm in the same spot,” Dan took a roll of aluminum foil from his back pocket and tossed it onto Odessa's bed. 
“What-the-fuck-kinda-crazy-shit...”
“NOW! Or you go to sleep like your friend here. Do you have a car?”

Oddessa started wrapping his upper arm with aluminum foil. 
“Wrap it around four or five times,” Dan ordered.
“This is some crazy shit. No, I don't have a car, crazy white man.”
“Can you hot wire one?”
“Why is it you white motherfuckers always assume a black man can hot-wire shit? Why don't you hot-wire you're own car motherfucker?”
“Because I'm holding the gun dipshit. Can you hot-wire a car or not?”
“Well, yeah.” 
“Let's go. I'll explain on the way.”
“Where we going?”
“Industrial district, somewhere surrounded by metal. We need to confuse the signal long enough to remove the tag.” Dan answered.

“Confuse the who? Remove what?” as Dan poked Odessa with the gun to prod him along.

The two of them made their way outside to the street. Dan led Odessa toward a nearby alley way where there were a couple of vehicles parked. There was a light blue Toyota Tercel parked near the end of the alleyway. It had a 'for sale' sign in the window.

At this point of absurdity Odessa couldn't keep his mouth shut, “Were you out on a weekend pass from the crazy house, bro? Is somebody missing you somewhere?”
“To the Tercel! MOVE! ” 
“Okay, okay, I'm moving. Wuh? That crap-ass Tercel? Goddamn stop poking me with that gat. Goddamn, and why the fuck do I have foil on my arm?”
“Because they're tracking you.”
“Oh shit, Now I know you're being missed somewhere.”

Dan smashed the driver side window.
“Get in the driver side, and open the passenger side for me.'
“Okay bro. Relax,” Odessa got in, opened the passenger side for Dan and started rolling down the smashed driver side window. Glass spilled out everywhere.

Odessa tried to avoid eye contact with Dan, ”You do realize there's no plates on this car right?”

Dan looked at Odessa. 
“Really?”

He looked Dan in the eye, with a 'please don't shoot me' look, “Not lying bro.”
“FUCK! Out of the car.”

Behind the Tercel was a burgundy Ford Tempo.
“Alright this one has plates. Same routine, let's go!” Dan emphasized as he once again smashed the driver side window.

Odessa got in and repeated the procedure to let Dan in the car and remove the unsightly broken glass. Dan jumped in, and by the time Dan had his door closed Odessa already had a bundle of wire hanging out of the bottom of the console. Within a few moments, the engine started, and they left the alleyway. 
“Where to now, crazy whiteboy? Damn. You smell like booze man. Booze and shit. You sure you're not drunk and crazy?”
“I'm certain. Well, maybe a bit drunk. Shut up. We need an abandoned factory somewhere. Where you can't be tracked or heard screaming.”
“Screaming? Who's screaming? What the fuck? No one said nothing about no screaming. Why would I be screaming? Who the fuck is tracking me?”

Dan, looked over at Odessa and smiled.
“Drive.”
11:14 AM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – In an abandoned factory somewhere
Dan and Odessa searched the abandoned factory for a place to sit. On the second floor of the factory there was a large office clearing. The bottom three rows of the fourteen foot high wall of windows on the south side of the room were smoky yellow, partially with age, and also partially by design to create privacy within the aged and desolate plant. There were a stack of old wooden chairs, and a few old tables, turned on end and stacked in the corner. The only entrance to the room was through a staircase, and the neglected elevator was well out of service. There would be only one way in.
“Grab a table and a chair,” Dan motioned to Odessa, still brandishing the sub-machine gun.

Odessa quickly retrieved a chair and table. Dan, had put the army duffel bag down on the floor and unzipped it. Just a couple of hours prior he had paid a crackhead to buy him some supplies at the local drug store. His intention was to save Odessa the pain and and torture that he himself had just endured only six hours earlier.
6 Hours Earlier – Room above crappy little redneck shit tavern
Excerpt from a document in the untitled file folder in Dan's possession:
Gene Therapy Inoculation and RFID Transmitter Installation

Level 2 Security Clearance 
During the 1960's until the 11980's, most major population centers in the West as well as the UK, Europe, and Australia were administering Hepatitis inoculations. These inoculations served a dual purpose. 
A) Protect the major populations from biogenic attack, and B) Tag as many 2metropolitan Homosapiens as possible with uniquely encoded micro-miniature RFID transmitters. 
Rationale:
Biogenic Attack
Starting in the mid 1960's, a gene-altering (Biogenic) virus was developed by a hostile race from the Zeta-Reticuli star system. Threats were made to infect our major populations with this virus, and had the attack been carried out without a defense, it would have affected the very core of our culture in several horrible ways. This virus was designed to change our physiology over the course of only a few generations by altering our chromosome count, and thus de-evolve our species back to an early hominid status. Our confused and crippled society would be back in the trees and caves, and be an easy world to conquer. 

To counter this form of biogenic attack, a gene-therapy defense inoculation method was designed by Echelon 2. With their advanced understanding of the human genome, they were able to place sequence markers within human DNA to act as a counter program. If such an attack were to be carried out, the sequence markers would re-sequence the virus base code and scramble the code blocks, while simultaneously and harmlessly storing the code blocks within the protein peptides of the victim, for later retrieval and further analysis.
It should be noted that such an attack was actually carried out in 1968, and again in 1973, and 1978, before the Reticulans finally gave up on this method of attack. 
Retrieval and Analysis
The RFID tags (also designed by Echelon 2) are biological transceiver units designed to transmit a unique radio frequency, and receive on a unique radio frequency. Since these units are biological in nature they are are undetectable by all known forms of non-invasive scanning. They are relatively small (only .5cm in diameter) and powered by the host's body. The tag starts as a microscopic seed which grows in place under the skin. It grows tendrils to connect to the host's nervous system to obtain electrical power.

These tags by default are not active. They can be remotely activated and deactivated. One only needs to have the tag registration number for the individual. EHC has a complete database of every tag ever installed in 3human beings. Echelon 2 also has this database as it is within our charter to grant them access to further study the codebase of the biogenic virus designed by the Reticulans. 

Echelon 2 has absolute authority regarding the retrieval and analysis of humans carrying the biogenic virus, providing of course they keep social damages to a minimum. Excessive damages to humans are to be documented and brought before the Echelon Council for deliberation and possible retribution or compensation. Biogenic virus infections are estimated at approximately 12% of the world population.

The RFID tags have a secondary subsequent purpose. It does allow the tracking of particular 'humans of interest' in any case. However they are not to be used to aid civilian authorities in any case whatsoever. Civilian cases are to be handled by civilian authorities using civilian technology. 

**IMPORTANT NOTE: It is also possible to 'flash' a portion of the geographical grid to show the location of all registered RFID tags to reveal all humans within that portion of the grid. This makes covert tactical insertions and extractions much more feasible.
Removal of RFID Tag
The RFID tag is usually (76%) located 6 inches below the left shoulder. Underneath the circular imprint left by the inoculation there will be a soft cyst like nodule. This nodule is located approximately 1cm beneath the epidermis, and very close to the <INSERT BONE NAME>bone, between the <INSERT MUSCLE NAME> and the <INSERT MUSCLE NAME>. Anesthetic is highly recommended, as the nodule has several tendrils that connect it to the nervous system. Removal is very painful, however entirely possible. 
RF Shielding
Because of the simple nature of the RF field created by the tag, it is possible to use conventional shielding practices to disrupt or prevent the transmission to and from the tag. This includes metal structures, aluminum foils, copper meshes, etc. 
Known Side Effects
In 0.003% of all recipients there have been cases of mutation of the tag during the growth process. This mutation has been linked to the power tendrils that connect to the host's nervous system. Instead merely providing a conduit for supplying power, the host ends up with a bi-directional asynchronous connection with the tag allowing the person to innately use the 2 way communication ability the tag offers. 

In these rare cases, it has been reported that the host has the ability to sense the proximity of others, and in even more rare cases, when encountering someone else with the same condition even telepathic communications between both hosts. 

In 0.0006% of all recipients there have been cases of 'runaway growth' of the tag resulting in direct connection to the brain through several nervous system connections. The function of the RF transceiver in this case completely changes, and the fields generated by the tag itself, can change based on the hosts awareness of the tag's field generation capability. The tag when working properly shall only produce basic radio frequencies. If re-engineered through “run-away growth” it can produce any kind of energy field the host 'feels' to create.

In the case of 'run-away growth', it is theoretically possible for the tag's genetic structure to reprogram itself based on its host's requirements, therefore it is possible for telekinesis, psychokinesis and other similar phenomena to occur.
Footnotes
1After the 1980's a more direct approach was introduced. A brand new gene therapy method was created. This gene therapy removed the need for invasive 'tagging'. The person would be introduced the gene therapy during the fetal stage of development, and the transceiver would 'grow' as the child developed. 
2The method for administering the inoculations in rural and non-metropolitan populations differed in delivery. People living in these areas were hand-picked on a case-by-case basis and administered the inoculation. In some cases, certain branches of the clergy would carry out the inoculations during baptisms, or during childbirth. These inoculations were carried out in joint efforts by EHC and Echelon 2. 
3Some Non-human beings, have the tags also. The Reticulans had engineered the biogenic virus to infect other races as well. So several non-human inhabitants here can also be tracked by the RFID tags. 
4EHC operatives do not require the RFID tag as they have already been injected with a radioactive isotope for location queries. You can be found on any of the 12 worlds, regardless of whether or not you have the RFID tag. Removal of the RFID tag by EHC operative is allowed, however assisting non-EHC members in the removal of RFID tags is strictly forbidden and is punishable by summary exile to one of our several forced labor penal camps on any of the 12 worlds. 
Dan had rented a room for the night and bought himself a bottle of rum from the bar. He considered himself lucky that no-one recognized him from the latest broadcast of “America's Most Wanted”. He knew that it would only be a matter of time before people started to sober up and put his face to the TV. The barmaid had a few shots in her and while her attention was focused on the idiots at the bar, Dan knew that she would soon figure it out. 

Dan pulled out the phone he had flipped open earlier. It wasn't a phone at all. Both halves of the 'flip phone' were displays, and the device was intended to be held sideways. The left hand side showed a graphical schematic of the room he was in, along with the adjacent hallway, and the edges of nearby rooms. In the middle, aside the one wall of the room schematic, was a red glowing blob right where Dan was sitting. There was a three-digit number next to the red blob, and on the display to the right, there was the same three-digit number with a dash and then these digits:
4c-23-6d-12-9a-11
Dan watched the display as another red blob floated down the schematic display of the hallway. It also had a three digit code next to it as it passed by his door and a corresponding 6 segment hex code materialized on the display to the right. When the blob disappeared, so did the corresponding hex code. He suddenly realized that the document he had just read wasn't bullshit. He was track-able. And so was everyone else.

The bottle of redneck turpentine he bought from the bar would be the only anesthetic on hand, so he cracked it open and took a hearty swig. He took another, and then one more for good measure. He re-read the directions for tag removal. He needed a sharp knife and he realized he had none. It would be a bad idea to walk into an all night pharmacy or variety, seeing as his face is plastered all over the TV. He had a Swiss-army knife in the duffel bag but that would be too crude an instrument. 
“Ah... I know,” Dan ran over to his duffel and cracked open his shaving kit. He had a few disposable razors left within. He grabbed a clean one and crushed it with the butt of his pistol. Carefully, he removed one of the tiny blades from the plastic housing. He grabbed his bottle of jet fuel, razors, clean wash towel from his shaving kit and tag tracker and made his way to the dirty shared washroom across the hall from his room. 

After entering he locked the door. He located the circular inoculation scar on his left arm. He drank another large gulp of gasoline. Then poured some on his arm, and on the blade. Dan could feel his blood pressure swell and his stomach start to roll over itself. His large fingers found it difficult to manipulate the tiny razor he extracted from the disposable cartridge. 

He winced as he sliced deep into the scar on his arm. The warm trickling of blood running down his arm started to turn cold as the ambient air cooled it down. He made a one inch incision and stopped. His heart was pounding out of its cage, and he seemed to be doing more damage to his own fingers than to his arm.
“Useless piece of shit”
Another drink. Another cut, within the original incision to get deeper. He was starting to feel faint, and could feel the rush of blackness start to take him over. A knock at the door snapped him out of it.
“Hey! Anyone in there?” the voice on the other side demanded an answer.
“Yeah, someone's in here. I'm a little busy. Come back in a few minutes man.”
“Shit man. Hurry the fuck up!”

Dan's adrenal glands were kicking in to assist the booze and help counter the pain in his arm, and he was now possessed with the task of removing this tag. With more pressure than the last two efforts, he deeply gouged into the incision, and felt the left side of his body jolt as he hit some kind of nerve. It was almost as if there was a small piece of slightly harder flesh in the way of the makeshift scalpel.
“That must be it,” he said to himself. There was another knock on the door. This time louder. 
“Fuck man, you gonna be in there all night or what?”
“FUCK OFF! I'll be right out!” Dan yelled back. 

Dan, dug in with with two fingers and located the small fleshy nodule, and clamped around it with his finger nails, and pulled. 

All Dan could see was white, as the searing pain enveloped his entire body. A couple of seconds had gone by before Dan even realized he was screaming in absolute torture. Everything started to go black again, and Dan barely caught himself as he fainted. Hooking onto the edge of the bathroom sink with his right arm above the elbow, he was able to stop his decent to the floor, and he realized he was staring at a chunk of flesh, dripping with blood held between his fingers. 

He dropped it on the floor and squished it under his heel. For good measure he picked it up and flushed it down the toilet. The number 4c-23-6d-12-9a-11 and the little red blob on the scanner display faded to black. 

Dan was no longer tagged.

The bottle of swill was half full at this point, and Dan took another generous swallow before pouring more of it on his wound. He let out another scream of agony. He used the clean shaving towel he brought in to wrap his bloody wound. There was blood everywhere. He had created something that resembled a murder scene. He used the nasty washcloth hanging in the putrid bathroom and did his best to mop up the mess. As he was throwing the cloth in the garbage, there were more knocks on the door. Dan opened it. The patron who had knocked earlier had summoned the superintendent of the tavern. He spoke.
“Is everything okay in here. Holy shit, what happened to you?” 
“You know those crazy kids and their knives. I'll be okay... I just had to clean out the wound. I'll hit the hospital in the morning and get it looked at.”
“Whatever. This is a shared bathroom. Do your freaky shit somewhere else,” the man looked at him as if recognizing him from somewhere. 
“I'll just go back to my room now,” Dan gathered up his items, and rushed past the superintendent. He realized it would only be moments before the bastard puts two and two together and calls the authorities. 

Back in his room, pissed drunk, arm throbbing, he gathered everything together, and left via the fire escape. 
11:15 AM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – Still in an abandoned factory somewhere
“Here cowboy. I can't have you moving around and fucking this up, and we won't have much time,” Dan tossed a couple lengths of parachute cord to Odessa, “Tie your ankles to the legs of the chair. Tie them down good.”
“Huh.... What?”
“Remember? Gun here. Do it. Now please. Don't make me ask again, or we can do this while you sleep. At this rate, it almost seems like a better idea.”
“What the fuck kinda crazy shit is this. You need meds? You forgot your meds right? Having a bad day huh?” he kept jabbering on and on as he tied his ankles to the legs of the chair. 

Once that was completed, Dan had another piece prepared. Deftly putting his right foot down on Odessa's left wrist on the armchair, Dan swiftly wrapped another piece of parachute cord around Odessa's right wrist on the armchair. After tying it down tightly, he went ahead and tied down Odessa's left wrist. Dan took one more piece and secured Odessa's left arm to the armchair just below the elbow.

Odessa was beginning to get agitated, and was beginning to worry.
“You know you're psycho right? I swear, if I get out of this alive, my boys are going to hunt you down and kill you.”
“Shut up dip shit. Look at this,” Dan pulled the tag scanner out of his pocket, flipped it open and showed Odessa. 
“What the fuck is this? Now you're playing video games you crazy fuck!”
“If you would shut up and pay attention you'd get this, moron. See that red glowing blob?” 
“Yeah, What's that?”
“It's YOU. How do you think I found you at your friend's house dummy? If I can track you then so can they.”
“They? Who's they? What they? Which they?” Odessa took a good long look at Dan's arm, “ Ooooh... Shit. No... You ain't cutting a mutherfucka up now. No fuckin way. I hate pain. Can't stand it. My god. This is insane.”

Dan tilted his head to one side, giving Odessa a good stare.
“On second thought,” Dan punched Odessa square in the jaw, and it was lights out for O.D.
11:26 AM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – Outside an abandoned factory somewhere
Carlos Salazar gave the order to move. 
Three SUV's, eight infantry soldiers, and 3 snipers equipped with thermal scopes and RFID tag scanners stood ready. 
“Sniper Romeo, Do you have a shot?” Carlos asked over the radio.
“Negative. Target dropped off the grid. I repeat target is no longer on RFID scan. Two targets on thermal. Please advise.”
Carlos had a full perspective of his needs, and realized that Odessa must be brought in alive. He couldn't risk losing him to an errant sniper bullet. He starts to rethink his approach.
“Standby. Keep watch. Don't kill my prize.”
11:28 AM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – Inside an abandoned factory somewhere
“Son of a whore!” 

Dan was having problems scanning Odessa for his implant. According to the scanner the tag repeatedly turned off and on the tag tracking sensor. Even though Odessa was far more compliant while being unconscious, it seems to be effecting the ability of the RFID scanner. Dan notices something. There are other red blobs on the scanner display. Fourteen of them. Ten blobs are getting to close proximity of their location. Three of them are in fixed locations.
“Oh shit.”

Dan slaps Odessa in the face in an attempt to wake him up. Nearly in the same moment, he also rifles through the duffel bag and pulls out two of the assault weapons he had within. He does a quick magazine check, and realizes if there is going to be a firefight, they'll run out of ammo quite quickly. The third weapon in the duffel was a different caliber, but was almost full, as the poor bastard who used it prior was only able to let off a single round before Dan dispatched him. Dan quickly unties Odessa's bonds, and slaps him in the face again.
“WAKE UP!”

Odessa looked like he just woke up from a drunk dream with a wicked hangover. As his eyes focus on the room and Dan, he realizes that he's no longer in a drunk dream, and says...
“What the fuck is going on? Oh. I'm not tied down. You didn't cut me up?”

Dan tosses him one of the assault rifles.
“O.D. It's on bro. We have company. Lock it, load it and follow my lead, and no I didn't cut you up...”

Dan suddenly noticed that Odessa's signature was back on the scanner. 
“We're gonna have to shoot our way out of here.”

Sniper Romeo reported back to Carlos, “Target is back on the grid. I have a fix on the other via thermal. Please advise.”
“Kill him. Bravo team move in,” Carlos says.
“10-4. Taking the shot.”
Dan didn't see it coming. He had only just handed over a weapon to Odessa seconds earlier. He was about to tell him that there weren't many rounds left in the clip. There was a super sonic boom of a high velocity 7.62 projectile shattering the window in its path and the armor piercing round found its mark. 

Luckily, it was a through and through. The bullet went through Dan's body from the front, just under the shoulder, and came out through the back, missing the main artery and flung Dan three feet from where he stood. 

A shuffling sound emanated from one of the nearby conduits of the warehouse. Stupefied, Odessa, cocked his weapon while wandering over to Dan.
“Hey! Crazy whiteboy! You okay? We gotta go man,” He gave Dan a quick kick in the legs. Dan comes to. He was lying in a pool of his own blood.
“Jesus fucking christ that hurts... OH FUCK!”

Soldiers were now in their vicinity. 
“O.D. Take cover and give em hell. Conserve your ammo or this will be a short fight.”
“Don't need to tell me twice. SHIT!”
The entire room went white.
Assault team Bravo tactically entered the room by tossing in a flash-bang grenade. Dan had already scoped out the exits, and was tactically aware. Odessa was not so aware. Stunned by the flash-bang, he opened fire immediately and took out the first two soldiers of Bravo team entering the room. Dan was much closer to the flash-bang grenade and was far more disoriented.
“Where you at? Wake up fuck!” Odessa screamed at Dan, who was just coming out of his bloody disorientation. 

Dan picked up the duffel bag and slung it over his sore shoulder. Two more Bravo team members attempted to enter the room, with three others in short order. 
“O.D.! Window now!” Confused, Odessa didn't see the roundhouse kick, but got sent through the 2nd floor window. He found himself with the wind knocked out of him, and Dan flying through the air and almost landing on top of him. 
“Sniper Sierra taking the shot.”
Another high velocity projectile traveled through the air. Trained on Dan, while he was landing on Odessa, the bullet missed Dan's head by inches, but tore a chunk out of Odessa's right ear.
“AHHHH!!! Motherfucking fuck. FUCK!.”
“Check your fire Sierra! Don't damage the package!” crackled over the 2 way radio.

Dan had just re-oriented himself, and pushed Odessa along. 
“Move it!”

Another shot broke the sound barrier. It also broke Dan's spleen. Sniper Opera fired off a round that punctured Dan in a vital area. Odessa ran. However stunned, Dan also ran after him. Dan's endorphins were enough to give him the energy to go. The placed snipers lost site of Dan and Odessa. Assault team Bravo were still in the building. Odessa and Dan made their escape while leaving a trail of Dan's blood, but nonetheless made their escape by slithering out of the general area. Dan was going in and out of consciousness but doing a great job of staying alert. However, pain and fatigue took him over. Dan collapsed in the adjacent alley way next to Odessa. Bravo team was in hot pursuit. Odessa kicked at Dan to wake up. Dan was completely unconscious. Bravo team was getting closer. Odessa dragged Dan's lifeless body behind a dumpster in the alleyway. 

Bullets started flying. Bravo team was laying down a suppressive fire and all Odessa could do was fire off a few rounds until his magazine was empty. His last round fired and the weapon ceased to continue. 

Dan started to regain consciousness. All he could see was members of Bravo team firing at their position behind the dumpster. Dan opened fire. He may have clipped one of the members of Bravo team but his weapon was also suddenly out of ammo. He still had his sidearm, and his backup revolver, but team Bravo had other plans. 
Another flash-bang grenade.
Something very strange happened this time. Odessa saw the flash-bang grenade land on the ground. He yelled at the ensuing blast and suddenly a concussion bubble emanated from Odessa's body which absorbed the blast, and countered Bravo's intent. Odessa was now realizing that he had some hardcore psycho-kinetic abilities. 
At that very moment, Dan pulled out his sidearm, and started blasting at the four Bravo team members leapfrogging through the alleyway. 
Click. 
The upper receiver of Dan's pistol rocked back. He was out of ammo again. His duffel bag was hanging off his shoulder, and he knew he had another sub machine gun in there. If only he had the time to get into the duffel bag 
Too late. 
Another array of bullets sprayed down the corridor of the alley way. One of those bullets punctured Odessa's left thigh. he went down to the ground like a bag of bricks. Dan had no chance to react because one of those rounds sailed through the air and caught him in the left arm. 

The remainder of Bravo team moves in. Odessa is on the ground. Dan is close to bleeding to death. 
“Bravo team reporting. Target acquired. ”
“Roger that, bring him in,” Carlos Salazar requests.

Bravo team moves in. The four remaining team mates run over and secure the bleeding Odessa and Daniel.
That's when everything went crazy.
Dan, in a strange whirly state, looks up and sees the majestic beauty of an idiot possessing great supernatural powers. All he could think about was protecting the contents in his duffel bag. He wanted to protect Odessa as well, but there was a problem with that. 
Odessa doesn't need protection. He has superpowers.
A fiery sphere of flame and concussive energy dispersed from Odessa's general vicinity. Each remaining member of assault team Bravo was consumed by fire and concussive energy that sent them airbourne at over four G's. They instantly became stains on the walls.. Thankfully, Dan was within the eye of the shit-storm.
“Bravo team down,” reported Sniper Sierra.
Carlos was able to see Odessa's sphere of influence from his own car. An entire city block was consumed by fire. He wanted an update from his other two snipers.
“Opera and Romeo, check in.”

No response. Those poor bastards were caught in the blast.
Odessa limping, with a bleeding Daniel in tow, managed their way through the alleyway. They eventually came across a main street and hailed a cab.
Odessa couldn't believe what he had just done. The cabby was a smart one, and recognized that Dan was a fugitive, and that the pair of them were up to no good. The heavy smell of cordite was lingering throughout the cab. The cab driver covertly dialed 911. 
Carlos Salazar was immediately informed of the 911 call. Team Alpha was at the ready with radio interception scanning equipment. An unmanned UAV was cruising around monitoring the downtown streets at around one kilometer off the ground. Armed with concussive HE missiles, the UAV was dispatched towards the source of the 911 call. Team Alpha was also dispatched to intercept. 
The UAV deployed its missiles. The explosion rocked through the city streets and sent the cab flying top end straight into the nearby building. Odessa, Dan and the cab driver were all immediately knocked out cold by the impact. 

Team Alpha, in two midnight black vans, showed up immediately. Team alpha very quickly dispersed out on to the street and emptied the crushed cab of it's passengers. 

Dan and Odessa, unconscious, were now in Carlos Salazar's possession. 
Agent Orange
9:30 AM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Somewhere North in the New Mexico Desert

In the blistering heat of the New Mexico Desert. An unmarked jet black AS 555AN Fennec helicopter flew close to the ground at top speed, leaving behind it a swirling wake of sand. 

“Approaching Dulce sir,” the pilot reported. 

“Very good, very good. We're actually on time today, good work Captain, “ an aged man in a wide rimmed hat and jet black round spectacles responded. He was staring out of the left side of the helicopter into the middle of nowhere directly facing the blazing hot sun. 

The helicopter turned eastbound and slowed in speed until it hovered over empty desert. A circular shape started to form in the sand about one hundred feet wide directly below the helicopter. The sand started to vibrate, and slowly the circular shape started to form a hole in the center, like a giant iris. As the iris opened, countless desert mammals and insects were caught in the turmoil. The iris continued to open. The vibrations were getting louder and more violent. A gigantic and perfectly flat platform started to travel upwards underneath the hole until it became flush with the surrounding terrain. As the iris became fully open the platform that was rising up finally arrived to the samelevel as the surrounding desert. The helicopter lowered, landed on the platform and stopped its engines. The platform then began to lower, completely without sound or vibration. Above the helicopter the iris began to close until the sunlight was no longer visible in this subterranean cavern.

Downward the platform continued to travel. The artificial lighting was becoming more prominent. The platform settled in what appeared like a giant indoor aircraft carrier deck. The walls were roughly carved sandstone, with several rows of steel reinforcement ribs. The ceilings were at least 200 feet high. The entire room was larger than a football field. There were several repeating rows of various planes, jets, and helicopters. An entire bank of matte black Predator UAV's lined the northern wall of this giant room. There were various tunnels leading in and out, some of which came in at steep angles from both up and down. 

Loudspeakers chirped, echoing through the vast space of the immense room.

“UAV rail launch in 10, 9, 8...” A man's voice stated over the loud echoing PA system.

A large flashing warning light indicator started revolving immediately on the northern wall as a Predator UAV was being transported by robot to one of the steep tunnels entrances. It immediately mated with a bracket on a track in the floor. 

“...3, 2, 1. Launching.”

In a blinding flash of blue light the track in the floor lit up and the UAV was propelled at such a great speed that it was out of view in a fraction of a second. 

Two members of the flight deck crew ran over to the landed helicopter and opened up the doors. One of them put down a small two step staircase under the door near where Agent Orange was sitting. 

“Welcome back sir.” 

“Just another day at work soldier.” 

The other flight crew member handed Agent Orange a blue file folder as Agent Orange stepped down onto the stairs. 

“Can't this wait until I get to my goddamn desk? I just got here lieutenant.”

“Negative sir, I was told to...” as Agent Orange walked he flipped open the folder and scanned the contents before pushing it back to the lieutenant, “get it to my desk, I'll look at this later. Begin culling protocol sigma. Report back when it's underway.”

“Yes sir,” the young lieutenant rushed off down a corridor and disappeared into the ether of artificial light.

Agent Orange took a different corridor. It turned to the left, and there was a door at the very end of the hallway. The door had no doorknob, panic bar or markings of any kind. It appeared to be hinge-less and perfectly flush with the wall itself. He puts his hand on the wall to the right of the door. the outside edges of where his hand made contact with the wall glowed a neon pink, before cycling into a greenish blue blinking neon. A female voice filled the hallway.

“Identification confirmed. Echelon clearance zeta granted. Welcome back agent.”

“Thanks Helga,” Agent Orange responded while the door to his office sunk half of a foot into the wall and slid behind to the left, revealing an office with a Victorian era décor, fused with high-tech flat panel displays and a master console located on a very ornately carved, large dark walnut desk in the center opposite and facing the doorway.

The agent sauntered on over towards his desk. He took his desk chair which more resembled an armchair on steroids. As he sunk into it's cushioned warmth he realized something. 

“Where is my damn fold...”

Just before he could finish his question a bluish glow started to coalesce right on the surface of his desk. The bluish glow began to form into a shape of a file folder, and the glow began to diminish. His blue file folder had materialized. 

“Ahhhh... Good lad.”

Agent Orange looked around as if to get a visual cue of something he forgot. 

“Helga, are the new graduates ready yet?” He asked aloud.

“Twelve of thirty-three are already filed in the auditorium,” Helga responded.

“Good so I still have time,” he thought as he chuckled to himself, pouring a stiff brandy. He reached into a sliding compartment under his desk, and extracted a Cuban cigar. He nibbled a small bite out of one end and spat it into a far corner of his office. He took out his antique Zippo lighter, and spun the flint striker. A steady flame lit his cigar as he puffed liberally. As the blueish gray smoke, dissipated into the air above his head, he turned to look at the folder on his desk. His jet-black round glasses had turned clear by now, having adjusted to the room's ambient light. 

He re-opened the folder, and this time took some time to peruse the contents. He already knew what it was going to read. A space craft has just crash landed somewhere in Texas. The spacecraft was an important one and contained several ambassadorial agents from all of the other echelon member worlds. However, this was important for his own particular plan. He began to wonder about Dan. Is Dan still alive? Did he make it out of the ship? Will Dan stay alive or out of capture long enough to make it to our next meeting? Is 'Operation Domino” going to work? Judging by the crash coordinates of this great ship, Dan's life seemed like a small matter. Because the next domino was about to fall. Agent Orange's plan was working, so it seemed. Agent Orange had somewhere to go though. And soon. He felt he would have to tell someone something, and knock over the next domino. 

He took several moments to enjoy the serenity of solitude before having to send an army of uneducated idiots to their doom. Class was about to begin.

10:02 AM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Underground in Dulce, New Mexico

An army of uneducated idiots sat in their chairs waiting in the auditorium for Agent Orange to speak. In terms of the Echelon High Command, these blokes just graduated from their level 1 clearance training and have no clue what is going to happen next. 

Agent Orange picked up a remote control and hit the play button. Before the video started on the large 20 foot display he piped up on the microphone.

“Gentlemen and ladies. Congratulations on your graduation. You are all now level 2 security clearance status holders in the Echelon High Command. Remember this is a mandatory class, and you are expected to remain for the entire video. Enjoy the story and the history of our involvement with extraterrestrials. We'll have Q & A after the video. We need absolute quiet from here on in. Thank you agents.”

The lights dim. The video began playback. 

An image of the Milky Way galaxy spun into view with exceptional CGI quality. As the camera view rotated around the galaxy it started to zoom in on a single celestial galactic arm. Several star systems came into focus. Each one was highlighted and superimposed with marker labels to show the names of the systems. A British female narrator's voice began to speak.

“Welcome graduates! If you are watching this documentary, you have passed the first hardest part of your training. The second hardest part of your training is your ability to  let go of what you think to be true and enjoy learning your true history and ancestry. We have arranged a documentary for you to learn the basics and make this a truly remarkable experience."

The camera angle whip-panned out to a view of Orion's belt in our galaxy and the camera zoomed in on it to view the three prominent stars in the center of the constellation. The name "Mintaka" appeared next to the star to the top-right of the series. The voice continued.

"Approximately one-million years ago, the sentient inhabitants of Mintaka took to the stars by their own means of technology. The hyperspace displacement node.  These nodes make it possible to jump great distances, providing there is a node at the other end. The ancient Mintaka had used normal interstellar flight prior to build the end points. They eventually created a ship that could focus in on the gravity of a nearby star and use its own hyperspace displacement generator to make the jumps. This allowed them to create a vast network of nodes in hundreds of systems.  Eventually their network connected to other networks built on the same principle by other ancient races. They eventually worked their way out into this part of space and the Mintaka would seed each world with various forms of DNA and let evolution select the best format for the environment through natural species development. Our planet which had recently (in the last sixty-five million years) suffered a cataclysmic extinction event, seemed to be a decent choice for cultivation by the Mintaka."

The video display began to zoom in on a particular part of the galaxy known as Alpha Centauri. The narrator began to introduce the video's specifics, as the camera view continued to zoom in on a very beautiful arrangement of planets.

“Welcome to Alpha Centauri. It is located only 4.3 light years away from our precious solar system. A once wonderful and great place to visit, with several habitable worlds within. They had four planets with humanoid inhabitants, who had tens of thousands of years of culture and technology. One day, it all came to an end.”

The animated presentation showed a fleet of several ships arrive into orbit around the second largest green planet. There was a sudden blinding flash of light as each ship brilliantly unloaded its payload.

Alpha Centauri II suddenly had it's atmosphere vapourized. .

Alpha Centauri IV suddenly met the same fate. 

The ships descended onto Alpha Centauri III. The recorded voice continued.

“Two lush, green planets were reduced to dead rocks in space. Billions of inhabitants perished in less than four seconds. On Alpha Centauri III billions more were enslaved. Alpha Centauri V, the smallest of the green planets and the least advanced of the four were left to their own devices. This earth sized planet became a training and proving ground for the Zeta Reticulan Military.”

Many puzzled faces in the auditorium glanced around nervously at each other.

“This was just less than twelve thousand years ago. The Alpha Centaurians were less than exterminated during a war they could not win.”

As the camera view zoomed back out, it captured focus on the other inhabited worlds in nearby star systems as they eventually met the same fate. The narrator continued.

“The Mintaka were known for leaving for long periods of time. Their home took form  of an enormous mothership. They were very nomadic in nature and often travelled a preset route that took them throughout the galaxy, possibly even other galaxies. They were often gone for 100,000 years at a time, occasionally far less. It was during one of these outings, when approximately twelve-thousand years ago, there was a great war waged by the Zeta Reticulan Empire. Unfortunately for the Alpha Centaurians, they had nobody on their side to help them out. Our solar system was the first stop for these galactic refugees. In this galactic web of hyperspace nodes, the Zeta-Reticulans knew quite early on how to make use of this hyperspace network and used them to gain space for their empire. The Alpha Centaurians immediately shut down the hyperspace node they came through to get here, cutting off the Zeta Reticulan Empire from getting here, except by means of long range scout vessels that are too poorly armed to be of any threat, and can be easily dispatched by regular patrols and outposts. We can touch on this aspect later in this lesson.”

The video zoomed out further and showed the arm of the spiral galaxy we lived in and slowed down the rotation to point out this important detail. It showed the network of hyperspace nodes. The node in the Oort Cloud was greyed out indicating its disabled  status, disallowing travel from the SOL system to the inner galactic core (by means of hyperspace travel). However, the entire hyperspace network heading outward toward the galactic rim was intact and operational. 

The camera zoomed back to the SOL system and back down to a view of both Earth, and the faint red twinkle of Mars in the distance. 

"As the Alpha Centauri sought refuge on Earth and Mars, their reduced population made them come to a decision that would advance mankind's evolution ten-fold. By introducing elements of their own DNA into our genetic matrix, they created the perfect balance of intelligence, problem-solving and physical capability." 

The Mintaka initially saw this as an aggressive act, and immediately began to exterminate both the new-humans and Alpha Centauri alike. After further observation and fact-finding, the Mintaka learned of the aggressive Zeta-Reticulan Empire. They learned of the disabled hyperspace node, they learned of the Alpha-Centauri's escape from genocide and decided to spare them and their culture. They were asked however, to leave this part of space and find an unsettled system. They left the SOL system and were never seen again."

Narrator continues.


The video changes to show pictures of aliens in a slide-show; different races as the narrator continues on to explain them. The Zeta-Reticulans before they became a problem in the galaxy, were very violent to begin with. They often fought amongst themselves, and as they explored their own planets and found more life, more wars began with them. This behaviour created their empire with which they have turned on most of the systems in their path. They had eventually occupied over 20 star systems, and made the eventual mistake of spreading themselves a bit too thin. Over the years, the response-time to any uprisings has increased dramatically. So to say they have any plans of coming here is completely out of the question. Unless of course the hyperspace node is turned back on. 


This will only happen for the races that have become enlightened and fully socially aware of their surroundings. This has not happened yet on Earth and several homeworlds within the charter we call the Echelon Agreement. The Echelon Agreement itself is an agreement to become self-reliant, and be free of both Master AND invader. It has been determined that it is best for there to be some kind of social responsibility in the flow of information to our general public. It was voted that we're too self-destructive to handle this type of information flow and it would allow for an imbalance of power, and ultimately we would properly destroy any chances we had as a species to come out of this on the other end. "

To fast forward beyond the historical information surplus, we will have to concentrate on one particular event. It was the event that in popular culture you may know as the July 1947 UFO crash in Roswell, New Mexico. 

A UFO crashed and there was an alleged government cover up hiding the fact that there were alien survivors captured and dissected while their craft was salvaged and put away for study in Area 51. Not one word of that is true.”

The CGI graphics changed to show our planet from a low earth orbit and what appeared to be a small circular craft coming in for sub-orbital entry, and a small missile-like shape coming toward it.

“What you are watching now is a simulation of a paranoid American government shooting down an unidentified flying object out of its airspace. It landed, or much rather crashed in Roswell, New Mexico.”

“Initially, while a rescue plan was being commenced (by the E.T.'s) to retrieve their lost pilots, we had made contact with the alien pilot's superiors. As a result they sent an ambassador and called off a planned attack on our home world. We then started peace talks to create an official political relationship between our worlds. The extra-terrestrial race which we will call Echelon 2, were the first to show a sign of good faith. They provided historical proof that they had been here on our planet before and have assisted humans several times throughout our history. Most recently they created a cure for a biogenic disease created by the nefarious Zeta Reticulans. They quite simply stated that they had reversed efforts made by the Zeta-Reticulans in the early 1930's which intended to make us easy to conquer. Echelon 2 otherwise known as m35 or the Geminoids, had saved our world. It was good enough for us. We were convinced and this fostered our first non-terrestrial non-aggression pact and our first political partner outside of our solar system. More on this will be covered shortly. 

One by one we began to meet other alien species from different worlds and over the course of approximately thirty years we had similar Non-Aggression Pacts, treaties, trade deals, and exchanges of culture and technology. 

Our technology is not inherently compatible with the technologies belonging to the other races. Unfortunately Einstein, Graham Bell, so-and -so, and 'the other guy', were less than capable of explaining what was actually going on. Also, we weren't gifted with all of the elements on the periodic table. Several key elements necessary for off world devices were missing. Like-wise, some of the devices created here on earth could not have been duplicated anywhere in the galaxy for the same reason. So we were forced to work out trade agreements in order to fill in the empty spaces on each others' periodic tables. In other cases we also reverse engineered some of the technology to utilize available materials on hand.

For the next two-thousand years, due to our galactic position, our planet will be on the front line of an epic war. It is the same war that destroyed the majority of the Alpha Centaurians. It is for this reason that the Echelon Agreement was created. Our rotational position in the galaxy will put us in the front lines of an impending conflict with the Zeta-Reticulans while being allied with twelve other races of extra-terrestrials. This will be a war that we are now better prepared for. It is no secret that we have suddenly seen a major increase in our technological abilities. With the advent of the internet and social networking, as well as biological attenuation, it is only less than intellectual to not come to one conclusion. All of this technology is going somewhere. As a species, we are on this cusp of learning how to create human cyborgs and at the same time we are fostering humans with the ability to use psycho and telekinetic abilities. This is by no accident. Members of Echelon 2 helped our race become impervious to outside attacks on our world from the Zeta-Reticulan's remote biogenic attacks. More information on Echelon 2 will be made available as your security clearance is increased. For now, all you need to know is they are our allies, and they feel the same about us.

It has been in the best interest of the twelve other alien races to include us into their plans. They felt that until we were capable of proper interplanetary interaction that they must monitor and nurture our species as we advance in technology. 

Who are the Zeta-Reticulans?.

The Zeta Reticuli Star system contains some very dangerous species, and they are spread out over every reach of our portion of the galaxy. Highly intelligent and quite dangerous. Descended from over half a dozen habitable planets with varied environments, the Zeta-Reticulan races cover a wide range of biology. There are 7 different species of Zeta-Reticulan. They have always been a threat to us, as they have been looking to spread out. They have various forms of technology, even possessing the ability to activate wormholes and FTL (faster than light) drives for their space vessels. Only direct blockades have managed to stop small forces of Zeta-Reticulan fleets from pillaging our world. It is very difficult to move large fleets through wormholes as well as organizing large fleet movements via FTL. The Zeta-Reticulans are amassing an army and we have been led to believe they want our planet intact. Vapourizing our atmosphere is not in their agenda. With the assistance of the other twelve worlds, we can end the threat of the Zeta Reticulans and send them back to their binary star system where they belong. 

Alpha-Centauri was their first major victory, and they are headed here next. Here is where the next great battle will take place. Luckily for us, there has been a major defense agreement set in place by our twelve allied worlds. This interstellar charter is known as the Echelon Agreement. Well, part of it. Welcome to level two Echelon Command security. 

Agents. Welcome to Echelon 13.“

The video stops. The lights begin to turn back on. 

Agent Orange is at the front of the assembly hall. He speaks.

“So.... Well, isn't that a mouthful eh? The Echelon Agreement. Heh. I guess that was a nice video, but the most important thing is this. Don't trust anyone, especially if they don't have the same chromosome count as you do. Here. This is what I'm going to test you on. 

In December 1947, thirteen humans signed the original agreement with thirteen members of each of 12 other races of extraterrestrials. It is now 50 years later. I'm one of the last three of the human signees. 

My codename is Agent Orange. The reason for my name is unimportant but I have been here since the beginning of this operation. What is important is that from this day forward you are now in charge of leading our civilization to safety while acknowledging every threat on this planet and beyond.

Although most of that information in the documentary is accurate, the people we hired to create the video got a little carried away. There are three major points. Our planet faces destruction within 2000 years, the Zeta Reticulans are the current enemy and we have twelve other alien races on our side. The first major battle could start tomorrow, or in two-thousand years. We have no way of knowing but what we do right now has absolute consequence. This is why drastic measures must be taken. “

A buzzing sound emanated from somewhere. 

Agent Orange realized that something was vibrating in his pocket. 

“Goddamn cell phone. Hey, saved by the vibration! Okay, Q&A is canceled for now. Since you all now have level two clearance, you all have my internal email address and access to all research materials. There is much more to know, but class will have to resume tomorrow. Please direct your questions later. Your homework is to determine the origins of Echelon Eight. For bonus marks give us E8's population density on earth within ten point eight percent, and also mark the center of concentration. I'll give you one hint. They like snow. You should also calculate how many people were involved in the signing of the echelon agreement. I'll be testing all of you on that. Remember your times tables. You're all dismissed. Agent Tom Thumb will be in this auditorium at 14:00 hours today. Don't be late for that class. He's not nearly as laid-back as I am. He's vapourized students in the past.” 

11:38:02 AM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Underground in Dulce, New Mexico

Agent Orange watched his desk glow a bright pink, and damn near smashed it with both fists. He was speaking to someone. Just the sound of this person's voice seemed to irritate Agent Orange. He barely managed to keep his composure. A voice transmitted over his telecom.

“I miss you brother, But Operation Domino will fail. I have more friends than you do... And I will see that your little op fails.” 

Agent Orange clenched his jaws and his fists as he told his brother.....

“You fucking think so don't you?.”

The raspy radio transmission came through and responded.

“Brother. What makes you think I haven't thwarted it already? You know we think too alike.”

Agent Orange raised his hand and politely asked Helga to cut the transmission. 

A.O. took a deep breath, and took a moment to relax. He had only been in his office for moments before he got word of some violence that took place in L.A. as well as the UFO crash in Texas. As far as he knew, things were going according to his plan. He had to make it look natural though. As if there were no plan at all. 

A.O. Took a deep pull on his cigar. He butted it out in the ashtray. He then sat straight up in his chair and stated, ”Helga darling. Houdini X3....Commence.”

Helga responded, “Houdini X3 implemented with six second delay. Good luck agent.”

Exactly six seconds later a blinding flash of blue light Agent Orange evaporated from his office. A holographic doppelganger materialized in his place. The holographic Agent Orange grabbed a cigar from his holographic breast pocket, lit it, and pulled deeply. 

9:31:09 AM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Counter-Terrorism Field Office, Chico, California

“He's off the grid director!” A bright eyed surveillance technician yelled.

“What? Leslie, what do you mean - he's off the grid? He can't just disappear, Norman! Get that son of a bitch back on OUR grid.” 

Smashing keys and grunting over the mumbling on his wireless headset, Norman responded, “Yes director, doing what I can dude. I'll get him back.”

“What? DUDE, he was just flying over the New Mexico Desert!!! Get me intel ASAP! I want to know where he surfaces and WHEN he surfaces. Nobody, and I mean nobody goes goddamn Houdini over the New Mexico desert unless they are dead or removed. I'm betting on the latter, so PEOPLE get your shit together and lets track this son of a bitch.”

The room went silent for a brief eternity as a party of seven highly skilled individuals worked out in their minds how to use their skills to do what Tyler Waylan, director of the Counter-Terrorism field office in Chico, California had just asked. 

“WAIT! I got something.. not sure but... I.. uh...” a geeky little nerd tech named Roger did his best to pipe up and and attract attention to his findings.

“Spit it out! What do you have?” Tyler demanded.

“I'm not sure you're going to like it. I'm not even sure whether it's a false positive. I have facial recognition identification at an ATM machine in a strip mall ... in Oregon.”

Norman jumped on that immediately, “ That's in Oregon dude. We just lost the signal in New Mexico! Leslie! How's our signal then in Oregon?”

Leslie responds, “No signal in Oregon.”

“Roger? How's your facial recognition algorithms working out? You sure you have them right?”

Roger defended, “Not totally sure man, I know we have no signal, but the facial recognition doesn't lie bro. Maybe he disabled the...”

“Shut up guys. Good job Roger, show me the image, bro.” Tyler played on his people skills to lull the kid into a false sense of confidence.

Roger transferred the image on his monitor to the big wide screen at the front of the huge conference room the team occupied. Tyler's eyes opened at a factor of ten. 

“That is most certainly our guy, but goddammit, how is that even possible?”

The team sat at their consoles with nothing to say. They eventually all went back to work, tracking with no results. Hours went by. Eventually someone got a hit.

At 11:48 AM a tiny little female shouted out.

“Found him!”

“Go ahead Sandra. Where is he?”

Sandra turned away from the monitor while clicking a few keys, transferring the image from her monitor to the large screen at the front. The image was a security camera capturing an image of Agent Orange coming out of the passenger side of a large black sedan.

“Sandra! Good work! Where is that?”

Sandra turned back towards the monitor, as she flatly stated, “McMaster University. Uh, that's in Hamilton. Ontario. In Canada. “

“Confirmed! We have the signal back as well. Our target is... in Canada?” Leslie reported.

“I still have facial recognition using the same algorithm in Oregon, this time by a street camera, at an intersection,” Roger added.

“Norman! Verify Leslie's signal. He can't be in two places at once.” Tyler was losing his mind. 

“Confirmed! Leslie is right we have the suspect in Canada.”

Roger piped in again, “How can facial recognition spike in 2 places at once? Faces are unique.”

“But so are signals! and we only have ONE of those,” Tyler was going ballistic at this point, “get in touch with the RCMP or whatever fucking local enforcement they have to get a hold of this prick. Goddamn Canada, really?” 

He stormed out of the conference room with adolescent authority, but not before asking the room, “I want this, er, both, fuck... I want both goddamn pricks tracked, by whatever means necessary,” Ellis! Get a predator on Roger's Oregon face, and damnit Sandra keep eyes on Canada. Leslie watch the signal, and roger keep watching everything.. This son of a bitch will not get away from us.. “

Norman thought it was his time to speak and asked the director, “What would you like me to do?”

Tyler stared him right in the eye and said, “Something! Don't allow this to go any further. Let's get this son of a bitch. What just happened in Texas is directly related to this son of a bitch and I FUCKING know it!” He finally got a grip on his composure and looked into Norman's' eyes, “let's just be proud of ourselves as proper humans. Too many people died yesterday as a result of this man. We're supposed to stop these things from happening, now I have to stop this man before more harm is done.”

Norman glared blankly back at the director.

“I understand director. We'll get him, either, or...both of them.. whichever... “

11:48:32 AM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – McMaster University, Hamilton, Ontario, Canada

A.O. Looks around after getting out of his vehicle. Snow covers everything, but there is the variant discolorations of pollution and grit and dirt in the snow everywhere as well as the carved-in paths of footprints defining where a student would travel on the university campus. 

“Sir, I wouldn't suggest that,” was the suggestion of a large neanderthal man assigned to A.O. 

“Ahh, it's okay mate, as you were. I'll be back shortly. Stay here, and need I remind you that's an order?” 

“Aye Sir,” The large ape-man hunkered back into the four door black sedan.

Agent Orange made his way over to a bench near the main lobby of the university and sat down. 

11:56:52 AM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Inside McMaster University, Hamilton, Ontario

Sylvia had wandered hallways, sat in the lobby and must have sat there for a hell of a long time. She had completely missed her 10:15 microbiology class. She also didn't care. She just watched on the news how her family had been vapourized in a thermonuclear explosion the night before. 

The event was blamed on a terrorist plot gone wrong. The nuclear explosion taking place during the assembling of a thermonuclear bomb. The small town of Redridge, Texas was no more, with losses of over 38,000 inhabitants. Poor Sylvia had just returned home from the campus pub before finding out what had happened on the news. The rest of her night consisted of her trying to find out as much information as possible online, and constantly calling her parents. None of it worked. By the time she was supposed to go to class she simply put all of her work getting ready to waste. She made it to the lobby in an attempt to get away from the school, but got caught by guilt, and ended up torn between the two choices. 

Sylvia took a deep breath. She exhaled and then rose up from the lobby bench, just as the tell tale creaking sound of the lobby door opening sounded. She looked over and spotted an elderly man in a leather trench coat and wide rimmed fedora style hat walking into the lobby. He just stood there. He was wearing round, Lennon style shades. Before the awkward silence got too awkward, Agent Orange spoke.

“Sylvia. Your parents are safe. They didn't die in the explosion. They were rescued before they could be affected by the fallout. I need to speak with you privately and now.”

12:10:52 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Counter-Terrorism Field Office, Chico, California

Tyler was on the phone with the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, whom while appreciating the urgency of the call was eventually transferred to the Hamilton-Wentworth Regional Police. McMillan had sent them emails and attachments regarding the strange man in the wide rimmed hat. 

“We have the suspect hanging out at your damn university! Send a patrol unit and intercept him! We need the suspect held for questioning.” Tyler was being good at remaining diplomatic while being stressed about this sudden window of opportunity.

Over the phone, the chief of police in Hamilton wasn't exactly being forthcoming. 

“We've received an override on your request. As soon as we ran the data you sent us, we received clear instruction from CSIS to cease any investigations. He's got ambassadorial status, so we can't do anything.”

“What the hell is sea-sis?”

“Canadian Security and Intelligence Services. Sorry we can't help. Maybe you should talk to them.”

“Goddamnit!” He slammed the phone down, “I'll be in my office!” He stormed off, muttering to himself. 

1:01:38 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Counter-Terrorism Field Office, Chico, California

“The signal just went off the grid again!” Leslie reported. 

Norman ran to Tyler's office, and burst in, “Sir! The signal's gone again.

“What? What the hell is going on here?

“Director! I got footage. Some really strange footage but shit you're gonna wanna see this,” Ellis shouted out. 

Ellis transferred the feed from his console to the large screen. Everybody in the room rubbernecked and watched intently. Ellis continued speaking while he played the video, not before giving a quick speech about how he obtained it.

“Okay, I managed to find a satellite feed of the area near the RF signal. I was watching the black sedan and then got this, “ Ellis used a keyboard combo to toss a single video frame on the screen.

In a birds eye view taken by a satellite covering the area, there was a Jeep Cherokee leaving campus parking lot, and right behind it, was a bright flare. The flare was overexposing the camera at its bright points, but between the bright points it was clear that there was a ghostly image of a black sedan. . 

“What the hell am I looking at Ellis?”

“Well, it was taken by a survey satellite over Canada, this frame is .13 seconds after we lost the RF signal we planted. Now watch this.”

Tyler spun in his head for a moment. He suddenly thought logically for a second. He then decided to share his late logic with the room. 

“McMillan. Back it up a few frames.”

“Already did sir. This is the part you will find interesting.”

The video when backed up 6 frames showed the flare in reverse and there was a black sedan clear as day. When Tyler ordered to slowly advance the frames forward again, he watched a small flare of light, and the black sedan dematerialized into thin air. 

The room sat silent and stunned until Tyler broke the silence.

“What in the hell is going on here?”

“Mr. Waylan, I have Kretchkin on line 6,” Leslie shouted out.

“Patch him through to my office. Ellis keep watching the satellite images.”

A defeated looking Tyler sulked away to his office. 

02:57:01 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Outside of McMaster University

Agent Orange's bodyguard had long ago exited the vehicle to greet the elderly agent and upon his approach, opened the rear door of the sedan. 

A.O. confidently entered the vehicle. The door was firmly shut. After the bodyguard entered the car he shut his door. The doors went through a second sealing process and sunk into the walls much like the doors on a 747 would. The car began to pressurize. 

“Sir? We are still detecting an RF signal on your person. Shall we remove it?”

“Nope. Thank you though. Things are about to get fun now. Let's go to Detroit, but wait for this jeep to leave first.”

“Roger that,” the driver said without turning his head. 

Agent Orange muttered under his breath, “The final Domino is about to fall.”

In a flash of light that resembled a bolt of lightning, the black sedan dematerialized from the university campus parking lot. 

11:38:05 AM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Some Small Town in Oregon

Agent Orange's twin brother was a cynical narcissist. Brody was his call sign. As a rogue splinter of an Echelon resistance group, his organization operated below the radar and above the law. So embroiled in his personal vendetta with his brother that he would often overlook the safety of his own men and assets. He wanted to give his brother a message today. Brody picked up his cellphone. He dialed a number. It rang. A familiar voice of a man in a wide rimmed hat, picked up the other end, pausing instead of saying, “hello.”

“I miss you brother, But Operation Domino will fail. I have more friends than you do... And I will see that your little op fails.” 

A.O. on the other end paused slightly before affirming.

“You fucking think so don't you?.” A.O. snarled at the other end. Brody continued.

“Brother. What makes you think I haven't thwarted it already? You know we think too alike.”

The transmission suddenly went dead and Brody knew that his brother cut it off and would soon show up on the grid again. Brody's phone suddenly rang, breaking his train of thought. HE flipped the phone open and put it to his head.

“Go ahead.”

“It's Carlos. We have a problem, “ a South American voice at the other end stated. 

“What's that?”

“As you are aware, we made the prisoner exchange two days ago, and wouldn't you believe this shit man? Attack drones dropped the ambassador's ship out of orbit and it crashed into Texas. No current sign of Odessa, but Daniel managed to get out in an escape pod. The ambassador made it out alive and he is pissed at Echelon High Command. There will surely be a hearing for compensating Echelon 6.”

Brody's mind wandered as he started thinking out loud, “That's what that shit was about in Texas. The news said it was a terrorist bomb. Shit... Why would Echelon order that ship to be taken out? They must have used the only tracker tags they had access to, and we gave them the fucking prisoners with those tags.” he snapped out of his trance. He let out a sigh of anxiety, “go on...”

“They did manage to retag the white one. E6 implanted one of their best models in his skull. The black one got away before they could repair his runaway tag. That pun-ta is a real danger holmes. We need to get our teams on that shit again like in L.A. Man.” 

“Agreed. The longer we wait the more he learns about how to use his new 'gift'. Find him and put him somewhere...Alive! ...and... Just track the detective. Find out where he goes but keep your distance. I think he's gonna lead us right to Vincent. Do you have a 'twenty' on him?”

“He hasn't been on the grid since his escape pod hit the atmosphere. We lost him then. He was headed towards northern Ontario in Canada so we're scanning there first. Should only be a small while but the nanobots in his head need time to replicate first, then we'll be able to lock his position. We'll even be able to use him as a surveillance bug when the process completes.”

“Shit he could be anywhere by now then. Just find him and when you do get back to me ASAP. I also want more intel on those drones that took out a kilometer wide spacecraft. Somebody's missing inventory. ”

“Roger that, Amigo. Can I ask you something?”

“Yeah go for it.”

“Why isn't this a good thing Brody? Don't you want to drive a wedge in their politics? They have done this to themselves, with our assistance of course, but still.”
“Normally I would agree with you. Vincent is up to something else. He has always had his own agenda.”

“So have you amigo.”

“I am his brother after all. Bye for now”
Carlos Salazar hung up the phone. Brody closed his cellphone. Brody's head sunk for a moment as he realized that he somehow played into his brother's plan. The very (alien) people he hired to research Odessa and retag Dan, were the very same people targeted by his brother. Fortunately for Brody and his cause, Dan had been rewired to be off of EHC's grid. 

“Shit, time to run,” Brody said to himself. At that, he jumped into his leather trench-coat, hat, small round rimmed eyeglasses and ran out the door of his single rented room. The room was one of many rooms and many places he had rented in Oregon, as well as many other cities. It allowed him to make brief pit-stops anywhere, at any time. 

He had to cross over the intersection to the car park where his monstrous Monte-Carlo resided, unaware of the street camera eyeballing him for a team of counter-terrorist data analysts. At 11:48:59 AM Brody sped out of the car park in his monstrous Monte Carlo. 

12:21:23 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Small airfield in the outskirts of Oregon 

Flying ten kilometers above a small airfield in the outskirts of Oregon, a flight-proven prototype Predator drone kept its 'eye in the sky' trained on the Monte Carlo carrying Brody to his destination. A small commuter jet sat waiting and prepped for a journey. After the Monte Carlo came to a halt nearby the prepped plane, Brody emerged from the vehicle and walked toward the jet. The jet's main hatch opened and stairs folded out, down to the ground. A figure emerged from the plane wearing a well tailored tan suit, silver aviator sunglasses, and a well groomed, salt and pepper marine style flat-top. 

“Greetings,” the man said.

“Well, hello there!” Brody responded quite jovially.

“Good day to fly! I have great news.”

“Shoot. I could use some good news.”

“I have scores of intel on Echelon's cleanup plan commencing in Texas. Operation Sigma they call it.”

The strange man in aviator shades withdrew a large envelope and handed it to Brody.

“What's this?”

“We have satellite photos, transport ship telemetry, names of the victims and location of the crash debris. This is the only hard copy,” the man's smile and demeanor gracefully switched to a more serious tone, “but, we have taken steps to secure the data on a server until we are paid for the research.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah... So what gives? I just got word back that E4's ambassadorial ship crashed in Texas.”

“That's correct. The top brass in Echelon 4 are demanding compensation for the loss of their delegates. Echelon High Command has chartered a release of every inhabitant of the nearby town to their custody. Clean up crews are making it look like a terrorist nuke fuckup.”

“Probably not far from the truth, that ship must have lit up most of the countryside.”

“That it did,” changing the subject, “On another note, we are still trying to track your brother. We're not having any luck. I'll keep an eye open for him.”

“What do you figure they want with the people?”

“Forced labour or food most likely.”

“Shitty. Well, good stuff. I'll have your cash wired to the usual accounts. Try and stay on Vincent. I may have another mark for you to track but for now I'll just have to keep you posted my old friend.”

“You always have. There is one thing I'd like to mention though.”

“Go for it.” 

“The muster time for this operation was next to nil. All of the teams were already assembled and waiting to dispatch. This was planned at some level and the ship's crash was no accident. You might be playing right into your brother's plan.”

“I have thought about that. We just need to stay steps ahead of him. I have operatives looking for the ones responsible and I should have word on that soon.”

The man took off his aviators in order to look into Brody's eyes as he shook his hand. One of the man eye's was dead and grey, the pupil was like a misshapen blob of black, surrounded by a silver iris on a grey canvas. The two men shook hands before the man with one dead eye re-entered the jet. Brody backed off towards his Monte-Carlo as the jet swallowed up its staircase and sealed its hatch. 

Brody watched as the jet took off on a western heading.

12:21:01 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Counter-Terrorism Field Office, Chico, California

“Target is approaching the airstrip. Feed is up now,” Ellis transferred the aerial view of the airstrip on the main screen. 

McMillan piped up also, “I've got a feed from one of the control tower cameras. Pretty good view from the ground.”

“Get it up on split screen,” Tyler ordered.

The second camera angle showed the plane as the hatch cracked open, and the staircase folded out to the ground. The man in the Monte Carlo approached the plane as a another man jaunted down the stairs to meet him. 

“Can you get in tighter with the tower cam?” Tyler wondered.

“Negative, we have no remote capability. We can only clean up and enhance what we have,” Ellis answered.

“I want to know what they're saying!”

“We just don't have the resolution director,” McMillan said uneasily.

“Wait he's handing something to our guy!” Sandra noted out loud.

“Get Kretchkin on the line. Get a pair of 205's prepped and ready for takeoff.”

While Leslie requested preparations from the chopper pilots, Sandra punched a few numbers on her console and got a ringing phone at the other end of her headset. A gruff, raspy voice answered.

“Kretchkin here. Go ahead.”

“Kyle. It's Sandra. Waylan needs you, hold a sec.”

“Director!” Sandra shouted, Kyle Kretchkin is on line six.

“Put him on speaker Sandra.”

“Roger that sir. Go ahead.”

“Kyle?”

“Director, I think we're we're dealing with twins. I still don't understand their motive.”

“Understood. Neither do we. Assemble a TAC team and get them to the helipad. I'm sending you to Oregon to acquire our target. I'll have full mission specs ready by the time you reach Oregon airspace. We'll keep watch from the air, and let you know where he is in real time.”

“Roger that director. Do we have an identity for the suspect yet? How's the facial recognition going?”

“He doesn't exist if that doesn't surprise you. The RF transmitter you installed has been going down and popping up all over the map. Right now in Canada and we're working with the authorities there. We did however, get positive facial recognition from sentry cameras in Oregon and we're going with that.”

“Where did you say you reading the transmitter now?” Kyle inquired sternly.

“For the moment Canada. Who knows where next. It's just not making sense.”

“Okay Director, we'll have those birds in the air in fifteen.”

“We'll have surveillance meet with you in Oregon.”

“Yes director. Kretchkin out.”

With that the telephone conversation came to an end, while two specially modified Bell 205 super huey helicopters were being fueled up, and filled up with well armed, specially trained troops wearing black fatigues, body armour and helmets. As the leading man of the TAC team, federal agent Kyle Kretchkin emerged from the access tunnel to the rooftop helipad. He jumped on his two-way radio as he climbed in and buckled himself into his seat. 

“HQ. This is Kretchkin.”

“Go ahead Kretchkin.”

“TAC team is ready for departure.”

“Roger that. Sparrow one and Sparrow two, you are cleared for take-off.”

The pilots of Sparrows one and two each responded in order and took off into the midday sky.

“Director!” Rory shouted.

“Go ahead Rory. What is it?”

“I patched the facial recognition software into the tower cam feed. The man from the plane eventually removed his glasses. We ran his face and we have a result.”

“...AND?” Tyler looked confused.

“There is no result. He doesn't exist.”

“Goddamnit, what the hell is happening here? Run his picture against all archives and see if you can't find him anywhere else. There's gotta be some data on these pricks. Check all historical archives and run comparatives. Get me the president.” 

Already on it director,” Norman obliged.

12:55:33 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – In the downtown, in SomeCity, Oregon. 

Brody casually drove his Monte Carlo at a modest rate of 31 mph down one of the main drags of downtown SomeCity, Oregon. It was a smaller city barely capable of maintaining its city status, however, big enough to somehow attract the attention of an anti-terror response task force, a mirror twin of a seemingly powerful puppetmaster of sorts, as well as the man with one dead eye, who by this time was well on his way overseas to oversee some other venture Echelon Resistance was cooking up.

One thing that Brody could never be called is unprepared. However surprised, he was not unprepared in the least when he heard the flapping of the birds wings sent to hunt him as prey. He reached over and punched a couple of buttons on his dash. An LCD screen blinked on and showed a range of radio frequencies being scanned. At a blinding rate the frequencies flashed until suddenly it stopped and then the sound could be heard.

“...position. Sparrow Two in position. Subject is in sight....”

He watched in his rearview mirror as he noticed the lights from a quickly approaching, and very low altitude helicopter, just missing the telephone poles and wires below. Brody's attention suddenly snapped forward as he noticed the same amplitude of light directly ahead. He broke a hard left, down an adjacent street. The helicopters adjusted their paths in pursuit both behind Brody now, catching up again to close the gap. 

“Enough of this shit,” Both Brody and Kretchkin thought simultaneously. Brody pulls out his cell phone and starts dialing a number. 

“Take out the tires!,” Kretchkin shouted at his sniper, strapped in next to him. The sniper starts taking shots. The second shot hits the left rear tire, blowing it out. 

The sudden jolt of the tire blowing out, knocks the phone out of Brody's hands. He frantically fumbles for the phone somewhere on the bouncing floor caused by the flapping rubber still attached to the wheel. 

The second tire blows out. This jolt throws the phone back into Brody's hand as the whole car drifts sideways, passenger side out. He pressed the send button as he came to a stop. The scanner in his car crackled.

“...We have the suspect immobilized. TAC teams Alpha, Bravo, Charlie, descend to pickup package. Delta covers.”

“Roger that...”

From Sparrow One, Fire teams Alpha and Bravo repelled to the ground, as did Charlie from Sparrow Two. On board Sparrow Two, as Kyle Kretchkin hooked onto his rope for the repel, five very loud and very close-sounding sonic booms clattered across the downtown of this small city as five very dark, sleek and incredibly fast flying machines dropped from mach three to 100 knots in a matter milliseconds. Their wingspan was only 4 metres across making them very tiny in avionic senses but very threatening from a human standpoint. The silky black triangular machines turned their bearing to face Kretchkin's team and burst forward with high velocity towards the helicopters, breaking into two groups of two towards each helicopter. The fifth, flew at an astonishing rate to a flanking position and hovered there watching. 

Kyle Kretchkin began shouting, “Everyone, off the chopper! GO! GO! GO!” He jumped from the strut of the helicopter, and practically went into a free fall. There were flashes of blue and black light as he went. While the moment seemed endless, and as time slowed to a crawl in Kretchkin's brain, he saw the familiar bright yellows of metallic sparks, and circuitry failing, then the bright white glare of burning metal meeting its flashpoint, and then--Time picks up again full speed as the concussion wave of a high force explosion hits him and knocks him to the ground like a rag doll. Its knocks the wind out of him. He watches the burning helicopter careen into an office building across the street, utterly destroying both the helicopter and whatever or whoever were in those front facing rooms. Alpha and Bravo teams both reacted amazingly quick having opened fire the second they saw the blue beams. Their bullets seemed to have no affect on these flying machines. They were reacting and responding to every stream of bullets fired from each member of the team. They hovered, they burst to distances and different vantage points and retaliated from line of sight. The men who successfully landed on the ground could only manage to not be hit by the blue fire by taking any cover available, which would only be disintegrated into a flash of sparks.

Kyle desperately fought to get his breath back. He looked around to assess the situation. Two of Charlie team lay in pain, suffering fall injuries. Kyle being the third and final Charlie team member made the sad realization that only one of Delta had made it out of the helicopter, and he himself lay face down smoldering and lifeless.

“HQ. This is Kretchkin. We've been hit by some sort of drones. Five of them. Both choppers are down. Charlie team are wounded and we've lost Delta. The drones are using energy weapons and exhibit flight characteristics like I've never seen. They dropped from mach and are now exhibiting harrier jump jet flight charac...” 

He was cut short by a very near miss of this strange blue light. It made his hair stand up on end as it passed by him by two feet, making very high pitched rolling sounds as it wizzed by. When these blue bolts of energy struck objects, they seemed to have a more concussive force before suddenly melting what had been hit, turning the blown out fragments into bright glowing filaments as they went.

He dodged, rolling to his right to seek refuge behind a car. 

Brody sat in his vehicle and continued listening to the scanner.

“...crackle... Alpha cover Bravo. Bravo, proceed...crackle.... south side of street...”

Amused with himself, Brody opened the driver's side door, and looked out at the madness before him. He then got out of the car and stood up, tugging on his shirt. Kretchkin was about one half of a city block away huddled behind a car. One of the attack drones streaked across from the north side of the street and lobbed a blue projectile at the car in front of Kretchkin. The shot disintegrated the front end of the car in a brilliant cloud of white hot sparks that sprayed in all directions. Kyle looked at the damage and thought, “Shit, a lot of good this is doing.” He slowly stood up with his weapon trained on Brody. who was already facing Kretchkin, staring him right in the eyes. Kretchkin began to approach, keeping his weapon trained on its target.

“Call off the drones or I WILL kill you. You've done enough damage here tonight!” 

One of the drones slowed to a hover, and slowly descended towards Kretchkin from behind him. It's energy pulse weapon trained on him. Kyle could feel the sick, sixth sense of someone pulling a gun on him from behind. His bead on Brody however, was unaffected.

“You have about three seconds before I fire, and I WILL KILL YOU! Call off the drones!”

Brody's phone suddenly rang. Brody smiled at Agent Kretchkin before saying, “Who said they were drones? What can I say? I have friends in high places. However, as much as I'd like to stay and have this little pow-wow with you. I think we both have things to do. Look. You have to deal with the injured and deceased here, and I have a game to catch. Biggest event in the galaxy.” 

BANG!

In milliseconds, a soft lead projectile mushroomed inside of Brody's chest. He stumbled for a fleeting moment before catching himself. He recovered his stance. He straightened his back and took a good look around him. His miniature supersonic harrier jets were firing on moving targets and patrolling the area, except the one that was trained on Kretchkin. He also noted the smoldering fires in the buildings across the street and the still red hot embers of molten metal strewn across the block. Brody could feel the trickling of warm blood drizzling both under and over his shirt. Beyond the street, whimpers and screams of pain could be heard in the distance as people were burning, meanwhile, approaching sirens announced that help was coming. Kyle Kretchkin eyeballed a somewhat well composed Brody(considering he had just been shot in the chest), before yelling, 

“What IS THIS?!” 

The question made Brody curl his lips into a mischievous smile as he cracked his neck and then looked back towards Kyle from the corners of his eyes. 

He then pondered before stating, “Don't worry Mr. Kretchkin, I'll clean up this little mess you made. You should figure out who you're working for. Right now though? Gotta run. Ciao for now agent.” and very suddenly, Brody vanished into a pinpoint of light and was gone. 

As Kyle blankly stared at the spot where his target once stood, the flying machines ceased to fire and took to a hovering mode at five thousand feet above the tiny town. The 'drone' that was watching Kretchkin lagged behind at three thousand feet above the site and farted a glowing blue blob that seemed to act like a soap bubble. Each one of the drones suddenly and synchronously turned their bearing to the same point in the south-west sky and crackled away with an instantaneous sonic boom that sent a ripple of shattered glass and concrete through most of the downtown. The blue glowing blob slowly started to find gravity and float faster toward the ground. Meanwhile, the sound of Kyle Kretchkin and his director on the scanner in Brody's Monte Carlo could still be heard.

“HQ. He's gone. The target is gone. “

“Gone! Gone how?”

“Just gone sir. He vanished in front o.....” 

The glowing blue blob had been floating in the breeze, doing nothing other than wanting to touch something. This was a self-contained chunk of antimatter in an unstable candy coating which just now touched the ground. It melts in mouths and hands. It melts everything.

Then the radio signal terminated. 

The last thought in Kretchkin's brain suddenly terminated. 

The lives of Alpha and Bravo team terminated. 

The lives of the inhabitants of SomeTown, Oregon terminated. 

SomeTown, Oregon itself ended in a massive thermonuclear explosion. 

01:02:01 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Counter-Terrorism Field Office, Chico, California

Agent Tyler blankly listened to a dead hiss.

“What the hell just happened? Kretchkin? Kretchkin! Get him back on the line!”

Not a single person could find Kretchkin on any line. Not anywhere. SomeCity got vapourized. The second city on US soil within 24 hrs to be consumed by nuclear arsenal. Agent Tyler just lost an entire team of professionals AND a small city at the same time. He began to mentally spin. He started to process the information that was given to him by his colleagues. 

“They're all dead,” he said aloud.

“Yeah they are,“ said one of his analysts.

"Agent Tyler? There is someone here to see you," said one of the female attendies running in from the outer office. "Security has him stopped out front. "

"On screen please," The room gasped in unison with various, oh shits and fuck mees.

On the screen was the Aviator glasses guy. The man with one dead-eye was there in person. He looked up at the camera and fired off a friendly smile like a sniper. 

"Take him to a room now! I'll be right there." Agent Tyler bustled out of the room as the rest of the room sat stunned, slowly returning to normal. 

12:56:06 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Agent Orange's vehicle in the middle of interdimensional travel 
“I can't believe he has Echelon seven on his side. This would warrant a treaty violation, wouldn't.” A.O stated in rhetoric.

“Yes it would,” said his bodyguard.

“I didn't really fucking ask you for your opinion.”

The glassy eyed agent that sat before him, sat before him glassy eyed.

“Fuck me if you can't find good help these days,” he paused expectantly. Then he lost his mind.

“OFF YOUR ASS NOW! GRAB YOUR FUCKING ETCHA-SKETCH AND TRACK THESE COCKSUCKERS NOW!”

The glassy eyed agent suddenly realized his services were required. He pulled out an electronic pad. He tapped a few key points and then started making random grunts as he perceived the data. Agent Orange (looking over his shoulder) began to smile again..

“Keep going. I like where this is headed.”

“Hang on. More telemetry is coming in sir. Kretchkin is still alive.”

The glassy eyed agent suddenly went still and stared off into space before stating.

“They just dropped an antimatter bomb. Touchdown in thirteen seconds.”

“I see... Brody would never have authorized that, unless...” A.O. Smiled, “Very smart brother. Very smart indeed. This one's coming back to bite me in the ass.”

Agent Orange's eyes lit up. He snatched the pad out of the glassy eyed agent's hands. He smashed the leftmost portion of the screen and dictated to the voice recognition while flipping through screens of information, ”Begin upload on my mark. Wait for it. Tracking tag ID. Tag Id found and activated! Okay, Upload Now!”

“Shit. I hope that worked,” he said under his own breath. 

“OK. Driver! Let's get moving. This is may be our lucky day.” A.O. surmised.

03:03:56 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Detroit, MI. in front of some crappy pub

Agent Orange was standing outside of a crappy little pub in downtown Detroit Michigan. From his inside jacket pocket, he extracted one of the finest cuban cigars. He chomped on the business end of it, and spat out the tip. He also grabbed his zippo from the same pocket. The pocket also contained an envelope which within, had a business card for a flooring company in Kingston, Jamaica as well as a one way flight ticket to Jamaica. He was early for his meeting with Dan. Assuming Daniel followed his directions he would not be trackable and thus Agent Orange really had no absolute idea when to expect him. He had just hoped that it would be soon. The next domino was planned to fall.

A.O. wandered around to the side of the pub for privacy as he was about to make a call and smoke a cigar. He heard the footsteps. His previous military training and combat experience had given him the instinct and the deep rooted notions of when things are about to go awry. Things had just gone awry. He hadn't even lit his zippo lighter yet. 

From the mid afternoon shadows of the alley where Agent Orange was standing, a young hoodlum, ran out and stabbed him three times very quickly in the sternum. During the third stab, A.O. Let out a strange sigh of relief and died. The hoodlum rifled through his pockets and pulled out his wallet and ran. A.O. laid there for seven hours before anyone had found him. 

10:17:56 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Detroit, MI. in an alley next to some crappy pub

Emerging from the shadows of the alleyway, Dan was huffing and puffing like he had been chased. He had hopped a nearby fence into the alley. He eventually caught his breath, and wandered to where the pub was that he was supposed to meet Agent Orange. Something caught his eye. It was a human sized pile in the corner of the alley with a wide rimmed fedora style hat on top.

Dan rushed over to the dead man in the alley. It was Agent Orange. Dead. Rigor had set in long ago. At this point, Dan was completely impervious to any kind of moral dilemmas. He had just been through a proverbial shit storm, and wanted answers. 

“Goddamn.” Dan started to go through the dead man's pockets. They were all picked clean. All but the inside jacket pocket. Dan pulled out an envelope from the inside of A.O.'s trench coat. All Dan could think was why he was requested to be here, and why his contact was very suddenly dead. 

Inside the envelope was a one-way plane ticket to Jamaica and a business card for a flooring company, also in Kingston Jamaica. 

“Your gonna need that where you're going,” a deep, gruff voice said from ten feet away at the mouth of the alleyway. Dan looked up. It was the man from the shitty redneck tavern. The man with one dead eye, he was still wearing his silver aviator glasses but Dan immediately recognized his military commander crew cut and demeanor, "Okay Daniel, wrap it up and let's go there is some explaining to be done before you go back to work." 


Dan let out a big sigh, "Shheeeeyit." He paused for a second or two, "Alright let's go then." He followed Dead-eye to the back of a jet black sedan. The driver met Dan at the rear door to greet and give Dan entry to the vehicle. Dead-eye followed Dan into the rear seat, sitting to his right.

The dark alley suddenly became brightly lit by a blue flash briefly in the night. It was dark and Agent Orange lay there in the alleyway, dead.  

Dan heard squealing tires in the distance and decided to remain unseen. Meanwhile, at the base of his cerebral cortex a thousands of tiny nanobots were making duplicates of themselves to create a tiny supercomputer network utilizing Dan's brain as an antenna. 

Escape From North Bay

07:23 PM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – In a brightly lit room somewhere.

Odessa gave his head a shake as he came to. 
He took a good look around. He also felt queasy. The room he was in was slightly humid. He was laying down on some kind of platform which instantly conformed to his movements. As he struggled to get his upper body upright, the platform seemed to dip and change in shape to disallow any freedom of movement. Odessa then flung himself off the platform which seemed to work. He was back on his own two feet before he realized he was naked. 

Glancing around he noticed that there were several platforms in this room, only two had been occupied. The one that Odessa was on and the one far across the room where Dan was unconscious on one as well. There were seven other platforms in this room. The room itself, was brightly lit and well maintained like a hospital wing. There were windows on the far side of the room. Odessa ran over to the windows. He took a good hard look outside. 
“What.. the.. fuck?” Odessa's heart sank as his adrenaline glands began to pump. 
Looking out the window, he could see the curvature of the planet Earth. He was able to see the edges of the atmosphere, and down below he was able to make out the storm systems that were raining down on his hometown. 
He realized he was in space. In orbit of our beloved planet. Dan woke up across the room.
Dan started scratching his head while regaining consciousness. He looked over at Odessa from forty feet away.
“I feel fucking weird dude,” he said, 
Odessa responded, as if unsure, but responded nonetheless, “Maybe because we're in orbit bro?”
Dan shot up on his table which was fighting him the same way Odessa's had. Dan's approach was to roll off the edge but the table kept making a new edge for him to roll onto. He eventually gave it a bit of gusto and jumped, and he was finally on his feet. He noticed in the corner of his eye that some illuminated screens posted thirty feet away were flashing information, and some of them contained symbols he recognized from the papers that the man with one dead eye had given him. He snapped out of his trance.
“Geezuz fucking hell...” as Dan approached the window on the far wall where Odessa stood naked as a jay-bird. 
“Where the Christ are our clothes?” Dan muttered as he approached the window to look out on our vast green planet.
“What the hell did I do down there man?” Odessa asked, referring to his sudden ability to make shit blow up with his mind.
“Well, hang on a sec. I'm in fucking orbit, around a planet...M-my planet. It's going to take me a second or two to process,” he paused. Then continued, ”Okay, okay, okay you went fucking AKIRA down there is what you did.” 
Dan tried to maintain his train of thought and to be objective but came to a sudden conclusion as he stared off into space. Hey turned his head to face Odessa.
“Runaway tag. Shit. That's you. That's why we've been kept alive. Well, you I mean. Holy shit. Fuck dude, I'm naked. Let's find our clothes man.”
“Tag? Runaway what?” Odessa was obviously confused. Dan tilted his head, and then shook it in dismay. He blankly stared back at Odessa before admitting
“It's how they track everybody. They put these tags in us. It lets them monitor everyone like salmon.”
“Who is 'they' again?”
“Oh right,” he sighs, searching for a way to start. 
“A group called Echelon. That's what all of this is about I think. It's not our government keeping it a secret. It's a secret government. They operate outside of all jurisdictions.”
“For what though?” Odessa was confused however slightly convinced this was possible.
“That I'm not sure. A strange man showed up just before my partner was killed.”
“What dawg? Whoa, whoa, whoa, slow down. Matt's dead?” Odessa, approached Dan with a look of both sorrow and fury.
“Yeah, I'm sorry man. He's gone.” Odessa started to approach Dan slowly. 
“So that's who you killed? My homie said a cop got killed but I had no idea it was him you killed, ” Odessa raised one of his hands toward Dan. Dan was slowly being lifted from the ground by an invisible force that had him by the neck. The veins in Dan's neck started to swell with the the change of pressure in his circulatory system. His face started to turn a shade of red as he choked.
“Do you have any idea who he was to me? He was like an uncle who gave a shit. What the fuck did he do to you?” Odessa was losing control of his temper. Nostrils flaring, he began to further tighten his psionic grip on Dan's neck. Dan was choking out some words.
“Aack, got – him . Ech – ar Echelon got him. N-arrk – not me!”

Odessa let go and Dan dropped to the shiny, semi-luminescent floor in a pile. He continued to choke and gasp for his breath, holding his throat.
“Fuck man, you need anger management classes. I went back to get him, but I got there too late. I dispatched four of their guys before getting out of dodge. The tactical team had no markings on their uniforms man, but the news later said they were FBI. I say bullshit. It had to be this Echelon group or black ops or something. Before that, a phone call warned me. I was told I was part of something much bigger. He also told me to find you.”

Odessa shook his head.  Confused. Too much has happened in a small amount of time.

“Right. Uh, go on...And let's find some clothes,” Odessa pressed.
“Well, hang on. I need that duffel bag. There's no sign of it anywhere eh? Shit, “ He started to look around the beds, and scan the walls of the room while continuing on, “I don't think what happened to you was an accident, and I don't think we're here by accident either.” before continuing on, Dan thought back to slicing out the biometric tag that was in his arm. 
“I was able to cut my tag out. Means they can't track me. Now, I couldn't find your tag, which means you have one of the newer models. They can't really be removed the same way I guess. Oh shit!”

Dan looked at where his wound should be as a result of his DIY tag removal operation. There was no trace of an injury. Dan suddenly made sense of where they were. He noticed that Odessa's left ear lobe was back where it belonged after being removed by a bullet only hours earlier. 

He continued, “Yeah yeah, we're in a medical bay. Our wounds are gone. Look. Your ear looks much better. “

Odessa reached up and felt his ear in disbelief. Dan began walking toward the window where Odessa was standing. Odessa looked at Dan's chest which was Swiss cheese only hours earlier.
“Yeah, your chest too. How many rounds did you take?”
“Ask yourself the same question. I thought I was gonna die back there.”
“I thought you were dead.” Odessa tried to chuckle, but still felt some discomfort in his diaphragm. He wasn't sure if it as his nerves or longer term effects of being healed after taking as much abuse as he had hours earlier. 

Dan eventually made over to the window and nearly shat the pants that he wasn't wearing. Looking out the window and seeing a tiny shuttle like craft zip by his view made him reaffirm his opinion that what Agent Orange told him was true. 
“Geezuz christ. I AM on a spaceship. I'm on a fucking spaceship,” Dan chuckled aloud, “Kinda beautiful isn't it?”

Odessa looked at Dan, “Scares the fucking shit out of me bro. Where do you think we can get some clothes man?”

Dan took a pretty quick assessment of his surroundings when he had first awoken. The gentle white wash walls and white lighting. The sterile cleansed air which had almost no smell at all. There were no hard corners in the room whatsoever. Every corner was well rounded with a widely constrained transition. It was functional and antiseptic. There were many consoles distributed throughout the room, and lining the walls following their curvature. Tendrils hung all over the room from the ceiling around the light sources. The tendrils would hang from the ceiling at points above each bed and form different shapes at their ends and appeared to be tools of some sort. The room was approximately thirty feet by sixty feet. There were eight bed/console clusters in a two by four configuration. What appeared to be health vitals were graphically represented on the screen in 3d holographic clarity. It was already obvious to Dan that he was in a medical facility. A medical facility of any kind would follow a structured set of principles no matter what planet they came from. From this logic, he deduced that there must be lockers nearby for peoples' or aliens' or whatever patients' things. 
“Well if this is a medical facility then they must have basic procedures like triage and assessment, and a place for our shit. ”
“Right. So what you sayin' about this runaway tag shit?”
“Well, the man that visited me also gave me a bunch of file folders and information that is only starting to make sense. I'm still not sure how to say it.”
“Well, spit it out dawg.,.cuz this is some crazy shit”

Dan spotted a hallway near the far side of the room opposite the wall with the windows looking down on Earth. 
“This way O.D. I'm not sure how, but I know where to go. Follow me.”
“Ok I'm listening still.”
“Fair enough. The intel on these tags speak of remote activation. I cut mine out. I think you were plan B or something. I don't know why I'm still alive, but someone wants us. Either that, or we're just jumping through goddamn hoops for someone. We've been abducted for a reason. Why? I don't have a fucking clue. Good enough?”
“Yeah I guess. I just want to put some clothes on,” Odessa muttered.
“Yeah, I get it. Being naked in space would make me uncomfortable too. Hey! Over there!”

Dan pointed down the hallway, where there was an adjacent room, with what appeared to be rows of tiny corridors or some kind of short narrow doors. They neared the corner of the room, with corner of the adjacent room in view. Their attention was abruptly caught by something else skulking down the hallway. Dan held up one hand, palm facing Odessa, communicating to shut the hell up for a moment.

Odessa and Dan stopped and ceased to make noise as they heard something very large and very menacing come into earshot. It was walking away from them about one hundred meters away. It must have been some kind of sentry beast;the equivalent of an alien pit bull. This beast was over 500 pounds and walked like a hippopotamus out of water. The heavy thump of it's massive feet could be felt in the floor as it skulked on down the passageway. It casually wandered, grunting and farting as it carried on. Dan slowly lowered his hand, while staring Odessa in the eyes, stating without a word, “Don't make a fucking sound.” 

Dan whispered, “Our shit is right around the corner.”
“How the fuck do you know that?”

Dan quizzically glanced at Odessa and decided to be funny.
“You can't smell your own weed?” Dan joked as beforehand, he had actually memorized the nearby floor plan from a map on one of the consoles of the medical bay.
“Oh. Right. Let's just watch out for that big fucking thing.”

That big fucking thing continued down the hexagonal shaped hallway. As it went, there were small square display screens hanging from the middle of the ceiling shifting between various blobs of information. Each screen was hung about ten feet apart from each other and there was a swath of streamed information displayed on them. As the large creature passed through the hallway, the displays not only showed the creature, but also various bits of incoherent data. Dan was unable to interpret the language of the text on the screens but decided to take action. He ran ahead of Odessa, and launched himself into the adjacent room. The hanging screens all began to flash red and Dan's face was suddenly plastered on every screen. Odessa instinctively followed Dan in a very hyper state before seeing what was in the room. 

“There's my shit! “

He ran over to a cube shaped, transparent crucible. It automatically lowered its walls and Odessa was able to start dressing himself. Dan took notice of this and also spotted his own attire in another cube shaped crucible. He ran over and when he did so, the walls of the crucible lowered and he was able to reach in and get his clothes. Inside the crucible was the duffel bag he hadover his shoulder during his capture. There was still a fully automatic .22 calibre Luger pistol. No telling how many rounds in the magazine, but a weapon nonetheless. Odessa yelled out, “Look what I found!”
“Huh?”
“My blunt! Haha! Forgot to smoke this last night. This'll come in handy later.”
“This has to be a civilian hospital OD, because they haven't taken our weapons away. Doesn't look like they care what was in this duffel either. Everything is here. Why would they let us keep our shit? All the paperwork the agent gave me... Tag Tracker, yeah, it's ALL here. Fuck, I don't like this dude.”
The screens on the walls and ceilings continued to flash red. Odessa and Dan were the stars of the show. 

Dan shook his head as he quickly scanned the contents of the other crucibles. In one of them there appeared to be some form of rifles. Heavy assault rifles to be exact. These weapons had more curves than lines and seemed to be ergonomically designed for a hand that wasn't human. Dan scurried over to the glassy walls of this telephone-booth sized container. Not sensing the owner's DNA, the walls decided not to move. Dan took his elbow and smashed it into the glass wall. Nothing.

There was the faraway-but-loud-nonetheless sound of several things running up the adjacent hallway. Dan took the Luger and emptied the magazine into a single point on the transparent wall of the crucible. A small fissure began to form in the corner. Dan thrust his foot forward in proper cop-kick-door fashion. The door disintegrated into a pile of very small marble like shapes of glass. 
An entity from the approaching swarm, entered the doorway at the far end of this huge room.. This one was a biped and stood approx seven feet tall, slender, with a praying mantis-like head, long sinewy arms with hands that had six long insect-like segmented fingers. It's legs were fibrous, and looked much like that of a cricket or locust, but still maintained an upright erect gate. It was carrying a firearm of some sort, a two handed rifle it appeared to be. The sound of many things came to a halt somewhere behind the doorway. This one definitely looked as if he were in charge of the party coming to check out the scene with Dan and Odessa. It began making some random grunts and clicks before yelling in a shrill scream. The thing was pointing his weapon at Dan. 

Odessa ran forward towards the space in between Dan and the doorway where the creature stood. Dan turned back to the crucible which now appeared to be repairing itself. The little glass marbles appeared to be rolling back up into a formation again. Dan reached in and grabbed the three rifle-like objects inside. The insect creature fired it's weapon at Dan as the five hundred pound alien hippo lurched in from behind the insect creature.

Odessa let out a scream as he ran in between the shot headed for Dan. A visible bubble of force emanated once again from Odessa, smearing the vapourous orange light-stream that came from the insect creature's weapon. The shot was absorbed by the shock wave bubble that Odessa sent out, he went to the ground in pain as if using that much energy crippled him. As Odessa's shock wave worked it's way through the room, the ceiling and floor began to warp, trying to conform to the shape of the concussion wave that Odessa created. It clearly knocked the wind out of him and he went dizzy. The alien hippo suddenly took interest in Odessa who was about to collapse as the large four legged alien began to run full charge toward him.

Dan held one of the rifles the way he thought it should be held and pulled what he thought to be a trigger. Nothing happened. The five hundred pound running monster was grunting and swaying its enormous head as it went, and smashed Odessa full force with a sideswipe of its head. The force sent Odessa flying into one of the crucibles nearby which shattered with ease. Dan fumbled around the weapon looking for some way to activate it. He damn near stroked every inch and pushed on each depression of the object when finally he heard the weapon make a low, 'ka-chunk' sound and then a high pitched whine came from the weapon's internals. The weapon's front section which resembled a rifle barrel began to glow like an ultra-violet black light. Dan took aim again at the creature which was running his way now, more of the insect-men began to pour into the room, all trained on Dan. Dan fired merely by imagining it firing.

A powerful burst of orange light came forth from the weapon, tearing across the room, hitting the powerful creature in the side of the face. The energy wave seemed to roll onto itself effectively 'slapping' the target. That side of its face seemed to become unglued and splattered across the room in a thousand tiny brilliant sparks, the rest of the face glowed orange like an ember in a fire that was going out. The creature fell to the ground at speed and slid as it's forward momentum kept it in motion, but only for a bit. The smoking head of the creature gave out a final grunt as it's lungs emptied of air. 
Dan fired again at the mob of insect creatures piling into the room. He yelled to Odessa for signs of life.
“O.D.! You okay over there?” Coughing and hacking Odessa looked up just in time to see a mob of insectoids coming toward him, “Yeah I'm good, look out man!”
Dan heard and saw right away what was about to happen. So he took cover. 
Odessa did his psionic thing again. This time he made a sideways chopping motion with his hands as he yelled. A single and very wide angle energy stream sailed away from Odessa like a ripple in a pond, but this energy ripple seemed to rip the air in front of itself at about 4 feet above ground at a high rate of speed. The energy stream sliced through many of the insect creatures sending them split in half everywhere.

Dan slung one of the rifles and prepared to toss one to Odessa who seemed to be in a severe state of migranic pain. Since Odessa was clearly in pain, Dan decided to advance to his position as best he could. Running over to him, using the crucibles as cover he yelled, “Catch!” he tossed the rifle to Odessa, “Make sure you rub the back end of the rifle to activate it, then point and THINK 'click'!”
“Uh... okay? I could use the break,” and it was no joke. Odessa was near the state of collapse. Odessa powered up the rifle and began firing orange streams of energy at the doorway where several insect men were piling in from. 
Dan thought hard as he tried to make some sense of the situation. He was unable to place any relevance to what he was told... 

Then suddenly the air was on fire, and everything in the room was in sudden motion. There was a crushing force as one of the ship's outer bulkheads flew inward into their room in a violent explosion.

Then the vacuum of space began to make its acquaintance.

The pressurized room then began to blow out its contents. Starting with the busted bulkhead. Crucibles and insect corpses immediately followed. Dan could feel the sting of the bitter cold of space start to tickle his body as the moving air attempted to take hold of him and drag him out into oblivion. He fought frantically to hang on. Odessa was caught by the purge and he had nothing to hang onto. 
“O.D.!! Shit! No!” 
The doors to this room must have been programmed to shut in the case of such an emergency. They did so very quickly cutting off the insect men, as well as Dan and Odessa's access to the rest of the ship. Odessa was in mid air flying towards the gaping hole. Just as he neared the hole, a force field of energy appeared that seemed to span the hole. Odessa's traveling momentum had him smack into the energy wall and fall on his ass instead of being blasted out into orbit above earth. A commotion outside of the doors could still be heard. It seemed for the most part that this room was now rendered inaccessible due to the damage it had sustained. Dan got to his feet and hurried over to Odessa who was just groggily shaking off the hard impact he had just suffered. 
Something was different. Dan looked out into space over the beautiful visage of Earth below him through the gaping eight-foot wide hole in the wall. Odessa rose to his feet. He looked back at the doors which kept them separated from the alien guards in the hallway. Odessa realized he was standing on top of nothing, as the portion of floor where he stood was out in space with the rest of the bulkhead. He was standing on a force field. He stepped backward twenty inches and got onto real floor. 

Looking out into space through the dramatically large gaping hole in the bulkhead, Dan first looked down at Earth, half sick to his stomach, and half amazed. Then he realized what he was noticing.
Well above the view of the Earth, in Dan's plane of view, there was a blurry steam-like haze directly in front of him, seemingly far from the ship. It seemed to surround the ship entirely on this side. He could only assume it was the same on the other side of the ship. He had no sense of scale. He didn't even know how big this ship was, so therefore couldn't determine how far away this field of haze was from where he was standing. Then very abruptly, four small splinter shaped vessels shot out of the haze as if emerging from a fog. Each vessel broke into two smaller vessels and then flew off into two formations of four. Each formation flew in separate directions. One group disappeared out of view. The other seemed to be on a collision course towards the ship. All four splinters broke toward a different section of the ship, like homing missiles.
“Oh shit. Shit, shit, shit. O.D. Hang on to something! This won't be good.”
Three seconds passed. There was a groaning sound and as the vibration of the first two collisions reached somewhere nearby their location, the entire ship lurched violently. The straight ahead view of the planet earth below changed to show the earth on the left. The ship was rolling onto it's side now. 
Another collision. The ship lurched again. This time, the gaping hole in the wall was directly facing down at the planet earth. A different alarm began to sound. Four doorways, two at each end of the room on the adjacent walls of the bulkheads (and hallway door walls) began to open. Huge yellow lights began to strobe from within the rooms these doorways provided access to. The hallway doors were being forced open from the outside. The insect soldiers were still trying to get in at them. 
Again, there was another impact on the ships hull. This one was much closer to where they were in the ship. Panels in the walls of this room blew off the walls themselves spraying fluid and flame all over the place in Dan and Odessa's vicinity. 
“I'm no rocket scientist but I take it this is bad?” Odessa yelled over the chaos.
Dan fired Odessa a glaring look, as sparks and debris shot everywhere at random intervals behind him. Odessa shrugged. Dan looked around for some kind of hint. Looking outside for a second revealed they were beginning to roll and increase in speed. The ship was beginning to list to one side and spin on more than one axis. As the ship slowly revolved, and the Earth went out of view temporarily it was replaced by empty space and a quick look at the moon, and then the Earth again...
“There has to be something. Think goddamnit!” Dan's attention went back to the doors that opened up at the ends of the room. Another explosion rocked the ship. Debris was flying around everywhere following the same orbital trajectory as the listing ship. The symbols above each doorway at the ends of the room caught Dan's eyes. Not to mention the glowing yellow neon running lights in the floor.
“Odessa! Follow me!”
Odessa kind of understood where Dan was going, unsure why however. He followed nonetheless. Something else caught Odessa's eye outside as the star field of empty space came into view. One of the Kamikazes were headed straight for their general direction. Time slowed down in Odessa's head as he made a sudden sense of the scale involved. The small splinter shaped craft got closer and closer until it resembled a gargantuan size dwarfing the tallest skyscraper. It slammed into the ship like a nail hammers into dry hardwood, except this nail explodes. And the enormous structure exploded with a violent ferocity whilst only being impaled into the ship for a mere second. The spacecraft Dan and Odessa were on board just suffered a fatal blow. 

Dan and Odessa were extremely lucky that they only lost the room's far bulkhead near the far end of the room during the first blast. Odessa moreso, as the ship's computers were smart enough to erect an energy field to protect the people within. Luckily that energy field was in place prior to the second hit in that area of the ship. The next blast ended up obliterating the entire wall between the two rooms, not to mention the next sixty or so rooms down the line, and thirty decks above and below. It was like a bite out of an apple. The one end of their room was completely gone. Hell, half the side of the ship was gone. Dan and Odessa both hung on for dear life as the air and debris were once again blown out into space on the adjacent walls where the force field didn't compensate. 

While waiting for the force field to engage, the doors to the hallway began to inch their way open as if they were being forced open. 

The force field engaged. Dan and Odessa dropped to the floor as gravity re-engaged. They both relaxed their death-grip on whatever was nearby and looked back at the damaged wall behind them. There was no wall behind them, just a canyon of twisted metal stretching for a kilometer, revealing a cross section of several decks and segments of the ship. Large chunks of the ship were breaking away and fragmenting around the reeling and dying spacecraft as if trying to follow the same ballistic route, but their mass wasn't enough. These huge chunks began to fall off into the atmosphere and as they went, they went into fierce flame. The last collision also seemed to affect the gravitational 'feel' of the ship. Dan felt much lighter on his feet and his sense of balance told him the floor wasn't down any longer. 

Dan eyeballed the glowing corridors at the end of the room they were in. He also noted a loud voice speaking to him in a grunty but very urgent tone. He couldn't put his finger on the language. He really didn't give a shit at this point either. 

“When you're about to die, you won't really give a shit.. You'll run toward any flashing light in that case...”
“O.D!! The two open doors at the end of the room! We need to get there!”

“What for?”

“They're escape pods. We have to get there now!”

The hallway doors finally released and once again a mob of insect men began to pour into the room. Gravity was almost entirely failing at this point. As the ship descended toward earth tumbling on multiple axes, those within the ship could only rely on hanging on to something. Those near the gaping wound on the ship's hull were less likely to find hope or anything to hold onto. Somewhere near the tear, Odessa and Dan still had to fight off a group of security forces. The room they were in had no artificial gravity whatsoever, and the ship was moving on three different axes. Floating in the middle of the room would have the room rotate around you.

Dan, Odessa and the garrison of insect soldiers were using the features and furniture as grapple points in the spinning zero-gravity environment. Dan grabbed the leading side edge of the nearest crucible, and used it to push himself off in the direction of the escape pod doorway. The room began to roll around him as he floated towards the doorway in micro-gravity. The insect creatures had an interesting trick Odessa noticed. Their strange insect feet seemed to stick much better to the floor than his boots did. He watched one of the soldiers legs begin to compress downwards; the Creature stuck his ass end in the air, before springing like a grasshopper toward Dan.

“Shit! Dan, look out!”

Dan turned his head a second too late. The insect soldier Odessa had observed, sprung from the floor very quickly using the stored energy in it's legs. Dan who was still floating between grapple points, didn't have enough time to turn his weapon toward the creature as it came at him. The mantis-man was going quite a bit faster than Dan was floating, and was just able to reach Dan's leg with it's slender insect hands as a blast of orange light disintegrated it's arm at the elbow. A second blast disintegrated its head. The twitching hand and forearm, remained clutched to Dan's ankle as he made it to a crucible only 20 ft from the escape pod doorway. More and more of the soldiers started springing. 

“Thank me later!” Odessa yelled over to Dan.

Odessa found it difficult to move floating in zero-gravity while shooting, so he came up with a decent strategy. While straddling one of the crucibles' sides with his legs, Odessa was capable of keeping the same rotation as the room and maintain a steady shot. This allowed him to pick off aliens one by one as they attempted to stop Dan from making his way to the escape pod. The alien crowd control mob began to turn their attention toward Odessa. 

“This isn't good. Dan! Go!! I'll take the other pod.. Just fucking go!” Odessa glanced backward to take a quick look at the canyon sized chunk of missing ship and floating debris on the other side of a force-field.” 

Dan was still floating forward toward the escape pod door.  He also wondered why the others weren't shooting. He looked back at Odessa who was firmly planted on one of the crucibles.

Dan Yelled to Odessa, “Cover me! I'll cover you when I get there!”

“Already on it! Go go go!” Odessa resumed opening fire. 

Dan looked over to his left? Right? He wasn't even positive which way the floor was anymore. The room was crawling with alien praying mantis men soldiers. Odessa was firing a ray gun on board a space ship that is hurtling through space and by the looks of it about to crash or blow up. “What a day,” he thought to himself as he pushed off of the final grapple point which was a light fixture on the ceiling? or his floor? He floated through the doorway of the escape pod. As soon as he passed through the doorway gravity corrected itself in the escape pod entrance and he fell out of the air right onto his face and torso. He yelled in painful surprise. He kicked the mantis hand off of his ankle and it remained twitching on the escape pod floor. He jumped up and looked back to find Odessa still shooting aliens. Even from a distance, Odessa's skin looked like greyed charcoal. He looked pale for a black man. His black curly hair even looked grey. 

“O.D. Come on! Move it man.”

Odessa was in rapid fire mode, picking off aliens, but it wasn't enough. Two soldiers were hanging off of him trying to take him off of the crucible he straddled. Their limbs and sharp edges where making connections with his face,arms and legs. He was bleeding profusely in microgravity. Little globules of human blood were beginning to float around the room. Three more mantis-soldiers latched onto him. He was still firing, but more wildly than ever. He let off a quick psionic blast, which repelled those latched onto him, but four more latched back onto him ashe struggled. He was clearly running out of energy and had to rely on his alien rifle. Dizzy headed, he accidentally let go of the crucible he was straddling and was suddenly floating in the room with four alien mantis-men hanging off of him. He floated in one place as the room itself spun around him. He continued shooting. Mantis soldiers had used the entire room as a grapple point by now and they sprung on Odessa as he fired away. Random shots were hitting floorboard panels, lights and other crucibles in the room. One of Odessa's wild shots nearly took Dan's face out.  Dan took aim and started carefully taking shots at the soldiers latched onto Odessa. Successfully defending Odessa was getting increasingly difficult as more and more of these things were filing into the room, they were filing in faster than he could shoot them. 

“Come on Odessa, use your powers man!” 

Dan was wondering why Odessa hadn't been using his powers. Maybe he was to weak or out of 'energy'? Then in a minor flash of light the answer was revealed. 

Odessa was almost completely out of energy. The small amount of mojo he had left was just enough to repel the group of thirty aliens springing toward him. It was also enough to disrupt the ships force-field system in the room. The force field holding the insides inside turned off.

The mantis-man body parts that were floating all over the room in micro-gravity, the mantis men themselves along with Odessa all got blown out into space in one huge purge of the room's atmosphere. The size of the hole at the end of the wrecked room versus the amount of air, pressure and stored energy within, had created a pushing force far too extreme for Odessa to fight. It yanked him so quickly he had no time to respond. They tumbled out of Dan's view as the gigantic ship was in a tumble of its own. The escape pod door instantly closed the very second the room began to evacuate its atmosphere. The pod was immediately ejected off the side of the ship. The trapezoid shaped escape pod wobbled and spun twice before tiny thrusters, on each face engaged, righting itself with it's broadside facing earth on a re-entry trajectory.

Due to possible damage from the collision, one of the thrusters started to sputter intermittently. On the inside of the pod, the G-forces started to increase. Dan could feel it tugging at him. He pushed forward to look at the panel on the far side, there was a flashing green light. He felt it couldn't hurt to push a green light at this point. A chair shot out of the floor. It appeared to be made of the same material as the medical station beds were. He hopped on as shrill alarms went off. A grumbling sound was also coming out of the speakers in the pod. Dan couldn't make out what it was but noticed on the panel there were several things flashing across the screen. The chair conformed to his shape and tendrils emerged from the chair and grabbed onto him by the chest and abdomen and pelvis. Smaller tendrils grabbed his legs and pulled them close to the legs of the chair. Back on the panel, within the mess of strange symbols, letters and numbers, Dan noticed the word 'ENGLISH' appear. 

“Ah, what the hell, “ he tapped it. The incoherent grumbling sound turned into a woman's voice, speaking an annoying British Accent. 

“Hello human. Your life signs are stable. Damage to escape vessel detected. Ferrous super-fluid manifold is damaged. Atmospheric anti-gravity drive inoperative. Insufficient time for repair. Reverting to standard and atmospheric thrusters. Re-entry will begin in thirty-three seconds. Internal gravity simulation at sixty-five percent. Intermittent shutdowns on starboard thruster. Compensating. Unable to compensate. Re-attempting to compensate...”

Five more tendrils dropped out of the ceiling. They felt around his face and morphed into a mask like shape that entered both nostrils and sealed around his mouth. He was breathing air through this mask. The chair began to rotate backward and raise his legs until he was in a horizontal position. The panel changed position so that it faced him head on above him. Dan was perfectly cradled and supported in every way. 

Dan could feel the additional thirty five percent of the G-forces pushing him down into his bed. Then there was another alarm, and the woman's voice came back on, “Goddamnit! Now what?” he thought.
“Proximity alert. Collision warning. Avoidance unsuccessful. Collision imminent. Brace for impact in 4-3-2-1,” Dan squeezed his eyes shut.

An old defunct research satellite was the only thing that stood in the way of re-entry. The escape pod's right hand corner smashed through the side of the satellite, cutting it like a chisel thru cheese, sending the satellite into a spin. The impact threw off the navigation system. The panel spoke again.

“Re-entry vector compromised. Recalculating. Compensating. New re-entry vector established. Re-entry in six point four three seconds.”

The hit seemed to jostle the broken thruster

“Thruster compensation successful. firing thrusters in 2-1. Firing thrusters.”

The escape pod fired it's thrusters and changed directionality in a wide arc. The G-forces of the turn knocked Dan unconscious. As the pod went it left a bright streak across the north western hemisphere of planet Earth.

07:47 PM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – High Earth Orbit, Earth, Sol System

A trail of sparkling debris looking like a necklace of twinkling stars stretched across the heavens of high Earth orbit, but at one end of it something was happening. A quickly moving cloudy haze began to form. A very large one. A haze almost a kilometer wide startled to dissipate and the light around it began to warp and flutter, chunks of debris emerged out of the haze as the haze itself was screaming across the heavens at over thirty thousand kilometers an hour. Patches of this haze began to dematerialize and what it was hiding was beginning to become very visible. The spacecraft's orbital cloak had failed. The cloak was hiding a very large pumpkin shaped craft, bisected by ridges at it's equator and each of its poles had several clusters of cylinder shaped cutouts. With the damage it had recently sustained it looked like an apple with several bites taken out of it. There were flames and a trail of black smoke illuminated by charged plasma. The decks and hallway cross section of the ship looked like a modified honeycomb pattern from the outside as if it were a giant beehive. It was rolling in the direction of it's orbit. Rolling forward as it went, and slightly spinning at the same time. Pieces that broke off of it rained down, with a trail of it's own, keeping speed with its parent object, spreading out like a smoking hand with burning finger tips. 
The giant smoking hand reached out and further down. As it hit the atmosphere, it glowed brighter and brighter and in a few seconds it became the largest explosion to ever be seen in Texas. 
07:42 PM EST - Monday, March 24th, 1997 – Lake Nipissing, North Bay, Ontario, Canada

(TO BE WRITTEN)
10:19:03 PM EST – Wednesday, March 26th, 1997 – Detroit, MI. standing over a dead Agent Orange

Dan heard squealing tires in the distance and decided to remain unseen. Meanwhile, at the base of his cerebral cortex a thousands of tiny nanobots were making duplicates of themselves to create a tiny supercomputer network utilizing Dan's brain as an antenna. 
