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People tend to have a terrible tendency to imagine British Government Spy work to be exciting, thrilling and filled with top-secret missions that were the difference between the world being destroyed and the world... well not.

Sadly I had also believed such myths when I applied for this so-called top-secret mission, but I quickly learnt that that was all absolute bullocks.

My name is Teddy Elliot, a stupid name I know, but I actually rather like it, and I really, really like my job because I get to spy on Americans and their space toys. I don’t know what it is with Americans, toys and space but yea, everyone needs a hobby right?

As I sat on my little black desk covered in high-tech computers that were probably worth more than I would ever earn in my lifetime, inside my very cramped office with some horrible black walls, broken fans and a broken TV. I just smiled to myself.

Sure, I do not deny this is a shit office, but it is what I do here that gets me excited. Especially with the Americans meant to be getting the first official-official photos (don’t ask me why Americans were getting excited about these official photos and not the four thousand other official photos) back from their brand new James Webb telescope.

I’ll fully admit as I sip my piping hot cup of black coffee that made the office fill with hints of bitter coffee, sweet honey and my favourite hazelnut syrup that their telescope was rather cool. 

I never bothered to get into the details of how it all worked and that rubbish, but I was very interested in how it would detect the very first stars, planets and whatever else that got created straight after the Big Bang. 

Now that sounded very, very cool.

The sound of humming, popping and vibrating quietly filled the office as my computers started to flare to life a little more, and I could only presume that meant the photos would arrive at any moment from the telescope. 

This had to be one of the coolest parts of my job, this was so much cooler than spying on the Russians, Chinese and the Argentinians. 

“Have I missed it?” 

I really smiled as my beautiful friend Elizabeth stood slightly behind me holding her own massive cup of coffee and she was carrying Ginger Nut biscuits. She really was a sexy woman, and she seriously looked amazing today in her tight pink suit, her long blond hair tied up in a bun and her face just looked so cute and adorable.

I really liked her.

“Na Eliz,” I said. “No photos yet,”

Elizabeth rolled her eyes and I knew that she was as excited about this as me. If these images did actually contain the First Galaxies and First Stars then this was massive.

“Ginger Nut?” Elizabeth asked.

I nodded her my thanks as I took one of the biscuits, dunked it in my coffee and my whole mouth exploded in a delicious symphony of flavours from the coffee to the ginger to the wonderful hazelnut hint of my syrup.

This was going to be a great day.

“What’s that?” Elizabeth asked, pointing to the computer screens.

I sadly had to stop enjoying me biscuits and I focused on the screen and... wow!

The Americans were actually receiving some images from their telescope. Now the entire reason why I had been demoted to this job was simply because of how much American space tech failed, exploded or just deactivated, so the fact that this worked was rather amazing in itself.

My computer screens slowly changed to reveal a single image that had been sent back to Earth. It was one of the most beautiful spiral galaxies I had ever seen, there were massive stunning streaks of milky white, red and orange. This Galaxy deserved to be on a canvas, it was that beautiful.

“Right,” Elizabeth said, “more images are incoming, but let’s focus on this one first,”

“It can’t be the first galaxy,” I said. 

Elizabeth nodded, because if this was the first ever galaxy made after the Big Bang then the image would detail tons of other things, and the telescope would be able to date it roughly. 

I looked at the very bottom of the image and the telescope refused to date it, but the weird piece of information was down there. Apparently the image was experiencing Blue Shift. 

“If this is Blue Shift, then this means the Galaxy is moving towards us, right?” I asked.

Elizabeth looked as if she was about to have a heart attack at that oversimplification, but after a few moments she just nodded. 

“So why would a telescope designed to find the First Galaxy take a photo of a newer one?” I asked.

“It’s meant to take photos of everything it finds. This isn’t that strange,” Elizabeth said.

As much as I wanted to agree, I couldn’t. I just felt as if there was more to this image than meets the eye.

The sound of my computers popping, humming and vibrating got louder as the Americans were receiving even more images.

I clicked on them.

“Shit!” I said.

Me and Elizabeth both stared at the new zoomed-in images that showed five grey pencil-like spaceships.

I was right. 

There was a lot more to this image than meets the eye.

Tons more actually.
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Something I absolutely love about working for the government is the amount of cool tech we get so we can easily listen in on the Americans and their scientists. 

It turned out all of NASA and every single other expert that had looked at it were completely stunned at such an image, and every security agency on the planet had verified it as real.

So needlessly to say we were dealing with actual fucking aliens!

This was so impossible, strange and twisted that I couldn’t even begin to imagine what this meant. Aliens were real, they had spaceships and their galaxy was moving towards us.

This was bad, very bad.

“We need to contact the boss,” Elizabeth said.

I took another massive sip of my amazingly flavoured coffee that actually burnt my throat and I shook my head. 

We couldn’t call in the boss for just anything, because if this turned out to be a mistake or fake then I didn’t want to look so stupid.

“You’re the astrophysicist,” I said, “explain this to me,”

Elizabeth just shrugged. Then she gently pushed me away from the computer and she typed away at it.

“Oh,” she said.

I looked at what she was doing and for some reason she had been tracking where the image was taken and comparing it to where the telescope was meant to be taking images from.

The two things didn’t match.

“We have a telescope taking random pictures of areas it isn’t meant to until a few years time. And we have five pencil-like alien ships moving towards us,”

Elizabeth just nodded.

“In all fairness how long will it take galaxy to reach us. A thousand? A million? A Billion years?” I asked.

Elizabeth really smiled. Then my computers started beeping as new images came in revealing the alien ships were coming out of their own galaxy.

I just couldn’t even begin to understand the speed required for such a thing. Galaxies were such massive things that it would take thousands of years just to get to the edge of most galaxies let alone travel in-between them.

And somehow these aliens had managed to do just that. 

I ran a quick scan of the first image and then I sadly realised the aliens were near the centre of their galaxy in that image. But less than fifteen minutes later they had been at the very edge and leaving their own galaxy.

This was bad. 

“Now tell me how long until those aliens get here,” I said.

Elizabeth looked up at the ceiling and shook her head for a few seconds. 

“Probably ten months,” she said.

Then my computer switched off all by themselves. 

“What?” I asked. 

I tried to turn on the computers on and off but nothing was working. It was like the computers were under the control of someone else, except they weren’t turning back on.

Seconds later they turned on.

I almost shot back as I stared at a brand new image that showed the alien pencil-like ships orbiting Pluto. But there was something in the image and I couldn’t help but feel like I was being watched.

“There,” Elizabeth said pointing to the very tip of the ships.

I laughed to myself as I just saw something. On the image it looked like a strange shadow of something very short and stocky, but I knew it was an alien.

The computer flashed. 

Something appeared on the desk.

It was an alien.

A very short, grey, stocky alien.

My mouth dropped.

I was a lot more terrified than I ever wanted to admit.
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“Well this planet’s a piece of a shithole,” the alien said.

Now I understand I spend my days monitoring space programmes, technology and equipment but I never ever believed I would see an actual alien, and for some reason it spoke English.

All I could do was stare at the alien with its little short legs, large chest and stomach and the single staring eye in the front of its head. It didn’t have a mouth or nose or ears, but I knew it was speaking.

“I’ve been to worse shitholes I suppose. Air would be better. Moisture levels are shit. But I suppose this would do,” the alien said.

“Excuse me?” I said clicking my fingers to get the alien’s attention.

The alien’s eye just focused on me. It didn’t even blink. It just stared.

“What you doing here? This is our planet,” I said.

The alien folded its little arms over. “Says who Pinkie?”

I just looked at Elizabeth who was staring at me and the alien like we were someone to be coldly studied. She wasn’t going to be very useful here.

“How did you get here?” I asked.

The alien rolled its eye. “You Pinkies are just awful. You sent something into space. You made it cross into our Empire and then you get offended when we want



























[image: ]



































[image: ]












d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





