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Garesh: The hybrid
investigation

 


Hospitals depress me, they always have.
Something about long forgotten memories stir in me every time I
enter one, I don’t know what it is. Still here I was, “Valley
Forest Medical Center” following up on a lead of another allegedly
unauthorized hybrid birth, a mix of alien and human DNA, like me.
My mother was what humans would call an alien she is from a race
known as the Alnorn in their tongue, they resemble the Norse
looking aliens’ people talks about from UFO sightings and
abductions. My father was one of those poor bastards abducted,
albeit the most genetically superior of the bunch. Anyway long
story short, my parents DNA was crossed and nine hours later a
healthy, bouncing baby hybrid was tubed.

My name is Garesh, it’s a unique name
but not so bad I can’t’ get by in life. If anyone ever asks I tell
them I’m Lithuanian, most people don’t know the difference. I work
as what humans would call a detective or spy or assassin,
whatever’s needed really. The thing with hybrids’ who are agents is
that we are raised on earth for authenticity. We look and act just
as human as the next kid and when we grow the next man but we’re
raised every second in contact with and working for home base as
it’s called unofficially throughout our lives, transporting there
at least once a day for instruction. We serve a specific purpose,
although I don’t approve of home base right now, their current
decisions are not in line with Alnorn history… while I’m at it let
me explain a little history.

There is a hidden war on earth that has
been fought uninterrupted for thousands of years. Long before I
know of, the descendants of my mother the Alnorn arrived on earth
with their servile race in tow, they are what people refer to as
the Grays today. The Alnorn along with the Grays created the human
race to populate the earth, programming their DNA with the desire
to explore and strive for greatness, an inherent curiosity. This is
where truth turns into myth and things gets strange or difficult to
understand for humans. The Alnorn race had terraformed earth
removing reptiles and dinosaurs along with other obstacles to the
growth of their “children” as they refer to humans by means of a
great flood coupled with changing the trajectory of asteroids to
collide with earth. They populated the earth with their new
creation making it a paradise for humanity, nothing was needed or
wanted. Alnorn custom is to retreat after the establishment of a
new world to allow the species, in this case humanity to grow
unmolested.

Waiting for them to leave was a serpent
race infamous among the galaxies for their brutality and treachery
known as the Vorma Zaxer Brood. This is where human creation myths
regarding Adam and Eve, Eden, the serpent in the garden and the
flood with Noah’s ark originate. Noah’s ark was in reality a
massive DNA bank of the earth’s life forms.

As far as the Vorma Zaxer Brood go they
are no myth they are as ruthless in their behavior as they are
devious in their interactions. They use, corrupt and feed on
humans. Once the Alnorn and their Gray race heard of this they
returned to earth immediately seeing what could be done and
deciding how they were going to get rid of the Vorma Zaxer
Brood.

That’s where I come in, they’ve been
stuck in this stalemate situation for centuries with neither race
able to remove or defeat the other stuck in a never ending all too
deadly cat and mouse game. The war has devolved to the point that
someone like me needed to be created, along with other hybrid
agents, an entire subspecies of alien and human hybrid spies placed
on earth to protect humans from an enemy they don’t even know
exists.

Fortunately the Vorma Zaxer Brood has
been unable to master the art of creating a humanoid hybrid as they
are descended from a reptilian line. On earth they must remain
hidden due to their appearance and we have made it next to
impossible for them to acquire the technology needed to change
that… so that helps. That’s where we are today, that’s our function
and we monitor the use of alien technology or hybrid DNA
closely.

Lately there has been a rash of someone
reporting fake hybrid births. We have strong evidence that it is a
group of human criminals who are religious fanatics worshipping the
Brood as Gods. Their fanaticism makes them ridiculous.

That brings me back here to the
hospital, I’ve been put on an assignment to stop the Vorma Zaxer
Brood and the latest call just came in alleging another hybrid
birth, we know it is fake but we must follow every lead. Agents
have been getting attacked after these calls, I approached the
front desk displaying my fake badge which had fooled everyone I’d
ever shown it to and spoke to the nice middle aged lady in the
purple cotton turtleneck sweater behind the faux wooden desk
wearing the nametag Beth.

“Good morning ma’am,
detective Garesh Jones homeland security I’m looking for a Rita
Witherspoon, she just gave birth today there may be some trouble
with her old boyfriend.” I tried hard to make myself smile but I
couldn’t, “Would you happen to know her room number?”

“Garesh my, that’s an
unusual name.”

“It’s Lithuanian”

“Oh wonderful, certainly
Officer Jones let me check on that room number for you…” She
checked her little computer screen as I took a mint out of the
glass jar on the desk. “Room 563 sir,”

“Thank you Ma’am, have a
nice day,” I said tapping the desk turning away to head up to room
563 to see just what the hell has been going on lately.

The hallways were sterile white with
the stench of cleaning solution and urine hanging strong in the
air, like I said I dislike hospitals and the smell doesn’t help
that. I think alien hybrids’ retain some part of a memory that if
traumatic enough stirs a feeling attached to a location, like the
way I feel in hospitals. I walked past a few sun dappled windows
before reaching the elevator. I didn’t see anyone else around at
least not on this floor and I was on high alert with my full senses
natural and nano probing and sensing no danger. This relieved me
some as I am particularly good at discerning that feeling of
caution before an attack or imminent threat. Up to the fifth floor
I went getting off off with the chime of the opening doors again
seeing no one, now I was starting to worry a little. I saw a couple
of nurses off to my left that looked planted there unnaturally, I
kept moving in the opposite direction from where they were seated
558… I saw the numbers 559… I was moving in the right direction,
damn maze hallways always get me lost, I’m an open field kind of
hybrid I don’t like tight spaces. I heard a beep come from room
560, stopping in the doorway I peeked inside to see a little girl,
probably only six or seven hooked up to so many tubes and machines
she was barely visible in that rats nest of technological half
life. No one else was in room…BEEP… I gave a look around to make
sure that absolutely no one saw me enter the little girl’s
room…BEEP… 563 can wait.

Approaching her bedside I saw her chart
clipped there so I read it entirely. “Allison Conper was her name,
terminal was the diagnosis, and heavy morphine was the prescription
to ease the pain of the grim reapers scythe. I put the chart back
and placed my hands on the bedside railing, leaning down I
whispered “Allison Conper, today is your day to live again honey.”
I grabbed her right hand and within seconds began reversing the
energy within her taking the sickness from her body, I don’t know
how else to describe it other than it happens on a molecular level
it’s one of the positive traits to being a hybrid. Her sickness
would harmlessly evaporate within my body in a matter of minutes. I
could tell by the feel of her sickness she had been a very sick
little girl because it took me almost thirty seconds to remove her
illness in its entirety it usually takes only around five or ten,
she was strong.

After finishing the process I touched
the “call nurse” button making sure to walk out of the room
silently. She would be coming back around to consciousness soon and
I wanted to be gone on to my real business. 561…562 and 563, there
it was, turning I entered the room expecting a mother or a nurse or
a baby forgetting the possibility of ambush. In healing that little
girl I had let down my prepared defenses and for that I got an
arrow to the shoulder… no good deed…damn fanatics.

“Hail the Brood,” two humans
heavily tattooed with reptilians, both fanatics of the Vorma Zaxer
Brood in orderly clothing called from the other side of the room
while using the hospital bed as cover.

Why do those who fanatically defend a
cause think they’re the only ones with weapons? It seems like some
strange blessing or curse that if you believe strongly enough in
something you forget that you can be killed just like anyone else.
The arrow had only hit my shoulder pissing me off, it was black
with a hollow stem and I could tell it was poisoned. Using one
jerking motion I pulled the arrow from my shoulder, before they
could fire again or decide to make another move I was across the
small room like I was a video put on fast forward holding both of
their throats in my hands. Pressing tightly so they couldn’t scream
for help I saw the door had closed behind me on its own, there
would be no witnesses. They were going to tell me what I wanted to
know not what I wanted to hear. My arrow wound had completely
healed and my body rejected the weak poison on the tip just like it
had that little girl’s disease. Still I think I caught a little
buzz off of the poison, another of the many benefits to being an
Alnorn/Human hybrid.

“Shhh!” I hushed them while
releasing their throats dropping them to the floor.

They both fell with a clunk gasping and
coughing while clutching their throats the purple hue slowly
leaving their faces. Squatting down on the floor next to them
looking at the side of each ones neck by turning their head, “Yep
just like the others” I thought to myself looking at what appeared
to be an injection mark on the side of their necks. Somebody is
controlling these guys by drugging them trying to take out
Alnorn/Human hybrid agents specifically. I know it’s connected to
those overgrown lizards the Vorma Zaxer Brood but I’m not sure who
the boss on their end is yet, so I don’t know where to point my
gun. They rarely come out of their underground bases for obvious
reasons and tend to rely on human proxies making prolonged
investigations tedious but necessary.

These idiots here were nothing but
patsies; the Vorma Zaxer Brood never counted on an agent like me
when deciding to break all intergalactic protocol invading earth
subjugating the humans.

I’m like every other guy, I have
hobbies but mine lean towards on the exotic side of the coin.
NanoAlchemy, my own invention it is one of my hobbies and current
favorite. I’ve been working on slowly mastering it over the last
few decades here on earth since inventing the concept. My life is
quite solitary even among those of my own kind and I’m considered
quite the eccentric, good at my work yes but still odd to them.
It’s because I don’t consider myself an Alnorn or a Human I am
both, they feel a certain way towards me because they have already
chosen sides in their heart which is dangerous for those in our
position. I see that as the long term defining issue that will need
to be dealt with…but I digress. I invented NanoAlchemy, it is the
science of combining nanotechnology and its inherent quantum
properties with Alchemy the ancient study of metals and certain
elements I consider myself close to a mastery level in its
application so I always carry my detoxifiers with me to counter
Vorma Zaxer Brood poisons, dirty reptiles.

I placed my index finger directly over
the injection site on both of their necks knowing they wouldn’t
give me any information still drugged, hell they might not even do
so after being detoxified but this is the necessary first step.
Like my finger was the syringe which it is, I injected my nano
detoxification solution into their bodies, they immediately fell
unconscious…a side effect I haven’t worked out yet. It seems to act
almost like resetting a computer, they fall asleep for a few
seconds and when they wake again they only remember up to their
injection by the Vorma Zaxer
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