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Introduction

“Brandon Sagittarius, is he American?”

“No British.”

“Unusual name!”

“Unusual sort of a chap. His grandfather was a boffin at Bletchley Park, solving the Enigma Code - seems as though he is a bit of an enigma himself!”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, he’s head of Experimental.”

“Experimental?”

“Yes, that’s the department responsible for all of the gadgets used by MI6.”

“Bit of a spy then.”

“No, not really.”

“Just in charge of exploding pens and poisoned tipped umbrellas, that sort of thing.”

“Even so, it all sounds a bit odd.”

“Yes, very!”

“So, is he our man?”

“Well, it does seem like our best option, so let’s give him a call.”

One

“Hello professor?”

“Yes.”

“We seem to have a bit of a problem, and I wondered if you could help…”

The professor took a deep breath adjusting his tinted glasses with his left hand, as his right held onto the receiver. He listened intently, as the well-spoken voice hesitantly conversed with him from the other end of the telephone.

Sagittarius had a reputation for being intense, with an unfathomable aura around him. Enigma was indeed an apt description of him, and he had a way of making anyone who dealt with him feel ill at ease. He had the ability to literally see through people and they knew it, but his unique talents were the things that forced them into his proverbial Lions Den.

Most people settled for the relative safety of the telephone, though this gave them little comfort as they could still feel his presence probing their innermost secrets. He was even more foreboding in person, as his intensity instantly placed the most robust individual onto the defensive.

Standing just over six feet in height, his large build seemed to project power, along with his tailored image. He always wore a black pinstriped Savile Row suit, white shirt, red paisley cravat, and black Chelsea boots. The boots gave him an extra inch, and they were always shiny and just as sharp as his suit. His dark shoulder-length black wavy hair was always immaculately swept back, which contrasted with his usual light stubble. However, it was his designer tinted glasses that hid his dark brown eyes which always gave him the appearance of an assassin. This was not helped by a natural light tan, and although he was English, it gave him a continental appearance.

He listened to what was being said, letting his mind wander along the telephone line to the receiver on the other end. He sensed hesitancy, along with several guarded secrets. He also sensed distrust, and the fact that information was being withheld from him. In his mind he could see a greying man of small stature sitting in a chesterfield at a Gentleman’s Club, discussing matters with an older balding man. They were definitely colluding in something, and whatever it was, there was more than a little deception going on!

Sagittarius listened without comment as the voice at the other end of the telephone reached the conclusion of the one-sided conversation, and when it was over, there was a long pause. He could sense that the interlude was unsettling the caller, which was his intention!

It was also clear that it was non-negotiable, as it came from the upper reaches of Whitehall.

“I see.”

Sagittarius replied, before putting the telephone receiver down.

There was a lot of squirming at the other end, followed by a loud out flowing of breath.

“Did he take the bait?”

“I think so.”

“Let’s just hope he doesn't bring that damned rabbit with him!"

Two

“Well, what do you think Oracle?”

There was a twitching of whiskers, on the nose of a large black rabbit which sat on the desk next to Sagittarius, indicating that they were both in agreement.

“An inoculation!”

There was another twitch of whiskers. The thought of it brought back unhappy memories of his short time at school - very short as it had turned out. At the school medical they had forced him to have the measles vaccine, which caused a bad reaction, and he refused to go back. His legendary stubbornness caused his parents all sorts of problems, resulting in him being educated at home. 

His upbringing was far from what you might term conventional, and had resulted in him being a bit of a loner. That was the way he liked it, and being forced to have an inoculation resonated uncomfortably with him, and his gut feeling placed him on his guard.

Oracle also had the same feeling, opening his eyes a little wider.

Sagittarius reached down for his black Gladstone bag, placing it on the desk. Oracle looked at him, realising that he was going undercover, and felt a pair of large powerful hands gently lifting him into its carefully prepared interior. Closing it gently, he reached for his raincoat which hung on the coat stand next to his umbrella. It was also black, and he slipped it on, grabbing the umbrella before reaching for the bag.

“Keep your sense sharp; we need to gather more information.”

Oracle looked at him through the special material, which enabled him to see out, but no one to see in, as they headed for the door. The corridor was quite bright, in contrast to the sombre oak door which held a brass nameplate.

EXPERIMENTAL DEPT HEAD

PROFESSOR B. SAGITTARIUS

The lift pinged, the door slid open, and they entered. There were two people inside involved in a conversation which suddenly died when they saw him. Sagittarius barely acknowledged them as worried looks appeared on their faces. They could see the bag and knew that it was more than their lives were worth to comment, or even to raise an eyebrow. Sagittarius was not one to cross!

It was unusual to say the least, having a large black rabbit for a companion, particularly carrying it about in a black Gladstone bag. But Oracle was no ordinary rabbit; in fact he was an extraordinary creation. Oracle was a Cyber Rabbit, who had taken more that thirty years of evolution. No one knew of his exact identity, naturally assuming that he was real and not artificial. Everyone assumed that Sagittarius was eccentric, just like his boffin grandfather, and would have been shocked if they had known the real truth.

Oracle possessed a lot of highly specified secret technology which was beyond most people’s comprehension. Even some of the greatest minds in this particular field would have been stumped, as it was virtually impossible to tell that he was not a real creature. The powers that be were also completely in the dark, but they had little choice but to accept him, as there was no one else capable of doing the job as well as Sagittarius.

The lift door pinged again, and there was a tangible sigh of relief as he left the other two occupants. When the door closed again, they resumed their conversation.

“He always puts me on edge!”

“Me too!”

“There’s something very mysterious about him.”

“You can say that again!”

“…and as for that rabbit!”

They kept their voices to a whisper, not realising that Oracle had picked up their conversation, transmitting it to Sagittarius, who smiled to himself. He enjoyed being a figure of mystery, but it was never of derision, as he was well respected for his intellect. He had only once been publicly ridiculed, and his lightening quick reactions had resulted in the perpetrator having a pressure point pressed and he had almost instantaneously lost conciseness and fallen to the ground. From that moment on, no one had dared to comment again!

A long corridor stretched out into the distance and led to a secret entrance, disguised in a Gentleman’s Tailors. There was another door which emerged into a Ladies Hairdresser next door, both within the confines of an upmarket arcade. It was what was left from a bygone age of espionage, although it still had its uses. In these days of terrorism it made perfect sense not to use the front door when on a mission. However, Sagittarius was such a striking figure, that he was never one to simply blend into a crowd, and to most people he resembled a Harley Street doctor.

It was quite a long walk down the corridor, although it did give him time to stretch his legs. Sitting behind a desk was an occupational hazard for a Head of Department, but he relished his time in the laboratories. The last few weeks had seen an increased workload, and the endless forms and general paperwork seemed never ending. At least this would give him a break, and he hoped that it would not be long before he could resume his research.

There were several ongoing projects, all classified and very experimental. Some would eventually see the light of day, whilst others would be consigned to the storeroom. They mostly concerned software and small gadgets - very small, bordering on nano technology, as this was where the research was going these days. Many of the projects that had been undertaken over the last years had been adapted secretly to enhance Oracle's already mind boggling range of capabilities. Sagittarius smiled to himself at the thought of what the Department would have made of his cyber rabbit if ever it were to truly understand just what he was. No one had ever had the slightest idea that he was not a real creature, which was testament to his brilliance!

Fortunately, Sagittarius was not an egotist, otherwise he would have surely given away his secret. Oracle was his life’s work, and represented a real breakthrough in technology. If his private research got into the wrong hands, then he dreaded to think of the consequences. He had built in many safeguards within his operating software, as well as many other defensive capabilities. Who would have thought that a simple black rabbit would be able to pack quite a proverbial punch!
Sagittarius neared the door, looking into the outdated retina scanner. There had been a lot of cutbacks and this particular model was already years out of date and overdue for replacement. Security was not as it used to be; in fact, few things were now what you might call cutting-edge. With a deep sigh, he placed his eye in front of the socket, waiting for it to buzz with identification, which it did after verification. The lock clicked, and he opened the steel reinforced door, before pushing his way inside.

He smiled again to himself as he entered the back room of the Gentleman’s Tailors. The door closed behind him with a click, and he walked past the rows of cloth before pushing the curtain aside and emerging into the main shop, just like Mr Ben, one of his childhood favourites. Who would have thought that he would have been emulating the cartoon character he used to watch all of those years ago?

It was quiet today, so there was no need for subterfuge, and as he pulled the curtain back, the tailor nodded his head understandably, as he walked past acknowledging him with a nod of his own.

The main door had an antiquated bell which rang as he opened it, and the whole shop had the feel of somewhere lost in time. The bell continued to ring, as he closed the door behind him, looking over towards the mannequins displaying the fine woven cloth suits. 

The arcade was quite busy, with people hustling and bustling about, totally unaware of where he had come from. Reaching down he pulled his pocket watch out of his waistcoat pocket, checking the time. It was almost exactly twelve o’clock, and time for a spot of lunch before he made the rendezvous.

Sagittarius always carried his pocket watch, although it was far from an ordinary time piece. Behind the white porcelain dial containing the black roman numerals and sculpted hands, instead of the intricate workings lay an assortment of miniaturised devices. These again he had painstakingly crafted in his private laboratory at home. Sagittarius probably carried more secrets in that silver case than within the entire department, and that was the way he intended to keep it!

On the corner of the arcade was a coffee shop cum bistro, which specialised in organic food. He had often been temped, but the smell of coffee had always put him off. It was a shame, as in this day and age it was difficult to find somewhere that sold fresh food that was not processed and full of additives and chemicals, and being a vegetarian also limited where he could eat. Things had started to improve though, but he was still very choosy as to what he would eat, and where he would eat it.

The tables outside were full of people enjoying the menu on offer, and as he passed them the unmistakeable aroma of coffee greeted his upturned nostrils. He really hated the stuff, and if he had had his way, then it would have been banned. This coffee was specially ground however, and so the smell was not quite as unpleasant as it was in other establishments.

“Nice to see you again, doctor.”

A pleasant waitress gave him a warm, friendly smile as she placed an order down on a nearby table.

“You’re becoming a bit of a regular.”

Sagittarius smiled back, although beneath the smile there was puzzlement. He had a very good memory and knew that he had not eaten there before.

“Usual is it, coffee and a bacon sandwich?”

Now this confirmed his suspicions, either she was wrong, or there was something very strange going on.

It was lunch time, and come to think about it, he did feel rather peckish. Looking at the menu board on the wall, he noticed that it did offer some tempting dishes - apart that was from coffee and a bacon sandwiches!

He thought about it for a moment, before making his decision.

“I think I will dine inside today, and by way of a change, I would like to order an apple juice and pasta with Greek salad please.”

The waitress smiled at him, as he followed her into the bistro, sitting down at a table near the back. The waitress returned a few minutes later with his apple juice, smiling warmly again.

“How are you getting along at the clinic, settling into your new job I hope?”

“Very well thank you.”

Sagittarius kept up the pretence, realising that she was convinced that he was somebody else.

“It is always difficult settling into a new job, and I hope that they are treating you well round the corner.”

Sagittarius smiled, as she left him with a bit of a puzzle that his curiosity was determined to solve. Which particular clinic was she referring too?

He looked at Oracle, who was sitting comfortably in his Gladstone bag, on the seat next to him. They both had the same thought, which was not surprising as Sagittarius had downloaded as much information about himself as he could into his memory, helped by a neuronet which he had upgraded from one of the development programs. Strange as it might have seemed, he had been able to access virtually all of his memories which had been transferred via the skull cap’s electrical impulses which had matched his own brainwave patterns. It was fair to say that Sagittarius was a genius, albeit one who had access to the latest technology in his Experimental Department. That came in really handy for his endeavours as there were also a lot of other brilliant minds within it too.

Information began to flash up inside his tinted glasses, firing into his brain via his optic nerve. In his mind he had a virtual image of the data being fed to him via Oracles’ massive processor. The glasses had been in development for years, and were yet another piece of equipment that he had borrowed and improved upon.

Oracle brought up a map of the surrounding area, highlighting a private clinic just a few streets away. It was obvious that whoever the waitress thought he was must work there, and even more astonishing, that it was the very place he had been ordered to attend!

There was little information about it, only the name INNER VISION followed by a brief description Private Health Clinic and Cosmetic Surgery. There was also a contact number followed by a link to their web site. Oracle instantly brought it up, again there was little information, only the same words as on the search engine. It just showed a directory listing, contact information and a map showing its location.
Inner Vision, that was a bit of a coincidence, as that was how he was viewing the information. Sagittarius did not believe in coincidences, and his curiosity was raised to another level.

There was a clank of plates as the waitress brought his meal, and the display on the inside of his glasses began to fade. She was smiling again, obviously showing quite an interest in him. She was in her early twenties, slim and attractive with shoulder length blonde hair tied back in a pony tail. He could also sense that behind the outer layer of self confidence, there was vulnerability, and a personality conflict going on. He also sensed that in some way she was attracted to him, even though he was old enough to be her father!

Sagittarius was a bachelor, with no time for relationships, only work. Oracle had taken up most of his spare time outside of his working hours, and even though he was virtually complete, there were always ways of enhancing his already considerable abilities.

He was briefly distracted by the television which hung from a bracket on the far wall. It had been tuned into one of the 24 hour news channels, and there was a report of a possible pandemic.
Scientist predict that it is only a matter of time before there is an outbreak of the so called ‘Bat Flu’. It is alleged that there has already been one case reported which is being treated in a private health clinic here in London.
The waitress sighed.

“First we had Chicken Flu, then Pig Flu, and now we have Bat Flu.”

Sagittarius nodded.

“…and they say that it could just be around the corner, literally!”

He froze, there was another coincidence, right place, right time!

“I’m sure that there is no cause for alarm.”

He tried to sound reassuring, although alarm bells were ringing inside his head.

There was just something unusual about her, as if part of her was trying to tell him something - warn him, and yet trap him both at the same time. He always prided himself on being a good judge of character, and studied her more closely as he continued with their conversation.

“I would not be too worried.”

Looking at her name badge he added.

“Gemini.”

She blushed.

“My parents led an alternative lifestyle.

He smiled, and breaking his golden rule, he gave a little information about himself.

“I know the feeling!”

He stood up, offering her his hand.

“Brandon, Brandon Sagittarius.”

Gemini began to laugh.

“I’m so glad that I’m not on my own!”

This was the first time that he felt as though he had found a kindred spirit, and he remembered overhearing the conversation at his interview, when he had been recruited.

Oracle was still under development in those days, and his processor had been discretely placed in his suit’s inner pocket. Little did his interviewers realise that he had been eaves dropping on their conversation from the corridor outside.

“…and who do we have next?

“A chap named Sagittarius.”

“Sagittarius?”

“Yes.”

“How odd!”

“Parents were those hippie types.”

“How awful!”

“Father changed his surname in the sixties…”

“Are you sure we want that type here?”

“Apparently he’s an absolute genius.”

“Genius or not, are you sure?”

“Well, there’s only one way to find out!”

“You had better bring him in then!”

From that moment an uncomfortable relationship had developed between the old school tie brigade and Sagittarius, whose education had been somewhat different!

They treated him as a bit of a maverick, realising that they had little choice but to employ him, as there was no one else who possessed his intellect or abilities. Sagittarius would never have entertained the idea of working for them, if it had not been the fact that he now had access to the level of technology required to complete Oracle.

“You seem a little different today!”

Gemini looked confused, as the battle within her raged on.

“Well, we all have our doppelgängers!”

She laughed, although underneath she looked worried by his remark.

“I’m so glad that you didn’t order a coffee today. I shouldn’t say it, but the smell turns my stomach, but I need the job so I have to put up with it!”

It seemed as though, having been initially way off the mark, she was now homing in on his likes and dislikes.

“You wouldn’t be a vegetarian by any chance would you?”

“Yes, how can you tell?”

“Lucky guess!”

She blushed as if she was trying to hide something, feeling his presence within her troubled mind. It went further than perception, a calming influence, stilling the choppy waters within an ocean of confusion.

“So tell me about my other self?”

Gemini felt as though she was being manipulated, and there was nothing that she could do to resist, as they continued with their conversation.

“It must be over a month since you first came in, and you were a lot different to the way you are now. Your clothes for a start. You wore a dull grey suit, with a dull grey tie.”

She felt as though he could sense that she was lying, and cringed inwardly. Sagittarius had a dislike of grey, and never wore a tie unless he was forced too, and even then, it would never be grey!

Gemini had the feeling that she had made a mistake, and in an attempt to recover the situation, she began to turn the conversation around.

“Come to think about it, now that I have had a chance to have a good look at you, your features seem a little different. Maybe you do have a doppelgänger after all!”

They both smiled, as another customer called to her. She was glad, as she felt as though she had almost messed everything up. 

“I will have to go, otherwise I will get into trouble, and I can’t afford to lose this job!”

Gemini left him, and Oracle twitched his nose again, as his processor went to work, thinking the very same thoughts as Sagittarius.

The meal was delicious, and he sat in contemplation, wondering why all of these coincidences had happened. There was certainly something very strange going on, and he intended to get to the bottom of it.

She had certainly been lying, and was clearly hiding something. It felt as though she was trying to draw him in, and if he did not know any better, he would have thought that she was trying to pick him up.

Sagittarius checked his pocket watch; he would have to make a move if he wanted to keep the prearranged appointment. His earlier conversation was something else that he needed to think about.

Gemini took the order from a nearby table, and he indicated that he would like his bill. She smiled warmly at him, and in a few minutes she returned handing it to him.

Sagittarius slipped a hand into his inside pocket producing a twenty pound note.

“Keep the change.”

She gratefully accepted it, thanking him for his generosity, smiling warmly at him again, and handing him his receipt.

“..And will we be seeing you again soon?”

“You never know!”

With that he picked up his Gladstone bag, umbrella and raincoat, giving her a cheery wave.

Once outside he slipped his raincoat over his shoulders, and was about to slip the receipt into his pocket, when he noticed something written on the other side.
Call me, followed by a mobile number and then X Gemini.

Three 

Dull grey rain clouds began to fill the clear blue sky blotting out the warming rays of the sun, as a cool breeze swept along the high street. For once the weather forecast had been right in what it had said, and now looking up Sagittarius was glad that he had brought his raincoat, as it looked as though he was about to need it. What had started out as a pleasant day was rapidly going down hill, and he hoped that it was not an omen of things to come. Today had been full of coincidences, and they seemed to be piling up just like the clouds overhead. It also looked as though there was someone walking about who looked just like him - apart from liking to drink coffee and eat bacon sandwiches!

Gemini was also a little too friendly for his liking, and leaving him her number gave him a lot more to think about.

What was she really after?

Why was she interested in a man who was probably old enough to be her father?

Having said that though, Sagittarius was only in his mid forties, although he assumed that that would seem old to anyone in their early twenties. He could sense that there was a lot going on in her mind, and she was not the only one, as there was also Inner Vision to think about, which sounded more like an eye clinic than anything else. However, it was the telephone conversation that he had earlier with the old school tie that really puzzled him. Somehow, that seemed just as bizarre as the news report, which confirmed what they had talked about.

“There is a new pandemic about to break which they are calling Bat Flu.”
Bat flu was an odd concept, particularly as most people never came into contact with bats, and even if they did, bats jaws were too weak to bite, and it was virtually unheard of for them to be able to pierce the skin. They were nocturnal creatures who lived in barns or caves, and even if they did come in contact with a human, then there was very little chance of contamination. There was a very remote chance that another animal may have eaten one, and possibly that could have entered the food chain. It was times like this, that he was glad of being a vegetarian!

“Due to the present cutbacks, we no longer have any medical facilities within the Department, and therefore we have an arrangement with a local clinic.”

If funding was that tight, then why use a clinic in an exclusive part of the city, after all London prices are noted for being more expensive then anywhere else.

“Authorization has been given for all Department Heads to be inoculated as a precaution, and the Experimental Department is to be no exception.”

The last thing that Sagittarius wished for was to have some of the Bat Flu virus enter his system. He was most particular of what entered his body, particularly after the nano robots.

During his research, and other research carried out within his department, nano technology had been one area which they had been focussing upon, as it offered huge possibilities. Injecting those minuscule machines into the human body offered all sorts of benefits, as they could repair all manner of things without the need for surgery. It really was a bit of a holy grail, and something which he knew quite a lot about. During his spare time he had spent countless hours experimenting with the whole concept, and taken research from his department to another level. Not only did it offer a way of repairing the human body, but it also offered the possibility of improving it too!

It was not so much the body that had intrigued him, but the mind. If a nano robot could be designed in such a way, then it could help to access the brain. This was something that he had been working on for several years, and, just a few short months ago he had injected himself with a syringe full of them. On reflection it did not seem the most sensible thing to do, using himself as a human guinea pig. He had run the risk of damaging his brain and he could have ended up as a proverbial vegetable!
Maybe his self confidence had crossed the border into over confidence or even arrogance, and he realised that maybe it had not been very sensible to gamble with his own life?

All thoughts of failure had soon passed as the experiment had proved to be a complete success. He now had an interface with Oracle, as the nano robots now had a direct connection with him. Every thought, be it conscious or subconscious, now entered Oracle’s massive processor, and the two were inextricably linked. Who would have thought that such a thing was possible?

Cybernetics was something else that he had been working on for over thirty years, starting as a child with a simple robotic toy, and constantly enhancing it until it was able to mimic human behaviour. Sagittarius had been a loner as a child, with only his pet rabbit for company. The loss of his only real friend had devastated him, and it was from that trauma that he had focussed all of his attentions on recreating his beloved friend. There were some who would, and indeed had questioned his sanity, but his initial grief had turned into quite an obsession.

From those early days there had been many advances in computer technology, not to mention the arrival of many new synthetic fibres. He smiled to himself as he walked along noticing a woman with very large and obviously false breasts. The very same silicon substance had been used to cover Oracle’s cybernetic framework, before it had been covered with the best imitation fur that he could find. It looked and felt so real that it was almost impossible to tell the difference. The woman shivered, as she passed him, apparently the implants always remained cold even during summer, but Sagittarius had solved that problem too. Oracle’s temperature was set at just the right level as any normal rabbit. He was a triumph, a technical leap forward and more importantly his trusted friend and companion!

Sagittarius turned the corner as the first spots of rain began to splatter against the pavement, a precursor for the heavy shower which was about to descend. They were enough to cause the windscreen wipers of the heavy London traffic to start to whirr back and forth like a lot of waving hands at a concert. He liked music, although that was not always the case. Being forced to learn to play the piano as a child was not much fun, but he had to admit that he was very glad of it now, as he really enjoyed playing, which was the way he liked to relax. It also gave him time to think as it freed his mind from all the calculations that usually whirred around inside his head. He liked nothing better than to sit on his piano stool with Oracle by his side losing himself in one of the classics. He frowned as music blared out of a passing car - a one bar song repeating endlessly with someone chanting something almost incomprehensible over the top.

INNER VISION, Private Health Clinic and Cosmetic Surgery

The small brass sign greeted him, as the drops of rain began to merge into the expected shower, and he hoisted his umbrella quickly. It was the only indication that the clinic existed, and if you did not look carefully then you would have missed it altogether. The outside was part of a row of Edwardian terraces, all neatly painted white, with columned entrances and balconies overlooking the busy road. Some steps led up to the large wooden door, and he could see a receptionist sitting at a desk through the glass panels. Taking a deep breath he climbed the steps pushing the front door open, and retracting the spines of his umbrella as he went. She gazed up at him with a vacant look in her eyes, as the opening door gained her attention.

There was silence as he approached her desk, and she looked as though her mind was somewhere else. He waited for her to say something, but she remained silent.

“Sagittarius.”

He announced himself, and there was an uncomfortable pause as she looked up blankly from her seat, as he waited for her reply.

“We’ve been expecting you.”

Now that her long awaited answer had arrived, his heart sank as this was the last place he wished to be. In his mind, he was already going through a variety of valid reasons why he should not have the inoculation, determined to get around the problem somehow.

The receptionist rose from her desk, a little unsteady on her feet, and he wondered whether she had been inoculated. If it did this to you, then there was absolutely no way he was going to entertain the idea. Somehow, she looked as though she was not really here, operating on auto pilot. She was a middle aged lady, a little plump with thick glasses which she wore on a chain. Obviously she needed them for her computer, and her tight black fitted suit bulged as she walked forward.

“I have been asked to take you in as soon as you arrive.”

Reluctantly he followed her towards a door which opened to reveal a long corridor. Like all of the other properties in this row, the wealthy families had long since moved away, leaving a variety of businesses in their wake. There were still signs of the former grandeur and at least they had kept many of the original features. History and architecture were all very well, but it was why he was here that concerned him.

The receptionist led him to the rear of the building where there was a large unmarked white wooden door. She knocked on it before entering, leaving him briefly on his own, before returning.

“The doctor is ready to see you now Mr. Sagittarius.”

An uneasy feeling swept over him as he sensed something was not quite right. Why would a doctor not have his name plate on his door and if they had been expecting him why had she called him Mister instead of Professor?

She opened the door for him, and he could see the doctor standing hesitantly on the other side, and as he saw Sagittarius, he approached offering his hand. His handshake was limp and his hand cold and clammy, just like a fish. He always mistrusted anyone with a weak handshake, and the man seemed to be very uncomfortable in his presence. This was not uncommon, as he had a way of unsettling people, and maybe his reputation had preceded him?

“Doctor Crawley.”

“Professor Sagittarius.”

Crawley or crawler?

The doctor seemed to be one of those creepers, the yes men he so despised - weak and spineless, with a thin face and equally thin body. It was fair to say that the doctor did not look at all well himself, and had a slight nervous twitch which Sagittarius found very distracting.

“Please, take a seat.”

The doctor pointed to a chair, which had been placed in front of his desk. Looking round, Sagittarius could see that the room did look a little like a consulting room, although it was obviously geared up more to cosmetic surgery than for general practice. There were various certificates and a large mirror on the wall, and the desk looked quite bare, apart from a note book, and a series of leaflets advertising the clinic’s services. 

Behind the desk there was a cabinet with various other items in it, and on the other side of the room there was a bed, which looked as though it was used as part of the consultation process.       

The doctor could see him looking around, which seemed to unsettle him even further, and when he spoke, it was with hesitancy.

“I am, uh, sure that you have heard of the new, uh, pandemic which is about to make an impact.”

“Yes.”

Sagittarius was his usual direct self, making the doctor twitch even more, and he looked very nervous, shuffling about, as Sagittarius sat on the chair, placing his belongings neatly on the floor besides him.

“As far as we know, it, uh, originated from Asia, and has, uh, now made its way over here. It is quite unpleasant and can cause harm to both the immune and nervous systems.”

The doctor looked as though he already had it, which gave Sagittarius even less confidence in the vaccine.

“It has been agreed that all senior staff within your organisation should, uh, have the injection.” He raised his eyebrows indicating that he had some knowledge of just what organisation Sagittarius worked for.

“I am not sure that I wish to have it!”

The doctor frowned, as Sagittarius stubbornly crossed his arms, sitting there obstinately.

“I’m afraid that, uh, it has already been decided.”

Sagittarius gave him a very hard stare.

“We will see about that!”

The doctor went pale.

“Now there’s no need to, uh, be like that, it’s all perfectly safe. I have had the injection myself.”

Sagittarius was right; the doctor looked as though he had the disease and did not look as if the injection had done him any good.

“Can we just say that I have had it, and I will live with the consequences if I do contract the disease, after all, if you already have an inoculation then surely you have a cure?”

“I’m afraid that it doesn’t, uh, quite work like that!”

Sagittarius frowned, making the doctor squirm.

It was at that point that he felt as though he was being watched, and noticed what he suspected to be a two way mirror on the wall. Oracle had been feeding him information, and the consulting room was not quite what it appeared to be.

“Now then, there is no need to be difficult about it; after all I am, uh, only doing my job.”

“That is as it may be, but I do not wish to have the injection.”

Sagittarius had a real stubborn streak, and when his mind was made up, there was no way of changing it.

“Oh, well, uh, I’m afraid that you have little choice!”

The doctor reached into his pocket, and pressed a small emergency buzzer, and within a few moments, three rough looking men stormed into the room. Sagittarius quickly rose to his feet, as they attempted to retrain him. He was having none of it, and as three sets of arms grabbed hold of him, a scuffle developed.

Sagittarius managed to shove the first one sending him sprawling over the doctor’s desk, and losing his temper he punched the second in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him. He was just about to strike the third, when he felt a sharp pain in the back of his neck, as the doctor plunged a needle into it.

This did little to calm his temper, as he lashed out again, catching the third man cleanly on the jaw, and he dropped to the floor. Then, he grabbed hold of the doctor, throwing him against the wall, before grabbing his things, and heading for the door.


