
Infiltration

Huddled inside the guard tower, the sentry reached for a pack of cigarettes. Another night in 
this draughty, open-air shithole, not two miles off the coast from the Fomorians. He wasn't paid 
enough to watch northeast for boats approaching, listening to the wind playing tricks with his ears. 
He'd already ‘heard’ footsteps twice in the last hour.

The cigarette lit up the interior of the watchtower. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see 
the construction site for that new tower fifty yards away. Bloody expensive pieces of shite...rather 
than hiring more people (or, heaven forbid, even just paying him enough to actually care), 
management had decreed that these lightning throwing machines would protect Cruagh Island. This 
vital island. It was of the highest importance that the Fomorians and the government be kept-

A sound! He whipped his head round, one hand clutching his IKEA repeater carbine, and 
peered through the gun slit. Nothing showed itself. He sighed, and leaned back in the hard metal 
chair. Two months of this crap, and he'd be able to afford a wooden one, maybe even from Bofors in
Scand-

With no warning at all, a crossbow appeared in the gun slit, the bolt briefly gleaming as it 
aimed as his head. He froze as he saw the masked face that leered at him from behind it, two ivory 
fangs jutting up from the jaw. Before he could scream a warning or hit the alarm button, the 
Fomorian squeezed the trigger with a click and everything went black.

Outside, the orc smiled grimly and waved over its shoulder, eyes roving over the inside of the 
guard post. Another orc crawled out of the darkness behind it, followed by two more. Most of them 
had tied drab scarves that matched their clothes around their lower faces, leaving their eyes visible. 
They waited. 

A few long minutes later, when there was no sign that they were spotted, the scout crawled 
past the watchtower. As he made to round the corner, he paused and looked to his right. Grinning, 
he waved over his shoulder and pointed at something.

“What do you have, Healy?” the leader whispered, crawling up to him. For such a large orc, 
he was very quiet.

“Doorway inside, boss. The eejits tried to hide it.”
The commander glanced at the oddly textured net that covered the tower. There was definitely

a gap in it where somebody had fastened a smaller net onto a door, one small section cut out for a 
sign. Next to the door was a wooden box, held shut only by a simple latch. He focussed on the sign. 
It looked like a warning that the door was for authorised personnel only, but somebody had 
scrawled something underneath it that he couldn't quite make out. He opened the box, stared briefly 
at the bewildering array of numbered buttons, and turned to look over his shoulder.

“Gráinne. Come over here.”
The orc that crawled over was much slimmer than everyone else and wore a vest of various 

tools over her coat. Like him, she had not covered her face. Her eyes immediately locked onto the 
box with an uncanny intensity and, as she peered inside, her eerily still face briefly split into a faint 
smile.

“Do you know what this is?” he asked.
“An electronic lock,” she whispered in a flat, emotionless voice. “Give me a minute.” She 

pulled out her knife, prying off the cover of the box to reveal an even more confusing mess of wires
and electrical components. She was about to start fiddling with the wires, when something on the 
inside of the door caught her eye. “Oh, they left a default code. They’re not supposed to do that,” 
she added bemusedly.



The commander looked closer at the back of the door, or the part she was pointing at. Four 
numbers...one...two…three…he didn't need to guess what the fourth was. He scowled slightly at 
this. Did the corporation seriously think that none of them could read?

“Try it.”
She replaced the keypad, her slender fingers pressing the buttons. A green light came on after 

the fourth entered. She announced that it was open.
Healy swung the door open, levelling his crossbow through the gap. The hatch into the 

tunnels lay invitingly open in front of him, but he ignored it, reaching for the dwarf's carbine. 
Carefully, he pulled it out and handed it over to the commander, keeping his hands away from the 
trigger or any moving parts. He reached back in and dragged the corpse out.

“Aidan, what is...IKEA?” Gráinne asked as she peered at the carbine. If her face wasn’t it’s 
usual blank expression, he would have thought she was admiring the slender curves of the front grip
and the frame around the glass sights at the front of the carbine’s square barrel. Stamped on the side 
were the letters “IKEA”.

“They’re an arms manufacturer in Scandinavia,” Aidan replied, briefly scowling in disgust 
again as he noticed that the safety catch had been set to “U”, something that the manual he’d read 
claimed represented automatic fire. He flipped it down to “S”, squeezed the tabs on either side of 
the magazine’s head to remove it, and worked the changing handle twice to make sure there was 
nothing chambered. There was a brief, muted plink as the bullet fell from behind his elbow and 
landed on his boot. “Healy, anything else?”

Wordlessly, the scout handed him two more magazines and a flask. A quick sniff at the flask 
revealed it to be alcohol – probably the watered-down industrialised excuse that the corporation 
issued, and not the good stuff. As he looked up again, he ignored the packet of cigarettes 
mysteriously disappearing from the guard's corpse and reappearing in one of Healy's pouches.

“McKay, you and Healy check out the tunnel.”
The scout quietly slid into the tunnel, followed by McKay. Aidan leaned in, waiting for them 

to give the all clear. It came seconds later, in the form of McKay's double nod and wave. He told 
Gráinne to follow him, and swung himself down into the tunnel.

With a practised eye, he scanned his surroundings. About thirty feet ahead of him, the corridor
descended out of sight, dim blue-white light spilling out from an alcove to the left of it. Just to his 
left sat another alcove, devoid of any lights. About a third of the way towards the ramp, Healy 
leaned against a wooden door, his ear planted against it. He held up two fingers, pointed at the door.
McKay glanced expectantly over his shoulder. 

Aidan nodded, once. McKay tapped Healy on the shoulder. A light snore came from inside the
room as Healy slid the door open and padded inside. A click, a gurgle, and a brief scream that was 
cut into a series of muffled, choking grunts and the sound of somebody being slammed against the 
wall, and Healy began to speak. He had adopted a more guttural, comically thuggish voice, very 
much the hulking, mentally stunted orc.

“Guards? How many?”
Aidan leaned around the doorway, seeing Healy holding something against the wall. The 

room itself was tiny; two folding beds, two footlockers underneath, and one light-plant in an alcove 
on the far wall. Just below the alcove, another carbine and a pistol were propped against the wall. 
The carbine was pointed horizontally at the other dwarf's bed, with a magazine loaded. Aidan felt 
his contempt increasing at their poor display of weapon safety.

“I can’t breathe!” the dwarf gasped, flailing futilely at the paw around his throat.



“How many?” Healy asked again, loosening his grip slightly. The dwarf took a moment to 
gather his breath, and began to launch into an obviously rehearsed piece about how the orcs were 
devil-worshippers. Healy rolled his eyes and dropped the act, choking the dwarf again. “You'd think
they'd come up with something new.”

“Not yet, Healy,” Aidan interrupted as he leaned in. “Give him one more chance.”
“You heard the boss. How many of you are there?”
“A battalion! You think you can kill all of us? Fools. My soul-”
“This place has never had room for more than a company. Finish him.” Aidan leaned back out

as Healy continued choking the guard and glanced over at Gráinne, checking if she was holding up. 
She made no comments or gestures as Healy slipped back out with the carbine and spare magazines.
Wordlessly, he handed the carbine and ammunition to McKay, who seemed a little bemused at the 
shape as he checked if the safety catch was on. Apparently it wasn't, to Aidan's lack of surprise.

They continued down the corridor, reaching a conveniently-signposted and lit junction. One 
sign told him that the lighthouse and the elevator were to his left; the other pointed to the right 
down a rougher, more recently-dug tunnel towards the construction site. He waved at Healy to 
check the right tunnel. The scout melted away into the darkness. Aidan stole a glance at his pocket 
watch, angling it towards the light. They had already been here for 20 minutes. If they couldn't tear 
down that tower- 

His train of thought was interrupted by Healy returning with a shake of his head and a report 
that the tunnel was blocked by a door with wires coming from it. It sounded like the door was 
alarmed; a tempting target, but there were probably easier ones. “Let's check out the lighthouse.”

Healy stopped dead in his tracks and raised one hand. Ahead of them, a faint glow and voices 
came from around a corner. Flattening themselves against the wall, they waited again. Nothing. 
Healy moved closer, slowly peering around the corner. 

The light appeared to be coming from a door just six feet from him. Ten feet further away at 
the far end of the corridor, two dwarves leaned against the wall, arguing. He could hear them talking
about disposing of bodies...that sounded interesting. The only problem was that he couldn't get close
enough to take one of them out; the other was certain to sound the alarm.

One of them said something about getting back on patrol. He hurriedly gestured for the rest of
then to get back, retreating two feet back along the corridor and tensely waiting. The sound of 
hobnailed boots drew closer and closer, until the dwarf walked around the corner and straight onto 
the bolt. He froze at the unexpected sight, just long enough for Healy to aim higher and squeeze the 
trigger.

The dwarf collapsed with the bolt embedded between his eyes. Healy swiftly reloaded and 
leaned around the corner again. There was no sign of the other guard, but he heard somebody – a 
woman – asking what that noise was.

Aidan rounded the corner, levelling the carbine. No targets. He crept up to the door, just as 
another dwarf leaned out, blinking muzzily. He lunged and grabbed the dwarf, roughly shoving 
them back into the room, eyes scanning each corner. It was filled with electrical equipment, some of
which he vaguely recognised some as radio receivers. They were larger and more clearly mass-
produced than the ones Gráinne had built, but that didn't matter. What mattered was the guard 
reaching for a pistol.

Aidan squeezed the trigger for a second. He felt the carbine kick lightly against his hand, 
heard the unusually quiet chatter of the report, and coldly watched the guard crumple with his face 



ripped apart. The second one, equally cursed by overly fast reflexes, fell into a bloody heap with 
part of his chest torn open by the bullets.

The other dwarf lay on the floor, staring up at the smoking barrel. Aidan dragged her upright, 
scanning the rest of the room. No targets presented themselves to him. He whipped his head down 
again as a gleam of metal caught his eye, and threw the dwarf backwards as she swiped desperately 
with the knife, face contorted in a mix of fear and zealous loathing. He levelled the carbine at her.

“Drop it, madam,” he growled tersely. The dwarf ignored it, lunging futilely at him. He 
squeezed the trigger, ignoring the tendrils of disgust as she died, and glanced around again, forcing 
himself to focus on something apart from murdering a civilian. Something about the second guard 
struck him as odd; he hadn't reached for a gun, but what looked like a box of matches. He moved in 
for a closer look, and found himself staring at a page that held rows of dates and meaningless 
combinations of letters and numbers. It felt oddly waxy when he picked it up.

“Oh,” he heard somebody say behind him. He turned to see Gráinne, staring blankly at the 
bodies. “Aidan, how...what...” she began, trying to comprehend how a bullet could do this.

“I'll explain later. Does this mean anything to you?” he asked. She didn't reply. Patiently, he 
repeated the question, forcing her to focus on the page. She sniffed it, completely oblivious to the 
odd look McKay and Healy gave her as she asked why it smelt flammable. That prompted him to 
look more closely at the dead dwarf, and then he realised what the matches were for. Disposing of 
the evidence.

“Is this a code book?”
“It's not...a book,” she began, and then realised what he meant. “I think it might be related, 

though. Were they...trying to burn this?”
Aidan nodded. He glanced back at the desk. Aside from writing implements, there was just an 

open book that turned out to be a dictionary, another waxed page with a guide to Morse code, and a 
board on the wall with various propaganda posters and notes. One in particular caught his eye; it 
was a handwritten note listing who was supposed to receive certain messages. Shipping and 
transport notifications were destined for one Jack O'Connor, security problems to Nicholas Delaney 
in Sector 1, and all issues relating to “Project 1151” were to be directed to a Dr Burke in Sector 3, 
the last line punctuated with the words “arsehole”.

“It's a book ciph-er,” Gráinne announced. “That dictionary is probably...used to define the 
key. Should-I take that?”

“Yes.” Aidan nodded again and glanced at his pocket watch, angling it towards the lights. 
“Take them back up to the surface. If we're not back up there in twenty, thirty minutes, get back 
home with that. Gentlemen, let's cause some damage.”
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