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As the world tumbled, Agatha tried to come up with something suitable to be her last words. Once the decommissioned satellite junk collided with her and snapped her tether, shock and dizziness kept her from forming any thoughts, cogent or otherwise. Beyond the ringing in her ears, the only panic came through the fading, staticky transmissions through her coms of her crew, the signal finally failing once she was too far away.

With fifty-five hours of space walks under her belt, Agatha knew better than to get complacent. Everything had been quadruple-checked, then checked once more for luck, but it appeared luck was not on her side this time. One tumble allowed a glimpse of the space station before being faced with dizzying blackness once again. 'I hope someone checks in on Percy.' She thought of the poor dog waiting at the kennel for her to come and bring him home. She could feel her consciousness fading, tears welling up in her eyes, and Agatha prayed her oxygen would run out quickly so she wouldn't suffer. Before she passed out, she felt the spinning slow, and her body hit something soft. Agatha's eyes closed, and with a sigh, she didn't fight to reopen them.
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Agatha didn't expect to reopen her eyes, but somehow, she did. The room around her reverberated with a gentle hum, and even the low light felt like needles in her eyes when she opened them. She tried to move, but her skin felt too tight. Her throat clicked dryly when she swallowed.

A soft chime made Agatha turn her head to the side, the action making her ache, and spots dotted her already blurry vision. 'Why does the afterlife hurt?' She thought, squeezing her eyes shut. Only a dry rasp escaped when she tried to moan in pain, and the chime sounded again, like an annoying alarm clock after a night out drinking back when she had time for such things.

The chime picked up speed until a burst of light made Agatha wince and turn her head away to the more comforting dimness. She heard what sounded like someone whistling and singing at the same time, and she felt something cool gently land on her forehead. It was so soothing that Agatha leaned into it and sighed in relief. She could feel it hesitate, pull slightly away, but whoever it was decided to continue softly stroking Agatha's head.

The sounds around her felt like someone trying to find a clear station on a radio, cycling through different broadcasts of random noise until something came out she could understand.

"Just breathe slowly." The voice was soft but not quite natural, like an advanced speech-to-text that didn't quite get human inflection. "You've been asleep for a long time while I dealt with your injuries."

Agatha couldn't get her eyes to focus. The form above her was tall, impossibly thin, and... Were they wearing goggles above their eyes? Because it looked like there were four eyes on their face.

The chiming increased. Was that her heart rate? Why was this person wearing horns? What happened that she was so injured and not dead?

"Oh no," That cool, comforting hand vanished and was pressing buttons near Agatha's head. "I know this is very strange, but please try to calm down. I will explain everything when you are more stable, but you are safe." When the chime didn't slow, the form moved in something much like a resigned sigh. "I'm going to have to sedate you for a bit longer. I don't want you to worsen your condition."

"W-wait," Agatha tried to reach for the figure, but only managed a pathetic twitch of fingers. "What is this? What happened?"

Before she could mumble another word, sleep took her once again.

This time, when she woke up, Agatha felt softer fabric under her body and draped over her shoulders. Pain was distant but manageable, so when she tried to sit up and found herself unable to lift her torso, she was filled with frustration and panic. Who would want to keep her prisoner? The chime sounded again, and within moments, the figure was at her side.

"Good morning?" They sounded unsure and approached with what Agatha could only describe as not wanting to spook a wild animal. The lights were too dim for Agatha to make out details, but she could still tell the silhouette wasn't quite normal; limbs too long and thin, sharply jutting out from thick robes. "That's what you say, right? I hope the translation implant is working."

Agatha's eyes narrowed, and the person seemed to shrink. "It's just so we can understand each other! Just a tiny thing under the dermis at the base of your skull. You probably can't even feel it with your fingers."

To her relief, Agatha was able to lift her hand, and yes, this person was right. The skin didn't even feel raised.

"I'm going to turn the lights up so I can leave you some food, okay? Please remain calm."

When the lights gently brightened, Agatha saw why remaining calm was stressed so heavily. Her eyes had not deceived her. What shared the room with her was clearly not human, with long, thin limbs and four large, green eyes that sported glittering, long lashes. Even without standard human features, she could see the tension on the sharp cheekbones, and the clattering of the dishes on the tray drew attention to the slightly shaking hands, four digits on each. Thick horns extended from her forehead, the same color as the pale pink of her skin, and curled into her blood red hair.

"You look like you're going to pass out again."

Agatha blinked and closed her mouth, embarrassed to realize it had been hanging open dumbly while this person held a tray for her. "Sorry, I-" Agatha tore her eyes away, looking down towards her feet to see that there was a rolling table, but when she reached for it, she was stopped by a gentle hand. Apparently, this person had four of them.

"Let me." The alien pulled the table closer and set the tray down. Then, she pressed a button on the side of the bed to lift it so Agatha was sitting up. "Save your strength. You're healing well. You don't want to set yourself back by pushing yourself too hard." The cover was lifted to reveal a steaming bowl of liquid. "This is just like the meat broth you have on Earth."

"On Earth?" She squeaked, mortified at how weak her voice was, but her thoughts were spinning.

"Yeah," The alien looked sheepish, stepping back as Agatha got comfortable in front of her meal. "There are a multitude of other species out here. A lot of them you wouldn't even be able to comprehend, but some of us are human-shaped." Smiling, Agatha saw sharp, gray teeth. "Well, human-ish. I can't imagine only having two arms."

The dizziness wasn't from any imbalance in her head; rather, Agatha's mind was straining to take everything in. "It's all I've got." She mumbled, staring down into the bowl. It looked exactly like chicken broth. When Agatha leaned over it, the smell was familiar and comforting.

"It's not poisoned."

Agatha's eyes snapped up, having not even considered the possibility. 

"Oh, I'm making this worse. I apologize! I think I should just." The being backed away towards the door. "I'll leave you to eat."

"Wait, please don't." Agatha's throat burned when she tried to speak any louder than a stern whisper. When she saw her hand was shaking as she'd reached out, Agatha dropped it, letting it rest on her thigh. "I don't want to be alone. Please... Tell me what happened to me."

The alien looked relieved, at least Agatha thought that was what the dual pairs of eyes expressed that Agatha could recognize, and as she settled in front of her meal, the alien pulled up a chair to sit beside her.

"My name is Markia." She said, those big green eyes watching Agatha as she sipped at the steaming bowl. It was just shy of too salty, and she felt her body light up, eager to accept both the broth and whatever information was given. "I'm a deep space scientist from Abyz-Bic. I can understand if the translation implant doesn't quite make that word easy for your tongue. We try to make sure that we're never seen by humans while we study this area of space."

Agatha took in the words between slow sips of the broth.

"I saw your predicament, and I had to intervene." The alien tried to watch Agatha as she drank in a way that wasn't watching and failed miserably. It was clear to ensure she didn't choke or throw up. "You have such an exemplary record in space studies that I couldn't stand by and let you be lost."

The shiver that went through her had nothing to do with the temperature, which almost
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