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Dear [NAME REDACTED],

I’d never believed in alien abductions until it happened to me. Being taken wasn’t glamorous or exciting, there were no bright lights or melodic messages like you see in the movies. I just woke from a bad night’s sleep to find myself strapped onto a reclined metal frame.

As it turns out, people are abducted all the time. They’re taken, probed and tested. Most are judged unacceptable and returned to their beds without any memory of the event. The unfortunate few who recall their experience are those who already suffer from some sort of brain disorder or damage. For them, the probes and tests just make their pre-existing conditions worse. It’s an unavoidable side effect. The collectors do all they can for those poor souls, but their trauma is real and untreatable.

In my case, I endured the probes (some of which were, if I’m to be honest, very enjoyable). I passed all their tests. My scores on the self-preservation matrix were at the top-end of the scale. On that strength alone, I was offered a position as one of the elite forward scouts. In my post-probe, post-orgasmic bliss, I agreed. It seemed to offer a much more exciting future than being a bus driver on the narrow, and often unforgiving, roads of Wellington.

The company that recruited me were entrepreneurs. On their behalf, forward scouts travelled space and time dimensions in search of new worlds, new resources, new technologies and new opportunities the company could buy, sell, trade, market or otherwise exploit. I know what you’re thinking. Why did they recruit me of all people? We humans think of ourselves as fragile creatures. That’s a fallacy. We’re tough and robust, but the characteristic most crucial to the company, the one they will pay above market rates to acquire, is our phenomenal will to live.

They chose me because I’m a fighter – a scrapper – a survivor. I didn’t end up a bus driver because my life was a bunch of sweet-smelling roses. As you know all too well, casual violence, drug and alcohol abuse, and sexual predators featured through-out my youth and spilled into my early twenties. Petite blondes like us seldom escape the underbelly of the city unscathed, but I’d fought my way clear. Most of my friends got left behind, including you. I hope you remained on the streets. There were worse places to end up in the city than those streets.

Anyway, I signed the contract and joined the company. I received the obligatory identification tattoos on my right forearm, left shoulder and middle-lower back, and was issued with my custom-made set of uniforms. Each uniform for a specific class of planet and designed to mitigate the variable environmental conditions and challenges each presented to a human body. It took some weeks to learn how to put each uniform on, and how to use their various systems. Communication systems were pretty standard throughout, although some had more complicated translation modules than others. The most difficult thing to adapt to was movement in liquid and gaseous environments, along with their associated variable gravities. It was weird.

The first year in my new position was the absolute worst. In that year alone I survived wars, explosions, insectoid attacks, gases, and temperatures both too hot and too cold. It was rough going, and on more than one occasion I wished to be back in my bus, shuttling depressed workers between their pastel box-like suburban homes and their dead-end jobs in the city’s skyscrapers. There are some terrifying things in the many universes, but none so dreadful as a life without meaning. Being a forward scout gave my life meaning. I had an important role in the company, and fortunes, including my own, were made and lost with my discoveries. That kept me going.

Over my career, I’ve survived love affairs, bites, toxins, attempted assassination, and mind-control. Being a forward scout gave me countless opportunities for sexual experiments far beyond what I could have imagined possible in my old life. I’ve been fucked with tentacles, plant pods, flagella and various other body parts by all manner of entities, including humanoids, robots and plants. The most surprising, was with a gaseous entity who satisfied me in ways nothing with a body has ever managed. I didn’t even need to get out of my uniform for that one. But I never, ever got down to it with anything that looked like an insect. I’ve always hated insects.

All these years later I’m no longer the woman I was when they took me. The toes of my right foot froze solid when my boot got ripped off on an ice-bound moon that hailed diamonds. I lost a kidney to the spike of a sentient plant in a naked grapple to the death when it failed to understand that no meant no. On a planet with a three-week day, I was forced to cut off my left hand when I got trapped in a rock fall at the base of a cliff with a creeping, but steady incoming acid tide.

Those are physical costs, and to be honest, not that huge a deal. Body parts don’t affect the self. The biggest sacrifice was to never see you, my friends and family, again. Given the nature of most of my relationships, I didn’t care that much when I signed the contract, but over the years I’ve come to feel regret. Despite our mutual dislike of each other, I imagine my mother was concerned by my unexplained disappearance. I wonder if she mourned her youngest daughter at all? And you? Did you miss me?

Time hasn’t been the same for me. It seems ridiculous to pine for people who have been dead for many years. I’m not even sure that you’re still alive, or that climate change, famine or war hasn’t destroyed humanity. By my reckoning I’m only forty-two. In theory still young enough to start a family. But I can’t, not even with any of the other human scouts – the company made certain of that. Part of that orgasmic initial probing was my ovaries being replaced with artificial organs that produce modified hormones. Both menstruation and pregnancy were rendered impossible.

The urge to survive that’s kept me going all this time is now all but gone. I’ve seen and experienced more than any human being should and fought my way back from the brink of death more times than I can remember. Through good commerce and astute trading, I’ve amassed a small fortune, which has enabled me to buy my independence from the company. With my remaining wealth, I’ve purchased a reconstructed left hand, my own purpose-built survival gear, a one-way fare to my destination, and the delivery of this message.

For my retirement, I’ve chosen a plant-based planet in a different universe from earth. The dominant intelligent entity on the planet is a large plant with rather delightful cones at the tip of hyper-mobile stems. They’re a warm-sapped species with prehensile leaves. They’re very affectionate, and yes, I do mean they fuck.

Humanoids are rare visitors to their planet but sought after in certain pockets of their society. The coating on the cones is psychotropic and results in orgasms that are extraordinary in their power and duration. In return, the dopamine humanoids release into their bloodstream when they orgasm are a powerful and addictive drug to the plants. The result is a mutually consuming symbiotic relationship, where the more we fuck the happier we both become. Until oblivion.

I don’t expect to live long, which suits me just fine. I’m tired and all I want to do is fade away. But before I go, I’m looking forward to some well-earned, uninterrupted hedonistic pleasure and pure self-indulgence.

I suppose you’re not alive to receive this message, but maybe it’ll reach one of your relatives, or even offspring. I’ve sent it so someone knows that one of us reached beyond the stars and became more than she knew possible. I always wished the same for you.

With much love, always.

[NAME REDACTED]

Notes for Pastoral Researchers:

This letter was contained in a metallic tube found washed up on the shore of New Muscle Beach in the Independent State of California in the Twentieth Year Post-Schism. It was addressed to a city in New Zealand, which according to the Round Earth Legends was a small island state that existed on the lower hemisphere of the so-called globe. 

This inflammatory and pornographic forgery has been included in our restricted archives to remind pastoral researchers and senators of the insidious lengths that the Blasphemers will go to in their endeavors to undermine the State Church. 

It is well documented that the only aliens known to have existed were the now extinct species known as Mexicans. These highly invasive beings were exterminated during the Great Cleansing prior to the Schism. The records make no mention of them carrying out abductions, only of their invasions.

The remainder of the heresies contained in the document are pure fabrication. The idea of travel to other planets is preposterous, as is the concept of other intelligences. Pastoral science has proven the only intelligence is that given by God to his chosen zealots who live grace of His glory in this Independent State of California.

The final proof of the fantastical nature of this document is the suggestion that a woman is an autonomous being, divorced from her reproductive and domestic functions. Again, pastoral science has shown, with statistical certainty, that women possess little intelligence or self-awareness: their God-given purpose is to service men and reproduce.

END.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

LA FOLLE
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Je suis la Folle du Roi

My name is Mathurine–Mathurine la Folle. 

I am the King’s fool. Oh...but I am so much more than that.

I am the woman to his man: he, the feminine to my masculine. I, the commoner to his royalty: he, the puritan to my whore. Without me his court is incomplete. Without him I am simply a mad woman.

Where I come from the world is different. Slaves rule their masters, fish live in trees and men bear children. Finding myself here, in this reversed world, has quite excited my mind. I am never sure at which point my madness transforms from pathological to synthetic for the distraction of my beloved Henry – Mon Roi.

As Mathurine la Folle I carry the King’s power. I use my words to cut, mortify, distract and assuage. Treasonous blasphemies and burlesque truths slide from my smiling lips. Excused of my gender I navigate the treachery and intricacies of every royal hallway. I am all-seeing and all-hearing; not a single humiliation or vulgarity escapes my attention. I know the secrets, fears, perversions and terrors of the Court.

Tonight, I dine at his table. He has expectations of me, and I never disappoint. I adjust my armour and ensure the sword I wear hangs at the correct angle. The long folds of my robes hide the split that runs from hem to hip. I stare into the eyes of the short-haired Amazonian in the looking glass. She glares back with eyes that glow feverishly in the candlelight.

Dinner conversation flows like quicksilver, rolling around the table, breaking apart then re-merging. The topics leap; war, economics, salt tax, sex, religion, politics. My tongue is sharp, my mind sharper. Few can counter my parries. Mad I may be, but I am a fool only by appointment.

The syphilitic man of medicine opines on the filthy nature of women. I commiserate with him, for his very own mother was a case in point. I raise my voice so all at the table are aware of his error in choosing to exit his mother’s cunny facing the wrong way. If only she’d had the benefit of a cloth his newborn face would not have been smeared with her shit. His adult face turns an unusual shade of purple as his mouth flaps in the way of a fresh caught fish lying on the banks of the River Seine. 

The King barks with laughter, happy with my work. My King, I am, and always will be, your fool. Toujours votre folle. 

While he may be my earthly master, at heart I am the instrument of the Virgin Mary. Never more so than when it comes to the conversion of damned Protestants. Any pleasure I gain in their conversion is my reward for good travails. She is pleased and rewards me often and in full.

Seated between two filthy Huguenots, I begin my work on their conversion. He to my left I permit entry to my inner self. I guide his hand between the folds of my robe. He dabbles his digits in my cleft. Concentrating on his task, the tip of his tongue protrudes and his eyes bulge. 

His confrere to my right is treated to the ministrations of my strong and expert fingers. He swells with pleasure and his cheeks take on a ruddiness that cannot be explained by wine alone. As with all venereal disease, the pair will contract Catholicism through their inability to refuse what they are offered. I will pluck their souls at my leisure.

I regard my King. My love for him is without condition. Yet, I fear for his soul. As Henry of Navarre, he was a filthy protestant, proselytizing to take the Crown. The Virgin Mother has no concern for the manner of conversion, and I do not doubt her wisdom. My fear stems from his continued sympathies towards the Huguenots. I fear he will lapse–it is for me to assure his soul.

As his fool, my access to the King’s chambers is unfettered. Mathurine la Folle poses no threat to the regent. But I am also Mathurine de Valois, unwavering servant of Notre Dame.

Within his inner sanctum, I have no need for disguise. We have danced this dance many times before. Tonight, I burn with rhapsodic fervour as the genderless fool is folded and set aside. I stand before my King as God has created me. Breasts, loosened from their armour, sway like hypnotic church bells.

The King falls to his knees to lick my toes in adoration. I welcome Henry to my mirror world–he enters willingly, without suspicion. Here, my King is my slave. He begs for my audience, my indulgence and my attentions. I feed him titbits, as I would any dog that simpers at my feet.

At my whim he is permitted to nuzzle, knead and stroke, but he must earn each privilege. Transgressions are punished with swift pain. He craves the mortification. His tongue laps at my living altar until Mother Mary rewards my commitment to his soul. He drinks of my wine and eats of my flesh. To complete his confirmation, I sheath his sword of flesh and receive his alms. My King is reborn. The mirror world dissolves–back here it is I that kneel at his feet.

Filled with his righteousness, I don my disguise and leave my King to his dreams. I stalk the halls in search of my dinner companions. My evening’s work is incomplete. 

Je suis Mathurine, la Folle du Roi.

I was mad and then healed–but not entirely.
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