
The Europa Contact

A Sol Sys Story  

––––––––

by J. A. Johnson

––––––––

An 

Evanation Studios

Production

THE EUROPA CONTACT: A Sol Sys Story

Copyright © 2025 by J.A. Johnson

(Originally Published in “Sol Sys I: Tales from Our Solar System” published by Mystic Toad Press Copyright © 2005 by J.A. Johnson)

Cover Created with Chat GPT, edited by J.A. Johson  

––––––––

This is a work of fiction. While reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations, the characters, incidents, and dialogs are products of the authors’ imaginations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission of the authors and/or publisher except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. 


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

For my son, Evan

The Europa Contact

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

<^>

ABOUT THE AUTHOR | J.A. Johnson lives with his wife and son in South Carolina. | Also by J.A. Johnson

Sign up for J. A. Johnson's Mailing List

Also By J. A. Johnson

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

For my son, Evan








[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Europa Contact








[image: ]


The quiet darkness of outer space could learn a thing or two from the daunting gloom beneath the icy crust of Europa. But, like space, the oppressiveness was not all consuming. Outer space was filled with galaxies, stars, and planets: with light and life. So too, was Europa’s inner-space...if one knew where to look for it.

Below the ice, below the half-frozen sludge, below waters so black they chilled the soul, Jupiter’s sixth satellite came alive. 

Alongside his dive partner, Wendy Copeland, as they threaded their way along the craggy spine of the reef, Paul Stone’s immediate thoughts were on the painful chaffing of his right shoulder against the inside of his dive-suit.  The pain was his own fault.  If he hadn’t forgotten his claustrophobia pills, Dr. De Silva wouldn’t have had to pop him with an injection.  

Serves you right, you crybaby, she had said.  

Yes, it did, Paul thought as he followed Copeland over the unearthly terrain, and I’ll be damned if I forget those blasted pills again...even if I have to sew them into my dive-suit.  

“Here we go,” radioed Copeland. “Now that’s what I call a jackpot! The folks back at EuropaCorp are gonna shit a gold brick when they see this.”

As the ambient glow from the reef began to repel the oppressive gloom from the waters around him—the glow in combination with the anti-claustrophobia injection, at least—Paul Stone had to agree. “It’s beautiful,” he said quietly to himself. He had seen plenty of the deep-vent reefs before, and yet each new community of phosphorescent lifeforms never failed to dazzle him. 

As he and Copeland settled onto the rock-like surface, Paul checked his dive-suit’s readings. Everything looked perfect across the board. With the advent of the dive-suits, submersibles and robots had long ago taken the back seat in undersea exploration, both on Earth and out here, among the stars.

The soft brilliance of the reef sparkled away into the distance like a pastel cityscape back on Earth. Small, luminous fish and graceful coelenterates darted and drifted all around. 

“Stay close, and watch your step,” Paul said. It would be easy to slip into a fissure or some other craggy gap and become a permanent resident of Europa. He unfastened the specimen bag from the thigh clasp of his dive-suit and unfurled the super-polymer net. He saw Copeland doing the same. “You know the drill, Wendy.”

“Anything new or unusual.”

“As always.”

They kept within sight of one another as they moved along the reef, studying every inch of it in search of some as yet to be catalogued species of Europan life. For every new species they discovered the company paid them a handsome bonus, which meant that, at this relatively early phase of Europan exploration, bonus pay was almost always several times the amount of regular. Within minutes they had both nearly filled their bags.

“Not bad,” Paul said as he rejoined Copeland. “Ready to head back?”

“Sure, I...” Something seemed to have caught her eye for she turned toward the down sloping side of the reef.

“What is it?” Paul asked.

She pointed ahead. “Look over there. I’ve never seen anything even similar to one of those before. Have you?” 

Paul looked and saw several grapefruit-sized nodules clustered on a jagged outcropping several feet below them. “I can’t say that I have. Let’s get a couple of them, tag the location, and then get back to the station.”

The low shelf on which the nodules sat rose almost to chest level as Paul stepped before it. “We’ll have to be careful not to damage them any more than we have to,” he said. He examined how their discovery was affixed to the reef. “They don’t seem to be...” 

He fell silent as Wendy cut one free with her boot knife. 

“Problem solved,” he muttered.

“No need to be too careful,” she said and then indicated the slope below them. “There are plenty more where this came from.”

Paul looked and saw what appeared to be thousands of the nodules virtually blanketing the lower face of the reef. 

“I won’t argue with that.” After a moment, he said, “Let’s get back and see what we’ve got.” As he turned, the shock of what he saw felt as though his suit had sprung a leak and the icy bite of Europa had clamped down on his heart. 

Wendy stood immobilized, still clutching the harvested nodule in her left hand. The nodule, however, had changed. It was no longer a harmless looking phosphorescent sphere. It had become a dull blob laced with glowing veins, and it had spread itself up the length of her arm and had completely enveloped her helmet.

“Wendy!” Paul cried out; he moved to her aid. Still on her feet, she made no reply. Without thinking, Paul drew his own knife and attacked the still spreading mass. As his blade sliced into the creature, Wendy finally spoke.

“Stop!” 

And she collapsed.

Paul froze. Had she spoken to the creature or to him? Better to be safe than sorry. Paul slid his knife back into its sheath, drew a tether-line from his belt and secured it to Wendy’s back rig. 

Nervous perspiration flowed freely over Paul’s face as he towed Wendy toward the lift platform. If the thing couldn’t be forcibly removed, maybe a change in environments would change its mind.

“Hang in there, Copeland. We’re almost there.” 

As the lift-lights materialized in the gloom, Paul opened the link to the station far overhead.

“Geary, are you there? Geary?”

John Geary’s voice filled Paul’s helmet. “What’s wrong, Paul?”

“John, get Doc to the moon pool, and tell her to hurry.” 

“What’s happened?”

“Something’s latched itself onto Wendy and it...” 

A sudden, violent thrashing interrupted him. Paul turned to see Copeland in the throes of a seizure. He yanked the line and drew her to him, grabbed her, but even as he attempted to restrain her thrashing body, she suddenly went limp.

“Copeland?” He couldn’t see her face through the alien thing covering it. “Wendy. Can you hear me? Come on!”

Geary’s voice again. “Paul! What’s happening?” 

“Come on Wendy,” Paul said, ignoring Geary’s question. Instinctively, though pointlessly, he tried feeling her pulse through her suit. Wasted effort. He tried to read her suit’s display panel but the creature covered it too.

“Paul! Speak to me; what’s happening?”

“Come on, Copeland, say something.” 

Paul reached for his boot knife but it fell out of his hand. Wendy had dropped hers as well.

“Damn it!” 

Desperately, he sank his fingers into the gelatinous thing covering her suit. 

All at once the creature detached itself, contracted into something reminiscent of an earthly man-o-war. With a quick ripple, it sped away.

“Paul!”

All of the readouts on Copeland’s dive-suit were negative. 

“Paul! Say something.”

Paul slumped back onto the edge of the lift platform. “She’s dead, John. She’s dead.”

A long silence filled the radio-link. Then, in a voice stunned into calmness, Geary said, “All right, Paul, come on up.” 

Paul didn’t reply, he couldn’t, but he carefully drew Copeland’s limp body onto the platform. He glanced again at her face. 

“What the hell?”

“Paul?” Geary’s worried voice echoed in his helmet.

Paul leaned closer to Copeland’s faceplate. “No. I can’t believe it. It’s impossible.”

“Paul, what’s impossible?” Geary’s voice held a trace of hope.

His eyes were playing tricks on him. Paul gently turned her helmet toward the lights, but it was no illusion.

“Paul, what’s impossible?”

“John, Wendy...she’s liquefied.”
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Doctor Juacinta De Silva and half a dozen others had gathered around the moon pool as the platform lifted the divers from Europa’s waters. Two men in wading suits leapt in and helped lift Wendy onto the deck as Paul clamored up the ladder.

He popped his helmet off and hurried over to where the others had clustered around Copeland’s motionless form. Some of the crew moved aside and he crouched down next to De Silva. 

“Be careful. If you open...” He blinked in amazement. De Silva had already removed Copeland’s helmet, and Wendy’s liquefied form had not spilled out. Instead, Paul found himself looking down at the woman’s familiar, though uncomfortably tranquil face; it was drenched, her long dark hair matted.

De Silva was checking for a pulse.

“Doc, she’s...”

Suddenly Wendy’s body convulsed, heaving up from the deck, eliciting a collective gasp from those gathered around. And then she relaxed; a last, long breath faded from her lips. De Silva checked again for a pulse. 

She looked to Paul and shook her head.
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