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Chapter One

Orbiting hundreds of miles above the iridescent blue orb of
that backwoods planet known as Earth, famous xenobiologist Zarlon the Eccentric
sat in front of his cramped office’s tiny exterior viewport, obsessively drumming
the flattened tips of his fourteen fingers together. Lost in an endless maze of
circular thoughts, the alien scientist hardly noticed the magnificent celestial
vista on display, and instead focused on a distant hurricane forming in the planetary
atmosphere far below, noting the similarities between the power and structure
of that swirling storm, and his own magnificent and yet often chaotic brain.

The low rumble of the research vessel’s idling engines had
always been especially reverberant inside Zarlon’s cluttered working space,
with the constant drone typically serving to soothe his troubled nerves. Today
in particular, those nerves undeniably needed soothing.

From the adjacent laboratory space, he could just make out the
erratic whirring and clicking of the genetic sequencers busy at work bioengineering
his first six human specimens – specimens that had, unfortunately, been gathered
by his sole personal assistant and regrettably delinquent nephew, Gorlax.

The “breeding human pairs” he’d requested had all turned out
female, making them rather inconvenient for his reproductive experiments. While
it appeared that human DNA did contain a full copy of both primary gender
variants, and the sequencers were already in the midst of correcting his
nephew’s gaffe, deep down he knew he required natural, untainted examples of the
two sexes for accurate verification.

You see, Zarlon was a board-certified genius across
the three prime galaxies, and prided himself on foreseeing fringe outcomes that
others could not. He preferred to solve issues before they could occur, and find
answers to questions that had never even been thought.

What he really needed, if only for his own peace of mind, was
a proper male reference. One lousy human male would do!

Turning away from the viewport, Zarlon glanced up at the illuminated
red characters displayed prominently above the office door, which counted down to
the ship’s next forced wormhole jump. Doing a quick calculation while adding in
the standard “Gorlax factor”, he decided there was still enough time.

Barely!

Pressing a small yellow button on a desk overloaded with official
documents, broken mechanical gadgets, and half-eaten snacks, Zarlon spoke
loudly.

“Gorlax!” he bellowed. “In my office – now!”

Moments later the ambient sound level greatly increased as
the automatic door swished open, and a pointed grey head poked around the
corner. “Um, yes unc– doctor? What’s wrong now?”

His nephew’s iridescent green irises were highly dilated and
sparkling more than usual, indicating that he’d recently been weeping. Gorlax was
truly the gift from his sister that kept on giving – not only was the kid thickheaded
and incompetent, but he was a sniveling crybaby on top of it all!

Zarlon frowned suspiciously. “I thought I already dealt with
everything you bungled. Is there something new I should be aware of?”

In response, his nephew’s eyes tellingly shrank to half
their normal size. “N-no! Of course not, sir. Everything’s all good... now.”

Zarlon dearly wished he could believe that. “Whatever. Just come
inside.”

Gorlax scrambled into the room on his four double-jointed
lower limbs. The door promptly swished shut, and he stood waiting in front of
Zarlon’s untidy desk, slouched over and wringing his hands nervously.

“Stand up straight, Gorlax! Take pride in yourself. We’re
doing important work for our species here, even if the Council doesn’t see the
obvious value.”

Swallowing hard, Gorlax slowly straightened his bowed back
to reach his full nine-foot height.

Taking in the lanky, knobby appearance of his obviously undersized
nephew, Zarlon sighed with rank disappointment. Such a pathetic stature to be a
full-blooded member of the esteemed House of Eafferan! Why his sister never thought
to have the boy’s genetics profiled and tweaked by him before birth, was simply
beyond his comprehension.

“Look,” began Zarlon gruffly. “You know you flarked up with
those first specimens, right?”

Gorlax stared down at the scuffed metallic floor panels,
sniffed forlornly, and nodded his head. It looked like he might burst into
tears at any moment, and Zarlon sincerely did not want to see that.

“It’s okay, nephew – it’s all been handled,” he continued in
a gentler tone, as one might address an emotional child. “But do you think you
can properly differentiate between human males and females now?”

Again, Gorlax nodded. “It’s really not easy, uncle! The
differences are just so subtle. But I’ve studied them closer, and... yes?”

“Mmm. So long as that’s not a question, then I have a new
task for you.”

Gorlax’s disposition immediately brightened.

“Take the good shuttle with the quantum matter transporter,
and go find me a healthy human male.” Zarlon suddenly thought of an even wiser
plan. “In fact,” he continued, “bring me two humans – what you think is
a male, and a female. Just dematerialize them into the pattern buffer, save a backup
copy for my studies, and reverse the process and put them right back where you
found them. Got it? Now repeat it back.”

Gorlax blinked his huge, flat eyes several times, and idly
reached towards an open can of fermented hojiiya berries sitting on Zarlon’s
desk. “Take the shuttle, get mammary and appendage humans, save pattern buffer,
put back.”

Zarlon swatted his nephew’s hand away. “Correct. And then,
return to the ship before we jump.” Just in case the obvious was not so
obvious. “Do you think you can handle all that, nephew?” he asked, narrowing
his eye slits.

Twisting his thin grey lips into something of a smile,
Gorlax nodded eagerly, spun around, and hurried out the room without saying
another word.

The automatic door swished closed, once again sealing Zarlon
into the soothingly therapeutic ambiance. Snatching the can of berries from his
desk, he popped a couple into his mouth.

“Then dismissed,” he muttered to the empty room while chewing
with his jagged yellow teeth.

As the masticated and slightly spoiled berries slid slowly down
his esophagus into the powerful acid of his first stomach, Zarlon began to
develop an uneasy feeling in his second, nutrient-absorbing stomach. A feeling
that his nephew would somehow find a way to screw up what should be a perfectly
simple task.

Gorlax was one of those “foreseen problems” he longed to fix,
but as it was just the two of them out here, and Zarlon was certainly not one
to stoop to menial grunt work, there was little he could do.

Rotating in his chair, the scientist gazed contemplatively through
the viewport at the hugely underutilized planet floating weightless in space,
imagining he could see its infestation of billions of Homo Sapiens Sapiens
milling about aimlessly on the surface like hordes of bacteria. Building pitiful
things they thought were impressive. Fighting worthless wars they thought were meaningful.
Staring at tiny flickering screens all day, as if that was productive to the
future of their species.

And then, endlessly reproducing in a curiously effective
manner that warranted much study.

In truth, all Zarlon really needed from his nephew was a
clean DNA copy, and the rest was immaterial. If he screwed up beyond that... then
what was the real harm?

They were only humans, after all!




Chapter Two

Strolling leisurely beside her long-time boyfriend, eighteen-year-old
Willow Stephens breathed in a lungful of brisk nighttime air, held it for a
moment, and then let it out slowly. She detected the pungent earthiness of freshly
damp soil, mixed with the faint aroma of ozone from a thunderstorm that had passed
through barely an hour before.

What had begun as a rather wet and dreary Friday night had
since improved markedly – and just in time to watch what was being described on
the news as a once-in-a-lifetime meteorite shower.

Now, she and Mason Tusk were taking her dog, Buddy, for a
late-night walk to a nearby park, in the hope of catching a few breathtaking shooting
stars along the way. The quiet suburban street on which they both lived was completely
deserted at this hour, with the dim yellow streetlights spaced so far apart,
they were plunged into complete blackness while crossing between them.

Willow grimaced to herself as she imagined what a passer-by
might think; seeing a cute teenage couple out for a stroll after midnight on a crisp
summer night, holding hands and obviously madly in love as they towed a rather
oversized Great Dane behind them.

It was picturesque. Wholesome. Romantic, even!

But inside Willow’s head, there was nothing but brewing emotional
turmoil.

She did love Mason. She knew that much; at least as far as
any girl her age could truly know anything about love. But she had real doubts
that those feelings were being reciprocated in a meaningful way. Oh, sure, Mason
was always up for grabbing something to eat, or seeing a movie, or just hanging
out and killing time. And yet after dating the guy for the better part of four
years, it still didn’t feel like their relationship had progressed beyond a simple,
nearly platonic friendship.

No deeper connection. No emotional bonding. No obvious commitment
to each other.

And worst of all, a total lack of quality communication!

Of course, Mason kept pushing to have sex, arguing it would
give Willow everything she wanted and more... but Willow somehow doubted that. As
a potential partner, he was certainly attractive and intelligent enough, but she
wasn’t prepared to spread her legs until fully convinced that Mason was the man
she would marry.

Coming from a highly religious family, Willow considered her
virginity a precious jewel and guarded it jealously. Even dating Mason without
a constant chaperone was a faux pas – something her parents only put up with
because Mason’s family attended the same church, and he would surely be of similar
high moral fiber.

A characteristic she’d always assumed he possessed, but was
now beginning to doubt. Not because Mason was a bad guy, or mistreated her, or
was untrustworthy – it’s just that he seemed to have the emotional maturity of a
horny, selfish, twelve-year-old boy!

Were all guys like that? How did other women deal
with the nonstop frustration? And more importantly, how much longer could Willow
put up with a relationship that seemed to be going nowhere?

Staring up at an infinite number of twinkling stars shining down
from the endless expanse of the heavens, she closed her eyes and prayed to almighty
God for a sign that Mason was the right choice, and they really were meant to
be together... forever!

Shockingly, the very first thing she saw was a celestial
phenomenon.

“Oh look, Mason!” exclaimed Willow excitedly, pulling Buddy
close to her side and pointing up at the inky night sky. “It’s a shooting
star!”

Mason followed Willow’s finger and spotted the tiny trailing
light moving across the horizon.

“Neat!” he exclaimed like a nerdy little kid. “I’m glad the rain
cleared up for this.”

Squeezing their interlocked fingers tightly, the two teenagers
watched in silence as the lone meteorite steadily traversed the sky.

It sure was taking its time.

Mason grunted doubtfully. “Um... are you sure that’s a
shooting star?” he asked. “Maybe it’s a plane, or a satellite?”

Willow stopped walking and squinted into the distance. The
light didn’t seem to be moving as quickly as she would’ve expected, and it also
wasn’t changing in brightness.

“But it’s got a tail,” she remarked. “Satellites don’t got
tails, do they?”

Mason shrugged his ignorance.

Frowning, Willow tried to focus on the light. “Well, I mean there’s
supposed to be all these shooting stars tonight... so what else could it be?”

“I’m sure you’re right,” he stated with a dismissive wave of
the hand. “But you do know what they say about shooting stars.”

Knowing where he was heading, Willow smiled and batted her long
eyelashes. “To make a wish, and it’ll come true?”

Gently turning Willow to face him, Mason drew their bodies
close, placed his hands on her wrists, and smiled softly. “Uh huh. And what I
wish for right now... is to kiss the most beautiful and amazing girl in the whole
world.”

Gazing up into Mason’s piercing aqua green eyes, Willow felt
that annoying swooning sensation in her chest that happened whenever he acted all
gushy and romantic. Genuine or not, her worries and anxieties always fell away,
and she desired nothing more than to be close and feel the reassuring warmth of
his taut body against hers.

Automatically tilting her head up and puckering her lips,
Willow closed her eyes and prepared for Mason’s lips to meet hers. She didn’t
have long to wait, and immediately felt his tongue probing to enter her mouth.

Parting her lips and welcoming him inside with a little
purring sound, Willow swirled her tongue around his and tasted the cool sweetness
of his mouth. Mason tended to be a little rough with open-mouth kissing, as if
it was a game to see how deep he could go down her throat, or how much of her
mouth he could touch. So, Willow shifted the focus by instead entering his
mouth, and forcing his tongue to dart, caress, and swish with hers in a far
more intimate and arousing manner.

Moaning into Mason’s mouth as their lips undulated and their
distinct flavors become one, Willow wrapped her arms around his muscular body and
squeezed her sizable breasts against his chest, while he grabbed her hips and pulled
her groin roughly into his.

While Willow might not be prepared to go all the way, she
had no problem with a little harmless fooling around!

As they kissed, the two teenagers grew increasingly passionate.
Mason’s hands moved from Willow’s hips to grab her ass, with his strong fingers
digging into the shapely globes of her buttocks through the tight denim of her shorts.
Becoming unavoidably aroused, Willow raised her knee gently into his crotch and
massaged the solid lump of his erection.

Mason, apparently sensing an opening, slid his hands up
Willow’s back and under her shirt, and then promptly slipped them down the back
of her shorts and inside her bikini panties, where he brazenly grabbed her bare
ass and squeezed both supple cheeks.

Willow was generally okay with Mason going this far, although
not typically in a public setting. However, when he worked his fingers into the
crack of her ass and groped lower, curling them all the way around the swells
of her buttocks and heading for an obvious and forbidden location wedged between
her legs, she moaned disapprovingly into his mouth. And yet Mason continued, with
the tips of both index fingers locating and then pushing just inside the
admittedly very wet mouth of her virgin sex.

“Mason, Mason!” she groaned, breaking the kiss. “We talked
about this.”

“C’mon, baby,” he protested, repeatedly kneading the sensitive
elastic skin surrounding Willow’s threshold and sending incredible electric tingling
shocks racing up and down her spine. “It’s just a little harmless fun! You know
it’ll feel good.” As if to prove the point, he pushed his fingers deeper into
her pussy and curled them upwards, caressing the sharp ridges of skin just
inside her canal, and causing Willow’s knees to grow weak and wobbly.

“M-mason,” she repeated in an unavoidably husky tone, glaring
at him as sternly as she could muster. “I’ve told you many times I’m not ready
for that! Certainly not exposed out here on the street, even if it is the
middle of the night. Who knows who’s watching.”

The two teens stared at each other for several beats, and
then with a resigned sigh, Mason reluctantly pulled his hands from her shorts and
took a step back. Holding up his two index fingers under the glare of the
streetlight, Willow saw with some embarrassment that they were glistening with her
wetness – just before Mason popped them into his mouth and sucked them clean.

“Oh, my – that’s disgusting!” she gasped, half meaning it,
and half incredibly turned on.

Mason smiled defiantly. “Really? Makes me wonder what you
thought was gonna happen that time you gave me your panties after bating all
day at school in ’em.”

Recalling that red-letter day, Willow felt her cheeks blush hot
and stared bashfully down at the ground. “Oh, I don’t know. I just thought it
would be naughty.” Frankly, even now she wasn’t certain what she’d been
thinking – only that she’d been very horny, and desperately wanted him to like
her!

“Oh, it was very naughty, babe. It’s the day I fell
in love with the smell and taste of your pussy.”

Unduly pleased that Mason liked those aspects of her body, Willow
felt an involuntary smile spreading across her lips, and quickly looked away
from him.

“Boys are so gross,” she commented, trying to maintain her
aura of crossness and moral superiority. “Now, c’mon! Let’s get to the park
already.”

Giving a tug on Buddy’s leash, the two continued walking along
the deserted street, hearing nothing more than the rhythmic clacking of Buddy’s
nails against the sidewalk, occasionally interrupted by the gentle rustle of a distant
breeze stirring leaves.

Several tranquil minutes later, Willow sensed an opportunity
to have one of those meaningful conversations she always wanted, and cleared
her throat.

“Mason...” she began, staring down at the wet, cracked
concrete passing beneath their feet. “I was hoping we could talk about
something tonight.”

Mason let out a dramatic sigh. “What about?” he asked,
already sounding wary of the conversation.

“Well... us.”

Once again, Mason sighed. “Yeah, I figured. Have you thought
about what I was saying?”

Confused, Willow blinked. “What you were saying?”

“Yeah. You know. Us taking the next step.”

“You mean—”

“Willow,” he interrupted, “you know I love you. But I don’t
think we can really say we love each other ’til we’ve been physical
and... like, done it... properly.”

Now it was Willow’s turn to sigh. “Seriously, Mason? After
what just happened, and already your brain’s right back to sex again?”

“Yes, sex again!” he repeated emphatically. “Sex is
important in a relationship! You’re a beautiful girl, Willow, and I want to share
everything about myself with you. But I have physical needs too, and don’t
think I can keep doing this... this teasing we do date after date. Don’t
you wanna be with me in that way?”

Willow grunted with rising frustration. “Well sure, Mason...
but that’s not the only thing on my mind! Don’t you understand anything
about women? We fall in love and then have sex. Not the other way around! You have
to meet my emotional needs, too.”

“Hey look, it turned!” exclaimed Mason abruptly, pointing up
at the light.

Annoyed by the sudden topic shift, Willow elevated her eyes
and noticed that the shooting star was indeed no longer travelling north to
south, but was now heading straight towards them in the east. How curious!

“Considering it’s still up there, I guess that actually is a
plane,” she commented as the light grew both brighter and noticeably closer at
an accelerated rate. “I didn’t know planes could get that bright.”

“They aren’t, normally. I mean, I’ve never seen one like
that before. Military, maybe?”

By now, the light was bright enough to cast soft, cool white
shadows across the darkened ground in front of them. And it didn’t seem to be
as high up in the air as it had been.

Suddenly feeling the hairs on the back of her neck stand on
end, Willow anxiously grabbed at Mason’s arm. There was palpable electricity in
the air; like the kind she imagined would build just before a lightning strike.

“Um, Mason? I don’t think that’s a plane,” she hissed uneasily.

Out of nowhere, a distant high-pitched whistling sound pierced
the silence, and Buddy immediately took notice and began to cower and whine.

Mason took a hesitant step backwards as the tiny light grew
to an intense brightness, almost like a small sun, and the whistling increased
to a shrill, ear-piercing howl. Cowering low to the ground, Buddy began barking
frantically up at the night sky and the perceived threat to his master.

“Y’know, Willow,” said Mason loudly, “I’m thinking we should
call it a night...”

“Yeah, uh... let’s go back!” she replied in total agreement.

Spinning around, the apprehensive couple began walking
brusquely in the opposite direction. The heavenly spotlight continued growing
brighter behind them, casting stretched, otherworldly shadows of their bodies
across the ground ahead; shadows that gradually grew shorter as the source of
the light neared.

Glancing over her shoulder, Willow saw that the light was
actually three separate lights, and they were rotating in a bizarre repeating pattern
all around each other.

That thing was no airplane, satellite, or natural phenomenon
– and it seemed to be heading straight for them!

Willow’s stomach lurched into her throat, adrenalin flooded
into her veins, and her primal brain panicked. “Holy fuck! Mason! I think it’s
a missile or something!”

“Run, Willow, run!” screeched Mason in alarm.

Grabbing each other’s hands, the teens began running as fast
as they could towards home, with Willow barely able to drag the madly barking
Buddy behind them. The rapidly approaching light soon illuminated the surrounding
landscape as bright as day, and then abruptly narrowed to a single, brilliant
beam forming a perfect twenty-foot circle of illumination centered precisely around
them as they sped along the sidewalk.

There were no longer any shadows, not even beneath their
bodies.

The howling whistle abruptly increased to a high-pitched,
multi-tonal screaming that hurt Willow’s eardrums so much, she had to stop running
and press her palms over her ears to block the noise.

“Mason! What’s happening!” she screamed in sheer terror –
but even Willow was unable to hear her own voice over the deafening sound.

The cold white light doubled in
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