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Chapter One

 


Caleb picked up one of the pamphlets and began to leaf through
it. The small tourist shop was full of alien souvenirs, everything
from space rocks to fake body parts in jars. Ever since the flurry
of sightings last year, his hometown had turned into a destination
for curious travelers from all over the world. They came to see a
piece of history, hoping to catch a glimpse of the little green
Martians, should they decide to return for an encore.

“People actually believe this stuff?” he asked, dropping the
pamphlet back onto the pile. Caleb tapped one of the alien blow-up
dolls hanging near his head.

Phil
chuckled from behind the counter. The store used to be a bait shop,
and had been since Caleb’s dad was a young boy, but the almighty
dollar ruled—especially in their little town at the edge of the
world.

“Things have never been better. Who am I to
complain?”

“I guess.” He continued to walk around the shop, looking at
the merchandise. It was all a joke. He’d never left Brellville since he was
born, and he hadn’t come across any alien men. Maybe he’d get a
book deal or spot on a radio show if he played into the hype like
some of his neighbors, but all he really wanted was things back the
way they were. He was tired of the media circus and busloads of
tourists emptying out their little grocery store.

“Take one,” said Phil. “We have a barrel full in
back.”

Caleb had been rolling one of the moon rocks in his hand,
watching it sparkle when the sunlight from the window hit it. It
would be cool if it was real—life beyond the stars––but Caleb was
not so naïve to believe such fantastical dreams.

“Thanks.” He dropped the rock into his pocket and then slipped
out when the store filled up with a new wave of
customers.

The air smelled of brine from the sea and lavender from the
fields to the east. The landscape used to be pristine: a natural
wonder in a world growing too fast for its own good. Now it was
littered with advertisements, overnight vendors, and rowdy city
folk.

He walked along the boardwalk, looking out at the still
water. It felt like only yesterday his dad had taken him out on his fishing
boat as a young boy. Caleb was unable to sleep the night before,
he’d been so excited to co-captain the small vessel. But those were
only memories now. It was just Caleb left. His parents had passed
on and his older sister moved to the city with her husband years
ago.

“Caleb!”

The loud voice pulled him from his thoughts. He
turned away
from the water to find his best friend jogging toward him. Scott
recently got a job in a city over five hours away. Soon he’d be
alone. His job as a boat mechanic was the only thing keeping him
going. With the fishing industry suffering, he wasn’t sure how long
he’d have even that. His life was a fucking forfeit.

“What are you doing out here? Shouldn’t you be packing for
your fancy new job?”

“Fuck off. I’ll be pushing pencils. Nothing fancy about
that.” His friend gave him a friendly shove.

At least
Scott had a choice. Not many parents in their small town could
afford to send their kids to college. Since Scott’s parents owned
the local hardware store, they were able to send him out for
post-secondary education, where he studied accounting. Caleb had to
learn his skills hands-on from his father, like most boys they grew
up with.

They both turned to look at the new billboard obstructing
the view of
the cove. “Nice…” Scott laughed and pointed at the oversized alien
caricature next to it. “Did you hear? Old widow Macintyre says she
was abducted and probed.”

Caleb nearly choked as he envisioned the old gossip telling such
a tall tale to the media. “Seriously?”

His
friend shrugged. “Hey, maybe it’s true. It would explain a
lot.”

They both laughed. “Or more likely she wants to fund the construction
of her new sunroom.”

Scott
nudged his arm and they continued to walk along the boardwalk. “I
know it’s a madhouse here, but do you believe any of it? Over
twenty people said they saw something in the sky that
night.”

“Are there even twenty families, living around the marina?
Someone probably saw a falling star and then everyone else made up
their minds that it was a UFO. You’ve seen how a little piece of
gossip can get blown out of proportion around here. I think most of
us are so desperate for a little excitement, we have to make it
up.”

“There’re pictures.”

Caleb shook his head. “I’ve seen them. It could be anything. A
pie pan on a string could create the same effect.”

Although Scott appeared genuinely convinced for a moment,
he quickly brushed it off as humorous. “What I’d like to know is
why they’d come to Brellville of all places.”

“At least we’ll be sure they never return.”

They both laughed out loud. He didn’t have much longer to spend with
his friend. They veered off the wooden-plank path and carefully
navigated the gravel slope toward the rocky shore. Caleb picked up
a flat stone and brushed off the sand before skipping it along the
surface of the water.

“Remember when we were kids, we’d come down here all the time
to catch minnows.”

Scott sat on a large piece of driftwood.
“The first time I
got drunk was behind the boathouse.”

It was
quiet, only the sound of distant gulls, the soft hum of engines,
and the water lapping at the shore. If only things didn’t have to
change, but his family was gone, and soon his best friend would
leave. Caleb felt a great sadness weigh down on him. He felt left
behind and very alone.

“I remember. You puked half the night, too.”

“I tend to leave out that detail,” said Scott with a
chuckle. He poked at some seaweed with a stick. “So…what are you
going to do, Caleb?”

He
didn’t like the serious edge transforming his friend’s voice. It
was so much easier to use humor to mask the deeper issues. “What do
you mean?”

“I’m worried about you.”

He
narrowed his eyes and scoffed, picking up another stone. “For what?
I’m not sick.”

“You know damn well what I mean. I have a feeling I’ll come
back here in five years and you’ll be no different, living in that
old house with another ten cats.”

“I only have two.”

“Whatever. There’s a lot more out there, Caleb. Don’t let
life pass you by.”

He didn’t reply, a huge frog clogging his throat.
Everything Scott said was true. He was desperately holding onto a
past that couldn’t be relived. He still hadn’t found his own happily ever
after—and probably never would.

“I’m not ready to leave.”

“Why the fuck not? What are waiting for … the woman of your
dreams? In Brellville? Another alien sighting?”

“Maybe. Who knows?” He walked further down the shore alone,
not comfortable with the conversation. Scott got up and
followed.

“I don’t want to leave with you angry. I’m just
saying—”

“I know. You don’t have to explain. Maybe one day I’ll be ready to
move on, start over, whatever. It’s just not my time yet. If you
find some extra inspiration in the city, send it my
way.”

Scott
offered a warm smile. “Come on, I’ll buy you a drink.”


Chapter Two

 


Zane
looked over the system map spread over the table. He pointed to the
blue and green planet. “That’s the one. That’s where we’ll find
him.”

“You’re sure this time?” asked Kross.

“It has to be the one.” At least he hoped. It was the last
habitable planet in their system matching the prophecy. They’d been
looking for their mate for two years straight, every turn a dead
end. Others had found their matches on the distant planet, making
Zane more hopeful.

“We’ll leave at first light,” said Kross, opening one of the metal
cabinets where they kept travel supplies. His first officer didn’t
question him. He was all business, and even more determined to find
their human. “Should we bring extra blankets? I hear humans are
frail creatures.”

Zane exhaled as he folded up the map. They hadn’t expected
their mate would be a human, but who were they to complain?
The first human
mate had been revealed to a Mandor only months before theirs. It
was something different to the men on their world, and their race
was still adjusting to the new foreign culture.

Neither
of them had seen one with their own eyes.

“Dolph’s mate is a human, too. He’s going to search
Earth for
him after the harvest. There’s nothing wrong with
humans.”

Kross grumbled as he sorted through the supplies. “They’re small
and breakable. I still don’t understand how this
happened.”

Mythios was a planet rich in prophecy. Over two
thousand years ago,
a great epidemic changed the future for all Mandorians. Females
were permanently wiped out by the disease, and Mandorian males were
incompatible as mates. They’d since learned how to procreate thanks
to the research by their top scientists. At least three blood
samples were required for the process—two Mandorian and an alien
species.

After
sexual maturity, every Mandor was given signs by the Oracle to aid
them in finding their true mate. There were no substitutes. It was
the driving force behind every Mandor. Although prophecy gave them
signs where to look, it was partially a guessing game when the men
were never born on Mythios. Lately, Earth seemed to be the
destination for many Mandors, human DNA the perfect match for their
species.

“You should be more worried about scaring him. With
your miserable attitude, we’ll have to sedate him just to bring
him home.”

Kross paused and turned to look at him. “I’ll try not to scare
him.”

That would have to suffice for now. Zane packed up his
satchel and walked along the metal grating to the exit hatch. He
climbed down from the spacecraft, eager to take a long run. His
body was wound tight and his mind going into overdrive. After so
many years of searching with no results, his resolve was slipping.
If not for Kross, he may have given up months ago, but having another
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