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"With time and patience, the mulberry becomes a silk gown."

—Chinese proverb.

An alien meteoroid enters the atmosphere of Earth, hailing from a foregone civilization from eons ago. The visitor’s origins would never be known but its impregnating legacy would. The metallic shell protecting the last remnant of their DNA was burning up, becoming a narrowly visible meteor in the skyline of the southwestern United States. Our vigilant yet chance encounter from space had now entered the mesosphere, the layer where most meteors would disintegrate into nothingness. It had started out as a meter in diameter and was speedily losing the barrier between itself and complete extinction. Mercifully, the stars had aligned perfectly, and by the tiniest of probable margins, it would not only survive entry but would also be reborn in the womb of an unwitting human. The husk had been whittled down to the size of a pebble, tumbling through a minor storm cloud above the city of Las Vegas, Nevada. A current of wind sent it on a collision course for Chinatown Plaza, a strip mall of ethnic pan-Asian businesses. This evening, it was heading in the direction of a special restaurant, silently owned by a beautiful, ambitious Chinese-American female. Her name was “Vi Jett” and destiny was calling.

“I’m an asshole. For once, I venture outside my cave and of course, it begins to rain. How dare I.” she sardonically said to no one in particular. A sprinkling of raindrops had pelted the weather-beaten patio table she was sitting at and another had just struck her head of wavy, spider black hair. A bout of nihilism made Vi shrug it off, but a subsequent dash of droplets on her trim physique drew a disgruntled surrender to the elements. As she stood up, the early evening sun illuminated her lengthy mane, unveiling the tinge of cobalt blue she regularly dyed it with. Among the beads of rainwater was a barely discernible pearl of extraterrestrial substance that was sliding down the damp strands, pulsing with a red color. She fixed her two-in-one pullover, a faded black crop tee with an image of a Neanderthal skull on the center of her resounding bust. The adjustment redirected the crimson piece of matter past the scoop neckline of the fabric and onto the center gore of her 32F brassiere. A shivering stutter came from her thin pink lips as the precipitation came into contact with her pale-olive skin. Jett used one of the black-and-white striped long sleeves to wipe her delicate neck, placidly exhaling.

“...Seriously, Vegas gets four inches of rain a year. Why now? ...Fine, the hint has been taken. I’ll retreat to the shadows, but just because I’m a big-breasted goth, it doesn’t mean I only come up once the night falls.” she descanted, pursing her small mouth and blowing the messy bangs out of her light brown irises. The twenty-five-year-old woman was remarkably gorgeous, her raven locks mounting a breathtaking, sharply proportioned face. Her features were softly formed and had molded into a heart-shaped visage with considerable eyes, a raised nose, and moderate natural brows. She took a hair clip, parted the tresses to the left, and straightened her five-foot, eleven-inch frame. To her right, she caught a glimpse of a minor meteor shower in the distant, setting darkness. This allowed the “passenger” to creep vertically over her bare midriff and into the open flaps of her jean shorts without notice. Vi then picked up her roujiamo, literally meaning “meat in a bun”, and left the closed-off rooftop that contained several AC units. Jett closed the door that was a direct entryway into her studio apartment. Technically, it was a converted attic, serving as her “home” for four straight years.

“...Don’t make me say it again.” a slightly accented voice advised. Vi knew it was her beloved guardian and biological aunt, who was twenty years her senior. “Bambang Zhong” was an entity of quiet, stony strength and further exemplified it with, “Stick to the schedule. Charles isn’t coming back for another two days, so make certain this is the last time I have to tell you this...” 

The unseen relative promptly shut the only other entrance to her crowded room, Jett sensing the reverberation of the steel door sliding shut, then hearing a series of locks clicking into place. Feeling beaten, she quickly consumed her “Chinese hamburger”, eating the savory combination of flatbread and spiced pork in four easy bites. The wax wrapper was casually tossed over a rusted and packed shelving unit, her carefully stepping forward as she perceived the satisfactory plop of the wadded-up packaging sinking into the wire trash can. Vi was intimately acquainted with every micron of dust in the sixty by seventy feet of living space, demonstrated by the graceful stripping of her clothes. Each article of clothing was catapulted across the maze of exceedingly stacked books and boxes. At a glance, the quarters could be mistaken as a classic case of hoarding. Even so, there was a method to this highly peculiar madness. Her top was the first to be taken off, the squishy round melons moderately bobbing forth. The snappy, surgical execution of her movements sifted the unearthly kernel to within the safety of her dark v-string panties. “Ow!” she exclaimed, a hand immediately going to her crotch.

“...Oh. Not as nimble as I normally am. ‘BB’ is right. I need to get my shit together...” she admitted, staring at the red mark on her hip. It was incurred from bumping into the worn edge of an old text. Presently, Vi was at the comfy “Heart” of the unusual nest, her little toes touching the teak wood of her circular bed. The antique was adorned with a plethora of assorted items, none of which were in her regard at the moment. She was transfixed by the very thing she was trying to avoid in the first place. An older model laptop was facing her, an image of a rather large pregnant belly displayed; full-screened for her visual fascination. Purportedly, the bump belonged to a Chinese woman that had been expecting for seventeen, prolonged months. Speculation aside, Jett was among the meager group of people in the world who knew it to be one-hundred percent true. Over and above that, she was keenly turned on by the summation of the different facets behind it. The sexual impulse had innately developed from her constant exposure to the swollen tums. For the most part, it had been for research purposes. Lately, she believed an activation of the kinkier side had occurred. And it was blooming in full force tonight.

“Hmmm...” she moaned, gently massaging her groin area. Vi willfully succumbed to the meteoric outburst of stimulation penetrating the senses, her stomach dropping with the rarely triggered emotion. Reasonably, her shorts were next, grunting as she pulled on the belt loops. Her twenty-four-inch wide hips were inherited from the Caucasian half of her genealogy, along with a solidly spherical buttocks, and thighs that were as expansive as the Mojave desert. The luscious orbs on her lower and upper body were the physical attributes that made her a traffic stopper. She was a portrait of East Asian beauty from the neck up, and the emanating union of attractiveness caused her to understandably stand out. While it had no bearing on the reasoning for her guarded seclusion, the exotic anatomy clearly didn’t help the effort either. Currently, the pressure of laying low for nearly half a decade was fading with her sensual ignition. The denim trousers fell around her dainty feet and then kicked away, Jett letting her tall buxom self sink into the threadbare mattress. One spindly hand positioned the notebook to the right of her and with the palm of the other, she comfortably patted her tight snatch.

-Looks like it’s time to evoke the...uh, spank bank? Yeah, that’s what they call it. ...Hm. ...I need to 'deposit' something in it first, I guess.- she inwardly mused. Her gaze went to the various photos pinned to the white sheet canopy above, starting with the photo of her in a graduation robe from college, remembering the three long years it took to complete the dual degree. She was accustomed to extensive waiting periods and although the previous seven years had been meticulously planned, her future was uncertain. Vying for something in the realm of pleasure, she looked at the polaroid that pictured herself, Bambang, and Charles, all wearing dark getups. It was taken on the day they stole two million dollars from her mother. The memory was a bit stimulating, seeing as Vi was a low-key adrenaline junkie. Two of her delicate fingers were inserted, mainly satisfied with the effect the heist had on her life. The third snapshot depicted the ultimate result of her ongoing situation, showing a business’s grand opening, the unique buffet restaurant below her. They called it...“A Table for
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