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Chapter I - From Blue Skies to Nowhere

The roar of the Cessna’s engine was a familiar comfort to Jack Reed. Its steady hum blended harmoniously with the serene world around him. Flying was his sanctuary, the one place where he could leave behind the demands of his life as a surgeon.

In the sky, there were no operating tables soaked in blood, no lives hanging by a thread, no relentless hours. There was just him, the wild blue yonder of open spaces, and the freedom to soar wherever he pleased.

He had been married, but his wife and their unborn child died in a tragic traffic accident. Since the accident, most of his earnings had gone into his passion for flight, the plane’s maintenance, and upgrades he couldn’t resist.

His latest indulgence had been a high-performance radar system, which he mounted on the dashboard himself just weeks ago. Glancing at its sleek display, he felt satisfied. It was worth every penny.

It was a breathtaking autumn day. The world was painted in golden hues, and the air felt crisp and alive. The sun hung low in the sky, its amber light bathing the earth in a soft glow.

Below the cockpit, a patchwork of golden fields stretched like a quilt, bordered by lines of trees ablaze in red, orange, and yellow shades. The harvest season had arrived, and the land seemed to hum with quiet productivity.

In the distance, the jagged peaks of a mountain range rose majestically against the sky, their snow-capped summits glinting like distant beacons. His heart quickened at the sight; those mountains were his destination and escape.

The mountains loomed closer, their imposing forms becoming more defined with every passing moment. Their slopes were cloaked in dense pine and cedar forests, their earthy green hues contrasting beautifully with the vibrant autumn colors below.

As he adjusted his altitude, the air grew cooler and carried the faint evergreen scent. Suddenly, his calm was shattered. The radar began to beep insistently, its sharp tones cutting through the peaceful hum of the Cessna’s engine.

His brow furrowed as he leaned forward, trying to make sense of the display. Something was rapidly approaching from behind, something fast.

‘What the hell could it be?’ he muttered, his stomach tightening with unease. There shouldn’t have been anything but him and the birds in this remote airspace. His fingers tightened around the controls, instinctively preparing to maneuver.

He wondered if he could veer to the side to avoid a collision, but it was too late before he could react.

Out of nowhere, a massive sphere appeared directly in his path. The sphere was unlike anything he had ever seen. It was an enormous, opaque structure that seemed to shimmer like dense fog, yet it held an almost metallic sheen. It hovered with an unnatural stillness, as though defying the laws of physics.

Time seemed to slow as his brain struggled to process what his eyes were seeing. His hands gripped the controls so tightly that his knuckles turned white.

Bracing for impact, he shut his eyes. When he opened them again, the world had changed. He was still airborne, but the landscape around him was entirely unfamiliar.
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Below him stretched a forest of towering trees, their trunks so thick it would take a dozen men clasping hands to encircle them. The tree bark was deep, charcoal gray, gnarled, and textured like ancient stone.

Tree canopies stretched impossibly high. Their leaves formed a dense, greenish-gold mosaic that filtered sunlight into ethereal beams. The scale was overwhelming. It was as if he had been shrunk and dropped into a primordial jungle.

“What the hell...” he whispered, his voice lost in the roar of the engine. Alarms blared in the cockpit, red lights flashing as he struggled to regain control.

The trees loomed closer, their massive trunks rushing toward him. His stomach dropped as the plane’s nose dipped sharply.

The impact was brutal. The ground rushed up to meet him, and the landing gear snapped like twigs as the plane skidded across the forest floor.

When the plane finally halted, smoke billowed from the engine. His heart pounded as he fumbled with the harness, forced the door open, and stumbled into the surreal landscape.

The air was thick and humid, carrying the faint scent of moss and something sweet, almost citrusy. The ground beneath his boots was soft, covered in a spongy carpet of green moss interspersed with strange bioluminescent flowers that glowed faintly in the dim light.

Above him, the colossal trees swayed gently, their leaves whispering secrets to one another in the wind. He turned to inspect the wreckage. The plane was battered but intact, and engine smoke curled lazily into the air.

“At least the plane didn’t catch fire,” he muttered, trying to steady his nerves. His relief was short-lived. Behind the plane, half-hidden by the forest’s shadows, was something that made his blood run cold: an alien spaceship.

The spaceship’s surface was sleek and iridescent, shifting between shades of silver and deep blue as it reflected the dappled light filtering through the trees. The design was otherworldly, its curves and contours defying earthly logic.

He stared at the spaceship, his mind racing. “Where am I?” he wondered. Reaching back into the cockpit, his fingers found the cold steel of his gun.

Pulling it free, he held it tightly, its weight comforting and ominous. “Lucky me,” he muttered, though the unease gnawing at his gut told him otherwise.

Then, the spaceship opened. Two figures descended. Their forms seemed strange yet eerily familiar. The aliens stood upright on two legs. Their bodies were covered in a pale, smooth texture that wasn’t quite like skin. They moved with an unsettling grace, deliberately and precisely.

Their eyes, obsidian-looking orbs that ballooned over the bony frames surrounding them, were their most striking features. Each of their foreheads bore strange markings, perhaps sculpted scar tissue, appearing to function as unique identifiers. Their lips were broad and fleshy, curling upward in a way that suggested a smile or possibly something more menacing.

One was bald. Its head looked like a bowling ball, with eyes and, oddly, no ears. The other was softer, more delicate, and had long flowing dark hair. Something about their faces resembled fish faces.

Their hands caught his attention next. Each of them had three thick, elongated fingers. Their fingertips were slightly bulbous, arranged in a way that reminded him of a chameleon’s grasp.

What the hell did these things evolve from? he thought, his gaze darting between them and their ship. The spaceship’s advanced design left no doubt that their civilization was light-years ahead of Earthlings.

“Stay where you are!” he shouted, raising the gun. His voice echoed through the forest, sharp and trembling. “My name is Jack Reed. I have a gun! Don’t come any closer!”

The two beings exchanged a glance, their wide eyes meeting in a way that suggested communication. Then, ignoring the warning, they continued toward him, their lips curling into what he could only interpret as a smile.

His hands began to shake uncontrollably, the gun trembling in his grip. Fear surged through him. Without meaning to, he pulled the trigger.

A shot rang out, deafening in the stillness. One of the beings clutched its abdomen. A dark, viscous fluid oozed between its fingers. The being collapsed.

The other froze, its eyes darting between him and its fallen companion. Its expression unreadable, it knelt beside the wounded one.

“Shit!” he gasped, his voice breaking. “I didn’t mean to do that! I told you to stop!” Overwhelmed with panic, he turned to flee. His boots pounded against the mossy ground.

The forest seemed to close around him. Massive trees cast long shadows, stretching like grasping hands. He ducked behind one of the trunks, his breath ragged as he tried to understand what had happened.

Peeking around the tree, he saw the uninjured alien retrieve a metal box from their ship. The other being pulled an instrument resembling a laser scalpel from it.

Kneeling beside the wounded one, the alien began to cut into the injured abdomen with meticulous care. What it extracted made his stomach churn. It was a small, fragile being. Its tiny form was unmistakably that of a child.

His breath caught as the truth slammed into him. He had not just wounded an alien. He had killed an unborn child.

Guilt hit him like a tidal wave. His knees buckled, and he collapsed against the tree. He had spent his entire life fighting to save others, pouring heart and soul into every operation.

Now, with one panicked pull of the trigger, he had taken a life, an innocent, unborn child. Tears streamed down his face as he hurled the gun into the underbrush.

“Criminal...” he spat at himself, his voice raw and shaking.

Forcing himself to look back at the scene, the sight struck him like a blow, reviving the grief of losing his wife and daughter.

Knowing that he had, through fear and carelessness with a gun, created that kind of suffering for another was too great a burden to bear.

The uninjured alien placed the tiny being on the mother’s chest, stroking them both with a tenderness that made his heart ache. They stayed like that for a long time. Their silence was filled with a sorrow he could feel in his bones.

Eventually, the alien began digging a grave, its long fingers carving into the earth with surprising speed. As it buried the child, it turned its head toward him, its gaze piercing. It knew he was there.

The child was buried with deliberate care. Thick fingers pushed the soft, loamy soil over the tiny form until the mound was smooth and unbroken. For a long moment, the alien knelt there, motionless, its head bowed in grief.

The air was heavy with sorrow. He found himself unable to look away.

Without a sound, the alien turned its attention to the injured one. Its movements were gentle, almost reverent, as it began to dig a second grave beside the first.

The rich earth piled up quickly. The rhythmic sound of hands cutting through the soil echoed faintly through the stillness. Every so often, it glanced in his direction.

Though he remained hidden behind the tree’s thick trunk, the gaze seemed to pierce through him, as if the alien could see his very soul. He pressed his back harder against the bark, his breath shallow and uneven.

The alien knew he was there. There was no doubt about that now. Yet it didn’t come for him. Not yet.

When
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