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  This story is dedicated to the alien overlords who will soon enslave us all. We welcome your benevolent tyranny.




And to the storytellers, the readers and those who choose to only experience this through their Windows 30 neural-interface jack.

… what’s that burning smell.
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(RAKCHA NU)




An hour ago, an alien craft touched down in a park directly opposite the Capitol building. The National Guard were quickly mobilized, establishing a perimeter around the ship, while holding back a large crowd that had gathered at a cautious distance. No one dared approach the vessel, and nothing emerged from within.




Across the country—from the eastern to the western shores—identical ships had landed, each one silent and unmoving. All over the Earth, hundreds more had appeared. Since the moment they entered the solar system, the visitors had offered no signal, no message, no sign of intent.




For millennia we had wondered whether we were alone in the cosmos. In recent decades, astronomers and exploration agencies had searched the stars for radio signals or any hint of intelligent life. Meanwhile, our own transmissions had streamed outward for more than a century, carrying our voices, music, and culture into the void.




Our technology advanced at a staggering pace: from horse and cart to trains, aeroplanes to rockets, that carried us to the Moon. We colonized the lunar surface first, the Red planet followed, then we built stations above the outer worlds. We mined helium‑3 from the gas giants to fuel our expanding reach. Yet, despite all this exploration, there was no trace of extraterrestrial life. No one answered our signals. No one came.




Three days ago, everything changed.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




(RAKCHA SU)


Half a dozen colossal ships—each the size of a city—materialized just beyond the Red planet’s gravity well. Footage showed their engines burning red as they maneuvered into geosynchronous positions above the earth. Governments and militaries panicked. News networks scrambled to interview experts. Some channels abandoned their schedules entirely, airing old science fiction movies, as if they might offer guidance.


Riots erupted. Religious groups proclaimed the end of days; a few fringe sects even carried out mass suicides. In an attempt to calm the world, Earth President Robert Cane appeared on news broadcasts. He appealed for calm, he told us not to panic, and issued a global statement: Do not assume hostile intent. Do nothing that could spark an interstellar war.


In the park, a young girl tugged at her father’s sleeve.


“What do you think they look like, Papa? Green skin and three eyes? Or long necks and magical fingers?”


“I can’t guess, darling,” he said, thinking of the countless stories and shows he’d devoured over the years. His favorites being Wormhole Warriors, Signs and Portents and Fusion Cells Not Included.


“Will they be scary like the mind-benders? Or cute and fluffy like the Scribbles?” Jane asked.


“I’m sure they’ll be friendly,” he said, though unease gnawed at him. Why so many ships? Why complete silence?


He noticed several people in the crowd carrying weapons—focused‑beam rifles, mass‑driver carbines, and, to his surprise, old‑style handguns and shotguns. 
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