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The great god Zeus descended out of the
clouds in a glorious
display of smoke and fiery bolts.

He, or at least his enormous shiny head,
landed with a whoosh of dust and dried grass in front of the
fervently cheering mass gathered in front of the steps of the crude
temple. It was difficult to tell as to whether the temple was half
finished or had been half demolished.

“Kneel!” commanded the booming voice from the gigantic
snarling mouth. “Kneel before the magnificent Zeus!”

As one, the
crowd dropped to their knees, faces pressed into the dust.

“Insignificant
dungworms! Have you done
as Zeus commanded?”

“We have, oh mighty one,” whispered the
high priest Maddpoxx crawling closer towards Zeus.

“Krollium
pusbug! Stand and
approach Zeus.”

The priest dusted his white robes and
moved gingerly towards
the terrifying entity.

“Speak up!” Zeus’ eyes glowed. Smoke bellowed from
large nostrils.

“My lord, we have done exactly as you commanded!”

“Excellent! How many?”

“Twelve! I am sure that…”

“Twelve? Do you wish to provoke the wrath of Zeus?” A
ball of fire belched from the great mouth.

The priest flinched. “They are few, but they are the
finest specimens! I am
sure you will find them all most pleasing!”

“Pray your assumptions are correct or I
shall grant you a fate worse than death!” A concentrated beam of energy leapt from Zeus’
right eye, melting a large rock outcrop to glowing magma.
“Let The
Choosing begin!”

The priest clapped his
hands.

A dozen beautiful nubile maidens, dressed
in robes similar to his own, paraded proudly down the steps in
single file.

Maddpoxx began to line them up neatly in a row facing Zeus.
He straightened robes and fixed hair as he went. Satisfied, he
moved to the edge of the line. “You may proceed, mighty one!” He
bowed graciously waving an arm. “Every one a virgin. You have my
personal guarantee on that!”

“Excellent!”

A beam from Zeus’ left eye
fell on a maiden at the far end
of the row. It moved slowly up and down her frame like some
ethereal hand testing an exotic fruit for ripeness. Then it
proceeded to the next female and the next. As it touched upon each
maiden they would softly pray: Please, oh great Zeus, choose
me.

After the final inspection the eye dulled. A lengthy uneasy
silence followed.

“Have you made a decision, my lord?” asked
Maddpoxx worriedly.

“Silence,
mudfly! Zeus is about to
reveal The
Chosen”

The maidens
clenched their hands in anticipation.

The left eye beamed onto the third maiden closest to
Maddpoxx.

Her skin was milk-coloured and
void of blemishes common to
such fair-skinned mortals. Her long sensual neck rose elegantly to
meet the small oval face. If not for the straight carrot-red hair
that reached down into the hollow of her slender back, one might
almost have imagined her to be a statue of purest white marble.
Eyes sparkled pools of emerald water. The lips were a natural
cerise. And, although slim, it was evident that her bosom was full
and firm beneath the flowing robe.

“Her! She is The Chosen!”

All twelve wept. Eleven from heart-rending
rejection, one from elation.

“Your name?” demanded Zeus

“Answer, girl!” coaxed Maddpoxx.

“Vesuvia, my lord,” she spluttered through the
tears.

“Priest, you have done well! Zeus is most
pleased! Fear not, your community shall experience many blessings
of gratitude!”

“Your humble servant thanks you, my lord!”
said Maddpoxx kneeling
again.

“Exactly one year from now, Zeus shall
again manifest himself in the flesh! Be sure not to disappoint
me!”

“Never, oh mighty one!”

“Come, Vesuvia, we must depart! Your
destiny is one of greatness and importance. Enter me! Become
one
with Zeus!”

She walked slowly yet bravely into the
mouth before looking back.

There was a roaring sound as the ground
seemed to fall away. She managed to wave a timid goodbye before the
enormous aperture hissed closed.

 


Vesuvia had been told on many occasions
that The
Chosen would be
masticated, swallowed and digested. Her consciousness would then
join with Zeus’ and she would thus gain immortality.

The concept
had always seemed wondrous yet frightening.

Now, as she looked around the small shiny
cavity, her only emotion was fear.

Only minutes had passed since her great elation, but now a
crushing sense of loneliness and abandonment pressed in upon her.
She began to regret her success in being The Chosen. Thought of imminent pain terrified her. She
wished someone else had been chosen and that she could be back on
Totonia celebrating the success of The Choosing.

Immortality suddenly seemed
repulsive. She wanted
desperately to return to her simple life; sunlight on her face and
the feel of wet grass under naked feet. She wanted to fall in love;
deeply in love. She wanted a husband; children. Yes, most of all
she regretted that she was going to die an unproductive
virgin.

Many were the times she had felt a fiery
passion welling up inside of her. Once she had come close to giving
in to a young man’s advances. He had kissed her long pale neck with
incredible tenderness until she had believed that her desire would
cause her to self-combust.

Her desire to become The Chosen had proven stronger.

How could she have been so
foolish?

 


These thoughts were crossing her mind when
a door at the back of the mouth slid open.

“Zeus’
throat!” she choked. “He prepares to swallow me.”

“Come Vesuvia!” The voice came from the
darkness of the oesophagus. “I have chosen you for a most special purpose!
Disrobe and enter!”

Without hesitation she removed her only item of clothing and
entered the darkened chamber. She heard the door hiss
closed.

There was a
squelching sound beneath her feet and the sensation of thick warm
moistness.

Zeus’ throat! The thought repeated in her screaming
mind.

She walked further into the darkness. With
each step the viscous wetness seemed to creep further up
feet…ankles…calves…knees…thighs…!

She moaned and sighed as the blood rushed
to her head. She sensed her pale features had flushed to heated
crimson.

Looking up she noticed dim stars growing in intensity,
celestial bodies placed in neat rows, not scattered like the
Totonian night sky.

The illumination increased until the chamber filled with a
serene ambient light.

She looked down and gasped in horror. The
entire chamber was covered in a greenish translucent
substance.

Not throat…stomach! Some sort of digestive
fluid. Death will be unhurried and painful! Already I sense the
heat as it sluggishly assimilates me!

At the far side, another door slid open. She was expecting a
summons into yet another mystifying chamber when a portly naked man
entered.

He stared nervously at the greenish
fluid that covered his
pudgy feet.

The door
closed and he gasped in panic as his eyes fell upon Vesuvia.

Cupping both
hands over his groin area, he retreated swiftly into the far
corner.

“Who are you?” he exclaimed fearfully.
“What do you want of me?”

“Silence, Harry!” boomed Zeus. “It is I, not Vesuvia who demands of you!”

“What is it
that you wish, mighty one?” frowned Harry visibly even more
shaken.

“Fear not! There is no need for dread if you should both obey
my wishes! I have chosen you in order to create a new race,
a strong race!
Your peoples, the inhabitants of earth and the inhabitants of
Totonia, have both become weak!”

“Weak?” queried the earthman.

“Your bloodlines are tainted with the
scourge of inbreeding! It has long been a misconception of many
communities that their purity makes them strong. Strength comes
through diversity! A community too stubborn to spread out, will
eventually fade into nothingness. I plan to spare you that fate!
You will be my instruments! Harry, your seed is the key to that
strength!”

“My seed?
What...?” said the earthman anxiously. “You wish for me to…to…! No!
What you are asking is impossible! Never!”

“Impudent flea! You dare defy the will of
Zeus! I shall destroy you both!”

“Please, my lord, I wish no disrespect, but this female
is unknown to me. I cannot do what you ask, with a
…stranger.”

Vesuvia once again experienced elation. Zeus, in his infinite
wisdom, had chosen to grant her the opportunity to fulfil her great
unspoken desire. The opportunity to procreate!

It was evident that this anxious reluctant earthman was
about to strip her of that marvellous aspiration.

“No!” she shouted. “Hahree, we must do Zeus’
bidding!” she pleaded in her strange accent. “I beg you to
reconsider! I do not wish for death!”

“Heed the female’s words!” growled Zeus.
“Disobey and you shall both feel my displeasure! Obey and I shall shower you with gifts
beyond wildest imaginings!”

“Gifts?” queried Harry. “What
gifts?”

“Allow me to demonstrate! I shall temporarily grant you any wish
that your heart may desire!”


“Anything?”

“Anything!”

“I wish to fly! To float upon the air as a
bird! That has always been my greatest yearning!”

“So be it! Your simple wish is
granted!”

“What?”

“It is done! Fly!”

“But I have no wings?” exclaimed Harry
glancing over his shoulder.

“With Zeus,
such cumbersome appendages are unnecessary! Jump!”

“Jump?”

“Jump!”

Harry jumped
and Harry flew! His portly frame floated like some giant soap
bubble towards the chamber ceiling.

“Zeus be praised!” gasped Vesuvia. “Forgive
us unworthy mortals for doubting you, oh mighty one!”

“I absolve you, child! Now enjoy your gift
while it lasts!”

“Me too?” she asked excitedly. A light-headed sensation
washed over her.

“Leap, girl!”

She leapt! She floated! She laughed
uncontrollably!

“Now, what is it to be, puny mortals?” Zeus’ voice was stern
again. “My wrath or
my rewards?”

“Your
rewards!” shouted Vesuvia ecstatically. “Your rewards!”

She gazed in utter fascination as the
viscous material elongated upwards, shaping into thick serpentine strands
that snapped with sucking noises before forming into large neat
globules that drifted slowly up to meet her. She slapped at one and
it splattered, reforming into a hundred smaller spheres.

She giggled loudly at the green residue on
her finger-tips, and
gazed towards the bobbing bubble earthman.

Her expression became one of acute seriousness.

She could not understand why the sight of
this cringing naked overweight man was causing her to be aroused
far beyond any degree that she had previously
experienced.

The feeling intensified to the point
where she no longer even
cared that she could not understand her strange condition. Her only
thought was to appease the unnatural appetite that enflamed
her.

She literally
flew at the wide-eyed earthman.

“Hahree, you will take me! And you will do it now!”

 


# # #

 


Lieutenant Harold West stepped out of the turbo-shower steaming
like a freshly baked bun.

The high-back swivel chair in front of the
main consol spun round to reveal one smiling lieutenant
Theodore
Poppyfield.

“You like your skinny red-heads?” asked Ted
rhetorically.

“How is she?” asked Harry
matter-of-factly putting
on his Zone Authority uniform.

“Safe and sound! Dropped off on a beautiful
beach on the far side of
Totonia. There’s a friendly village nearby.”

“Great! It’ll be many decades, centuries even, before
Vesuvia’s people acquire the know-how to traverse their great
oceans.”

“Our little secret is safe. For all intents
and purposes, her people now believe she is one with Zeus.” Ted formed his hands into a butterfly.
“Immortal!”

“We may have
lied, but there is truth to the inbreeding thing.”

“The Zone Authority would definitely
disagree.”

“Don’t you start with me again on
the Non-Interference Policy! You enjoy playing god!”

“Not as much as I enjoy playing anxiously
reluctant earthmen!”

They guffawed
loudly.

 


Their decision to become
gods, or
anxiously reluctant
earthmen, happened just
over five years ago.

Four years prior to that, they had
graduated from Authority
Academy, and been assigned to a sector of 23 inhabited planets
known as O-Zone.

Most of these planets had been classified between Class 1 and 7.
This basically meant that the inhabitants were not too far up the
ladders of science and technology.

Ted and Harry’s duties were to monitor progress, and to dissuade
the presence of any unsavoury visitors in the sector who might wish
to take advantage of such primitive societies.

The four years had been edifyingly tedious and aggravatingly
boring. Reports of glorious battles and even more glorious
victories in other sectors had only frustrated their
situation.

Every month the Official Intergalactic
Communiqué would
transmit images of the soldiers that had earned medals, promotions,
or both.

Harry had been alone at main control when
the terrible
news arrived. He read
the report on the screen:

THE ZONER - Official spacepage of
ZA.

Zone Authority is proud to announce that
Zone Authority Space Exploration (ZASE) has completed the charting
of Sector Q, and that plans are already underway to begin
establishing and charting an R-Zone.

Zone Authority is even prouder
to announce that no less than 3 Zone Authority personnel have been
awarded honours:

Corporal Zeke Lionheart - C-Zone -
Exemplary bravery in the line of fire. Authority Medal of Valour
(Posthumous).

Lieutenant Hickory Livingtin –
C-Zone – Outstanding heroism above and beyond the call of duty –
Authority Medal of Valour (Posthumous).

Lieutenant Hunk Strawmann – C-Zone -
Adroitness under pressure – Authority Medal of Honour – Promoted to
Captain.

Our sincerest
congratulations to all recipients.

To the rest of you Zonedogs,
keep up the good work and remember:

THERE’S NO
PLACE LIKE THE ZONE!

“Adroitness under
pressure? What the hell
does that mean?” Harry’s shouting brought Teddy out of the holovid
compartment. “Just look at that! Can you believe it?”

Ted read the report. “Wow! Yeah! Plenty action in
C-Zone!”

“Not that! That! Strawmann!
Receiving Authority’s highest award and being promoted to captain, while everybody else gets
killed! Or dies of goddam boredom!”
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