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Team members




Vincent
Miller. Team Leader.
Archaeologist. Contact specialist.

Ed Farley. Security Officer. Former Park
Ranger.

Dr. Edmund
Baum. Team Physician.
Doctor of Medicine and Microbiology.

Joseph Burke. Astrology. Student.

Ethan Kundis. Biology. Doctor of Ecology.

Zhang Jun. Meteorology. Student.

David Matteo. Field Technician.

 



 


Qlv Station. Day Zero




They had a ten-man wormhole train to pack.
Personal gear, camp gear, specialist equipment needed for their
various specialist roles. There was plenty to do. Miller was
actually the one with the least specialist gear, so he had time to
look over his team. To see how they were coping with the pre-ride
stress.

Burke and Zhang Jun were first timers,
nervous of course, but focused. Farley he knew, no problem there;
he estimated that Farley would end up as team leader pretty soon,
despite his lack of academic credentials. Actually because of that
lack. Most of the team would soon be moving up in the world, their
expertise needed desperately a dozen places. Matteo, he had
requested himself, and seeing him helping Burke with the skyscanner
now, despite Matteo's own considerable workload, Miller knew he had
made the right choice. Kundis seemed overly nervous. Dr. Baum
looked like he was making ready for a stroll in the park.

They worked in a big hangar on Qlv station.
They were completely alone in the big, white room, and probably for
miles around, Qlv’s corridors, chambers and rooms being notoriously
empty. Before them rose the big wormhole lock, into which their
train had been loaded. When the time came, they would enter the
train, it would pressurize, and be shot through the wormhole to
their destination. Wherever that might be.

He saw Farley look up, leave his packing and
walk purposely towards the enormous hangar doors. So, they had
company after all. Miller turned towards the doors, and saw the
Earth Consul, the new one, standing there. This should be
interesting. He went after Farley.

“Mr. Miller, Mr. Farley. Is all well with
your operation?” the Earth Consul asked mildly.

“Yes. Very. However.” Farley produced a
smartsheet. Miller couldn’t see what it said, but he knew well
enough. Stuff like:

 


“Do not, under any circumstances, address
Qlv station. Always leave communication with the station to
designated professionals.”

And …

“While on Qlv station never speak of any
violent act, or act in a manner that could be interpreted as
violent, even in jest or in referral to works of fiction. Refrain
from all kinds of threats and expressions of anger…”

 


“What exactly is the meaning of this, Mr.
Consul? We were lead to believe, we have in fact for years been
working on the assumption, that Qlv station is perfectly safe.”
Farley held out the sheet for the Consul to see. Of course he
already knew it, and barely glanced at it.

“The nature of Qlv station is being
re-evaluated as we speak. Several persons have disappeared from the
station, including my immediate predecessor, and this has cause
Earth Command to go over the sources again. We fear we may have
been to optimistic in our reading of our alien allies’ reports on
Qlv. Certain phrases are being re-examined in light of recent
events. Phrases like “indifferent” “completely dedicated to
internal security” and ”lacks basic understanding of, and interest
in, the affairs of biological life-forms.” These terms can be
construed as more… ominous than we have done so far,” the Consul
explained.

“So you are, in effect, telling us that Qlv
is not to be considered safe ground, but mission ground?” Miller
said.

The Consul was about to launch into further
explanations, but then thought better of it.

“Yes.”

Farley looked him over and said:

“You are wired for sound, are you not?”

“Sound and visuals, 24/7. The feed is dumped
into any package going back to Earth or forward to Colony One, and
analyzed in detail.” Farley and Miller looked at the small
straight-backed man. A man pale and composed. A man who might go
home unlike his predecessor, but a man not given to betting on long
shots. A man who knew live bait when he saw it.

A salute might have been in order, but this
was ostensibly a very civilian operation, and Qlv station was
watching. Qlv station was always watching. Miller patted the Consul
on the shoulder instead.

“Seems like we should wish you good luck,
instead of the other way around.”

“Thank you,” The Consul said simply.

Farley and Miller spoke no more of this.
Their destination was, so far, only accessibly though Qlv station;
a giant automated facility which alien builders had long since
vanished. If Qlv turned hostile, there would be no way back for the
team. The fact that Qlv had allowed these research missions in the
first place might not matter. The station was supposed to take
diplomat’s security very seriously. If a Consul could fall foul of
the stations artificial intelligence, so could they. Come to think
of it, they had only Qlv stations word that their destination was
in any way survivable.

None too soon they were done packing and had
strapped themselves in. The doors to the train closed with a hiss.
They wore oxygen masks just in case. Quietly they waited for the
time when Qlv would fire them through the wormhole.




 


Unknown Location, Day One



The wormhole lock stood on a piece of
red-brown rock; a large flat plateau with some trees and bushes,
cliff edges going straight down on three sides, a slope of rocks
and gravel on the fourth. It was quite warm, so Miller changed to a
short-sleeved shirt and shorts, both in light kaki. His gunbelt and
sidearm were black. Miller was a tall, large-boned man. His light
brown hair had started to recede in an early age, and now the top
of his head was largely bald.

The wormhole lock mechanism had deposited
the wormhole train to the side of the lock; it would not do to have
the lock blocked by a train; if another craft were shot down the
hole, a nasty accident would occur.

“Ok, this seems like a decent spot for first
camp. We set up our tents between the train and the lock. Any
comments on that? Farley? Zhang Jun?”

”Fine!” the security chief shouted as he
wrestled with a box of ground sensors.

“Uh, well, it’s too early to tell…” Zhang
Jun realized that they could not postpone sleeping at night until
he had a working weather model, “But if those threes and bushes can
survive the weather up here, so can we.”

Miller picked up a rifle and a pair of
binoculars. The situation was now the mirror refection of the
packing; everyone was busy except him. He had time to check up on
the others and time to look around. The planet looked quite earth
like. The sun was slightly orange. The sky was blue with a tiny
hint of purple, the weather warm. The air smelt fresh enough. The
landscape around them was rocky savannah, red earth, red-brown
rocks, scattered green bushes and trees. Was that birds in the
distance? He raised his binoculars. No. Gasplants, moving on the
wind, and some very large insects flying around them, landing,
hitching a ride on the bloated forms.

Miller looked at the others; it seemed like
Kundis had found something, so he checked on him first. The broad
faced European held up a large bug as Miller approached him.

“It’s a Scuttle. Ten legs, no wings. It’s identical in every way to the ones on Colony
One. There can be no more that a couple of thousand years evolution
separating this one and the ones we know so well!” Kundis said with
obvious delight.

“Isn’t Scuttles a awfully disruptive
invasive species?” Miller asked.

“Certainly. But look around. The plants here
are doing just fine. Whatever havoc the Scuttles might have caused,
equilibrium seems to have been reached. Speaking of plants, both
threes and grass looks like fossils found on Colony One. This world
seems to have been seeded by a race compatible to us, one of the
races that have also tried their hand on C-One. It could mean…”

“Don’t say it” Miller interrupted him with a
smile. Some superstitions remained even in these modern times.
Theatre people never said “Macbeth”, survey personnel never said
“Earth Colony Two”.

Burke would have to wait for nightfall to do
his magic, so Miller went over to Zhang Jun. The wiry Chinese youth
seemed highly-strung, but he responded well enough to
questions.

“I felt my ears pop as we left the train,”
Miller said.

“Yes, Sir, Mr. Miller. Sir. 1.49
atmospheres, gravity at 0,89 earth.” He overcame his need to be
technical for a moment. ”Plenty of oxygen, I would stipulate large
oceans. Powerful magnetic field, despite the low gravity. The
horizon seems closer. We may be on a small, dense world.”

Miller looked at the horizon. It did seem
closer, now that Zhang Jun had mentioned it. This was looking
better and better; dense meant heavy minerals, low gravity meant
easy construction and transport.

“Excellent work. Excellent,” Miller said
absently, his mind processing the implications.

 


[ ] [ ] [ ]

 


Well, all this fluffy hopefulness had to end,
Miller thought with a half smile. Time for a visit to the doctor.
The narrow-faced, athletic Farley was already there, his blue eyes
watching Miller cautiously. What was that ginger haired Mr. Serious
up to now? Well, it would have to keep. Dr. Baum took off his
glasses to carefully wipe the dust from them. A man in his late
thirties, he still had thick black curly hair, which he kept combed
backwards. Dr. Baum tilted his head and looked inquisitively at the
two of them as he spoke.

“I have placed the lockbox here.” He pointed
at a thumbprint-activated lockbox. It contained seven shots of
Nanobot Infection Eraser, each shot containing an army of
programmed killer microbots with a lifetime of 30 minutes. The NIE
had been brought at hideous expense form Earth’s allies, and
contained technology far beyond any humanity was capable of.
Because the NIE shots were more expensive than all the rest of the
gear put together, a certain protocol was required. Only the
doctor, the team leader and the security officer could order the
use of the NIS shots, but at the same time they had to be readily
available should the team get contaminated with something deadly.
The three men stood looking at the box with its precious cargo; a
cargo on which their lives might well depend. Then Miller said:

“I’m okay with the location.”

“Fine” said Farley.

And that was that.

Walking away from the doctor, Miller asked
Farley: “So what have you got for me?” Farley pointed into the
distance.

“Look over there. On infrared.” Binoculars
raised, Miller did as he asked.

“There is a plateau with two weak infrared
sources,” Miller conceded.

“One of them moves from time to time. The
other stays on the ground. They never touch.” Farley added.

“So?”

“So it’s either a warm-blooded
velociraptor-alike that hate its hatchlings and like completely
stupid nest placements, or it’s a well-placed lookout who lights a
fire every night and let it burn out in the morning. Your
call.”

“Take it away, Mr. Farley.” Miller said,
still looking at the tiny red blobs through his binoculars.

“Okay, listen up!” Farley shouted. “Def-Sit
two! Everybody get their sidearm. Matteo, deploy the fallback base.
We are not alone.”

 


[ ] [ ] [ ]

 


The fallback base was a camouflaged
self-guided robot vehicle loaded with food, water, basic gear and
weapons. It drove off and would later signal where it had hidden
itself. The idea was that if the main base was lost, or anyone was
cut of from reaching it, they could go there instead.

The main base itself was soon protected by
sensors and claymores. Which was all good and well, but only Burke
could do his work holed up in the camp. For the rest of the mission
to succeed, they had to move out into the landscape.

Miller addressed the entire team, sitting
around on boxes, as they ate a can of chili con cane each, their
first meal on this new world.

“Me, Farley and Dr. Baum go to investigate
the bogies, and possibly create contact. Matteo is in charge until
we return.” He could have picked Kundis instead of Dr. Baum, but
the doctor just seemed like the cooler customer.

“We will be in radio contact. Should we be
attacked and overwhelmed by hostiles, you should retreat. If the
three of us can’t deal with the hostiles while we have the element
of surprise, the four of you certainly can’t. So no heroics please.
Just go back and get help.” He looked around on each of the four
who were to remain in camp. He knew he could count on Matteo to get
the wormhole train loaded and fired. The three others didn’t look
like hero material. Or so he hoped.

 



 


The Approach

 




The three men walked through the afternoon
heat. They had decided that they would start by checking out the
area around the lookout post, preferably by moving along the cliff,
so they would not be spotted. Their reasoning being that whatever
it was the lookout was guarding was more interesting than the
lookout itself.

Farley and Miller had rifles and sidearms,
the doctor had a sidearm and a medical backpack. They carried a
headset each.

Moving down into some canyons to remain
unseen, they quickly discovered that ancient rivers had carved
quite the labyrinth through the plains. The bottom of the canyon
was rocky in some places, but had the occasional little patch of
plant life and soil. They guessed that some water still ran
underground, even if the rivers were long gone.

“It’s funny, this whole valley complex is
hard to see from the wormhole lock, and no doubt from other surface
positions as well. You would need an aerial survey to get any kind
of understanding of its geography,” Miller observed.

“The afternoon seems very long,” Dr. Baum
said. “Apparently this world has a slow rotation.” Miller and
Farley checked their watches, and then the sun. The man was right.
It had moved less than Sol would have done in the time they had
been here.

A radio bip interrupted them.

“Matteo here. They fallback base is hidden.
Downloading inertia coordinates.” The three men took a break to
memorize the fallback base’s location in relation to the base,
their destination and whatever landmarks they could pick out
visually and on the inertia map. Without maps and satellite
navigation, inertia tracking was all they had: little computers
what that kept track of how much they moved and build maps out of
that.

They resumed their trek.
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An hour later they saw the village. It was
situated where the canyon spread out around an oasis, with small
trees, green grass and a small, muddy pond. The village itself was
half hidden amongst the trees, consisting of a dozen woven huts and
some livestock enclosures. There was no livestock, though. And no
signs of inhabitants.

“Could it be abandoned?” the doctor
asked.

“No,” Miller replied. “Such a village needs
constant maintenance. For example, see those clay pots with plants
in? They must be watered often. Either they are having a siesta, or
we have been spotted.”

Farley looked straight up the cliff to their
left. Up there was the lookout they knew of. It could not possibly
see them now, but that did not mean that there wasn’t another
lookout somewhere really clever.

“How about we move into listening range, me
on the right side of that path, you on the left?” Farley suggested.
Miller considered. Farley could move between the trees and heavy
bush, invisible to the lookout above. It could work.

So Miller sneaked along the cliff, rifle
ready, with the doctor right behind him. Farley moved ahead of them
and to the right, on the other side of a small path that lead
towards the village. A path obviously trampled by the inhabitants'
coming and goings. Miller kept watching the village, and the
foliage around it, keeping track of Farley through the corner of
his eye.

Farley vanished.

Through the radio Miller and the doctor
heard a soft “Ouch.”

“Farley?” Miller mumbled in the radio.

“I’m in a shallow pit. It’s… it’s lined with
thorns. Bloody hell. I’m unhurt. But I’ll be needing a hand. God
damn it.”

“Doctor, go.” The doctor ran. Across the
path towards the place where Farley had vanished. Now would be the
time, Miller thought. He kneeled, and aimed his rifle at the
village. Sure enough. A big creature sprang from a bush quite near.
It froze when it looked down the barrel of Miller's rifle.

“Gun drawn,” the doctor said calmly on the
radio. Everybody kept still.

Miller had time to look at the creature as
it stood there, ten meters ahead. It was obviously human. It had
the face of a handsome woman; small mouth, angular jaw, straight
brown hair covering its forehead and cut off just above it’s eyes,
the rest of its hair gathered behind its back. Its skin was fairly
pale considering the climate and the fact that it was completely
naked. It was over two meters tall, and grotesquely muscled. Its
round shoulders almost rivaled the size of its head, its chest
muscles bulging so much that its small nipples were almost pointing
downwards. A dashboard belly moved as the creature breathed
heavily. Between its thick thighs hung a fearsome cock, its head
covered by pale skin. It was equally thick for almost its entire
length, only rounding of at the very tip – it was hard to imaging
that long, long cock as anything but a weapon. In each hand the
creature actually had weapons, two big war boomerangs held back,
ready for a simultaneous underhand throw.

There was movement in a bush and another
creature stepped forth.

It was a young, naked girl, big blue eyes,
small chin and slight freckles across her little nose and
shoulders. She was tanned and had very long blonde hair gathered in
a braid down her back. She was nowhere near as muscled as the big
warrior, but obviously quite fit. Her breasts had only stated to
develop; her cock was thick at the base and had a small pointy
dickhead. She was unarmed and looked completely surprised.

“Look! Those are real humans!” she shouted
and pointed at Miller and the Doctor.

“Look. Those are fringe humans,” the doctor
said over the radio.

“Oh no! One of them has fallen into the buar
trap!” The girl sprang forward, and with long strides ran towards
Farley's hole.

“They are pointing guns! Lah!” the warrior shouted after the girl. Lah
paid her no heed, but ran over and grabbed Farley’s hands and,
leaning backwards for weight, pulled him up. Farley led go of her
hands, to lie on his hands and knees in the grass,
wincing.

“Thank you. Now go back before you get
shot,” Farley said.

Lah turned to the Doctor. He stood right
next to her pointing his sidearm at her face. She looked down the
barrel, big blue eyes crossed.

“Is that a real gun?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am. Sorry Ma’am.” The doctor
holstered his gun, and pushed his glasses up his nose.

This is turning into a circus, Miller
thought. Might as well join in. He stood up, slung his rifle over
his shoulder and raised his right palm.

“We come in peace. Take us to your
leader.”

The big warrior rolled her eyes, but left
her battle stance.

 



 


The Village, Day One



The leader, it turned out, was that very
warrior. She was called Thunder, which made sense because walking
beside her into the village Miller could feel her heavy footsteps
vibrate through the earth. The village was full of women just like
Thunder and Lah; young, fit women with large cocks hanging free.
When asked where they came from, Thunder explained freely that they
had been breed by the Reachers and dumped en masse on Qlv station.
As there was nothing to live of there, most of them had moved here,
and the few who remained on the station sometimes send them
supplies. At the mention of Reachers, both Miller and Dr. Baum got
very interested. Here was a… race?
A nation? that
Earth knew existed but had no contact with. Nobody else had either
or so it seemed. Reachers were diffused and/or nomadic. No one had
ever been to a Reacher homeworld or spoken to anyone who claimed to
represent the Reacher government, if one such existed. Thunder
could tell little, but was willing enough to share all she
knew.

Meanwhile, Farley was trying to hide his
agony. He had fallen on his back into the thorn-lined trap, and the
many pinpricks still hurt. Also, he felt quite stupid. His clumsy
mistake could have cost them their lives.

A villager walked over and stood in front of
him. She was dark brown with clear Negroid features. She had large
slanted eyes, and big lips. Her dreadlocks were tied at the back of
her head and a necklace of two big rounded pieces of ivory was
clasped tightly around her neck. Her smooth, naked body was
muscular and supple, her demeanor one of calm and balance. Veins
stood out on the back of her strong, long-nailed hands and along
her big brown penis. She looked straight at Farley and said with a
deep, melodious voice:

“You fell into the firethorn. It will keep
burning until I treat you with my antidote.”

“Your antidote?” Farley asked.

“Yes. I have a jar of ointment right here.”
She pointed at a clay jar on a small table by the entrance of a
nearby hut. Farley hesitated.

“I am Vulla,” she said, standing perfectly
still right in front of him. Maybe it was silly, but somehow he
felt he could trust her. And anyway, Miller and the doctor was
right there if anything should happen. Plus, they were trying to
get valuable intelligence, so he should not bother them with those
silly punctures…

“Come.” She took his elbow and guided him
into the hut, picking up the jar as she went in. The sides of the
hut was woven with twigs and branches leaving plenty of gaps, and
the door was just an opening, so there was light enough inside. I
was also very hot in there.

“Show me your wounds.”

Farley lifted up his t-shirt and turned his
back to her. He heard a pop as the jar was opened. Carefully she
put a wet finger on a wound, rubbed a bit, and then moved on to the
next. This went on for some time, until suddenly he felt both her
hands on his back, wet with warm, sticky ointment. It must have
been standing in the sun, to be this warm, Farley thought. The pain
was gone now, and he felt a wave of warm relaxation as Vulla
smeared a thick layer of cream all over his back. It was as if her
deep calm was radiating, oozing into him form behind.

“Vulla is sad that you fell into our buar
trap. Vulla would never want to hurt you.” Her deep voice sounded
behind him, so reassuring. Her strong hands kept rubbing the slick
stuff all over his back, massaging it deep into the pores of his
skin, deep into his many small puncture wounds.

“I want all of us to be friends.” Her wet
hands slipped up under his t-shirt to massage his shoulders. He
felt his eyelids grow heavy, his breathing slow. It must have been
the heat in hut, making him drowsy and mellow.

“I want to be your friend,” Vulla said. He
felt her hands on his belly. Slowly he looked down to see her
capable black hands rub clear whitish ointment over his exposed
stomach. He didn’t have any wounds on his belly, yet it made
perfect sense, somehow.

“Farley!” someone was shouting. Vulla pulled
his t-shirt down. It became wet and sticky, clinging to his back.
She took him by the shoulders and turned him so he faced her.
Looking straight into his eyes she said:

“Don’t wash. Keep Vullas cream on you as
long as you can. Promise me to do that.”

Farley nodded sluggishly.

“Farley!”

Gently she turned him towards the door, and
pushed him through it, back into the sunlight.
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Thunder was telling about the Reacher
method: to breed large amounts of copy creatures whenever a new
sentient species appeared, and releasing them to form a buffer or
interface in regards to the new species. This got the doctor
thinking:

“Thunder, could I be allowed to examine a
villager? I am curious as to how similar we are.”

“Sure,” Thunder said. “Lah! The doctor wants
to check up on you!” Facing the doctor she added:

“Don’t hold back on the needles.
Please.”

“I’m not afraid of needles,” Lah said
primly, and marched into a nearby hut for privacy. The doctor
picked up his backpack and went after.

Lah stood perfectly still in the middle of
the hut, hands clasped behind her back, head tilted to the
side.

“Are you a real doctor?” she asked.

“I am,” Doctor Baum said truthfully, as he
opened his backpack. He did a surface examination first, then eyes,
ears and mouth.

“Say ahh.”

“Ahhh.” Little mouth wide open, Lah
patiently endured it all.

“Well, it seems you and I are basically the
same,” the doctor said, ignoring her girls face, young breasts and
long cock for the moment. “You certainly have your heart at the
right place.” Lah beamed a beautiful smile at the joke. Actually it
made a certain kind of sense: to use the basic human form in its
most healthy state and run with that. The simplest way to make a
copy human, really. Why they had made the copies with women’s faces
and, mostly, men’s bodies, he could not say. Perhaps it made sense
to the Reachers.

“Can I take a blood sample?” he asked
her.

“Yes,” she answered, unafraid.

He mounted a one-time needle on the handheld
analyzer. Lah twitched as he stung her forearm, but made no sound.
He looked at the read-out. The analyzer did not recognize the
sample as blood, and reverted to an underlying chemical analyses
program. So much for the similarities. The framework might be the
same, but the Reachers had very different ideas as to what
constituted an efficient biochemistry.

“Well, Lah, it seems like your blood is very
different from mine. It is made of mostly water, and it got red
blood cells, but the rest, your immune system and hormones, are
totally unlike mine.”

“You are very clever, doctor,” she said
softly, her big blue eyes looking at him with a strange
intensity.

He paused.

And then he saw. Her penis was growing. He
leaned forward to look at it as it rose. Amazing, he thought, her
emotions are just like a human girl's: attracted to an experienced
man who pays attention to her. The tip of her cock was free of
foreskin now, small compared to the rest of her member. In fact it
was still thickest at the base, giving it a distinct hornlike
appearance now that it was fully erect. Dr. Baum shifted his
glasses to get a better look.

And then she erupted. A thick white ray of
sperm flew at his face, right up his left nostril. In surprise he
breathed in, snorting a large gob of semen deep into his nasal
cavity. It was quite painful, his eyes watered and he moaned loudly
as he tried to blow the thick foreign slime out his nose again.
Then he noticed Lah. She was holding both hands in front of her
mouth, her eyes big and wet with tears:

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

“Please, Lah. It’s no big deal.” He reached
out for her shoulder. “It’s perfectly natural. It happened to me
all the time when I was your age.”

“Really?” Her hands moved away from her
mouth, down to her chest. She looked at him like he was some sort
of divine revelation in the flesh.

“Trust me, I’m a doctor,” he said. She
blushed visibly as a big relieved smile appeared on her
tear-covered face. She looked shyly down at her feet, and he used
the opportunity to quickly wipe her come off his face with a
disinfection pad.

“No one ever talk to me about these things,”
she said, biting her lower lip and torching her hair with a nervous
hand. Then she looked up at him: “But I can talk to you. Only…
promise you won’t tell anyone what happened.” She reached out and
put a gentle hand on his chest, her blue eyes pleading.

“Promise,” she whispered. Dr. Baum felt his
insides melt. He tried to think of something clever, but all he
could say was: “I promise.”
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Thunder was quite incredible. She was very
knowledgeable about the surroundings, and more than willing to
share. They could learn so much from her.

“Can we come back tomorrow? I’m sure the
guys back at camp has all kinds of questions they would like to put
to you,” Miller asked her.

“Sure,” Thunder said, the hint of a smile on
her lips. Miller suspected a hint was all anyone was ever going to
get. Dr. Baum appeared after his examination of Lah, and after
Miller had called a couple of times Farley came back from whatever
he had been doing. Then they set off for base camp.
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That evening, everybody contributed to a long
list of questions to take to the village the next day. But as the
stars came out, they all gathered around Burke, as he set up the
skyscanner. If it made the young black man nervous to have the
entire expedition standing there, looking at him, so be it. This
was not kindergarten after all.

“Well,” Burke said as he read endless
strings of numbers from a small display. “We seem to be on the
fourth planet orbiting a orange giant star at 2.11 AU. The planet
has no tilt, so there are no seasons. The day is 28 hours long. We
are 45 light years from Earth. Welcome to Eta Cephei IV.”

 



 


Eta Cephei IV, Day Two




The next day, Miller, Farley, Kundis and Dr.
Baum set forth to visit the village again, this time prepared to
make the most of their visit.

Kundis turned out to be a chatty worker: he
could walk rough terrain, collect biological samples, take
photographs and talk on unrelated subjects at the same time.

“Life in the Eta Cephei system, eh? Who
would have thought? Worst case, Earth Command can sell this
surprising discovery to our allies for a lot of alien knowledge.”
Kundis said.

“Clearly someone has been here before. You said yourself that much
of the biosphere is invasive, and there are the women in the
village,” Farley replied.

“Yes, but isn’t the simplest explanation
this:” Kundis scarped of some lichen from a canyon wall “The Qwul
opened portals to this world and to Colony One. They tried to plant
both worlds with an ecosphere to their liking, but before their
efforts could bear fruit, they became extinct. The attempt to tame
Colony One was, as we all know, a partial failure. Other races went
there, we went there. But this planet was never discovered by
anyone else; an inhabitable world around an orange giant just seems
unlikely. So the only one who knew about this place was Qlv
station, which doesn’t really care. Some Reachers ask for a place
to go, it lets them. Some Earth people ask for a location for a
research trip, it lets them. And voila! Here we are.” The biologist
took a picture of some bushes. “Anyway, why do you call the
villages women? They sound like men to me.”

“Heh. Wait till you meet them,” Miller said.
“As to your theory, it is certainly neat.”

“Qlv station can, and will, open wormholes
on its own,” Farley said. “The fact that the Station has
connections to both this world and Colony One, does not prove that
the Qwul ever set foot on any of them.”

“Just a theory.” Kundis shrugged. “But a
theory better founded than, say, your assumption that the Qwul had
feet.” That ended the conversation for a moment.

Miller thought of the implications. Earth
could not lay claim to this world if it was only connected through Qlv Station. Qlv was not an
ally, Qlv just was, and difficult at that. Unfortunately Qlv was
also the only power that Earth had direct contact with that could
open wormholes. If Earth were to have a connection to this world,
direct or indirect, complicated bargains would have to be made.
Bargains one could not make with Qlv station, because Qlv wanted
nothing. It would sadden him to see this world traded away for some
other benefit, but it might be the final outcome.
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When the four men arrived at the village,
this time by the trail, the each set about their tasks. Miller went
to question more villagers about their upbringing amongst the
Reachers, Kundis and Farley went about examining the villages
methods for getting food, and Dr. Baum took samples of the villages
environment, looking for microbes and pathogens.

As the doctor’s path took him to the village
square, a rough circle with room for a large bonfire, he came upon
Lah. Two villagers, one on each side, were combing her long blonde
hair with some difficulty. When Lah saw him, she jumped up, sending
both combs flying.

“Want to examine me again?” she beamed
happily. She could not contain her enthusiasm, but jumped up and
down on the spot. It caused her cock to bounce. Dr. Baum swallowed
as he noticed it’s rapid growth: soon all the villagers gathered on
the square, doing chores or talking, would see her big dick eagerly
pointed straight at him.
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