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Alien Inheritance

	Chapter 1: The Inheritance

	The house stood as a monument to a past long forgotten, its timbers worn yet resolute, whispering tales of solitude and time’s quiet dominion. A great, weathered structure, it loomed before him with a kind of weary dignity, its wraparound porch sagging slightly, as if burdened by the weight of memories unspoken. The wooden planks creaked under his boots, the air thick with the scent of old varnish, dust, and something indefinite, something that stirred unease in his chest. The house was well built. “Good bones,” as they say.

	John stood at the threshold, hands in his pockets, eyes sweeping across the overgrown yard, past the gnarled oak trees that clawed toward the sky like ancient sentinels. Beyond them, tucked away in a far corner of the land, sat the barn, its once-vibrant red paint now faded to a muted rust. It slouched against the weight of the years, its great doors locked and unmoving.

	This was his now.

	An inheritance unexpected, bestowed by an uncle he barely knew, a man of peculiar habits and reclusive ways. There had been no great fortune hidden in legal documents, no grand estate waiting to be restored, only this house and its secrets, and the quiet expanse of land it stood upon.

	With a sigh, he muttered, “Well, best make the most of it.”

	John had always been a man of order and purpose, his hands calloused from labor, his mind sharp with the calculations of his trade. A contractor by profession, he was not the sort to chase fortune, nor to crave the fleeting pleasures of wealth. His satisfaction lay in creation, in the weight of steel beams set firm against the sky, in the precision of cut timber, the artistry of a well-laid foundation.

	Tall and broad-shouldered, he was a man of solid frame, built more from years of toil than deliberate effort. His features were sharp, his eyes a piercing shade of green that seldom betrayed his thoughts. Women had taken interest in him before, and he in them, yet none had ever felt like “the one.” Perhaps it was his own reluctance, or perhaps it was something else, a lingering sense that his life had yet to truly begin.

	His one indulgence, his true treasure, was the 1967 Mustang Shelby GT500 that now sat gleaming in the drive. Restored with meticulous care, it was a relic of a bygone era, a machine of raw power and elegant design, much like the house itself.

	And so, with sleeves rolled and resolve set, he had begun the long task of restoring his uncle’s old home. He spent a full year restoring the old place, throwing away years of accumulated junk and worn furniture. He refitted the porch, replaced the windows and doors with modern squared versions, stripped wallpaper and repainted, modernized the kitchen and bathrooms, and replaced the wiring and plumbing. The house was now restored better than the original.

	There were two places he left till last, the attic and the barn. The barn would probably get torn down and replaced by a modern garage and workshop. For now, the attic was his next project.

	Now, standing at the base of the narrow staircase, he felt an unfamiliar hesitation. The wooden door at the top loomed, shut tight, as though guarding something within. He reached for the handle and turned it with a groan of protest from the old hinges.

	A breath of stale air escaped as he stepped inside.

	It was a place of shadows and forgotten things. The ceiling slanted low, the rafters crisscrossed in aged wooden beams, their surfaces rough with time. The air was thick with the scent of dust, parchment, and the faintest trace of something metallic. Only the electricians had been up here rerouting wires and replacing fixtures.

	John’s boots creaked upon the planks as he advanced, his gaze sweeping over the trunks and relics, the old crates and long-forgotten books stacked in careless abandon. There were maps yellowed with age, a telescope cast aside in disrepair, strange devices whose purpose eluded him.

	And then—his eyes caught upon something strange. A wooden box, long and narrow, three feet in length, bound in brass hinges intricately carved with symbols he did not recognize. It was unlike anything else in the attic, its presence almost deliberate, as if placed with purpose. He knelt beside it, running his hand over the wood.

	It was cold. Unnaturally so. A quiet shiver traced his spine as he studied it, his fingers ghosting over the strange engravings, the craftsmanship too precise, too unfamiliar. There was no keyhole, no visible seam to pry it open, only a sense of something waiting within. Something that should not be. Had his uncle made the box? It looked older. He knew his great-grandfather had been quite a craftsman. He had a legacy of pieces still treasured by families to this day.

	A hush fell over the attic. Dust lingered in the pale glow of a single window, dancing in the stagnant air as if disturbed by an unseen force. John remained crouched before the wooden box, its surface strangely cold beneath his fingertips. The brass hinges, intricately engraved with odd patterns, shimmered under the dim light, though he swore they hadn’t a moment before.

	Then, a metallic click rang through the silence. His breath caught. Slowly, as if sensing his hesitation, the lid cracked open on its own, revealing a deep blue glow from within. The light pulsed gently, like the heartbeat of something long-dormant, now stirring. John exhaled sharply, his pulse quickening. He hesitated only for a moment before gripping the lid with steady hands and lifting it fully open.

	Inside, nestled within a smooth, metallic interior, lay a coffin-shaped chamber. Its surface was crystalline yet solid, like polished obsidian wrapped in liquid metal. Thin veins of pulsating blue light coursed along its edges, leading toward a control panel that seemed too advanced to belong in this world.

	But it wasn’t the craftsmanship that seized his breath.

	It was the woman inside.

	She lay motionless, encased in the stasis pod like a statue carved from celestial silk. Her light blue skin gleamed faintly in the dimness, smooth as polished pearl, untouched by time. Long, flowing white hair spread like strands of silver mist around her, framing an exotically beautiful face. High cheekbones, full lips, and delicate features were sculpted with impossible perfection.

	John’s gaze drifted downward. Her figure, even in stillness, was undeniably striking. Tall and elegantly proportioned, her curves were accentuated by the form-fitting white bodysuit she wore. Gold armor-like accents traced her shoulders and hips, framing her like a warrior of some forgotten age. Then, trailing over her body, John saw the tail. Long, thin, smooth as silk, its gentle curve rested against the inside of the chamber.

	Not human. Not entirely.

	His throat tightened. John wasn’t a man who entertained wild fantasies. He was a contractor, a man of logic and structure. Yet, kneeling before this otherworldly vision, he found himself gripping the edge of the chamber to steady his thoughts. This wasn’t a dream. This wasn’t some elaborate hoax.

	This was real. And she had been here for who knew how long.

	John swallowed, eyes tracing over the smooth glassy surface of the pod. Its technology was beyond him, but something about it felt almost intuitive. It was as though it had been waiting for him. His fingers brushed against the panel at its base. The strange engravings hummed beneath his touch, and a soft vibration traveled through the wood beneath him.

	John lifted the chamber out of the wooden box. Then, the blue glow intensified. The chamber shuddered, and light bloomed outward in a slow, pulsing wave. John scrambled back as the entire stasis pod began to expand. Its once-compact form stretched longer and wider, growing until it stood nearly seven feet in length.

	“Jesus.”

	The light flared one final time. Then, a quiet exhale.

	John froze. It was not his breath.

	The woman’s chest rose, her first breath in decades, perhaps longer. The pod hissed as steam escaped from its edges. With a final shudder, the crystalline lid dissolved into mist, vanishing as though it had never been there. The attic fell silent once more. John did not move.

	Neither did she.

	For a long moment, nothing happened. Then her fingers twitched. A slow, deliberate movement followed, and her head shifted faintly. John’s breath hitched as her eyes fluttered open. They were like molten silver, luminous and reflective, scanning her surroundings with intelligence and something else, something unspoken.

	Then she looked at him, directly, unblinking.

	The silence stretched. John felt the weight of her gaze press against him, his pulse thundering in his ears. She seemed to study him, her expression unreadable. Then she moved. Her arms, long and graceful, pushed against the interior of the pod as she slowly sat up.

	When she tried to stand, her legs wobbled beneath her. John surged forward on instinct, catching her before she fell. Her body was warm, unexpectedly so. And her scent caught him off guard. He had expected something foreign, something sterile or metallic. But instead, her scent was rich and intoxicating, a mix of fresh rain and something sweetly exotic.

	The effect was immediate. A sharp, primal jolt curled in his stomach before he could suppress it.

	She breathed deeply, her chest rising against his own. Her skin was impossibly smooth beneath his hands. Then, softly and almost curiously, she spoke.
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