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Chapter one

Cassidy's Encounter





Cassidy heaved the last bale of hay onto the stack in the barn's loft, her biceps flexing under the rolled-up sleeves of her plaid shirt. Straw dust clung to her golden-tanned skin, and she swiped a forearm across her forehead, smearing a streak of grime. At 25, she ran the Brooks Family Farm with the hired hands now that her folks had swapped milking cows for golf in town. Mornings kicked off with her hauling feed buckets to the herd, the weight pulling at her toned shoulders, and afternoons meant wrestling fence posts into the ground or scrubbing down the milking machines until her hands roughened like worn leather. Single life suited her fine—most days. No drama, no distractions. Just the rhythm of chores that built her sturdy frame, from the defined lines of her legs to the swell of her D-cup breasts straining against damp fabric. 

She stomped down the ladder, boots thudding on the wooden floor, and headed to the stalls. The cows lowed softly as she checked their water troughs, refilling one with a slosh from the hose. Her long blonde braid swung against her back, tickling the exposed strip of midriff where she'd knotted her shirt to beat the heat. Sweat traced a path down her cleavage, pooling at the edge of her bra, and she felt the satisfying burn in her thighs from squatting to adjust a gate. Another day wrapped, herds fed, gates locked, hired hands gone for the day. But the quiet pressed in; no one around to crack a beer with or share the ache of hard labor.

"Guess it's just me and the stars again," she muttered, a smirk tugging her plump lips. Fantasies flickered—some rugged stranger pinning her against the barn wall, hands as calloused as hers exploring the curves her jeans hugged tight. She shook it off, practical as ever. Isolation came with the territory, but damn if it didn't leave her body humming with needs the farm couldn't fill.

Dusk settled over the fields as Cassidy dropped onto a hay bale in the barn's corner, the prickly straw scratching her back through the thin shirt. She unbuttoned the top two snaps, letting cool air kiss the freckles dotting her chest, her full breasts rising with a deep breath. Pride surged through her—the farm thrived under her grip, yields up since she took over. But nights like this, with the sun dipping low, stirred frustrations. That fling last summer with Jake from the feed store? Fizzled fast, his clumsy gropes leaving her more curious than satisfied. What she craved ran deeper, wilder—adventures beyond these endless acres, touches that matched her strength.

She adjusted her jeans, the denim seam pressing into her hips, sending a rogue spark low in her belly. "If only some hotshot alien would swoop in and beam me up for a real thrill," she chuckled to herself, blue eyes twinkling with wry humor. "Yeah, right—like I'd let that happen without a fight."  Yet in these stolen pauses, vulnerability crept in, her body alive with unmet heat, skin flushing under the dim lantern light. Loneliness carved its own path, making her wonder if the night sky held secrets worth chasing.

Cassidy pushed off the bale and strode to the barn door, the wood creaking under her grip as she swung it wide. A low hum vibrated through the air, like a tractor engine rumbling from the empty fields, though none ran this late. She scanned the horizon, spotting a faint glow pulsing against the darkening sky—not lightning, not headlights. "Must be that damn generator fritzing again," she grumbled, practical instincts kicking in. But warmth spread through her limbs, unnatural, like fingers tracing her spine. Her nipples tightened against her bra, a strange thrill mixing with the unease. She stepped outside, boots crunching gravel, the inexplicable pull tugging her forward into the open night.

The hum intensified, rattling through Cassidy's bones like an engine revving too close. She stood rooted in the gravel outside the barn, blue eyes squinting at the glowing orb dropping from the sky. Not a star, not a drone—something else entirely. "What in the hell...?"

Warmth flooded her limbs, a pull that stroked her skin, stirring the heat she'd felt earlier on that hay bale. The light wrapped around her, soft pressure hugging her curves, lifting her feet from the ground. Weightlessness gripped her, the farm shrinking below in a blur of fields and fences. Colors flashed—vibrant streaks of purple and blue—wind rushed without biting cold, and the hum pulsed inside her skull. Come, human. See what lies beyond your fields.

The words weren't harsh; they teased, promises curling in her mind like fingers tracing her spine. Her plaid shirt fluttered open, buttons straining, freckles on her chest catching the glow. "Alright, you glowing freak show. If this is real, show me what you've got. I ain't scared of a little weird."

Stars swirled, shadows twisted, then solidity returned. She touched down in a chamber, walls gleaming metallic under blue holographic flickers. Humid air clung to her, salty like the ocean she'd only seen in pictures. The floor pulsed beneath her boots, yielding like firm jelly. She braced her muscular legs, scanning the empty space—no doors, no exits, just shadows and that lingering warmth pooling in her belly.

Movement stirred. A figure emerged, slithering from the dimness.

It towered at seven feet, semi-humanoid torso shimmering iridescent purple, skin rippling like oil slicks. Clusters of glowing eyes fixed on her from its head, and tentacles—dozens of them—extended from shoulders and base, ridged with suction cups, waving in slow, hypnotic patterns. Thoughts invaded her mind, calm, probing. You are Cassidy Brooks, human female. I am Thalor-7, a researcher from the depths of Thalor Prime. Your vital signs indicate curiosity, not terror. Fascinating. You were selected for study—your strength, your isolation. But I sense willingness. Agree to this exploration, and I will show you pleasures beyond your world. Refuse, and return unchanged.

Her heart hammered, tanned skin flushing hot under the lights. Salt and ozone filled her nostrils, the warmth from the light now throbbing low, insistent. She eyed those tentacles, her farm-tough arms crossing, pushing her full breasts higher. "Study, huh? Like I'm some damn cow in your lab?"

The voice returned, a soothing wave washing over her. Consent, and we begin. Your body calls for it.

She smirked, plump lips twisting. "Fine, Thalor-whatever. You've got my attention. Show me what those wiggly arms can do—but if it's lame, beam me back."

"Agreed."

A slender tentacle reached out, brushing her cheek. Soft, warm, it leaked a slick secretion that tingled, sparks racing across her skin, awakening nerves she hadn't known screamed for touch. Another coiled around her wrist, guiding, not yanking, while a third fiddled with her shirt. Buttons popped free, one after another, fabric parting to reveal her lacy bra, strained over swelling curves. Her breath quickened, blue eyes locked on those glowing clusters. "Easy there."

The tentacles pressed on, one sliding beneath the shirt, peeling it from her broad shoulders. Golden-tanned arms emerged, muscles defined from hay bales and fence posts. Her braid unraveled, blonde strands tumbling down her back. A tentacle hooked her jeans, dragging them down her powerful legs, boots slipping off in the motion. She kicked free, standing in underwear, wide hips and toned thighs bare to the humid air. Suction cups grazed her freckles, tracing her waist's dip, cupping a breast through the bra. "Damn... that feels... good."
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