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Part 1 








I still couldn't believe I was on a third date with Leslie Grace. The Leslie Grace. She was famous in these parts, Leslie was way out of my league, but when I'd asked her out, to my happy surprise, she'd said yes. 








Sure, I was decent looking, and I was in great shape, and I was at the start of a promising career in law, but Leslie was one in a million. She was so beautiful it hurt. Leslie was model-pretty with her cheekbones, and her big round eyes, her gorgeous figure, and all that thick, glossy, chestnut hair. Not that she had an empty head. Leslie was already a successful business woman. She was smart and driven. Like I said, Leslie Grace was way out of my league. 







But it was our third date tonight, and like the other two, it had gone brilliantly. Talking to Leslie was so easy, she was interesting and quick witted, and we had a surprising amount in common. I'd laughed so much that evening, my face was aching. And now we were walking back to her place, hand-in-hand, and well, I couldn't help dwelling on what third dates were famous for. 




We'd kissed at the end of our first, on Leslie's doorstep, a long, drawn-out, arms wrapped around each other, tongues in mouths, French kiss of a kiss. We'd kissed plenty on our second date. I was all hot and bothered, now, by the embrace we'd shared outside the theatre we'd just come out of. And as I walked Leslie back home, my hopes were set on more than just kissing. Imagine that? Me, with Leslie Grace? I was excited as I was terrified. 








And that's when it happened. 








Out of nowhere, a sudden, deafening roar of a sound struck us. It was like a wall of noise, I felt it just as much as I heard it. Every bone in my body shook. 








Leslie and I ducked low, together, instinctively. We looked upwards, and there it was, floating through the sky, below the cloud layer, on full view, lit up by lights on its surface, standing out clear as possible against the night. A UFO. An actual, real life, UFO. 








Although UFO wasn't entirely accurate, this was an actual, real-life, flying fucking saucer. It was vast, it took up a good portion of the sky. It seemed to be flattened in shape, but it was thick, hundreds of metres so, I guessed, although it was hard to gauge the true size of it without anything to make a direct comparison with. 








The spacecraft appeared to be gliding slowly over us, almost serenely, yet it must have been moving at a hell of a speed, as it passed and was receding towards the horizon in seconds. It was heading in the direction of Central London. 







The sound vanished as quickly as it had hit us. 



We stood up. 




I was trembling. Leslie looked visibly shaken. 







"What the fuck? Was that an...?" Leslie's words trailed off. 




"A fucking flying saucer?" I finished for her. "Yeah. I don't know what else it could be." 








"But... like... aliens?" 








I nodded. "I didn't look like one of ours." 








"What... what do you think they want?" Leslie's voice was wobbling now. 








"No idea. But maybe we better get inside? We can put on the news, see if there are any updates." 








We dashed the rest of the way to Leslie's two-bedroom apartment, and honestly, all thoughts of getting Leslie naked had fled from my mind. How could they not have? As badly as I'd wanted to get Leslie out of her clothes, when you see a gigantic alien spacecraft heading towards the capital, it tends to have a pretty significant impact on your priorities. 







Leslie got her keys into her front door on the third attempt. We kicked off our shoes as we stepped inside, and we hurried into her living room. Leslie switched her TV on, she flicked to KKB news, we watched two frightened looking news presenters, a man and a woman, speaking over shaky footage of the same flying saucer we'd just seen. There were reports of more of them coming in from other countries, they were being seen throughout the world. 
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