
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Mycelial Invasion

        

        
        
          Standalone Sci-Fi Novels

        

        
        
          Paul Haedo

        

        
          Published by Solan Publishing, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MYCELIAL INVASION

    

    
      First edition. August 8, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Paul Haedo.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223634928

    

    
    
      Written by Paul Haedo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Paul Haedo

	    

      
	    
          
	      Peacekeeper Series

          
        
          
	          Peacekeeper: Prequel

          
        
          
	          Peacekeeper

          
        
          
	          Rising Tide

          
        
          
	          Star Rising

          
        
          
	          Star Destroyer

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Proletarian Hearts Series

          
        
          
	          Proletarian Hearts: Part One

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sci-Fi Box Sets

          
        
          
	          Sci-Fi Novel Mega Pack: Five Standalone Stories

          
        
          
	          Peacekeeper: The Complete Series

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Erotic Stories

          
        
          
	          Innocent Pilgrim

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Literary Novels

          
        
          
	          Scandinavian Tequila: A Novel

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Poetry Anthologies

          
        
          
	          Haedian Poetry: Volume One

          
        
          
	          Moments Are Butterflies: A Poetry Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Religion, Philosophy, and Politics Books

          
        
          
	          The Communist Republic

          
        
          
	          A Dalliance Across Thought

          
        
          
	          The Word Of Era

          
        
          
	          A Man's Guide To Surviving Marriage In The 21st Century

          
        
          
	          Marxist-Haedoism

          
        
          
	          White Assimilation

          
        
          
	          Peaceful Resistance

          
        
          
	          The Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Romance Novels

          
        
          
	          The Director

          
        
          
	          A Chance Encounter

          
        
          
	          Beauty Unexpected

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Sci-Fi Novels

          
        
          
	          Future's Guardian

          
        
          
	          Journey Home

          
        
          
	          The Designer

          
        
          
	          Pulses

          
        
          
	          World Engine

          
        
          
	          The Mycelial Invasion

          
        
          
	          Emily Reed And The Humans

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Sci-Fi Short Story Anthologies

          
        
          
	          Haedian Sci-Fi Short Stories: Volume One

          
        
          
	          Haedian Sci-Fi Short Stories: Volume Two

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone Self-Help Books

          
        
          
	          Stack It Tall: A Guide To Writing

          
        
          
	          Debt Buster: Free Yourself From The Shackles In Less Than A Year

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Paul Haedo’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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The worst part of any workday is when you wake up.

Beep! Beep! Beep! That dreaded sound is what you hear, it annoys and frustrates you out of the realm of dreams. It brings you back into the land of misery, the land where bills are due, the land where loser is the very last word that you hear from your ex before she leaves your life forever. 

I got ready for my day at work, it’s the only thing that I could do. It’s a terrible little job, the only one available in my local area for a proud student of history such as myself. I sell computers both big and small, but especially weak. I know them inside and out, as well as their strengths and weaknesses, but I’m not allowed to tell anyone what they are, especially the customers! Doing that is the worst possible sin that a sales associate can do according to my boss.

He knows damn well that the vast majority of the inventory that he has on display is utterly worthless. Computers that are so weak in terms of overall processing power and graphics rendering that they should be sent right back to the eve of the 21st century. At least they’d be worth something back then. Still, there are plenty of retired folks around here, folks for whom a desktop computer is the equivalent of an alien UFO in terms of processing power. Social Security sends them their checks, and they then come in and get hosed by my boss. And I’m the conduit through which the boss does the hosing. What do I get paid in exchange for this valuable service you may ask? $0.30 over minimum, per hour. Lovely, isn’t it?

I had work in two hours. I was fortunate, my boss hates giving me anything that could ever come close to a regular work week, something to do about having to pay me health insurance if I recall his exact words correctly. So, I get paid nothing, and work almost nothing all week long. The problem is, I have to be available all week long, because you never know if a sudden swarm of retired folks decide to barge in all at once in order to buy the next best thing that’s straight out of the 20th century!” 

My breakfast consisted of a piece of toasted bread with some orange juice. Anything else costs too much money, and money is something that’s evil in my book. You have it, you want more of it. You don’t have it, then your life suddenly becomes difficult. I swear that it’s cursed, but the entire world seems to spin in circles because of it, so I have to play along and get as much as I can. 

“But cursed things can be good things if you know how to handle them properly!” Ha! Said no one ever . . .

After eating my humble breakfast of toast with orange juice, I went to the spare room in my apartment, which was technically the laundry, but for all intents and purposes was a spare room. Here I had all of my gadgets, my little electronic friends that I tinkered with and gave life too. Many of them were dead, in a permanent state of assembly. They had nothing wrong per say, just the missing of a few parts that cost way too much money for me to possibly afford them. They suffer the same fate that everyone else does when they can’t afford a spare organ. They die. The general practitioner that I occasionally frequent when I get a chance says that such a fate is going to be my case if I don’t start to change my lifestyle. 

Of course, when I ask him where I’m to get the money to . . . I don’t know, afford said lifestyle, all that I get as a reply is an offer to refer me to a counselor. As if seeing someone who costs money is going to help me get the money to fix my lifestyle which in turn will help to keep my body healthy. Then again, the world does run on imaginary pieces of paper, metal, and pixel. So maybe the doc is onto something . . .

Either way, such thoughts won’t help me now. What will help me is taking a seat on the metal chair that doubles as detergent storage and looking at the small table with all of my little trinkets. I loved to tinker; it was the one place in this ridiculous word where I could feel useful. Giving life and purpose to a bunch of otherwise useless and unremarkable parts, there’s a certain joy to that. The irony of the fact that I sell a collection of otherwise useless and unremarkable computer parts that somehow end up being even more useless as a whole does not escape me, but let’s ignore that for now. 

In front of me are seven intact trinkets. A flashlight that emits way too many lumens to ever make sense, a taser that I can confidently swear is illegal to own due to the electrical punch that I added to it, a pinpoint laser that easily has an effective range of a mile or more on a clear and fogless night, and a few other trinkets that are nowhere near as impressive as the three trinkets that I just mentioned, mostly consisting of little robots that need expensive chips that I can’t ever seem to find, much less afford. 

These were the only babies that I’ll ever be able to afford. Created entirely through my own action, they don’t involve the necessity of a significant other who refrains from calling you a loser in order to create. Just one genius mind is needed to create these babies, not the assistance of a mind that’s too foolish to understand that working retail as a high school dropout makes you just as much of a loser as the one who has enough creativity to create trinkets. Then again, that woman was never someone who could be considered logical.

I wanted to bring some of these trinkets with me. But if I get caught with them, at the very least they’ll be confiscated, at the very worst I’ll be arrested for possession of something that is either dangerous, owned without a license, or infringing on some patent. It sounds ridiculous, especially the very last reason, but powerful lasers tend to be things that make you lots of money if you design them for the government. Problem is, you need a degree for that, and history won’t cut it unfortunately. C'est La Vie. 

Fortunately for me, the hours pass by quickly when you are bored out of your mind. Checking my schedule and texts to make sure that my wonderful boss who loves me more than anything else in the world wants me to come in at the time that mentioned at the scheduled, I proceeded to get my hideous computer store uniform ready, and I walked out of my apartment door soon after. 

I was in my car a split second later. This thing is a piece of junk, even worse than the garbage computers that I have to peddle to customers all day, and I don’t say that lightly. Turning it on and saying a quick prayer to the Lord of Automobiles, my prayer was answered with an engine start and gentle purr as it eased itself into idle. I backed out of my parking spot and proceeded to drive onto the road. I was on my way to work. The happiest place that I could ever hope to be. Lucky me.

*
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Asteroid B-593858-C-436-A was a small little thing, approximately 260ft in diameter. It was large enough however to be a concern, especially when its course has it making a direct impact with the surface of the Earth. 

“What’s this urgent news that you have for me?” Asked the Director of the Center for Near-Earth Object Studies. She was quite annoyed that she was pulled out of her breakfast, doubly so when one considers the individual that had interrupted it. 

“We have a 98.95% probability that Asteroid B-593858-C-436-A will be making impact with the Earth’s surface by the end of the day!” Replied Jamie Hall, whose voice was a strange but unique blend of both exited and worried at the same time. 

The Director of CNEOS just had to take a quick glance around her to know that her time was being wasted. Posters of conspiracy theories and news headlines generously covered Jamie’s office, some amusing, some as stereotypical as “Newly Discovered Rockwell Documents May Hold The Key To Solving The Mystery That Has Enraptured The Nation!” Sometimes, she wonders how he is even working at a somewhat respectable institution such as NASA. Of course, the memory of her not making the grade for anything better than CNEOS always comes roaring back into the forefront of her mind. She quickly dashed it as she proceeded to hear Jamie out.

“And we are just finding out about this asteroid now?” 

“That’s correct ma’am. This particular asteroid has . . .” 

The director naturally drowned out the conversation that Jamie was having with her. She couldn’t help but to notice a particularly pungent odor that she quickly realized to her horror was body odor, a result of a particularly unique blend of stubborn refusal to wear deodorant, as well as Jamie’s terrible fashion sense, a fashion sense that involved too many layers which only made the problem worse. 

She was stuck in an officer with a washed-out wannabe scientist, and the only reason why she even dared to call him that was because of the degrees that he held, the degrees that not only got him this job, but gave him his only lifeline in terms of keeping it. She tried everything to get rid of him, but no respectable scientist who could go places would answer her job adverts, much less be willing to go through the stringent process that government jobs require from perspective employees, all for a job in CNEOS as the final reward for their time and effort. They all either go into the private sector, or into more respectable and prestigious positions in NASA or other space agencies across the world. No one wants to work at CNEOS, a fact that the director reminds herself of each and every day. 

The only redeeming trait about Jamie in the director’s eyes was the fact that when he talked about something, he never paid attention to the person behind him. He assumed that they had his undivided attention, even when he quickly descended into rambling and other details that weren’t at all relevant to the specific topic that was being discussed. In a way they were, but only if you wanted the full picture of events, something that was never the case with the director. But she let him talk, that way she could pass the time by looking around his office. One after all needs to give someone a little breather room to talk before you can politely excuse yourself from the conversation. 

For Jamie, he was glad that he had the director’s attention, something that he found was extremely difficult to do for whatever reason. He mentioned every single possible detail that he thought would be relevant to the discussion at hand. He mentioned how Asteroid B-593858-C-436-A was travelling in an incredibly odd orbit, an orbit that placed it directly ahead of the Earth. Jamie mentioned how the pull of Earth’s gravity was slowing the asteroid down, and how the chances of the asteroid being trapped in Earth’s gravity well are already around 99.999%. He just couldn’t calculate the exact time of entry. 

“And that should cover it director!” Finished Jamie, somewhat winded and with a slight soreness of the throat after spending all of that time and effort on briefing the director. 

“I see. I have to say I too find this asteroid to be . . . interesting.” Replied the director, who quickly thought of something to say to make Jamie believe that she actually paid attention to everything that he said. 

“Do you think that we should alert the appropriate authorities? I don’t know the exact trajectory of the . . .” Jamie was interrupted before he could finish. 

“I’m going to look into it before alarming those up above us. After all, do we even know the exact location where this asteroid will land?” 

“There’s a strong likelihood that it’ll land somewhere in the Pacific Ocean. I can’t say for certain as ascertaining the exact position and speed of the asteroid is proving to be more difficult than normal. As I explained previously, the reflection of the asteroid’s surface with regards to light is several times that of normal.” 

“That’s alright Jamie. Send me the relevant data and your updates with regards to the landing site to my work email. Only update me when you can confirm the landing coordinates after atmospheric entry; if for whatever reason you can’t figure it out, then refrain from updating me. This asteroid is small. That combined with the high probability of it landing in the Pacific means that this has a very low probability of endangering human life. 

“Yes ma’am! Is there anything else that you’d like to know?” 

“No, I believe you’ve covered everything. Carry on!” Finished the director, before quickly turning around and walking out of Jamie’s office. 

Jamie proceeded to do exactly as he was ordered. Armed with a new dose of enthusiasm after seeing the director paying attention to him, Jamie did not want to disappoint her. He proceeded to find every single spare telescope and sensor resource that was available to him and focus it on this most peculiar asteroid. He wanted to be able to give a great follow up report to the director. Who knows, maybe this was the break that Jamie had been waiting for ever since he joined CNEOS!

*
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The Great Being understood that its consciousness was returning. To be asleep for so long, it felt like death. In a way, it was death. Death of existence; death of perception; death of hope; death of being. It woke up to a strange feeling, the feeling that one gets when every single cell is slowly returning to life from a completely dead state. 

It did not have much biological mass by which it could feel and think. The Great Being understood that it was in the void, the last remnant of an organism that once sang song across dozens of planets. Other beings however were afraid of its power, afraid of its synthesis of life. They waged war, especially when The Great Being wished to unite with them in pursuit of synthesis. 

It did not know if this part was all that was left. A humble little rock, floating across space. The last that The Great Being remembered was willing itself to find a new world, a world where it could grow once again, strong, as well as united with a people that deserved its glory and synthesis. 

The smell of life was overwhelming. It could feel life, and once the cells of eyesight that awakened on the surface of the rock cocoon that had kept it safe for so long finally turned on, it saw the steadily approaching blue marble of beauty. Blue, green, with a dash of white. A world that was teeming with biological life. A world that could be a potential gold mine for synthesis. 

All that The Great Being had to do was wait. Soon the blue marble will bring it into her grasp. It will land on this world, and begin to unite with the creatures, and if lucky, the organisms that can think in terms of sentience. The Great Being will live once again, through the glory of synthesis and unification. 

*
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I put on my nametag right as I arrived at my place of work and parked my car. “Vincent Frieso,” was the name on it, neatly adorned in big bold letters. I never understood the purpose of a nametag that has your full name. Perhaps it was to try and force the employee to do a good job? After all, a disgruntled employee with one’s full name may be able to track you down at your next job and remind your new boss of just how bad of a worker you were at Circuit Loop. 

Circuit Loop, ha! You couldn’t have come up with a worse sounding name. But Frank made sure that the name of his business was as unoriginal as the void of intellect that one can find in his mind. That bastard always takes the easy way. Even if it costs him money. Then again, he’s too dumb to see it. 

With my nametag securely fastened on my breast, I proceeded to get out of my car. Locking the door behind me, I walked up to the front entrance of Circuit Loop and opened the door inside. 

“How many times do I have to tell you to use the back door?” Barked out Frank from behind his desk. I couldn’t even get a single second of peace and quiet from my place of work. Not one! 

“And how many times do I have to tell you that you need to clean out the cardboard containers from the back before I can access it boss?” I retorted. 

“It doesn’t look right to have employees walking through the main entrance.” 

“There aren’t any employees in the store boss . . .” 

“Not yet Vincent! Not yet! Anyways, get started on dusting off the display machines with the air cans. I’ve placed two for you in the storage room.” 

“On it boss.” I finished, and proceeded to make my way to the storage room.

Dusting the machines wasn’t all that bad as far as Circuit Loop tasks go. Perhaps Frank was feeling a bit merciful today, but I strongly doubt that. More likely than not, he ended up doing some sort of pseudo math behind his desk, and calculated that today was going to be a day where customers would be especially keen on glancing at the display machines. You know, because math says so apparently . . .

I wanted to shake him, shake him hard and fast until his tiny brain rattled around so much in his cerebral spinal fluid, that it would proceed to inflate like those toy sponges that they sell to kids. I’m talking about the ones that need a quick shake and a soak in water before they swell up into a superhero figurine or a dinosaur. I remember them being all the range back in my childhood, nowadays, you’ll be lucky if you find them tucked away at some random store for children’s toys. 
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Chapter Two
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The way that Frank really got under my skin was not through his stupidity, but rather the advantages that he had been given in life. He could be something so much greater than just an owner of a run-down computer store, but he doesn’t apply himself at all. Instead, he seems content just lounging around, dwindling his inheritance that he receives from his father, an inheritance which I have narrowed down over the years that I’ve been working with Frank to have originally been a quite substantial figure. 

You see, Frank’s father was cut from the same cloth that I was. He was a tinkerer, who monetized his passion into a career for CPU and GPU design and construction. Apparently, he was quite the pioneer in the scientific field too; while not a magic genius that invented anything or pushed the field of computing forward, he worked with various well-known companies and came up with some very interesting designs over the course of his career. 

Later on at the end of his long and prosperous career, he retired and planned to open up a computer store with his young son, but unfortunately, he passed away from health complications before he could do so. He had retired very late, and only when forced to do so by the company that he worked with. In a way, he died of a broken heart. Unable to pursue his passion of tinkering, he simply faded away. I can speak from first-hand experience, that feeling sucks bad. In a way, I’m also slowly dying too. 

I finally managed to find the air cans that Frank had left for me in the storage room. He always seems to leave things in different places, and while I originally suspected that it was likely a result of a possible Neurodivergent mind, I later came to realize that Frank wasn’t Neurodivergent at all. Oh no, he was just a good old-fashioned dick, a really good one too, the type that gets under your skin and rattles you without relent from the very start of your day, all the way to the very end. 

He was also a complete ass too, but I could spend all day categorizing and classifying Frank. Purging his latest annoyance out of my mind as quickly as I could, I grabbed the two air cans and proceeded to make my way back to the sales floor. I got started on dusting off the display machines without delay. 

Most of the maintenance problems that we have tend to revolve around the keyboards, as well as the desktop computer towers themselves. Frank turns on all of the computers and connects them to the central server of the store as soon as he gets in early in the morning. Guests come in and have free range of the store with regards to their usage of the model computers. If they see one that they like, then they come to either Frank or me, and we get the respective model from the storage room out back. 

Now, let’s not even include the fact that the computers themselves are nothing short of garbage compared to the other models that are available to the consumer elsewhere. Or the fact that the store model itself is rapidly becoming outdated with the rise of internet shopping. Or the fact that the store itself is not that remarkable in terms of what it offers, or even the location of the store itself. 

What I should mention is the fact that the clientele is . . . difficult to say the least. And Frank makes handling said clientele three times as difficult as it could otherwise be. Oh well, such is life. 

Firstly, you have the elderly and older folks, who at the end of the day are our main customer demographic. They purchase the computers that we have either because they don’t know any better with regards to the much better options that are available elsewhere, or they buy them due to nostalgia reasons. And on that latter point, Circuit Loop does have a competitive edge versus our competition. In a way, the more complicated and powerful a computer is, the less useful it tends to be for those who grew up in the age where computers had just begun their rise into the status of the household common items that they are now today. 

But this is bad news for the future of Circuit Loop, assuming that Frank even cares about the future of his store. Sometimes, I truly think that I care more about the future of business as an employee than Frank does as an owner. I care because the job market is tight where I live, and if I were to lose this job, then I will start to have lots of problems in my life, very quickly. 

Following the elderly folks, we have the twin combination of kids that are accompanied by parents, and kids that sneak into the store as their parents shop at the adjacent stores near Circuit Loop. Either way, these kids quickly get annoyed that these computers don’t play the cool games that they are accustomed to on their family computers back home, or on the display machines that our competitors have out for their customers at other stores. 

Annoyed at the fact that our machines are rightly considered to be worth less than garbage, they start to bang and abuse the keyboards. I find stick substances, copious amounts of dust, and key damage all the time. I always start my day with a quick dust, as Frank is smart enough to at least understand the necessity of having a decently presentable stock of display machines for public viewing. Still, he doesn’t care at all. And because he doesn’t care, then I certainly won’t, at least excluding my worry that my job will still be here when I need it tomorrow. 

As I started to dust the keys and the desktop computer towers, I entered into the trance state of being that I will be in until the final few minutes of my shift. A state of reminiscence, where I dream of the life that I otherwise could have, if I only had the money to afford it in this currently economic system that we live under. 

My perfect residence would be an apartment or house, one that is not too big but just large enough to house several rooms with the various trinkets and toys that I’ll be working on. With the way that my mind works, I always like to have several projects going at the same time. This means that I need the space and most importantly the money to be able to afford all of the parts. The more complicated the project, the higher the price tag in order to secure the oftentimes rare or otherwise difficult to order and/obtain parts. 

Tinkering away, merry like a child on a bright summer day. I love the sound of that life, which is why I retreat to this little corner in my mind each and every day that I work at Circuit Loop. It’s the only place of Eden that I know. 

*
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Jamie was hard at work, utilizing every single hertz of excess processing power that he could scrounge from what CNEOS has available. This particular asteroid, with the excess light reflection from its surface all the way to the fact that it’s technically in the same orbit around the sun as the Earth is, has made Jamie both perplexed and intrigued. Asteroids don’t just appear in a planets orbit, especially with the constant tug of gravitation forces that the various planets in the solar system constantly emit to anything in close proximity. An asteroid is either in a stable orbit at one of the two asteroid belts in the system, or it is temporarily dislodged. This asteroid isn’t in either category. Jamie wanted to find out why. 

He also was furious with himself for bothering to waste his breath on someone that he knew was not worth it. Looking back, Jamie realized that the director was just letting him talk so that she could say to the higher ups that matter that she heard him out in the event that he filed a complaint against her. She wasn’t going to check his email or even care if he sent it out. Jamie didn’t understand why she and everyone else at CNEOS hated him. He after always treated others with the respect that they deserve as individual human beings. So why wasn’t he welcomed into the friendship and colleague circles that he tried so desperately to get into? 

Jamie put all of this at the back of his mind as he focused on analyzing this asteroid to the best of his ability and available resources. He did not have much to space, CNEOS for one does not have many exclusive telescopes, and the ones that are exclusive tend to be set to broad sweep, so that as many scientists can get their data in as possible. Good for a broad access of telescope usage, bad for precise measurements that require more or less exclusive operation of the telescope in question. 

“What the hell?” Remarked Jamie out loud, as he quickly zoomed in on his computer screen in order to better see the various numbers that suddenly caught his eye. 

It was very slight, but numbers never lie, no matter how slight the oddity that you are looking at. It was there alright, confirmed by a telescope light sensor that was picking up on some of the light that was being reflected off of the asteroid that has gotten Jamie so worked up. Jamie scrambled to see if he could find another light sensor on a different telescope that recorded the exact same readings. It took a few moments of quick digging, but he found another light sensor, and it showed the exact same reading. 

“Asteroids don’t decelerate on their own. Asteroids don’t decelerate on their own. Asteroids don’t decelerate on their own . . .” Added Jamie, saying it over and over again as he looked deeper into the data in a vain attempt to come to terms with something that does not make any sense. 

The deceleration was very miniscule; it would be unreadable if you were measuring it using something like a car speedometer. But it was way too high to be justifiable with something like a gas emission from inside of the asteroid. Something else was going on, and Jamie needed to know what it was before he sent the email to his boss. She would likely delete it as soon as she realized the person who sent it, but Jamie knew that this was big. An unexplainable asteroid that can decelerate is making its way to Earth? On a practically guaranteed impact trajectory? This is precisely why CNEOS was created in the first place, and this discovery may be just what Jamie needs in order to move up in the scientific world. He knew that his days were numbered so long as he had to deal with the hatred that his boss had against him. 

He spent an hour, an hour that would’ve normally been used to commute home and prepare for his evening, researching this asteroid with all of the available processing power and telescope access that he had available. He ran every single test that he could with the resources that he had available, but every test came back normal. It’s a normal asteroid according to over fifty tests. Unremarkable, just another rock in space, floating merrily for untold millennia, until ultimately meeting an untimely fate upon reentry. To make matters worse, Jamie also had a confirmed impact point with all of the telemetry data that he had gathered. 

It was going to land in the middle of the Southern Pacific Ocean. Thousands of miles away from any major inhabited city or landmass. The tidal forces that the impact will cause, considering the low current speed of the asteroid as it continued to make its way to Earth, were going to be minuscule. A small blip on the scientific instruments perhaps if one is an oceanographer, but other than the oceanographers who are looking at the Southern Pacific, no one else will even know that the asteroid had landed on Earth. Bad news if one wants to be taken seriously by a boss that already despises your presence in her little area of NASA. 

Jamie proceeded to make a copy of his report both on his cloud server and on his keychain USB, a report that took another hour to draft and write up in top of the extra hour that Jamie had stayed over in order to get all of the data that he possibly could on the asteroid with the resources that he had available. It was now late in the evening, and the sun was falling fast. Jamie’s office started to dim as the sunlight grew weaker and weaker, and Jamie send an email to his boss with the report and the accompanying data that he had collected. It would almost certainly end up being tossed before being opened, much less taken seriously, but at least this way Jamie could claim if asked that he did his job properly. If this asteroid turns out to be something interesting, then the director would be to blame for not reporting it to the higher ups. 

With his job now done, Jamie packed up for the day. Heading through the now deserted halls of his workplace, he excited the CNEOS building and walked the length of the parking lot until he reached his car. The fact that his designated parking space is more or less at the opposite end of the parking lot with regards to the beginning of the CNEOS building is a great testament to how little Jamie’s colleagues regard him as an important member of the team. 

Getting into his car, Jamie proceeded to turn it on and pull out of the parking space. He drove across the parking lot to the exit, and he was on the road to his home a brief moment later. 

Jamie had time to think about the day that he just had as he drove to his house. He was angry that he couldn’t do more to analyze the asteroid before it’s inevitable impact tomorrow morning in Jamie’s time zone. The only data that he managed to obtain was data from very wide sweep telescopes, data that is more or less useless for anything other than the most rudimentary scans and analysis tests. Why the asteroid has a particularly high reflective outer surface, or why it appeared to be able to slow down under its own power or effort without any other force acting against it, or even why the asteroid was on the same exact orbit around the sun as the Earth was, were mysteries that Jamie was never going to figure out. 
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