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“ALIEN ZOO” IS THE SECRET Society Of Words’ second publication, but the first to be printed in hard copy as well as available for purchase in eBook form. Like our first, “The Seven Little Goatlings,” this story started as an idea by the Editor(s) and was given to the group to take wherever they would. It showcases our authors’ varying styles while still being a coherent and fun creation. As Editors we simply made suggestions and comments for authors to consider, fixed grammar and wrote our own chapters to tie it all in.    The work was made easier by the wholehearted support of Louise Falcioni and Suzanne Newnham. 

We hope you enjoy reading it as much as we all enjoyed writing it for 2015 NaNoWriMo. We, the editors, certainly had fun putting it together.
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The ship hovered amongst the geostationary satellites just above the equator approximately 35,700 kilometres above sea level. It was almost invisible amid Earth’s own satellites and enabled the ship’s occupants to search the landmasses below for shapeshifters without being discovered.

“Mama,” said the tiny purple alien, its delicate upper tentacle tips pressed against the plexiglass of the ship’s porthole. “Why are we here?”

“Hush, Zirth,” his mother said in their whistling speech, “Papa has managed to find some specimens. Let him concentrate.”

A few hours later, as Zirth was tucked into his resting nest, he asked again. Mama’s purple amour plates began to roil through pink and red in frustration as she answered. “I said not to worry about it Zirth. We will be home on Xolthus soon and you can go back to school with your friends. Now rest.”

Two days later, as the Xolthian ship hurtled away from the Orion Arm of the Milky Way toward its home world in the Persius Arm, Zirth managed to escape his mother’s oversight to venture into the ship’s hold. He was bored and determined to see what his father had found.

He quietly eased open the cargo hold door and found the odd smell tug his olfactory nerve, crinkling the flesh around his breathing hole. It reminded him of wet plygros pups before they were dipped in saline water to be eaten. Yet these creatures did not live in water. He found them housed in dimly lit four by four metre cages. Their movement ebbed and flowed as they looked for ... what? Escape? 

Zirth closed the gap to the first cage and tentatively touched the external electromagnetic field. It shimmered with a sharp zap that didn’t hurt him, nor did it let his tentacle through. The trapped creatures made odd noises and it was clear to Zirth these sounds were distress calls. His approach had caused them to crowd in the furthest extent of the cage to avoid him. He hissed a reassuring message that only seemed to distress them further. 

Zirth studied the six creatures. They were shorter than he, even though he was under-sized for his age. He noted they only had four tentacles instead of his useful eight and used two to keep them upright. The other two waved around or clutched at themselves or each other. Those two top tentacles had tiny little extensions on their tips that moved around independently. Strange, he thought. The creatures’ noises didn’t make any sense to Zirth, yet he was fascinated. He wanted to hold one to show that he was no threat. But as he moved around the cage to get a better look they moved around to keep as far from him as possible.

One creature in particular, the tallest one, waved his upper tentacles and rumbled soft noises that quieted the others somewhat. Zirth tried to make out what was different about that one. He studied the things, identifying slight protrusions in some and not in others and wondered if that identified their gender. There were different tonal qualities in the sounds each creature made and Zirth surmised it was their communication process. But the one he really liked was the tiniest of them. He wanted to touch the yellow stuff that swirled from it’s top and flowed halfway down its body. It looked tantalizingly soft. The little creature was constantly tugging the stuff over its breathing hole – or what Zirth thought was its breathing hole - seemingly to hide itself.

“It doesn’t work,” he told it. “I can still see you.”

The booming hiss of his father’s voice made Zirth slither back from the cage in alarm. “What are you doing here? I told you not to come here.”

“But I want to see. Can I play with the little one, Father. Please?” Zirth begged. Before his father could answer there was a loud thud and they had to steady themselves as the ship shuddered violently. Alarms instantly sounded and his Father, body armour flashing multiple colours indicating distress, turned sharply to head back to the control room, barking orders to the five crew members over the coms system as he moved.

Then all hell broke loose.

Zirth’s mother found him and grabbed his primary tentacle and dragged him to an evacuation pod. They both buckled their harnesses tightly and in moments the force of its ejection from the ship rattled Zirth’s brain. He could only watch, horrified, as Xolthian brigands unloaded the live cargo into their own ship. The last thing Zirth could ever recall before he passed out was his mother crying and his own scream as the ship he had called home for many months silently imploded. The brigands engaged the ships self-destruct and his father and crew perished in the implosion.

The brigands had let him and his mother escape, knowing they would perish all alone in deep space.  
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CHAPTER 1 – ‘Angst’ by Debbie Richardson
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Twenty Years Later.....

Yolaxus poured hot water into the coffee pot. A foul tasting concoction the shape shifting beasts had brought to the zoo from their home planet, Earth. She hated the bitter taste, but then she hated everything – the shape shifters, her job feeding them, the colleague she’d been assigned to work with. There were days, such as today, where she hated her father most of all. 

She poured the coffee from the pot and into a mug – a trait she’d learned from watching the shapeshifters. The gesture of pouring and drinking coffee seemed to pacify them, and she’d decided to give it a try. It hadn’t pacified her, but the taste had become addictive. 

She sat down at the console and blew across the rim of the mug. Misdirected anger. Misplaced blame. The mind carers on this planet had dozens of names for her condition: anger had led to this change in career. She had to stop directing it at other people. 

The outpost will give you time to reflect, her father had said at her trial. He’d also said that when she was cured of anger, he’d sense this as only a high ranking Xolthie could sense such things, and then he’d end her punishment. He’d vowed this ten years ago. Just another broken promise in a life of many. Like the time he’d said he’d take her to swim in the black waters of Rial.

She shook her mind free of the dark thoughts and slurped on the bitter beverage; it suited her mood. And really, it wasn’t as awful as she made out.

A bell sounded. A light flashed on the console.

“Zirth.” Maybe he was in the bathroom. “Zirth.”

She put her feet up on the console, ignoring the alarm. Zirth was probably already on his way to feeding his beloved pets. Her colleague had a soft spot for the shape shifters that she couldn’t understand. Filthy beasts. They might be good for a party trick, but beings that could turn into something else were not to be trusted. Still, the day one of the shape-shifting beasts could mimic the purpled, scaly flesh of her kind was the day she’d strap it to the chair as her replacement and hightailed it somewhere the High Council couldn’t find her. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SECRET SOCIETY OF WORDS

Edited by Cat Sheely and Debbie Richardson





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





