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	Alien V. The Final Solution


	 


	Adapted from the characters created by


	Dan O’Bannon, Ronald Shusett and Joss Whedon


	 


	Story by E. E. Dudley


	Eleanor Ripley, an Inuit-Caucasian hybrid living a peaceful and uneventful life in the wilds of Alaska meets Chicago Jones, a wolf warden and they team up. After their near-death experience, she is asked to join a team of explorers as an adviser as they believe they have found the ‘Alien’ home planet. Eleanor realises that if their assumption is true, and she accepts their terms, she and Jonesy could face the same dangers as her cloned mother did on the USM Auriga whose DNA was taken from Helen Ripley on Florina 161, the ex-Lieutenant,  survivor from the carnage on board the industry space vessel, the Nostromo. She accepts and several months later, she and Jonesy find themselves fighting for their lives when they face the Alien Monsters as they set out to rescue their space vessel’s crew.


	 




 


	Chapter 
One Space


	Silhouetted against a backdrop of stars, an immense tear-drop-shaped space vessel turned slowly on its axis until its bow pointed to a distant galaxy.


	The vessel raced at mega light-speed towards the galaxy and halted in the midst of a maelstrom of stars.


	Deep inside the vessel, ten sleepers, some alone in their beds, snoring loudly, sleeping peacefully, or turning restlessly, and some lying locked in peaceful embrace, or busy making love, were disturbed, or awakened by the ship’s alarm; a gentle beeping sound that rose slowly in pitch until it left the scale audible to humans.


	In the semi-darkness of a dome-shaped room, dozens of screens came to life. A giant view screen flashed, fluttered and finally displayed a picture of a distant white star system. The picture grew and grew as the vessel approached, still guided by its computer, and cleared, showing numerous satellites surrounding the bright one.


	The room slowly filled as the crew entered, singly or in pairs, voicing greetings as they moved to their workplaces.


	Fingers moved deftly over keyboards and a planet similar to Earth in appearance grew in size. A land mass surrounded by azure oceans assumed details in its landscape as the computer’s detectors zeroed in guiding the vessel through the atmosphere.


	On the planet’s surface an object on the ground, half covered with lush green grass, came into view. The object was a small, bullet-shaped space vehicle, with burn marks visible along its fuselage.


	The giant space vessel hovered over the planet’s surface, caressed by the rippling metre-high grass. Through an opening in the vessel’s hull, a smaller copy of the space vessel emerged, and settled down close to the wreck. Two human figures dressed in heavy-gravity, mechanically-aided, pressure suits and armed with hologram cameras mounted on their helmets, left the protection of its interior and approached the damaged craft.


	A doorway in the side of the space craft hissed open at the touch of a metal encased hand on a pressure pad. The camera’s searchlight revealed rows of seats void of occupants. At the front of the craft, a hatchway opened slowly and revealed the huddled figure of the pilot, a humanoid form with a smooth, elongated grass-green, hairless skull.






	Alaska


	Nine sleepers lay beneath a blanket of snow. The larger mound stirred, disturbing the light crystal covering. At the sound of an opening zipper a figure swaddled in a parka sat up, shedding the rest of the snow covering from the sleeping bag. As the parka hood came off, black hair cascaded down, drawn back as the figure, a woman, slipped her snow goggles over her forehead.


	She rose to her feet, pulling up the hood, calling out to the dogs in Inuit. They woke as one, shaking the snow off their thick fur as she pulled on her boots, kept warm inside her sleeping bag, and tightened the hood of her parka. She shook and rolled up her sleeping bag and stowed it away on the dog sled. After removing a large sack from the sled, she fed the whining huskies.


	Back at the sled she took a small pan, a gas stove and an ‘insta-soup’ packet out of her backpack. After mixing the contents with handfuls of snow, she prepared the mixture on the stove, emptied the steaming liquid into a mug and swallowed the contents in a series of gulps. After clearing up she walked away from the camp to the forest edge, pulling her goggles in place against the rising wind. After a few paces she stopped, unfastened her trousers, pulled them down, squatted next to a tree and urinated.


	Having finished, she stood up, re-adjusting her clothing and sniffed the air. The dogs barked as a pack of timber wolves appeared at the edge from the forest. The woman moved quickly between her dog team and the wolves, bared her teeth and snarled. The approaching wolves halted in panic and turned away yelping and disappeared in a flurry of snow.


	She turned to a male voice, “Very impressive, does that work every time?”


	In the gusting wind she saw an Inuit standing there, dressed in animal skins and furs. “Every time,” she told him. “And who are you?”


	The man, aged around thirty, pushed up his goggles and came closer, carrying a canvas backpack and snow shoes on his shoulder, he set his load down. “My name is Chicago Jones. You can call me Jonesy.”


	She turned from him and busied herself tying the dogs’ harnesses to the sled. The man watched her and she spoke without looking at him.


	“We had a cat in our family named Jonesy. Where does the name Chicago come from?”


	He grinned and said, “One of my ancestors sold whiskey to the white people in Chicago a long, long time ago, it was his nickname and he was proud of it, now it runs in the family.” He came nearer to her. “What are you doing traveling through my land scaring the wolves?”


	“I’m just ending my days in peace and quiet away from what is jokingly known as civilization.”


	He watched as she carried on with her work, leading one dog after another to the sled’s traces. “I’m on my way to the Canadian border, if you’re heading that way I would like to join you, I could use the ride.”


	The woman paused in her work and looked at him for a short while before speaking, “Stow your gear on the


	sled, you’ll find a blanket or two there to cover you.”


	“Thanks, we can take turns driving if you want.”


	“No need. Load your gear.”


	Jonesy stowed his tackle on the sled, and helped harness the rest of the team. “What’s your name by the way?


	The woman opened her parka hood, pushed up her goggles, showing the fine features of a half-caste Inuit female in her mid-twenties. “Eleanor, but you can call me Ripley.”


	With the dogs harnessed, they set off through the thickening forest. Jonesy sat on the sled with a blanket around his feet and lower body, while Ripley drove the dogs on. As the journey continued, the daylight improved as the forest thinned out while the altitude increased.


	After driving for a while the undergrowth thickened and they came to a clearing partly surrounded by trees and bushes and entered onto hard packed snow. They saw to their left, behind a low stretch of undergrowth, a deep gulley descending into the distant mist, and to the front of them a long steep slope.


	As they crossed the clearing, Jonesy jumped off the sled and helped push it up the slope. As they reached the top, Ripley halted the sled and after securing it, gazed around. “What’s that noise,” she said, “it sounds like a waterfall, and that’s a stream down there in the gulley. Where does it come from?”


	She checked the sled’s anchor and dog harnesses while Jonesy walked down the path to the clearing, his head cocked to one side. Suddenly the forest quietened as the birds busily feeding on the berries, ceased their chirping.


	He called out to her, “I’m not quite sure, there is a thaw on, and after the severe winter and the late spring sometimes it’s warmer in the mountains.”


	She joined him, peered through a gap in the bushes, and saw a quickly flowing stream in the gully below. She tilted her head to one side and then the other.


	Jones looked down into the gulley.


	She looked at the ground beneath her feet as it vibrated. “Can you feel that?” She asked.


	He turned and looked at Ripley, his jaw dropped and his eyes widened as a cloud of birds alighted noisily from the trees. “That sounds like -!”


	He didn’t get a chance to finish as she grabbed his parka front, but, before they could move, the whole ground beneath them gave way and they fell ten metres into a roaring, icy torrent.


	They both surfaced, fighting for breath. The current carried them off, along with wooden debris, at a fast pace down the steep gully. She cried out as a large log narrowly missed her.


	Jonesy moved to avoid the log, collided with a rock outcrop and disappeared below the surface and reappeared, his body lifeless. She watched helplessly as his body slid down a watery slope before her and disappeared in the watery turmoil. She followed him unheeded and surfaced amongst debris with no sign of her companion. As she was carried off by a slowly moving river and she looked about her, Jonesy is nowhere to be seen. She struggled through the debris, searching the river banks, as she slowly drifted on. She sank below the surface, searching in the murky water, following the flow. She surfaced for air after a while and submerged again, and collided with Jonesy, as he reached out to her in the silence.


	She grabbed hold of him and surfaced and swam to the bank with him, pulling him through the shallows, and onto the grass where she laid him on a bed of dry leaves and searched for his pulse. She sighed with relief, loosened his clothing and turned him on his side. Water trickled from his mouth and she turned him back. “Come on, Jonesy, “she said aloud, “breathe, you aren’t dead yet.”


	She took his chin between thumb and forefinger tilted his head back and holding his nose with the other hand, took a deep breath and closed her mouth around his. She blew hard filling his lungs. She did this twice then pressed down on his chest rapidly a dozen times. “Come on, Jonesy, I know you can hear me, you’re not dead, your heart’s still beating, wake up, wake up dammit,” she shouted and pounded angrily on his chest. She carried on with the breathing procedure and ceased as he coughed, and more water poured from his mouth. He coughed some more and Ripley helped him to sit up.


	He looked around him, his nose bleeding lightly. “What the hell was that? What happened?”


	“Have you forgotten? We both decided to go for a swim; you lost an argument with a rock and decided to hide


	from me,” she told him. “I found you eventually and here we are, and if we don’t do something soon we are going to freeze to death.”


	He climbed to his feet looking around, shivering. He discarded his wet mittens and flapped his arms, and then he ran on the spot. Panting, he scraped a mound of leaves together and removes his belt pouch. “We must dry our clothes. Look, the sun is coming out.”


	She watched as he rubbed his hands together then took a magnifying glass out of his pouch. She looked up at the sun. “Wouldn’t it be easy to rub two sticks together, the clouds are gathering?”


	He focused the concentrated rays from the sun onto the leaves. Very soon, a sliver of smoke rose from the mound, followed by a small flame that grew in size.


	“Who’s a clever boy then? I’ll get some wood.”


	She left in a hurry and Jonesy piled twigs onto the fire.


	She came back with an armful of deadwood and arranged it over the blazing pile of twigs and small branches.


	Jonesy appeared dragging a large behind him, while carrying a smaller one and she regarded him in amusement as he arranged the fire setting the larger log next to the fire and laying the smaller one across it. “Don’t just stand there, “he shouted, “get more wood, more wood, and keep moving.”


	She grinned and ran off.


	They soon had a huge fire roaring, and a large quantity of wood. They stripped off their clothes and hung them over the deadwood arranged around the blaze. The two naked humans huddled together, soaking up the heat, piling wood on the fire, poking and raking it, turning their bodies this way and that, with their clothes steaming in the cold air.


	By nightfall their clothes were dry. They make a bed of leaves under the trees and huddled together, they fell asleep.


	The two awoke to heavily falling snow. Jonesy walked off into the woods. When he returned, he saw Ripley sitting on a log next the re-kindled fire, cleaning a set of knives. He approached her, his breath clouding the air as he fastened his hood. He picked up one of the knives and weighed it in his hand. “I see you have a hunting knife, but what are these used for?”


	She took the twin of the knife that Jonesy had, and holding it by the blade, she knelt and threw it; it turned two and a half times and ended up embedded in the trunk of a nearby birch tree with a loud ‘thunk’. 


	He raised his eyebrows. “I see,” he said with a smile and handed


	over the knife, and walked over to the one stuck in the tree, removing it with some difficulty.






	Rescue


	They headed deep into the forest, their breath smoking the morning air, struggling through the thickening undergrowth, forced to make several detours due to the density, stumbling over hidden roots and fallen branches, as they headed in what they hoped was the direction of the clearing. Ripley stopped and said, “I wonder what has happened to the dogs and the sled.”


	Jonesy, panting heavily managed to say, “God in all his wisdom may know, but I do not. Keep moving please.”


	They moved on, the ground rose and the forest thinned out a little. Soon they were stepping through knee-deep snow.


	Suddenly, Jonesy keeled over.


	“Jonesy, this is no time for a nap,” she said and bent over him feeling for his pulse. “Still alive! Well, I know you


	aren’t doing this to impress me, Jonesy, so wake up and move your ass.”


	Jonesy remained silent and still, breathing shallowly.


	She sighed, squatted, took his arm and draped him over her shoulder; she stood up and continued through the falling snow. The ground leveled off eventually, and the trees thinned out and became sparse and she found herself in knee-deep in snow, in a total white-out as snow fell down upon her.


	She struggled along, step by step.


	A loud metallic-sounding voice caused her to halt. “Hello! Hello!”


	She strained her ears, searching for the sound. She turned her head as the came once more, this time louder.


	“HELLO! HELLO!”


	She screamed, “OVER HERE! OVER HERE!”


	Five fur-clad figures, with RCMP badges on their headwear, appeared through the snow curtain. The five officers stared at Ripley standing before them, with Jonesy draped over her shoulder.


	One of them spoke quietly into his two-way. Two others took hold of Jonesy, removing him carefully from Ripley’s shoulder.


	“Looks like you got your man, officer,” she said with a grin.


	“Are you okay, ma’am? We are searching for the owner of a dog sled found on the side of the gorge,” said one with sergeant’s chevrons below his badge.


	She loosened her neck and her shoulder muscles. “Yes, that’s mine, are the dogs okay?”


	“The dogs are fine, ma’am,” he said.


	“What the hell happened back there?”


	“You must have been standing on the old wooden bridge when it was hit by a flash flood. The bridge crashed into the river, and we found your sled after some guy on a snowmobile called it in. We saw the collapsed bridge and put two and two together, we didn’t expect to find anyone alive, but we had to look anyway.”


	A large full-track vehicle appeared, growling through the snow. It stopped and she was taken inside, together with Jonesy. They both lay on stretchers covered in thick blankets. In the warmth of the gently rocking vehicle, its electric motors whining softly, she dozed off; both of them under the watchful eye of a medic.


	The machine churned its way through the snow, and eventually approached a large group of log cabins as the snow fall diminished. There, in a covered enclosure an Inuit woman was attending to Ripley’s dogs.






	Alien dream encounter


	Eleanor Ripley moved along a darkened corridor lined with large, dark piping from floor to ceiling. She stopped and sniffed the air, she looked up at a bend in one of the pipes, and watched frozen, as it transformed into an Alien monster its clawed hands reaching out for her.






	Food


	Ripley sat up in bed, wide awake, it was dark. She was breathing harshly as her heart pounded. Her vision cleared as the room brightened, and she looked at the sunlit window where Jonesy lay in bed, dressed in a gown similar to hers. She left her bed and walked over to him, and an Inuit nurse, walked in carrying a tray.


	“Miss Ripley, you shouldn’t be up, please get back into bed. I’ve brought you some nourishment.”


	Ripley complied wordlessly. She received a steaming hot broth in a small bowl and ignoring the proffered spoon emptied it, to the nurse’s alarm, in a series of gulps.


	“Do be careful, that’s hot.”


	“I like it hot,” she said.


	“What about me? I could eat a horse, plus its saddle.”


	Both the nurse and Ripley turned to the sound of Jonesy’s voice.


	Ripley pulled back her bed covers and walked past the startled nurse. She looked down at Jonesy and shook her head. “Just when I thought I’d got rid of you.”


	The nurse joined her and laid a hand on Jonesy’s chest as he tried to rise up. “Lie still young man. You were in a coma, and you may have internal damage. The doctor is on his way, and he will be here soon.”


	Ripley nodded. “You had better do as she says, Jonesy, you could have some damage, after all, you literally bounced off a rock in that torrent this morning.”


	The nurse’s eyebrows rose as she spoke, “This morning! You two have been here for five days. Mr Jones has been in a deep coma, you Miss Ripley have been asleep the whole time, you were suffering from hyperthermia and exhaustion, you’d been walking for hours on end with this young man on your shoulder, and you must be hungry.”


	Ripley turned to the nurse. “We are extremely thankful you found us and cared for us, and yes I’m starving. How about a couple of roast chickens, and a two-pound steak apiece with potatoes and greens.”


	The nurse’s eyebrows rose once more.


	“Yes, I’m a big eater, runs in the family,” said Ripley and grinned at Jonesy. “And I’ll have a dozen fried eggs with all the trimmings except for the bacon, while we’re waiting. In the meantime I have to use the bathroom and would like to shower.”


	The nurse indicated another door. “You will find everything in there; I’ll go and see the cook about the food.”


	Ripley took Jonesy’s hand.


	He sat up in bed as the nurse left the room. He pulled back the covers and swung his legs over the side of the bed. “Five days sleeping in the same bedroom with a beautiful woman and no sex, wow!”


	She recalled they had seen each other’s naked body, and released his hand and walked off to the bathroom, removing her nightgown, letting it fall to the floor. She paused at the open door leaning her naked form against the frame, as she spoke. “What do intend doing to remedy that, lover boy?”


	Jonesy sat there agog. “I, er, I was only joking.”


	She leaned back, running a hand over her breasts, “I hope not,” she said, “Or is that a cucumber you’re hiding under your nightgown?”


	Ripley was almost invisible in the steam-filled room. The door opened and closed and a dark figure moved slowly in on her. As the figure reached out and touched her shoulder she turned and took Jonesy into her arms.




	 


	Chapter Two 
An unpleasant surprise


	Ripley and Jonesy devoured the mound of food before them, wearing Mountie fatigues.


	Ripley cleaned her plate with a chunk of bread ahead of a bloated Jonesy who was seated next to her, and helped herself to his leftovers, after which she drained the milk jug.


	Jonesy reached out and touched her hand.  “The doc says I’m okay to travel. You saved my life and I am indebted to you. Where you go, I go. I must now protect you or my ancestors will be disgraced.”


	She stretched her arms above her head and said, “I know, and that’s okay; I always wanted a toy boy.” After seeing his expression she took his hand in both of hers and smiled. “I am sorry, that was a bad Joke. I will see that your ancestors are not disgraced, I will follow our custom. So, tell me, Chicago Jones, how old are you?”


	He smiled. “I’ll be thirty-two next birthday. Why do you ask?


	“I’ll be sixty-six when mine comes around,” she said.


	His brow creased at first then he grinned. “You’re putting me on, aren’t you?”


	She looked at him from under her eyebrows and shook her head. “No, I have a gene defect, I will probably attend your funeral, you see I can’t age; but I’m not indestructible, I’m just like anybody else. I will probably live to be two hundred or more, barring accidents, who knows, who cares?


	A voice rang out, “We do, Warrant Officer Ripley.”


	She rolled her eyes and turned with Jonesy to the sound of the voice. She saw a young Negro in a black suit and black sweater.


	She stared at him and said, “I am not, never was and never will be a warrant  officer, that Ripley died


	over three hundred and fifty years ago.”


	The young man walked forward his hand outstretched. “Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Michael Thane, I represent IPD, International Planet Discovery, and I have a job for you, you can start at the rank of commander, on full pay.”


	Jonesy’s eyebrows shot up as she spoke “Piss off,” she said. 


	Thane didn’t even blink, he carried on. “They said that would be


	your reaction. The paid rank of commander is not only for the mission, if you agree to take it on, it is forever, that is if you wish to -.”


	She interrupted Thane’s preamble. “Did they, whoever they are, tell you what I would do if you persisted?”


	“Er, no!”


	Ripley’s movements were a blur.


	Thane screamed in agony and his body sailed across the room, finishing up against the near wall. He climbed slowly to his feet nursing his genitals.


	Ripley returned to her seat. Jonesy sat there in shock. She smiled at him and took his hand, he tried to retrieve it, and her grip relaxed as she spoke, “Relax will you. I have never been to New-New York. Do you fancy a trip? I mean by air, not by dog sled.


	He smiled and said, “What do we do for money?”


	She took out her wallet, opened it and withdrew a gold-plated credit card. She showed it to Jonesy. “That pays all my bills. A present from my mother’s last employer, it also pays for my silence.” She indicated behind her, replacing the card and pocketing the wallet. “Probably the same jerks who sent him. The sort of scum you usually find under a rock or in a cesspool.”


	They made room for one of the kitchen workers who wheeled a trolley up to the table and cleared the dishes.


	The nurse came in and approached the table, eyeing Thane. She stared at the empty dishes. “I see you enjoyed the meal.”


	Ripley nodded. “We did, thank you, it was delicious.”


	Jonesy spoke up, “I thought she was going to eat the dishes after she cleaned my plate.”


	Ripley looked at him. “I was five days without food, Jonesy, I was peckish, and you didn’t hold back.”


	The nurse’s pager peeped. “You two are a picture of health, I’m glad to say. I have to go now, so take care.” She looked at Thane as she walked by him. “You okay?”


	“He was just leaving,” said Ripley.


	The nurse left the room and Thane said, “I can’t leave.”


	Jonesy looked at Thane standing behind them and looked at Ripley’s expression as she slowly shook her head, after which he pushed his chair slowly away from the table.


	Thane spoke as if nothing had happened, “On Darling 5, we found a space capsule. This is one of the photos taken of the alien pilot.” He stepped forward, and keeping his distance, dropped a photo in front of Ripley and stepped back, quickly.


	She stared at the glossy plastic sheet, and then picked it up. The photo showed a green skeleton-like body of a creature with an elongated head, its mouth was open exposing rows of carnivorous teeth - projecting slightly outwards was another, smaller jaw.


	Jonesy moved closer and stared wide-eyed. “What the hell is that?”


	Her voice was barely audible, “A killing machine. It kills humans.”


	Jonesy swallowed dryly.


	Thane continued. “The mummified corpse was estimated to be over ten to fifty years old, not only that, it was wearing what we think was a military uniform, which disintegrated along with the cadaver, on removal.”


	Ripley crossed herself. “Dear sweet Jesus,” she said. She took a deep breath and looked at Jonesy. She swivelled in her chair and Thane took an involuntary step backwards with his hands covering his injured parts.


	Jonesy hid a smirk behind his hand.


	She broke the silence, her voice calm and steady, “My mother warned me about this day and strangers bearing gifts. So, what did she tell you?”


	Thane was perspiring slightly. He coughed painfully and answered as he faced the pair, “We haven’t been able to trace her, we checked at the hospital where she goes for her yearly check-up. They said they hadn’t seen her for a while.


	We searched for you and we traced and read your medical records with interest, especially the psychological reports. So, you have your mother’s genes, also her memories and knowledge of the characteristics of this race. You will be needed to verify the findings when -.”


	She interrupted him. “I also inherited my Father’s will to survive; he died protecting me and my mother from the likes of you, running and hiding. I don’t think he would appreciate knowing I was doing something my mother would never do.”


	Thane bowed his head. “I am sorry to hear that. We need you though. I am here to ask, no, to beg for your help.”


	She raised an eyebrow, watching the apparently humbled man, her head moving from side to side. “The day you people beg will be…” Her voice trailed off and she looked at Jonesy, he shrugged his shoulders as if to say, ‘I’m game, let’s go.’


	“A commander you say?”


	Thane sighed, his relief obvious as he limped round the table and faced both of them.


	Jonesy moved his chair closer to Ripley’s placing a protective arm around her shoulder.


	She hid a smile and narrowed her gaze at Thane as he spoke.


	“Yes, for the designated period in a starship of the IPD, International Planet Discovery.”


	“What is the mission?” She asked.


	Thane indicated the photo. “To investigate, summarize and debate.”


	She regarded him with interest. “And then you will of course exterminate these creatures?” 


	Thane was horrified. “What! No, we wish to make peace.”


	She looks away and glanced at Jonesy, she shook her head slowly and looked at Thane again. She startled him as she raised her voice, “Are you out of your peace-loving mind. Peace! That’ll be the day. They won’t make peace, not if these creatures are descendants of Ripley’s monster. I carry Warrant Officer Ripley’s and my mother’s all too vivid memories as well as their and the monsters genes. These things are killing machines, nothing less. Aren’t there enough fools in the world?”


	“We are absolutely sure that normal evolution has gone its course and these creatures are now civilized just like the human race. The opportunity to meet another race sharing the same universe cannot be thrown away due to past fears and prejudices.”


	“Let me make one thing clear, the human race is not civilized, it never was and never will be. We narrowly escaped complete annihilation in that last war, which my mother was lucky to miss. As for fears and prejudices! If you had ever faced just one of these creatures you wouldn’t talk like that.”


	She sat there drumming her fingers with Jonesy keeping an eye on Thane.


	“In what capacity would I be employed?” She asked.


	“You will be assisting the science officer.”


	Her chair slid away from the table, Thane took several steps backwards and Jonesy laid his hand on her arm. She glanced at him and smiled. “I hope it’s a human one, Thane.”


	“Ah, the Nostromo affair, yes, it was a Hyperdine Systems 120-A/2. No, she’s quite human. Robots haven’t been used for over a hundred years now.”


	“And you want to make peace with these abominations?”


	Thane nodded and she observed him for a moment.


	The nurse walked in. “Mr Thane, your vehicle is charged up and ready as you requested.” She addressed Ripley, “Miss Ripley, Mr Jones, your clothes are ready, if you want to change.


	“Thank you, that’s very kind of you.” She called out to Thane. “Mr Thane, where is Darling 5, by the way?


	He removed his hands from his genital area, and straightened up. “Darling 5 is not the home planet. Examination of the alien shuttle’s computer, revealed the whereabouts of the native planet, which will be your final destination, but the expeditionary team will not leave without you.”


	Ripley placed a hand on Jonesy’s shoulder, “I am not leaving without Mr Jones.”


	Jonesy looked at Thane, grinning widely. “That’s okay, I was told to acquire you at any price.”


	Ripley looked at Jonesy and clasped her hands behind her head, and planted her slippered feet on the table.


	“Mom said it would one day come down to me. I wonder how she knew and where she is right now.”


	The nurse said, “Excuse me, but does this mean you’ll be leaving your dogs and sled here in our care?


	“Yes, just take care of them until I return, please, and make sure they get plenty of exercise.”


	“I can assure you they will, my snowmobile just died on me.” She watched as the nurse left with Thane and wondered if, like her mother, she had been fooled into doing something that she would later regret.






	A secret meeting


	A heavily-clad figure sat astride a whining snowmobile as it ploughed its way through the snow. After winding its way through the forest it arrived at a clearing.


	In the clearing a black 4X4 waited. The driver, a female, climbed out, muffled in her parka. The snowmobile driver pulled up close to it removed his gloves and raised his thumb to the other occupants. He loosened his parka, removed his face mask and his goggles and stuffed them in his pocket with his gloves. It was Thane. His breath came out in small clouds as he spoke.


	“She agreed!”


	The driver ran over to him, and pulled him off the machine, laughing. She hugged him. “So you made it! How did


	it go, did you reach the Mounties in time?”


	He kissed her on the mouth, “Sure, it went as you predicted, she’s going and she’s taking the native with her. Was that necessary, won’t he get in the way?”


	She stepped away from the man, took his arm, pulling him along. They walked towards the vehicle. Thane pulled his hood up and placed his arm around the woman’s shoulders. They sheltered from the wind behind the 4X4, standing close to one another.


	The driver told him, “With so many options he has to go as back-up. What do you think, will he support her, and has he fallen for her?”


	Thane grinned and took hold of the slender figure by the waist and pulled her to him, she wrapped her arms around his neck and sighed.  Thane looks at her intently. “She’s like the she-wolf with her cub and he is so infatuated and bound by tribal custom he is ready to follow her through fire and deep water.” He kissed her on the lips and she responded, they broke off and he said, “You know I have worked hard on this and I have missed you terribly.” He kissed her long and hard on the mouth once again, the horn in the 4X4 sounded.


	She turned and smiled nodding to the occupants raising her thumb.


	Thane hugged to him. “Talking of water, it got a bit dicey when that bridge gave way. That wasn’t planned. They were gone in a second and all I could do was follow them on the other bank, but they survived the fall and they continued on their way.”


	“She is tough, Thane, just like her mother. A lot is depending on her. You’ve done your part well, and I have missed you too, let’s hope nothing bad happens.”


	The two walk arm in arm back to the driver’s door, they stop and kissed once more. She said, “Take that vehicle back to the hire firm. See you in half an hour at the motel; I’ll be waiting for you, ready, willing and hungry.”


	Thane hurried back to his snow mobile, refitting his mask, goggles and gloves and starts the engine. With a wave he drove off into the forest.






	Departure


	Ripley fondled her dogs one by one in the compound, her eyes moist. Jonesy approached her, after talking with one of the Mounties. “Don’t worry about them, they’ll be taken care of while we’re away, and they’ll be here when we return.”


	She rose up shouldering her back pack and said, “Not when, Jonesy, if!”


	The copter’s electric motor started up on the distant landing pad. Jonesy walked off, followed by Ripley.


	They climbed aboard and stowed their luggage in the nets above them and took their seats allowing the automatic harness to secure them. The machines four electric-powered rotors on their stubby wings changed from a horizontal to a vertical position and with a deafening high-pitched whine the machine lifted off.


	Lying in their padded chairs they both looked down through the Plexiglas sides at the rapidly shrinking landscape, as the copter soared up. The padded seats returned to their normal vertical position as the motors turned back to horizontal mode. At the same time, the wings extended outwards, and the craft surged forward.


	The gentle humming of the turbines lulled the two occupants to sleep and Ripley’s facial expression changed from serenity to concern.


	*


	Ripley, Jonesy and others are standing before a crowd of cheering smiling green aliens. Then the crowd parts and the noise abated, as alien monsters pounced on the unsuspecting humans.


	*


	“Jonesy, watch out!” Ripley woke with a start, perspiring heavily. In the silence of the cabin, Jonesy gave her a towel from the rack on the seat in front. She wiped her face slowly.


	“Bad dreams again?” He asked.


	She took a deep breath staring ahead. “More like a premonition, Jonesy. You could call it my inheritance,” she said, and faced him.


	He stared at her intently, and he didn’t like what he saw.




	 


	Chapter Three 
The IPD


	Ripley and Jonesy were wearing the black uniform of the IPL, given to them when they arrived at the airfield. They climbed out of their transport vehicle, a black ground car sporting the IPL insignia on its side, and walked the short distance towards an astonishingly high building. As they stood before it, two huge doors slowly rolled to one side, revealing the interior of an aircraft hangar. As soon as they opened wide enough, they walked on through.


	Inside the dimly lit hangar, they approached and stopped before a shiny black tear-drop-shaped object floating motionless in thin air, a half-metre above the ground. It was fifteen metres in length, five in width and four in height.


	Ripley walked to the front end and gazed at the squat, ominous vessel.


	Jonesy stroked its surface. “It tingles,” he said and examined his fingertips.


	Ripley touched it and quickly drew her hand back. “What the hell is this,” she said, “are we going into deep


	space in that??


	A voice called out. “No, of course not. That is an IPL flyer, our transport to the mother ship, now in orbit around Jupiter.


	The turned and faced a well-built, dark-haired man of fifty, dressed as they are.


	“I am Captain Jorn Adenski, Commander Ripley. I am the pilot for the trip. Allow me to introduce you to the crew.”


	A small crowd has gathered behind Adenski, all dressed as he is in the black IEL uniform. They are aged between forty and fifty. Each one smiles and nods as he introduces them.


	“Commander Celia Cairne, my first officer. Science officer Commander Francis Bolan, and Chief engineer Andrew Levin. Scientists of Lieutenant Commander rank are, Marion Davis, Heike Havers and Rita Kiery. Astrogator Michael O’Brien, Doctor Nathaniel Gambuli and not forgetting the chef Thomas Sharkey.


	He paused and addressed the crew, indicating Jonesy. “This er, gentleman with Commander Ripley is her, shall we say, her bodyguard. His name is Jonesy.”


	Adenski took a remote control device out of his breast pocket, pointed it at the flyer and pressed a button, and the door in the vessel’s side hissed open. Ripley and the others piled in one after another.


	Inside, on either side of the vessel was a long bench with a back rest. Cairne, a broad shouldered, stocky Eurasian woman, climbed in last and seated herself at the flyers controls on the only other seating available, a small padded chair.


	The door hissed as it closed.


	Ripley looked around her and saw Jonesy sitting opposite her between Gambuli and Levin. “Is this some sort of wind up?” She asked in general.


	Sharkey, a short, grey-haired muscular individual, sitting next to her, explained. “The executive Thane explained us all about you Commander. You’ve been out of touch for quite some time. This vessel is the same as the mother ship. It is inertialess with artificial gravity, in case you were looking for a seat belt or something. Just relax and enjoy the ride, we will be there in a moment or two.”


	Ripley looked at him sideways and grinned. “A moment or two,” she said, “I thought we were heading for Jupiter, that’s more than a moment or two away in this pea-boat.”


	Her jaw dropped as a multiple view screen lit up around the front and along the sides and back of the vessel. She watched her surrounds as the craft roses silently and left the hangar through the open doors, moving slowly at first.


	Once outside, the flyer rose and pointed its nose to the sky.


	Ripley gasped and Sharkey took hold of her arm and said, “Just relax, it’s artificial gravity and lack of inertia, a little disconcerting at the start, but you’ll soon get used to it.”


	The ground below moved away and the spaceport shrank. The azure heavens turned black as the American landmass and the Atlantic Ocean came into view. The arctic polar cap was visible then the whole planet Earth, which disappeared as the vessel headed off into deep space at an alarming rate.


	Terra and Luna shrunk to nothing as Ripley and Jonesy sat there, wide-eyed, starlight reflecting in their eyes.


	Jonesy said, “Where are we going?”


	Heike Havers turned to him, brushing her blonde hair from her eyes. She grinned and said, “Jupiter, we have a parking lot there. Look, there it is.”


	Havers gazed dreamily across at Ripley.


	Ripley ignored her and joined Jonesy as he stared forward at the planet Jupiter, approaching now at a lesser speed


	as Cairne slowed the craft down. They were heading towards a shape similar to their own vessel.


	Levin, a small, balding man of forty, wearing a yarmulke, called out to Ripley. “Quite a change from the old Nostromo isn’t it, Commander Ripley?


	Ripley regarded the ginger-haired man coldly. “I was never on the Nostromo.”


	Adenski butted in, holding a hand up to Levin. “But you do have memories of it don’t you, the memories inherited from your mother; it states that in the psychology report, your vivid dreams?”


	‘What the fuck! They know everything about me.’ Ripley looked hard at Adenski. “More like nightmares if you must know.”


	“But you still have the memories don’t you, the Alien monster?”


	Ripley’s lips curled back in a smile that didn’t match the look in her eyes. “Is that what you brought me along for, my memories?”


	Davis, a dark-skinned female with bleached-blond hair, laid a hand briefly on Ripley’s knee. 


	Ripley’s head whipped round saw her with her head slightly bowed. “No, Commander Ripley, you are here because of your ancestral experiences that have been passed on to you, and we value them highly.”


	Ripley smiled quietly to herself, ‘You don’t know the half of it, lady.’


	Jones shouted, “Ripley, look at that will you.”


	A distant light had appeared in the side of the tear-shaped starship and it grew and grew along with it as they approached. Ripley stared at the shining monstrosity. “Why, it must be over sixteen hundred metres in length. Does it have a name?”


	Levin spoke up while gazing at the ceiling, “She is longer than that, and her name is Destiny. She is the first of her kind; mankind’s future depends on her capability to carrying us on our mission, spreading peace throughout the universe.”


	He stared at Ripley. “Commander, this is the first of many journeys, and the first of many starships that will roam the unending universe bringing all God’s creatures together to live in peaceful harmony.”


	The crew called out appreciatively and applauded.


	Ripley looked at Jonesy who was staring at her with a frozen smile before he turned away and watched the flyer with the others as it approached the vast opening in mother ship’s hull.


	She called out to Levin, “Mr Levin, they must have told you a totally different story about the events concerning the Nostromo and its crew, not to mention the alien and how it got on board.”


	He stared at her open-mouthed. “Yes, we know,” he said, “a most unfortunate accident.”


	She realized she was wasting her time and said, “You were about to tell me about the Destiny.”


	“Oh, yes,” he said. “It measures seventeen-hundred and fifty metres from front to rear with a radius of five-hundred at its centre. It has Giga light speed, it is inertialess and indestructible due to a surrounding force field with an unlimited energy source developed three years ago, in fact it is a much larger version of the vessel we are travelling in.”


	Jonesy looked on in awe as the flyer entered the curved hall of a gigantic, oval loading bay. Inside, a massive sphere, two-hundred metres from the opening, was attached to the loading bay floor, with only the top three quarters visible, and by its upper structure to the inner hull of the ship by a network of girders. A door in the sphere’s side slid open allowing their craft access.


	The flyer moved through the opening confronted by another sphere complete with a landing platform, and attached by a network of girders to the inner hull of the first sphere. 


	They landed on a hundred metre-long platform, next to six more flyers. Sharkey handed a number of medium-sized packages to the crew and as the smaller craft’s door opened Ripley and Jonesy stepped out with the others.


	The pair gazed at their surrounds. “Wow!” said Jonesy, “Talk about wide-open spaces.”


	Ripley nodded as she looked at the complex, criss-cross arrangement of girders. “Most impressive,” she said, “Lots of cozy hiding places,” causing Jonesy to stare above and about him his eyes wide.


	Standing on the edge of the outer sphere’s platform, a half-dozen people looked out through the doors and watched the surrounding constellations slowly disappear, as the mother ship’s door closed.


	Adenski, O’Brien and Cairnes walked off towards a distant hatchway in the sphere that opened and closed behind them.


	Bolan, a small Asian woman with short, curly brown hair came over with Sharkey and the others to Ripley and Jonesy who were still looking at the outer sphere’s curved door as it closed.


	“Amazing isn’t it,” she said. “Nine months ago we would have been blown out into space and asphyxiated. I will now give you a short guided tour of the parts of the ship you will be using. Just follow me, please.”


	She walked off followed by Ripley and Jonesy and hit a green knob at the side the hatch and the opening split and slid to the sides with a hiss. They move on through. Sharkey, the last to go through, closed the doors on the other side.


	They walked along a gray-painted corridor and stopped at a sign over a hatchway on their left reading ‘OUTER CORRIDOR’. Bolan opened the hatchway and they stepped through, and stopped once more at what seemed to be a crossroads. Above each of the three hatchways was a lettered sign. Bolan opened the hatchway on the left and they moved through with Sharkey closing up after them.


	They walked on past storage cages filled with equipment and took a sharp right followed by a sharp left and right again until they came to the next hatchway.


	With the three scientists leading, they entered into a green-painted area. The three scientists entered one of three spacious well-lit rooms through a clear, Plexiglas doorway. Kiery and Davis were holding hands while Havers was gazing at Ripley with a smile creasing her lips. The three dispersed to various desks, each one containing a computer module and its accessories.


	Bolan waved and called to them, “See you later guys.”


	They stopped at the next hatchway. Levin operated the controls and walked through with Bolan and the others following.


	The engineer, Levin took the lead, pulling Bolan behind him, both of them laughing like children as they proceeded. He was only a few centimetres taller than Bolan and when he placed his arm around her waist and pulled her to him she gave him a quick peck on the cheek. They joined hands as they walked on along a corridor full of thick black-painted pipes that criss-cross the whole length of the wide corridor. Levin stopped at a doorway, he and Bolan embraced and they kissed, after which Levin went inside.


	Jonesy looked at Ripley and smiled. She winked at him and he watched her as she turned her attention to the thick curved piping, running the length of the corridor, dark, dull and ominous and moved closer to her.


	She moved her mouth close to his ear. “It looks all too familiar somehow. It’s like being at home once again, but I’m not sure from which part of me these feelings come.”


	Gambuli, the Indian doctor, opened the next hatchway, stalked off and stopped at an opaque Plexiglas area. He entered wordlessly through a door marked with a dagger and snake symbol that closed all too quickly behind him.


	The others walked on.


	Gambuli’s door opened once more and he peered out, observing Ripley and her companion.


	Bolan opened the next hatch and they entered a spacious, richly furnished area with a polished, wooden floor, oil paintings decorated the walls. Over two dozen chairs and tables were spread out evenly. To the left was a serving bar, behind which is an open door to what is obviously the kitchen. Another door is set by the next hatchway. Sharkey turned to the three indicating with his arm. “This is my domain, the dining room and the kitchen. Food and drink served around the clock, and now I must take my leave of you and get myself organized.”


	Sharkey heads towards the kitchen doorway, and Bolan held out her hand to Ripley. “I’ll show you to


	your quarters.”


	Bolan took Ripley by the hand and walked with her and Jonesy through the next hatchway into a wide corridor past numbered doors well spaced out on either side. Bolan slowly let go of Ripley’s hand and said, “These are the private


	quarters. This is also where we go when we want to be alone or with company.” She regarded the pair as if waiting for a comment or a question, after which she opened the doors to two of the rooms.


	She turned to Ripley her face glowing. “These will be your individual rooms for the journey, there are toilet and bathing facilities, and you will find all necessary instructions in the room’s computer.”


	Ripley raised an eyebrow at Jonesy who winked at her and took hold of her hand and kissed her on the cheek.


	Bolan continued, no longer smiling, “This is the route you must now keep in mind, I will lead you now to the control room, or ‘the bridge’ as the Captain likes to call it, but for the life of me I don’t know why.”


	They left the carpeted areas through another hatchway into the grey walled corridor that was the start of their guided tour.


	Bolan moved off to the right to another hatchway with the inscription ‘INNER CORRIDOR HATCHWAY 6a’. They followed her through to the junction of the inner corridor that curved sharply away in both directions.


	Walking straight on across the short space they came to hatchway number 6, Bolan opened it and they stepped into a low ceiling, circular black-walled room, in which five more numbered hatchways were situated.


	An oval table covered in electrical equipment dominated one end of the room. The hologram of a sun hung above the centre of the table. Then a planet, not unlike Earth, took its place. The hologram disappeared and the planet reappeared on the huge view screen, on the wall behind the table. Adenski, sitting at the table turned in his seat and stood up.


	“Commander Ripley. We have arrived at Darling 5. I thought you would like to take a look at it before we continue. We are now on the edge of Gideon’s Galaxy, the next hop will be approximately two light years, it will take about eight point three nanoseconds.


	Ripley turned to Jonesy who was staring open-mouthed at the room’s décor. Dozens of ancient posters of movie films adorned most of the free wall space, from sci-fi through to westerns.


	Ripley followed his gaze, surprised and amused. “So much for progress,” she said.


	Seated at the table before a huge console, Cairne operated her keyboard. A marked area appeared on the planets surface and she zoomed in on the area and stopped above green prairie. A herd of green and black striped, long-necked quadrupeds, prehistoric in appearance, crossed a river, raising spray that seemed to fall in slow motion. Cairne zoomed in on them. The computer diagram on another smaller screen showed the dimensions of the creatures.


	Levin entered the room with the rest of the crew and they all stared at the display.


	Oh, my goodness,” he said, “Look at the size of those beasts, height at the shoulder, one hundred meters, and the assumed weight, two thousand tons, wow!”


	Cairne was busy at her keyboard as the crew gazed at the view screen, enthralled at the sight of the planets mighty herbivores, pointing and gesticulating. She looked up a Ripley. “Commander Ripley, this planet is four times the size of Earth and 5.2 times it mass. After we landed Destiny on the surface, Dr Gambuli and I left wearing pressure suits, but we extended Destiny’s force field as a safety precaution as the pressure was beyond human endurance. I suspect the gravitational pull forced the alien craft to crash land, which I assume killed the alien. We photographed the occupant inspected and the wreckage, which was in pretty good shape considering, but if fell apart after we opened the interior to the atmosphere.”


	Ripley said, “Then I don’t suppose there were any other signs of life, any buildings in the surrounding area


	or camp sites, considering the G-force?”


	Davis, standing close to Kiery, answered while stroking her friend’s rounded bottom surreptitiously. “We did see a couple of giant hairy Mastodon types while we were down there, but nothing else. The sensors picked out this craft as non-indigenous and we investigated. There are no buildings here, no camp sights, nothing.”


	“In what sort of craft was the alien flying,” she asked. “Military or civilian. Was any sort of weaponry visible?”


	“No, just the seating arrangement, twelve large seats in rows of three, with harnesses attached. If you want a better look take a shifty at this,” she said and operated her keyboard.


	A murmur rose up from the others as they gazed past Ripley.


	Jonesy was staring intently and she followed his gaze to the solid-hologram of a ten-metre long, three meter-high, bullet-shaped craft, with the rear severely damaged, situated at the other end of the room. She walked over to it, looked inside the opening at the array of seats and then walked around to the front, and stopped by the empty cabin.


	Adenski said, “It is a complete replica of the one we found, you can inspect it if you wish, it is quite solid.”


	Cairne rose from her chair and joined Ripley and Jonesy.


	Ripley asked her, “Where was the Alien seated?”


	Cairne swung round to Bolan, who had seated herself at the keyboard, and nodded to her.


	Bolan operated the keyboard and the solid hologram of an alien life form, no bigger than Ripley herself appeared in the front part of the craft.


	Ripley gasped and stepped back.  She looked at Jonesy who had paled slightly, and she moved forward again exclaiming, “Look at it; it was flying the goddam thing.”


	On hearing Ripley’s’ expletive Cairne called out, “Commander!” and the others stared open-mouthed at Ripley.


	Cairne said, “Commander Ripley, please refrain from blaspheming, we of the science league find it extremely offensive as we are of Christian, Jewish and Moslem belief. You are right though, he was the pilot and he was


	wearing a uniform, which could have been either military or civilian. The only thing that survived was a sort of hard disc or flight recorder.”


	Ripley said, “I am so sorry about the blaspheming, where I come from it’s second nature.” She looked at the damaged section. “Hey! See here, those are external burn marks.”


	Ripley indicated the scorching on the crafts side and rear, Cairne leaned forward inspecting the hologram. “They look like laser burns, they probably damaged the engine.”


	Ripley nodded, “So, he’s been shot down by…by whom?” She asked.


	Adenski said out loud, “Shot down over fifty years ago, they are probably peaceful now and it was probably an accident.”


	Ripley looked at Cairne and then the others. “Yes sure, peaceful, and pigs can fly,” she said, “What was that vessel made of?


	Bolan spoke as the three walked towards the control table. She gazed into Ripley’s eyes as she spoke, “It was plant tissue, water, fire and acid resistant.”


	Ripley faced Jonesy and said, “That figures.”


	Adenski called out, “The course has been plotted, we shall observe.”


	Everyone except Sharkey is present. Adenski, Havers, Cairne, Levin and O’Brien were seated at the controls. A white sun appeared on the large screen. The ship’s alarm whoop-whooped and a red and white triangular-shaped vessel appeared on the screen, pointed at one end with a cluster of what appeared to be propulsion units attached to its rear. Cairne said, “It is an atomic powered craft; it is made out of the same material as the one we found on...”


	Before Cairne could finish, the ship veered off at high speed, its propulsion units blazing.


	Another spacecraft, its shape imitating a fat beetle with weapon nacelles covering its black, polished surface, approached them. A chirping, chattering sound, similar to that of dolphins, came over the intercom.


	Havers, seated at her translator monitor called out, “It seems like a welcome message, captain.”


	Adenski looked at the image on the view screen. “Why is there no image, who is speaking, is it a synthetic?”


	Davis seated near Ripley in front of an oscilloscope, said, “It’s not synthetic, captain, they are just not sending one.”


	Ripley said to Davis and Jonesy. “Now doesn’t that sound promising?”


	“Translation ready?” asked Adenski.


	Havers said, “Translation incomplete, captain.”


	Davis said, “I believe they wish us to follow them and land.”


	“You could be right,” said Cairne.


	Ripley smiled wryly, “Come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly.”


	Levin chuckled and said, “We are rather a large fly don’t you think and it just a tiny spider.”


	Ripley shook her head. “Size is not important to these monsters; they fear nothing, not even their imminent death.”


	Levin’s jocular expression faded.


	Adenski called out to Havers who was busy tapping away on her keyboard, “Any progress with the universal translator Commander Havers?


	“I’m computing right now, captain.”


	“She’s turning away, she’s speeding off,” Cairne said, and the other vessel’s form receded into the distance and vanished. “She’s fast, almost half-light speed,” she concluded.


	Levin, at the ship’s flight controls set out on the table, looked at Adenski who nodded. He made several adjustments and the destiny caught up with the other craft in seconds and Levin matched the alien’s speed, sitting practically on its tail.


	Levin said, “If we are moving to that tiny white globe ahead of us, then we should reach their planet in two or three days at this rate depending on where it is situated. Maybe we should put out a tractor beam and pull them along with us?”


	Adenski shook his head. “No, they might take it as a form of aggression, there is nothing we can do about it, just stay on course. What is she running on, Commander Cairne?


	Cairne ran her fingers over her keyboard. The screen showed the Aliens vessels configurations. Cairne ran her fingers over the keyboard once more before she answered. “It is the same as the other vessel, old-fashioned nuclear power, though not as clean. It could be compared to the 23rd century monsters used by the Galactic Patrol back on Earth.”


	“It was probably a guardian,” said Adenski. “Or a sentinel, left there to welcome strangers such as we.”


	Ripley said, “More likely a gamekeeper, used as pest control.”


	Adenski glares in Ripley’s direction and said, “Lieutenant Commander Havers, you take the first watch with the astrogator, Bolan and Levin can take the next followed by Davis and Kiery, Commander Cairnes and I will be retiring to my quarters.”


	Jonesy looked at Ripley and grinned. “What will they be doing there, I wonder?”


	Davis left quickly hand in hand with the dark-skinned Kiery.


	Adenski placed his arm around Cairnes, pulled her to him and kissed her on the mouth and. He looked at Ripley and Jonesy. “If you two have been blessed with each other, you may retire together, we will call you if anything of interest transpires.”


	Ripley said to the slightly bemused Jonesy, “Does that answer your question?”


	They look around the room and found themselves alone. “I bet the docs’ gone to visit Cookie. Let’s get the hell out of here. I’m ready for a shower,” she said, and kissed him lightly on the mouth.


	He pulled her to him and kissed her back, but for longer, and their tongues writhed together. They broke off after and while and Jonesy said, “I’m ready for anything, especially you in the shower.”






	Confession


	After their shower and love-making, they lay on the bed, locked in each other’s embrace. Ripley kissed him lightly on the mouth, he grinned at her. “You want some more, already?”


	She shook her head and rose up, sitting beside him as he still lay there. “You are not ready for what may lie before us, and neither are they. These poor misguided fools are in for a big surprise, I can feel it in my tired old bones. Just you wait and see, Jonesy, it will all end in death and destruction.”


	A tear drop ran down her face. He reached up to catch it on his finger and watched, to his dismay, as it was washed away by others.


	“The memories come flooding back reminding me of how it is to lose someone near to you. I’m afraid I’ve fallen for you, you big dope. I fell for you the first moment I set eyes on you. You asked me, ‘Does that work every time’.”


	“I saw a wild Angel scaring my friends. I watched you feeding the fire, caring for me, keeping me warm, you carried me for miles on your back without a thought for yourself. I love you Eleanor Ripley, with or without your dreams and nightmares. Now tell me, when did this alien shit start and how come we never heard about them on Earth?


	She lifted her leg and straddled him then leaned forward and kissed him on the mouth. “I’ll tell you some other time, at the moment we have more important issues, and in answer to your first question: yes I do, lots more, in fact we have at least two days, maybe three, so let’s see how much lovin’ we can accomplish.”


	The Destiny, with distant constellations reflecting on her shiny surface, followed the alien vessel, appearing akin to a lethargic fat bird, chasing a tiny elusive insect, as they both sailed along through the silent void.


	In Levin’s bathroom, two human figures writhed together in the steamed-filled atmosphere. And as they made love the distant star grew bigger as the two silent companions drew nearer.


	Davis and Kiery, both palaeontologists, were lying naked on their bed together. Davis leaned over Kiery, stroking her cheek. “Isn’t this exciting, Ripley’s daughter on our ship, Thane said it wasn’t easy to convince her. He had to show her the photo, and she recognized the alien immediately, and then she almost begged to come along.”


	They kissed tenderly for a while, and after they broke off Kiery said, “We will have plenty of time to study these aliens, Ripley can compare them with her passed-on memories and with her knowledge we can together write our


	thesis, we will be famous.”




	 


	Chapter Four 
Explanations


	Ripley was lying on her back under the covers with her hands behind her head, continuing her narration: “...and then I met you in the forest.”


	Jonesy was, leaning on one elbow beside her, said, “So your mother is a clone of the original Ripley, with the alien genes. Are you just like her?”


	“Not quite, I do not have partially acid blood like her, but I am quite strong for a woman of my build.”


	He grinned. “So I noticed, poor old Thane,” he said and kissed her. “The Mountie sergeant said you carried me for over five miles through knee-deep snow.”


	She kissed him back and said, “I had to do something to keep warm.”


	“So, tell me about my dramatic rescue,” he said.


	“There’s nothing to tell,” she said. “I wasn’t aware you had concussion, which is why you passed out; I thought you’d decided to take a nap.”


	He kissed her once again, this time for longer then they both sat up, facing each other, their legs entwined. “Where is she now, your mother?” he asked.


	She edged closer to him. “I don’t know, she left one day and said I was to take care, she gave me the gold card as


	a going-away present.”


	“What about your father?”


	“He was a full-blooded native like you, he died when I was ten years old; he was a hundred and two.”


	He shook his head. “And now it’s your turn to hunt these monsters that plagued your mother and Warrant Officer Ripley from the Nostromo to her rebirth, is that so?”


	Ripley eyes him quizzically. “Maybe, and now that you know who you have before you, are you disappointed?


	Jonesy reached for one of her hands, took it and brushed the back gently with his lips. He looked into her eyes.


	“I love you Eleanor Ripley. You haven’t changed in my eyes. I will go to the end of the universe with you.”


	Ripley looked at him intently for a while her eyes searching his face, she smiled. “Let’s go eat...” She paused and looked down. “Oh, your appetite has returned,” she said and grinned.


	“Are you hungry?”


	“Famished.”


	“Want some more?”


	“Yes, please.”


	He lifted her up and pulled her to him, and she settled down with a sigh.






	Deception


	O’Brien and Gambuli were sitting in a darkened room at a table, each one was holding a glass containing a clear fluid.


	Gambuli took a sip. “It was a mistake listening to Thane, she will be nothing but trouble, I can see it coming, she has a strange Karma, she is strong-willed this one, we must be careful.”


	O’Brien nodded. “I understand your caution but she is only a woman, what can she do? You will make a point of her being the first one to fall after we make contact. And don’t worry; just leave the rest to me. If these Aliens are who we think they are, then we can do business. I know how to handle these people. Adenski hasn’t a clue what he is up against, he thinks he’s on a voyage of discovery, but he won’t discover anything until its too late and we will be the heroes.”


	*


	The big fat bird still chased the elusive insect through the void, and the sun and its planet grew ever larger.


	*


	Cairnes lay beneath Adenski in bed. He asked her, “Tell me, what do you think of our half-savage and her Indian friend from the wilds?”


	Her brow tightened. “Jorn, she isn’t a savage, she attended college and received a good education, it’s in her files. She doesn’t believe in free love as we do though. Bolan and Havers tried to start a casual relationship with her and she snubbed them completely.”


	“Do you think she will cause trouble? She is rather aggressive you know, just like her mother.”

OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
WORLDS BEYOND
TOMORROW

Wl { |






