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1st Chapter - MONIQUE





MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS








One last time, I checked the rock ledge to make sure it was solid. Satisfied, I dipped my fingers into the powder in my hip pocket. The straps on my flight-jump backpack shifted slightly as I adjusted my stance. The powder sucked the moisture from my hand. Ready now, I faced the final overhang, with the summit just 50 meters away. What an adventure.





















If only I’d had a mirror at that moment, I could’ve seen my 21-year-old face—Indian-Asian features framed by dark brown hair, a confident gaze, and a body shaped by youth and strength.


 How many men had I driven wild with this body? Big or small, young or old. Thick or thin. Bald or full of hair—it didn’t matter. They were all welcome to me. Life was indescribably joyful. 


I clung to the stone spike I had just inspected, swung my left leg up, hooked my heel into a small saddle, and pulled myself onto the ledge. I made it. Satisfied, I rolled onto the narrow plateau.


Far below, the Mehanocta River wound its way in gentle serpentines toward the Eddington Coast. From this height, I could see Melville, the small coastal town on the continent of Tamara. Beyond it stretched kilometers of glittering white beach. I tilted my head to the sky. Lumiere was at its zenith.


Above me, my athletic companion approached the summit with a smooth, effortless grace.


“Eighteen hundred meters above sea level,” I called out, “what a difference from the cramped sardine cans we used to live in!”


In response, delicate violin notes floated down to me. Figaro’s Marriage began.


“Five... ten... twenty,” a rich baritone voice sang. “Step by step, with a bold heart and an alert mind.”


I smiled at his playful encouragement to keep climbing and stood up.


Oh, this new world was magnificent. This planet had welcomed us warmly. Even its microorganisms caused no major issues. Our doctors had already developed effective vaccines for those that could pose a threat.


“That’s right,” I heard Leonardo sing. “Isn’t it beautiful? The rock face was made for you.”


I dug the tip of my foot into a shallow depression, gripping a cross-channel with my left hand as I pushed my knee upward. Suddenly, the stone beneath me crumbled. My right arm shot up instinctively, fingers latching onto the ledge. Damn it! The parachute wouldn’t save me now. I’d crash into one of the sharp rocks below before it even deployed.


“Leonardo! Help!” I screamed.


His invisible orchestra surged, the tempo quickening.


“I’m coming!” he called. “With three leaps, I’ll be at your side!”


“I can’t hold on much longer!” My heart thundered in my chest as panic crept in.


Figaro’s aria echoed through the ravine.


“Just hold on! Don’t let go—I’m not joking!”


The instruments rose to a furioso. I glanced up desperately. Leonardo’s hands seemed to triple in size as he descended toward me like an avalanche. In an instant, he anchored himself to the rock face beside me, his synthetic steel frame defying gravity with ease.


“Wrap your arms around me—quickly! I’ll foil death’s plans!”


I clung to Leonardo’s neck, pressing myself against his backpack, my calves locking around his hips. Without hesitation, the cyborg scaled the rock face at breathtaking speed, carrying me piggyback toward the summit.






The animation displayed the LUMIERE system as the GLOBAL TV MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS  signature faded in. At the bottom of the screen, the text pulsed: August 12, Year Two After Arrival. Simone Tuttle’s voice came through clearly.


“The star HD 188262—we call it LUMIERE, the French word for light. This sun is orbited by 11 planets. The fourth, our new home, is MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS which means ‘Wonderful World Two’ in Spanish.


The first planet, just a third the mass of Mercury, orbits so close to LUMIERE that it no longer has its own rotation—a dead dwarf world of fire and ice. We’ve named it GOETZ. The second planet, 40% the size of Venus, is a parched stone desert known as SOMOZA, rotating sluggishly on its axis. The third planet, KNITTEL, is a sulfur dioxide hell, 8% larger than GOETZ, spinning quickly on its axis and completing its orbit in under five months. These names, chosen with dark humor, immortalize the criminals of APEIRON society—a history that ended with the dawn of colonization.


MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS lies 153,879,000 kilometers from LUMIERE, whose luminosity slightly exceeds that of Earth’s sun. Our new planet resembles Earth’s twin but is younger. At the time of our arrival, no highly developed animals existed here. Now, however, most of our evolutionary species have spread across its four continents, reproducing wildly. Our plants adapted easily to the soil, thriving alongside the magnificent native flora. In the oceans, we found only plankton and protozoa.


The planet rotates on its tilted axis once every 25.4 Earth hours. To accommodate this, we adjusted our hourly measurement to 1.0583333 hours, making time feel slightly slower in our new paradise. MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS orbits LUMIERE in exactly 360 days and nights, with each month spanning 30 days. The planet’s gravity is slightly lower than Earth’s at 0.98 g, but for simplicity, we use 1 g in calculations.


Five moons, all smaller than Earth’s, orbit our planet. The closest four are KURT, RON, AIDAN, and HARRY. The fifth and most distant moon, OWEN, is the largest, with a diameter 62% that of Earth’s moon. It orbits 580 million kilometers away. These moons were formed after a massive planetoid collided with MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS, striking at an oblique angle. The collision slowed the planet’s original rotation and tilted its axis to the current angle. The resulting debris coalesced into satellites, stabilizing the axis and enabling conditions for future life.


To honor Tiffany Winter’s murdered husband, we named the outermost moon OWEN. Meanwhile, the now-depopulated APEIRON continues its orbit.


Our new world features four continents. TAMARA, the westernmost, stretches from the northern polar ocean to the southern ice sea, where it ends in three pointed headlands. Its northwestern subcontinent reaches into the eastern hemisphere, the widest landmass on the planet. This northern edge lies further south than TAMARA’s. Its curved foothills almost touch the Antarctic polar cap. We’ve named this continent KORDEN. North of it, near the pole, lies KILPINEN, the third largest continent. Finally, CROOKE, the smallest landmass, resides in the temperate zones of the LUCRETIA ocean between TAMARA and KORDEN.


Each continent already has a town built near its respective Crooke column: MELVILLE, SHOTOKU, MYRA-TOWN, and ARAGON CITY, all located on coastal plains near river mouths.”


“TAMARA, my beloved country,” I murmured. “MELVILLE, my hometown on the EDDINGTON COAST. Oh, how wonderful it is to live in a vast, real world.”


I switched off the computer, smiling as I set my data glasses aside. Sitting on a mesa near the peak’s edge, I savored the moment. The standard loop of GLOBAL TV MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS never failed to soothe me. I always felt the need to reaffirm that this planet, this paradise, was real.


Leonardo was nearby, inspecting our flight-jump backpacks. His soft recitative was accompanied by the gentle notes of a harpsichord.


“Any fresh news, Monique?” he asked, glancing at me.


I shook my head. “Just the standard loop.”


He smiled. “Your favorite program.”


“I can’t get enough of it. That climb earlier—it was such a rush, wasn’t it?”


“Yes. Our ancestors had a word for it: fear of death.”


“Didn’t you feel any?”


“No, my child.”


A thought crossed my mind, unbidden: I’ve never been with an immortal cyborg before. My nymphomaniac gaze traced the contours of his slender loins, traveling up his broad chest to his lips, then sinking hungrily into the crystalline sparkle of his eyes.


“I’m not a child anymore, Leonardo,” I whispered.






At the same time, my half-brother Adamo Hunter was in the alien dome on the Eddington Coast. I didn’t watch the video recording for the archives until weeks later, but in keeping with the tradition of our previous reporters, I’ll include all events—even those I wasn’t directly involved in—in their proper chronological order.


The hemispherical dome was transparent, its auditorium arranged with six ascending rows of seats, concavely curved along the inner wall and divided evenly by two staircases. About 30 men and women sat scattered across the benches, most seated alone at visible distances, with only a few in pairs or small groups.


Adamo, who had recently turned 18, sat in the bottom row alongside scientists Hyman Fiddler, Jimmy O’Hara, and Claire Carter.


The camera panned to the lecture area, where an energetic cube hovered in the air above a rectangular base. In front of it floated a footless chair with a high backrest. The current angle revealed only the occupant’s lower legs, clad in shiny dark overalls, with feet tucked into matching ankle boots.


To the right of the setup stood one of our large mobile screens mounted on a tripod, connected to the virtual cube by a dark red beam of light. The holographic cube displayed unknown star constellations interspersed with light-blue characters composed entirely of lines, dots, triangles, and circles. These symbols filled the cube’s projection space and appeared spatially structured within it.


The 3D animation began to expand, revealing a yellow sun orbited by 12 planets. The third planet, blue-green, pulsed rapidly.


A line appeared on the human screen: Station Live Ol Ara Na Han.


The energetic cube transitioned to show LUMIERE and its 11 planets, with the fourth planet flashing ocean blue. The words MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS appeared on our two-dimensional screen.


The holographic projection shrank further, displaying both planetary systems as tiny twinkling stars. Then, a thin beam extended from the unknown solar system, seeming to take an eternity to reach LUMIERE.


From behind the floating chair came a series of sounds: high-pitched tones reminiscent of a recorder, deep notes like a tuba, bursts of jazz trumpet, and bright ringing bells.


Another line appeared on our screen: Distance Tempo Light = Orbit MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS - Lumiere 3000 Multi.


“Okay,” Hyman grumbled, “but where?”


The strange musical instruments sounded again, and a question mark appeared on the human screen.


“Hyman wants to know which direction,” Jimmy explained as a second question mark emerged.


“Shit. You talk to him, Claire.”


“Ol Ara Na Han,” Claire addressed the entity calmly, “show us a galaxy cluster currently behind your home star from our perspective.”


A third question mark materialized.


Hyman turned angrily to Adamo. “We urgently need our translation genius. Where is Monique, damn it?”


“Still in the Mescalina Mountains,” my brother replied nervously. “I... I already tried to contact her. The comm channel is blocked. Her data glasses are only connected to the TV satellite…”


“Mr. Hunter, I beg you,” Fiddler interrupted impatiently, “contact the communication center. Use the alarm frequency.”


“But… this isn’t an emergency, Doctor Fiddler.”


“On the contrary,” O’Hara said with a grin. “We’re dying of curiosity.”


Claire smiled. “Shut up, Jimmy.”


The attractive scientist turned to Adamo with a flirtatious look. “You’re a member of the Global Council, Adamo. The comm center team will listen to you.”


Fiddler and O’Hara burst into laughter, leaving my poor brother red-faced.


“I’m sorry, but I... I have to go now, Dr. Carter,” he stammered. “Otherwise, I’ll miss my shuttle.”


“Oh dear,” Jimmy teased. “Where are you off to in such a hurry, my boy?”


“To the Crooke continent, Doctor O’Hara.”


Hyman raised an eyebrow. “What do you want at the Aramina Gulf?”


“Shotoku is opening its first live opera house. They’re performing Carmen, and Melitta Roth is singing…”


Jimmy gave an exaggeratedly impressed nod. “Ah, I see. Our new Minister of Culture.”


Adamo swallowed hard, trying to keep his composure. “Well, it’s not quite…”


“Congratulations,” Fiddler interrupted mockingly. “In the future, you won’t have to rush around the equator to find important activities.”


Claire tried to stifle a laugh but failed miserably. “Stop it, all of you. Adamo, please. Convince your sister to come back. We need her urgently. Do it for me.”


“Well… all right,” the confused young man stuttered. “I’ll try… on my way to the launch pad. Goodbye, everyone.”


His face flushed as he clumsily put on his data glasses and shuffled out of the dome.


“Computer: Contact GLOBAL TV. Simone Tuttle,” he muttered, just as he tripped over his feet at the exit.


Hyman turned to his colleagues, chuckling. “Why doesn’t he just become a comedian?”


“Shut up, Hyman,” Claire giggled. “He’s still so young.”

























Defiant spirit. I pressed the soles of my feet against his chest. You, lord of the realm of immortal neurons, think you control me. It’s the other way around. I allow you to exist in my world. I am your queen. Your memory belongs to me. I’ll carve my mark into your mind.


The overture of Tchaikovsky’s Carnival in Venice played softly in the background. Leonardo remained silent.


Mighty trunk of synthetic steel, it is because of me that you bloom. Our souls intertwine, flickering together, steaming in the glow of embers. Golden mists drawn from the void merge with my greed. You, cyborg of joy, are consumed by my volcano. My lava burns you to ash, even your immortality cannot save you.


The music stopped. Leonardo suddenly shifted me onto my stomach. I laughed, hoarse and breathless. There was a fire in his movements, an intensity unspoken but deeply felt.


You rise from the darkness, wild phoenix. Your heart is a gateway, pouring forth immense power, untethered from all time. Eternal youth glows in the light of the unborn. Yes, yes. The realization burned through my melting consciousness: I was bound to an immortal.


The shrill sound of the alarm frequency pierced the haze, signaling from my data glasses.



























"Go on," I said, slipping them on. Leonardo's presence remained unwavering, his energy unrelenting.


 “Computer,” I ordered, “contact without camera. Monique Galeano speaking... Excuse me? Oh, my sweet little brother... Oh—yes. I can’t right now... Leonardo? Yes, he’s here. No, it’s impossible at the moment. Later... Yes, I’ll tell him. Fine... Yes, I’ll come. And how... Sure. Have fun in Shotoku. See you soon, Adamo. Computer: all functions off.” 


The pace intensified. My glasses slipped from my nose.


“Oh, yes. Yes, my tireless companion,” I gasped. “You cannot escape me. My longing knows no bounds. Oh, yes! Yes!”


A sapphire nova ignited in my mind, waves of energy pulsing through me, lifting me to the peak of sensation.

























His music resumed, cutting through the storm of emotions that surged within me, carrying me along with its unrelenting rhythm.






We were gliding at an altitude of 180 meters. At the eastern base of the Mescalina Mountains stood the oldest mining factory on the continent of Tamara. The transport road, still partially unpaved, wound along the southern bank of the serpentine Mehanocta River, leading all the way to the Eddington Coast.


A herd of antelopes, released into the wild just a year ago, was crossing a muddy ford below.


Ahead of us lay Melville. Beyond it, I could already see the copper-gleaming cylinder on the beach, its metallic sheen catching the sunlight. Beside it rose the alien dome, distinct against the coastline.


Far below, an off-road vehicle rolled across a meadow toward the outskirts of the town.


“Leonardo, look,” I said, pointing downward. “That’s the same vehicle that took us to the cliff face. Its solar panels look like tiny insect wings, don’t they?”


“You’re right, Monique,” he replied, his voice emotionless.


I gestured toward the beach. “Let’s land right next to the Crooke pillar, okay?”


“Agreed.”


“Do you remember what happened there two years ago?”


“How could I forget?”






At that time, construction robots were just beginning to build Melville's first houses. A shuttle stood at the landing site, unloading materials from the APEIRON. Behind it loomed the extraterrestrial artifact—the Crooke column.


The unthinkable happened just a few weeks after our arrival, on a sunny morning. Our ancestors had dreamed of this moment for centuries, imagining every detail of how it would unfold. Yet, when it finally happened, it occurred so simply and naturally that many of us doubted its authenticity, disappointed by the lack of ceremony for such a monumental event.


Without warning, a reddish, pulsating light emerged from the Crooke column, accompanied by a deep hum. People flocked from all directions—some on horseback, others in solar mobiles. I ran toward the cylinder, Leonardo and Adamo close behind.


The strange light flickered wildly for a few seconds before it began to flow languidly around the pillar. Then, the humming ceased. An eerie silence settled over the beach.


A creature, about two meters tall, stepped through the copper-colored wall and stood before us. Its form was strikingly humanoid—two legs, an upper body with shoulders, two arms, and hands.


Its skin shimmered a deep blue, reminiscent of the sea. The neck was slightly more robust than a human’s, supporting a head shaped like a horizontally lying ellipsoid. The head was about as tall as a human’s but with a long axis three times its height.


The eyes were large and circular, about the size of a human palm. The retinas glowed scarlet, the pupils were edged in orange, and the centers were pitch black. The mouth, composed of several rings of muscle, resembled a wavy, grooved green disk with a tiny hole in the center.


The ears were funnel-shaped, with circular surfaces divided into concentric green rings. Instead of hair, the creature had a chain of glowing hemispheres running along the center of its scalp. These pastel-colored orbs expanded and contracted rhythmically, mimicking the motion of breathing.


The alien wore a tight-fitting, dark red, shimmering overall, with shoes made of the same material. It raised its right hand, revealing six fingers. The muscular rings around its mouth stretched outward slightly, and the central hole widened.


We stood spellbound, staring at the intelligent lifeform. There was no longer any doubt—this alien’s technology was vastly superior to humanity’s.


Timidly, I raised my own hand.


“Hello,” I breathed.


A soft tan light suddenly appeared within the alien’s black pupils. Strange, ethereal sounds—like flutes, trumpets, and bells—began to play. The sounds merged and reshaped, forming a single word.


It sounded like: “Hrllooo.”






[image: ]






That was the beginning of my career as an interpreter. The alien had, it seemed, immediately recognized my above-average enthusiasm for communication.


At first, we communicated exclusively through sign language. I will never forget one of his gestures, a sequence that remains etched in my memory. He began by symbolically embracing the landscape and the sea with both hands, then traced two circles in the air with one finger, and finally pointed first to LUMIERE and then to me.


“Correct,” I confirmed with a laugh. “I landed here 720 days and nights ago.”


Over the following months, he accompanied me to watch the construction of several houses, occasionally sketching in a notebook or studying countless videos from our databases on a mobile screen I carried with me. Then, one day, he performed a miracle. With a single motion of his hand, he built the first alien dome on Melville Beach, complete with interior furnishings.


The dome materialized around me in a single breath. I was lifted off the ground by about ten centimeters, as if by magic. When I landed again, the earth beneath my feet had transformed into a surface as hard as synthetic steel, yet perfectly transparent. Below it lay flattened sand.


To me, the alien seemed like a magician from the fantasy kingdom of my daydreams as a child in the orphanage.


He quickly learned to write individual words, though forming full sentences in a way we could naturally understand took him much longer. I didn’t know why at the time, but it didn’t matter.


The first word he wrote on the mobile screen was my name. Immediately afterward, he pointed to himself and displayed his own: Ol Ara Na Han.






With a crackle of energy, our parachutes disappeared back into their backpacks. Ahead of us, the alien dome loomed against the horizon.


“That was a wonderful trip, Leonardo.”


“I thought so too,” he replied, his voice as emotionless as ever.


The conversation with my brother came to mind. “I almost forgot something. Adamo is struggling with Coloniam deductionem terrestrium planetarum. Latin was never his strong suit.”


“Why doesn’t he use your translation?”


“Leonardo Da Brewster’s work on colonizing Earth-like worlds, but not in the original Latin? That would be sacrilege. It’s practically his bible. So, help your former favorite student with his hard work. He adores you.”


“Fine. I’ll contact him from the shuttle.”


“Are you heading to KORDEN again?”


“Yes. I’m completing the test series for the subdimensional generator.”


“Don’t be so modest. It’s called the Leonardo Generator. I’ll visit you in Aragon City as soon as Fiddler lets me go.”


Leonardo smiled faintly.


“How far along are you with the translation program?” he asked.


“We’ve now mastered Ol Ara Na Han’s twelve-number system. The conversion works, but the biggest challenge remains his fundamentally different way of thinking. He describes material processes from the perspective of quantum mechanics. To him, an object isn’t a solid body but a flow of potential energies. His language consists of formulas, most of which are incomprehensible to us.”


“Fascinating. Once I’ve finished my work on the KORDEN continent, I’ll take a closer look.”


“That would be helpful. Until then, we just have to be patient as Ol Ara Na Han continues to adapt to our terminology—which, by the way, he’s doing at an astonishing speed.”


“His voice-translation device will help further. When will he complete it?”


“We don’t know. Time, apparently, doesn’t matter to him. In that way, you two are very similar.”


His eyes sparkled like diamonds.


"I'm on my way now, young Venus," Leonardo said as he marched toward the city center. Covered parking areas housed solar vehicles for general use, and he made his way toward them.


The airport lay to the south along the rocky coastline, about 30 kilometers from Melville.


“See you soon,” I called after him. He raised his right hand in acknowledgment without looking back.


I turned my gaze to the sea, tranquil and serene that day. Waves gently lapped at the sandy shore, their rhythm pulling me into memories of our first settlement year. Back then, the four cities were little more than villages, reminiscent of those on distant Earth.


We had missed the conveniences of the underground industrial streets aboard the spaceship. Gradually, however, civilization began to take shape. Restaurants, cafés, food and craft shops of every kind, schools, universities, concert halls, database libraries, cinemas, and dance halls emerged.


Our economic system remained based on energy and electronic debits. Similarly, the sociopolitical structures mirrored those of the APEIRON. Town halls managed local urban affairs, while the presidentially governed Global Council administered the four continents.


It was unbelievable. The descendants of former pirates now owned a massive planet in addition to their multi-generational spaceship. Millionaires had become billionaires.


I sighed, shaking off my reverie. It was time to begin my duties in the alien dome.


Ol Ara Na Han turned in his floating chair to face the giant cube-shaped 3D screen once more.


“Addition to current protocol loop,” I dictated. “Ol Ara Na Han’s sun is 3,000 light-years from LUMIERE, spectral type G1, located in the current constellation pointing to galaxy NGC 253, the largest in the Sculptor group.”


“How did he manage to overcome such a huge distance?” Jimmy asked, leaning forward.


“And ask him how old his civilization is,” Claire added eagerly.


My fingers flew across the keyboard at high speed. Alien characters appeared in Ol Ara Na Han’s cube within seconds, resembling intricate three-dimensional formulas. The alien watched intently, his glowing hemispheres pulsing rhythmically.


Almost immediately, the strange orchestration began: the soft melodies of flutes, the deep tones of a tuba, the sharp blasts of a jazz trumpet, and the chiming of bells.


My screen displayed the message: Plus Time Info Gen Data Flora Fauna Human ad Hoc Prim Life MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS.


“The answer will come later,” I translated, glancing at the others. “Right now, he wants the genetic data of our entire evolutionary history. Computer, compress the requested data. Transfer now. Ol Ara Na Han says the priority is colonizing MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS.”


“Unmistakably,” Claire said with a giggle as the alien characters in the 3D cube began to dance furiously.


“He treats us like children,” Jimmy grumbled.


“You said it,” Fiddler growled in agreement. “He decides the order of the questions, not us.”


I shot Fiddler a cheerful smile. “It seems we’ll just have to be patient.”


“Get used to it, Hyman,” I said with a knowing smile.


“We’ll probably be waiting until the end of the day to unravel the ALTAIR phenomena,” Hyman replied, waving his hand in resignation.


“He doesn’t want to overwhelm us,” I said gently. “I think Ol Ara Na Han is taking a responsible approach to interacting with us…”


“Watch out,” Jimmy interrupted, gesturing toward the cube. “He’s already evaluated our genetic data.”


I straightened and began dictating. “August 12, Year 04 MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS, TAMARA, MELVILLE. Time: 3:24 p.m. New log loop.”


Ol Ara Na Han’s vocal orchestra rose to a furioso, the alien’s unique blend of flutes, trumpets, and bells intensifying as if underscoring the urgency. The alien characters raced frenetically across the 3D cube.


My screen translated the message: Mutation MMARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS Blurred 300 Revolutions LUMIERE Complex Fauna Flora Human Eye?


“In about 300 years, a mutation on MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS will impact our evolution. Do you want to see it?” I translated, glancing at the team.


“Yeah, sure,” Hyman replied, his irritation thinly veiled.


Suddenly, the cube’s projections shifted. Lifelike images of oak trees with reddish-yellow leaves and cherry trees bearing dark blue berries the size of peaches appeared. Around them, ferns and herbs shimmered in a spectrum of pastel colors.


The alien animations were so vivid and detailed that, for a moment, it felt as if we had been transported to an unknown planet.


Bright green dolphins with black stripes running along their sleek sides swam gracefully in the ocean. Overhead, orange-silver parrots, their wings spreading like fans, glided above a purplish jungle. On the savannah, giant giraffes with bright red spots on dark brown skin wandered among five-meter-tall black-green stalks crowned with pink poppy flowers.


It was a fantastic sight, mesmerizing enough on its own. But what we saw next left us breathless.


Standing before us were four naked women, each towering at about two meters tall. Their bodies were human-like in shape, but the colors of their skin, the texture of their hair, and the alien features of their faces were utterly beyond comprehension.


The first woman’s face shimmered with a soft, ethereal purple. Her hair was a deep, dark blue, and her eyes—twice the size of ours—stretched elegantly down to the bridge of her nose. Her retina glowed a pale pink, her irises were a blend of blue and green, and her pupils burned orange. Above her eyes, three flaming light-brows flickered in varying shades of gray-blue. In the center of her forehead, a red-gold, almond-shaped organ emitted a soft, otherworldly glow. Her elongated nose featured four narrow nostrils, while her dark red mouth appeared surprisingly normal. Her ears, however, were oval-shaped disks that could expand and contract like living petals.


The second woman was similar in form but with a palette of strikingly different colors. Her skin radiated a vivid orange, her lips were a deep brown, and her hair and irises glowed a fiery red. Her pupils gleamed bright green.


The third woman’s face was a rich dark brown, her hair black with a blue sheen. Her irises sparkled turquoise, her pupils deep purple, and her lips glowed a soft light blue.


The fourth was a café-au-lait brown, her golden blonde hair shimmering like spun light. Her eyes radiated a salmon-pink hue with dark red pupils, and her turquoise lips stood out in stark contrast.


“Cruel Spirit,” Fiddler groaned, his voice barely above a whisper. “What is that?”


“Aliens,” Claire muttered, her eyes wide with awe. “Humanoid… but unlike anything we’ve ever imagined.”


“Where do they come from?” Jimmy asked, his voice tinged with disbelief.


I quickly began typing on the keyboard. Ol Ara Na Han turned his attention to the 3D cube, his glowing hemispheres pulsing expectantly. A trumpet blast rang out, accompanied by the gentle chime of bells.


Moments later, text appeared on my screen: MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS.


Jimmy leaned forward, his brow furrowed. “I don’t understand. Who are these beings?”


I typed out his question. Ol Ara Na Han’s reply appeared in bold clarity: Human Plus Time.


“We,” I translated slowly. “This is what our people on MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS will look like in the future.”


A stunned silence fell across the dome. The enormity of the revelation seemed to hang in the air, heavy and incomprehensible.


Finally, Claire stood, her expression thoughtful as she pointed to the glowing red-gold organ in the middle of the alien women’s foreheads. “What is the function of that thing?”


I pounded the question into the keyboard, eager for clarity.


Ol Ara Na Han’s response appeared almost immediately on the screen: Receiver Impulse Zerotime Continuum = Quantspace.


I froze, staring at the words. My mind raced, trying to process their meaning. For the first time, I was truly confused.


“A paranormal organ—by the way, he describes the quantum space as a ‘zerotime continuum,’” I attempted to interpret.


“Paranormal? Too vague,” Jimmy muttered behind me, clearly unimpressed.


“What can we do with this?” Fiddler asked, his tone frustrated.


I pressed the keys again, and a new response appeared:


Neuron Time Three Active Minus Original Evolution MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS Microorgan Integral Human = Mutation Com Teleimpuls Zero Time Continuum Trans Fauna Flora Cosmos.


I began translating aloud:


“The third phase of our hyperphysical development will begin earlier than planned by our original Earthly evolution. This acceleration occurs because the existing microorganisms of MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS enter into a connection with us. They will cause a human mutation, enabling us to communicate telepathically with all animals and plants through the quantum space of the universe—consciously.”


Silence descended upon us, heavy and profound. We sat frozen, the weight of this revelation sinking in. Our gazes drifted, unfocused, into the distance as we grappled with the enormity of what this meant.


It was Claire who finally broke free of the stunned stillness. Her voice, hoarse and trembling, shattered the silence.


“And how,” she asked, “does Ol Ara Na Han know it will happen this way?”


My fingers flew across the keyboard once more. The answer came promptly: Human Eye Computer Ol Ara Na Han.


I gestured for everyone to focus on the alien computer.


On its screen, we saw the vast cosmos, dotted with planets. Among them, MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS stood out. Suddenly, a sphere of white-gold light appeared, seemingly from nowhere.


“Schematic of Zero Time Continuum,” I read aloud from my screen.


Multicolored threads began to emerge from the 3D animation, undulating in wavelike movements. A closer magnification revealed that the threads were composed of tiny bubbles strung together. They vibrated, then expanded outward from the sphere into the vastness of space.


“I’m going crazy,” Jimmy exclaimed, his voice a mix of awe and disbelief. “The ancient Indians on Earth were right—Shiva’s hair. The quantum foam. It connects all the atoms in the universe.”


Ol Ara Na Han turned his floating chair to face Jimmy, his luminous hemispheres pulsing rhythmically. On our screen, text appeared: Multiverse Correct. Interpretation Plus Time.


What struck me most in that moment was that our blue-skinned friend had seemingly understood a human word—multiverse—directly, without needing a visual translation aid for the first time.


“The term ‘multiverse’ is better,” I translated, glancing at the others. “Ol Ara Na Han says he will explain it in more detail later.”


I paused, letting the weight of his confirmation settle over us. Ol Ara Na Han had just validated one of humanity’s most profound hypotheses: the existence of multiple universes.


At that moment, we had no idea that humanity's concept of parallel universes—countless world variants existing simultaneously, with twin creatures living out diverse fates—would eventually be revealed as an absurd fantasy, a pastime of former human intellectual nihilists. But this truth would only come to us much later.


In Ol Ara Na Han’s computer, MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS was magnified demonstratively. Beside it appeared an image of a tree from the planet’s native flora, the microorganisms and oceanic protozoa found after our arrival, and then a sequence of terrestrial organisms: an oak tree, a parrot, a dolphin, a giraffe, and, finally, a human.


White-gold spheres floated above all these creations, their vibrant energy threads pulsating and connecting each specimen of both evolutions.


The following text appeared on the screen: In Zero Time Continuum Zero Time Field.


Jimmy leapt to his feet, excitement flashing in his eyes. “I get it. Morphic fields! This means…” He paused, his mind racing. “An Earth biologist—Rupert Sheldrake—spoke at the end of the 20th century about extradimensional blueprints for matter.


“The evolution of MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS is just beginning,” Jimmy continued, his voice gaining momentum. “It’s changing its original plan because it’s been unexpectedly confronted with humans—already a developed species and the final result of evolution. And it’s integrating us into its development plan, saving billions of years.”


The translation program rapidly hammered sentences onto the screen.


Ol Ara Na Han’s teaching followed:


Correct Complex Evolution MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS. Negative Correct Morphic Field = Zerotime Field. Cognitive Database Sheldrake. Morphic Field = Existential Sketch = Body Shape Field. Contact Zerotime Field Plus Morphic Field = Start Existence. Zerotime Field Control Morphic Field. Zerotime Field = Human Word Soul. Negative Correct. New Word: Zerotime Field.


I began translating, my voice steady despite the enormity of what I was saying:


“What Jimmy explained about the evolution of MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS in connection with humans is correct. However, the term ‘morphic field’ is incorrect for what Ol Ara Na Han calls the ‘zerotime field.’


“Ol Ara Na Han knows Sheldrake’s theory from our database. The ‘morphic field’ is described as an existential sketch responsible for the organism’s growth. At the moment life emerges, it connects with the zerotime field. The zerotime field then controls the morphic field and is, in essence, what we humans refer to as the soul.


“Therefore, Ol Ara Na Han suggests we adopt a new term: zerotime field.”


Hyman stared at me, clearly overwhelmed. “Did I understand that correctly? This… zerotime field—so, the soul—is not in our spacetime?”


The word appeared on the screen: Correct.


“But…” Hyman began, his voice trailing off in disbelief.


Another word appeared on the screen: Plus Time.


Hyman shook his head, struggling to process what he was seeing, but he remained silent.


We turned our attention back to the alien computer’s 3D animation. On the screen, the morphic fields of two trees intertwined. The result was a mutated oak tree, its form a seamless blend of both original organisms.


The process repeated with microorganisms and terrestrial animals. Each time, mutations emerged, blending the characteristics of both evolutionary systems. Finally, we saw the four women Claire had initially thought were aliens.


The writing appeared on my screen: Positively Compatible.


In the virtual cube, the process played out again, this time using the example of another Earth-like planet. One of its trees resembled a dark blue mushroom with a lemon-yellow trunk.


Once again, the zero-time fields merged with the morphic fields of both evolutions, orchestrating the process. But this time, the Earthly oak tree withered and died. The animals and humans perished.


Negatively Compatible, I read on the screen.


“Unbelievable,” Claire murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.


“Imagine,” I said, my gaze fixed on the screen, “if we had landed on a planet whose evolutionary plan rejected us. We wouldn’t have been able to recognize the danger.”


Hyman Fiddler nodded grimly to himself.


“Our humanity would have been extinct,” he muttered darkly.


Jimmy cleared his throat. “So, colonizing extraterrestrial planets is even more problematic than we ever suspected.”


“Yes,” Claire agreed. “But we were fortunate. The young world of MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS accepted us, integrating us into its evolutionary program.”


Hyman shook his head, still in disbelief. “Cocky spirit. Man becomes his own alien.”


Claire turned to me. “You’ve been so quiet, Monique. What’s on your mind?”


“I’m thinking about the fate of Earth,” I replied. “It’s still unclear, even if we suspect the worst.”


“Forget it,” Jimmy said with a dismissive wave. “Focus on our future instead. I want to see those amazing women again.”


I typed into the keyboard, summoning the human mutations back into the cube. The lifelike figures of the evolved women reappeared, their features glowing vibrantly in the alien 3D display.


Jimmy pointed toward the projection. “Why are their ears so different?”


I entered his question, and Ol Ara Na Han replied promptly: Frequency Audio Plus Human Mind Evolution Complex.


“Expanded acoustic bandwidth,” I translated. “Our descendants will be able to hear all forms of animal life on their new world much more clearly.”


“And why four nostrils?” Claire asked, her curiosity unabated.


O2 Maximum Receiver Pulse Zerotime Continuum, appeared on the screen.


“The third eye requires an increased oxygen supply because of its connection to the zero-time continuum,” I explained.


“Unfathomable spirit,” Claire sighed.


“Let’s stop for today,” Hyman decided. “Otherwise, we’re all going to lose our minds.”


He turned to the upper benches. “Ladies and gentlemen, please come down. The lecture is over.”


I was about to type another question, but Ol Ara Na Han seemed to anticipate my intentions. Rising from his floating chair, he waited patiently for the audience to descend the stairs.


We stood as well. I stored the keyboard in the tripod’s waterproof hanging bag.


Suddenly, the alien computer and its floating chair vanished, along with the entire interior of the alien dome. A gentle shudder ran through me, like the sensation of jumping into the air and landing softly on my feet. The 2D screen vibrated slightly as its three supporting feet settled into the sand.


Night had fallen. The moons HARRY and AIDAN were already high in the sky. The audience dispersed, heading toward the city’s glowing buildings.


I reached for a strap on my flight-jump backpack, glancing up at the countless stars sparkling in the sky. A cooling breeze drifted in from the sea.


Ol Ara Na Han waved his six-fingered hand at me. His familiar orchestration of recorder, tuba, jazz trumpet, and bells played a cheerful tune. It sounded like, Hrllooo, Mnik.


I smiled warmly. “Goodnight, Ol Ara Na Han.”


He walked to the CROOKE pillar. The deep hum began, and orange glowing energy spiraled out from its surface. Ol Ara Na Han stepped into the rotating currents and vanished. Moments later, the cylinder returned to its normal, inert state.


“I just can’t figure it out. What’s Ol Ara Na Han doing in there?” Jimmy wondered aloud.


Hyman nodded heavily. “I’ve been asking myself the same thing for ages. Does he sleep standing up? Does he eat? So far, we haven’t seen him do either.”


“For a being who can materialize entire buildings and then make them disappear, nothing surprises me anymore,” I replied. “Maybe he teleports back to his home planet overnight.”


Claire giggled. “Then Earthlings like Einstein and Hawking missed the mark 500 years ago.”


“Impossible,” Jimmy objected. “Nothing is faster than light.”


Hyman pointed at the shiny copper cylinder. “When is this ellipsoid-headed god finally going to reveal himself? He treats us like elementary school students.”


I laughed. “Because that’s exactly what we are to him—human children, plus time. If you want to stand here until morning and worship the CROOKE pillar, go right ahead. I’m going to bed.”


“Brilliant idea,” Claire agreed. “Goodnight, Monique. Gentlemen, see you tomorrow.”


She climbed into one of the two solar mobiles and drove off.


A distant explosion lit up the horizon.


“The MERLIN volcano is active again,” I said, watching the glow. “Hopefully, it doesn’t trigger an earthquake this time.”


Jimmy grinned. “Our new world is quite the spirited young lady. A twin sister of Monique, perhaps?”


Hyman shot me an unmistakable look. “Are you still living in that shared apartment? With those, uh, crazy people… what are their names?”


“SURPRISING MIRRORS,” I replied with a tired smile. “Do I still live there? Good question. Let’s find out. Muhalla Brown Street, number 12.”


Exhausted, I climbed into the second off-road vehicle and drove toward home.






The banner with the words SURPRISING MIRRORS hung above the front door, beneath a large teardrop cut out of metal foil. Written across the tear in bold letters: bye bye, happiness.


My suitcase sat forlornly on the ground by the door. From the dimly lit window, I heard the laughter of a young woman.


I stared at the scene for a moment, then sighed. I removed the teardrop, picked up my suitcase, and returned to the mobile.


“What’s wrong?” Hyman asked, his brows knitting together.


“They’ve already found a successor,” I replied tersely, shoving the suitcase into the vehicle. “Screw it. Drive me to the beach hotel.”


Jimmy chuckled as he started the engine. “The boys actually only ever live with one bride at a time? That’s… cool.”


Hyman frowned, unimpressed by the levity. “Why do they call themselves SURPRISING MIRRORS, anyway?”


“They see themselves as living clowns,” I explained. “Their philosophy is to react clearly and visibly to their environment at all times—like mirrors reflecting the absurdity of life.”


As I spoke, memories of the six young men resurfaced in my mind. Their brightly painted lips and eyes, their exaggerated expressions of joy and sorrow, and their odd yet endearing antics. For a moment, I almost smiled.






They moved with the exaggerated flair of Earthly circus performers. I stood before them in my free-climber overalls, my jump backpack already strapped on.


The first clown, holding a flower, turned bashfully from side to side. “Where to, beautiful woman?” he asked, his voice trembling with mock innocence.


The second clown began to shake violently, his entire body trembling. “Mountains too dangerous!” he cried.


The third dropped to his knees dramatically. “Don’t leave!”


Then, as if on cue, all six spoke in unison, their voices pleading in a comical chorus.


“No grief, pleaeaease!”


The fourth pulled out an oversized checkered handkerchief, theatrically dabbing at his imaginary tears. “Oh dear, oh dear!” he sobbed.


The fifth pouted so hard his bottom lip quivered. “Cyborg or us! Hoohh!”


The sixth twisted his face into an exaggerated grimace. “Serious becomes fun, fun becomes serious!”


“Lick me,” I said dryly, already stepping toward the door.


In response, they immediately formed their hands into paws and began panting like eager dogs.


“Yes! Very diligent! Yes!” they barked enthusiastically.


Laughing, I walked to the exit.


“Adieu, Monique!” they roared in unison as I opened the door. “Poor man alone again! Hoohh!”






I jumped out of the off-road vehicle as Jimmy retrieved my suitcase, the metal teardrop, and my flight-jump backpack from the truck bed, handing me my modest belongings.


“We could accompany you,” Hyman offered, his tone just casual enough to seem sincere.


“And what will your wives say?” I countered mockingly, raising an eyebrow.


“Nothing,” Jimmy quipped with a grin. “They won’t find out.”


For a fleeting moment, I considered taking them both up on their offer.


“Ménage à trois—a tempting thought after all those nights with six jealous youths.”


But then my mind drifted to the legendary encounter with the immortal cyborg. My body still remembered the torrent of zerotime energy flooding my brain from his mini-generator as I surrendered, over and over again. That couldn’t be topped.


“Another time,” I decided with a smile. “Tonight, I’ll dream of my future great-grandchildren. I’ll see them stretching their oval ears to the songs of the grasses and flowers, savoring their scents in quadrophonic bliss. I’ll imagine them listening to the passionate stories of fantastic animals, their proud faces shimmering in hues of orange, purple, red, or brown, united with invisible galactic currents. Seas of thought will surge through their forehead eyes, flowing toward timeless shores.”


“How poetic,” Hyman muttered, though his disappointment was clear.


“What a shame,” Jimmy added, shaking his head wistfully.


“Patience, men. When the time comes, the fuck will come,” I said, smirking as I turned and walked toward the beach hotel.






The sky was overcast, and the wind began to pick up, sending waves crashing onto the beach with increasing force. We walked south, the sand shifting underfoot as the ocean roared beside us.


Ol Ara Na Han walked ahead, wearing a narrow, shimmering copper headband adorned with three silver rings. Within each hoop, three tiny energy spheres no larger than pearls rotated. One glowed pink, another light blue, and the third a vivid orange, their soft luminescence cutting through the dim light.


Hyman, Jimmy, Claire, and I all had our data glasses on, set to transparency mode. At first, only the pulsating text appeared before our eyes: audio status.


“New protocol loop,” I dictated. “MARAVILLOSO MUNDO DOS, September 25, year four after arrival. Time: 10:26. Ol Ara Na Han is wearing his new translation device for the first time.”


“Are we connected to it?” Claire asked, her voice curious. “I don’t see a contact beam.”


“He logged directly into our com satellites,” I explained. “And there’s something else: he’ll use two different voices. A male voice when he speaks to women and a female voice when addressing men. So don’t be surprised.”


Jimmy grinned mischievously. “And what does he do when he talks to all of us?”


“He speaks in both voices simultaneously,” I replied.


Hyman frowned, his expression as sour as ever. “Why is he doing this?”


“He wants it that way,” I replied. “His race is androgynous, rooted in amphibious life forms.”


Leonardo’s mini power plant now appeared before our eyes, projected through the data glasses.


“The cyborg’s heart,” Jimmy murmured in awe.


A female voice interrupted, calm yet foreboding: “Dangerous.”


Fiddler frowned, thinking he had misheard. “I’m sorry, what?”


Jimmy looked equally skeptical. “The generator has never caused any problems. What’s wrong with it?”


“Generator brings zerotime continuum energy nonpolar into cosmos,” Ol Ara Na Han explained.


Hyman shot the alien a deeply disturbed look. “What does that even mean?”


The animation of the zerotime continuum appeared on our data glasses: a radiant white-gold sphere. Multicolored energy fluctuations streamed erratically into the mini power plant. Simultaneously, images of our evolution reappeared—trees, animals, and a human figure.


Suddenly, the multicolored energy within the generator began to tremble. The stream swirled violently and then reversed, flowing back into the zerotime continuum.


The results were catastrophic. Evolution imploded before our eyes, its progress collapsing into the infinite white-gold sphere of the zerotime continuum.


“Damn,” Hyman muttered, his voice laced with dread. “The effect of the ALIEN AURORA disaster.”


“Correct,” confirmed Ol Ara Na Han, his voice steady. “Generator potentially unstable is. Consequence: activate a catastrophe.”


“How is this instability caused?” Claire asked, her tone both curious and alarmed.


“Destructive emotions,” Ol Ara Na Han explained in a deep, masculine voice, “antagonistic to chaotic harmony in zerotime continuum. Reactive compensation by quantum backflow.”


“Destructive feelings,” I elaborated. “They’re incompatible with the chaotic harmony of the zerotime continuum, which compensates for the attack by responding with a quantum backflow. If Leonardo were ever to become extremely angry, he could trigger a disaster.”


Hyman halted abruptly, his face pale. “Can we control this?”


“Negative,” Ol Ara Na Han replied calmly, continuing to walk without breaking stride.


Hyman hurried to catch up, panting slightly. “We have to stop Leonardo’s project in ARAGON CITY immediately. Is there an alternative to the subdimension—uh, I mean the zerotime continuum generator?”


“Positive,” Ol Ara Na Han responded.


“What does it look like?” Hyman pressed.


“Gravity. Tachyon coil your maximization. Energy production efficient.”


A 3D model of a power plant appeared in our data glasses, accompanied by detailed construction plans. The design was sleek and futuristic, its potential clear even to those of us without technical expertise.


“A generator based on our technology,” Fiddler muttered, staring at the 3D model. “He—or okay, she—modified it. Tachyon exchange. Gravity effect. Simple, really. But brilliant.”


“Correct,” Ol Ara Na Han confirmed without hesitation.


“Computer: compressed data transfer,” I instructed, my voice steady as Claire ran her hands through her hair, her movements tense.


“Can we construct a mini generator using this design and install it in the cyborg?” Claire asked.


“Negative,” Ol Ara Na Han replied.


“Why not?” Jimmy asked, leaning forward, his curiosity piqued.


“Basic error Leonardo Da Brewster,” the blue-skinned alien explained. “Zerotime field, you call still soul, nonexistent in the neural center, as already explained. Zerotime field in zerotime continuum multi seven contact with body via morphic field. Remind Sheldrake, biologist yours.”


We turned our attention to the transparent hologram of a human that appeared before us. Seven golden dots flashed, positioned along the body in a vertical line.
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