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In the 22nd century, the stars had beckoned humanity with a
siren's call, and among the many who answered was Sarah
Covington. With hair as golden as the sun she was leaving
behind, Sarah's decision to venture into the unknown was etched
with both determination and sacrifice.

Her contract stipulated that as she slept in the deep hibernation
of her two-century voyage, her very DNA could be altered, fine-

' tuned to harmonize with the alien climate of her new home, a
planet orbiting a star in the Virgo constellation.

On the day of her embarkment, Sarah, clad in a form-fitting
bodysuit that traced the lines of her physique with an intricate
dance of lights and shadows, stepped towards the hibernation
pod that gleamed like a chrysalis waiting to envelop her. Her suit,
a marvel of engineering, was designed not just for protection but
as a second skin that would monitor and adapt her body
throughout the interstellar passage. The pod's lid hissed open,
and with a final glance at the world she knew, Sarah stepped
inside. She lay down, the pod conforming to her shape, and as
the lid closed, sealing her in darkness, a tranquility settled over
her. The last thing she felt was the slight prick of the IV needle,
the first step in the process that would see her emerge not just
on a new world, but as a new being, sculpted by human

ingenuity to thrive in the embrace of an alien sun.



THE CHILDREN OF EDEN

The starship, a sleek vessel named The Helios
Arrow, was her cocoon for the centuries-long
journey. Its mandate was clear - to merge the
best of humanity's past with the promise of its
future. With Earth's diversity enshrined in its
genetic archives, the ship was equipped to
rewrite Sarah's DNA using fragments from
those who had thrived in similar conditions.

Sarah knew that the changes to her genetic
makeup would be governed by necessity, not
by choice. She anticipated subtle shifts,
enhancements to withstand environments of
low oxygen or high altitude, perhaps even
alterations to her circadian rhythm to match the
longer days of an alien world.

Yet, the universe held secrets that not even
Sarah could predict. The Helios Arrow, in its
quest for a suitable planet, found Eden - a
world swathed in the heat of a close-knit binary
star system. The Al, in its wisdom, deemed that
the best genetic match for survival came from
the ancient cradle of humanity itself, sub-
Saharan Africa.
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With each light-year, The Helios Arrow
lwould break down her DNA and rebuild
it, a slow, deliberate process that would
ensure her survival and prosperity on her
new home, a world named Eden by
those who had sent her.

There, in the heart of the ship, she was
remade, her blonde hair destined to
darken and to curl, her skin to richen to a
hue kissed by an eternal sun, her nose to
flatten and widen, her body to adapt to
the embrace of Eden's warm winds. Th
changes were extremely slow, but time
wasn’t an issue in this case. In this
slumber, Sarah Covington became a
child of two worlds, a bridge across time
and space.

There was a poetry to it, a closing of a
grand evolutionary loop as she, a
daughter of a northern climate, would
carry forward the legacy of the cradle of
humankind.
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As time continued its relentless march, Sarah's
transformation advanced. Her skin, kissed by
synthetic suns, continued to darken to a rich, dark
brown hue, a symphony of melanin harmonizing
with imagined rays. It was as if the very essence of
Earth's vibrant equator was being distilled into her
cells, crafting a shield against the dual suns of Eden.
Even her aureolas darkened to a dark brown hue.
Her once-blonde locks now a voluminous afro,
framing her pretty brown face.

| Her hair, once straight and golden, metamorphosed

into a crown of tight curls. Each strand curled with
the memory of ancestors who had thrived under the
relentless gaze of a hotter sun. Her afro grew in a
soft, regal halo, a dark cloud of beauty that framed
her serene face as she lay in slumber.

Her blue eyes became gradually covered in
melanin, until they reached a dark brown hue.

The change was gradual, a masterpiece of
biological artistry. As Sarah's complexion
transitioned to a rich tapestry of browns and blacks.
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After having landed, the spaceship awoke its passengers.
Sarah gradually gained coscience, like waking after a long
and deep sleep. With a slow, deliberate movement, Sarah
opened her eyes.

Upon awakening, Sarah's first breath was a gasp, not from
the shock of reanimation but from the sight of her own
hands. They were not the pale appendages she
remembered but were now a deep brown.

For a moment, she was frozen, her mind grappling with the
reality of her transformation. The sudden flow of
information hitting her brain after centuries of hibernation
was definitely taking a toll on her, was she hallucinating? Or
maybe her eyes, not used anymore to processing images,
were struggling to identify the colours they were receiving.
She made a quick checkup but learned she was perfectly
healthy and mentally sane. This was really happening.

Gone was the pale skin she had known, replaced with a rich,
dark brown, the color of Earth's ancient soils. Her hands,
now reflecting her new lineage, were strong, beautiful, but
not the hands she remembered. She turned them over,
inspecting the nails, the creases in her palms, the way the
light danced differently on this unfamiliar shade.
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Sarah walked to a large mirror in the restrooms. When she saw
herself, the shock rippled through her. Staring back at her was a
new woman, her previously blonde hair now a voluminous afro
that framed her face like a halo. Her skin a canvas of rich, dark
tones, her previously blonde hair now a voluminous afro that
framed her face like a halo, her features drastically altered. She
touched her cheek, half expecting the reflection to ripple away
into the woman she once was. But it was solid, it was real — she
was real, in all her unexpected newness. The shock in her wide
eyes slowly gave way to contemplation. Was it worth it? The
thought hung in the air like the distant stars that had witnessed
her journey. The loss of her former self pained her, a pang of
mourning for the visage that had smiled at her from mirrors
past. Yet, the purpose that pulsed through her veins, the mission
that called to her, lent a strength to her posture, a determination
to her gaze. The desire to colonize new planets, to extend
humanity's reach — it was a dream that came with sacrifice, with
change, with the evolution of self. Sarah realized that her
identity was not lost but had become part of something greater,
a narrative woven into the tapestry of human endeavor. With a
deep, steadying breath, Sarah accepted her reflection, her new
identity. Her eyes, reflecting the light of distant suns, were
resolute. Yes, it was worth it, she concluded. For in her heart, she
carried the same spark that had propelled her across the
cosmos — the undying spark of discovery.
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Sarah walked out of her own chamber, her posture embodying a
newfound confidence that belied the astonishment flickering in her
heart. The corridors of The Helios Arrow were alive with activity, her
crewmates emerging like butterflies from their technological
chrysalises, each confronting the reality of their metamorphoses.
The crew, once a kaleidoscope of Earth's ethnicities, now shared the
rich melanin-infused skin that would protect them under the harsh
gaze of Eden's twin suns. Bewilderment was etched on the faces of
her colleagues as they examined each other and themselves, their
expressions a complex tapestry of shock, acceptance, and a
dawning understanding. The diversity of their origins was still there,

- in the way they moved and spoke, in the memories they carried, but
% their new external uniformity spoke of the unity required for the
. challenges ahead. Sarah watched as one by one, her fellow

pioneers accepted their new visages. Conversations began to
bubble up around her, a mixture of many languages that now took
on a new timbre. There was laughter, too — hesitant at first, then full
and rich, as they began to embrace the changes. They had left Earth
as representatives of its many peoples, but they would land on
Eden as a single tribe, tailored for survival on the virgin world that
awaited them. The bewildered glances gave way to nods of
acknowledgment and understanding. They were changed, yes, but
together, they were ready to face the future. They had a world to
colonize, and they would do it together, as a new people for a new
Earth.
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Sarah'’s journey had taken her beyond the stars, and into the
arms of Jamal Al-Farsi, a man whose lineage traced back to
the ancient deserts of Earth. But here, under the twin suns
of Eden, their shared heritage was written in the new, rich
tones of their skin and the shared cadence of their laughter.
They had begun their voyage as strangers housed in bodies
born of different worlds: Sarah, the fair-haired
astrobiologist, and Jamal, whose features spoke of the
Middle East's storied past. Now, as they stood hand in hand,
their appearances spoke of their new world, Eden — a place
that demanded much but promised more.

Together, they discovered the wonders of their altered
physiques, the strength that coursed through their veins,
the resilience of their skin, and the new, subtle notes of their
scent. They marveled at each other, at the beauty in the
changes, at the love that blossomed in the rich soil of their
new existence. They often reminisced about their past
selves, chuckling at the thought of how ill-equipped they
once were for the life that awaited them here. They
imagined their former bodies under Eden's relentless suns,
the radiation that would have been too fierce for their old
skins to bear. It seemed to them now that their
transformation was not just necessary but serendipitous.
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Their wedding was a celebration of unity — not just their own,
but that of their entire crew, a family forged not just in blood
but in purpose. They danced under the crimson sky, the same
sky under which they would raise their children, the first of
Eden's natural-born.

“Sarah and Jamal, in this new chapter of their lives, found joy in
the everyday miracles: the first steps of their children on alien
soil, the first words spoken in a language that was a blend of
many Earth tongues, and the first night they fell asleep under a
blanket of unfamiliar stars.

Their legacy was one of adaptation and love, a testament to
‘\‘ithe journey of humanity. They were the architects of a new

& civilization, a beacon of hope for those who would one day
& follow in their footsteps. And as Eden bloomed around them,
geso did their family, a tapestry of new life interwoven with the
e=strands of humanity's enduring spirit.

In the end, Sarah and Jamal, with their children playing in the
wilit glow of Eden, knew that the voyage and transformation
“=had been worth every moment. For in leaving behind the
«f--fam|||ar they had found a world of possibility, and in shedding
stheir old selves, they had discovered a love and a life that was
ruly their own. They had become, in every sense, the children

of Eden.

-




