First Contact

JUNE 2025

| was the captain of the first human ship to make contact
with an alien civilization. At least, that's how we framed it.
The truth was less noble—we weren’t there to talk. We came
with weapons, with orders, with the quiet confidence of
being the more advanced species. After all, our data
showed no signs other than a technologically advanced
civilization. We called it a peaceful mission, but we were
planning an invasion.

But they knew. They had known for a very long time. By the
time our mission on Proxima IV was greenlit, they’d had
plenty of time to study us—to watch as we bickered over
leadership, sabotaged rivals, cut backroom deals. In the
end, the U.S. candidate, backed by the mighty Space Force
won. Me. White, female, the perfect face of Earth’s power in
2100. The others—men, people of color—had only ever been
there for show. By the time we reached orbit, they had seen
enough.

There were no threats. Just a pulse, a brief flicker on our
instruments, and every system aboard the Gaia went down.
Lights dimmed. Screens froze. | demanded a status report.
Harrison, my second-in-command, a capable man who had
earned his position through genuine merit, turned toward
me speechless, his expression grim. We both understood
immediately: the aliens had seized control of our ship.
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Years of military training didn't prepare me for that moment.

| had expected to lead a conquest against drifting sea

. creatures or slow, dull sentients. Instead, | found myself
facing intelligence. Coordination. Cold precision. A stronger
captain might have stood tall, rallied her crew, led them into
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the storm. But | wasn't chosen for my merits. | was chosen
because | looked the part and had the right friends in high
places. So when their systems shut us down and their ship
too over ours, | passed out. Pathetic, | know.

When | regained consciousness, | wasn't on the Gaia. The
lights were too bright, too blue, the hum of the ship
somehow deeper. And | wasn't alone.

A dozen of them stood around me—tall, blue-skinned, still as
statues. Their black suits clung to them like armor, eyes fixed
on me, unblinking. | was strapped to a bed, unable to move a
muscle. In that perfect moment of humiliation, | remembered
the protocol: Be an example for humankind. If captured,
behave with dignity. At least in my final moments, | would be
dignified. | breathed in through my nose, smiled faintly, and
said something utterly meaningless. A soft string of Earth
words engineered to sound non-threatening. They
exchanged looks. It worked.
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They chirped—short, clipped sounds that somehow carried intention.
Then they tried something else.

Telepathy.

| didn't hear words, but | felt... a question. The shape of it. Do you
consent to communicate?

| focused hard. Yes. In English. Then Mandarin. Then Russian. Anything |
knew. | poured every language | had ever studied into that single
thought.

They understood. | was taken into another chamber. Colder. Brighter. |
wasn’t ready for what came next. Nobody could. First, they replaced my
uniform with a black and gold suit. It wasn't just clothing. | had been
assigned a role in their hierarchy. | looked like someone important.

Then came the needles. Dozens of them. Piercing my arms, my legs, the
base of my skull. | screamed. My body convulsed. My skin thickened, like
wax melting and reforming, smoothing into something slick, alien. Blue.
My core temperature plummeted—-30°C. 20°C. 10°C. But | didn't shiver. |
didn't die. Inside me, everything had been rewritten to match my new
species. My DNA-no longer human-restructured itself around six new
nucleotides. | wasn't built for oxygen anymore. That element was
suddenly inert. Nitrogen, on the other hand, was vital to me.
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"Give me back my old body you fucking aliens! | dont want to be one of
you!” - | screamed, to no avail.

As | felt my humanity slowly fade away, my mind was racing. |
understood the misunderstanding. Their only way of communicating
was by turning me into one of them. They hadn’t forced this on me.
They'd asked: Do you consent to communicate?

That was all the permission they needed. And |-Earth’s proud invasion
commander—had said yes like a fool.

What would | say to my crew if | escaped? “They didn't torture me. They
didn't force me. They asked, and | said yes.” Would they even listen to
me? Or would they see only the monster I'd become?

At least, my mind would be soon be able to decipher their signals, | told
myself, trying to stay positive.

Maybe they could turn me back too. And | could work as an
ambassador. Was that naive? Wishful thinking? Probably. Their
technology was far superior to ours. They could have annihilated us
easily, but they did not seem to be a bellicose race.

As | was thinking, | barely noticed my hair falling away in clumps,
revealing a skull that expanded, reshaping itself to hold more.
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More neurons. More synaptic complexity. And across it, moving
markings bloomed like ink beneath the skin—ornamental and
functional. My ears stretched upward, narrowing into elegant,
pointed tips. | was now one indistinguishable from those
disgusting creatures. | tried to scream but what came out were
chirps. High-pitched, patterned, fast.

Human speech was gone. Even the concept of English slipped
from my thoughts like vapor. | wasn't translating anything. | was
thinking in something else entirely. Something stripped of
metaphor or heritage, optimized for reason and speed-like
GibberLink, but natural. The language humming in my skull was
Neysharii.

| definitely couldn’t be an ambassador any longer. | was just one
of them.

The Velarx—rulers of Proxima I[V—weren't the passive sea-
creatures we'd imagined. They'd evolved from oceans but built
citadels in orbit, watching us for years while we fought over
who'd get to conquer them.

| reached out with my new mind, broadcasting desperation in
sharp, pulsing waves: reverse this. Please. | didn't understand
what | was agreeing to.
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Then they replied. Not through impulses or suggestions—but
directly, with full clarity.

Roughly translated, the message was:

You consented to this. Also, this is a gift to you from our species.
You are now more intelligent, more energy-efficient, and your
cells do not decay. Why would you want to revert back to
human? In return, we simply ask you to serve us.

Their tone wasn't threatening. It was calm. Icy. A statement of
fact, not negotiation.

And despite my still-partially-human brain, | had to admit—I saw
their logic. Their efficiency. Their superiority.

| tried to explain. | was an ambassador. | hadn’t expected this
change. | hadn't authorized it.

They cut me short before | finished the thought.

We know your mission. We know your intentions. Spare us the
performance.

| nodded. | didn't even fight them. | simply nodded. Then, like a
loyal functionary, | asked: What is my assignment?
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They answered without hesitation: You will return to the
nearest human base. | froze. My body reacted before | could
reason through it. My arms jerked. My throat clenched. | let
out a screech—Neysharii—-No! Please don't send me back!

| They'll kill me! The image burned behind my eyes: my

crew’s faces twisting in revulsion, rifles snapping up, my own
voice—this voice—begging in a language they couldn't
understand.

But the Velarx were unfazed. A door opened. “We have
prepared for this” - they replied. Then they showed it to me.
A synthetic skin. Flesh-colored. Anatomically perfect.
Modeled on my original face, my original frame. It was me.
Or rather, it would be. Worn like clothing.

A Velarx wrapped in the flesh of a dead captain. | swallowed
hard. No protest came. Just a slow, quiet gulp. “You will
return as yourself. And you will speak on our behalf.” Only
then did | think to ask about my crew. Shame curdled in my
gut—| hadn’t spared them a single thought until now. They
are unharmed, they said. “Still human." There was a pause.
“For now.”

"What do you mean for now?”

"Well, eventually, they will be transformed as well.”
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“You mean... you want to do this to them?” | asked, voice
strained. "All of them?”

“Yes." No hesitation. “We're a multi-species civilization but all
humans will be upgraded to Velarx standards. It is the
optimal solution. No pain. No war. No procreation needed.”

| felt a numb kind of panic rise in me. Instead of becoming a
hero, | would be responsible for turning all humans into
disgusting aliens.

“You shouldn't feel guilt” they added. "You are simply
facilitating an inevitable process"

| couldn’t cry. My ducts had been restructured. But if | could
have, | would have. | needed something to hold on to.

So | reached for the only thing that promised normalcy—the
suit.

The synthetic skin slid on easily, adhering to every joint, every
curve. It was disturbingly perfect. When | looked in the mirror,
| saw her again. The woman | used to be. Earth-born. Human.
Confident. The lie was beautiful.
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The synthetic skin was disturbingly complete. Hair follicles
would grow naturally. My altered metabolism would
continue working at 10 degrees, while my skin would feel as
warm as 36 degrees. | could infiltrate for months, maybe
years. But it was just a mask.

| felt like | was acting in someone else’s life. | looked human,
yes—but | still sounded like a Velarx. That same tight, clicking
stream of telepathic chirps came out every time | opened
my mouth.

"How can | be convincing,” | muttered, “if | sound like-"
They cut me off mid-sentence.
A soft pulse hit the base of my skull.

Suddenly, my voice shifted. The fast chirps slowed,
reshaped, stretched into syllables and friction sounds. |
spoke again.

And this time, it came out in English. That messy patchwork
of Germanic spine and Romance gloss. Still the global
standard in 2100, for reasons nobody remembered.
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“Wow,” | breathed, touching my throat. “I sound like a
human again.”

"Ok. Send me back!” | stood before the crew of the Gaia,
their faces a mosaic of relief and suspicion. Lieutenant
Chen’s grip on her sidearm didn’t loosen. “You're sure
you're unharmed?”

| smiled. A human reflex | had to consciously perform.
“They're not hostile. Just cautious. They want to talk.”

Lieutenant Ruiz's eyes narrowed. “You were gone for three
days. No contact. No signals. And now you're back, insisting
we lower our shields?”

| swallowed. “They could've killed me. They didn't”

Medical Officer Singh stepped forward, scanner humming.
“Let's at least run a full-"

| sidestepped. “Later. Right now, Earth’s delegation is
waiting.”

A beat of silence.
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After a short briefing, where | explained how | couldn’t
remember anything precise about my captivity but | still
perceived no animosity form them, | had some time for
myself.

| disrobed and sat on the bed.

“Sniff sniff, I'm going to betray my family, my country, the
entire humanity, what am | doing? I'm a monster!” - |
thought in a moment of reflection

"Have you forgotten your loyalty?” - an inner voice told me.
After having securely locked the entrance, | peeked
through the skin suit, lifting its edges. Blue skin, alien,
repulsive, alive below.

| sighed. “This is my real body. I'm one of them now. | need
to remember this.” - | told myself. And dressed up again to
return to my duties.

In the meanwhile, they had decoded some radio
messages directed towards us, apparently a stellar map for
one of their bases. They wanted to meet them there. |
insisted we should trust them and convinced them. | knew
exactly what would happen but | knew this was for the
greater good.
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| had just wrapped a high-level meeting with Earth
Confederation President Aaliyah Diaz, U.S. Space
Force Commander Maya Harrison, and Chinese
Secretary of Space Exploration Yue Li. We had
agreed—on paper—to form a joint delegation to
reach out to the alien presence. | nodded along.
Silently, | sent the real message telepathically to my
true superiors.

We arranged for a small diplomatic vessel, piloted
by me, to enter alien-designated space. | felt a
flicker of guilt. These were the most prominent
representatives of Earth’s major powers, and | was
delivering them into the unknown like sacrificial
offerings.

As soon as we crossed into the zone, our ship was
seized. | stayed composed. The others, less used to
these experiences, gasped and clutched their seats.
A colossal alien craft materialized and invited us
aboard. No suits required; the air was breathable.
We were guided through curved corridors into a
lounge that could have been pulled from a UN
embassy waiting room. They'd studied us. They'd
prepared. The others seemed to relax a bit.
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They wondered how could we
communicate with them. | tried comforting
them that we would find a way. We had
documents with us to show them about our
culture and intentions.

But | knew what came next.

Without warning, tiny needles slid silently
from the seat cushions, piercing their spines
in one swift, almost surgical motion. The air
filled with gasps and cries. Yue tried to
stand, but her legs buckled. Maya howled,
clutching her arm where the needle had
sunk in. Aaliyah convulsed. Her hands
clawed at her uniform as her skin began to
shimmer. The transformation began almost
instantly. President Diaz’s olive skin flushed
a shimmering green, thick horns spiraling
from her skull. She would belong to a
different species of Velarx compared to
mine, as | would learn later, one that had
adapted to a different planet. Her screams
turned into an alien screech, absolutely
horrifying.
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My hands reached up to the seam hidden behind my ears.
With a practiced gesture, | peeled off the synthetic human
skin | had worn for a few days and slipped into something
more comfortable provided by them. Apparently | was
something of an eye-candy for them now.

The flesh-like mask curled away to reveal the glistening
blue sheen of my real face beneath—smooth, horned, and
embarrassed. Horns coiled outward from my skull, a new
trait, probably engineered for deeper cognitive alignment
with the newly turned. | could feel their waves of
discomfort, fear, confusion, and tried reassuring them.

| stretched, finally free.

“I'm one of them now,” | confessed, my voice smoother,
rounder. “And soon, you will be too. I'm sorry, but | had no
choice.”

They were speechless.

“What?" Maya managed, her voice cracking. “You knew?
You were one of them all along? What... what the hell have
you done to us?”

“Shhh, just accept it!” - | suggested.
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Yue had fallen to her knees. Her skin was turning a bright
yellow. Antennae burst from her forehead, twitching,
confused. Her ears grew longer, slightly pointy. Her mouth
trembled.

Yue's form was oddly enticing, her bright yellow skin,
modified ears and black antennae somehow highlighting
her beauty.

"We trusted you!” she hissed, though her voice no longer
resembled anything human.

"I know,” | said softly, stepping closer.

Yue almost laughed—how absurd it seemed now. She
confessed she had been a spy all along, gathering intel for
Beijing, trying to get a preferential channel with them. She
never intended to collaborate with us. | could feel her
cerebral waves clearly now, She was not lying.

How silly it sounded now to work against one another,
humans against humans. Now that we were turning into
something else. We smiled at the irony of it. We finally
realized how important it would have been to be united as
humans, now that we were no longer human.
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“Real classy move,” Maya muttered, less upset than the
other two. Her form had reshaped into an insectoid shape
resembling that of Yue but even more extreme: dark
emerald skin, her torso and legs covered in chitinous
segments, her waist turning impossibly thin, while her
thighs and butt grew thicker. Her arms were black and
covered in spikes. | wondered how could any artificial
bodysuit give her a human look given her altered body
shape. Maybe she was already past that stage.

“Real classy move,” she rasped. “Turning us into aliens
right before the damn meeting. Kinda hard to speak for
mankind when we don't look like it anymore.”

Maya snarled, or tried to. | crouched beside her and met
her compound gaze with my own. “You still are
representing mankind. Just... elevated. This is how we earn
a seat at their table.”

Behind me, the doors to the lounge opened with a low
chime. Light poured in. They had arrived.

The real meeting was about to begin. We all sat in the
lounge, waiting for our mysterious host.
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A weird humanoid Alien entered the meeting room,
communicating her peaceful intentions through
telepathy. We sat, calmly, waiting for her speech. She
oozed authority. She was tall, her skin a muted jade-
green. Two curved horns swept back from her temples
in elegant arcs. Her eyes, slanted and violet, flicked
across the room with composed disinterest.

The leader of the Velarx apparently belonged to yet
another subspecies, the Kra s’haons. The highest caste
of the Velarx. | learned | had been turned into the
lowest of them, to my dismay, apparently doomed my
low moral qualities and inner strength. Those blue
creatures | encountered were apparently given the
most menial tasks by the Velarx.

Shame prickled under my skin. | kept my eyes down,
unable to meet the gaze of the ambassadors, who now
looked at me with thinly veiled amusement. They were
prisoners, yes, but they could draw a quiet satisfaction
from the fact that, even here, even now, | ranked
beneath them.

The Velarx leader repeated what | already knew. Only
now, it was clear my role had been greatly reduced.
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