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Deleted Scene –Teacher For An Alien Doctor – Roxie Ray 

Maya 

 

The hues of the leaves as they fell from the trees were so vibrant they 

almost didn’t seem real—as if someone had put a filter over the landscape 

before me, coloring it in an array of gold and bronze and crimson. Even the 

grass was greener than any I’d seen before on Earth. 

So this was Hollander. 

I smiled as I walked down the dock of the spaceport toward a hovering 

vehicle that was waiting to take me to my new home. Even though I hadn’t 

gotten the IEP contract I wanted, I had to admit that Hollander was the most 

beautiful place I’d ever seen. 

I let my gaze wander from the spaceport to the bustling city around me, 

from the black sand beaches below where the land met the shimmering sea, 

all the way up to the giant mountain before me—Mount Hollander, my escort 

had said. Atop the mountain sat a massive palace, the silver spires shining 

in the morning light. 

It was strange to think that this planet was ruled by a royal family—a 

king and queen. Back on Earth, the government wasn’t run by any particular 

family. I wondered if things here on Hollander were better or worse for it. 

A shiver ran down my spine as I continued to stare at the silver palace.  

What if those that lived there were just at terrible as the aliens on 

Tracorox—where June had gone. I stood taller and squared my shoulders 

as I thought of my sister, remembering why I was here in the first place. 

Even though the beauty of Hollander was breathtaking, I couldn’t let 

that distract me from my true purpose. I may not have gotten the contract I 



wanted, but that wouldn’t stop me from doing everything in my power to get 

to Tracorox eventually. 

I couldn’t explain why, but I was certain that something wasn’t right. 

Communications from June had been much less frequent over the past few 

years, to the point that I often wondered if each one would be her last. She 

was always vague in her letters, giving me general pleasantries and asking 

more about my life on Earth. And our calls had become almost non-existent.  

When I’d written back to tell her that I was joining the IEP, that I was 

trying to get to Tracorox so we could be united, she’d been adamantly 

against it. So much so that she’d insisted I not do it. She’d warned me against 

trusting either the IEP or aliens themselves. It seemed like a broad, generic 

statement, but I knew June. She wouldn’t say something like that unless it 

was warranted. 

Which was why I’d been even more determined to get to her. I felt it 

deep in my bones that something was off. 

“Ms. Lane?”  

I turned to the tall golden-skinned Hollander man who’d accompanied 

me from Novis Station to the spaceport here. Apparently I’d been so wrapped 

up in my thoughts that I hadn’t realized he was speaking to me. 

“I’m sorry. What was that?” 

“I asked if you would like me to see you all the way to your new 

accommodations or if you are okay with taking a transport pod on your own.” 

“Transport pod?” 

He smiled, seemingly kind, but June’s words echoed in my mind. Never 

trust an alien. They’ll only deceive you. 

“These vehicles are called transport pods,” he said, the picture of 

patience, indicating the hovering vehicles I’d wondered about. “They can be 



programmed with your destination and you don’t have to do anything but 

enjoy the ride. Of course, if you’d like, I can take you all the way to your 

accommodations.” 

“No,” I said quickly. “It’s fine. As long as the transport pod can get me 

there, I’m fine on my own.” I wasn’t sure I liked the idea of being alone with 

an alien just yet.  

I mean, I had to get used to it. I’d be working closely with other teachers 

at the elementary school, as well as teaching Hollanders and other species 

of children as well. At least it was young children I’d been assigned to work 

with. I felt much more comfortable with that situation starting out until I 

became more familiar with my surroundings and what the Hollanders were 

actually like. 

“Certainly,” the man replied. “I’ll just load your luggage and program 

your destination, and you should be all set. If you need anything along the 

way, there’s a button to contact anyone. Or you can use the holopad you 

were assigned.” 

Upon signing my contract and having my communicator device 

implanted, I was given a little electronic device that apparently could take 

care of anything and everything I needed. It was good for communication, 

for research, for shopping. And the little holographic images were pretty neat, 

too. A far cry from the technology we still used on Earth. 

My companion made quick work of getting me all set up in the transport 

pod, and before I knew it, I was soaring through the air, the ground falling 

away beneath me. 

I gasped as I took in the planet from an aerial view. While I wasn’t that 

high in the air, perhaps a few dozen feet or so, the view was incredible. I 

could get used this. Well, if I didn’t have an end game in mind, that was. I 



couldn’t get too cozy here. I had a contract for a year, sure. But I would be 

trying to get to Tracorox as soon as I could.  

I just needed to see my sister again, to see with my own eyes that she 

was okay. I couldn’t even say why, but I just felt that her assurances that she 

was happy were covering up a deeper truth that wasn’t all glitter and 

rainbows. 

And then there was the matter of my nephew, Dylan. I’d never met him, 

and he was nearly eight-years-old. Of course June had told me all about him 

in her letters and briefly on our calls, but I wanted to meet him in person. To 

know the little boy that had become my sister’s entire world and inspired her 

to make a life for herself on another planet. 

My gaze wandered over the landscape, catching on the palace once 

more as the transport pod began slowing and descending in a small 

residential neighborhood. I forced myself to look away, unnerved by the 

strange sensation that tugged at my chest, and focused instead on what 

would be my new home. I could just make out the school where I would be 

teaching at the edge of the neighborhood.  

All the homes were small, but I didn’t need much, and they all had a 

cozy appearance, each with its own private garden. I could just see myself 

getting out there and planting things in a garden, making it my own. Even if 

I only planned to be here temporarily, I wanted to make it feel like home, at 

least to an extent. Perhaps there was still time to plant some bulbs this 

autumn so that I would have some colorful flowers come spring. I could only 

imagine what kind of plants they had here on this planet. 

My transport pod landed smoothly in front of a little white-stone cottage 

that was bordered by a low stone wall and a gate. I smiled, loving how quaint 

it looked. My new home. 



I’d make the most of this year, one way or another. And then next 

autumn, hopefully, I’d be reunited with my sister and get to meet my nephew 

for the first time. 

 

*** 

 

I stared at the IEP official, unable to believe what he was saying. Not 

wanting to accept it.  

June was dead. 

I’d spoken to her on my holopad only a few days ago, and everything 

had seemed fine. I had only been here for a month now, and already my 

world as I knew it had been shattered. 

“It’s all in this document,” he said, giving me a sympathetic, tight-lipped 

smile. “I’m so sorry for your loss.” 

I took the paper with trembling fingers, my heart pounding furiously in 

my chest. There had to be a mistake. It had to be someone else. Not June. 

Not my sister—the only family I had left. 

But it was plain on the paper, no mistaking it: 

June Lane, aged thirty-three, deceased. 

There was a short, clinical description of an accident that had taken 

her life. And then… 

“What’s this?” I asked, my voice barely audible. My throat was tight, 

tears pooling in my eyes, and it was all I could do not to break down right 

now. 

The official glanced down at the paper. “Ah, yes. I’m taking it you 

weren’t aware of your sister’s wishes if something were to happen to her.” 



The way he said it had me glancing up at him suspiciously. Did June 

expect something might happen to her? The man didn’t look like he knew 

anything, though, and maybe I was just in shock, taking things the wrong 

way. 

I just shook my head. 

“She had a will drawn up giving custody of her child to you in the event 

of her death.” He paused, almost as if he were afraid I might fall apart at any 

moment. It wasn’t entirely unwarranted. My legs felt like jelly and my head 

was spinning, my stomach lurching like I might be sick at any moment. 

June. My sister. She was dead. 

“I have the child with me now.” 

“What?” I gasped, hand flying to my mouth. 

“I assumed you were informed, but apparently not…” He looked 

distinctly uncomfortable now, and I fought to pull myself together, even 

though I felt like my mind was shattering as I tried to process what I was 

hearing. 

I could fall apart later, though. I had to hold it together now—for Dylan’s 

sake if nothing else. 

I turned slowly, looking at the transport pod with the official IEP emblem 

on its side. Sure enough, a tiny child was still inside. Oh, god. Dylan! 

Without thinking, I rushed toward the transport pod, my own pain taking 

a backseat now to the only remaining family I had. Dylan was here. And he 

was under my care now. I could barely wrap my head around it.  

But one thing was clear: I had to be strong for him, if nothing else. He’d 

just lost his mother and been sent to an entirely different planet. What must 

he be thinking? Feeling? My heart broke for him as I stared through the glass 

at his little round face. 



He looked just like June, even though he was clearly half-human, half-

alien. His hair was a bright violet, just like his eyes, and his skin a pale blue, 

but that face… He was June made over.   

The IEP official came up behind me and tapped a button to release the 

door of the pod, and when it lifted away, Dylan stared up at me with wide 

eyes. 

“Aunt Maya?” he whispered. 

I nodded mutely, unsure what to say. How I’d longed for the day that I 

would meet my nephew—but not like this. Never like this. 

I extended a hand to him, and then suddenly he was flying into my 

arms, his little body convulsing with sobs. I held him tightly to my chest, my 

own tears finally breaking free as I stroked his silky hair. 

I gave him as much time as he needed, and when he finally pulled back 

and looked up at me again, he whispered, “You look so much like Mommy.” 

My heart broke all over again. This poor, sweet boy had lost his mother. 

Now, all we had left was each other. 

Then and there, I made a vow. I would find out what had happened to 

June. Because something definitely wasn’t right. And I wouldn’t stop until I’d 

figured it out. 

In the meantime, I’d do my best to take care of this precious child. I only 

hoped I was up to the task. 


