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Eight Stories Aliens Will Believe

On other planets, humans are the aliens.

These eight quirky, offbeat stories have aliens and humans discovering they are more the same than different. From alien romance to joyful adventures to coming of age, these stories are happy rather than dramatic.


	After moving to Atlanta, Gillian uses dating apps to find love. Except, the dating apps don’t work for her. She designs her own and links the app to outer space where she hopes to meet non-Earthians (aka aliens). If she finds love, what type of alien will they be?



	The Earth-like planet humans visit is so much like Earth that the inhabitants are so much like humans. Except, they look as if they could be breakfast food. In orbit above the planet Buffet, Denise writes her report on a specific family she studied who enjoy their breakfast life. When finished with her report, she must decide whether to return to Earth or stay with the breakfast family who she has grown to love.



	The Director works for a conglomerate company and he blames his staff on the failure of his projects. One morning, the company’s Resource Committee, who controls all the money, wants a budget briefing from him. If successful, he would be more important than the other directors. Although the odd looking committee members scare him a little.



	Ten-year-old Pauline wants a best friend to get her through puberty and middle school. Her adoptive parents are aliens and want to know what a best friend is. They also think puberty is yucky. But they want to help Pauline and introduce her to their robot Jordan. He will go with her to a school dance to find a best friend. Unless Jordan’s antennae scare everyone away.



	At the Fun Fun Water Park where she works, Jane spies a bunch of short aliens hand George a bright yellow stone. She realizes her nightmare that morning was real and she had pooped out the yellow stone. Overhead, the geese try to take the stone from George. Everyone needs it as fuel to leave Earth and go home.



	Barney and his fellow space travelers arrive on a planet covered in romantically beautiful flowers. On the trip there, they had so many diverse opinions that Barney was surprised they didn’t kill each other. He hopes the flowers could help them on their return to Earth, if they leave.



	Getting on a commuter train, Lucy struggles to remember what happened to her. She feels compelled to sit with Henry who eventually tells her the truth about which one of them is an alien.



	Harley is tied down in the most comfortable chair he ever sat in. On a ledge above him is a monster and before him an open book. Harley tries to remember how he got there. Too afraid to look at the monster, he reluctantly reads the book. When done, an alien frees him from the chair and talks to him about the afterlife.





In case there have been too many aliens, here are two bonus stories about time travel.


	Matthew takes a time drug as a retirement gift to himself. He relives the trip seventy years ago when he escaped his family for academia. Enjoying the experience, he does not believe in time travel until he realizes he must escape again.



	Susan’s teenage son dies from a disease. Her husband had already died of the same disease. An author of dystopian novels, she meets the scientist she collaborated with on her most popular novel about time travel. Praveen’s pregnant wife had recently died from the disease and he shows Susan his time travel machine. Like all these stories, this has a good ending.
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Finding an Alien Romance

Gillian was happy whenever she came home from another date without being left for dead somewhere in Atlanta. Not that the men she dated would have killed her, but she had so little in common with them that her evil side might have emerged and been enough to drive them to murder.

She walked into her one bedroom apartment that sat in the center of a cramped styled building in a crowded neighborhood within a congested suburb. The apartment was only big enough to house a three person kitchen table, a two person couch, and a single bed along with a few end tables and decorations needing dusting. At six feet tall, her living space was teaching her to be claustrophobic.

After getting ready for bed, Gillian took a glass of chardonnay and sat on her couch to watch the latest romance movie. She did not believe in romance movies, but they made her feel a little better about herself. Even though she had no romance at thirty years old.

Two years ago, she was excited to move to Atlanta for her current job as a software engineer. She planned to have a new group of friends, more than what she had back in the miniature Vermont town she grew up in. Yet, the city was overwhelming and now she had fewer friends than in Vermont.

This included nine followers on her social pages, who were probably AI bots gathering data for future dating scams. She was content to be included in their data scouring. It meant she was wanted by someone, even if they were not real or honest or ethical.

A month ago and discouraged by her chance selection of men, Gillian had resorted to surveying dating apps. She wanted to find someone who had enough friends she could claim some as her own. Except, she found the apps matched her with men who were soul suckers or just weird and had no friends.

Being a software engineer and frustrated with her dating app selections, Gillian finished her glass of wine and decided to make her own dating app. Besides, the movie was over—happily ever after. She gave the closing credits the finger.

The next morning, Gillian got ready for work by first staring at her face in the bathroom mirror. A habit she took to clear her head of the person who she wished had more courage to declare to the world who she really was. “I wish I had a magic mirror to make me feel good at what I’m seeing,” she told her brown eyes.

She let her eyes do too much exploring and spotted the wicked witch of sagging had brushed her face again in the night. “One day, I’ll need a crane to keep my sagging face from making my neck disappear.”

She had a sudden rush of anxiety, cautious and slight, yet there. It was the same feeling of restlessness and dissatisfaction that her life needed a change to be happier. “Did leaving my Vermont cause all of this? Maybe I should take a trip to Oslo or Niagara Falls and get away from Atlanta,” she told her mirrored self.

In the shower, Gillian chased away these thoughts as the hot water dripped off her long straight nose she got from her Egyptian father. Later, she spent fifteen minutes mangling her thick black hair into a style that made her look as if she just got out of bed and had done nothing to it. Gillian blamed her mother’s Nigerian heritage for giving her too many bad hair days.

Unable to get her contacts to work, she resigned to putting on her glasses. Except they kept sliding down her nose. Each time she pushed them up, she felt as if she was punching herself in her face for not staying in bed. Gillian gave up messing with herself and rushed out the door, late.

She met the bus as it rolled away without her, making her wait twenty minutes in the warming air. The rising humidity made her sweat and a gathering crowd of commuters made her want to be alone. When she finally got to her cubicle and instead of logging onto the company network, Gillian sat there trying not to quit and run away.

She once swore her belly would never stick out any further than her heavy breasts. She looked down at herself and it was getting close. She whispered to her monitor, as if it was her only friend, “After a year, this is what cubicle living has done to me. Made me look at my body in a way that shouldn’t be looked at while living in a tired gray cubicle.”

“I want to be in a warm bubble bath with a glass of rich wine,” she typed as her password to log on, with spaces.

***

Gillian spent two hours trading emails with her co-workers, some of whom sat on the other side of their shared cubicle wall. She could hear them typing a response back to her. The two hour email discussion could have been done in a ten minute conversation. But the company would not have proof of their productivity.

At ten in the morning, she logged in to a live stream video of the daily office meeting where everyone was encouraged-told to participate. On her computer screen were eight of her co-workers and their supervisor, Sam. The co-workers and she could have met in the empty conference room down the hallway, except there was no working video there to record their meeting.

Gillian looked past Sam’s narrow shoulders and bald brownish head to his painting that covered one of his walls. Blue plants reached for an orange sky and green sun. Silver mountains sparkled in the distance and in the foreground was a yellow lake where gray fish popped out in play. No wonder the office gossip had Sam as an alien from outer space. But aren’t we all aliens in some respect to each other? This got Gillian wondering how a real alien date would go.

Oddly, previous online searches gave little on Sam beyond the four years he was a supervisor. “Is that when you fell to Earth?” She giggled, making sure she was muted.

Gillian admired Sam’s wide smile and hazel, oval shaped eyes. Also, his even toned voice. The meeting was scheduled for half an hour, yet her supervisor kept talking in a soft baritone longer than that. Gillian felt as if she was getting a massage.

Sam’s voice sent Gillian wishing she could find someone like him who gave her peace with herself. A weekend ago, she thought about the video call with her parents. They orchestrated an online family reunion every two weeks with her two older brothers, their spouses, kids, and herself. The calls always gave her a tension headache.

Her brothers had more things to talk about, and Gillian felt caged inside the world of heterosexual relationships and family. Everyone was happy and living what she was told by her mother was a normal life. Everyone seemed to have criticism for her lifestyle of singledom. Secretly, Gillian was critical of her lifestyle, too.

When Sam ended the live video streaming with a happy hand wave, she whipped out her smartphone. It took multiple flips through her apps to find the dating app she used the most. She wanted it to be hard to find and discourage its use. Except it was too easy to find since she knew where it was and had used it too much lately.

Gillian studied the app’s design and layout. “I can do better,” she told the app. The audio was off so the AI couldn’t talk back.

Each night that week, she used her software experience to design and build a dating app that took her in a different direction from what was popular. Sam’s office painting inspired her to explore all possible paths. She wanted a relationship with someone who did not have to be a man or human. She wanted someone different who would take her beyond a current life.

“I need my database to include those not from Earth. Maybe I’ll have a better chance with an extraterrestrial,” she said to her glass of chardonnay that Saturday night.

An alien romance intrigued her. She thought it could be something to keep her at odds with her family’s restrictive views. She hoped there would be yelling to get everything out in the open.

That night, she video called her best friend Nora in Vermont. They had been friends since middle school when Nora believed aliens had abducted her when she was five and seven years old. Gillian believed Nora who said aliens were everywhere living as regular people in society. She liked Nora as a friend because she could be right.

Nora kept Gillian connected with Vermont. She lived where she always lived, and Gillian could never decide whether that was good or bad. It was just Nora, she concluded.

“Have you been drinking or taking drugs? So, you made a dating app to date an extraterrestrial like those triangular headed grays in flying saucers?” Nora looked up from slicing carrots on her kitchen island. Gillian could see and hear in the background her friend’s six and eight year old sons and husband at the kitchen table talking about schoolwork.

“Maybe I might be exaggerating things a little. But I’m thirty and haven’t met anyone I’m compatible with or even who I like enough to touch.” Gillian looked out her second floor apartment window. The only window she had. It showed sunlight strength fluorescent lights keeping watch on children playing in the playground. The nearby parents looked young, which made Gillian frantic. She was getting too old to look at young parents with children.

“So, you think the only logical conclusion is to find someone not from Earth? Could it be that you need to meet different people other than who you are looking for here on this planet?” Nora finished the carrots and stared into the video. “You were always more excited with women you met.”

“Have you had snow already in Vermont?” Gillian missed the white stuff. It was the cold that gave her pain. Along with Nora’s truths.

“Not yet. It hasn’t been cold enough. If you come back, I bet you can find a teaching job. Maybe in the same middle school where you and I first met as students.”

The thought of going back made Gillian desperate to finish her dating app and stay where she was. “There’s enough people from my past who never left. That’s way too many people I would have to apologize to if I came back. But if my app doesn’t work, I’ll let you know.”

Late that night, Gillian watched a romance movie with a sub-subplot of alien contact. The movie made her want an alien romance that included a happily ever after. She finished her dating app on Sunday and went to work the next day to test it since the network was faster. At quitting time, Sam walked past and smiled at her.

Her supervisor smelled so good, and Gillian wanted to kiss Sam just then. Yet, she swore not to date someone from work, especially her boss.

An hour later, Gillian finished testing. Actually, she was tired of messing with the app and uploaded it to the company’s network. Several weeks ago, she discovered the company had a satellite dish capable of bouncing a signal off the International Space Station and into space. Gillian had no idea why they would need this, but she was glad to find it.

She sent her dating app into outer space confident someone out there would be interested in meeting her. Gillian was excited when a few minutes later the signal struck the International Space Station. From there, it would travel to Jupiter’s moon Europa, and eventually Saturn’s moon Titan. She read how Europa and Titan had the best chance to host life in this solar system.

She went home and video called Nora. “I did it. I made my dating app.”

“Great. Is it live?”

“Yeah, but it only goes into outer space.”

“Explanation, please.”

Gillian hesitated. Nora was taking off her makeup in the bathroom. “I made it to attract only extraterrestrials.”

“I thought you were joking.”

“No. For some reason, my company had a link through the ISS and into space. I feel good about this,” said Gillian.

“You know I believe aliens are on Earth already. Maybe you should try to find one here.”

“If they are here, why didn’t they answer any of the popular dating apps?”

“Would you know if they did? Anyway, you need to come home to Vermont. It’s not too cold anymore. Maybe you can find an alien around here. Vermont has so many unnormal and unusual people,” Nora said, with half her makeup off or still on.

“Maybe you’re right and the cold isn’t that bad. If I come back, can I stay with you for a while? It’s horrifying to think of moving back in with my parents. My brothers would be all over me about it.”

“Yeah, of course. We have an extra guest bedroom with a separate bathroom. You won’t have to share it with our kids.”

The boys worried Gillian. She wondered how she would adapt to a family that was not hers. It might make me panic to find someone too soon and have my own family before I’m ready, she thought. There was a deep hesitation in her mind.

Later and before she went to bed, Gillian checked her dating app. A messaged blinked anxiously for her to open it.

“Hi, I’m an extraterrestrial. At least temporarily. I’m Carolyn on the International Space Station. You want to meet for some coffee and a scone when I fall back to Earth in a month? I know a cozy café in Boston. I’ll send the dates and location. If you’re straight and only like men, I’m cool with it. We can still be friends. But I guessed from your app that you’re like me. A loving person looking for someone different and alike at the same time.”

Gillian remembered reading about Carolyn when she first arrived at the station months ago. She declared to the world, “I was always afraid to admit that I liked my own sex until I saw our borderless, blue planet. I am no longer afraid.”

When the ISS passed over and communication was better, Gillian emailed, “I want to know everything you’ve seen that gave you the courage to be a loving person. I’ll be there for that scone.”

Then Gillian sat on her bed and had
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