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As the 38-year-old wedding photographer snapped away with her Nikon DSLR, she felt “in the zone” once again, her problems and worries melting away as her artistic eye zoomed in on the interesting, stunning details of the glammed-up garden. 

A strand of her dark, brown hair fell into her eye as she was getting ready to take photos of the guests who were streaming in by the minute. She brushed it away quickly and continued to capture the lovely dresses of the bridesmaids, the smiles on the faces of the couple's family members, and the adorable little kids playing hide and seek amid the decorated trees. 

“Tsk-tsk. Abby Miller, always the serious one,” a familiar voice teased beside her. 

Abby turned around, causing her already messed up bun to get disheveled even more. She peeked out from behind her camera to make a face at her best friend-slash-business partner Claire. “Well, if I didn't take my photography seriously, our business wouldn't have taken off the way it did,” she retorted. 

“Touchy, touchy,” Claire continued to mock her. She adjusted the straps of her own camera and smiled at the closest friend she'd ever had. “But really, Abby, I'm so proud of you and everything you've achieved.” 

Abby ignored her and just went on taking shots of the romantic, beautiful surroundings. The program was about to begin so she positioned herself near the makeshift stage. She motioned for the other photographers to get ready for the entrance of the bride and groom.

Claire followed Abby, saying, “It's just that I'm concerned about you... You need to loosen up and have some fun, you know...”

Abby put down her camera and faced Claire squarely. “Claire, I am having fun. This is my life now and I’m loving it. So there's no need to worry, okay?”

Claire didn’t look convinced, but she finally dropped it as the wedding host welcomed everyone and did her opening spiel. 

As the evening went on, Abby didn't have time to think about other things. She was too focused on her craft and on delivering unparalleled service to her clients. Even after 10 years of being in this business, she was still on top of her game, continually innovating, improving, and thus raking in both awards and profits. 

Toward the end, the groom offered a surprise song number, followed by a short speech about what he and the bride have been through together and how he was looking forward to their new life and future children. 

“So sweet!” Claire gushed. 

In response, Abby just chuckled. “Haven't you gotten used to these wedding traditions and senseless messages by now? Fifty percent of our clients get divorced after just a few years, no matter how amazingly romantic the speeches were or how much they splurged on their weddings.”

“Well, there's always the other half which are still happily married,” Claire pointed out. “You don't have to be bitter just because of your failed marriage and the other scumbags you dated before, Abby. This is exactly why I want you to start dating again!”

“I've been single for five years now, Claire,” Abby argued. “I'm happy being a single mom to Kyle, with no man to get in my way. Can't you get that?”

Claire pouted, scrunching up her pretty face. “You used to be so much fun in college,” she grouched.

Abby actually laughed. “You are the most childish woman I've ever met. I can't believe we're actually friends!”

Claire laughed with her good-naturedly.

“Oh, but I forgot,” Abby added. “We don't actually get along most of the time.”

“Yeah,” Claire agreed. Giving her best friend a once-over, she was about to open her mouth when Abby stopped her short.

“Don't start with me on my appearance,” Abby interjected. She knew she'd gained some weight the last few years, but she still had a good figure. However, Claire always insisted that she try to be more fashionable or that she get a new hairdo. 

At the moment, Abby was wearing their classic wedding photography uniform-—a white semi-formal blouse and khaki slacks. That had been her signature look for the longest time, plain and simple. Her long brown hair was tied up in a messy bun, with tons of black pins trying to keep all the strands in place but not lasting for hours. 

On the other hand, even though Claire was dressed in the exact same uniform, she'd accentuated her ensemble with a glittery gold belt and matching shoes. Her wavy blonde hair was braided stylishly with a single white flower accent pinned on the side. 

“Okay, how about this,“ Claire suddenly started. “My birthday's coming up, right? Can we not work on that day, please? I promise I won't ask you to hook up with anyone. I just want us to go out with the other girls, spend the day at the salon, and maybe have some drinks. My treat!”

“What about Luke?” Abby wondered, referring to her ever-loyal and loving husband. Yes, Claire was actually one of those rare fortunate ones who seemed effortlessly to get everything-—money, looks, a great guy, and wonderful kids. 

“He's on one of his business trips and the kids are also gonna be staying at my parents' house for the weekend, so I’m free to hang out with the girls.”

“Cool,” Abby said, surprised that she was actually looking forward to some relaxation. She'd been working her ass off for years, pouring out all her energy into the business, and all her love toward her teenage son Kyle, ever since she'd gotten divorced. The few times she'd gone out on a date could be counted with the fingers of one hand. 

When the event was done, Abby was so preoccupied hauling stuff into her SUV that she almost didn't notice the bright blue light that had suddenly illuminated the sky. The sudden radiance made her look up. Seeing the strange blue light that was probably as wide as a stadium glowing against the night sky and then blinking repeatedly as if following a pattern, her first instinct was to grab her Nikon and point it upward. She snapped away, all the while stunned and amazed by the odd display of light. 

Later on as she was driving home, the incident was reported on the radio. According to the news, this occurrence seemed to have no scientific explanation which had led to speculations about UFOs and aliens. The reporter then enumerated several other similar sightings across the United States over the past two weeks. 

“Weird,” Abby said to herself. Even though she didn't really believe that such creatures existed or that there was anything to worry about, an unexpected feeling of dread filled her. She then remembered to call her 18-year-old son who'd, told her earlier that he was going to a party at his classmate's house. 

He picked up after the third ring. “Hi, Mom!” he greeted cheerfully, making his voice rise above the upbeat music playing in the background. “What's up?”

“How are things there? What time are you coming home?”

“We're good, thanks,” he said in a reassuring tone. “Don't worry, I won't drink much. And my friend Christian will drive me home in an hour or two.”

Abby checked the time. It was twelve midnight. “Alright, make sure you don't drink more than one bottle of beer, don't do anything stupid like drugs or sleeping with some random girl and getting her pregnant, and don't stay out too late. Stay safe.”

“Mom!” he protested, laughing. “You worry too much. I'm eighteen! And that makes me officially an adult.”

“That doesn't change anything,” Abby pointed out. 

She heard Kyle sigh on the other end. But it seemed as if he was still smiling when he talked. “Don't worry, Mom. Christian brought his dad's car and he can get me home in a jiffy. And he doesn't drink, because he's allergic to alcohol. So I'll see you soon at home, 'ayt?”

“Great, see you,” Abby finally said. She put the phone down, not knowing that it was probably the last time she'd get to talk to her son. 
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ABBY'S HAZELNUT-COLORED eyes were puffy and red from crying for three days straight. Her son Kyle had not gone home as he'd promised. He'd gone missing. 

At the peak of the party around 1 AM, Kyle had apparently told his friend Christian that he wanted some time alone with his crush Britney before they went home. He'd headed outside the house by himself and that was the last time anyone had seen him. Meanwhile, according to Britney, Kyle had indeed invited her to talk outside away from the noise. She'd said yes but had gone to the bathroom first, telling him that she would be out shortly. Soon after, she went outside but could not find him anywhere. 

Now, three days after, the police still had no clue as to Kyle's whereabouts. They had already interviewed most of the students who were there and even some neighbors. Was it a kidnapping case? Did he go off on purpose? Was he still alive? These were some of the questions that they had no answers to yet. 

Claire had just left the house at Abby's insistence. “Thank you for everything, Claire, but I want to be alone right now,” was what Abby had told her friend. 

After moping around the rest of the morning, Abby forced herself to eat at least a sandwich for lunch despite the panic and depression rising within her. “I can't lose you, Kyle...” she sobbed, burying her face in her hands on the kitchen counter. “I love you so much. You're my only treasure, my only love.”

That afternoon, she took a shower and tried to get her act together. She had to stay strong for her son. She had to do something or else she was going to go insane just waiting for the police to get some leads. 

An hour later, she found herself standing in front of the McCartney residence where the party had taken place. Just out of habit, she snapped pictures with her camera as she walked around the vicinity and even up and down the street. She then went to the door and rang the bell, but no one was home. It was getting late and she knew someone would be home soon, so she decided to stay and wait in the car. 

“I have to find you, Kyle,” she whispered, her strength and courage wavering as thoughts of her son filled her mind. “Please let me find you.”

Sluggishly, she went through the photos she'd taken, to pass the time. She knew the police had already swept through the entire street and surroundings of the house. It was almost unthinkable that she'd find a new clue. But she continued looking at the photos, anyway, just to pass the time while hoping against hope that something significant would jump out at her and give her some sort of hint. 

Her heart began pounding wildly when she noticed a strange bluish blur in one of the photos. It seemed to be coming from the tree in the distance, probably two blocks away from the McCartney residence. She zoomed in on it, but didn't find any other relevant clue. Was it just the play of light? Based on her experience as a photographer, it seemed impossible that the light could be created at this time of the day and given the angle of the shot and the location of the tree. 

Immediately she fished out her cellphone and searched for the Facebook photos she'd saved. These had been posted the previous day by one of Kyle's classmates. Some shots had been taken outside the house, and two of them showed the same bluish glow around the area of the tree. The peculiar gleam was hardly noticeable, but anyone who'd seen the light that had appeared in the sky that night would think that it's connected to this same one in the pictures. 

Fortunately, each image had a stamped date and time on the bottom right. The pictures had been taken before midnight, the same time that she'd been in the parking lot of the wedding venue where she'd seen the light appear in the sky. 

Abby didn't know how this could help her son's case, but there was nothing else to go on with. She decided to check it out herself while the sun was still out. 

She sauntered down the street quickly, searching for the tree in question. She occasionally checked the digital photo in her camera which was dangling around her neck. Soon she found what she was looking for – an old, ordinary looking oak tree located in front of a two-story brick house. 

For some reason, her heart began racing as she came closer.  She ran her fingers across the rough texture of the trunk as she walked around it. What is that light and where did it come from? she wondered. What is the connection of this tree to that blue light in the sky?

Suddenly, after going around the tree, she felt a slight burning sensation in her hand, the one that had been touching the tree. She glanced at it and gasped. She couldn't see her fingers anymore! They seemed to have gotten sucked into the trunk! Due to her shock, she immediately pulled her hand away. 

Staring hard at the exact spot where her hand had been, she noticed a glimmer of light that seemed to widen with each second that passed. She watched it in combined fear, fascination, and curiosity as it grew bigger and bigger. 

By this time, the sun was already setting. As the surroundings darkened, the blue light became more evident. A few people passed by and threw her a weird look, probably wondering what she was doing. They didn't seem to notice the blazing blue spark right on the trunk of the tree. 

Soon the radiance had increased into the size of a regular person. Taking a deep breath, Abby stepped forward and put her hand into the cobalt-blue light. It went through. A mild feeling of burning coursed through her arm. Slowly she moved closer, putting her entire body into the hole-like brilliance. It felt like being sunburned, but the sensation was tolerable. She closed her eyes and climbed into the light, not knowing where it would lead her or if she would even be alive after this. 
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DR. ASHKIN SAT ON ONE of the chrome stools in his private laboratory, staring in great anguish and despair at the statistics showing on the large computer monitor mounted on the white wall. The number of patients was fast dropping as more and more of his people succumbed to the deadly virus that had plagued their planet. 

He'd been living for about a hundred years now, but his appearance was that of a 35-year-old, by human standards. With silky blonde hair that fell to his shoulders and was often tied in a low ponytail, a strong-featured face and a goatee, light brown eyes that used to sparkle even in pitch black surroundings, and symbolic black tattoos lined up on one arm, he actually looked more like a rock star than a doctor. He used to be well-built too, but he had not been eating right for a long time now and did not have any more time to work out or engage in sports. 

The tremendous agony that he'd been going through for almost a year now, combined with the immense pressure placed on his leadership and intellect to quickly come up with an antidote for the virus, had obviously taken a toll on him already. He'd grown a bit thinner and was beginning to look older. He wasn't his usual cheerful self. 

A beeping sound on his right made him turn. The sound was coming from a big round device on the floor, which was also lighting up with a cylindrical glow that moved upward to the ceiling. Soon an authentic-looking, life-sized, still hologram of the governor appeared. 

Dr. Ashkin sat up straight, dreading the conversation. With a heavy heart, he said aloud, “I’m here, Governor Blar O' Clixton.”

As soon as he said that, the hologram came to life. The governor was about three times the age of the doctor and looked like a strong, stern 80-year-old human general. “Doctor,” he barked in a tone of controlled anger. “What have you and your team been doing? We are losing our people! Do something!”

“I am sorry, Governor,” Dr. Ashkin responded with all honesty. “We are doing everything we can to create a more potent antidote. The last one we made and used on some patients was actually effective, but only for a short period of time. Only two out of ten patients have showed recovery after a month of taking the formulation. We have yet to discover a stronger ingredient that can truly heal everyone and even those in the final stages of the illness.”

“We are running out of time,” Governor Blar O' Clixton stressed. “I'm counting on you as the head doctor and the best on the entire Planet Krach. Our planet's present and future are depending on you.”

“I understand,” the kind, patient doctor said, his eyebrows furrowed in the middle and his lips set in a grim line. “One of my assistants, Bladkov, had actually dug up some research documents that show evidence of a possible ingredient we can use from the extinct Planet Imux. He left a few days ago to check on it. I expect him to arrive today with good news, which I will immediately report to you.”

“Alright,” the governor answered. “Until then.” 

His hologram disappeared, leaving the entire laboratory in foreboding silence. Without anything else to do but wait for his trusted lab assistant, Dr. Ashkin stood up and walked over to his office desk. Deep in thought, he gazed at the items on his desk – hard drives containing various files, some leftover food, and a couple of new test tubes he'd recently acquired. 

A miniature hologram of his late wife smiling and looking very much alive stood out among the things. She had been a doctor, too. The lit figure, vivid in color, was actually being reflected out of a small metal box. 

He focused his brown eyes on the tiny object and tried to raise it up in the air with his telekinetic abilities. Slowly it levitated, wavering slightly and almost crashing back to the desk. He concentrated harder, making it hover steadily and then bringing it to his lips. He leaned forward to kiss the hologram, but only the cold temperature of the air in the room greeted his lips. There was no more warmth and outpouring of love, which Dr. Pleya used to shower him with several years ago. 

“Pleya, my dear... I promise to do everything I can to continue the medical mission we started,” he whispered with great conviction. “I promise to save them now as I had failed to do with you during the first outbreak.”

The emotional tension inside him disturbed his focus and made the metal box topple down and break one of the test tubes on his desk. The hologram flickered and then went out.

Dr. Ashkin was filled with even more affliction as he watched the image of his wife disappear into thin air. His weakening abilities were also getting on his nerves. He knew he had to make an extra effort to watch his own wellbeing in the midst of the troubling situation at hand. 

Suddenly, a loud noise at the door made him whip around in alarm. It was Bladkov, looking exhausted but nevertheless jovial. But he wasn't alone. Behind him was a human teenage boy, tall and lanky, following him seemingly in a trance. 

“Who is that?” Dr. Ashkin asked in alarm. “What have you done to him?”

Bladkov grinned. “Relax, Doc,” he said nonchalantly. “I know what I'm doing. I'd like you to meet the only boy left from Planet Imux's royal family. He is the answer to our prayers!”

Dr. Ashkin gave him a half-dubious, half-astonished look. “Are you for real?”

“Positive!” his always reliable assistant and long-time best friend answered. Bladkov was about the same age as Dr. Ashkin, but often acted more child-like because of his happy-go-lucky streak. His bald head, which was quite uncommon and sometimes considered a sign of deviance on their planet, was enough evidence of his thrill-seeking, divergent personality.  

In spite of Bladkov's sharp memory and natural wit, he had not completed his studies to become a doctor on their planet. He just wasn't cut out for it like Dr. Ashkin. Nevertheless, his penchant to deal with different aliens and people as well as his passion for adventure made him the perfect all-around assistant. 

“You know I've done plenty of research, Doc,” Bladkov explained. “This little man is the one! I've roved around the earth trying to find him with the special sensor I invented. Only he had that unique DNA that had triggered the alarm. He's got the royal family's DNA running in his veins. And do you know what this means?”

His green eyes lit up excitedly. “This means we can replicate the genetic makeup of his DNA to utilize its distinct healing ability.”

“You are forgetting something...” Dr. Ashkin said thoughtfully, rubbing the small patch of hair on his chin. “That document we uncovered says that there's something else – some sort of device or chip that activates the healing powers in the DNA. Where are we going to find that?

Bladkov was stumped. His face fell, realizing that he'd been so excited about finding the boy that he had forgotten all about that other important element. “Well... can't we make one?”

“I guess we can have our expert technicians try to come up with it based on the diagram in the document,” Dr. Ashkin replied. “At least we've got one element covered. Let's get samples of his DNA quick so you can return him to Planet Earth.”

“Right on, Boss!” Bladkov said, bringing the teenage captive onto a white, chrome-framed bed. 
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ABBY BLINKED ONCE, twice... Her head felt heavy, as if she'd been sleeping for days. Immediately everything that had happened came flooding back to her. She began to panic, but tried to calm herself. I'm alive. And this may be my only chance to find Kyle. 

She checked her watch for the date and time. Shit, it's been 3 days! She couldn't believe it. Had she actually been sleeping for 3 straight days without going hungry or waking up? Where the hell was she?

As her eyes began to adapt to the dark surroundings, she saw that she was standing in some sort of enclosed pod made of some sort of white leather material. She touched the walls of the pod and carefully ran her hand along the surface. 

She was scared out of her wits, not knowing what to do. She screamed and pounded on the walls, but she doubted if anyone outside the pod could hear her. It seemed to be soundproof. 

Slowly circling around the curved enclosure, she tried to grope for some kind of button or switch. Surely there was a way out of here! 

She was fast losing hope when she felt something solid underneath her fingers. It was a tiny round button near the ground. She pressed it hard. The pod began to shake and make a rumbling sound. Then to her astonishment, the wall in front of her began to divide into two, separating like the opening of an elevator. 

Soon she found herself in a huge, well-lit room surrounded by white walls and trimmed in chrome. It looked like some sort of futuristic laboratory. She walked forward cautiously, careful to stay near the walls. 

It was only then that she remembered the camera that was hanging around her neck. She'd gotten so used to carrying it almost everywhere that the weight had hardly bothered her. Now she knew that this could be one of her most important tools. She paused for a while to snap pictures of the lab before proceeding. 

A sharp object similar to a knife caught her attention. She grabbed it from the table and held it in front of her as she made her way toward the first door on the right side. 

She had no idea what she was doing. But then, she was already here. She had to go around and search for signs of her son. 

Carefully peeking into the first door, she saw that the room was empty. She went inside and surveyed the small area. There was nothing but a single white bed with a few straps, a small table and an overhead cabinet. She turned to leave, but then something on the floor caught her eye. 

Oh, my God, she whispered as her eyes focused on the braided leather bracelet on the floor. She picked it up and studied it in her hand, her eyes filling with tears. She was certain that it belonged to her son. He had plenty such bracelets and loved to wear them. 

A renewed surge of strength and courage filled her. Now she knew that she had to do everything she could to find her son in this strange place. She took some shots of the small room before tiptoeing out. 

“Hey! Who are you?” a booming male voice called sharply. 

As soon as Abby saw the towering figure with a menacing expression quickly rushing to her, she stepped back on instinct to get inside the room again. She was about to shut the door when the almost 7-foot tall man gestured with one hand, making the door swing wide open instead. 

In an instant, he was right in front of her. She backed into the room with the man following her. “Don’t touch me!” she yelled, threatening him with the knife she'd grabbed earlier. 

But all he did was narrow his eyes on the weapon and it immediately dropped to the floor. Abby screamed and screamed. 

“Wait...” the peculiar-looking man in a lab coat started to say, but she kicked him on the shin and ran around him to get to the door. However, he was able quickly to pick her up from the floor, wrapping his arms around her waist and effortlessly placing her on the bed. 

“Please, please, just give me back my son,” she begged, her eyes watering with tears and her chest greatly heaving. “I just want my son back. She reached for the bracelet in her pocket and shoved it into his face. “I found this here so you must have him!”

The man released her and stepped back. “I wasn't going to hurt you. I was just... surprised to find someone else here in my lab.”

Abby was shivering as she sat on the bed and tried to move as far away from him as possible. “Just give me back my son,” she repeated as tears continued rolling down her cheeks. 

“You are... Kyle's mother?” he asked. 

Abby was surprised that he had used her son's first name. She began to calm down now that she could see he didn't seem like he was going to harm her. Actually, in the light, he didn't look scary at all. Yes, he was very tall and his tattooed skin peeped out a bit on the neck area and on his hand from under his coat. But his eyes, although intense and seemingly guarded, looked gentle enough. 

“Yes,” Abby whispered. “Where is my son?”

“He is resting in the other room, but you will see him in a moment,” he assured her. “Don't worry, he's fine. I'm sorry it had to get to this, but we need something from him and my assistant...”

“I don't need any explanation!” Abby interrupted in a sharp tone. “You kidnapped him!”

“It was an accident,” he said, his brows furrowing and a frown spreading across his lips. “My assistant Bladkov did not intend to kidnap him. He only meant to get a sample of his DNA...”

“What?” Abby shouted, her heart beating furiously. “Have you turned him into a lab rat?” She started sobbing, her heart bursting with so much pain and fear and anxiety. 

Just then, Kyle came to the door. “Mom!” he said in apparent shock. He ran to her then and they embraced. 

Abby had never felt as relieved and happy in her entire life. She held him tightly as she kept crying. “I'm so glad you're okay...” she wept. “We've got to get out of here! We don't know these people...”

Kyle stepped back and let his mom climb down from the bed. “Listen, Mom... They still need me for just a short while. I was also scared at first but I've become friends with them. We can trust them, really.”

“No, Kyle,” Abby replied firmly. “We should go now. You don't know that for sure.”

Kyle shook his head resolutely, to her bewilderment. She was beginning to think they've brainwashed him or something. 

He then pointed to the man standing quietly on the side. “That's Dr. Ashkin,” he introduced. “He's the head doctor here on Planet Krach. They're working on a cure for this virus that's fast spreading...”

Abby did not bother turning to the doctor. All she cared about was getting back home with her son at the soonest time possible. “You don't know if they are telling the truth,” she told Kyle, looking straight into his eyes. “Kyle, we need to get home. It's not safe here.”

“Just please let us show you something first,” Kyle pleaded. “Besides, we only need to stay for another day or two more, right, Dr. Ashkin?” He turned to the doctor, who simply nodded. His face had a blank expression, but his brown eyes seemed to reach out to Abby as she really gazed at him for the first time. 

Abby stayed silent for a few seconds. Perhaps it would be okay. Her son was smart and he would sense danger if it were present. It seems as if he'd actually developed rapport with these aliens and begun to trust them. Besides, if they truly were on another planet, she had absolutely no idea how she and her son could transport back to the earth. Maybe she needed a little time to figure it out first. But for the meantime, she had no choice. 

*****
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KYLE BROUGHT ABBY TO another room which opened up to a wide space with a dome-like ceiling. Everything was stark white. On the other end were steel double doors with the sign in an alien language. 

Dr. Ashkin followed behind them silently. “This is our special ward,” he said.

Beside the double doors was a large flat TV screen that flashed images of patients on hospital beds, each one in his or her own private room with a health care attendant. Doctors were shown to be busy checking up on them. All the medical staff members were clad in white suits and masks. 

Kyle began to explain what was happening in the planet – how a virus had been infecting a lot of Planet Krach's inhabitants and causing them to get fatal heart attacks one by one. Because it had been spreading fast and wide without any permanent cure, the planet was in danger of soon losing everyone and eventually becoming extinct. 

“Mom, I swear they're not making it up,” Kyle said quietly, his eyes pleading with hers so she would believe him. “I have seen their condition with my own eyes, right behind those doors. Those images on the screen – they are all real. It’s happening right now.” 

Abby just stared at the images, not sure whether to be more astounded by the pitiful sight or by her son's explanation and apparent concern for these aliens. In the first place, she still couldn't get over the fact that aliens do exist and that she was actually in a different planet at that exact moment. 

Kyle put a reassuring arm around her mom. “They are good aliens. I feel it in my gut.”

Abby nodded, but was still speechless. 

“And I'm the only one who can help them...” Kyle trailed off. 

Abby turned to him in surprise. “Why? How?” she wanted to know, unable to connect all the events. 

Kyle launched into a summarized history of Planet Imux and how generations of the royal family were said to have healing powers. He'd apparently already gone through all of Bladkov's research as he spoke like an expert, eventually getting to the part where evil aliens from another planet had attacked and destroyed the entire Planet Imux world just to get their hands on the powerful DNA strands and use these to make their clan possess the same special ability. 

However, the people of Imux had fought to their death. They had lost battle after battle, but had not given up. Some were able to escape in space ships, but there was no more record of the Imux aliens afterward. Up to this time, nobody knew if any of them had actually survived. 

“As of now, I'm the only known member of the Imux royal family left in the entire universe,” Kyle finished. “I have healing powers, Mom. I got them from my dad.”

Abby didn't know what to make of it. An image of Kyle's dad suddenly appeared in her mind-—the tall, handsome, and charming Olven who'd swept her off her feet during one of the sorority parties. She was just 19 years old then, young and carefree, naïve and eager to fall in love. They'd gone out for an entire month before he'd gotten her pregnant. Then he'd disappeared, breaking her heart and leaving her to fend for herself. 

She'd been fortunate enough to have understanding and supportive parents who'd helped her through her pregnancy and had continued to be there for her and Kyle until she got to graduate from college. 

“Olven was an alien...” she murmured pensively, more to herself than to her son. Instantly, she recalled how he'd always looked so young for his age and how she'd once caught him lifting the car and trying to change the wheel without any tools, which he'd dismissed as her imagination. He'd also been very vague about his family background and childhood. 

At that moment, she also remembered that night when they'd been on their way home from a bar with some friends. They had met a minor accident because the driver was a little drunk. Everybody had incurred injuries except Olven. 

Abby had felt something painful on her head and had seen some blood flowing down the side of her face. Olven had touched her head shortly and after a while, the pain had gone away. In the hospital, the doctors said that both of them had no injury at all. They didn't bother checking if the blood was actually hers. She'd been too shaken up to care, anyway. She was just glad to be okay and was thankful nobody had been seriously hurt. 

“Yes, Olven was an alien from Planet Imux,” Dr. Ashkin confirmed, suddenly speaking up. “He was no ordinary alien. He was a well-known prince who had escaped. Nobody knew what had happened to him, but now we can figure out that he ended up on Planet Earth.”

“At first, he'd told me that he would help me bring up the baby,” Abby shared, her hazelnut eyes clouding over. “But then he suddenly disappeared without any word after that.”

“My guess is that he'd received a threat,” Dr. Ashkin said in a serious tone. “Perhaps he never meant to leave. Maybe he just didn't want anybody to know that there was going to be another member of his family who would be likely to carry the healing ability in his genes. Maybe... he wanted to protect both of you from the same evil aliens who'd attacked their planet.”

What he was saying made sense. Abby's heart began to constrict-—not because she still harbored feelings for Kyle's father but because it was just too much for her to process. The emotional scars had been so deep, and she'd carried them for so long within her. And now here she was, hearing from an alien the explanation that she'd been waiting for. 

Finally, it was time to let go. She had not been worthless as she'd often been led to believe because of so many failed relationships.

“I'd known for some time now that I could somehow heal myself,” Kyle admitted to his mom then. “There were a couple of times that I would stumble or accidentally cut myself but there was always no wound. I never had any headaches or physical pain. And didn't you notice, Mom, that I never got sick while I was growing up?”

Abby nodded in agreement. “I thought... you were just a really healthy boy...”

“Well, I was. I am. But not in the human sense,” Kyle said, grinning. He looked as if he was truly proud and happy of what he was. “I'm abnormally healthy.”

“That's amazing,” was all Abby could say as she remained stunned.

“It is!” Kyle exclaimed, his hazelnut eyes gleaming. “But what's even more amazing is that I might actually have the ability to heal many others, not just myself
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