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Dear Aliens,

To those who feel like they don’t belong on Earth...
but were sent here for a reason.
To the dreamers, the outcasts, and the ones who see the world differently.

And to anyone who has ever looked up at the sky and wondered if it was looking back.

These stories are for you.

I love you all,

Shadeara Hall
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Christopher and Max stepped off the bus and began the familiar walk home. The afternoon sun hung low in the sky, casting long shadows across the sidewalk.

"I'm sorry about your father, Christopher," Max said quietly. "Has it really been five years already?"

Christopher lowered his eyes and nodded. Even after all these years, the subject still hurts. Being unable to speak made moments like this even harder. Sometimes he wished words would come back.

Max sighed.

"Come to my house first. I need to check in with my dad. You know how he is—always angry."

Christopher glanced at him and forced a small smile before nodding.

When they reached Max's house, Max pushed open the front door and stepped inside. Christopher followed.

Standing in the living room was Apollo, Max's father. His arms were folded tightly across his chest as if he had been waiting for them.

"You sure took long enough to get home, boy," Apollo snapped. "I need you to clean my shoes. I got called in for a job."

"Yes, sir," Max replied. "After I'm done, may I go to Christopher's house?"

Apollo waved dismissively.

"Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Just hurry up."

Max disappeared to retrieve the shoes while Christopher waited nearby. Pulling a worn book from his backpack, he opened it. The title read Alien Encounters.

"Have you learned anything from that book?" Max asked.

Christopher smiled and nodded.

Before Max could respond, the lights overhead flickered.

"What the—did you see that?"

Christopher looked around the room and nodded again.

The lights returned to normal.

A few minutes later, Max handed the polished shoes back to his father.

"They ain't as clean as I'd like," Apollo muttered, "but it'll do. Get outta here."

The boys wasted no time leaving.

Once inside Christopher's bedroom, Christopher tossed his books onto the bed and sat down at his computer.

Max picked up a thick journal lying nearby.

"What do you write in this thing anyway?"

The lights flickered again.

Christopher shrugged and glanced around the room, as though searching for someone hidden just out of sight.

Max flipped through the pages.

"Hmm. Interesting. You should be careful with this stuff, Christopher. The government looks for people like you."

Christopher continued typing.

Max stepped closer and looked at the screen.

"UFOs, huh? Have you ever seen one in real life?"

Christopher pointed toward the window.

"Wait. You saw one here?"

Christopher grinned and nodded enthusiastically.

Then he pointed toward a large map hanging upside down on his wall. Red dots covered nearly every continent.

"Are those UFO sightings?" Max asked. "And why is the map upside down?"

Christopher nodded.

Curious, Max continued reading the journal.

Eventually, Christopher turned to a page and handed it over.

Max read silently.

There is an alien that follows me and comes to visit me in my room. It tells me secrets of the universe.

Max looked up.

"This is insane, dude."

Suddenly, Christopher's eyes widened.

He pointed frantically toward the window.

Max turned.

A brilliant blue light burst through the glass, flooding the room with an otherworldly glow.

Then came a strange noise from the closet.

The door creaked open.

Christopher slowly approached and pulled it wide.

Something stepped out.

An alien.

Max nearly fell backward.

"I can't believe this is actually happening."

The creature walked directly to Christopher and wrapped its arms around him in a warm embrace.

Max cautiously extended a hand for a handshake.

Instead, the alien hugged him too.

The creature picked up Christopher's journal and placed it gently in his hands.

"Tell the world,” Said the alien. "Share our secrets. It is time."

Max stared.

"Dude... aliens speak English?"

He hurriedly pulled out his phone to record.

Before he could begin, his screen lit up.

Dad Calling.

Max declined it immediately.

The alien looked at Christopher.

"Tell the world. They must know the truth."

It picked up Christopher's phone and opened a livestream application.

Christopher stared at it nervously and touched his throat.

"You must find your voice again," the alien said. "I believe in you."

A distant siren echoed outside.

Max moved to the window.

"Christopher... do you hear that? Police."

His phone rang again.

Dad Calling.

Before he could answer, a loud BANG shook the house.

Everyone froze.

Christopher placed his phone onto a tripod and sat before it.

Another BANG struck the front door, even louder than before.

His hands trembled.

The alien stepped forward.

"Trust me, Christopher. It is me. Your father."

Christopher
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