
    
      
        
          
        
      

    




The Key to Two Worlds: 

The Arrival 



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To God. I owe him everything I am
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Story 1: The Noise in the Night
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The night seemed like any other in Diana’s life. Like any weekday, she was studying in her room—a cozy space filled with posters of Raw Alejandro and shelves lined with plush toys of various sizes. Several books lay open on the bed, and a highlighter without its cap was about to dry out. Soft instrumental music played from her phone to help her concentrate. Outside, the wind whispered through the trees of the forest that surrounded her house, as if it were sharing secrets no one else could hear.

It was nearly eleven when it happened.

A crash shattered the calm, as if the sky had exploded into a thousand pieces. It wasn’t thunder. It wasn’t an explosion. It was something different—loud yet quiet, deep, alive. So close that the window panes rattled and the hanging lamp swayed slightly. The sound snapped Diana out of her focus and left her uneasy. She felt the blood rush to her chest, as if her heart were about to alert her that something extraordinary was about to happen.

She jumped out of bed and rushed to the window, but saw nothing—just the vast, dark forest that seemed to stir uneasily under the moonlight. She could have drawn the curtain, ignored it all, and gone back to her biology summary. But she didn’t. Something inside her—curiosity, intuition, or teenage madness—pushed her to grab a flashlight, throw on a jacket over her pajamas, and quietly slip out of the house. She noticed no one else had heard the noise. Her parents were calmly watching TV in their room, and her younger sister, Denise, was still listening to music through headphones in the living room. Only Mocca, the Clavers’ pampered cat, looked at Diana in surprise, waiting for her next move. Without hesitation, Mocca followed her to the door but stopped there, letting Diana venture alone into the forest. She remained seated at the threshold, her large yellow eyes watching as Diana disappeared into the darkness.

Diana walked soundlessly, moving with caution, as if she sensed that whatever had caused such commotion was alert and ready to flee. The forest smelled of damp earth, though it hadn’t rained. The soft summer wind rustled the leaves of the trees, creating a unique melody that accompanied Diana on her adventure. She walked a few more meters through branches and roots, now far from her house, guided by the strange sensation that someone was waiting for her.

And then she saw it.

In a clearing between the trees, it shimmered with a bluish, trembling light. At the center, a curved, metallic structure rested silently, like a wounded animal. It wasn’t large or small. It wasn’t shaped like a saucer, nor did it have rotating antennas. It had an organic, elegant form, as if crafted by hands that understood the harmony of the stars. Its bluish-gray color gave off a muted glow. Though fear had taken over—her heart pounding in her chest—Diana stepped closer, holding her breath. The light grew more intense. And in a split second, an invisible hatch opened. The air changed. A sweet, unfamiliar scent filled her lungs.

And then, he descended.

He wasn’t green. He didn’t have bulging eyes or multiple arms. No antennas. No slimy body. He was... a boy. A teenager like her. Only there was something strange about the way he moved, as if he were barely touching the ground when he walked. His gaze was clear, deep, as if entire constellations lived in his eyes. He had intense blue eyes and light brown hair. A teenager like Diana, descending slowly from short stairs that had unfolded from that unremarkable structure.

Diana saw him and, startled, took a step back. He, surprised as well, stepped back cautiously. Yet they kept looking at each other with curiosity. For a moment, they observed in silence. Two worlds face to face. The forest seemed to hold its breath, and suddenly, even the gentle breeze went still.

“Who are you?” Diana whispered, not expecting an answer.

The boy tilted his head, as if trying to understand her. Then, in a soft, barely audible voice, he replied. Not in Spanish. Not in any known language. But Diana understood. Not with her mind—with something deeper. A shiver ran through her body from head to toe. Frozen in front of this being, Diana didn’t know how to face the situation. Both mute, their eyes locked, the only sound in the forest was the chirping of crickets in the distance.

And that’s how it all began.
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Story 2: The Name I Gave Him
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The silence between them lasted only seconds, but to Diana it felt eternal. The boy watched her without moving, as if studying her, as if waiting for her to make the first move. He didn’t seem afraid. Nor did he show aggression. Just that look... that look that said everything and yet said nothing at all.

Diana swallowed hard. She felt a tingling run down her spine. The clearing in the forest seemed isolated from the world: no noise, no wind, no time. Only the blue light of the ship floated above them, like a beacon from another universe. From the answer the boy had given her, she knew that this boy was not from this world. He came from another planet — that was what he had told her in that language Diana didn’t know how she understood.

“What’s your name?” Diana asked cautiously.

The boy didn’t answer. He barely tilted his head, as if trying to understand her words. Then he looked up at the sky, and as he did, something strange happened. His pupils, which at first seemed normal, contracted in an inhuman way, as if adapting to another light, another reality.

Diana took a step back, unsure.

He didn’t move. He only slowly extended a hand and pointed with his index finger to his own chest. After a long silence, he emitted a sound:

— Daa... vihh...

Diana frowned. She couldn’t tell if it was a name or just a random word. But there was something familiar about that syllable. Something... that felt right to her.

“David?” she inquired, trying to match the sound she had just heard.

He repeated, more clearly:

— Daaaa... vihhh.

His voice was soft, deep, almost artificial. Like someone who had just learned to use it.

“Is that your name?”

David blinked slowly, without answering. He only lowered his hand and looked at her as if the question were irrelevant. As if names were meaningless where he came from. At that moment, Diana understood something without needing explanations: this being was not a threat, but neither was he completely innocent. He had seen things. He knew things. And he carried an invisible weight, one she was just beginning to sense.

“I’ll call you David,” she finally said. “It’s better than nothing.”

The boy nodded slowly. Then the ship’s light began to flicker. Diana turned to look at it, confused. The soft buzzing that had floated in the air until then ceased completely. A heavy, electric silence settled over the clearing.

And then she felt it. A presence. Something more.

David looked up at the sky again. His pupils contracted once more, and his lips pressed into a tight line.

“What... what’s happening?” Diana asked, her voice barely a whisper.

He didn’t answer. He only took a step toward her and, without warning, touched her arm. The contact was warm and electric, but a quick, fleeting image flashed through Diana’s mind like lightning: a city that wasn’t a city, skies without sun, crowds of human-shaped people, structures that were unrecognizable. Something she didn’t understand... but that touched her deeply.

She stepped back, breathless.

“Did you show me that?”

David looked at her. He neither denied nor confirmed. He just stared at her with the same intensity as always.

And at that moment, Diana knew that not everything that had come from the sky was accidental. She didn’t understand everything exactly, but it was clear to her that this being, whom she had named David, had arrived with a purpose. She just didn’t know what it was yet.

What would be the next step? Well, there was no way to know without digging deeper into who this boy was, where he came from, and what he was looking for.

David, that teenager whom Diana had baptized with that name, was a complete mystery.

“Where do you come from?” Diana asked, her restless gaze as if wanting to know everything in a single answer.

David looked at her again intensely, but this time he touched his chest with his index finger, his pupils contracted again, and with a clear voice he answered:

— I come from Kaelyon, a small planet in the Velmara star system, in the distant galaxy of Zarythea, 481 thousand light-years from here. That explains why few of our Kaelyonians have had much contact with this planet.

Diana froze at his answer. Thousands of questions and thoughts swirled in her mind as David spoke. He could speak our language! He was really an extraterrestrial! Did he come alone? Did he come in peace? But Diana could not utter a word. Then David, as if he could read her mind, answered:

— My species has developed a neuro-symbiotic system that quickly adapts to the frequencies and patterns of any species’ language. Upon arriving here, my brain synchronized with your brain waves, which allows me to understand and imitate your language little by little. It was difficult at first, but I learn quickly.

Diana, still amazed, couldn’t say a word. David continued:

— I came alone and in peace. I’m running away from my parents. It wasn’t my intention to come this far, but a navigation board error brought me here.

Without thinking twice, Diana stepped forward. If he came from so far away, perhaps she was the only person in the world capable of helping him.
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Story 3: A Ship, a Home, a Life
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Diana was still processing David’s story: a being from another world, alone, lost, and not necessarily by accident. She also felt an urgent desire to help him, while doubting terribly what the next step should be.

—What should I do? Call someone? Run away? Help him? But...

something in David’s eyes convinced her. I don’t know if I’m doing the right thing... Diana thought, but I can’t leave you alone.

She realized David wasn’t guessing... he was reading. David could read another person’s thoughts thanks to a nervous system more advanced than that of humans on Earth. With just a look, he convinced her to work together on his adaptation to this new planet. More than words, David understood intentions, emotions, encapsulated memories. Diana didn’t know how he did it, but she was sure it wasn’t magic. It was science. A science that went beyond earthly limits.

Determined to continue, she proposed moving the ship a few meters to a more secluded spot in the forest, away from hikers and possible drones. Diana felt a mixture of fear and curiosity, and her mind struggled between moving forward or running away. But David, as if he felt every emotion Diana had in his own flesh, soothed her with his gaze, giving her the confidence to follow him.
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