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​Chapter 1: Day 1 of the Alien Invasion - Sidney
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I hit CTRL ALT DELETE on the keyboard and the monitor lights up and requests a password. I type in my password @lienbaby! and the computer unlocks. Time to clock in and start another week at the Alien Invasion Call Center. I know what you’re thinking. There’s a call center for aliens? Hey there was a call center for the zombie apocalypse a couple of years ago and we actually ended up having zombies. I remember because my sister became a zombie. I imagine by now she’s dead, because there hasn’t been a zombie sighting in over a year and a half. One day they were there and the next day they disappeared faster than you could say poof and cross your arms. I know the military was working on a cure, because I got the vaccine to prevent the infection, but if they found a cure they kept it mum.

Now we have an alien invasion call center and the official reason is because apparently there really might be an alien invasion. I’ll admit I’m skeptical, but it’s a job with training available after you’ve been there half a year, if you want to go into another position and with three meals and a room to sleep in, why not? I’ve got nothing better to look forward to anyway.

I lost my entire family to the zombie apocalypse. My sister was infected and my parents were eaten. I got lucky I guess because I wasn’t home when it happened. I was out partying with my friends after having wrapped up my last final for the semester. So I didn’t get bitten or eaten. 

I pull up the web browser and open a tab for Space Force, the Customer Relationship Manager (CRM) we use for our cases and where we log our calls. I hate Space Force. It’s a CRM that’s meant to be customizable for the company and it has this little guy in a space helmet in the background that I think they tried to make cute, but is really just obnoxious. 

The problem is most companies that use this software customize it too much, making it needlessly complicated because of whatever metrics they think they need to collect. Typical corporate thinking that the more complicated you make something the better off it is. I wish they realized the simpler and easier you make something to use, the easier it is to get the job done, but that thought likely never crosses the mind of the higher ups because they’ve likely never done a customer support job in their lives.

I pull up a notepad file, open up a couple other tools and turn my phone on, indicating I’m ready to make outbound phone calls. Another exciting week of customer support here I come!

I look at the queue. Here’s a case 30129007 with a title of “Possible alien sighting” at 3am this morning. Great another person staying up too late partying who thinks they’ve seen an alien. I’ll call them up and have to take down the relevant details of that person’s experience. Thankfully all calls are outbound. Initially when the call center was set up it was inbound and within the first month management realized that wasn’t a good idea because of the insane amount of calls that came in. They switched to outbound, with a requirement for people to create a case and it immediately decreased the amount of cases we have in the queue.

I take the case and dial the number. The phone rings three times and then I hear a click as a person picks up the phone.

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Joel. Is this Joel?”

“Uh hi. Yes this is Joel.”

“Hi Joel. You reported an alien sighting at 3 AM central time this morning. Can you tell me about what you saw?”

“Uh sure. I had let me dog out so she could do her business and was keeping an eye on her, when I saw this blue glow in the sky. I had never seen anything like it before, but I couldn’t quite tell where the glow was coming from.”

“Uh hunh,” I absently reply as I take notes: Joel let dog out to pee and spotted blue glow. 

Joel clears his throat and says, “The next thing I did was go out and investigate. I determined the glow was to the south of my house. I put on my shoes and walked down my driveway to the street. I didn’t see anything there, other than that same glow.

“Go on,” I encourage Joel and note: Joel noticed the glow was coming from the south and walked to the street to investigate but couldn’t determine the source. 

“That’s it. I couldn’t find the source of the glow and decided to head back inside. I just had never seen anything like it before and thought I would report in.”

“Alright, thank you Joel. The AICC appreciates you for filing the sighting with us.”

“Thank you. Good bye.”

“Goodbye.”

I really try to sound sincere. It’s hard to do that when you’re dealing with a case like this. He noticed a blue glow, kind of looked around, but couldn’t determine the source. That’s essentially what I’m filing. It doesn’t even qualify as a sighting, but I still have to file it, because we file everything.

I finish typing up my notes and then categorize the call. With call categorization we’re determining if an alien sighting was likely, unlikely, or a hoax. In this case, I decide to label it unlikely. He didn’t exactly strike me as being a hoaxster, but he also didn’t see anything beyond a blue glow, which could be any number of things. I categorize the call and pick another case 30129111.

30129111 has the title of little green men. I already know its going to be a hoax and I roll my eyes. I still have to call the customer because a case was created. I wish our call coordinators would screen these ones out, but they never do. It ends up being a waste of time. I sigh and make the call. The phone rings several times and then someone picks up.

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Jenna. Is this Jenna?”

“Yeah this is her. You’re calling about my case, right?”

“Yeah you mentioned seeing little green men. Can you provide details please?”

Jenna giggles and I grit my teeth. The bitch knows she’s wasting my time and doesn’t care. 

“Sure. So last night my friends and I were at a club and in came these little green men. They hit on us and they offered to take us to their alien space craft and probe us. We turned them down and they disappeared in a flash of light.”

“Anything else?” I tersely ask.

“No that’s it.” 

Then she hangs up.

Stupid, entitled bitch wasting our time. But it’s also the call coordinators fault. I type up my notes and sternly add a sentence: Please stop sending us these cases. Then I categorize it as a hoax. I know this probably won’t stop the call coordinators from sending these cases. I know it’s their job. I also know it’s a pain in the ass. 

2 cases in and the day is already starting to drag. I wish the job wasn’t like this, but the fact is call center work isn’t all that glamourous. You do the work because it pays the bills, but I don’t know anyone who really feels like support is their calling in life. 

I pick another case 30129121. This one looks a bit more promising. Sighting of an unidentified flying object at night. I scan the case notes and note they mention a blue glow. I wonder if Joel spotted the same thing. I dial the number associated with the case.

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Sue. Is this Sue?”

“Nope this is Jared, her husband. Sue’s doing some chores, but I can see if I can get her. I can also give you the details if you want, because I was at the sighting as well.”

“I’d appreciate that. As long as I speak to one person who was at the sighting then I can get the relevant details.”

“Sue and I were enjoying a late night stroll around our property when we saw the UFO. There was this blue light emanating from it and it hovered in the air for a bit and then it abruptly moved right and then upward at a steep angle. We had to cover our ears because of the high pitched noise that was emitted by it. After it was gone we hiked over to the site where it had been. It was close enough to do that and we saw a crop circle, but all the crops were desiccated as if all the nutrients had been absorbed. I’ve never seen anything like that before.”

“That’s really detailed. Is there anything else you can recall, any sightings of actual aliens?”

“We didn’t see any aliens as far as I could tell. We saw the ship. It wasn’t quite like a flying saucer. It had a base shape that was rectangular, with fins for wings and some type of rocket. I think the blue glow was emanating from the rocket.”

This is actually refreshing. He’s giving me some details and he is sincere about what he’s describing. I occasionally get calls like these and I appreciate when I get them because it’s clear he’s not bullshitting me. Or if he is, he’s clearly bought into it and that’s much better than dealing with ten Jennas who think its ok to prank us.

“Thank you. I really appreciate the level of detail you’ve provided.”

“Your welcome. If you have a few moments, let me get my wife Sue, because she might recall details I didn’t think of.”

“Sure I can wait while you get her.”

“I’ll be right back with her.”

I spend the next few minutes doodling in a notebook. No one else has come in yet. I work the early shift, but pretty soon I’ll see other co-workers coming to make phone calls. It’s not a huge call center. We probably have about fifty people total, and forty of us are call center workers, while the rest do activities to support us, including tech repair and management. It’s not quite like a corporate environment. It’s run by the military, but we’re civilians. Anymore though civilians are expected to have some knowledge of how to use guns and as well as how to survive. The zombie apocalypse taught us the necessity of having those skills and even though a zombie hasn’t been sighted for quite some time people are still paranoid. 

I do wonder why we have an alien invasion call center, but no one has told any of us why. We got the jobs and we were told to call people, get details and pass the information to our handlers who decide if anything we’ve shared is worthwhile. I wonder what they’ll make of this call. Will they listen to it as well as look at my notes?

I hear someone on the other end of the line and turn back to my keyboard.

“Sidney, I have Sue with me.”

“Thank you Jared. Please put her on.”

I hear the phone being handed to Sue.

“Hello Sidney, I’m Sue. Thank you for giving us a call. I know my husband shared the details of our experience, but he likes to be thorough so do you have any other questions?”

“In your own words, can you share what you saw?”

“Ahem, yes. Jared and I were out taking a late night walk. We happened to notice a blue glow in the sky and decided to investigate. It reminded us of something that happened during the zombie apocalypse and we were worried it might be zombies. Turns out it wasn’t. Instead what we saw was this alien spacecraft that was emitting the blue glow. The blue light was quite bright, but not so bright that it blinded us.”

“You mentioned a glow you saw during the zombie apocalypse?”

“Yeah we killed a bunch of zombies and dumped their bodies and one night we noticed they glowed. It was a green glow, but for all we knew they could have had other glowing colors. Anyway we watched the spaceship leave and then we walked over to where it had been and we saw a crop circle, but everything in that crop circle was dead.”

“Thank you for sharing those details with me. Is there anything else you can think of?”

“Not off the top of my head, but we’ll update the case if we think of anything and you can give us a call back in such an event,” Sue says.

“Thank you Sue and please thank Jared for me as well. I hope you both have a great day.”

“You as well. Goodbye.”

“Goodbye.”

I click the red button to end the call and take my headset off. I never like to have it on longer than I need it to be on, because having that weight on my head feels oppressive. I type up what Sue shared in the call, noting that its two eyewitnesses and categorize the case as a likely sighting. They seemed to believe what they saw and they weren’t pulling a hoax. Then I save and close the case and get ready to take the next one. 

The next case is 30129145. I’m about to take it when my co-worker Chas comes in. He waves at me and logins to his computer.

“Hey Chas, how was your weekend?”

“Oh you’re not on a call? It was okay. I took my girlfriend to a zombie themed park and we rode on some of the rides and ‘killed’ zombies. Not even remotely what it was really like, but she really enjoyed it. I didn’t as much.”

“I can’t believe there’s something out there like that. You’d think it would piss more people off,” I reply.

“You’d think so, but I think for some people it becomes this weird kind of way to work through their trauma. I don’t really know what to think about it, to be honest. I just know it’s kind of crazy. But my girlfriend likes it so I went with her. I wish I hadn’t. It brought back too many bad memories.”

“Does she know that?”

“I didn’t say anything to her,” Chas uncomfortably admits. 

“That’s so co-dependent Chas. You’ve got to speak up for yourself more! If you don’t, no one else is going to.”

“I know. I just don’t want to make her unhappy.”

“So instead you’re making yourself unhappy. That doesn’t sound healthy. If you love each other, you have to be willing to have these uncomfortable conversations. Otherwise you’re just cheating yourself.”

Chas nods, and I leave it at that. I’m not here to play therapist and I can’t solve his problems for him. The only person I’m qualified to solve problems for is myself. I even have a post-it note on my workstation and my home computer reminding me of that because in the past I have tried to be a problem solver and yet here I am giving Chas advice when he hasn’t necessarily asked for it.

I turn back to my computer and look at case 30129145. It’s got a title of a blue glowing alien sighting. The words ‘blue’ and ‘glowing’ catches my attention. This is becoming a prominent theme of the cases. I quickly take a look at a few more cases and see that two of them also feature that same theme.

“Hey Chas?”

“Yeah, Sidney?”

“When you’re looking at cases today, pay attention to the words ‘blue’ and ‘glowing’. There’s definitely something going on here with those words in particular.”

“Ok. I’ll do that.”

I turn back to my case and dial the customer.

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Chrissy. Is this Chrissy?” 

“Hi there. Yes this is Chrissy.” 

“Hey Chrissy I have your case open and you mentioned sighting an actual alien. Can you tell me more about that?”

“Uhm sure. This is real, ok? I need you to know that.”

“There is no judgment here. We have this call center for a reason.”

“O-ok. I was walking my dog today. It was early in the morning and I was in the park. I was halfway through it when I saw this blue glow. I’d never seen anything quite like it. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.”

“Go on,” I encouragingly say. I can tell she’s pretty shaken up about what she’s sharing with me.

“I go to investigate the glow. I wish I hadn’t. I w-walk my dog over to the glow and I-I see this tall blue skinned alien with four arms and two legs. It’s standing in the park, just l-looking around and my dog snarls at it and then runs over before I can pull her back.”

“What happened next?” I asked, feeling morbidly fascinated with the story.

“The a-alien grabbed my dog and poor Wulfie was just dead in a moment, becoming this flaccid empty sack that was drained of life. It took everything I had not to shriek and I’m s-sure that saved me, but poor Wulfie is dead!” Chrissy wails. She breaks down sobbing and I awkwardly wait for her to cry, not sure what to say or do. I haven’t had these kinds of circumstances come up before.

“I’m so sorry for your loss Chrissy,” I finally say after several minutes of sobbing.

“Th-thank you.”

“Was there anything else that happened after that?”

“I wa-waited until the alien was gone. It just disappeared in a beam of light. I rushed over to my Wulfie and she was just a sack of skin and fur. The ground the alien stood on was also devoid of life. I have never seen anything like it!”

“Ok thank you. Chrissy do you have people who can help you right now, if you need help?”

“Yeah, my boyfriend and family are here.”

“Ok. I’m glad to hear and I am so sorry for your loss.”

“Thank you. Goodbye,” Chrissy whispers.

The phone hangs up and I honestly do feel bad for her. That’s not the kind of call I expected to take. And although part of me wants to categorize the case as a hoax, the blue glow and her genuine sorrow and upset tells me there’s more going on here. I reluctantly type up the notes and categorize the case as unlikely. I can’t rule out the possibility that it’s actually true, but I also can’t label it as likely because it just seems a little too hokey to be real. 
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​Chapter 2: Day 1 of the Alien Invasion – Sidney
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After the call with Chrissy, I take a short break. We’re given a couple short breaks that can be taken for the bathroom and sometimes if I’ve had a challenging call I’ll take an unofficial break as well. This is one of those times. I hang my headset on the hook by my computer and get up and stretch. Chas is on his first call of the day so I don’t bother him, but I see Wanda coming in and she nods at me as she heads to her desk. We don’t exactly get along, so I leave her be. She’s not the person I want to talk with about this case anyway.

I walk down the cubicle aisle and get to the end of the row. There she is, the person I’m looking for.

“Hey Sidney, what’s up?” Ember, my supervisor says.

“Hey Ember, I just got off a pretty disturbing call and wanted to run it by you.”

“You know I’ll go through your notes and listen. Why come over?”

“I needed to walk away for a few minutes,” I confess.

“I get that,” Ember says sympathetically and I believe her. She’s one of the few people who used to work at the Zombie Apocalypse Call Center. She doesn’t talk about it much, but I feel a sense of awe for anyone who worked at that call center and managed to live through the zombie apocalypse. One time we hung out and she got a bit drunk and ended up telling a story of a guy who worked there who became a telepathic zombie and ended up controlling the zombies. I still don’t know if I believe that story, especially because the only kind of zombies I encountered were the ones that were cannibalistic. 

“So tell me about the call then?” Ember prompts me.

“It was this woman who claims a blue glowing alien with four arms and two legs killed her dog. She was clearly upset about her dog so it’s hard to think of her case as a hoax, but I’m wondering if it’s a grief induced hallucination. The only thing that really made me pause was her mention of the blue glow, because there’s been two other cases so far with that same MO.”

“Really? Now that is interesting. I’ll review that case and the other two you mentioned. Why don’t you head back to your desk?”

“Ahh, ok. Thanks Ember.”

I’ve been dismissed. We’re not friends and I know that, but it still kind of stings. I’d like to be her friend but other than that time she got drunk Ember has always been stand offish. She pushes you away if you try to get too close and she’s also focused on the job like it’s a mission of some sort. So I turn around and walk back to my desk.

I log back in and pull up a new case 30129210. We’re getting a lot of cases in today, more than usual. Is the moon full?

I look over the case feed. It’s another case about a UFO sighting. I dial the number and wait for the case owner to pick up. The phone rings a few times and then goes to voicemail.

“Hello Mark, this is Sidney with the AICC. It looks like I missed you. I’ll send you an email. Please reply to that email with your availability.”

I hang up the phone and type out an email. When he emails me back, I’ll give him a ring as soon as I can and get the details. 

I pull up another case 30129215 and grab it. This is also another UFO sighting. We’ve never had so many before in such a short period of time. I punch up the number.

“H-hello?!”

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Javier. Is this Javier?”

“Y-yes this is him. I’m so glad you called. I’ve been waiting for your call.”

“How long ago did you submit your ticket?”

“About two hours ago.”

I look at the feed. He’s right. I hadn’t noticed before. We usually don’t have long wait times like these. No wonder it’s been nonstop for us.

“Ok you mention in the case seeing a UFO. Can you tell me more about that?”

“Yes. I was getting ready for work this morning when I saw the UFO. I was taking my lunch and work gear to me car and suddenly there was this rectangular ship with fins sticking out of it. It was glowing blue and it hovered over the street for a few minutes. Then a ray came out from this ship and struck a tree. The tree started to shrink and then it was gone! I’ve never seen anything like that. Then the ship disappeared.”

“Where did it disappear to?”

“It went up to the sky, really quickly. I’d never seen anything like that before.”

“And you said it glowed blue.”

“Yes.”

“Ok thank you Javier. Is there anything else?”

“N-no, but my co-workers also saw UFOs. What’s going on?”

“I’ll probably be calling them soon too. Thank you for letting me know and have a good day,” I gracefully say and then hang up. 

What is going on, indeed? That’s what I want to know. When I told Ember about Chrissy’s story she seemed pretty unphased, but she also dismissed me quickly. And the blue glow is a common theme.

“You off your call?” Chas asks.

“Yeah, what’s up?”

“How about the insane amount of cases we’re getting? I’ve never seen so many before in the queue. We’re definitely not going to lack for work today.”

“No we’re definitely going to be kept busy. Are you noticing any trends?

“Aside from the crazy coming out of the woodwork? Not really.”

Of course he’s not going to notice anything beyond the case load. Chas is pretty apathetic on even the best of days.

“Ok well beyond the case load, are the cases you’re getting describing a blue glow?” I impatiently ask.

“Now that you mention it, yeah. There’s some consistency to that description.”

“I’m beginning to think this might not be a hoax,” I quietly reply.

“What?! You think aliens are real?”

“As real as zombies,” I counter.

“Uhm yeah, point,” Chas soberly concedes.

“When there’s so much consistency happening, then it’s a symptom of something else happening as well.”

“Maybe the aliens are real?” Chas doubtfully asks.

“Maybe they are. We took this job because it gives us a place to sleep and food to eat. But no one opens a place like this unless they’ve got some kind of intel. Or they’re manufacturing the event like Zombii Co. did with the zombie apocalypse.”

“Do you think the higher ups here are putting on an alien invasion?”

“I hope not. Regardless we’re getting a lot of cases. Let’s pay attention to any other themes we notice.”

I swing back around to my desk and pull up another case. 30129228 is the next case and like the other one I just took, it’s another UFO sighting.

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Jake. Is this Jake?”

“Yeah this is Jake.”

“Jake, please tell me about your UFO sighting.”

“Oh it was more than a sighting.”

“Go on,” I say.

“I got abducted. It was the Grays and they probed my ass.”

Oh boy. One of these calls, on today of all days. This will be another hoax. We get these cases where people claim they’ve been anally probed or been impregnated by an alien. And sometimes you can tell they actually believe it happened and other times you know they’re just trying to fuck with you. Even today, I still have to listen to this idiocy. Fuck it! I’m going to have some fun with this one.

“How do you know they probed your ass?” I boldly ask.

“Uhm, I felt it. They probed it for I don’t know how long.”

“And how does your ass feel now?”

“It’s uh fine.”

“It’s not sore at all from the probing you got? Did they use lots of lube?”

“Uhm no they didn’t use lube.”

“And your ass isn’t torn up? That’s some amazing alien technology.”

“Uh right. I’m just going to go.”

Jake hangs up and I snicker to myself. He totally didn’t expect me to turn the tables on him and I doubt management will listen to the recording, especially when I categorize it as a hoax. I briefly type up the notes and close the case. Time to get back to the real work. 

I pull up another case 30129235. I can tell we’re busy because everyone is on the phone and even with everyone busy, the queue is still bloated. I look over the case details. This one seems more in line with what I’m looking for. 

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Alisha. Is this Alisha?”

“Yes it is. Are you ready?”

“Ready for what?” I awkwardly ask.

“The alien invasion of course. They’re here and they’re dangerous. Are you ready for them?”

“Uhm we’re gathering data on possible alien sightings here.”

“Tell Garret to get off his ass and reach out to Sam. It’s time to mobilize the zombies. The aliens are definitely here.”

“I don’t know a Garret.”

“I’m not talking to you Sidney. I’m talking to the people listening to this call. They know who I am.”

“Ok I’m going to have to end this call if you don’t give me any details about an alien sighting.”

“Ok sure. I spotted some rectangular ships with fins holding orbit over the Earth. I’ve seen them the last few nights and more are arriving. That work for you?”

“Uhm yeah?!”

“Good. Now tell Garret to get off his ass and get ready. There’s no more time to wait. The aliens are here.”

“Right. Thank you for calling.”

I hang up and type up the notes. I debate for a moment about whether or not I should tell Ember about this call and then decide to tell her. I have no idea who Garret is, but Alisha seemed insistent and even though it’s true the supervisors sometimes listen to our calls, I can’t guarantee for sure they’ll listen to this one.

“I’ll be right back. I got to talk with Ember.”

Chas absently waves his hand and I head down the cubicle aisle. Ember is on the phone and happens to see me and gives me a quizzical look. I give her an I need to talk with you look.

“One moment, Michelle. What is it, Sidney?”

“I got a call from someone named Alisha. She kept talking about a guy named Garret and said he needed to get off his ass. This was my most recent call.”

“Aren’t you full of surprises today? You seem to be getting lots of interesting calls, although that’s true for everyone. Did Alisha say anything else?”

“She said something about mobilizing the zombies. I thought it was pretty strange, because all the zombies are gone.”

“Thank you Sidney. I’ll listen to the call. You can go back to your desk.”

“Um ok. Thanks.” I awkwardly say. 

What is going on? Ember knows something. She didn’t seem surprised about Alisha or the mention of Garret. And Alisha seemed matter of fact about the aliens. What is going on?

I get back to my desk and pull up another case on Space Force, 30129248. 

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Marcus. Is this Marcus?”

“Yeah, thanks for calling me back.”

“Sure. In your case notes you mentioned you saw a blue glowing alien. Can you tell me more about the sighting?”

“I was doing my early morning jog and went down my usual route which is on some side roads. On one of those side roads I happened to see an alien. I don’t know what else to call it. It was glowing blue and had 4 arms and two legs. The blue light was mesmerizing and I watched it pulse outwards. I wanted to walk toward it, but then the light stopped pulsing.”

“Why’d it stop?”

“I don’t know. It just did and a few moments later the alien was gone. It just disappeared.”

“Did you notice anything else?”

“No...I didn’t want to get any closer. I turned around and ran home and then logged this case. I’d never seen anything like that before, you know?”

“Yeah I know. Thanks for calling it in.”

Another alien sighting and that blue glow once again. Something is up alright. And each call I’ve taken about the aliens has illustrated that they aren’t interested in being peaceful. They aren’t here to give us their technology or invite us to some utopian spacefaring society or even to probe us. They’re here for something else, and it doesn’t seem beneficial to us. And it makes me wonder why I’m still in this call center, making calls when its so clear I should be doing something else.

The problem is, I don’t know what else to do. I sigh and grab another case.

The next case is 30129240. This is another UFO sighting. 

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Yarrow. Is this Yarrow?”

“Yes this is Yarrow.” 

“Yarrow, I understand you saw a UFO.”

“I saw three actually.”

“Three. Ok can you tell me more?

“Yeah there were three UFOS. They were all the same shape, kind of rectangular with fins sprouting out of them. They were moving pretty slow and then they accelerated and abruptly were gone. I’ve never seen anything like it before.”

“Were the ships glowing?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Ok thank you.”

I wrap up the call. No glow, but the ships are similar to how other people described them.

I turn around in my chair. Everyone is on the phone, doubtless caught up in similar calls, but the evidence is already clear. There are aliens here. This isn’t some far-fetched fantasy. This is a reality and we need to do something more than be taking calls to verify something that seems to be all too real. I feel like going to Ember is a waste of time, but I have to do something. I pull up that case from earlier, with Alisha and I dial the number again.

The phone rings and rings and rings. No one answers. Finally it goes to voicemail.

“Hey Alisha. This is Sidney. I passed your message on, but I’m already convinced the aliens are real. What’s the next step? What do I do? I don’t want to just be making calls from a call center. Call me at 505-987-6723.”

Yeah I just gave her my personal number. I’m not supposed to do that. I’m also not supposed to give her my work email. But fuck it. They aren’t doing anything here and the aliens are coming. 

I wait for a moment, looking at my phone expectedly. There’s no text, no phone call, nothing. I wait and feel a bit of disappointment. She was probably using a burner phone and now I’ll never hear from them and the aliens will invade and I won’t have done anything but taken these stupid cases and faithfully recorded the bullshit along with the reality.

I turn back around and grab another case. I don’t want to do yet another call, type up yet another sighting, hoax, or whatever else. But it’s what I can do. It’s all I know to do in this moment.

30129248.

“Hello this is Sidney with the AICC and I’m calling for Jorge. Is this Jorge?”

“Yeah, it’s Jorge.”

“Tell me about your alien sighting.”

“Uh well I didn’t see an alien.”

“Ok, a UFO sighting then?”

“Nope.”

“Then what’s this case for?”

“I just wanted to see if you were for real,” Jorge says and then laughs.
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