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June 9th, 1956, known all over the world as “the day the saucers came”. Now, for the first time in print, read these sensational eyewitness accounts from people who were there and lived to tell the tale. Prepare to be shocked and horrified, as you read what it was truly like — on the day the saucers came…

A series of first person accounts narrated from the POV of the survivors of a 1950s B-movie type alien invasion.
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Double Feature

Recounted by Judy Burns, born 1939
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June 9th, 1956. That was the day I got thrown out of the sock hop at the local high school and went to see a science fiction double feature at the Aztec instead.

I was not yet eighteen and yet they already called me the town slut. “There she goes,” they said, whenever I walked by in my pencil skirts, high-heeled shoes and tight sweaters, “Judy Burns, the town slut.” The great whore of Babylon. Cautionary example to all the good girls of Stillwater Creek.

“Just look at her,” the good mothers of Stillwater Creek would whisper to their good daughters, their sweet and pure and virginal daughters, “That’s what happens to girls who put out, girls who don’t keep their legs crossed like a good girl should.”

Though I’d like to make it absolutely clear that I wasn’t a slut or a whore — oh no, I wasn’t. I merely was a teenaged girl unfortunate enough to fall in love with the wrong boy like so many others before me.

I was sixteen then, a high school sophomore. He was eighteen and a senior, captain of the football team and bound for college. He said that he loved me and I, stupid that I was, believed him. So on his graduation night, we drove out to Lovers’ Lane in his car. He gave me his ring and told me that he loved me and that we would get married as soon as possible. Then he lifted my skirt — still a cutesy poodle skirt in those days and not yet a hip-hugging pencil skirt — and stuck his dick inside me. It hurt and was no fun at all, but he said he loved me and I believed him. And then he left for college and I never saw him again.

It’s an old story, one that’s happened a thousand times before and probably would have happened a thousand times after, if not for the saucers. And unlike other girls, I was lucky. I didn’t get pregnant and I even got to keep his stupid high school ring, for all that was worth.

But nonetheless, the damage was done. For I’d been seen driving with a boy out to Lovers’ Lane. A boy who promptly vanished and never visited, never even wrote. And nobody had actually seen what happened between him and me at Lovers’ Lane, everybody knew nonetheless or at least believed that they knew.

And so, overnight, I became an outcast, a pariah, damaged goods, worth no more than a dirty hanky. The good people of Stillwater Creek whispered behind my back, when they were cowards, and spat into my face, when they weren’t. Every walk down the halls of Herbert Hoover High School became a run of the gauntlet, every stroll down the street a walk of shame.

Other girls in the same situation would probably have killed themselves or just faded away in quiet penance. But not me. Even then, I guess I simply was a born rebel.

And so I found myself up on Lovers’ Lane all alone one night, standing at the edge of Sighing Pines Ridge, looking down at the lights of the town below and contemplating throwing myself into the abyss. But I didn’t. Because I’d never been a quitter and I sure as hell wouldn’t quit now.

So everybody in town thought I was a slut? Fine. I’d be the sluttiest damn slut they’d ever seen. I’d be so slutty that even Betty Page, Gypsy Rose Lee and the great whore of Babylon herself would pale at my sluttiness.

So I pulled the ring of my faithless lover from my finger, hurled it into the abyss and descended from Sighing Pine Ridge, Judy the good girl reborn as Judy, the slut.

In retrospect, it was the best decision I ever made. Because no longer trying to be a good girl proved to be a surprisingly liberating experience, not to mention surprisingly fun. I started wearing tight skirts and tighter sweaters. I dyed my hair jet black and teased it into a bouffant. I painted my lips and nails blood red. I smoked and drank and swore and had a lot of fun.

Cause guess what? Even though all the women in town, from my teen classmates to the oldest of grandmothers, really, really hated sluts, all the boys really, really liked me. Sure, they’d never ever take me home to meet their parents, but that was okay. Cause I didn’t really want to meet their parents either.

But if there was a dance, I never lacked for partners, even as all the other girls sneered at me. I also got taken up to Lovers’ Lane again and again, in Chevys and hot rods and pick-up trucks. I got kissed a lot, groped a lot and even fucked on occasion. And since I’d learned about proper protection by now, I didn’t even have to worry about getting pregnant.

And this was who I was in that long gone summer of 1956. Judy Burns, the town slut, utterly unrepentant in her sluttiness, having fun without a thought about the future. Until the future suddenly burst into my carefree life.
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On the night of June 9th, there was a sock hop at the high school gym. I’d planned to go, would even have taken off my stiletto heels, so they wouldn’t scratch the varnish of the wood floor of the gym.

But I never got that far, because I was turned away at the door by Miss Rottenmeyer, our geography teacher. She looked at me through her horn-rimmed glasses, her thin lips pinched in disapproval.
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