
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


 


OETO: ALIENS AMONG
US

By

Kaitlyn O’Connor

(c ) copyright by Madris
DePasture writing as Kaitlyn O’Connor, August 2024

Cover art by Jenny Dixon,
August 2024

Smashwords
Edition

New Concepts
Publishing

Lake Park, GA
31636

www.newconceptspublishing.com

This is a work of fiction. All
characters, events, and places are of the author’s imagination and
not to be confused with fact. Any resemblance to living persons or
events is merely coincidence.


Chapter One

As obsessed with time as Anya Kramer
was, she always seemed to be out of step with the world around
her.

Or maybe it was because she lacked
some internal instinct that kept time that other people
had?

She had a clock in every room of her
apartment--that she shared with no one and nothing--not even a
goldfish or plants.

If it couldn’t scream for
attention, it died a slow death, waiting for her to notice. When
she did--if she
did--she ‘doctored’ it assiduously until it perked up, keeping it
alive a little longer, but eventually, everything died from neglect
and she finally gave up on ‘company’ altogether.

She always arrived at work in a
slather of sweat by the skin of her teeth and if she had an
appointment for anything at all, she usually missed it--or she was
late and since she didn’t have the time to devote to soothing their
hurt feelings about her tardiness, she just left.

And generally forgot all about
it.

That was why she requested her
vacation to start the day before her ship was due to sail and drove
down the day before and got a room for the night.

It was a wild extravagance for someone
like her.

She’d given up her second
job because she’d finally acknowledged that she was
never going to get ahead
no matter how many jobs she had and she had no life.

And she’d decided once she’d thrown
away her extra income to squander her pitiful savings on something
insanely expensive--for her--and frivolous.

Just to have fun.

And because she’d always wanted to
take a cruise to nowhere in particular.

She’d been promising herself a cruise
for years, though, and she was only getting older every year and,
unfortunately, broker, too--further and further from any
possibility of doing it.

She’d finally decided to take the
plunge and damn the consequences!

Despite her determination, though, a
nearly suffocating sense of doom assailed her as she stood in line
at the crack of doom the following morning to board, staring up at
the cruise ship and trying not to think about the fact that she was
terrified of water--bodies of water where monsters lived in the
shadowy depths.

Resolutely, she dismissed it, just
like she had every time she had a panic attack about her
voyage.

She hadn’t gotten her high school
graduation cruise because her mother just couldn’t come up with the
money--because her parents decided to get a divorce while she was
in grade school so her father could go off and start a new family.
And her mother could get a third job to support them because the
first two wasn’t cutting it.

She hadn’t gotten her honeymoon cruise
because she’d caught her bastard groom with her bitch of a maid of
honor fucking in the closet just before the
wedding--ceremony.

She would’ve taken that cruise anyway
except she’d been stupid enough to hand the money over to her groom
and the bastard had spent it instead of buying the
tickets.

On his new girlfriend.

She’d scraped and saved and planned
another cruise years later only to miss out because of the global
plague/pandemic.

And, honestly, that had put her off
the whole idea of a cruise for years--because of all of the people
trapped on cruise ships/death ships that weren’t allowed to dock
because of the pandemic.

But everyone was expecting--government
and scientists--another pandemic most any time and she’d finally
decided to take the plunge and go before the next disaster
hit.

And then--no sooner had she booked her
cruise than rumors began to circulate that they’d been invaded by
aliens.

Well! She wasn’t buying that! It would
be all over the TV, the radio, newspapers--not just on the
internet--if that was true.

And beyond that, nobody she knew had
actually seen a thing! It was always a friend or relative of
somebody they knew or somebody they’d been sitting next to on
public transportation.

They--the whole world--would be at war
if they’d been invaded--by anybody--and that would be damned hard
to miss.

It was just a new brand of crazy and
she wasn’t about to let that stop her--especially when she’d
already spent her damned money and they wouldn’t let her have a
refund!

Shaking her uneasiness when she
finally made it up to the check-in desk, she showed her ticket and
ID and then headed up the ramp to enter, pulling her suitcase
behind her.

She was so excited by the time she got
to the top of the gangplank, she was dizzy with it. Dragging her
luggage out of the line of traffic, she paused to get her bearings
and scan what she could see of the deck. Finally, she spotted the
bank of elevators and headed down to her deck, emerged, and then
walked along the corridor until she found her cabin.

It was just a tad smaller than she’d
expected, but plenty of room for one, she assured herself. She was
going to be comfortable and all she had to do if she felt too
cramped was to head up topside and stare at the sea. Or take in a
show.

There was lots and lots to
do.

And she had every intention of taking
in as many ‘free’ shows that was part of her cruise package as she
could.

She’d already prioritized the things
she wanted to do, but she sat down and studied her list again,
checking the time to make certain she didn’t miss the show that
topped her list.

It wasn’t as if she
didn’t know she
stunk at punctuality. If she got distracted, she might miss half of
it before she thought about the time.

She had plenty of time she saw,
though, to walk around and get her bearings, and she wanted to be
on the top deck when the ship sailed so she could wave at all the
strangers that weren’t going.

It took a little while to realize that
she wasn’t the only one that was hopped up on adrenaline. The
entire ship had a carnival atmosphere to it and people were moving
around quickly--as if they had somewhere important to be and not
much time to get there.

It heightened her own
excitement.

Everyone pretty much partied all
night, in point of fact. Almost as soon as they’d settled in their
cabins, they were out again, prowling the ship for something fun to
do.

Anya was mostly just an observer, but
then again, she’d decided to go solo--because it was that or
nothing--and she hadn’t expected anything else.

Granted, somewhere floating in the
back of her mind was the fantasy of meeting someone for a shipboard
romance, but she didn’t really believe it or expect it. Pretty much
everyone came onboard with their traveling companions.

Except staff and crew and entertainers
who traveled solo like she was doing.

And she actually didn’t need or want a
man complicating her life.

They were always trouble with a
capital ‘fucked up’.

There had been a time when she had
wanted a baby--maybe even plural--but she’d mostly gotten over that
as the years rolled over with no man in sight that she could
picture herself living with.

She enjoyed the wild partying
vicariously until she’d worn down her excitement and was tired
enough to go to bed and discovered not many were showing an
inclination for it. Instead, they got louder and louder as the
night wore on and they got drunker and drunker.

Eventually, Anya passed out from sheer
exhaustion.

And she still woke up around day
break.

Because she could hear thunder in the
distance.

When she first surfaced, it was with
annoyance. Rolling over, she covered her head with a pillow and
willed herself to go back to sleep and capture the hours she’d
missed. Instead of dozing off, though, the longer she lay there the
more thoughts percolated up to bother her.

If it wasn’t just her damn luck that
she’d spent more than she could afford and now she was going to get
to see storms at sea and probably very little else!

Because it sounded like it was coming
closer.

Shoving the pillow and cover aside,
she bounded out of bed, grabbed the clothes she’d been wearing the
night before and only paused long enough to use the toilet, brush
her teeth, and rake some of the tangles out of her hair. Then she
dashed out the door and headed topside.

She didn’t realize until she reached
the deck and scanned the distant horizon that she was barely awake
enough to be lucid.

Even her motor functions were delayed
and vaguely uncoordinated.

Because she couldn’t make any damned
sense out of what she found herself staring at.

There were no clouds--stormy black or
otherwise. Well--smoke maybe. There were no lightning bolts
lighting up the sky.

There were military jets zipping back
and forth--dropping stuff--little black specks that exploded when
they hit the water.

“What the
hell?”

It wasn’t thunder?

She scanned the sea, but the ‘action’
was still too far away for her to really tabulate what she was
seeing and understand it.

War games, she wondered after a long
search?

That had to be wrong. Why in the hell
would they be having war games right in the middle of a shipping
lane?

If did appear that that was what was
happening, though, despite her attempts to dismiss it.

After a few moments of staring and
trying to make sense of what was going on, she glanced around for
someone who might have a clue and discovered the deck was virtually
deserted--either because everyone thought it was a storm and hadn’t
come up or because more than half of the passengers were still in
bed nursing hangovers.

There were a couple of knots of people
here and there--sprinkled around the deck--passengers without a
doubt.

And a handful of ship’s
staff.

Pretty much everyone was hanging over
the railing trying to get a better look.

Anya debated, briefly. But it looked
like everything was still pretty far away--might be moving closer,
but no certainty there--not enough to smack any sense into her,
anyway.

She had started across the deck toward
the gawkers when she heard something that gave her
pause.

She wasn’t certain of
what. It was almost more as if she felt something like a static charge
that redirected her attention.

Whatever the case, the thing she saw
zipping toward them--the ship--caused her jaw to go slack and her
brain to take a holiday.

There wasn’t ‘a’ thing, she realized,
though--just before they zipped over the ship seemingly close
enough to land. There were half a dozen.

She almost lost her balance and
measured her length on the deck as her body/head swiveled
automatically to track them.

It was sharp gasps of shock that
knocked her out of the ‘zone’ of shock that had gripped her. But,
despite her instant certainty that their gasps of alarm was because
they’d discovered the flying saucers she’d seen, she saw when she
turned that there was a cloud of ‘black cigars’ coming their
way.

When that hit her, she didn’t remember
her ass let alone her feet and legs.

It was as if she’d been welded to the
deck--would’ve been if she’d thought about mobility at
all.

The ships didn’t collide.

It looked as if they came within a
hair of it, and then at the last micro second, whipped in other
directions.

By contrast, the jets, which had
abruptly changed directions to zip toward the aerial battle, looked
almost like they were standing still.

Before they arrived, the cigars and
the disks converged overhead and … suddenly there were dark things
raining down from them.

The things landed on the deck so hard,
it shook the entire ship.

Didn’t just shake it.

They created craters when they
landed--on all fours--and then dashed across the deck in a rush
that reminded her distinctly of the great apes, bounding with long
forelegs and shorter hind legs.

The strange-looking, completely
transparent bowls on their heads didn’t cover ape heads, though. It
looked huge, wrinkled, and bulbous--almost like an exposed
brain--except she could see one enormous, bulging eyeball--no nose,
no mouth.

She screamed when she finally
assimilated that much and her brain bellowed ‘alien’ to get her
attention. Then--finally, belatedly--she whipped a look around for
a place to run.

That was when she discovered one of
the saucers had stopped directly overhead--as if it had been glued
there--and there were … men dropping from it.

Not men, she decided a few moments
later when they hit the deck.

They dropped like the others had,
slammed into the deck hard enough to jolt the entire ship and left
craters with their feet before they lunged into a sort of dive and
roll and came up unfettered from the metal decking.

These were also wearing some sort of
suit--but she couldn’t discern a helmet--just flying, tubular locks
of strangely colored hair.

They looked human--almost. Physically,
they were giants next to the few humans within her vision--broad
and heavily muscled and very tall. Their faces also looked ‘almost’
human, but not quite.

The hair on their heads--well it
looked more like dreadlocks than anything else that came to mind,
but really not like any kind of hair.

Their skin--what she could see of it,
which was just the face and a little of the neck--wasn’t the color
of any human race that she’d ever seen--brownish pigmentation, but
tinged with red or yellow or even blue.

While she was standing like a stone in
the eye of hurricane, one whipped his head in her direction. Before
she could even assimilate that he immediately charged toward her,
he filled her vision, collided with her, surrounded her, and lifted
her.

He damned near tossed her over his
shoulder and onto the deck behind him, fumbled briefly, and managed
to get a bruising grip.

She reared upward, hooked one arm
around his neck, and tried to pry him loose.

“Still!” he
growled.

In English.

It jolted Anya to stillness even
though she knew damned well he wasn’t human.

And then it was too late to try
anything at all, because he bent his knees and shot off of the deck
he’d just land on as if he was wearing a jetpack and so far up into
the sky her belly hit the deck below her and stayed there while she
fought the urge to puke.

Darkness invaded her
senses.

Then she realized it wasn’t
unconsciousness when he dragged her from his shoulder, settled her
on the floor--‘a’ floor inside of something and looked her over.
“Are harm?”

Anya blinked at him. “Am I … am I
hurt, you mean?”

He dismissed her input and felt her up
all over, examining her with his gaze. “Stay. No move.”

Before she could say anything at
all--remember she had a brain and vocal chords and use them, he
dropped from sight--right back out the hole he’d just leapt in
through.

Her belly went weightless as she
followed him with her gaze.

The distance, she supposed, explained
the crater he’d made in the deck of the ship.

But what made no sense at all was how
he could drop such a distance, leave a crater, and leap out of it
and run around the deck killing things.

Instead of lying broken and bleeding
where he hit.

They--he and the others that looked to
be from the same race--cleared the deck of the horrible
things.

The rest of the passengers either died
in gruesome puddles of blood and gore or disappeared.

The horrible things just picked them
up and pounded them into a pulp on the deck, or threw them over the
ship rails.

Abruptly, US soldiers poured over the
rails of the ship. When they did, the ‘mountain’ men finished up
their business with the ugly things and leapt right up into the
ships that swooped down to catch them--almost like dragon flies
swooping in to capture mosquitoes.

Anya was still sitting beside the hole
where she’d been left when three of the mountain aliens leapt
through. She ducked and tried to crawl away from the landing zone
and under something substantial.

When she looked around, she came face
to face with the alien soldier who’d …. Captured her? Or rescued
her?

“I no harm. Ting fall
tru,” he added when he’d dragged her out of her hiding place and
pointed through the hole in the floor.

“Oh my god!” she gasped
when she looked down and could see the ship was sinking.
Thankfully, she could see that there were ships around it dragging
people out of the water.

She looked up and met the alien man’s
gaze.

His eyes looked the most alien of any
feature, she thought, not because the general shape wasn’t the
same. It was. But the color wasn’t the color of any human eye she’d
ever seen and the pupil wasn’t the same.

He dragged his gaze from
her after a long moment--as if he was as horrified-fascinated by
the differences between them as she was.
“I have a bad feeling they will fill her full of holes if I try to
give her back,” Ulrich said
wryly.

“If you are holding
her--of a certainty,” Nuri
responded.

“I do not think we could
drop her so far,” Arik said doubtfully,
studying the floundering aliens in the water. “And they seem to be having difficulty in the water. They
cannot all be injured, do you think?”

Ulrich peered down at the
aliens, trying to study them objectively. “They are swimming--but it is as if they do not know how.
That cannot be right. There is a mystery here.” He considered a moment and felt a smile tremble on his
lips. “She is so light I thought I would
throw her over my shoulder when I snatched her up. I could almost
believe that she would float down--except that I know she is
certainly heavier than atmosphere. He
returned his attention to the female he had taken. She had been in
grave danger. He had known that. And his urge had been to take her
to a place of relative safety. And he could find no fault with that
reasoning.

Had it been reasonable, though, to
take her to their ship?

No.

Because they could not keep her, as
tempting as he discovered that idea was when it popped into his
mind.

Beyond the fact that he had nowhere to
take her except their base ship, they were at war with the Idids
and being with them at all was not safe.

It was the heat of battle that had
given rise to the temptation, he told himself.

“Where home, pretty
ting?”

Anya gaped at him, feeling her face
heat with discomfort.

Mostly because he’d called her pretty
thing--and it made her feel ridiculous, not flattered, even though
she thought he was just so bad at English he probably didn’t
realize what that meant. And it was sweet anyway when she couldn’t
think of any reason at all for him to want to butter her up.
“Anya,” she responded. “That’s my name.”

He grinned at her abruptly and her
heart just tripped over itself and face planted when it tried to
regain its rhythm.

“I Ulrich. Dat Nuri. Dat
Arik.”

She glanced at the other two as he
pointed them out.

Surprise flickered through
her when she saw that they were almost as attractive as the one
crouched in front of her. Well as
attractive.

Scary big, but exotic in a way that
attracted her when she was convinced it should have repelled
her.

“Where we take be
safe?”

That question really threw her for a
loop considering she was surrounded by aliens--who’d been making
war on other aliens.

On Earth? She really
didn’t want to point out that it hadn’t exactly been safe--as far
as she was concerned--before
the aliens landed. “You mean--take me home?” she
asked a little hopefully.

He seemed to think that over--which
didn’t really inspire confidence.

“Yes. Close as
can.”







Chapter Two

Now that he’d actually offered, and
she was convinced that he really had only intended to help her by
protecting her from the horrible ones, Anya stared at him blankly,
realizing, unhappily, that she had no idea of how to tell him where
she lived.

If he’d just been a foreigner, he
would still have been familiar with the way things were on
Earth--how they numbered the houses and named the streets, towns,
etc.

She didn’t believe he would know where
the big cities were or, even if he did, what cities they were, let
alone smaller places. And wouldn’t that be passing information to
their enemies?

Not that she could see that there was
anything much stopping them from doing anything they wanted to
do--with or without that kind of information. They’d seemed pretty
wrapped up in fighting the horrible things and unaware or uncaring
that fighter jets had been swarming them and warships steaming
toward them.

She hadn’t seen any kind of mechanical
device that would have allowed them to leap from this ship, land on
the cruise ship, fight with things as big as they were--kill
them--and then leap back up and into the ship.

Obviously, they weren’t just giant
sized.

They were staggeringly physically
superior to humans--both alien species.

“It’s … uh … in the US.
Sort of close to the coast.”

He stared at her for a long moment.
And then glanced at the other two.

“Computer--see if you can
discover anything about that … vessel we landed on.”

“Affirmative.”

He held out his hand to Anya. “Come.
We do scan. Make sure no harm.”

Anya wasn’t exactly up
with that--and that was before
she discovered he expected her to
undress.

Sure, she got that they were curious.
She was an alien and they, maybe, probably, hadn’t seen one up
close--yet. And it seemed plausible that she would have to remove
her clothing so it wouldn’t interfere with the scan, but …. Well
nobody had said the magic word ‘doctor’.

On the other hand, he’d asked nicely
and he was really big, and he was an alien, and she was pretty sure
he could make her do it.

“Just a scan?” she asked
uneasily.

“She does not trust
us,” Ulrich said, “or perhaps it is reluctance about removing her
clothing.”

“Or it is you wagging your
cock at her that is unnerving her?” Nuri
said dryly.

Irritation flickered
through Ulrich. There was no point in trying to deny he found her
to his taste, but he was fully clothed and he could see nothing
about her that suggested she had noticed his state of arousal. He
was tempted to just ignore the comment. “I
am wearing my flight suit,” he reminded
Nuri tightly.

Arik chuckled.
“Yes, but your cock is beating out a love song
against the crotch and trying to break free.”

He did not look down.

Instead, he moved past her
and pretended he was occupied with the machine and then
surreptitiously shifted his erection when he saw the damned
thing was trying
to get her attention.
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