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Clair & Dom by Reasus Shelly:

Second spin-off from Victorian Adventure...

The Bithens return!... The annoying aliens persist, in their attempts to coexist with humanity... despite the human costs... Usually in hard cash, to fix the calamities that befall, the relatively innocent, earthlings... But that’s only half the story... there are interesting ‘developments’ afoot, which could be described as... the ‘steamroller’ effect... where the aliens’, ‘advanced technology and ideas’, continue to ‘pop up’ and intrude, despite their ‘cardinal’ rule... “Never share such things, with the worlds we visit!”...

That’s not to say, some humans don’t like them... in the case of three couplings already, they definitely do... The original alien visitors, Captain Ugh, First Officer Hmm and Deckhand Oh, are all in meaningful relationships now... Hmm & Jud, already have a human-alien ‘teenager’, who’s nearly two months old... whilst Clair & Dom, aka Ms Jeremy and Captain Ugh, are still expecting twelve, alien-human ‘teenagers’, who are set to cause havoc, within a matter of days... Vicky & Master Oh, Liz & Atsitty, are all back at Flagstaff NAU, Arizona, studying and working together... Thus, the current connections, can only be described as, reasonably positive...

Despite this, the implementation of ‘advanced technology and ideas’ on Earth... all seem to exhibit, a total lack of control, in regard to the basics... information, planning and communication... It’s like a steamroller, slowly coming up, behind one’s back... maybe one’s listening to, some soft metal music... as one’s heels, start being grabbed and pushed, into the hot and soft tarmac... Then it’s too late to react... one can only hope for the best... as one makes as nice impression of oneself, on the new roadway...

The Bithens, never seem to realise... that the devil, is in the detail... having too much of a ‘good thing’, too quickly... is bound to cause chaos... But try saying that, to Captain Ugh, or the incumbent Super Being, aka, Grillian... Both of them, simply can’t put a lid on, their ‘great ideas’, for just five minutes...

romance, aliens, humans, humour, near future, science fiction, fiction, intrigue, action, adventure, peril, sensibility, love, life, family, children
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The Bithens return!... The annoying aliens persist, in their attempts to coexist with humanity... despite the human costs... Usually in hard cash, to fix the calamities that befall, the relatively innocent, earthlings... But that’s only half the story... there are interesting ‘developments’ afoot, which could be described as... the ‘steamroller’ effect... where the aliens’, ‘advanced technology and ideas’, continue to ‘pop up’ and intrude, despite their ‘cardinal’ rule... “Never share such things, with the worlds we visit!”...

That’s not to say, some humans don’t like them... in the case of three couplings already, they definitely do... The original alien visitors, Captain Ugh, First Officer Hmm and Deckhand Oh, are all in meaningful relationships now... Hmm & Jud, already have a human-alien ‘teenager’, who’s nearly two months old... whilst Clair & Dom, aka Ms Jeremy and Captain Ugh, are still expecting twelve, alien-human ‘teenagers’, who are set to cause havoc, within a matter of days... Vicky & Master Oh, Liz & Atsitty, are all back at Flagstaff NAU, Arizona, studying and working together... Thus, the current connections, can only be described as, reasonably positive...

Despite this, the implementation of ‘advanced technology and ideas’ on Earth... all seem to exhibit, a total lack of control, in regard to the basics... information, planning and communication... It’s like a steamroller, slowly coming up, behind one’s back... maybe one’s listening to, some soft metal music... as one’s heels, start being grabbed and pushed, into the hot and soft tarmac... Then it’s too late to react... one can only hope for the best... as one makes as nice impression of oneself, on the new roadway...

The Bithens, never seem to realise... that the devil, is in the detail... having too much of a ‘good thing’, too quickly... is bound to cause chaos... But try saying that, to Captain Ugh, or the incumbent Super Being, aka, Grillian... Both of them, simply can’t put a lid on, their ‘great ideas’, for just five minutes...

***
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AT THE GOAT FARM, IN early January 2027... There seems to be, a definitive number now, of Clair & Dom’s ‘baby’ capsules, having all grown to three feet long... so are unlikely to multiply further... as Captain Ugh, has been focusing his mind, on the number twelve, morning, noon and night, for the last few days...

Ms Jeremy, is tending the goats, whilst Captain Ugh, is now homeworking, trying to remain exclusively in the house, keeping a continuous eye, on the twelve, large capsules, spread around all three bedrooms, of their farmhouse...

Captain Ugh, closed off the upper floor, with a secure partition at the top of the stairs, with a door for which, only he and Ms Jeremy have a key code... All the house windows, have locks now... and being triple-glazed already... they should be reasonably, ‘unbreakable’...

Ms Jeremy, now ‘has a duty’, to bring Captain Ugh, any food, drinks or things, ‘he should so desire, at any given moment’, which really chaps-the-ass, of Ms Jeremy... since asking, new employee Deirdre, ‘to do it’, was deemed, ‘inappropriate and risky, to say the least’, by Captain Ugh, during an earlier discussion... In particular, Dom asserted that, “You don’t want our twelve children, ‘bonding for life’, to our, ‘new and occasional, staff member’, do you Clair?”... So needs really must, in this case, as they say...

Fortunately, the resourceful Captain Ugh, has rigged motion detection cameras, pointing at each capsule individually, to alert him and Ms Jeremy, both now carrying, three smartphones each... with the message, “Babies Unwrapping Now!” displayed, if any of the capsules, start to ‘unwrap’... and are due to do just that, within the next day or so... So both parents, must be close by, and alert enough, to be on the upstairs landing and through the locked partition door... within about a minute... Thus, whilst Captain Ugh, can relax a bit, working on his admin stuff... Ms Jeremy, is like a released convict, tagged with a virtual ankle bracelet... to be within a few meters, of the farmhouse, at all times...

Captain Ugh, is currently, looking for local drivers, to do synthetic meat deliveries, in the local district... and having given Kayler a smartphone, they’re asking ‘homeless’ people and local job centres... if they can drive, or know anyone, who can...

“Any luck Kayler?” asks Captain Ugh, phoning from his bedroom ‘office’ space...

“There’s only two people I know, who can drive, Captain Ugh,” explains Kayler, “And both of those... have unspent convictions for drink-driving... but they do have their licences back!” he adds, with pretend enthusiasm...

“Great!... Let’s get them in for interview, as soon as possible!” exclaims Captain Ugh, “I’ll get Eddie, to bring two vans this morning, and we can get them started!” he concludes, very excitedly...

***
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EDDIE BRINGS THE VANS, with another driver, and they get a taxi back to Settle... Not long after that, the first driver arrives for his interview, already smelling of alcohol...

“Hello, Aidyn!” smiles Ms Jeremy, as she notices the strong odour, “Would you like... a large mug, of black coffee... and something to eat, perhaps?” she asks, praying that he says yes...

“Black coffee please, yes... and a couch to lie on, whilst I sober up!” reveals Aidyn, knowing that he needs, at least a couple of hours, before he can drive...

“Please come with me, Aidyn!” smiles Ms Jeremy, profusely... “We have a couch in our kitchen!... Right this way!” she adds, with an excruciating level, of fake kindness...

As Ms Jeremy leads Aidyn into the kitchen, for a lie down, she pulls out, an occasional table, and a bucket from under the sink... putting into the bucket, an inch of water...

“Please use the bucket, if you need to throw up, Aidyn... I’ll bring your black coffee, some biscuits, and a cheese pasty, in just a moment or two,” smiles Ms Jeremy, with copious amounts of greasing... “The downstairs toilet... is just to the right, through there!...” pointing to where it is, and pausing, “Do you have your driving licence handy, please Aidyn?” she asks, finally... as Aidyn rummages, with his grubby hands, inside his pockets, pulling out his photo licence... handing it to Ms Jeremy, with some oily finger marks...

Ms Jeremy, leaves Aidyn to his own devices... and rushes upstairs to Captain Ugh’s, ‘office’ space, in their bedroom...

“Aidyn’s driving licence for you, Cap!... He’s lying down in the kitchen, for a couple of hours, to sober up...” explains Ms Jeremy, in the most contrite way, she’s ever mustered, ”I’ll start the ‘meat’ machine... and ask Kayler, to begin filling the first van... It’s now 32 boxes only then, your highness?” as she covers her mouth, hoping that she’s not offended, the now, ‘ancient demagogue’...

“It is, young nymph... And in future... take heed of your words... in my presence!” drones Captain Ugh, as he copies and starts verifying, Aidyn’s driving licence... whilst Ms Jeremy, for some unconscious reason, gives Captain Ugh a little bow, like they do in Japan, and scurries back to the kitchen... to make sure Aidyn, is still alive... and not in need of any, ‘medical attention’... or bucket ‘emptying’ procedures...

***
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AFTER MS JEREMY, SETS the ‘meat’ machine, to deliver boxes of fake mince, at a sedate, once every two minutes... she goes to find Kayler, getting him started, loading a van, for the next hour or so... At that moment, Hmm & Jud, unexpectedly arrive for a visit, with ‘teenager’ William, for ‘something to do’...

William, is immediately drawn to, the two, newish vans, as he stands and watches Kayler, loading one of them, through its interesting, side door...

“Can I help you?” asks William, looking a lot like, he needs ‘something to do’...

“Of course, young man... I’m stacking them, four boxes wide, by four long, in two layers,” explains Kayler, “Thirty-two boxes in total!” he adds, smiling...

“That’s fascinating!... Please, would you let me do it?” asks William, with great enthusiasm...

“Knock yourself out, young man!” acknowledges Kayler, “What’s your name, anyway?” he asks...

“William!... And may I ask, your name please, sir?” asks William, ultra politely...

“It’s Kayler... and I’ll leave you to it, William... whilst I go, and find a chair, to sit on... Back in a few minutes!” comments Kayler, who’s probably also going, to have a roll-up...

Hmm & Jud look on, proudly watching their son... doing his first ‘meaningful’ task... aligning the boxes perfectly, in the back of the little van... just like his toy, plastic bricks, he’s already, well-used to...

Kayler, eventually brings his chair, placing it next to the parents...

“Would you like a seat, ma’am?” asks Kayler, politely offering it to Hmm, “And for you, sir... shall I get you a seat?... William will be loading, for just over an hour,” he advises...

As Hmm is proudly sitting, and watching William, Kayler returns, with two more fold-up chairs, and they all watch William, loading boxes... It’s interesting, how people not working, always like to watch, other people, who are working!...

“Please tell me about yourself, Kayler... if you don’t mind me asking?” asks Jud...

“I was a music teacher once, back in the day...” responds Kayler, smiling, “Do you want to hear a tune?” he suggests, opening his instrument box, as he always carries it, on its shoulder strap...

“Oh yes please, Kayler!” responds Hmm, looking very impressed...

As William, loads the van, near the sitting trio, Kayler begins to play, a relaxing melody with his flute... and almost immediately, Hmm closes her eyes and starts to sway, from side-to-side... Soon, Jud joins in with the swaying, listening to the soothing tune... and even William, is also affected, whilst waiting for the next box, to be ‘made’ and ejected from, the alien ‘meat’ machine... And within just five minutes, William is loading the van, and waiting for boxes, with his eyes closed and swaying, in time with the music... having learned, seemingly, all the necessary movements, already...

After over an hour, of this smoothly running activity, William is finished loading... The 32 ‘meat’ boxes, are perfectly aligned... to a complimentary, round of applause, from the seated audience...

“Well done, William!” congratulates Kayler, “We now need, to strap these boxes down, to the floor of the van!...” he exclaims, pausing, whilst he reveals the rolls of strapping, to be used... “These are four, brand new, 20 m rolls of strapping... and we need to make sure, every box, is held in position, to stop each one moving, in any direction... But not too tightly, mind you, so that the boxes, are not squashed or damaged!” he concludes, pointing out, several recessed eyelets, on the van floor...

“Do you mind, if I try myself, Kayler?” requests William, even more excitedly...

“Be my guest, young man!” exclaims Kayler, thinking that William, will soon make a mistake, and ask for his help...

William takes a roll of strapping, unfurls it, and examines the ratchet clasp, very closely, playing with it, for a few moments... He then gets into the back of the van, with a single strap... and immediately starts threading it, through the first eyelet, all the way through, throwing the bundle of strapping diagonally, over each opposite corner, and through the eyelets... Finally, the load is held, with a criss-cross pattern of strapping, passing each of the eight corners... finishing back at the ratchet clasp... He tightens it, slowly and carefully... whilst pulling any slack, through the eyelets, as he goes... “Ta da!” exclaims William, standing back, to let Kayler examine the load...

“That’s better, than I could do... and with only one strap!... Well done again, William!” exclaims Kayler, as William moves closer, and seems to want, something else...

“Can I drive the van... and deliver these boxes, please?” asks William, looking at Kayler, longingly, whilst his parents look at each other, thoughtfully... with nothing about William now, surprising them at all...

“What do you think, mum and dad?” asks Kayler, smiling and already considering, he’s in no position, to authorise such an adventure... but William now looks, definitely, probably, or even maybe... about 18-years-old...

“I’ll go have a word, with Ms Jeremy, shall I?... Give me five minutes please!” suggests Hmm, as she stands, ready to go and find, the de facto boss, of the goat farm... but as she walks, there’s another important task, to do...

“Bring those gifts to the house, please darling!” shouts Hmm, to husband Jud...

***
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HMM, GOES INTO THE goat shed, looking for Ms Jeremy, and finds Deirdre first, who’s tending to the ‘goat families’, in their pen...

“Hello, my name’s Hmm... I’m just a family friend, looking for Ms Jeremy!” greets Hmm, as she stands nearby, looking around for Clair...

“Ah, yes... Lady Hmm!... Ms Jeremy, speaks very highly of you, ma’am!...  I’m Deirdre, by the way... but Ms Jeremy, is mostly based in the farmhouse, at the moment... They have some important things, they need to do right now, as far as I’m aware,” explains Deirdre, smiling, “May I suggest, knocking loudly, on the front door first, and if you get no reply... I tend to just walk in, carefully... give a little shout or two... and then wait in the kitchen... see if I can hear any movement... It can be 10 to 15 minutes, I’m afraid, if they’re busy!” she adds...

“That’s very kind of you, Deirdre!” smiles Hmm, waving and walking briskly to the farmhouse...
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Hmm, doesn’t exactly follow, Deirdre’s advice, only knocking lightly, and entering the farmhouse quietly... lifting some large gift boxes, from outside, and into the hallway, brought from the car by Jud, moments earlier... She closes the door, behind her, carefully...

“Hello, it’s Lady Hmm,” hardly raising her voice... but listening carefully, as Hmm steps delicately, on the creaky floor boards, the farmhouse being an old, and pre-Victorian... She decides, to check the other rooms first, before venturing through the open kitchen door, seeing no one visible, as she passes it...

As Hmm, knocks quietly, on each of the three other, downstairs-room doors, and there’s nobody about, as she creaks her way, back to the kitchen, slowly... putting her head, around the open kitchen door... and there’s a hairy man, laid asleep on the couch, snoring and apparently dreaming... blubbering, dribbling and mouthing a few words, as he does so...

“Oh!... I wonder who that is?” thinks Hmm, being very careful, not to awaken him, from his obviously, deep sleep... Moving very slowly and quietly... she notices, an occasional table, next to the man... with an empty mug, on a deep plate, which has some spilled, dark fluid on it... a pint glass, half-full of water... a packet of wet-wipes... and a bucket on the floor, with some yellowy stuff, inside it...

She now chooses more carefully, which floor boards to step on... to avoid creaks, that may awaken the man... Slowly sliding out a chair, at the dining table, Hmm decides to sit down, and wait patiently, for any movements, upstairs... as the sleeping man, blubbers and dribbles, down his beard... “Eww!” thinks Hmm...

As she lowers herself slowly, into the wooden chair, and leans back... it lets out a nice, and loud, “Boing!... Twang!” from its sprung, but tattered cushion... as the hairy man splutters awake... looking at Hmm... He reaches for a wet-wipe, and wipes his mouth and beard... promptly sitting up, flickering his eyes, to clear his vision...

“Hello, young lady!... From whom, do I have the pleasure?” asks smarmy Aidyn, trying to style his hair, with the same wet-wipe, and smiling... to reveal a few missing, and well-stained teeth, of the ones still present...

“I’m just waiting for Ms Jeremy... I won’t be here, very long,” explains Hmm, trying not to engage with the man, if possible...

“Well, my lady... every second with you... is already... a lifetime of pleasure, for me!” smiles, the creepy Aidyn, as he pats his hand, on the vacant cushion next to him, on the couch... clearly inviting Hmm, to sit with him... which she obviously ignores, continuing to stare, towards the kitchen door opening...

After a few moments of silence, the man shakily, rises to his feet and thankfully, leaves the kitchen, to the relief of Hmm... but she soon hears, the flush of a toilet... indicating that he will be back, shortly... Hmm, has never been, inside the farmhouse, so didn’t know, there was a downstairs toilet...

The short, but stocky Aidyn, soon returns, continuously grinning at Hmm... and sits opposite her, at the table, clearly hoping to have, ‘a conversation’... to which Hmm stands, and walks out of the kitchen, silently, looking straight ahead...

Hmm, goes up the stairs, past the intermediate landing, and rises on the next flight of stairs, to see a partition, the one Captain Ugh, had fabricated earlier, with only, an electronic, numeric keypad, to allow entry... not even a door handle... Hmm, knocks on the door loudly... in the hope that Captain Ugh or Ms Jeremy, will come to the door and save her, letting her through the partition...

As Hmm waits... she hears the stairs creak, from below... looking down, to see creepy Aidyn, working his way, slowly upwards, on the first flight of stairs... She looks for a place to escape... but decides, she can vault over the balustrade, when this creepy guy, starts coming up, the second flight of stairs, towards her... and escape, out of the front door... But for now, the petite Hmm, notices a 6-inch gap, between the over-looking balustrade and the robust partition... which will give her, a good four-foot distance, away from the creep, a gap through which, his enlarged frame, will certainly, not fit...

The revolting Aidyn, soon reaches the top... and predictably, tries to reach for her, with his grubby hand, outstretched, in her direction... but the pot-bellied nut job, cannot stretch any further and his hand, remains a good, foot away... Hmm, knocks on the partition again, in a final attempt, to alert Captain Ugh and Ms Jeremy, but to no avail... and is about to vault the balustrade, with one hand, leaving creepy Aidyn, far behind...

At that moment, Hmm hears the bottom stairs creaking again... to see Jud, coming up the stairs... but she says nothing... knowing that he’s predictably, read all her thoughts...

“Is there something, I can help you with today, Aidyn?” ask Jud, sarcastically, actually knowing this creep...

“I’m just trying to save this lady... she’s trapped between the balustrade and this partition!” grins Aidyn, with some usual bullshit, that’s well-known to Jud...

“Perhaps, I can help you, Aidyn,” suggests Jud, as he grabs the creep, by the nearest ankle... dragging him feet first, all the way down, the two flights of stairs... as the nutter’s head, bangs on each step... with several things, falling out of the dump truck’s, back pockets, en route to the hallway floor...
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