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Part One: The First AE Meeting

 


Chapter One

 


Seth Trivos stepped up to the dry erase
board on the wall, wrote “Welcome to the Alien Encounters Support
Group Meeting,” then went around the extra-large conference room in
the building where he worked one more time. He checked the gray
metal chairs in straight lines, the coffee, tea, water and
pastries, and the ambient temperature at seventy-two degrees. The
meeting, to gather those together who’d also had alien encounters,
was too important to him to screw up. It all had to be perfect,
down to the last detail. At the doorway, he made sure the pens and
markers he’d placed on the check-in table worked. Piles of “Hi! My
name is…” stickers flanked a couple of blank sign-in sheets.
Everything was set and ready to go.

Owen, Seth’s boss, and Evan, Seth’s partner,
disliked him focusing his energy on the monumental task of setting
up an Alien Encounter support group. As the owner of The Agency—a
company that helped people solve their paranormal and supernatural
issues—Owen thought he wouldn’t be able to give enough attention to
his current case load, especially with what else was happening in
his life. Evan feared for his health, saying if he stretched
himself too thin, Seth may not recover from the encounter he’d had,
and the subsequent pregnancy and operation. Plus, with a baby at
home, Evan felt Seth should be there, not out with a bunch of
strangers.

Evan and Owen’s negative attitudes and the
arguments stemming from all their differing opinions had put a
strain on all their relationships. Deep down, Seth still feared
there was some kind of conspiracy going on, one that his boss and
boyfriend were involved with. But how could Evan, Mr. Morals and
Ethics himself, the man whom he’d fallen in love with, be connected
to something complicit? He would know if Evan was hiding
information from him, wouldn’t he? Perplexed over the matter, Seth
mentally shook his head. He had yet to find proof either way,
though—other than the fact that it seemed like Evan and Owen didn’t
want him to dig too deep into finding out what had happened to
him.

 He
didn’t know what he’d do if he and Evan fought again over how to
deal with the alien encounters they’d had. I’ve warned Evan a couple of times I’m tempted to leave with
our baby girl, Star, and go back to live with my Uncle Kit. Man,
he’d hate me if I moved in with my uncle, especially since Evan is
Kit’s ex. Seth sighed. He didn’t want to
leave Evan, nor uproot Star. They needed to work out their issues,
but Evan was one tough nut to crack.

Evan, after his first brush with the
clown-rabbit aliens years ago, had closed down and shut himself off
from life and others until he’d joined The Agency and started
helping those with supernatural and paranormal issues. Seth wasn’t
like him, though. He yearned to be around people, to find common
ground, share experiences and brainstorm solutions. He needed a
meeting like this. Thank God he’d come up with a solid spin on his
idea and told Evan and Owen that a support group would be good for
drumming up business and that his nightmares might go away.
Otherwise the three of them would still be wasting time arguing
about it all.

He checked his watch. Time to start the
healing process. Not only for myself but for those who’ll be in
attendance as well. He opened the door to the room, and the people
milling about in the hall filed in. As they passed by, he asked
them to sign in, take a name tag, write their first name on it and
wear it. Once the corridor was empty, he gave the group five
minutes to grab some coffee and dessert and chat, then strolled up
to the podium.

“Good evening, everyone. If you all could
take a seat, please, we can get started.” He waited while the
people settled down and found spots. “Thank you for coming. I
hereby call the first Alien Encounters meeting to order. My name is
Seth Trivos. I am an agent here at The Agency, and I have been
abducted and experimented on by aliens.”

“Hi, Seth,” the group said as one.

He smiled and relaxed. “What I’d like to do
is go around the room and have each of you say your first name and
what kind of alien experience you’ve had, like a sighting, an
abduction, experimented on, or whatever. Or if you’re here to find
support for a family member or friend who’s had the issue, that’s
fine, too. We’re here to assist one another with whatever situation
we’ve found ourselves in. Once introductions have been made, if
someone wants to come up and share their story, that would be
great. Just remember, this is a safe place. No judging, and
definitely no sharing any of the information you’ve learned in here
outside of this room, unless it’s with someone who’s been present
at the meeting.” He looked to his left. “How about we start with
you, Miss.”

As the people introduced themselves, he
marked the sign-in sheet, putting an A next to those who said they
were abducted, an S for sighting, an E for experimented on and
combinations of letters for those who offered more than one
classification. The E’s were of particular interest to him, having
had that experience himself.

Luckily his abduction had all worked out for
the best, except for the dreams. He and Evan had a beautiful baby
girl, but the nightmares were horrific and unending. It was one of
the reasons he’d set up the Alien Encounter group, so he could find
others who were suffering as he was and perhaps find a way to put a
stop to it all.

The diverse gathering of men and women
ranged in ethnicities and age. They all wore expectant faces.
Taking a deep breath, Seth prayed everything would work out fine
with the group, hoped he hadn’t overextended himself like his boss
and partner feared, and that he’d be able to help the people who
were searching for answers.

When the introductions finished, Seth put
down his pen. “So, does anyone want to be the first to share their
story?”

An older woman with an up-do of chemically
damaged, bright blonde hair raised her hand, then made her way to
the front of the room.

Seth took a seat on the side of the room
where it afforded him the opportunity to see the person standing at
the podium and also keep an eye on the group.

Trudy claimed she used to be one of the top,
most well-known strippers in the clubs just off the Strip, but due
to a number of abductions, her health suffered, and she became
addicted to recreational drugs. Trudy never remembered what
happened when she’d been taken to the spacecraft, but that didn’t
mean she hadn’t been experimented on. At least in her opinion. She
hoped by being in the group she could find people who believed her
and didn’t just think she was crazy.

After she finished two more men related
their sightings, but all the while, Seth’s attention kept going to
a man sitting in the back of the room that he’d said hello to when
the attendees were entering the room.

The heavyset guy with dark auburn hair
appeared worn out and uncomfortable. Gray half-circles lined his
skin under his half-lidded, deep blue eyes. He shifted one way then
the other on the metal folding chair. If Seth remembered right, the
man’s name was Cooper and the attendee had said “experimentation”
during the round of introductions.

A couple of times, as a person finished
their testimony, Cooper moved in such a way that he seemed to want
to get up and go to the front of the room but then would
reconsider. What held him back? Curious, Seth made sure to keep
tabs on Cooper so he could beeline to him and talk after the
meeting. The man had a story, and he planned to learn what it
was.

Another man and woman shared stories about
their sightings. No one who’d spoken had seen what he and Evan
encountered—the sadistic clown-rabbit aliens with razor-sharp barbs
on their ears. He wasn’t discouraged, though. After all, it was
only the first meeting, and there was Cooper. His gut told him he
had something in common with the man in the back of the room.

The meeting drew to a close. Seth stood and
again thanked everyone for coming, inviting them to stay for coffee
and snacks and mingling. He then headed straight for the man who
appeared to be sneaking off to the exit.

“Cooper!”

The tall man stopped and turned, staring
somewhat blankly at Seth.

Seth hastened to the man’s side. “I wanted
to let you know, I watched you during the meeting. It seemed like
you considered speaking to the group. Is there something I can help
you with? If you don’t think you’ll ever be able to talk in front
of the group, that’s all right. I’d be happy to sit and listen to
what you have to say.” Underneath the man’s haggard-faced
appearance lay a handsome man. What had troubled Cooper so much
that it caused such a change?

Cooper shrugged a tracksuit jacket-covered
shoulder. “A part of me really did, but I guess my fear was
stronger. My story isn’t as tame as the others who spoke.”

“Truthfully, I can relate. I have a doozy of
a testimony myself, and I’ve found that talking to people who
understand and have had similar situations does help. I’d love to
hear about what you went through and help in any way I can.”

Cooper sighed, long and deep. “All right. I
mean, I came here to see if I could figure things out. May as well
fight back my anxiety and share what’s been going on. Could we not
do it here though?”

“Sure. Down a few blocks is a pub called
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