
		
			[image: ]

			New Beginnings

			Susan Flam



	




 

			Warrior Queen of Samurrah

			Copyright © 2026 by Susan Flam

			 

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

			 

			 

			[image: ]

			Tellwell Talent

			www.tellwell.ca

			 

			ISBN

			978-1-83418-198-1 (Hardcover)

			978-1-83418-197-4 (Paperback)

			978-1-83418-199-8 (eBook)



	

Acknowledgment

			This book has been a long time coming. I started with one page before 2020 and asked family members if they liked the Prologue. Did it create an interest to continue reading? Thank you to my three daughters, Marla, Melissa and Carolyn for urging me to turn this small start into a full-fledged novel. Thank you to my sister, Helen, and friends Lily, Mary, Ron and Sylvia who read my first few chapters and encouraged me to keep going. They said they couldn’t wait to find out what was happening next. As a first-time fantasy fiction author, it was music to my ears! By the end of 2025 I finally completed my manuscript. 

			I want to thank the Tellwell Publishing Team who guided me through every phase of the publishing journey. I couldn’t have done it without you. Thank you, Francis, my project manager who was so patient with every question I had and was a perfect liaison to the rest of the team. To my editor, Melonie, who drew out so much of my plot that was waiting to be discovered. She taught me how to make my story come alive. To Lucky my cover illustrator and to Ralph my cover designer, who captured my vision of the heroine’s personas and created such a dramatic cover. Thank you, Bert, the interior designer, who made the inside of my book look so amazing. My gratitude goes out to Natalia, my marketing pro, who developed my amazing website. Her expertise in marketing has become invaluable to me; especially since I’m a new author with absolutely no knowledge of how to promote my book.

			And last, but not at all in the least, to my husband, Ron, who patiently waited for dinners or outings because I was typing just one more page. Thank you for your faith in me as your partner for 57 years. You have always encouraged me to follow my path and am so grateful for that. Love you.

			 



	

Table of Contents

			Acknowledgment

			Prologue

			Chapter 1: Ten Years Later

			Chapter 2: Summer in the Caribbean

			Chapter 3: Jessica and David Starr

			Chapter 4: The Truth

			Chapter 5: Samurrah

			Chapter 6: Arius

			Chapter 7: Love and Training

			Chapter 8: The Rescue

			Chapter 9: Readying for Battle

			Chapter 10: Vorgar

			Chapter 11: The Calm Before the Storm

			Chapter 12: The Battle

			Chapter 13: The Escape

			Chapter 14: Tragedy

			Chapter 15: Koldan

			Chapter 16: What Went Wrong?

			Chapter 17: The Search for Vorgar

			Chapter 18: Koldan and the Gallacteans

			Chapter 19: Buzzing Bees

			Chapter 20: Help is on the Way

			Chapter 21: What Now?

			Chapter 22: A Hopeful Future

			About the Author

			 



	

Prologue

			I’ve been walking with Mom and Dad for a while now, my feet crunching leaves and twigs on the pathway on this beautiful autumn afternoon as we head towards our secret destination to celebrate my eighth birthday. I am so excited about this mystery place that I run ahead, hoping to make my parents walk faster so we can get there quicker. At times, I speed so far ahead that they become annoyed at my dangerous behaviour and scold me to slow down and stay close. As I glance back, I notice that my parents have stopped to talk with a person dressed all in black with short black hair. I can’t hear what they are saying, even though they seem to be talking loudly with hands waving, because they are too far back. It’s so strange—where did that person come from? It is making butterflies flutter in my tummy, but still, I’m excited to find out where we are going.

			“Hey, Mom and Dad, let’s go!”

			Before we reach our journey’s end, I awaken. This vivid dream has been haunting me for as long as I can remember, and it seems every time I get closer to discovering what really occurred that day, I wake up.

			My name is Sarah Starr—that’s what they told me. When I first opened my eyes, the strangers in my hospital room said they were my Aunt Amanda and Uncle Jim, but they weren’t familiar to me in any way. They told me I was in a car crash after my parents and I went on an outing for my eighth birthday. We were driving home at night on a narrow stretch of road when our car was hit head-on by a tour bus that was weaving in and out of the lanes. The driver had some sort of episode for a split second and lost control of the wheel. The bus driver and passengers told the police what had occurred, and fortunately, they were not badly injured. Because I was sitting in the back, I also escaped the worst, but my right leg was broken in three places, and I had a serious head injury. I was luckier than my parents—they were killed instantly, as I’ve been told.

			I dozed on and off for about a week. I was terrified and in so much pain and cried out for my mom and dad. I kept waking up from scary nightmares that left me gasping for air and soaked in sweat. I was so sad and angry that Mommy and Daddy had died, leaving me alone to try to get through life without them. Although “Aunt Amanda” and “Uncle Jim” were at my bedside day and night, trying to comfort me, they couldn’t give me answers to why this happened. When the doctor said I could go, my aunt and uncle took me to their home. I was quite nervous and shy because I still could not recognize them or their house.

			Although the whole situation was so confusing, I had to trust that they were telling me the truth. As each day passed, I hoped that my memory would return. I was in a cast for two months and then had to deal with three months of physiotherapy to get back full movement in my leg. All that remained from my head injury was a faded white scar on the left side of my forehead, close to the hairline. I just could not remember the accident itself, which must have been horrific, and strangely, nothing more came back to me of that day or the years before the accident. My whole life before the car crash was a blank, except for the recurring dream, which gave me almost no clue as to what we were doing that autumn day. The doctors explained that my memory loss would be temporary, but after six months, they still don’t know why I can’t remember anything.

			I am obsessed with trying to remember us as a family, so I keep badgering my aunt and uncle for information about our life before my parents died. Aunt Amanda and Uncle Jim try their best to answer my questions about Mom and Dad, but it is of no use—whatever they tell me never jars loose any locked-up memories. I long to recall their faces. For some reason, there is not a single picture of them in my aunt and uncle’s home. They told me we had a house fire when I was five, and we barely got out alive. The whole house was burnt to the ground, and all our precious picture albums were lost. When I asked my aunt and uncle why they hadn’t taken at least one picture of us as a family, they just replied that they had never thought of it, and that was that.

			I wish I could remember our day-to-day routines, the small talk that families share during meals, what my favourite bedtime stories were, and if I had rituals when they tucked me in for the night. Those memories escape me, and I crave to discover family traits in myself that I might have inherited from my parents. Knowledge of my past would give me great comfort. My parents, Jessica and David Starr, were just as great a mystery then as they are to me now.

			Amanda and Jim said they wanted to give me the love and guidance I would miss from my parents after they died, so they adopted me right after the tragedy. They have no children of their own and are so happy that we are now a family.

			So, although I’m scared, lost, and sad, I am doing my best to settle into my new life in Plano, Texas, with my aunt and uncle.

			



	

Chapter 1

			Ten Years Later

			Whenever I caught myself stooping over my peers, I wondered if I took after my mom with my gangly five-foot-ten-inch frame. Did I have her hair, the silkiest golden blonde that fell long and wavy in the front and sides, but poker straight down my back? What about my bright, piercing blue eyes or finely chiseled, slightly upturned nose? Did I get those from her? Or her full lips—her high cheekbones? Did my mom also blush in embarrassment when anyone complimented her about her appearance? I would probably never know.

			Now that I was eighteen, I was considering my options for the future. Many people told me that I should be a model and pursue that as a career, but it was not an aspiration of mine. School seemed to be a breeze for me; I just loved learning. Last Friday night, as valedictorian, I delivered a thought-provoking speech on the topic of girls in developing countries having a right to an education. Everyone came up to me afterwards to congratulate me and told me it was so inspirational and brilliant. I was taken aback by all the accolades. I smiled and thanked them for their compliments. Beneath my cheerful facade lurked a painful depression. I still could not unravel the meaning of my recurring dream. What was at the end of our walk through the forest, and why couldn’t I remember?

			Uncle Jim was a successful entrepreneur specializing in international villa rentals. His company owned and operated many beautiful vacation properties, and I was fortunate to have spent holidays in various parts of the Caribbean, Hawaii, Mexico, and Europe. As a matter of fact, Uncle Jim wanted me to enroll in the hospitality management course at the University of North Texas so I could work with him in the company. It was something that interested me, so I told him I would check it out.

			My dearest forever friends, Joanie and Lisa, were taking a month to travel through Europe this summer and had asked me to join them. I didn’t feel like going and was having a hard time deciding what I really wanted to do. For as long as I could remember, I had always had an underlying sense of not belonging, maybe because of losing my parents at such a young age and having to learn to accept strangers into my life as family. Through grade school and high school, I didn’t share my friends’ excitement for the usual activities. I felt different but couldn’t pinpoint what it was.

			Recently, I was offered a job at Loro Piana, a highly trendy and prestigious fashion store in Highland Park Village, which catered to the selective and sophisticated lifestyle of its prominent clientele. I was fortunate to have been allowed to shop at some of the stores in Highland Park, thanks to Uncle Jim’s generosity and spoiling me too much. I loved all the stores in the Dallas Highland shopping district, so this was a big opportunity.

			However, last night, after dinner, we had been discussing my future plans when Uncle Jim surprised me by offering me a job as assistant to the concierge at his newest acquisition, the Pinnacle Resort and Spa in Turks and Caicos. I could spend the summer at a beautiful, luxurious resort, soaking up the sun while working alongside the concierge to get an up-close and personal experience in the hotel business. How bad could that be? Or, I could sign up at the Campbell Modelling Agency, where they would dress me up in outrageous outfits while I hobbled around on six-inch stilettos. I would then have to listen to the divas complain about their hair and makeup, or what was causing them to bloat that day. Hell no, that was not at all what I was planning for my future. Lisa had been one of their print models since she was sixteen and had made good money over the last couple of years. I didn’t know how she could take it. She felt that Lindsay, the new face’s director, would be interested in me and that I should go for an interview. Don’t think so!

			The more I thought about spending my summer gaining valuable learning experience while enjoying all the trappings of staying at Uncle Jim’s gorgeous resort, the more I realized it was motivation enough to pack my bags right away. I planned to tell him at dinner that night that I’d made up my mind and would travel to Turks and Caicos with him next week. It would be a great way to absorb enough knowledge and experience before beginning the hospitality management course at the University of North Texas. I guessed my future was set.

			What was the most important thing to me right then? Yes, I had decided that building a career in hospitality was one of my goals, but breaking through the hazy veil in my brain that was blocking out what had happened in the forest on my eighth birthday needed to be unravelled. I didn’t know if I could live my life without solving this mystery. I felt part of me had died with my parents, and I would never regain my memories of who I really was. I sometimes felt so alone. I knew that I was an only child, but what of extended family? Why didn’t I have more aunts and uncles or cousins?

			



	

Chapter 2

			Summer in the Caribbean

			We were catching the 9:45 a.m. flight from Dallas Fort Worth International, and the limousine came for us at 7:00 a.m. sharp. As I slipped into the car’s sleek, butter-coloured leather interior and settled into the back seat, I noticed that Uncle Jim was in a very animated conversation at the end of the driveway with a strikingly beautiful woman with short, black, slicked-back hair. She was dressed in black leather consisting of a tight miniskirt and a gorgeous waist-length jacket adorned with silver-studded buttons and matching studs on the cuffs and collar. Just a hint of white peeked through the collar line, and about two inches of the rest of the white shirt fell below the lower band of the jacket. She was wearing bright tomato-red stilettos and a matching bag that looked like the new Louis Vuitton bag I had seen in their boutique about a month ago. She walked away, and then Uncle Jim jumped in beside me, rather abruptly, and in quite a mood.

			“What’s wrong, Uncle Jim?” I asked.

			He whipped out his cell phone from his pocket, checked his emails, and then tilted his head to the left to face me with a wild look in his eyes. “That was Toni from the office. She was supposed to bring me some documents so I could look them over on our plane trip to Turks, and she brought the wrong ones,” he said in a rather unpleasant tone. He was almost yelling. He was not in a good mood now, and I wondered if his manner would change once we were up in the air.

			I tried to relax in the limo as we travelled to the airport, but a gnawing feeling crept into the pit of my stomach. That woman, Toni, looked very familiar. I had visited Uncle Jim’s office many times, but I simply couldn’t remember her working there. She didn’t look like the receptionist or secretary type, more like a model or someone who worked in the beauty or fashion industry. But not for Uncle Jim’s resort empire.

			Uncle Jim seemed to relax once we took off and was more sociable. It seemed that all the tension and frantic behaviour had subsided, and whatever was bothering him was not on his mind anymore. We touched down at 1:30 p.m. just a little earlier than scheduled.

			***

			The Pinnacle Resort was grand in every way. A luxurious facility that catered to the rich and famous who expected six-star amenities when vacationing and discreet privacy. The resort was perched high on a hilltop, so the driveway to the front entrance was winding and steep. It consisted of a main hotel and private villas. Upon arriving at the front entrance, we were greeted by George, the hotel manager, who ran over to us and squeezed me and then Uncle Jim with an overenthusiastic bear hug. I thought every bone in my body had been crushed. Some of the staff were waiting for us with damp lemon-scented washcloths to freshen up from the island’s humidity, and then handed out iced tea to quench our thirst—a nice touch for arriving guests, which made a great first impression.

			Uncle Jim led me to his private guest villa, which was adjacent to the property. First, we passed the glistening Grecian-style wading pool, the sun’s rays bouncing off the iridescent gold, green, and blue mosaic tiles that lined this magnificent structure. The pool consisted of three levels, the water cascading from the top and onto another architecturally designed masterpiece of beauty—a grotto with a waterfall—and then down to golden loungers set in the water. The view was breathtaking. All the villas sat on various levels of the steep hillside, which faced the tranquil turquoise waters of a bay and the Mediterranean Ocean. Just before we arrived at the guest house, we walked through a large, circular, open-air lounging/dining/dancing area covered by a pergola. I could just visualize a great dance party here.

			Uncle Jim opened the frosted glass doors to the villa, and I stepped in and could not believe my eyes. It was massive and consisted of a living and dining room, a powder room, as well as an ensuite bathroom, which was off the bedroom. One had to walk through an enormous walk-in dressing room to get there. Piles of silk pillows in various hues of soft pink were beautifully presented atop a matching pink silk duvet, so fluffy that you couldn’t help but sink helplessly into pockets overstuffed with down feathers.

			Antique furniture, in the most beautiful shade of maple, filled the room. Throughout the room, brass and glass cabinets displayed collections of delicate porcelain and glassware. A baby grand piano in the corner of the living room waited to be played by expert hands. Wow.

			I was quite tired from our day’s journey to the resort, so I decided to take a nap before we headed for dinner. I dropped my purse onto the couch, pulled off my sandals, and set my carry-on case on the floor next to the exquisitely hand-carved walnut Queen Anne writing desk. Then I just flopped down onto the puffy duvet of the queen-size four-poster bed for a snooze.

			Instead of having a peaceful rest, I fell into a disturbed slumber, culminating in my perpetual, bewildering dream, which left me waking up in a cold sweat. Once I awoke, I tried to shake off the recurring and upsetting dream. I then put on one of my new sundresses, the turquoise one, to match the ocean water, and slung a little white sweater over my shoulders just in case it was cold in the dining room. I waited for Uncle Jim to come and get me, as I still didn’t know where anything was located. I would have a tour of the property in the morning and then meet with Serena, the concierge I would be assisting this summer.

			The Pinnacle Resort offered its guests five different restaurants to experience their ultimate dining fantasy, complete with a hefty price tag to go with that pleasure. As there was very little humidity tonight, Uncle Jim suggested we dine at the Grotto, the poolside eatery voted the favorite by all visitors to the resort. We had a wonderful conversation about my future in the hospitality field and how my uncle looked forward to teaching me all about the industry and how to be efficient and successful. Always lurking in the back of my mind was a feeling of unresolved questions that no number of personal achievements could calm.

			***

			The next morning, I changed into my work clothes. Uncle Jim insisted that the staff wear a white polo shirt with the Pinnacle logo and a navy skirt or pants. I then proceeded to the concierge’s office to begin my training. Some executives must wear suits throughout the day, whether inside the hotel or outside, and when I peeked in at Serena’s office, I noticed that her attire was strictly business: a skirt, jacket, and white shirt, once again featuring the Pinnacle logo on the jacket.

			Serena led me first to the front desk in the lobby to observe the staff as they greeted and checked in the guests. I listened intently to their tone of respect while conversing with each visitor and observed how they were made to feel important and appreciated for choosing the Pinnacle. Next, we followed a bellboy as he took the luggage up to the room and gently laid it on foldout luggage tables so when the guests arrived, they didn’t have to lift each piece themselves. We toured the laundry facilities, kitchen, meeting rooms, gym and spa, as well as the pool area and all the activities provided by the hotel. It was a lot to take in in one day, and as five o’clock appeared on my watch, I couldn’t wait to get back to my room to take a hot, soaking bubble bath, nap a bit, and then meet Uncle Jim for dinner to recount all the details of my first day on the job.

			As we walked past Uncle Jim’s office, I couldn’t help overhearing a strange phone conversation he was having with someone. I could only catch a bit of what he was saying: “No, the markings have not appeared yet,” and “Of course I will let you know.”

			Hmmm. Now that was something too weird, especially for my uncle to say. He quickly ended the call when he saw me in the doorway. He waved and told me he was looking forward to our dinner date.

			I filled up the tub with Princess Chiffon’s Bath Foam and stepped into the luxurious bubbles to soak away my exhaustion. I had a lot to learn. My mind was overloaded with so much information that I had to process to do my job. As I toweled myself dry, I started to feel tingling on the underside of my right wrist. Upon careful examination, I noticed a faint triangle had appeared out of nowhere, and it seemed to be lightly glowing. My heart started pounding as a circle emerged within the triangle, and inside the circle, another symbol resembling a cross appeared. I had never noticed it before, and it disturbed me immensely. It was an extraordinary marking, and I wondered what was happening to me.

			“Oh dear, it is getting late, and I have to get dressed.” I quickly threw on a short black skirt, my favorite cropped summer-weight V-neck cream cashmere Chanel sweater, and a signature-style pearl Chanel necklace adorned with two letter Cs, covered with small pearls and Swarovski crystals. Last, I chose my low-heeled open-toed pink pumps and a matching cross-body evening bag. It was not uncommon to find royalty or rock stars staying at the Pinnacle, so I knew that I would never be overdressed. My uncle had spoiled me too much. He had taken me on many shopping sprees where he often encouraged me to buy designer clothing.

			Once again, I looked down at the symbol on my wrist, and I thought it seemed to be glowing brighter. I massaged my wrist to feel if it was becoming raised, and indeed it was. As I walked across from the bedroom to the living room, I started to hear a swooshing sound all around me, and my feet became firmly planted on the floor. I could not take another step.

			An explosion of luminous, pulsating rings encircled my entire body. As I stood in this wondrous phenomenon, my heart started racing and my ears began ringing, so everything became muffled. The rings began spinning around at such a breakneck speed that the furniture and loose objects in the room seemed to vanish. I stood frozen, observing the swirling rings around me. Then, without warning, I felt my entire body being drawn up through the eye of the vortex by some unknown force. Within seconds, I found myself standing on the surface of an expanse of black asphalt that resembled a runway with strange painted symbols and lines in iridescent yellow. I was quite shocked to see that I was no longer in my room!

			I did a complete 360 to view my surroundings. It was surreal. The unusual yellow sky was quite bright. As I looked upward, I noticed the opaque white outline of one large planet and three smaller ones, all in varying shades of red. Panic started to flow through my body from the lower extremities all the way up to my head. I started to shake violently and tried to calm myself, repeating again that I was just having one of my dreams, and what I was experiencing wasn’t real. Upon glancing at the yellow sky, I noticed something hovering above me that flickered pale yellow, then deepened to a lemon yellow, and finally transitioned to a dark mustard. It repeated the sequence repeatedly! To my horror, I realized that this was not a dream. The screams I was hearing were coming from me. Please, please, I want to go back to the guest house on Earth. I felt pressure in my head, and my ears became blocked entirely, so I couldn’t hear a thing; then everything went black.

			***

			When I awoke, I found myself lying on the floor with two pairs of eyes staring down at me, belonging to two very worried faces. Uncle Jim was the owner of one of those pairs, and Serena the other.

			“When you didn’t show up for dinner, we came here to check up on you,” Serena told me. “We found you passed out on the floor.”

			I held out my wrist. “Look at this weird symbol on my skin. It was tingling like heck, so I started to rub it. Then suddenly, glowing rings encircled me, which picked up speed, and the swirling vortex swept me up and transported me to a place that looked like it came out of a science fiction movie. It was very frightening, and I was doing a lot of screaming. Wow, what a nightmare!” I said.

			Serena handed me a bottle of orange juice to give me a quick sugar boost to help regain my energy. “You must have had a nightmare for sure,” she told me.

			“I feel we should still go to dinner,” Uncle Jim said. “You restore your strength, Sarah. We will discuss your dream when Aunt Amanda gets to the resort. She is expected tomorrow morning.”

			“I guess I can wait until she arrives to discuss my experience.” I shrugged.

			We had a sumptuous dinner at the Bayside restaurant, and afterwards, I went back to my villa and changed into comfy PJs. I tried to watch TV a bit but couldn’t keep my eyes open. I drifted off into a glorious, peaceful sleep.

			



	

Chapter 3

			Jessica and David Starr

			Queen Shandra and King Darkkon, the rulers of the House of Beydon on the planet of Samurrah, were enjoying the spring feast with their four-year-old daughter, Alexia, and many of their courtiers, when Tron, the high defender of the nation’s Guardians, came stumbling into the banquet room of the palace.

			“Forgive the intrusion, Your Majesties, but our radio tracking system is receiving signals of incoming ships. We believe they are Roma ships, and they are headed our way. They will be entering our atmosphere within the hour. What is your command?” asked Tron.

			“Are you absolutely sure they are Roma ships?” Darkkon remarked.

			“Your Majesty, we sent out a probe to gather data to confirm the identity of the fleet, and they were, indeed, Roma ships. And dozens of them! We tried to communicate with them as to their intent, but heard nothing,” said Tron.

			“Well, then,” Darkkon told the group, “We must prepare our Guardian ships to stand ready to defend our kingdom.”

			The Roma had been at war with almost every planet in the Simbeon System for hundreds of years. These brutal beings’ sole purpose was to extinguish all life forms throughout the galaxies. Their bodies, on the surface, were humanoid in appearance, but under the layer of synthetic skin was an intricately designed metal brain and body. Their muscles, bones, and nervous system were all fashioned out of steel and cables. The only way to destroy them in hand-to
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