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Hissing greeted Zalaman as he walked.

His heavily armoured feet banged against the smooth black marble floor.

Raising his head slightly, Zalaman noticed the immense size of this chamber.

He thought he could probably fit a three-storey building in here.

Zalaman shook his head at the size and kept walking.

The shiny black marble walls and ceiling of the chamber created a dark chilling atmosphere.

Zalaman shook his head again.

He didn’t want to be here.

He was a member of the Departmento Doplomaticus, an overpaid diplomat. He wasn’t cut out for dangerous missions.

Zalaman bit his lip.

It was typical of the higher ups in the Human Empire to dish out suicidal missions.

Had Zalaman done something wrong?

He didn’t think so.

For the past twenty years, he had served the Departmento with great pride.

He had ended wars and negotiated treaties with all sorts of aliens.

But this was too far, even for him.  

As Zalaman kept walking, he frowned at the smell of something.

He wasn’t sure if it was urine or flowers.

Was it a mixture of both?

Hissing filled the air once more.

The entire chamber was filled with deafening hissing like a snake of ancient Earth.

Zalaman covered his ears.

He had heard snakes on feral worlds, far from the eyes of the Emperor of the Human Empire, but they were never this loud.

A light must have turned on.

Zalaman looked up, but the ceiling was still pitch-black marble.

He started to sweat a little.

Zalaman hated alien technology.

Still, Zalaman looked at the walls of the chamber.

All colour drained from his face.

He saw hundreds, if not thousands, of large white crystal barred cages of strange alien creatures. 

A part of Zalaman wanted to step forward and look at them.

Another part of him wanted to run and leave this Emperor forsaken spaceship.

He took a deep breath.

A brief memory of his mentor at the Departmento came into his mind. Something about the Emperor’s mission is bigger than all of us, and who are we to question His Will.

Zalaman shook his head.

Even back then, the words were stupid.

Now, there were even more stupid. 

Zalaman took a deep breath.

He took a few steps closer towards the crystal cages.

The closer he got, the stronger the stench of urine and flowers got.

As he neared the creatures, Zalaman saw they were red slimy creatures in the shape of large cats.

Their pointed ears were curved like daggers and their teeth were long and golden.

Zalaman met their eyes- those blue almond shaped eyes.

Zalaman backed away.

Out of instinct, he pressed one hand against his waist.

There was nothing there.

Zalaman rolled his eyes.

Stupid Departmento rule about weapons on missions!

A bang caused Zalaman to turn around.

He saw a large door shut behind him as a tall light blue skinned creature walking towards him.

Zalaman tried to focus on the creature.

It was barely humanoid with four arms and something resembling four legs, but Zalaman didn’t have the words to describe what they were truly.

Something between spider legs with the flexible, scaly nature of snake skin.

The alien kept walking towards Zalaman.

He took a deep breath.

This was his purpose.

He was ready to serve his Emperor’s Will.

Slowly, the alien creature raised a slimy three-fingered hand to a floating black marble circle.

Zalaman was about to walk towards it when it zoomed in front of him.

Sweat dripped down Zalaman’s back.

He hated this entire situation.

He needed his military escorts.

Why did he say no?

Zalaman wanted to hit himself over his damn arrogance.

When the blue skinned alien got to the floating circle, it raised a hand and gestured Zalaman to speak.

Zalaman stared at the creature. 

He cleared his throat and nobly said: “My mightiest Adad, I come before you, a noble member of the Human Empire, to request an alliance against a common foe,”

The Adad alien cocked his head.

The alien opened his mouth.

Trying to speak.

Zalaman’s eyebrows rose.

“I... I am an Ambassor. Is that correct?”

Zalaman rolled his eyes.

He liked aliens as much as the next human, but if they were going to try and speak the Human tongue. They could at least get it right!

“Yes, mightiest Adad that will do,”

Zalaman wished there was another way without dealing with these pointless aliens.

Of all the aliens to choose from, why did the Empire feel the need to ally with the Adad?

Yes, the human traitors are amassing their army in nearby systems, but the Adad are useless. 

Zalaman wanted to be done with all this business. 

“My Empire is willing to give your race three human planets in exchange for your race’s aid,”

Zalaman forced out the offer.

How the Emperor could agree to such an idea was beyond Zalaman.

The alien gasped- touching his head.

“Are you okay?”

The alien rubbed his head more.

“Yes... I am fin. Tank you,”

Zalaman touched his waist once more.

Willing a gun to turn up.

Then he noticed the hissing in the chamber had stopped.

Instead, the chamber was eerily silent.

Zalaman turned to look at the cages.

All the cat creatures were staring at the Adad.

“Adad, what are these cat creatures?”

“They are pets,” he shot back.

Zalaman didn’t believe him.

He knew the Adad were traders and slavers, but something felt off.

“Human, where your fleet?” the Adad questioned.

Zalaman’s eyes widened.

“Why does that matter? I’m offering you three planets,”

The alien rubbed his head once more.

“I don’t want to ask,” he muttered.

Zalaman had had enough.

He wanted to charge across this floating circle and squeeze the answers out from him.

“In the Emperor’s name, what is going on?” Zalaman demanded.

The Adad stopped.

His skin turned dark blue.

The air crackled with blue light.

The Adad stared at Zalaman.

“The Adad are our pets! So will humanity. We are Supreme!” the Adad alien bellowed in words that did not match his mouth.

“Who am I talking to!” Zalaman demanded.

The crystal bars exploded off the cages.

The Cat Creatures stepped from their cages.

Their teeth shining hungrily at Zalaman in an alien light he could not see.

Zalaman froze.

What in the Emperor’s name was going on?

The cat creatures were a mystery to him.

Their quiet growling filled the chamber.

Zalaman felt something jabbing at his mind.

He rubbed his head.

He... stopped.

Zalaman gave a subtle smile.

These creatures may be unknown to the Emperor and his Realm, but Zalaman knew them.

Memories of millions of meetings over his decades of service came to him. 

He searched his memories.

He remembered one single comment in a conversation decades ago.

Zalaman might have forgotten who the speaker was, of course some sort of abominable alien, but he remembered the words.

Something about these creatures having the more scientific version of psychic powers.

Zalaman’s heart quickened.

On his feral home world, these so-called witches were feared and myths.

That cloud of myth had just burned away.

Zalaman looked around.

He needed a way out.

He needed a gun.

Zalaman was surrounded.

All around him, the cat creatures growled and prepared themselves to pounce.

The strange flowery urine smell filled the air.

Zalaman needed a way out now.

Sweat was pouring off him.

Small puddles formed at his armoured feet.

Zalaman looked at the cat creature to his left.

It almost looked as if it was smiling at his fear.

Out of sheer desperation, Zalaman let out a loud laugh at the stupidity of the situation.

All of his decades of service to the Departmento, all the battlefields he had charged into and broke treaties as bombs were falling around him. 

He never thought he would die by the claws of alien cats.

A loud shriek filled the air.

The alien cats fell over.

Screaming.

Growling.

Zalaman felt a cold hand grab his wrist.

He didn’t resist.

He started running.

Being dragged along by something.

Zalaman focused on the alien Masters.

The cats rolled and shrieked as something hurt them.

Some of the cats were rubbing their heads.

A black sheet of marble closed in front of Zalaman.

He was thrown against the large silver metal walls of the spaceships corridors.

Zalaman knew something was trying to talk to him, but he needed to... focus.

What just happened?

Zalaman had seen crazy sights in his time, but hundreds of aliens just falling over. 

That was a new one!

The cold metal of the wall sent chills into Zalaman’s bones.

He tried to move away, but he couldn’t.

All he could smell was the flowery urine of the aliens.

Something slapped him across his face.

Zalaman focused.

His eyes narrowed as Zalaman saw the strange Adad alien in front of him.

But this time the Adad was different.

His skin was bloodied and bruised.

Almost as if someone had beaten him with a club.

The Adad fell to his knees.

The alien’s equivalent of legs fell to be dead weight.

Zalaman paused.

He could see the Adad was dying or whatever this race did.

Zalaman had given up saying all aliens died long ago.

He paused once more.

He knew what a normal person might have done in that situation.

A typical human might have helped this Adad.

But Zalaman knew his purpose.

He wasn’t raised up in the slums of his home world to be kind.

He was a servant, an extension of the Emperor’s Will.

And the Emperor had a purpose for sending Zalaman here.

Zalaman grabbed the Adad by the throat.

He was almost surprised by how light the alien was considering its appearance.

Zalaman’s armoured fingers dug into the Adad’s warm flesh.

A part of Zalaman enjoyed the warmth.

It certainly contrasted to the cold of the wall.

Then it dawned on him.

Zalaman stepped away from the wall.

He spun around.

Forcing the alien into the wall.

The Adad’s eyes widened.

Presumably in shock of the cold, but Zalaman did not care.

“In the Emperor’s name, what the hell is this?”

The Adad’s eyes dropped to the floor.

Zalaman shook the alien.

Whacking the Adad’s head into the wall.

“I am a servant of the
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