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Introduction to the Niseyen
Galaxy Series;

The Niseyen, originally Human, were kidnapped off
Earth by a Race of Aliens called the Kaldalei, about two to five
thousand years ago. Nearer five, some thought. Others insisted
there had been multiple influxes. They were dumped into slavery.
Landing on a frozen world, stripped naked because slaves were not
allowed to wear clothes, many of them froze to death when forced to
sleep outside the climate controlled cities. But a baby boy was
born, with a full pelt of dense fur. He became known as the father
of their Race. Most were descended from him and, legends had it, a
few others like him. Most of the Niseyen were furry. A few were
not, about two percent, looking like normal Humans, and called
‘jare’ but almost all of these jare had short hair the same length
as their body hair.

The Niseyen population had grown to 14
billion at its greatest but was now down to just over four billion
on the Niseyen planets and possibly another one billion in space
and on other planets. The population was halving every generation
or so despite all the Niseyen could do, technologically, to prevent
this. For some unknown reason, the Niseyen were becoming infertile.
Also the sex ratio was now six males to every one female and every
generation there were less and less females. This is unhelpful when
one wants the population to grow.






In Alien Alliance, 416
Terrans were tricked by an Alien, Paswalda, who landed on Earth and
who said he had been employed to pick up 10 people and transport
them to the planet Torroxell for trade talks and up to 400 others
could come as paying passengers. He was lying. He was short on
cargo and decided they would make useful income for him as slaves
once they had accumulated enough debt to make this inevitable and
he would get a percentage of this money because he would then claim
they still owed him the airfare and he would get a fee
(under-the-table) for having provided them. He also got well paid
for transporting them by them giving him rare and valuable trade
goods as barter for the airfares.

Leading this group is Sarah MacDonald, the
leader of SETI (Search for Extra Terrestrial Intelligence).

Unfortunately, soon after they arrived,
Torroxell was attacked by a pirate fleet, the Terrestrial
population was mostly wiped out in the initial gas attack and a
secret guerrilla war then proceeded against these unknown attackers
using Biological Warfare since that was their only weapon.

An Alliance with the Okme Race provided the
weapons; the diseases.

An Alliance with the Priskya, fish, the
original owners of Torroxell, provided the Communication Network
and some of the Intel.

An Alliance with the Cats, provided most of
the Intel and some of the fighters plus part of the Communication
Network.

An Alliance with two Niseyen men (Aswin and
Kazwa Celon; Az and Kaz), provided the method of distribution of
the diseases and Intel.

The tactic was asymmetrical warfare.

Combined, they won although with shocking
losses.






In Alien Backlash, the
problem was initially the effects of war; deaths, injuries,
traumatized survivors, non functioning infrastructure and generally
needing help. So Sarah, now Torroxell President, sends a ship off
to the Niseyen world of Petislay, the home planet of Aswin and
Kazwa Celon (the two Niseyen men) for settlers and personnel to run
the infrastructure, and sends another two ships, one towed, back to
Earth for settlers, refugees and help in general. These ships,
colloquially called Flying Fortresses, are massive war ships.

But the Keulfyd, the people behind the
pirate attack, are seriously miffed at being beaten but more about
the virus itself which was used in self defense against their Race.
The virus spreads, as viruses tend to do but it got off planet
which became a major problem for the Keulfyd. So the Keulfyd decide
to send a fleet of warships to teach this planet not to attack the
Keulfyd (they forgot they attacked them first) and to interrogate
these impertinent people who, if they weaponized the virus, should
also have the cure; which they want.

Astonishingly, the people on Torroxell
refuse to surrender and they fight back but worse still, they
win.






In Alien Checkmate,

(This story paralleled Alien Backlash
overlapping and ending a few weeks after
the Second War finished in Alien Backlash.)

At the start Terrans, Zeobani and two Cats
flew to Petislay for Contact and help without a lesson to fly the
ship or an instruction manual. This caused problems such as
discovering life support wasn’t switched on and neither was the
heating. An interesting encounter with the Captain of a Niseyen
Military ship resolved these issues but exposed others such as
problematic cultural differences.

On arrival at Petislay, individuals welcomed
them as they struggled with the complexities of absorbing a new
world and some Niseyen teachers provided a remarkable solution. But
the government didn’t welcome them and they were not granted
citizenship which caused a multitude of problems.

Helene, Mayling and Nanelle went back to
Torroxell as planned with settlers, to provide assistance to run
the planets’ infrastructure.

Meanwhile Az, Kaz, Kelly, Li and Stella, now
a tight knit group, became aware of Dijina and her knowledge of how
the Cleaners delivered their deadly cargo. Finding she was
critically ill, and had knowledge they needed, they snatched her
and headed for Torroxell in an Okme ship but got found before they
reached Torroxell resulting in a three sided confrontation. A
rescue came from Torroxell and they all reached Torroxell
safely.

Back on Petislay, Donny, Dan and Simone
decided to stay, each for reasons of their one. The Cats had their
own agenda and the Zeobani proved to be capable and delightful
crew, mostly.






Now, in Alien Deception

This story commences with coping with the
aftermath of the Second War so it immediately follows Alien Backlash overlapping with Alien
Checkmate.

Sarah and her daughter Katy are seriously
injured and various factions on Torroxell seem to be starting an
organized crime wave or two but Allentom proves to be a valuable
asset.

Anne, who was kidnapped at the end of Alien
Alliance, surfaces on Oberterk (the planet of the Zeobani where Az
and Kaz had been enslaved and transported from). She causes mayhem
for the Keulfyd and then the Nashi.

Anne then plots with Mathew Weston, the
military mastermind behind the original counter-attack on Torroxell
in Alien Alliance. Sarah diverted him and many other ships away
from Torroxell due to various tip-offs that the Keulfyd are
planning another attack. Orbiting Oberterk with Mathew, are a
number of other ships, all staying together. From Anne, they
discover the Zeobani on Oberterk are planning a counter-attack on
the Nashi who invaded Oberterk. Maybe they’d like some help?

On Torroxell, Sarah and others had been
planning a non military Sun Tzu type offensive against the Keulfyd
to protect Torroxell but this planning has gone slowly due to the
crime waves. Then Anne discovers the real threat and suddenly it’s
all on.
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Chapter One

Torroxell

Waking, Dai dragged himself up and looked into the
lounge. Katy was on her bag and it looked as if she hadn’t moved.
Jesan was guarding her and he was fast asleep. There was no sign of
the others. He looked at his clock display and realized he had only
slept for three hours. He went back to his bed thinking how much he
was coming to like beds instead of bags and how much easier it was
to ease into and out of a bed when he hurt so much in so many
places.

Sometime later, waking, he heard voices.
Again, he dragged himself up. In the lounge were Sarah, Kudales,
Ludmilla and Katy with Katy still unmoving.

“Has she woken yet?” He asked looking with
concern at Katy.

“No,” answered Ludmilla, “the Okme said she
might sleep for a week. They have put an implant in her containing
a sedative designed to keep her in what we would call a drug
induced coma. They arranged to send medics twice a day to change
her IV, turn her, and empty her catheter but I told them I can do
that and Jesan’s been helping. They took some convincing! They have
no faith in any other Race’s medical knowledge and I had to
convince them that I knew that in this state she is completely
dependent on others. Jesan has learnt how to change her IV and turn
her and how to take her limbs through a full range of movement and
he’s plucking up his courage to deal with the catheter,” and she
looked fondly at Jesan who had just entered.

“What’s an IV?” Dai queried, “And what does
‘turn her’ mean?”

“This is an IV,” and Ludmilla pointed to the
tubing going down to Katy’s arm. “It contains food and fluids going
directly into her bloodstream. IV means intravenous fluids. And we
have to turn her because she’s unconscious,” Ludmilla looked at his
blank expression, “to prevent bed sores.”

“Unconscious?” Said Dai still waking up, “I
thought you meant she just hasn’t woken up yet. I thought the Okme
Healing Machine fixed her.”

Ludmilla winced at the anguish in his voice.
“Sorry Dai. She isn’t fixed. She will never recover completely and
the girl you knew is probably gone. The bullet or whatever it was
has destroyed part of her brain and injured parts around it. She
will have lost memories, abilities, knowledge and she will probably
have a lot of trouble just with the basics of living. She doesn’t
appear paralyzed but may have a weakness on one side or the other,”
she stopped, looking at the horror on his face.

“Then what did the Healing Machine do?”

“It saved her life! It stopped the bleeding,
reduced the damage, probably reversed some of it, reduced the
swelling and started the healing process.”

Kudales, looking sadly on said, “The Okme
medic said they intend to keep her asleep for about seven days by
which time a lot of the immediate damage will be fixed. If we stop
the IV sedative, she will become slowly conscious after about a day
but she may be very frightened or agitated so they recommend we
keep it going. Also they will have given her a blast of whatever
they use to speed up regeneration of new brain cells to replace the
damaged and destroyed cells.”

Dai still looked confused. “But what do you
mean about her brain being damaged? Isn’t that what they
fixed?”

“The hardware of her brain is damaged,”
explained Ludmilla, “but she will recover a lot of brain function
and her brain will repair itself eventually. If she has had a
stroke it will heal completely. The brain normally manages some
healing by itself and as Kudales said, the Okme add something to
speed up healing and stimulate regeneration. Her brain will be
making new brain cells at a much faster rate than normal Dai and
although this process will slow down once the destroyed cells are
replaced, the increased regeneration ability is permanent. And they
are giving her painkillers and antibiotics so there will be no
infection and limited pain.”

“It’s significant Dai, she won’t ever suffer
from dementia because of this, no Alzheimer’s,” added Kudales.

Dai walked over and looked at her. “Why is
her face so bruised? She looks terrible,” he said, momentarily
forgetting her mother was sitting there quietly.

“It takes time to heal the bruising. She
doesn’t look as spectacular as Kudales,” Ludmilla added trying to
lighten the mood.

Dai grunted, not distracted and thinking
that Kudales, although in vivid coloration, at least looked alive
while Katy looked more like a corpse. He wondered sadly if she
would be able to speak. He knew what a stroke was and the thought
was horrifying. Katy was eighteen and younger than his son. He
wondered if Sarah was sorry she had let Katy fight and then
realized that Sarah had had as much chance of stopping Katy
fighting as he would have had of stopping Jesan.

“Everything she can do will be a bonus and
we will re teach her,” Sarah said softly.

Dai nodded, trying to look more encouraged
than he felt and headed for the Cleaner. Returning, he looked at
Sarah, “Do you feel well enough to get to work? Even enough to let
people know you’re alive?”

“I can barely walk. Tell them I’ll make an
appearance in a day or so. I’ll look better then.”

“There are rumors you are dead and they are
becoming a problem. Damn this misinformation and rumors on social
media! Could you manage a few minutes? It would help morale. And
ships are landing all over the planet and some not where they
should; my people regrettably.”

Sarah sighed, “Tell them I’ll address them
all tomorrow but any questions can be handled the day after except
for the stupid and trivial which I will ignore. You will need to
brief me well as to what needs we have, what problems, where we
should assign newcomers, where we should assign those we didn’t
know were coming.”

Dai tried not to let his relief show as he
realized her organized brain was starting to function and deal with
problems outside of the lounge.






The next morning, with an extra load of painkillers
on board, Sarah slowly walked into the press room with Jesan and
Dai supporting her on either side. Unfortunately, and despite her
suggestions to the contrary, she noticed the double doors to the
huge connecting room were open and several hundred people of all
races were there, some were noisy and jostling. As the usual
interruptees started to clamor, and ignored her when she glared at
them, she first ordered, “remove all the ones who won’t shut up.”
Several evicted people later, Sarah addressed the world, many
watching outside on the view screens. What she did not realize was
where else this message was broadcast to.

“Firstly, I hope you will all recognize the
attempted undermining of the government and myself, accelerating
since my injuries and the disruption caused by war as these self
servers attempt to use this disruption to their own advantage
instead of assisting in the aftermath. I note there seemed to be no
injuries among the disrupters? I trust they were not frightened of
the bombing and that they found a safe place to hide?” She paused
until the laughter died and continued.

“This speech is going to be beamed out to
this world and to the incoming ships as I have been made aware
there has been little information and a lot of misinformation. Also
there was a lot that was part of military strategy that, to work,
had to be secret.” Sarah eased back in relief as Jesan came up
behind her with a very cushioned chair and she eased her painful
backside into it.

“This war was won by all the Treaty Races
contributing as you have repeatedly been told and all have once
again earned their place in the Treaty. Firstly, the Priskya bought
the original Shield and their money went into strengthening it and
adding the long range missiles. A lot of them. It was those long
range missiles that destroyed the five re-supply ships that were
harassed and herded within range of these huge and expensive
missiles. The original Shield would have been overcome. The
Loridsyl came up with some very good tactics using the Shield as an
offensive weapon which we cheerfully adopted. We owe them a lot
too. They know tactics we don’t and part of what their job
description is, is to do precisely that; give good advice and
suggestions. I didn’t know a shield can be used as a major
offensive weapon.

It was imperative that the re-supply ships
were destroyed or the Keulfyd could simply have continued to
saturation bomb the Shield until they eventually overcame it. The
Niseyen military were assigned that task as they were the only ones
who could possibly achieve it. This was initially both a suicide
mission and probably only partially achievable. The Race merger
legalized this mission and they organized themselves to do whatever
they could but some Terrans decided to help and then in the last
few hours several crucial strategies were invented, adapted and
then put into place.

It has been severely criticized that we
again used children to fight but this was unavoidable. I also
believe that the children had a right to contribute; it was their
lives at risk too. The children understood the technology which had
similarities to a popular game they play and they could communicate
with the Cats. This was because both the Cats, mostly Kittens and
the children were playing some games together and Terran children
learn additional languages so easily. The Cats could work one part
of the communication system we used and the children could work the
other. It took both. There was no time to train enough adults but
there were some adults who had played that game also so we used all
of those adults that we could. In the end we were down to minutes
to get this technology into the ships along with the people who
could use it and get them up into space before the Keulfyd got
here. We blended technology that was Terran, Niseyen and Keulfyd
and put aboard Cats and Terrans who were able to use it. They went
onto the Niseyen ships as well. As everyone soon found out, it was
a communication system that kept clear communication going between
the ships and the Command Centre on the planet but we didn’t have
time to get it into place for the ground forces and there were
other factors involved which meant another adaptation would have
been necessary to use this system on the ground,” she lied
unwilling to tell them all that the presence of so many spies on
the planet would imperil all who were seen to use it if it was
discovered that they were using Telepathy.

“And we didn’t have enough of some of the
equipment.” Sarah paused, tired already and struggling to organize
her thoughts.

“Once those re-supply ships were destroyed,
with a huge loss of life I might add, our survival chances began.
Before that, we didn’t have any.” She paused while they absorbed
that. As she spoke, she noticed there was a steady stream of
hecklers, interrupters and objectors continuing to be evicted not
only by security but also by a volunteer group of Terrans who
really seemed to be enjoying themselves. Every heckler she saw was
Niseyen and there were a lot of them and they all did appear
uninjured so maybe her taunt about them hiding from the fighting
was right. She wondered why they had come to this world.

She carefully continued, her chest getting
more painful with the increased breathing required to speak. “The
next stage of the war was the bombardment when the planet began the
preparations for invasion. Most, but not all, of the population
assisted with this. Sadly, some did not, leaving me wondering why
they came here. Some erroneously thought we would surrender and
were horrified when we did not. I did warn you. Some thought it was
hopeless. Some only caused trouble. And some were ingenious. Jesan
thought up a tactic to get the Niseyen training and he and Katy,
with a lot of helpful co-conspirators, trained the Niseyen
civilians up in using weapons, tactics, planning, strategies and
principles. I understand it was profitable for him too.

“The ‘failure of the shield’ was a bluff. As
the Keulfyd fleet came through, the Shield snapped back on and
fired. The Keulfyd fleet was also being attacked by hundreds of
Terrans, Cats and Niseyen. Included in that attack, were my husband
and son. Their ship was damaged and Dai said it landed in the ocean
while Jesan said it crashed. I suspect Dai was more correct as
their injuries seem to have been sustained on exiting the ship and
it seems the Cats were uninjured. However the Cats exited
voluntarily while it appears Jesan was evicted by his father who
then struggled to escape himself. The ship was filling with water
which convinced them all to abandon ship.” Sarah paused, fighting
the dizziness and struggling to concentrate.

“While the battle was going on, the Priskya
were observing and reporting back information. The Priskya were
also the Marine Search and Rescue crew and they fished my wet and
bedraggled men out of the sea from where the aerial Search and
Rescue, the Okme, picked them up. But they were not treated because
they were low priority. They were never treated by the Okme despite
all the lies you have been told. Ludmilla treated them, strapping
Dai’s ribs up and putting a cast on his arm and on Jesan’s arm. I
emphasize that to counter the allegations made that we received
unnecessary priority treatment. None of us did; ask the Okme. Even
through a war, they kept records of who they treated and what was
treated.

Once the war extended to the ground, the
main fighters were Terrans, with a few Niseyen and Okme. It appears
that by the capital, a few Niseyen seemed to either be welcoming
the Keulfyd or trying to surrender. They were gunned down.
Incredible as it sounds, there were large numbers of Niseyen that
were still at home and in Capital City as if nothing was happening.
The battle erupted right in front of some of them. Gunfire and dead
bodies in the street appear to have assisted them with acquiring
some reality. Some ran away but most then decided to help and aided
in the battle for the city.

“My daughter Katy and I were about thirty
feet up a tree each with a sniper rifle and we were shooting
Keulfyd. I noticed they could take a lot of punishment and I often
needed several shots to kill them. Despite what you have been told,
Katy and I did not run away. I’m at a loss as to how I could have
since I was up a tree and I can’t fly. We had set up a primitive
warning system using aerial spotters and an alarm call rang out so
I ducked behind the tree. That is not cowardice. It is very
sensible except that it didn’t work well because the bullets went
straight through the tree and into my back. I received five wounds.
Katy was hit in the head, back and legs. I did not know she was
injured and I continued fighting, shooting. I didn’t realize how
badly I was hurt; I guess I was in shock. I was treated by the Okme
once I had gotten myself to the ground. I did not go to hospital,
Dai and Jesan took me home because I wasn’t serious enough to rate
going to hospital. To get into hospital you needed to have injuries
that were not survivable without hospital care. I would also like
to add here that I was one of those that would have required
hospital care given normal circumstances. Part of my weakness now
is that I should have been administered fluids to counter my blood
loss but the Okme medic who treated me concluded I would recover
without fluids and he or she was obviously right. But the absence
of fluids has meant my recovery is slower.

“Katy was critically injured and was taken
to the Healing Machines. She needs more treatment but will be
treated in turn. This was not cosmetic as was rumored; she would
have died without this. She was returned home the next morning
because the Okme knew there were people who could care for her.
They initially visited her at home but now Ludmilla and Jesan are
caring for her and Jesan is on a steep learning curve, learning
about two hourly turns and how to change IV’s and catheter bags.
He’s the only one with any strength in our household and with only
one broken bone and no other major injuries. Everyone in my family
fought and everyone is injured,” she stressed.

“Injuries aside, there are many people to be
thankful for including some boys who climbed up Katy’s tree and
fetched her down. I can only assume that all this negativity I am
seeing is due to a huge guilt trip but this nastiness will not help
your guilt. What will heal the consciences and emotional wounds of
the Niseyen who were idiots or cowards is to help now to make up
for the help you didn’t give when you were asked to help before.”
She paused as a wave of dizziness flooded over her.

“Help the Okme with the injured, help clean
up the bombing mess, help people who are injured and trying to
work, help the settlers to build their homes and schools and
communities. You could also organize a website of those who need
help and what they need and then help find someone who can help.
There must be an enormous missing persons’ list, of all races. But
our main thanks now go to the overworked and exhausted Okme who are
saving the lives of thousands of us. They need our help. They are
justifiably contemptuous about the health services of others but we
could be aides, we could help them with basic nursing care, cook
for them, clean people and things and feed them.” Exhausted, she
paused, trying to think of a way to get them motivated!

“We need people to work together to rebuild
this world. Incoming settlers have all been told they may land but
we can offer little or no help. I would prefer the little to the
no. We have so much to do here but we have a beautiful world full
of determined people. A world that so many need. The Terrans need
it, the Okme need it, the Niseyen want it, the Priskya are quite
happy to have us here provided we look after their world and the
Cats are reporting they like us being here and that life is getting
much more interesting.

“All of us need to earn our place here and
this world will be what we make of it. So work out what you can do
and how you can help and just do it. And remember, while you are
doing it, to keep a look out for anything Keulfyd; data, books,
writing etc. We must find out where this virus came from and why
the Keulfyd attacked this world and if these two things are
connected which I suspect they are. I’ve been through two wars now
and both nearly killed me. I want to prevent the next one from
starting.”

Sarah noticed the attention of the audience
shift to behind her and turned around, wincing in pain as she
turned too fast. Ludmilla and Kudales were bringing in Katy and she
heard the gasps of horror from the crowd. Looking up she saw the
cameras must have focused on Katy as her image filled the view
screens. The bruising was now blatantly obvious and her face looked
ghastly, swollen, yellow and dark purple and with shaven hair
obvious where the various surface wounds and surgical scars
showed.

“I notice how the more negative and horrible
among the reporters have been making up and then reporting rumors
about Katy; that she received priority treatment. I repeat, she did
not. She received enough treatment to save her life and stabilize
her and Ludmilla and Jesan have taken over her care from the Okme.
The Okme have told us she is not getting the care she needs and
would normally be entitled to. Since I, like the Okme, am
prioritizing life, I have agreed with them that there are others
who need their care more and my brain damaged daughter is kept in
an induced coma and not receiving the assessment and rehabilitation
she needs because the resources for this can’t be spared. Not that
the likes of Ketefik here will care because he doesn’t care who he
hurts or defames as long as people will download his lies. One very
useful thing you can all do is boycott his site. Oh and would
someone please go fetch me some water because I’ve talked so much
my mouth is dry.”

“Here, you can have this,” a Niseyen man
said handing her a hot drink, “I haven’t touched it. Can I get you
anything else?”

“Yes, a temper. I’ve lost mine,” Sarah said
aware that many microphones would have been directed down nearer
her.

The man looked puzzled, and then laughed as
laughter rippled through the room and then increased as those that
had got it laughed at those who hadn’t. A replay was done for the
benefit of those who had missed it as Sarah took a break having
correctly anticipated this hiatus and needing to catch her breath.
Again.

When the laughter died she continued, “I am
feeling unwell and am still in pain, despite the painkillers
implanted by the Okme. Ludmilla told me some pain is necessary in
order to stop people doing things they shouldn’t. Like public
speaking when severely injured. So that’s all for today and I have
no energy to deal with questions. I will do another interview the
day after tomorrow but from my home so I don’t have to move. I will
answer any sensible questions then but no stupid ones such as
explaining that I am still alive.” She suddenly remembered
Pumpkin.

“Oh and one member of our household is
missing, Pumpkin, he is a Terran cat, variegated ginger in colour,
fluffy, very large for a cat. I remember Katy saying she took him
to the Okme before the war but, of course, she’s unconscious so we
don’t know where he is and she took him at night so he will be
unable to find his way home. If anyone knows where he is we will be
delighted to come and get him and he will help Katy get
better.”

Jesan and Dai carefully helped her back home
as Ludmilla and Kudales slowly transported Katy back.

As they bought Katy back inside and placed
her on her bag, Sarah asked,

“Whose idea was it to bring Katy? I think
that quietened the idiots down and squelched some more rumors.”

“Sort of mine,” answered Kudales. “Jesan had
been reading Ketefik’s ‘news page’ and he had been claiming, among
other things, that Katy had demanded some cosmetic surgery and you
had ordered the Okme to treat her.”

“When I was dead? Gosh, the things I can do
from beyond the grave. Can’t he get his story straight? Because he
makes up so many maybe? Why do people believe his rubbish? I don’t
understand the power social media has over people, it was just as
bad on earth and in social media there are no consequences when
people get things wrong. Worse, this is deliberate. I don’t think
he even believes this. Remind me to sharpen up the libel laws on
this planet but how am I going to do that without interfering with
free speech?” Sarah sighed, exasperated at the dilemma.


Chapter Two

Somewhere in space several months prior

A few days after the first war, Anne lay down and
took stock of her situation. Not good. She looked around the cabin
of the spaceship. It was a cube about twelve feet by twelve feet by
ten feet high. A dull grey in colour with darker grey seats and
sleep bag. Very imaginative. A definite minimalist look which
probably indicated this was staff quarters, she thought wryly. No
portholes. No view. She painfully struggled to her feet and checked
the door. Locked. No surprises there. She lay back down on the bag
and decided to go to sleep. Surprisingly, her face did not hurt;
well, just enough to remind her it was decidedly miffed. She
wondered if anything was broken but he probably hadn’t hit her hard
enough. Oh well, it was not significant when added to all the other
injuries and it would have lots of company. It would also have help
to heal.

She wondered what Lidisihad would do with
her and in fact why he had kidnapped her and just when things were
getting organized after the war. He had not landed to pick anyone
else up so presumably it remained just the two of them. It appeared
this ship could be flown by just him which was a relief. Anne not
only didn’t know how to fly a spaceship but suspected Lidisihad
would lack the patience to teach her. She chuckled at the thought
then winced with the resulting pain. Note to self; don’t laugh.

But it was vaguely amusing to picture them
flying the ship companionably together; wherever it was going. She
probably wouldn’t fit in the seats either, or be able to manipulate
the controls even if she knew what they were. Lidisihad was a
Keulfyd; a large sized Race which meant more than twice her size,
chunky, somewhat like a walrus in shape but with four legs and two
arms, hands with six digits, two opposing thumb-like digits and a
superior attitude, which had just taken a severe beating.

After about two years of careful planning,
the Keulfyd had made a sudden and uninvited visit to the planet
Torroxell, attacked the population with gas ships and attempted to
take over all the real estate without paying for it. The gas from
the ships put all oxygen breathing life to sleep, suddenly and
permanently. The lawful Terrestrial residents, a multitude of
Races, virtually all died within the next five days.

The Priskya, the moral and original owners
of Torroxell, were mostly all unaffected because they were fish,
and the gas dissolved over water leaving those Priskya who had been
in the cities, in their trolleys, the only casualties of their
Race.

Expecting this officially sanctioned and
equipped military action (disguised as piracy), to be a walkover,
the Keulfyd had been astonished to eventually realize that they
were under attack and obviously had been for some time. They were
shocked when their medical staff told them they were beaten and had
better surrender, fast, or be virtually wiped out. The weapons were
biological and had been secretly and stealthily at work for several
days, affecting, so far, six different Races. But surrender was a
problem and not the usual problem. They had no idea who was doing
this. They didn’t know who to surrender to.

To further complicate the picture, the
retaliating Races didn’t know how successful their biological
attack had been so assumed they had to make a military one as well
to get the attention of the Keulfyd, who were effectively already
beaten. Which was just as well as because there were very few
people left to carry out the attack and they had inadequate weapons
with a very short range. This was where Anne received her injuries,
which would have been fatal except for two things. The first was
that the weapon used on her was a blaster which cauterized the
wound, greatly limiting blood loss which, unchecked, would have
been fatal all on its own.

The second reason was that Anne was promptly
flown to a Healing Machine of the Okme, accompanied by a little
girl who kept crying and telling Anne to breathe and not die when
Anne would have much preferred to stop breathing because it hurt so
much to do so. Everything hurt, despite the morphine Bert had given
her. So Anne kept breathing because, as she put it later, “I
couldn’t die in front of her, I just couldn’t. That poor little
girl had been through so much.”

When Anne reached the Healing Machines her
pain stopped as the Machine hooked her up and took over her
breathing and other vital processes. It assisted her body to start
to heal itself and performed emergency first aid to keep her alive
until her body could do this. The dopamine’s, Anne’s naturally
occurring pain killers, had been stimulated to the extent that
although she was in pain, it was not crippling but it was still
enough pain to compel her to drastically limit her movements and
encourage her to rest and sleep. This after all is one of the
functions of pain; to alert people to the fact that damage has
occurred (or is occurring!), and to stop people doing silly things.
To encourage rest and to allow their bodies time to heal.

There was nothing else for Anne to do on the
ship so she did go back to sleep again. She did not know it but she
slept over twenty-four hours. She only woke up when a small problem
with hydraulic pressure became impossible to ignore. She
desperately needed to pee. Quickly she explored the room but all
she could find was a hole in the floor that had a flap over it.
Remembering what was in the economy class accommodation on the
spaceship that took them from Christchurch, New Zealand to
Torroxell, she thought this looked the same. Anatomically, Anne
thought, female plumbing does have some drawbacks. She sighed.

She partially and slowly eased the clothes
off her nether regions and balanced stiffly and carefully over the
hole which was about nine inches in diameter. She aimed even more
carefully because if she missed, she would have to put up with the
smell. She didn’t. She winced at the extreme effort required by so
many muscles that did not want to work at all yet alone work
carefully and precisely. That was going to be a exercise routine in
itself, several times a day! Then she searched for some water. That
took even longer. She found what looked like the same type of knob
as had been in the slave accommodation but it wouldn’t go when she
pushed the knob. After a lengthy intelligence test, she discovered
the knob had to be pushed in, turned to the three o’clock position
and then pulled. If this was kiddy-locked, the kids were pretty
smart.

Anne could find no food. She went back to
sleep again, only waking when Lidisihad came back in and threw a
container of goop at her. He missed. She hadn’t missed him. Never
one to refuse a freebie, she ate some of the goop and went back to
sleep. Again, she unknowingly slept for nearly 24 hours. While she
slept, her body continued to work at repairing her from the inside
out, prioritizing everything most essential to life first,
specifically her internal organs. The damaged muscle of her heart
was fully repaired first, the repair growing through the patch the
Healing Machine had applied. This was prioritized because the heart
doesn’t have a backup system and it also doesn’t have a lot of
reserve capacity. One can survive minus a kidney, minus almost all
of the intestines, minus a lot of the liver, minus most of the
lungs; ask any heavy smoker. But the heart’s only reserve capacity
is to grow larger, generally to enable it exert greater pressure to
push blood through clogged arteries. This was not the case here.
The heart muscle itself had been damaged by the aforementioned
blaster bolt and, initially, her life expectancy would have sent a
life insurance agent packing but the Healing Machine of the Okme
Race had come to the rescue, or rather she had been flown to it. So
the repair was prioritized in terms of ‘essential to life.’ Heart
was at the top of the list next to brain.

The next priority would be the repair and
rebuilding of the organs not injured in the blaster attack. Her
spleen would be the third to last organ repaired, followed by her
skin and her reproductive system. Then, with the body safe, renewal
would begin again, at the level of the cells, chromosomes and
genes. The Healing machine had instructed her body as to what it
should be like, where it knew. This was added to what was there, in
the Blueprints of Anne’s gene cells, overlaid with corrections from
the Healing Machine’s knowledge where needed. But there was one
little potential problem.

The Machines could not be programmed for
Terrans as the Okme had had no knowledge of them. So Anne was
treated on Niseyen setting. The Okme were hoping they were the same
Race. They scanned as such but they didn’t look it. And as the Okme
well knew, little differences were important. They could be
incompatible with life. But Helkmid had had no choice. Anne was
dying. So he took a calculated risk to treat her superficially
while he sent off an urgent message to a colleague. The colleague
said go ahead with full Treatment so he did; under Niseyen setting.
This meant Anne would have resistance to all known diseases that
affected Niseyen added to all the resistance she already had to
Terran diseases through both active and passive resistance,
inoculations conferring passive resistance and having caught the
actual disease conferring active resistance.

All these instructions had been laboriously
worked out by the Okme and then written into the Healing Machines.
How this information was then transmitted to the body was a
carefully guarded secret. A lot had guessed but the Okme weren’t
telling. This was after all, the major income source of the Okme.
Allegedly, it took five Okme to run each Machine; a technician, a
programmer, a medical researcher, an installer and an operator.
This was for normal running. When a problem need fixing, like the
reproductive problems of the Niseyen, this could blow out to
multiples of each.

But there was now an easy way available to
short circuit the Niseyen’s particular problem of extreme
infertility (extreme being close to extinction level); find a
Terran, get a gender appropriate sample and ‘overlay’ the genetic
information. The chromosomes were chemically fooled into thinking
they were in the phase of sexual reproduction. The healthy sample
was injected into the appropriate place, just the appropriate
genes, and the chromosomes automatically self corrected as
evolution had programmed them to do. It was a natural process of
the body, during the reproductive phase, to correct any missing
bits and correct the incorrect genes inside the chromosomes. Just
how this process worked to spread the self-correct into the gonads,
ovaries in Anne’s case, was unknown to all but the Okme and took
micro surgery into a whole new dimension. Some of the genes were
there in the Niseyen but for unknown reasons, they were switched
off. Overlying a gene that worked over one that was switched off,
instantly fixed the problem for Niseyen and Terrans. Some other
Races weren’t so lucky.

The weeks went by, Anne mostly sleeping.
This reduced the stress on her body and sped up the repair process.
The repair continued.






All this time Lidisihad seethed and worried as he
struggled to fly the ship alone. A ship designed for a minimum of
five crew. He had lost almost everything he owned which was a share
of a Keulfyd Flying Fortress. He had had all his eggs in the one
basket and the basket had been smashed. So had the eggs. He was on
his second lifetime, having been renewed by the Okme Healing
Machines. He was now on his way back to Oberterk, the world
recently settled and developed by the Zeobani. The planet which had
been abruptly taken off them by the invading Nashi. Lidisihad
didn’t know where else to go. He was too frightened to go home
because of the outcome of this operation. It was an unmitigated
disaster. Not only had they lost, and he still didn’t entirely
understand how, but their secret was out. Of course it had been an
open secret, but there had been no proof before. Now there was.
They were blown. This put his very life in jeopardy and he had one
of the leaders of the Race that had defeated them aboard, but he
couldn’t talk to him.

He could have kicked himself had it been
anatomically possible which it wasn’t. His ship Translator should
have been updated from the planet Torroxell but he hadn’t realized
that. How could he have? Yet he should have. One of the females of
the Race that had attacked them had told him they were not Niseyen
but Terran; wherever that was. He had never heard of Terrans. They
must be an offshoot or a splinter group. Maybe on another planet,
not one of the three Niseyen planets and they had all been wearing
Translators and had had to use them to talk to the Niseyen he had
seen. That was curious. Niseyen were one of the few sensible Races
that had developed a common language. Maybe they were a splinter
religious or political group.

He couldn’t think what to do. Should he cut
his losses, grab this ship and go? But where could he go? Should he
try to sell this Terran and his knowledge which he couldn’t access?
Why had he put virtually all his wealth into one place? Yes, he
could earn 2,000 to 8,000% profit per operation but he was risking
it all each time. He had no savings, he had almost no credit. It
had all gone into financing the Torroxell operation. He had
expected to get a huge return on his money, not to lose it! He
didn’t even own a home and he wouldn’t get a legal job anywhere. A
little problem of no references and some very large gaps on his
C.V. Decades in fact. He did not even have enough money to
provision and refuel this yacht, which was rather a conspicuous
model.

He was flying the Commander’s yacht off a
Flying Fortress but he had no proof of ownership. It wasn’t
registered to him. That was because it wasn’t his. But it also
wouldn’t be posted as missing or stolen under the circumstances
since the rightful owner was missing and probably dead. (Actually
he was a prisoner of war, address known only to the Loridsyl whose
intentions were to keep the prisoners incommunicado for now).
Lidisihad didn’t know this but he would have guessed something of
the sort. Probably that they were dead. He couldn’t sell the yacht
legally (which greatly reduced the price), and it was a luxury
vehicle. As such it was also fuel hungry, meant for a crew and
somewhat useless for carrying cargo. But looking at the basics, it
could be regarded as both transport and a mobile home plus it was
fully provisioned and had a long range. This was why he had pinched
it.

Unbeknown to Lidisihad, Oberterk was the
same planet that Az and Kaz were enslaved on and transported from,
to Torroxell. Lidisihad saw Az but they weren’t formally
introduced. Az was a Niseyen and appeared allied with the Terrans.
But Lidisihad hadn’t fully understood even what Races he had
unknowingly been up against. He still didn’t. But he thought he
knew that the Terrans were responsible for this terrible act of
Biological Warfare against his kind and he intended to get even! He
intended to make them pay. He intended to ensure not one of them
remained alive and that they should join in the fate of the
Niseyen. He vowed to get even. He was travelling to Oberterk
because he didn’t know where else to go. He had intended to return
here as soon as Torroxell was finished. He was unsure as to what
his welcome would be now. No, that wasn’t exactly true. He
anticipated himself and his news would be somewhat unpopular. He
might survive this but only if he could work out a plausible cover
story. He would have to stop panicking and work out why the Attack
Force might have decided to send him back. The Nashi were a big
problem though. Their alliance with the Keulfyd was tenuous at
best. They both thought of themselves as Alpha Races and only
barely tolerated each other. It would have to be a good story. He
had the man. He would have to weave him into the story. But
continual stress, constant exhaustion, overwork, overtiredness,
anxiety and grief over huge losses do not make for fertile
imaginations and creativity in storytelling. Nor for inventing a
plausible pile of porkies.


Chapter
Three

Torroxell, the Market in Capital City.

Six days after her media appearance and feeling
stronger, Sarah went down with Jesan to see the Market. She looked
around in surprise.

“Whose idea was this?” She asked.

“Sort of everybody’s. It runs all day but
most people come in the evening.”

“Wasn’t this an official site of some kind?
I’m sure I couldn’t get in here before.”

“You couldn’t. When Dad’s Military Police
did the raid on the various warehouses and other large buildings
acquired for storing stolen goods, you ordered the buildings
themselves confiscated by the state due to being used for criminal
purposes. This was a huge storehouse for stolen goods, vehicles and
even a partly dismantled factory.”

“Oh, yes I remember that but didn’t I
stipulate that that shouldn’t have applied if the building was
rented or if the owner didn’t know what was going on?”

“Yes you did but in this case the Niseyen
had illegally taken over a state owned building. Confiscation was
reversed only if it appeared the owner or renter didn’t know. And
Dad said many people just ‘acquired’ buildings or parts of
buildings and the owners were furious that they had been used for
criminal purposes so the police helped the owner to take over the
building and made it impossible for the thieves or their
accomplices to claim access. This was one of the state buildings,”
he repeated noticing she was looking confused
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