Chapter 3 - The Marines Move in

It was as if Death itself had entered. All sound ceased at once, and a prickling cold fear fell upon the inhabitants of the small pub, for there standing in the entrance was a group of black armoured and helmeted Faey. These were Imperial Marines, and even the Trillanes had feared them. Rumours had circulated of executions and even worse things, of people with their minds ripped out, leaving a hollow husk, a living zombie.

Not a sound was uttered, and some actually squirmed into the back of their seats, trying to make themselves as inconspicuous as possible. They watched with fear filled faces as the Faey passed them by on the way towards Keith who stood alone behind the bar top. Reaching the bar, they halted and one of them produced a hand held scanner and held it out as if checking something. While this was happening Nanda had come out of the kitchen, attracted by the sudden silence, and seeing this fearful sight had rushed to her husband with a cry and stood holding his arm as if for dear life itself. 

Turning his body, Matty took in the entire situation with a glance. “Oh, no. Not this fucking time. No way in hell are they going to fucking ruin someone else’s life. This shit stop here!” thought Matty angrily.

“What the hell do you bastards want?” demanded Matty. “Keith’s never done anything worse than sell a Tooheys, and even that he only sells to cockroaches.” Matty was referring to the fierce inter-state rivalry over the best beer, which even Subjugation had not lessened.

As one, the eight armoured Faey turned in Matty’s direction. Matty stood up and faced them without the slightest bit of fear in face, he had just had too much. If they wanted to brain fuck him so be it, at least he would go down knowing he had tried. 

One of the Faey then snapped the clips of her helmet and removed it, to reveal a truly beautiful light blue face with pointed ears and a head of hair that was so light it was almost white. This was coupled with purple eyes that only added to her uniqueness. 

“I fear there has been some mistake,” said the Faey politely in lightly accented English. “We are not here for the reasons you think, there is no reason to be uncivil ... “

“Uncivil? Uncivil? You have the gall to preach to us about fucking civility?” shouted back Matty, with his voice growing louder and louder as it was growing angrier and angrier. 

“Where was your fucking civility when you brutally invaded our world? Where was your civility when you tore apart our cities and countries and didn’t give a shit? Where was your civility when you fucking turned the whole earth in to one bloody prison farm? Where was the civility when you tore entire families apart? Where was your civility when,” pointing to Sammy and Charlie, “when you upended these poor bastards and sent them half way across the bloody world? Where was your civility when you planted a mob of foreigners at our gates without even asking if we fucking wanted them here? To top that off, what fucking type of civility is it to kidnap and brain fuck humans just because you want to use them as cannon fodder for your stinking army? Just ask Joe, cause it’s his brother and sister you fucking took and are still bloody missing. Since I know you can read minds then you can probably read the two words that I’m thinking right now and telling you where you can fucking go.” 

JL had by this time recovered enough of his wits and was more than a little afraid for his friend after his fiery outburst. JL knew that with the Faey you don’t literally fuck around, so the first thing he had to do was to get Matty to shut his mouth. Perhaps it was too late, but he had to try. 

He interjected quickly, “Matty, pull your bloody head in right now and just shut the fuck up!” 

Now if there was one person besides Trev that could shut up Matty in mid stride it was JL. In many ways JL was a kind of father figure and big brother all rolled in to one to Matty. It was actually pretty much of a two-way relationship, with Matty filling in that place for JL, being the son that he had never had, though he did have a number of daughters and a loving wife. 

Rising to his feet and turning to face the white haired Faey woman, “I’m sorry miss, what is it you wanted?” JL asked cautiously and apologetically. 

“I said that there has, I think, been a mistake. We are not here for the reasons you seem think we are here for,” she replied in her Faey accented English, giving an annoyed glance at Matty.

 “Then why are you here, Miss?” prompted JL. 

Turning to face JL but raising her voice so that the entire tavern could hear it, she replied in a much calmer voice.

“As you are all well aware, the Planet Terra is now under the guardianship of House Karrine. In a deal brokered between Empress Dahnai Merrane and the Grand Duke Karrine, we, the Empress’s Marines are to remain and help maintain order on Terra until it has established its own military and police forces. Our orders have us based in this town and to patrol this area, especially the near worker residences. We also are here to help assist update the medical services as well.” 

“Here?” demanded Matty, unable to hold himself back. “In our town? You’re bullshitting me aren’t you?” 

“No sir. These are our orders,” pointing to the hand held scanner panel. 

“Oh, that's fucking great! Not only do we have to put up with you damn cassowaries in Brissie, Melbourne and Sydney, we now have you here as well. That’s it! I’ve had fucking enough!” With that Matty straightened his back and walked past the now un-helmeted squad, and walked out the door, giving them the two-fingered salute in passing. 

The shell shocked room held its collective breath, as if the waited the Faey response, which everyone knew was going to probably going to be brutal and swift. No way could they let an affront like that go unanswered. 

Most of Faey looked at each other, their faces unreadable, obviously speaking telepathically, whilst the white haired one looked at the back of swiftly departing Matty. Then all as one, they burst out laughing. 

All the humans in the pub had their eyes locked on the Faey, then turned to each other, flummoxed. There was an audible sigh of relief, as may people had been holding their breath, worried about what might happen. Of all the reactions they expected, raucous laughter wasn’t one of them. Rowdy suspected that somehow, a single unarmed backwards human, in dinky backwards town, on backwards planet having the balls to give a piece of his mind to a group of armoured, armed and telepathic Faey was somehow funny to them, though she personally couldn’t see the humour in it. Faey were really weird.

Wiping tears of laughter from her eyes, the white haired Faey turned to a smaller bright green haired Faey.

“I guess that would definitely count as one of the more original ways of demonstrating one’s legal right to show displeasure in public. Malla, please make the arrangements.”

“Yes, Warrant officer,” she replied, with more than a little mirth still in her voice.

She retracing her steps to Keith and Nanda, who were sharing a look of utter astonishment at the sudden turn of events. Nanda was still shaking and clinging to Keith, with a fear filled face. The squad seemed a bit taken aback, surprised at this level of fear. A quick mental probe made things clearer. 

Aye Nanda had been born in Burma, in the Karen province. She had lived in native village, and had been taught some English by a Christian missionary who worked there. One day, the soldiers from the State Peace and Development Council came, seeking Karen National Union soldiers. They were also after anything they could steal, and for workers for a pipeline project. She had been in the hut of the missionary when the soldiers came, and had seen them shoot her father. Her mother had jumped over a ledge into the river below, to avoid being taken by them. The missionary had taken Nanda into the forest behind the village, and they had made their way to Thailand, like many other Karen refugees. The loss of her family had deeply marked her, and she was desperately afraid it would happen again.

We are going to have to treat these people very carefully sent the officer in charge to her troops. No-one deserves what has happened to her.

More than one of the humans in the pub wondered to himself, “Just what the hell is going on?”

“Mr. Miller?” asked the green haired Faey politely, in accented English. 

“Yes, how can I help you?” answered Keith in Faey, now being quite glad that they had made him get the language implanted.

“Oh, you speak Faey?” she asked happily, in the same language.

“Yes, it was required by the Tourism board. Though honestly, I would never have thought I would be needing it here in Linville.”

“You never know when something is going to come in useful, do you?” she replied with a bright smile which made Keith’s knees go a little weak, coming from such a beautiful young woman. He felt Nanda’s grip tighten a bit, with her nails digging into his arm. “It might be better, under the circumstances, to conduct this conversation in English so that others don’t misconstrue our purpose here.”

“Wow, that’s the first time I have ever heard a Faey say that. Most of them, no offence ma’am, were too arrogant to even bother speaking English. But you’re right,” he answered in Faey. 

“So, Mr. Miller, what we would like, is to rent the rooms you have in your hotel. That is, for the eight of us, until we can arrange something more permanent. Payment will be coming direct from the Crown, through the Imperial marines. The bill will be sent to our HQ, who will be reimbursed by either House Karrine or the United Nations, I am not sure which at present. We would also like to arrange meals if possible. Also what arrangements are there for cleaning of clothes and uniforms?" asked Mala in English, for the benefit of all those who didn’t understand Faey.

Keith looked at Nanda, who looked back at him. They were both wondering just how this was going to affect business and what the town was going to do when they found out he had eight Faey planted in his hotel,

“I don’t need my talent to see that you’re worried about the effects of hosting us are going to have on your business. Well, be assured that the UN or House Karrine will reimburse any losses within reason. We will have Sargent Sami Thrynne, who doubles as one of our squad’s paymasters go over the details with you.”

“That’s me.” said Sami, moving her hand with a friendly wave. Sami was rather tall for the average Faey, yet she still had those pattern Faey good looks, all be it with a head of very human looking blonde hair.

“If you wouldn’t mind, Mr. Miller, could you please show us to our rooms, as we are honestly quite fatigued from our trip here, and some of us would like a shower.” asked Malla politely.

“Thank Trelle,” muttered young Dahnai Demare under her breath. She hated being dirty, and was desperate for the chance to finally wash away the dust and dirt of their long journey. Dahnai had been named in the honour of the Empress by her parents, who were staunch Royalists, and lived in a small system with only one inhabitable world. Besides being named for the empress, she also shared her good looks and even her copper brown hair. Though what really proved that Dahnai had walked through Trelle’s hair was the fact that not only was she strong with talent she was a listener as well. That fact was only known to the Lieutenant and the senior NCO.

“Buck UP marine!” said Lana Vemale, one of the squad’s twins. “This isn’t kiddy camp any more.”

“Yeah, there aren’t even any rides to go on,” added Lini, her twin, with an impish whisper.

I don’t know, there are rides, and RIDES, sent back Lana to them both, looking around the male dominated bar, with a lascivious leer in her thoughts.

Lini rolled her eyes and sighed, much to the delight of Dahnai and Lana. 

“In just a few minutes, ladies, I will have you shown up to your rooms, but if you could please give me the billing information and under whose name this reservation is under,” asked Keith politely, thought in truth without too much enthusiasm. He placed a panel, the Faey version of the good old credit card machine on the bar top.

In truth, most patrons either paid cash or had a tab, which was cleared up at the end of the month or longer, if Keith was in a kind mood. In practice, most people avoided credit or debit cards if they could, knowing that it wasn’t only the Faey version of Australian Capital Territory Revenue Office (ACTRO), that was interested in their movement. With the electronic transfer system that the Faey used, he was losing a small percentage of each transfer in fees, so he generally preferred cash. It was also easier to barter some things with regulars, like fresh mutton or beef for beer.

The Faey would fill his small hotel, and they would probably drive some of his regular customers away. True, it was a good income from them, but it might lead to a cashflow problem if he let them build up a monthly tab.

 “That would be me,” said one of the two Faey that had so far remained at the back of the group. 

JL had noticed whilst all the others had been doing what was required, these two had been standing quietly observing everything. These must be the officers and the others enlisted, reasoned JL to himself. When he was a younger man, he had served in No. 34 Squadron, which used to be based at Canberra International Airport. He had spent six years in the RAAF, learnt a trade (Avionics Technician) and had ended up a Flight Sargent. Not that it had done him much bloody good when it came to running a farm. Typical bloody military. 

“My name is Lieutenant Rivi Indarre, and this is my squad.” answered a rather stern looking but still beautiful Faey woman. The lieutenant had a shock of hair that was a dark blue but meshed nicely with her light blue skin. JL have never seen that particular combination before, and reckoned it must be pretty rare. 

“Well ma’am, if you would just add the details and provide your thumb print, we will have you on your way in half a tick,” said Keith pleasantly, hiding his concerns.

The lieutenant made her way to the bar top as the rest of the Faey moved quickly and respectfully to the side.

“This lady has the respect of her troops, that’s pretty obvious,” thought JL knowingly. “Must be a good officer, though I think that’s a bit of a contradiction in terms, as common as the a bunyip, and all that.” He added to himself, referring to the mythical Aboriginal creature.

She was followed quickly to the bar top by the second Faey woman, who had slightly different armor. This second Faey’s armour was not quite the matt black of that worn by the marines. It had a purplish hue to it, and the front had a coat of arms on it. JL noticed that the response of the grunts to this other officer wasn’t nearly as courteous or respectful. He had spent enough time in the military to smell the disdain for a disliked officer miles away. “Aha, this is going to be interesting,” he thought, and filed it away for future use.

Keith gave a bit of gulp as all the attention of all the Faey was again focused on him but he replied steadily “Ma’am, before you agree to anything, it’s only right you should know the house rates and rules. He quoted a rate for the rooms. “That includes brekkie, ah, breakfast,” he clarified. “Lunch and dinner are normally extra, but seeing as you are going to be here long term. I am sure we can work something reasonable out with your Quartermaster. Food and drinks will be logged against this account, and you can settle at the end of each week,” he added.

“Can you make sure that only non-alcoholic drinks are booked against the squad account?” requested lieutenant Indarre, glancing a bit sternly at her troops, some of who looked disappointed. “They can get drunk on their own money!”

“Yes, certainly,” replied Keith, making a notation on the panel. “Me wife Nanda is the local chef, and it’s with her or myself you should work out a menu that suits your tastes. I don’t think she knows too many Faey dishes, but she cooks a great Mohingar, which is Burmese fish and noodle dish and khao tom, a kind of Thai breakfast soup, and her jok porridge for brekkie is absolutely out of the box,” said Keith with a bit of pride in his voice. “There’s also cereals, toast and spreads as well, fruit and tea and coffee. It sets you up a treat.”

“Also, the rules are simple. The maid comes twice a week to change the linens, there’s a guest laundry room, the machine there takes tokens, which you get from the bar.” The machines actually took the Australian coins from before the Subjugation. Keith had seen no reason to have them changed, and kept a supply of old coins in a box behind the bar for guests, the pool table and jukebox. “If you want a laundry service, or dry cleaning, we can take care of it on a case by case basis, but we may not be familiar with the treatment of some more exotic cloths.”

“We can’t be held responsible for any thefts or damages and we have a safe if you should need it. We do ask you to remember that except for the bar area this is a family style hotel and please keep the decorum when ever possible. Er.. oh, yeah, if something does break, give us a shout and we will do our best to fix it, however any intentional damage to property will be added to the tab. Other than that, we welcome you to our Hotel and hope you have a pleasant stay.” 

He’s an honest one sent Sargent Sami Thrynne approvingly to her lieutenant He takes great pride in his work, we’ll be taken care off over here. 

I fully concur, Sergeant sent the lieutenant in reply. 

The lieutenant then smiled a winning smile, which put Nanda and Keith a little more at ease. 

“We find your conditions to be acceptable Mr. Miller, and if you would be as so kind, could you please arrange for us to be… what’s that term again in English again... yes, booked in, that’s it, booked in.” 

The dark blue haired Faey then preceded to hand him a Faey version of a credit card, embedded on both sides with the symbol of the Imperial Marines. Keith placed it face down on the glass top of the credit/debit machine and a few seconds later an electronic beep sounded. Returning the card to its owner, he then turned the small credit/debit machine around and the lieutenant affixed her thumbprint on the small area of the screen set aside for that purpose. A second later, another beep sounded and the words “transaction accepted” in Faey floated across the screen. 

“OK, that’s that, ladies. Just give us a tick to get you the keys, and you will be on your way.”

“Keys? As in keys and a lock?” asked Dahnai in wonder.

“Yes, Miss.” replied Keith with a little bit of a wounded look on his face. “Whilst this might not be as fancy as the Marriott, it is, without a doubt, the best hotel for kilometres around, and our service is second to none. I have yet to hear anyone knock our service, for comfort or cleanliness.” 

Marine, I think you may have insulted him and this is a man who takes his job very seriously. So now would be a good time to apologise, you tit-less wonder! sent the warrant officer openly with more than a little displeasure in her tone.

“I meant no disrespect sir,” said Dahnai quickly. “It’s just I don’t think I have seen those, I’ve just read about them in the history vids.”

Keith gave a start, then a shake with his head and a small chuckle. “In that case, let me be the first to give you a hands on history lesson.” 

“Mr. Miller,” interrupted the lieutenant. “I just have two more questions, then we will leave you in peace.”

“Sure thing, Captain.” Blurted out Keith, momentarily caught off guard by the question. He then turned a bright red and gave a deep gulp, realising that not only he may have insulted a Faey, he had actually insulted one of the Empress’s marines. Nanda standing next to him actually gasped out loud. Lieutenant Rivi Indarre just gave a disarming smile in response and a wave of her hand indicating it was of no import.

“It’s Lieutenant, and you don't have to worry. We have only just met, and I would not expect for you to remember everyone’s name and rank first off. So you don’t have to worry that you have impugned the honour of the corps because you haven’t.” Both Keith and Nanda gave a hearty sigh of relief. 

Dealing with Faey was always such a nerve-wracking business. Trillane troops had been known to make examples of anyone they decided was not obedient enough, and it had gotten much worse during Jason Fox’s rebellion, when they had punished entire areas just in case they might sympathise with the rebellion.

“My questions are, firstly, do you know of an area where we could store our hover cars and air bikes and other equipment?” 

“Mmm, it would depend on the size of the vehicles and the amount of equipment you have. The closest place is probably the parking lot across the road, but there is no shelter there, so anything there is going to get very hot. Make sure your ladies are careful about touching anything that has been in the sun for any length of time. You can burn your hand. I can ask around if anyone has room in a barn or something. Otherwise, you can store it around the back, though that wouldn’t really be ideal for the long term,” replied Keith after considering for a moment.

“The other thing is, I was wondering if there is in the vicinity an auditorium or meeting place, where we could hold a Community Meeting? We would like to introduce ourselves to the local population and explain our mission here as to avoid any further misunderstandings.” Said the officer with a disarming smile.

“The best thing I could suggest is our local primary school, and the lady you would want to contact is the Principal, Selina Barry. It’s not really that big, but it does have a hall where most of us could fit in and it is air conditioned.” Keith took a piece of paper and wrote her number on it and handed it to the lieutenant. “My daughter is a student there,” Keith said as way of explanation.

Keith then reached under the bar top, and brought out the large compartmentalised box that held the keys to the rooms. Each key had a tag along with a number written on it. Looking up at the Lieutenant, he asked, “How do you want to assign the rooms?”

“The fleet inspector and myself, will take rooms eight and seven.”

“Good choice, those are the quietest,” smiled Keith.

“Rooms six and five will be for the warrant officer and the sergeant,” said Rivi. “Room four for marine Timira, rooms three and two for the Marines Vemale and room one for Dahnai Demare,” she finished.

Keith then proceeded to hold up each key in turn, and it was claimed by the person who had been assigned that particular room.

“Ladies, do you have any baggage?” Keith asked, looking around and seeing none.

“It’s outside,” answered the white haired Faey, who Keith remembered had been called Warrant Officer by the others.

“Er, OK, so if you ladies would please follow me, we will get you set up.”

Keith then exited from behind bar and walked around the Faey who then turned to follow him out. JL and the others watched silently, as the Marines slowly exited the bar. They were a bit surprised when the last marine out, obviously the youngest one, suddenly turned around and gave Clinton a rather saucy wink and smile and sauntered out with her hips swaying in a most seductive manner. The entire LCC then turned to look at Clinton who had by this time turned a bright beet red and lowered his face into his hands.

“Oh, God!” he moaned, which was greeted by chuckles and grins from most of the rest of the team.

JL then declared the meeting over, and they all stood up and the look that passed between them as they silently left the pub needed no words, though up shit creek without a paddle would have summed it up best.

Nicky and the others walked as quickly as was politely possible past the Faey, who were now gathering up their kit bags, and dispersed into the night. Despite the situation, Nicky couldn’t help but smirk as that last Faey, the one with the copper brown hair, gave Clinton the once over again, and she wasn’t exactly shy about it, either. If there was one thing had you had to admire about the Faey, they didn’t pull any punches. Clinton Perren, for his part, tried to put as much distance as possible between himself and that blue skinned woman.

Holding her car keys in her hand as she walked towards her car, Nicky mused over the impact that the Faey would have on their town, and more importantly on the men folk. As a whole, the experience between the woman of Earth and the Faey had been something of a mixed affair. Taking her university campus for example, there were some elements who were only too happy to have them there. They saw them as literally Angles coming to redeem the female population from the evil hand of their male chauvinistic oppressors, and even Nicky had to agree they had a point to an extent. She loved the guys and her uncle but she wasn’t blind to some of their faults either. Others looked at them as little more than prossies, or cheap sluts doing anything they could to seduce their man or even women into bed. Cheap tarts having no morals or modesty at all! 

Nicky, with her logical mind, reasoned the truth was somewhat in the middle of those two extremes. She for her part, rather liked the Faey culture, and appreciated them for their directness and openness. They also had a wicked sense of humour and weren’t above laughing at themselves, even though sometimes their humour was a bit weird. In a lot of ways, they reminded her of a bunch of footy players, having that whole guy\macho group mentality and fucking hot chicks that goes along with it. The fact that they could read her mind didn’t bother her a whole deal, cause she wouldn't be shy to say something if she wanted to but she did feel there were some things that should remain private. The funny thing was, though, that if you spoke with them one on one, they could be your best girlfriend as any other girl who as born on earth.

She did have friends who were very put off by the demanding and brash behaviour of the Faey or their telepathy. The fact they had invaded our planet hadn’t won them many brownie points either. The Faey had also imported into Australia many millions of workers for the new vast hydroponics farms in the interior. People were now concerned about what would be done with these new immigrants. May had come from overcrowded third world countries, and did not want to return, while many Australians did not want them there.

Some of her girl friends were a mixture of all of the above.

Nicky did have a few Faey friends on campus, but she didn’t advertise the fact at home, knowing that it would not go over too well, especially with her Matty, who unfortunately had been exposed to the less benevolent side of the Faey. Not that she could blame him.

She had parked her small silver Hyundai Getz at the end of the nearest side street. In truth she was proud of her car, though some of the blokes gave her a bit of stick over it. She climbed in and turned on the engine and pulled away from the curb. Chucking a yewy, which was Australian for making a U-turn, she made her way back to the main road and turned for home 

Alone in the silence, Nicky’s thoughts soon turned to worrying about Matty. As much as her heart went out to him, and she wanted to give him a hug, telling him they were all thinking about him, she knew right now he needed his space.

Matty had been her besty friend almost since her first day in prep, after rescuing her chocolate eclair after it had been nicked by Alby Martin. The fact that he had kicked the eleven-year-old bully in the balls to do it, only increased her admiration, for he had only been about eight or nine at the time. That took true bottle to clock an older in the balls for a little five-year-old whipper-snapper you didn’t even really know, just because you didn’t think it was fair dinkum. He was lucky that Mr. Procell showed up in the playground at that moment as well, for retribution would have been swift and painful indeed.

From that day on they had been best mates, and their families had been quite friendly as well, at least until his dad had died, and as a result his mom gone in to a slow decline, shutting herself off from the world at large. His dad had made a bob or two, so they were reasonably well off, but his death had left its mark on Matty. In some ways, Uncle Justin was as much father to Matty as his own father had been. It was no secret that in a lot of ways Matty was the son he had never had. The truth was that Auntie Sandra and the kids loved him a lot as well, and considered him to be a real part of the family. He had certainly spent more time there than at his own home.

Nicky could have almost guessed where he would be or what he would be doing, that how well she knew him, but she knew he probably wouldn’t really appreciate it if she barged up on him. Yet how could she just leave him with all that pain?

“Screw this, I’m going to get the stupid dill, even if only to save him from himself,” she swore out loud, turning the car around and heading back in the other direction.

