Chapter 4

If there had been a time in Matty’s life when he had been angrier, he couldn’t remember it. He was like a bee in a bottle, absolutely beyond ropeable. He was just that angry. 

His anger at the Faey had several roots. He was annoyed because they had invaded his planet. He was angry because his former boss had killed himself due to the Faey. He was enraged because they had made him work on a farm, rather than as a stockman. He was furious with his mate Trev for killing himself in a bloody accident. But what made him fit to be tied, was that in spite of himself, he found them attractive, but he was deathly afraid of them because of their power. His anger was as much at his fear as anything else. How could such attractive women have been responsible for so much suffering? And so his anger and misery raged.

“Those absolutely fucking bloody arseholes!” he swore out loud enough for the whole shire to hear, as he stormed out into the street. “Who the fucking hell do they think they are? Youse stupid shits can fucking well kiss my arse! Do you hear me, you fucking wogs?” He yelled, shaking his fist at the hotel.

Matty then turned and stormed off towards to his Ute, pulling the door open and jumping in. He then slammed it shut with such force that the windows shook. Twisting the key with a violent snap of his hand, he pulled out into the street and started to move. He himself didn’t even know where he was going, he knew he just had to get away from here as fast as possible. 

With the air turning blue from the his loud and vehement swearing, Matty seemed to be following no path, just randomly turning down street after street, up one road and down another as he worked his anger through. Without knowing it, he found himself outside the local community pool. Parking the Ute, Matty got out, pocketed the keys and walked towards the tall fenced in swimming pool and changing rooms. After punching in the access code, he opened the door and closed it behind him. Matty might be mad as a cut snake, but he wasn’t that far gone, that he would leave it open and have some little kid end up on the bottom of the pool because of him.

The pool had a light on by the changing room, that was covered in mozzies and moths and shed just enough light for him to see. Matty started pacing back and forth swearing up a storm but slowly as reason returned he seated himself on a sundeck chair hugged his knees to his chest as he tried to work it all out.

The pool held a special place in Matty’s heart and never failed to arouse in him a sense of peace. For it was here that his father had taught him to swim, and he and Jono had been brought by their mother to play and swim in those happier days. Even though Brisbane was only a few hours away by car, it wasn’t always possible to visit the beaches there, so they had spent a lot of time at the pool. It wasn’t necessarily used too much, even by the locals, which had made it even better for Matty and Jono. Though their mates Steve, Trevor, Chris and Ron had used it with some regularity. So, too, did Nicky’s family. 

Matty had by now calmed down enough, to notice he was making an absolute feast for the mozzies, but that wasn’t enough to cause him to move. He knew he had to figure out something, because no way was he going to let those bastards stay in his town, yet on the other hand, he knew that he didn’t have the resources to fight them like the Duke Karrine had done. He didn’t have a band of freedom fighters, or any fancy weapons. The others would probably oppose him to avoid trouble, but that didn’t mean he was going to give up. If this was going to be his Gallipoli so be it. He owed it to Trev, didn’t he? Didn’t he? 

So involved was Matty in brooding over his plans and plots as he stared intently into the pool’s waters, that he didn’t hear the engine as the small silver car pulled up. He didn’t notice as the lithe brown haired figure silently slipped through the gate and make her way to stand behind the deck chair. 

Matty jumped almost fifteen meters in the air when he felt a hand touch his shoulder. With his heart hammering away like a demented drummer, he turned around. He noticed a white t-shirted figure moving the other way and planting herself in his lap, and giving him a big hug. Knowing instinctively who it was, he turned back and gave her an almost desperate hug back. They just sat there hugging each other not saying a word for no words were necessary. 

Matty didn’t know how long they sat there, hugging each other with their eyes closed, with Matty’s head buried between Nicky’s head and shoulder. He didn’t want to move, just be surrounded by the love and in the presence of someone who was as dear to him as his own flesh and blood.

Matty was a bit surprised when she moved her head, thinking she must want to get up, opened his eyes and found her staring him in the face, with an almost unreadable look in her eyes, she then lowered her lips to his and kissed him. It was no peck or chaste kiss either, but one that a woman gives to her beloved, that mixture of love, want, sweetness and desire and Matty to his great surprise returned it almost in full measure.

Her hands now placed around the back of his head, she sought to draw him even deeper into that kiss and all the promise that it foretold. Matty felt himself drowning in the sweetness and desire of that kiss and for a moment wanted nothing more than to respond in kind, and escape from the pain in his world. Yet somewhere deep inside himself, he knew, whilst as much as he wanted too, now wasn’t the time. Nicky wasn’t looking for a quick root in the bushes, she was looking for a commitment and he just couldn’t give it to her just yet. Maybe one day, but not today. One thing was for sure, she was no longer behaving like she was his little sister, and he was unsure about how to react to that.

He slowly pulled out of her embrace, despite her unwillingness to let him go. She then looked into his eyes, and that look summed it all up. She saw the remains of his pain, and his mortified expression, and some of his desire. She then blushed, and turned away embarrassed at her obviously mistaken intent. How foolish she'd been, she had ruined everything! Tears started to form in her eyes.

Matty then put his hand under her chin, raising her head to force her to look at him and placed a finger on her lips, with a slight smile.

“Nicky, listen to me. Honestly, I find you to be one of the most intelligent, wonderful and beautiful women I know, not only that, you’re one my best mates ever, and if I could honestly give my heart to someone, I would give it to you. The problem is that with all this shit going on in my life, I can’t commit myself yet. I don’t say I won’t in the future, I just can’t do it just now. You don’t want a root, lass, you want a commitment. For me to do otherwise would ruin it for us both. Though I wouldn’t say no to the root,” he added with a small smirk as she punched him in the chest playfully through the tears. 

“What we need to do, is give it some space and see where things go. Who knows, you might find some better bloke, and I would be the first to be happy for you.”

Though they both knew that was a lie. Nicky knew that she had her heart set on Matty since day one, and now Matty knew it as well. Matty was struggling, because she was still a little sister to him.

As the walked up the path to their cars in silence, Matty knew that in more than one way, things were never going to be the same again.

-- x --

Walking across the yard at the back of the hotel, Aye Nanda glanced at clock on the wall and noticed it was just a little before five-thirty in the morning. She looked forwards to the cool air conditioning inside the hotel, rather than the hot and muggy conditions outside. She had not even dreamt of such luxuries in her childhood, but she greatly appreciated them now. The sun might not have risen yet, but she knew it was going to be another scorching hot day.

In a deal worked out with her husband, each one of them would rotate opening the pub a different day, and unlike Burma or Thai time, the pub would open exactly at eight each morning. The one at home would bathe, dress and prepare their daughter for the day. Though in truth, Aye Nanda had already prepared everything, knowing her husband only too well and all he had to do was bathe her and give her brekkie and get her off to school on time.

Their home was across the yard from the hotel. They had built it there so that they could be available for their guests whenever needed, but far enough away so that late night events would not disturb their daughter’s sleep.

Aye Nanda felt truly blessed to be married to such wonderful provider and faithful husband as Keith. The missionary who had saved her, and brought her to Thailand, had made sure that she was given official papers, unlike many of her compatriots. She had grown up in an orphanage run by the Christian missionaries, helping by teaching some of them Karen, and about her culture, to avoid problems, as she learned Thai. As she grew older, she had even been able to work at a small restaurant, first as a cleaner, then later as a cook. Many Karen refugees were reduced to scrabbling on rubbish heaps, in search of anything that they could recycle. Their homes were frequently destroyed and gangs of masked locals could take their few possessions and chickens. The Thai police ignored this abuse, because they had no papers. Most of them still regarded this as better than returning to Burma, where they were subject to much worse abuses.

Her papers had failed to protect her one night, when a couple of local youths, high on “ya ba,” or “crazy drug” as the methamphetamine pills were known locally, decided to attack her because she was Burmese. She had been lucky that Keith had been passing by with some friends. Keith had been visiting Lamphun, a charming town close to Chiang Mai, which was off the main tourist trail. Keith had decided to stay around, and explore the area. He liked the relaxed atmosphere, with few of the hassles that there were in the more touristy places. Aye Nanda had been his translator as they visited the local villages and temples, and she explained about the significance of various paintings as aspects of the life of the Buddha in her broken English. It had taken a while for Keith to find out her story, but like most pub landlords, he was a good listener, hearing much more than just what was said. He also had a finely tuned bullshit detector, since barmen hear more than their fair share of hard luck stories, real and imaginary. 

After ten days with her, and with his holiday coming to an end, he had proposed. Her English had been terrible and in truth it still wasn’t the best, then again neither was his Sgwa Karen, which was much worse, though he had been trying to improve it. They had understood each other, he had wisely not complained. They had followed almost a traditional Thai courtship, even though it was hurried. They had decided to get married in both Thailand and Australia.

As a registered refugee, married to an Australian citizen, she had managed to avoid many of the problems Thai brides face when trying to join their husbands in their home country. They were blessed with a beautiful daughter, a “luk kreung” which meant half-child. For Burmese and Thais, this wasn’t seen as a bad thing at all, especially since she was light skinned, which was always seen as a feature of someone belonging to the nobility or upper classes. It was an indication that you could afford not to have to work outside in the sun. It never ceased to amaze that fair skinned westerners would actually sit outside in the sun to get darker!

Over time Keith had become used to how a Burmese woman acts in public, where they don’t show much affection, not even going as far as to hold hands or touch. This was not at all how she acted in private, or when they were comfortable with someone .In fact she didn’t have many of the hangs up westerners do, which Keith found out much to his delight.

Whilst it was true that even now, they sometimes had a clash of culture, but it was usually resolved by discussion and really understanding and loving each other. The Burmese, like Thais, are by tradition very non-confrontational and usually never verbally disagree with anyone. They have in fact become masters of reading body language and you have to be observant to pick up their changes in mood. A concept that they live with is known as “Jai Yen” or “Cool Heart.”

For a Theravada Buddhist, Jai Yen is the preferred approach to any situation. If someone cuts you off in traffic, you shrug your shoulders and suppress your natural urge to run the guy into a ditch. Jai yen. For Buddhists, an emotionally moderate, non-confrontational approach to life will bring its reward when you are reborn. Practice Jai yen, and you will advance on the wheel of life, and will come back as superior individual; get angry easily and you may find yourself returning as a cockroach in the middle of a pogo-stick convention.

To a Buddhist, losing your temper, or rather outwardly showing any display of anger, is considered crude and extremely bad manners. By not remaining Jai yen you caused a loss of face. In fact, many of Keith and Nanda’s worst arguments were not for things considered typical in the west, but rather came from situations where Keith had lost his temper in public. By not remaining Jai yen, Keith caused loss of face to himself, and by extension she experienced loss of face as well.

So Nanda’s view on life was, Jai yen, calm down, please. Take it easy and don’t let things that are beyond your control get you upset. You’ll be viewed in a much more positive light by everyone and be happier too. Life becomes much less stressful to let things slide a bit and relax over the little things in your life. Focus on the things you have control over and let the rest take care of itself. You’ll be much more relaxed and happy in the long run.

In spite this philosophy, she had been glad for her homeland when the Faey had landed. The new Grand Duke Karrine’s declaration that the governments in charge before the Subjugation were to be re-instated had filled her with fear. This had turned to joy when the UN had declared the Junta to be an illegal government, and Aung San Suu Kyi, and her National League for Democracy were declared to be in charge. She had actually won the last election, but the military had refused to accept defeat, and had imprisoned her, continuing their dictatorial rule.

Aye Nanda walked across the dusty yard towards the hotel, her attention on the ground in front of her as she walked up the stairs and almost bumped into the uniformed figure standing by the door waiting for her.

Aye Nanda was quite surprised to see the uniformed Faey waiting there by the door. 

“Thank Trelle you’re here,” the bright green haired Faey said brightly.

“Why you here, if may ask?” asked Aye Nanda with a bit of a nervous tremor in her voice

“I’m here to help you cook breakfast for the squad,” was the reply.

Aye Nanda looked up at the Faey as if in disbelief. Of all the things she expected to hear, this was one of the last things she would have ever foreseen.

“That’s right, Mrs. Miller, ma’am. The corps doesn’t impose on anyone’s hospitality. We take care of our own, and part of that is providing meals for our Marines.”

“Very good, but I no need help...”

“I know you may be uncomfortable with the idea, but would you please let me assist you, if not just to let me learn some of that famed cooking your husband was talking about?”

Aye Nanda didn’t know how to refuse that with good grace, and agreed with a nod of her head.

Opening the lock to the front door, she ushered the Faey woman in front of her and followed her inside closing the door with quite a few misgivings. Going to the old Cutler-Hammer fuse box on the wall, she flipped on the electricity, for the bar and kitchen areas and was rewarded by the lights going on and the powerful air conditioner starting to suck the humidity out of the air.

Motioning to the Faey to follow, they entered the spotless kitchen. Aye Nanda immediately went to the cupboard, from which she removed her immaculate chef’s whites and excused herself as she went in to the pantry to change. Returning, she noticed that the Faey marine hadn’t even moved, or touched anything, which earned her quite a bit of respect from Aye Nanda San who was very fastidious when it came to her kitchen. 

Searching about the kitchen, she found a usable apron, which she handed to the marine. It was quickly put on with a practised hand, Aye Nanda noticed.

“Mrs. Miller, could you please tell me what you would have me do?” asked the Faey politely, having placed her beret in a safe place to save it getting dirty. “By the way, my name’s Malla Timira, or you can call me Malla,” she added with a warm smile.

As far as could read her, she did indeed seem willing to help, and was sincere, though with Faey it was sometimes hard to tell. Yet this one did indeed seem different, not like the others who had been here in the days of the Trillane.

“Please, you give me that big pot there and we see what we can make for you to eat?”

Thus started the morning’s cooking, and as the time went on, Aye Nanda San could not get over just how helpful and friendly this Faey was, and how more and more comfortable she was getting with her. She usually took a long time to warm up to anyone.

Malla was always polite, helpful and friendly. It was indeed an eye opener.

They started by discussing what Faey usually ate for breakfast, so that she could decide on what would be most appropriate. She had already prepared rice for Jok the previous night, because it was a good base, which could be flavoured, so that it could be sweet or savoury. The rice for the Jok, which was a rice porridge soup, had been covered in water, and mixed with baking soda, salt and peanut oil. This had been left overnight.

She started Malla heating up a massive stockpot of water, to which they added the rice mix when it was boiling. Malla was given instructions to keep stirring it as the rice thickened, so that Nanda could concentrate on the condiments.

These consisted of a traditional mix of finely chopped scallions, white pepper, cooked shrimp, soy sauce and toasted sesame oil, as well as her special mix of toasted chopped cashew nuts with crushed chilies. These would be served next to the jok, so that people could try and decide which option to add to their jok. There would also be honey, jam and marmalade for those who wanted a sweet option. She knew that Keith liked to eat his with a spoon of Vegemite. Once she was ready, she set Malla to cutting fruit, carefully showing her how to prepare pineapple, mango, melon and bananas. For Malla this was a real treat, because she had only heard about these exotic fruits on the viddy. They might have been readily available on Draconis and other rich planets, but for a marine assigned to a combat zone, exotic food was not a priority, and while fighting the Skaa they had been more interested in surviving until the next meal, rather than what it consisted of. Things were exciting when you were outnumbered by about a thousand to one.

With the help of Malla, breakfast was produced in record time, at least forty-five minutes to an hour faster than Nanda was able to do by herself. Also, she noticed that Malla hadn’t even once questioned what was on the menu and even going as so far to make helpful suggestions, that had speeded up the process even further.

With the food placed in the warmer, and it was way too early to start preparing food for lunch. Aye Nanda San did something she thought she would never do, she invited a Faey to eat breakfast with her. To do otherwise, would be an insult after such wholehearted effort. 

For the Burmese, eating is a serious business not a time for casual chatting. In the corner of the kitchen was a small rounded table with two chairs set close together. In the Burmese culture, when you share food, it is not about elegance, polish or aesthetic success. What is desired is convivial closeness of those who gather to eat over a meeting of hands.

Motioning for her guest to sit, she went to the cupboard and removed some serving ware she had brought with her from Thailand when she came to Australia. This is what she used when she was at home or eating in the kitchen. The dishes she preferred tended to be smaller but of greater depth than the large serving dishes of the west. For relishes, pickles and dips, she used eight-centimetre diameter bowls, for jok, she used fifteen-centimetre bowls. Suitable serving spoons were put into each bowl.

She then went to the refrigerator and brought out some, relishes and dips she had prepared the day before and placed them on the table, along with two cups and plates before Malla, who had this all time sat there, observing silently. 

She then went to the cupboard and took a serving bowl for the Jok. Going to the warmer, she took a serving spoon hanging on the wall for that purpose and filled up the serving bowl till it was almost overflowing. One thing about a Burmese hostess is that they aren’t shy about piling the rice on their guests, who by tradition are meant to say they have had plenty as well. Feeding a guest well, and showing you had enough food were essential to show you could take care of yourself, and to save face. Especially if you did not have enough to eat, and in Burma, famine was all too common.

Next, she placed the serving dish on top of the cutting table, and went to the cutlery draw to remove a spoon for Malla to use. She returned with the serving dish and the spoon wrapped in a napkin, which she placed by Malla’s place and proceeded to serve the rice as was expected of a good hostess.

What surprised her, so much that she almost dropped the serving bowl, was that instead of using the spoon as was traditional in Australia and she was sure Draconis, Malla used her right hand to eat. This alien was following the Burmese and Thai custom of using only the thumb, fore finger and middle finger up to the first joints, and using her left hand for handling the serving spoons. She was quite neat as well, what was considered to be good table manners. 

Aye Nanda San was no fool, she knew that Malla had probably read her mind, but the fact that she had done so in order to honour her, and follow her traditions had touched her greatly.

After finishing eating, Malla requested permission to wash her hands, which Aye Nanda agreed to with a nod of her head. 

“Miss Malla, please use the small sink on the side, for there is soap and also a clean towel for your hands.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Miller,” replied the Faey marine making her way to the sink to do just that.

Meanwhile, Aye Nanda busied herself with removing the utensils from the table and returning the uneaten dips and relishes to the fridge. By the time she had finished around Malla had already returned and was picking up the dirty plates.

“Where should I place these?” she enquired.

“Oi, you do too much, please give them to me,” Nanda said, removing the dirty dishes from her hands and placing them in the sink, where she started to wash them.

Glancing at the digital clock on the wall, Malla noticed it was already 7:40 am, and looking out the window she could see it was going to be another hot day, she thought with a sigh.

“Mrs. Miller, where would you like for me to arrange the squad to eat?” she asked.

“Dat depends on you. You can use the cafeteria or sometime when it’s a little cooler it’s nice to eat outside. I just hope you know, I can arrange take away as well.”

“We can do that.”

“Plus Miss Malla, you tell me what you like and we do it. I read on civnet that Faey like seafood, it’s easy for me to do, just give me recipe and we do it or you will have to trust me.”

“Our stomachs are in your hands!” laughed Malla, to which Aye Nanda San returned a smile.

“What hours do you need to be served?”

“We aren’t really sure yet, that depends on what the Sarge sets up, and we see how the patrol duties rotation works out. I imagine breakfast will be about now, or perhaps at eight a.m. your time. Lunch will probably be a small affair as most of us will be out. Supper, I guess will depend on the same. I don’t really have any solid information yet, but I’ll find out for you.”

“No worries, as Keith says.”

“OK, I will leave you now, and thank you for letting me help you, Mrs. Miller,” said Malla with a small bow to which Aye Nanda san replied. Malla left the kitchen, leaving a rather impressed and much less wary Burmese woman, hoping that finally things might finally work out for them all.

The marines might be on a peacekeeping mission, but part of that meant maintaining a strict physical fitness program. The marines were an elite unit because to the strength of their telepathy. To maintain an ability to fight with their minds, they also had to be physically fit, as the mental combat placed extreme stress on the body, especially the cardiovascular systems. Whilst not as rigorous as boot camp, the Corps was quite specific on the level of fitness it required, and demanded from all of its marines, officers included. 

Another reason for this was to give time for the marines to fully adapt the local planetary conditions. Marines had to be able to adapt to many situations quickly and efficiently and changes in gravity, even as slight as ten percent either way have a profound affect on everything from the way one walks, runs, catches a ball or even simple things like tripping and falling. Throw in oxygen levels, heat and humidity and other factors, and it requires quite a considerable amount of physical training and time to fully acclimatise and determine what they could physically do, thus minimising the risk of unnecessary injury and reactions to the environment, like heat exhaustion or altitude sickness.

At the hour of six local time, each Marine was woken up by the warrant officer who doubled as the PFO or Physical Fitness Officer. By six thirty a.m. local time, each had already changed into sweats, downed a special energy drink developed by Faey scientists for this very purpose, and were waiting at attention in the parking lot across the street. This would double as their parade ground and storage area until something more permanent was worked out.

In the Marines, The PFO was the Officer In Charge or OIC during all physical training. Under such circumstances even an officer of a higher rank was sub servant to the PFO, throughout the training session. In wasn’t uncommon to see a staff Sergeant PFO training and barking at senior officers, and as long as it was fair, no one said a word. However, any NCOs who decided to use the session for revenge or harassment soon found themselves in charge of latrine duty or things even worse.

The warrant officer, arrived shortly after, dragging behind her a mid sized coolbox type container on wheels. Part of her job was to ensure the marines remained healthy, and an essential aspect of that was to ensure they didn’t become dehydrated in the hot sun. So, the container, in addition to holding basic first aid equipment and bandages, was also a mini fridge, holding enough energy drinks for a squad twice their size.

With the sun slowly rising in the East, the PFO placed the container a small distance from the squad and marched in quick step up in to front of the squad.

“Stand at Ease!” barked the PFO and as one they assumed the position of “Parade-Rest.” That is, their hands behind their backs, legs spread shoulder width, and eyes faced forward towards the Officer in charge.

The PFO then, as custom dictated, inspected the squad, though in a small squad like this it was more going through the motions, than really requiring it, but that was the military for you.

“Relax!” barked the warrant officer. This was a sign that whilst their feet couldn’t move, they could make more significant movements or look around. If a commander was not addressing the troops, they were generally allowed to talk quietly.

“OK ladies, lets see if you really remember what it means to be marines!” she barked with an evil smile as she started the exercises. 

The truth was that the marines were very much the elite of all the Faey military arms, not only being the strongest telepathic but also the strongest physically. Thus, their training when compared to the others could only be described as nothing more than absolutely brutal. The wash out rate was for that fact as much as any other. There were many powerful telepaths, who just didn’t have physically what it took to don the black armour of the Empress’s marines.

The Imperial fleet had more prestige, and though everyone respected the fighter pilots for their telepathic power and bravery, many of the other fleet personnel gained their positions through influence or bribery. The regular army was where you went if you didn’t have what it took to be a marine. Fleet officers of the private fleets of the Nobles regarded themselves as equivalent of imperial fleet officers, but they were even more riddled with nepotism. Everyone looked down on the conscripted regulars in the nobles’ armies.

The typical marine NCO, in Terran terms, was in the space of two minutes able to complete in excess of eighty push-ups, run three kilometres in just over ten minutes, run eight kilometres in just over half an hour and complete a twenty five hike with a standard pack in between four and five hours.

For the officers depending on age, it was a bit easier but not by too much. There wasn’t too much fat to be found in the Marine corps’ high ranks.

By Trelle’s garland! Who does she think she is? Does she really think she can keep up with a marine? sent Lini privately to Lana and Dahnai, noticing the pink haired Inspector struggling to keep up with the demanding requirements of the PFO.

That’s Trelle’s own truth! That army punk couldn’t keep up with our old granddad! replied Lana with a telepathic version of a smirk.

That’s no mere army punk, ladies, that’s a Trelle-damned, high muckity-muck Fleet lieutenant herself! sent Lini with her derision bleeding through the sending.

Well I wouldn’t even put her in charge of a garbage barge, even that would be too good for her ladyship. Shit, I wouldn’t even put her in charge of one of those primitive sail ships we saw at the port when we arrived. replied Dahnai with a laugh.

After a few minutes, the PFO announced a halt and ordered every one to take a drink, which was greeted with a sigh of relief from more than Inspector Rora Suralle, who was struggling just to walk to the container. 

The Lieutenant, taking pity on her fellow officer, pulled her to the side and sent privately Rora, there’s nothing to be ashamed about. Marine physical fitness is of a much higher standard than the average House army, and with time you will adjust. We all did.

Rora was too exhausted to even send, she just nodded her head dumbly. 

Due to the rising heat, the marines were permitted to remove their sweats, and train in their corps issued black spaghetti strap tank tops and shorts, bowing to the local customs of modesty.

In order to improve and train their reactions to the local conditions, and to shake up the fitness session, the PFO organised a Faey version of what can only be termed volley ball. This would give a cardiovascular workout, and help train them to judge the local gravity.

Due to uneven number of players, the Lieutenant tactfully suggested that to play uneven teams would be unfair, and with Malla helping Aye Nanda in the kitchen, it would be only fair if some one sat out. She requested politely if Rora would perhaps be willing to sit out this game, and act as referee.

Rora, who was still breathing heavily, and had not even managed to swallow her drink, nodded thankfully and all but collapsed onto the container. 

Well ladies, how do you want to do this? sent the PFO openly.

“Fairest would be, Dahnai, the Sarge and me, versus the Lieutenant, you and Lana” replied Lini.

“All agree?” asked the PFO.

Everyone nodded in agreement, and the two teams separated. The PFO then went to the container and popped open a section that held two self-inflating balls for this very purpose and a length of rope used to mark the boundary area for each team. The game was really very simple, players on each team could use their hands, feet, heads or arms to pass to each other or to throw or kick to the other side of the line, and score a point if the ball touched the ground. Some versions let the ball bounce once but the marines were playing the hard core version.

By this time, the small rural town had already woken up, and people started appearing in the street going about their business. More than one did a double take on seeing a group of Faey playing volleyball first thing in the morning. They rubbed their eyes to make sure that they were seeing correctly, because of all the places you might expect to find the Faey, quiet little Linville wasn’t one of them. Whilst most didn’t linger for long, the fact was that quite a big percentage of the blokes appreciated, really appreciated, the view of athletic chicks in tank tops and shorts, running and jumping all over the place. The audience was noticed by the marines, some of whom decided to show off a bit. This caused more than one team to lose a number of points.

Just at that moment, Clinton was walking down the street on his way to the Hotel. Clinton was a student in the local Technical and Further Education school or TAFE for short. He was training to be a plumber, a mundane job that hadn’t changed much, even with the introduction of Faey technical wonders. There are only so many ways of fixing a blocked pipe after all, and even with Faey technology, a pipe was a pipe, and the most efficient way of distributing liquids. His schedule was pretty flexible, with school only three days a week. So often on a off - day, he would drop by and give Keith a helping hand, and the fact that Nanda would give him an awesome lunch and Keith would sport him a cold one had nothing to do with the fact.

He was lost in his thoughts, wondering what he was going to be doing for Keith today, when his thoughts were scattered by an incredibly loud wolf whistle. He looked around wildly at what on Earth had made such a loud sound. He was dismayed to find it had come from one of the Faey across the street in the local parking lot. Not just any Faey, but that same copper brown haired one from the previous night, who had given him a sexy smile and a wave. As one they all stopped their game to stare at him and those looks weren’t exactly motherly either. Blushing a bright red, Clinton quickly leaped the few steps and entered the safety of the hotel, sighing in relief, though even he had to admit that that girl was a pure spunk. 

“By Trelle, that is one handsome man!” sent Lini. “I wonder if he’s as....”

“You can push off right now Lini!” sent back Dahnai hotly. “I saw him first, and he’s mine.”

“Trelle knows, I wouldn't mind wrapping my legs around that hunk of man,” thought Lana, with quite a bit of desire bleeding through her sending. “Been a while since I popped the cork and he looks like a good candidate.”

“You can fuck off as well Lana,” she sent to Lana angrily, using a curse she had picked up during her short time on Earth.

“But that’s just what I want to do!” replied Lana pretending to be innocent. She was answered by a glare from Dahnai.

“Cute ass though,” sent the WO with a wink.

“Yes!” agreed both the Lt. and Sergeant as they enjoyed the view of the afore mentioned body part as the Terran quickly slipped through the door of the hotel. 

The PFO decided that this was probably a good point to pause things for today.

“OK, ladies. Let’s stretch!” she spoke out loud. The marines then went through a series of stretches, holding each one for several seconds. This helped the muscle fibres to realign themselves, and dissipated any build-up of lactic acid and blood in the larger muscles.

The WO then barked out “Squad Dismissed!” 

With that, the session officially finished. The squad gathered up their water bottles, sweats and towels, and followed the Lt. and Inspector back to the beckoning coolness of the hotel for showers and breakfast.

