Chapter six : Fucked over but big time!
Nicky arrived a little after the squad had returned from training and were eating a hearty breakfast in the main eating area. 

Entering the kitchen, she bowed in greeting to Aye Nanda San, who showered her with a warm smile and motioned for her to sit at the table. Waiting for her host to seat herself, Nicky sat and was about to serve when Aye Nanda, who had already placed the food on the table, replied that she had already eaten and basically as any good mother would do, would force their child to eat a good breakfast.

It was funny, and even Matty had mentioned it to her, just how differently she acted when she was around Aye Nanda than anyone else. The fact that she was in her early twenties hadn’t changed a thing, though obviously their relationship had matured. She had once tried to call her “mother” in her teens, but Aye Nanda wouldn’t hear of it, saying that Nicky already had a mother, but she would be honoured if she would call her “A ma” < big sister>. 

Though it had taken little Chontae a while to get her head around it, because she called Nicky “A ma” <big sister>, and Nicky called her “Nyi ma” or “Hna ma” <sister /little sister> and her mother called Nicky “Hna ma” <little sister> and how could that be, when Nicky wasn’t even Asian? 

Sitting at the table, Aye Nanda San relayed all the happenings of the morning. 

Meanwhile, Clinton had made sure to make himself very absent, helping Keith, who was doing stuff out back. He had enough run-ins with a certain Faey for one day. Though it didn’t stop him from fantasising about a certain set of gorgeous legs, firm abs and a great set of knockers. Though in this case, admiration was much more preferable when done at a distance. 

Rora Suralle wasn’t sure how she made it though breakfast. Literally every limb in her body screamed in agony and her vision blurred once or twice. But by Trelle’s garland, she wasn’t going to give those marine bitches the opportunity to rag on her, just because her lack of physical training, by skipping breakfast. 

Barely remaining upright, she waited till they had all finished and retired to another part of the hotel, for a squad meeting.  Making sure no one was looking, she grimaced as she forced her exhausted and sore body to raise itself up from the chair. Taking one slow step after another on strained muscles, she somehow managed to reach her room, where she proceeded to crash out on the bed, dead to the world.

Three hours later, she dragged her self awake and still quite sore, but feeling a lot better, she took a long steaming hot shower, dressed her self into casual clothes, local style, which consisted of a colourful halter top and shorts.

Being Faey she couldn’t help but look in the mirror and think how sexy she looked in those shorts and how the halter-top matched so nicely with her hair. 

Downing a health drink and the Faey version of a Tylenol, that helped a lot of her aches and niggles to disappear.  Though she did shudder at the thought of having to do that every single day.  She would have to work out something with the WO.  There was just no way she could maintain that pace.  As far as she was concerned, all the marines had to do was spend the day prancing around and parading.  She had important things to do.

As the Suralle’s Regional Agricultural Inspector, it was her responsibility to make sure that the food kept flowing.  This encompassed a lot of tasks.  She had to make sure that local businesses complied with the imperial laws, quotas and regulations that governed the health, quality, and safety of all food produce.

She also had to inspect food and meat-processing plants to ensure that the facilities met quality standards.  Part of that was striving to protect public health and well being by protecting the public from foodborne illness.

She was also responsible for local resource management, with the allocation of funds for irrigation, fertilisers, and new equipment.  She was to spread the best practices, and make sure that production was maximised, but also make sure that the local environment was not over stressed.

In order to determine whether a business was meeting quality and safety standards, she would have to make numerous visits and thorough inspections of the product and its surroundings. For example, she might have to take samples of animals at a meat-processing plant to test for diseases. Also inspecting livestock on the farm to review feeding practices and medical treatments, along with analysing shipments of grain or vegetables for quality or levels of chemicals.

One of her main responsibilities as an agricultural inspector is the health and quality of livestock.  Frequent inspections were required in order to insure that the livestock contacted no diseases such as Bovine spongiform encephalopathy (mad cow’s disease), and if they did, that action was taken to control and eradicate the disease.  This was a nightmare job for her, because this planet had hundreds of different food animals, and thousands of different diseases!

Along with that, she was charged with organising an accurate accounting of all local fauna and flora, both domestic and wild so as to insure no danger of severe depletion.  This was usually done by hiring a local, who had a through knowledge of the local conditions and could provide invaluable assistance.  She also was on the look out for any additional food sources, or other products that could prove profitable for her house. 

Not able to put it off any longer, Rora picked up her panel and with much more confident strides, went down stairs, entering the comfortably air conditioned dining room. Placing her panel on the table, she seated herself, opened it and typed in the number for the regional HQ of all House Suralle activities in Australasia. (Australasia was the region of Oceania: New Zealand, Australia, Papua New Guinea, and neighbouring islands in the Pacific Ocean.)

She sipped on her health drink as she waited to be connected. A red makati face soon appeared on the screen, and asked her politely what she needed. Giving her name and operational number, she informed the makati that she was reporting in that she had arrived and was about to commence her duties. She also needed the names and numbers of any local contacts who were still licensed by the local wildlife authorities to assist her in efforts to complete an accurate census of the local fauna and flora. 

The makati her told to wait, and a few moments later the name and number of the sole remaining licensed wildlife practitioner in the area appeared on her screen.  Storing the number in her “contacts” section, she thanked the makati and logged off.

Closing the panel, she took up her cellphone and punched in the number that had been given to her by the folks at HQ.

-X-

“Would ya shut up, ya bloody mongrel!” screamed Matty as the phone rang.  Having put on a late one the night before, Matty was enjoying a late morning kip, when all of a sudden GG deciding that it was time to be off.  He had come bounding into the room, jumped onto his bed and started barking his bloody head off.  It wasn’t too often for Matty to be home so late and the overactive dog had just had enough lazing around and wanted to make sure that Matty was well aware of the fact.

“I should bloody shoot you myself, you stupid git,” Matty cursed out loud, coming fully awake. Knowing only too well that the only way to get some peace was too take the dog out, otherwise the stupid idiot would be bouncing off the bloody walls.  Kelpies were very active dogs and didn’t do very well in confined spaces.

With the dog still barking at the top of its voice, Matty noticed that his home phone was ringing. Matty picked up the old earth style phone and could hardly make out the person on the line over the excited barking.

Matty could have bought a new Faey style vidlink one, with a video screen and all, but he had thought “What the hell for?”  Since most folks called him on his cell phone, there had been no reason for him to change his home phone that was still perfectly workable. Plus, the less Faey shit he had in his house the happier he was. 

“Yes, that’s me,” he replied to the voice on the other side of line.

“Could you repeat that again…”

“Again ...sorry could you repeat that again.”

“Sorry me dog’s gone of his bloody rocker and is making one hell of racket!” 

Placing the phone by his chest, Matty turned to the dog prancing about on his chest.  “Would you bloody shut up, you stupid bastard, this sounds like a job!”

To which GG relied with even more vigorous baying and barking and despite Matty’s pushing him off the bed, he continued to dance around the room barking excitedly.

Barely able to hear the person on the other side, Matty was able to hear enough that a meeting was arranged for two at Keith’s, if he could attend.  Yeah! No worries.” He screamed into the phone and with something like “Looking forward to working with you,” or some other bullshit, the person hanged up. 

Hanging up the phone, Matty gave turned and gave GG a unholy stare that promised much pain, which GG to decide that discretion was the better part of valour, and beat a hasty retreat. Huffing to himself, Matty lay back down pulled the covers over himself and promptly went back to sleep. 

A little before one, Matty got up, took a fast shower, dressed in a expensive suit and tie and by one thirty was on his way to Keith’s.  Truth be told, first impressions were important, and the last thing he wanted was anyone to think of him as some ignorant bushwhacker.  He was a professional and he dressed to prove the point.  In fact he had several different “working costumes,” depending on who the client was.  He dressed like a slightly cleaned up “Crocodile Dundee” if he was working as a guide, but this client had asked for him by his game licence number.  That meant it was an official, and he had to appear as clean and professional as possible, because cleanliness was critical for him to retain his papers.

Parking in the now half full parking lot across the street, Matty noticed, that half the area was full with supply/ordinance boxes and what looked like three hover cars under tarps. Matty realised with sigh, these people were here to stay and that was just for starters. He also noticed that Nicky was there as well, since her silver little runabout was parked on the other side of his. Getting out of his Ute and pocketing the keys, he paused to straighten his suit, brush a little dust of his lapel and opened the door and entered inside.

Opening the door, he found the usually quite busy pub totally empty, except for a cute pink haired causally attired Faey sitting by a table, with her panel open, browsing civnet. An empty chair sat unused across from her.

A bad feeling awoke in the bottom of his stomach, glancing nervously at his clock he realised it was just on the stroke of two, and the butterflies in his stomach were definitely increasing in strength.

Matty though bitterly to himself, “This couldn’t be really happening, not to him. Oh, no fucking way, this couldn’t be the person who had called him, cause no bloody way was he going to work for those arseholes again! Hell, no! This just can’t be true!”

The pink haired lass must have picked up his thoughts, for her head cracked straight up and she turned towards him with a gasp. 

“You!”

“Yeah, me.  You’re the one who called, didn’t you?” said Matty bitterly.

The pink haired Faey just nodded her head, still in shock.

“Well let me tell you something miss, I don’t work for Faey.  Full stop.  I once did, and the bitter taste still remains in my mouth.  So if you will excuse me, if I wish you a good day.”  With that, he turned towards the door.

He was almost at the door, when she called out, “Then I guess you will not mind if we void your game hunting license, since we now control the entire agriculture set-up.  If you can't work for us, then I guess you will no longer be needing it.

Matty gasped.  That license was a major part of his livelihood.  Without it, many doors and avenues would be closed to him and the dream of owning his own station nothing more than a mirage.  Turning, he retraced his steps, growing angrier and angrier, and walked right up to her and looked her in the face.

“Are you threatening me, lady?” Matty whispered, but the inherent threat of violence hung heavily in the air.

Rora, to her credit, answered calmly without flinching. “No, I am just stating a fact.  All Agricultural procedures fall under the jurisdiction of House Suralle, which happens to be a Faey house.  House Karrine has contracted us to run this side of their operations.  All previous Terran and Trillane organisations have now folded into our system, therefore if you wish to continue in this field, you will be forced to work with us or if you chose otherwise, you can continue out that door.”  She seemed quite smug as she said this, and Matty’s fists itched.

Matty knew when someone had him by the short and curlies and this bitch certainly had him.  If he walked, it would be the end of all his dreams.  No farm or station on the entire planet would touch him, even as a farm hand, if this blue bitch decided to blacklist him. 

Matty bent his head, closed his eyes and took some deep breaths to get himself back under control.  The situation stood on a fine wire.  If he didn’t control himself he would do or say something that he knew would cause a lifetime of regrets. 

“OK, lady, then tell me what you want me to do,” replied Matty in a much calmer voice, though it did nothing to quell the firestorm that was racing through him. 

“Look, Mr. Kelly, My aim here isn’t to make your life difficult, or anything of the sort.  House Suralle requires a accurate census of local kangaroo numbers amongst other things.  Since this is one of your areas of expertise, all we are asking you is to assist us.  You will be suitably reimbursed for your efforts,” replied Rora in a calm reassuring voice.

“Not like I have much choice.   OK, so tell me when do you this done?”  Matty sighed knowing he was beaten, but hating every moment of it.

“This, ... how do you say it in English ‘Saturday’.”

“Saturday!!” said Matty in shock and dismay. “Saturday, as in this Saturday the----“.

“Yes, I have already arranged it with the Marines.  We have set aside a hover car for this very purpose.  Alas I can not attend in person, as I have been called to Brisbane for a three day conference...”

“Isn’t there some way we could change the date or something, that date is just terrible for me,” pleaded Matty.  “My team needs me!  Can’t we do it Sunday or some other time?” 

“I am sorry,” said Rora. “This census has been requested by the command staff at HQ and it’s due in for this Saturday.  Sorry, that’s way beyond the ability of a simple Regional Agricultural Inspector to change, even if I wanted to...”

“But you don’t understand, this match is against our fiercest rivals, they’ve whipped our asses for the last three years. We finally have a team to knock them over, I have to play, there is just no way I can miss this match!” Matty’s voice was rising with his exasperation.

“I honestly wish I could help you, but it’s simply impossible,” replied Rora, with a hint of annoyance slipping into her otherwise reasonable tone.  “Perhaps your game could be postponed?”

“Postponed?  The Mackville Cup postponed?  Lady do you bloody well realise that the last time the cup was postponed was during World War two, when all the players were off serving king and country?  Even when you fucking bastards came, they didn’t stop playing, and you want to postpone a match?  Lady are you out of your fucking mind?”  Matty was now standing, screaming at the top of his voice. 

By this time, Rora was also on her feet, she had simply had enough of the insolence of this lowly Terran. Didn’t he know that she was a noble from house Suralle and he was nothing more than a backward boor from a primitive planet!  How dare he raise his voice to her, and his thoughts were no better than his words. 

Slamming her hand on the table she screamed back, “Trelle’s garland! Is there no end to your stupidity?  Listen to me you ignorant peon, if you know what’s good for you, you will do what I ask or else.  This is a matter of planetary importance.  Your unimportant, pithy, little, quaint game is just that, pithy small and unimportant....”

Matty’s face turned absolutely white. For Matty it was as if she had dug a dagger into his heart.  For Matty playing for the LCC wasn't merely an issue of winning or losing, it was a way of life.  His bonds with the team were in many ways as close as his own family, the truest expression of mateship, were you gave your all for each other, through thick and thin, win or lose, and to hear dismissed just like that.  Plus, he knew she must have read his mind to find the best way to piss him off.

Matty was close to losing it and literally knocking her on the floor, when all of a sudden he felt a hand on his arm.  Turning suddenly, he found himself staring face to face with a calm smiling Nicky. Totally non-pulsed for a moment, he was even more shocked when all of a sudden, she leaned over and kissed him fully on the lips.  If there was one thing that could have broken his mood it would have been that, as he jumped back even more shocked than he had been before.

“What do you think you’re doing?” spluttered Matty. 

“Defusing the situation, silly,” replied Nicky calmly with a sly smile and wink, though the fire dancing in her eyes told a different tale.

Matty just stood there, shocked to the core. Of all the things he could have imagined happening to him, because he refused to brown tongue willingly to those cassowary bastards, he would have to rate being awarded a hot pash on the lips by Nicky as the punishment least expected.  In fact, it would be something he hadn’t expected at all, even after that time at the pool. 

A wave of realisation swept through Matty and it finally dawned on him, that this wasn’t really anymore the little Nicky he had once known. Instead standing there was a beautiful, intelligent, funny and totally sexy woman with a face and figure that could have graced any magazine cover in the world, and she was totally interested in him and only him.  In fact, even with no make up and simple t-shirt and shorts, she totally outshone the beauty of the Faey standing next to her.  For some reason, that couldn't help but make Matty happy as well. 

There must have been something in Matty’s expression, for all of a sudden Nicky’s face softened and her eyes shined with a luminosity all of their own.  They just stood there silent for a few moments, just looking into each other’s eyes with out saying a word.

A polite cough broke the moment and brought them back to reality.

Matty and Nicky were surprised to see the Faey woman blushing up a storm, though for what reason, neither of them could begin to imagine. They hadn’t said anything to embarrass her, so the source of her embarrassment was indeed a wonder.

"Err, Mr. Kelly, with regards to the survey,” asked the Faey now a little hesitantly as if a bit unsure of herself, though for what reason, Matty couldn’t begin to wonder why.

Matty sighed. “Yes, I guess there is really no getting around it.  So yes, I’ll do your fucking survey for you.  Though how’s the team going to manage without me?”

“Don’t worry, Matty,” replied Nicky, giving Matty a hug to which he squirmed a little.  “We’ll somehow get the job done.  The team still has enough firepower, even without you there. We have the numbers, and I think we can really do it.  Though you have to be the one to tell uncle you’re not showing up.” 

“Yeah, that’s going to be about as much fun as pulling glass out of my arse,” said Matty reaching for his cellphone to tell JL the great news.

