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FOREWORD

 


We spent a long laborious time amongst the
collapsing towers of the ruins. The collection of all pieces to the
mysterious entablature required far more time than anticipated.
Discovered by accident by a small boy seeking his lost friend, a
fellow canine companion who lost it’s way about the ruble heaps.
The small cave, hidden by broken pilasters and crumbling ceilings,
was covered in thick moss and twining sickle vines. But, the
intrepid creature scurried from the darkness with a single piece,
and the bright Lad wisely brought it to me.

Sections of the ruins are merely small knolls
with bush and scrub. Blessed with a team of people, we followed the
boy to one innocent mound. In earnest, we began removing the top
layers rendering down to walls and floor mosaics. What wonders we
beheld! No light touched the frescos since three thousand years
ago. As I grabbed my photo device, in a moment of horror, the
paintings faded, and are lost forever before our eyes. My wife
broke in tears as we witnessed the cruel act of some malignant
deity. To add further dismay a light breeze whistled an ugly
laughter blowing the gray flakes further away.

It is within the depths of this misery we
sought the fables and enchantments, the fleeting pieces of our
past. Time’s passage knows no hindrance, no boundaries, and no
compassion. We are trapped like some rodent scampering between the
colossal pediments, seeking in vain a tidbit, a scrap, a morsel of
truth adding to our revelations of the past. This is the great
puzzle of life! This is what we labor for. Seeking the elusive and
opening the temporal door to our own meaning. We can still foil the
cruel jokester who takes away one peek, but can not touch the
other.

We finally assemble the fine pieces of the
entablature. Like our undaunted hero, feel we have defeated the
Fates, and look upon our work with fulfillment. On the wall the
artifacts pieced together, written in ancient Amazian, the words of
wisdom to delight those who entered this room so long ago. “All of
our history is the forward evolution by repetition of our thoughts
and actions. So, don’t despair, what you do now has been done by
others, and will continue by those after you.”
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THE LITTLE PRINCESS AFFAIR

 


By Ernest Velon

 


“We have not enough evidence at this time to
initiate an arrest,” Prefect Masca of the Service Guards of
Doraliee City explained to the white haired wrinkled old lady who
called herself Segavia Korlora. “You are one of many who have been
caught in Mister Primador’s financial web, but our investigation is
still underway. Unfortunately, Mrs. Korlora, at this time we have
nothing new to act upon, or return to you what has been stolen.”
Masca turned off his legal Calcomp standing from behind his desk.
The other SSG Officer, in the navy blue uniform, red trim with
exposed sidearm, backed aside allowing his superior to pass.

Masca gave a nod of finality to the Officer
with the Colonel’s rank, both agreeing silently. The office seemed
to get hotter as Mrs. Korlora refused to stand, but continued to
dig deeper in her carrying pouch, looking for something else to
prolong her stay. “The only thing recommend at this time is
patience and faith in the Emperor, that this ‘affair’ will break
and we will be able to assist you and the others. If you need
financial counseling, or further comfort from your husband’s death,
we can provide such services, Mrs. Korlora.” Masca towered above
her, hoping she will leave the chair than fumble through her purse.
“If there are any new developments, we will call you, Mrs.
Korlora.”

She struggled to stand, did so with a loud
exhale, and left.

The door slid closed, her pink and lavender
funeral dress, plus the acid throat-choking stench of mortuary
incense, gone. Masca quickly turned up the ventilation system a
notch shaking his head in futility. “She’s the tenth one this
Agel…”

“Twelfth,” Corrected the Colonel folding his
arms leaning against the wall, “not counting the other dozen we
think may be related.”

“I should just toss this uniform and a few
citations out the window and crawl away into a hole. We’re here to
help, not take complaints and do nothing. Have we become a
department store customer service or the SSG of Greater Sarga
Natar?” Masca went to the large window with the fine view of
Doraliee City, the great metropolis bathing in the brilliant golden
rays of Natar. Sixty million people, a vast labyrinth of
half-Sectal high needles, moving walkways, crowded Silorians,
endless lines of crawling dots filling the airways, brought the
Prefect back into time. “I made a promise when I graduated the
academy. I will find a means to serve the public always, let
nothing slide through the cracks.” He faced the Colonel and began
to pace the big plush office, his black polished shoes sinking into
the thick gray carpet with the square cross in the circle emblem.
“How are we going to bring this Amtorian rat to justice?” Yurin
Masca’s ruddy face, scarred from various street fights and near
blaster burns from his days ‘wearing the treads’ on the streets of
Doraliee, began to move his fingers as if touching the air
molecules themselves. The Colonel knew the gesture, that brain at
work, running the gauntlet of SSG intrigues. He is not called the
‘Heel Prefectar’ by the simple-minded street trash for nothing. “We
can do this…we can get this bastard.” Masca faced the Colonel with
renewed vigor and that fierce determination the entire agency
respected. “Policy is to follow the money, and we did, off-world.
He may have slithered away but we can get him.”

“The SSG always gets their man, or alien?”
mocked the Colonel with a silly grin.

Masca stopped, glanced at the Colonel from a
cocked head frowning at a side angle, and slapped his hands
together. A crafty edgy smile pressed his thin lips. “We can play
the same game! We must always follow the Code and up hold the
planetary laws, but there are others who can circumvent the entire
Zoferin Law bullshit.” Sitting, he pressed a button activating his
secretary’s desk phone. “Get me the Special Services on
Rominia.”

The Colonel left his comfortable position to
lean in over the wide cluttered desk. “Are you blasted? They don’t
handle cases like this?”

Masca leaned back in his chair, grasping at
the air particles until his hands buried themselves in his blondish
yellow hair. A crocked smile glared up at the shocked expression
twisting the Colonel's face. “Every time I see those buildings out
there I think of that terrible day at the academy on Amazia. I was
a guest with a group of Special Service cadets, in a rich man’s Zo,
attempting something very foolish. But when you’re young you have
no sense of danger, that alone death. We crashed on a mountainous
peak so high they could not rescue us by vehicular means, the
weather and winds, that sort of stuff. Well, they sent up this
athletic goon, some guy who liked to flex his muscles in ways a
normal person would never attempt. He saved all of us. I would not
be sitting here looking at your dumb face if it wasn’t for that
goon.”

“Is he still alive?”

“His name pops up in the Service Bulletins
sometimes, assisting the SSG. He’s one of their star agents of the
Special Services. When ever I see those buildings, I think of that
terrible day and what he did for us.” Masca worked on his desk
Calcomp, going through a menu to various text files. “Who was it
who reported our Banker Rat is throwing a party?”

“That was…Sergeant Cshuler, his inside
informant reports Primador is having a huge expensive bash for his
daughter’s graduation. A party in the Old World style, with
dancers, acrobats, wrestlers, animal acts, a regular circus…”

“The key word is wrestling. Here it
is…Seminian wrestling will be the main crowd pleasure at…” Masca
looked up at the Colonels puzzled face. “Oh, stupid me, I forgot to
tell you. That goon who saved my life was Seminian, do you
think…?”

“Give me his name and he’ll be in this office
in fifty five hours!”

“Get him here sooner and you’ve earned a
promotion.”

 


Senior Colonel and Chief Aide to the city
Prefect, Ivor, admired his new rank and salary, plus higher benefit
package as he waited at Hyi Natar Space and Jet Port. The Pulta
liner carrying his guest is on time as the crowds of de-spacing
flyers started to roll from the pavilion. People around him holding
up signs, flashing emblems and silly flags, caught the attention of
those they sought. But Ivor knew his guest without those corporate
symbols. The 158 Illo (almost seven feet tall) humanoid in the navy
blue uniform with yellow trim, gold chevron and black knee length
cape, stood out like a bruised thumb. His long brownish to black
hair, parted in the middle, covering the forehead, curling down to
his high collar, bounced gently as he walked. Those heavy auburn
eyebrows, big intense brown eyes set squarely between a small nose
below heavy lips, the face having chiseled features between a man
and a boy, is very distinct from the others.

Towering above the multi-racial crowd of
humans and aliens, the very handsome fellow carrying a single
valise and his Calcomp strapped over a broad shoulder under the
engulfing Special Service cape, Ivor knew this is his man.

“Welcome to Greater Sarga Natar, Colonel
Troyus.” Ivor gave him the Valentian Salute.

“May Civeron’s glory shine forever…”Alack
Troyus showed the Senior Colonel his ID giving the Salute as per
Service custom and respect of rank.

“With regards to Prefect Masca, I thank you
for such a quick response to our request.”

“Between you and I Sir, nothing was
happening, and my superior felt I should get away. Here I am.”
Alack broke a weird smile with the ends of his lips curled up.

They started to walk towards a waiting Zo in
the parking area. “I find it hard to believe we’re all doing such a
terrific job crime is down everywhere throughout the Imperium.”

“I don’t know about that Sir, but it has been
slow this Agel. No new affairs.”

“Or ones your Boss will assign.” Alack gave
him a frown glancing down at the fellow.

“There are mysteries to life and death, Sir.
Granted, we know only a tiny fraction of what is really out there,
but the way my Superior decides who gets what is one of those
mysteries.”

“I’ve heard horror stories…” the Senior
Colonel almost started to chuckle as they approached the waiting
navy blue Zo with the square cross in the wreath circle emblem. “We
all can sympathize with you, Colonel.” He opened the up swinging
passenger door by remote.

Alack slid his tall muscular frame into the
white plush interior of the Executar Model, pushing his valise and
wrapping his cape around himself like a mummy. The Senior Colonel
took the drivers seat strapping him self in. “Can I…uh, sit up
front?” asked Alack quietly. Senior Colonel Ivor paused, made a
funny puckering of his cheeks, and motioned with his fingers to
come. As Alack took the front passenger seat, the main engine began
to build up a loud whine. The scream suddenly muffled away as the
door came down, securing the cabin for transport. “I don’t like to
sit alone…back there…” mumbled Alack.

The Zo vehicle left the interior parking
area, and followed the Silorian out into the open garden and park
areas surrounding the space and jet port. Alack noticed the
instrument panel is set for ground motion and not air, even after
they passed beyond the no-fly zone of the facility. The Senior
Colonel noticing Alack’s scrutiny commented. “We will meet the city
Prefect for an early dinner at his favorite restaurant, if it’s
alright with you?”

“Right now, Sir, that sounds very good!”

“You don’t have any special
requirements?”

“I’m Seminian, I can eat anything.” Mumbled
Alack watching the city pass on both sides. “It looks so different
down here…”

“What looks different?”

“Your city…normally I’m use to air
travel…views from above, not below.”

“I’m going Silorian because the restaurant is
only a hop and a skip from the terminal. By the time I leave the
restricted air space you’re right there. Did you read through our
request?”

Alack leaned back, looking up through the
open sunroof at the gleaming needle towers slowly rolling by. “My
superior told me to pursue this getting my mind off other things…”
Alack gave him eye contact. “Yes, I did. What you have here is
legal stealing, Sir.”

The car pulled into a parking spot held open
by two SSG men. As the Senior Colonel stepped out with Alack both
saluted in the Valentian manner. Two more joined them, saluting,
one holding the door, and the other taking Alack’s valise.

Entering the false arched façade of the
restaurant, called ‘Simon’s Warf’, they are escorted by a maritime
waiter dressed in sailing jacket with a round white hat. Prefect
Masca with two ladies sat in a booth at the far end, a dimly lit
section highlighted by the wavy mellow reddish glow of candles.
Strange heralds in recessed niches dominated the back walls above
the curving fabric of the booths. They to had little red candles
sparking certain tinted materials. The sweet aroma of incense and
spiced wax gently filled the entire section adding to the sinister
effect.

Ivor slid in next to a pretty brunette female
with a dainty darkened face and white shawl. Alack hesitated,
feeling very uncomfortable, not use to such an atmosphere for
official business. The Prefect pointed to the spot next to the
other female with the bonnet.

“Cold feet Colonel?” Masca grinned.

“No Sir, I just thought…”

“Don’t think, just sit.” Alack took his spot,
but maintained a good twenty four Illos (one foot) from the
delicate curving sides of the girl in the flimsy cream colored
short suit combo. Prefect Masca made a gesture to a waiter hidden
in the dark recesses of the room. He stepped into the amber shaded
light with a long stemmed bottle suspended from an ornate golden
pouring device. Test tube like glasses are filled with a heavy dark
wine, they all raised theirs up except Alack. “To the Pyros Peak
Expedition.”

Alack’s eyes went wide, two big deep brown
rolls stretching, and carefully took his glass.

“Oh come come, Colonel, I know it’s been many
years but get with the scheme of things.” Masca held up his glass,
“to the brave fellow from Seminia who saved my life from a deep
freeze.” They drank as Alack’s pink tongue cautiously licked the
wine, finding it DeMassie, and finished it off.

“Did he really save you?” asked the
middle-aged girl in the bonnet.

“Yes he did, and I’m such a crude Victonian,
please forgive me?” Masca pointed at the Senior Colonel, “You
already know my trustful confidant, Ivor. This is Major Secretary
Shelsin Hijon of the Captain’s Office, and the lovely, enchanting,
and demanding…” Masca leaned into her bonnet whispering in her
covered ear, “the Lady Daramon, who is married to…do I dare
say?”

“Nothings never held you back.” She
rebuked.

“To our illustrious Curlator…”

“I prefer you use my maiden name.” She is now
carefully studying the handsome features of the Seminian.

“As you concur…the Lady Marva Natan Surva
Doraliee.”

“My great grand father, on my mother’s side,
King Natan founded this city on swamp land. He was king of
Vangonia, the dominant nation in our history, and needed a sea port
to send out his ships.”

“I am honored.” Alack gave her a gentle bow
of his flock.

“You should also tell him your great King
ancestor used slave labor. How many died dredging and building the
foundations? Thousands?”

“You can be such a bore Shelsin, sometimes
really, I don’t know why I tolerate you.”

“Now now girls, lets not give Agent Troyus
the wrong impression about us, shall we?” Masca leaned in
addressing Alack, “they really adore another.”

“You must be pretty good at what you do,”
began Hijon, who is now studying Alack’s handsome face, “your name
is frequently in the Bulletins.”

“Thank you. I consider that an honor when you
think about the hundreds of millions of SSG people who serve His
Glory and safeguard the publics interests. If I am mentioned that
is all I need to further serve with diligence.” Alack held up his
glass and finished off the DeMassie.

“Well spoken, Troyus!” Masca had the waiter
refill all their glasses with another bottle. “A toast…to the
Bulletins! May they continue to numerate our most gallant and
worthy servants.” Masca drank with the rest, smacking his lips
together, and put the slender glass down. “Now, to the business at
hand…the disk?” He held his hand out as Ivor placed a silvery data
disk in his palm. “Here are the particulars on my problem,
Colonel.” Alack took it, “study the details and do call me
tomorrow, if you please, early if possible. My new Senior Colonel
will be setting up a listening post where you’ll be.”

“I like the great out doors.” grinned
Ivor.

“You may go and enjoy the hospitality of our
fine and mighty city.”

“Built upon the bones of criminals and
outcasts.” added Shelsin.

Marva was about to reply when Alack quickly
slid off the seat standing by the table. “Thank you Prefect for
your hospitality, Ladies.” He gave them a gentle bow and quickly
left. Glade to get out of there, Alack went directly to the SSG
Praetorium, where a quaint suite of visitor rooms awaited.

Because Alack is Special Services and a guest
of the Prefect, they gave him the deluxe suite. A three room
affair, with large parlor, a small utility kitchen with snack bar,
a medium size bedroom with the bathroom and shower attached. All in
simple SSG, white and cream color furniture and walls, style.
Several pictures of the city, the Curlator and the ever-present
face of Emperor Civeron, graced the empty walls. In the spacious
parlor, a small desk and communication center beckoned. After
settling down, testing the hard bed and emptying his valise, Alack
ordered from room service a huge meal. A simple warm-up exercise in
his black shorts, a shower and he is ready to tackle the strange
‘affair’ he agreed upon. Hotwiring his Calcomp to the Comm. center,
he down loaded all protocols and programs used by the Glob-Net of
Sarga Natar. Accessing the Prefect’s disk, reviewed the details of
his assignment.

It began with Bank Natar Primador, and its
president and owner Hauns Primador. His close friend starts up a
new business on the Natar Financial Markets. The Initial Post
Offering, the first stock value to go public, is offered to a host
of valued customers of Primador’s bank and trust company. Using
strong-arm tactics, Primador convinces his higher asset customers
to invest in the new concern, and he himself channels large sums
from his own accounts into the stock, all hoping to make a quick
killing in profits.

The day arrives. The stock goes public and
plunges immediately to a third of its anticipated value. Primador,
who is way over his investment margins, calls in his customers to
make up the difference. They refuse to honor their agreements.
Hauns Primador, who has all their portfolios and much more on their
estates, decides on a drastic course of action to save his bank and
livelihood. Primador hires a special ‘enforcer’ to kill each
customer while he adjusts their wills, making his trust company
chief beneficiary of their estates, while taking a hefty portion
before expenses. This goes on, in a secret slow manner, each death
carefully planned and executed, seen as an accident or legitimate
medical ailment. Over the course of five years Hauns Primador pays
off his debts, saves his bank and acquires a huge sum of liquidated
assets.

The convenient elimination of thirty three
key financial asset holders is handled rather blatantly. According
to Natar religious practices, once a year the Feast of the Maiden
is celebrated. In Natar history, the divine king Ralas-Surva Natan
is fighting a major battle with his army. The enemy king has taken
all the cattle and food from the province in a scorch policy to
weaken Natan. On the verge of starvation and mutiny, King Natan is
saved by a peasant girl who is commanded by the God Hyisha-Natar to
present a small herd of domesticated animals to Natan. The army
feasts, their strength is renewed and Natan conquerors his enemy
mightily. For six hundred years the Feast of the Maiden is
celebrated in ritual sacrifice. The domesticated animals killed by
a professional priest in a safe and professional way, the cooked
meats and entails sold to the population for domestic feasting. But
many feel they can do the ritual themselves in their own backyards.
Called ‘mesha bukara’ unskilled butchers, thousands lacerate and
die each year from sloppy slaughtering techniques. This is how
Primador covered almost all of his murders making them look like
fatal accidents during the high holy days.

Family members, who received a small part of
the inheritance, begin to complain. The figures did not add up
right. Lawyers get involved, their firms begin to realize some type
of crime has been committed, and approach the SSG with evidence
something is wrong here. The SSG goes further and uncovers the
murders, the stealing of assets and Hauns Primador’s nefarious
activities. But, he has covered his tracts very well. The friend is
dead. The secret ‘enforcer’ vanished. The bank and trust company
sold and Hauns Primador left Natar to live on another planet. Now
residing off world, on Celeshus IV, Primador lives like royalty. In
the old world sense, has a huge estate, is well liked and very
generous to the population. He is closely protected by the
Curlator, the SSG Captain, and according to Celeshus Law, cannot be
touched.

The Praxis Affair still left a nasty scar in
Alack’s memory. The Service Captain and Curlator were corrupted by
big money. Alack was forced to terminate their service, they simply
got in his way, an unfortunate chain of events. Both individuals on
Celeshus IV seem to be in the same morass. To avoid a bad scenario,
he will work around them. Masca will support anything Alack
recommends, even to the point of getting the Service Captain and
Curlator of Natar involved. They have connections with the local
Servusipate and traveling Stagleor of the Regent, the arm of
Civeron, the hard fist in the velvet glove, knows no
limitations.

Alack’s job is to find a way to arrest
Primador and set up his Tribunal to pass judgment. As long as
Primador resides on Celeshus he cannot be prosecuted.

Prefect Masca has an inner contact at
Primador’s sprawling estate. This spy has informed him, the
ex-banker is holding a gigantic party for his daughter, who just
graduated college. The festivities are numerous and very
extravagant, and include Seminian Wrestling. Masca’s informant can
get Alack in as a wrestler and assist him. Since this party is
going to last for several weeks, maybe Alack can find a way to
bring Hauns Primador to justice during that time. This is the only
far shot Masca has at getting Primador. All his efforts on the
official channels have failed. Even the traveling SSG Magistrate
for the Regent cannot open a case or prosecute without some
infraction of Celeshus Home Rule Law, under the Great Code,
pertaining to Primador.

‘Well,’ thought Alack reclining back from the
rectangular screen, ‘I maybe a little rusty on my world’s wrestling
techniques but I can give them a show they’ll never forget.’ Alack
called Prefect Masca that evening telling him he will definitely
take on the Affair. When Masca mentioned he will try and get a data
compendium on Celeshus Zoferin legal statutes, Alack told him no.
“Looking at the way they are very suspicious of Out-Worlders might
create further suspicions, Sir. Just link me up with your man on
Celeshus and I’ll handle the particulars.” After reviewing a
tourist’s guide on Celeshus, its famous places, geology and
history, Alack is off aboard a small cargo transport.

 


Receiving an appropriate identity from
Special Services, imposing as a down and out Seminian Wrestler from
a poor clan along the Sudda Valley area, arrived on the Class A
world fifty eight light years from Sarga Natar. Dressed in shabby
home spun, a long brownish dirty looking tunic with heavy belt (his
utility belt in disguise), long baggy trousers with inner
suspenders over a short-sleeved rough nit shirt. His precious hair
with a head band holding it in place, with the fist clutching a
battle axe, the symbol of the Wrestler’s Guild, his Flafstaf weapon
strapped over his back and two carrying valises, Alack felt and
looked the part all to well. His heavy rawhide black boots left
their mark on the grassy knoll as he cut across the hillside to the
Visitors area.

Celeshus IV is a tropical planet, Class A,
orbiting in almost a perfect circle around Celeba, a medium star,
has a humid warm climate year round. With seventy percent more
water than land, is a Botanists paradise. Great unending rain
forests, stretch untouched over all the inners of the four main
continents, plate tectonics have created mountainous spines that
tear into the jungle mass. A cascading ragged upward thrust to
dismal frosty whitish heights. All cities and settlements ring the
coastlines and some of the bigger island chains. Only Hauns
Primador has an estate on a plateau in the middle of a vast
unending sea of jungle and lush vegetation, isolated and only
accessible by air.

“You there! Halt and be accosted!” The loud
command from the SSG Patrolman stopped Alack in the middle of the
rising slope. “You're transit papers?” Turning, carefully, in a
humble manner, approached the fellow towering a good forty-eight
Illos (2 feet) over his head, and gave him his ID Card. “Your not
suppose to walk on the…The Wrestler from Seminia! Follow me.”

Alack took up the rear saying nothing. The
Service Guard in his navy blue uniform with red trim, but no maroon
cape, took Alack around the grassy knoll, the long way about,
ending at a small pavilion tent. Seated at a table, a humanoid in a
pastel white frock coat with a sun and flower sign on his buttoned
chest, sat waiting. Others milled about behind him with suitcases
and over the shoulder carrying sacks.

“The Wrestler from Seminia!” the SSG Fellow
leaned in closer to the bald headed man at the portable desk table
combo. “You will tell The Golden One I found him wandering
about?”

“Be rest assured, Private Farlance, his ears
shall be told.”

With a broad confident smile, the man turned
on heel and walked away.

“I am Marisdor, Chief Steward to the Golden
One.” He held out his pudgy four fingers receiving Alack’s ID Card.
“Karlin Pockana, Guild Wrestler of Kerimanaga, Master of Samu-Nitz
and Quon Mai, Order of the Flaming Atlatls, the Spiked Flafstaf and
the Screaming Sword, Third Degree and Red Sarong.” Marisdor handed
back the card, “I’m not impressed…take off your shirt.”

Saying nothing, Alack pulled off his strap
holding the long Flafstaf, unbuckled his heavy belt, unbuttoned the
rustic tunic and removed the short-sleeved homespun under shirt.
Standing proud and stiff, a slim muscular abdomen tapering up,
displaying his huge barrel chest with ribs and pectorals, a pair of
broad massive shoulders, heavy triceps and thick neck, topped off
by a handsome face between the softness of a boy and the hardness
of a man. His long hair, black to brownish, parted in the middle
over the headband, hanging down and curling slightly up, gave him a
primitive roughness seldom seen.

“Now, I'm really impressed…” He turned to
another fellow in a black waistcoat and kilt of multi-colorful
straps. “Look what they sent us…the Golden One will go wild.”

Another, grasping a deadly riding whip,
candle bar mustache blending into his long puffy sideburns, cocked
his bald head at the Seminian. Walking around, poking and jabbing
the massive deltoids and latissimus dorsi, gave Marisdor an assured
satisfied look. “Process him.”

An hour later Alack is air born, in a crowded
Zo Bus racing over unending jungle.

As Alack’s belly began to churn knotting in
pain, his concentration is upon the forward screen by the driver. A
spiked golden dome, shimmering in radiant glare, caught his eye
atop the flatness of a heavy dark green shroud. The endless jungle
below marched coalescing to the flattop geological structure ahead.
Glimmering tubes and round buildings started to take shape as the
great dome grew in size and grandeur. As the Zo raced closer, the
prospective changed revealing more detail as the entire complex
sprawled out over the lush plateau. In a leisurely bank, the Zo
made a long steady pass over the huge golden and silver complex, a
vast multitude of spotty curved buildings, with pools, athletic
courts, secret botanical gardens, outer walls and dominated at the
center by the great glare of the dome and its flanking spires.

“Gentlemen,” began Marisdor from a hidden
mike, “the great Golden Hall of Primador and the Golden House of
Celeshus, your new home for the next Agel (fifty days). Remember to
read your Rule Book, and to know its do’s and don’ts. You’re
entertaining the Golden One, so act properly and there might be
something else besides a credit chip at the end.” Marisdor noticed
the Seminian frowning while holding the bridge of his nose, “is
there a problem, Seminian?”

“This trip has been to long, I need
food!”

The fellow in the kilt and whip handed a big
pouch to Marisdor while whispering. Nodding, Marisdor threw the
sealed pouch at Alack, who caught it without seeing it. “Eat
Seminian, the others can wait.”

Using his teeth, Alack tore into the plastic
paper pouch engulfing his entire face and half his head. When it
emerged his checks are puffed and stuffed with food, and a goofy
expression of utter delight on his face. The others around
grumbled, but now knew who is favored.

“Don’t worry boys, when we arrive a banquet
is prepared to toast those who will do the entertaining. The Golden
One will be grateful for your patience and loyalty, rest
assured.”

Alack received a small three room lodge, more
like a pool and outdoor resort cabana, near the recreation
facilities at the far end of Primador’s pleasure palace. The data
disk from Prefect Masca’s informer warned him the bed room and
parlor is bugged, but not the bathroom. As Alack peeked about, they
must be near a kitchen facility because the ever-present odor of
baking bread permeated the light breeze as it ruffled the trees and
bushes. As Alack re-arranged the furniture to suit his needs, the
delicious odor drove him insane. He tried to do his warm-up
exercises in his black shorts but the whiffs of ripe grains and
cooking dough wrecked his concentration. Finally, acting the part
picked up his Flafstaf and followed his nose to his ultimate
desire.

A long fancy table in fine linens, various
eating utensils and huge dishes of steaming foods, greeted his
taste buds. The dining chamber with hanging tapestries and mounted
wall trophies is filled with other athletes and champions, who are
summoned by the Golden One. Only in his thigh clinging shorts,
Alack marched into the room, moved with arrogance amongst the
well-dressed occupants and enchanting females of many humanoid and
alien races, and sat himself down at the head of the long table.
Like some Seminian Domini, seized what resembled a huge cooked
turkey and fish creature and began the ritual of stomach stuffing.
Using his heavy sharp Bowie knife cut and swallowed while eyeing
the shocked guests.

One fellow, dressed in a braded maroon tunic,
a long gown with sparkling emblems of Raons (lions), a heavy belt
with short sword and jeweled dagger, bent low over Alack. “We seem
not able to wait, Seminian? Your manners are as foul as your
breath.” Alack continued swallowing bone and meat, gulping chalices
of drinks, but eyed this humanoid with swarthy-scaled skin and
flabby facial features. “We thinks you are disgusting.”

His accent is Altairian as Alack burped in
his grinning face.

“My fellow champions! We have amongst us one
who will not grace our endeavors with a kiss? But who stuffs
himself like a fat cupcake at a rich man’s wedding.” His four
talons grabbed Alack’s wrist.

In a lightning move, drove the serrated Bowie
into the extended hand.

The perfumed Fellow went howling, jumping
away in pain and vomiting.

“No one touches me unless they wish to
fight!” Alack stood, gave a contented loud burp, puffed up his
chest and grabbed the Flafstaf. He glared at the shocked and
angered guests. They fell silent and made a path for him to exit.
“Excuse me, been a very long trip to this gilded grave,” and left,
whistling a strange dirge to a funeral tune most of these races
knew.

“He’s in here…” came a young man’s voice with
another in tow. “What he did to the Ultorian is unreal.”

Alack sat in the hard wood chair, in his
evening Kimono, reading a crude Calcomp provided by the Management
when the voices outside the door caught his attention.

“We should knock, better be polite.”

The double white doors flung open. “What do
you want?” A dangerous scowl creased Alack’s handsome features.

The two smaller humanoids, by a good 24 Illos
(one foot), smiled waving their fingers in a friendly gesture.
Curly black hair, short noses with bright greenish yellow eyes,
baby round faces and curious expressions, both are twins. “We
wanted to say hello…”

“We’re from your neighboring star system, the
Dublin Binary group, Kalistra.”

“And we’re big fans of Seminian Wrestling,
when they broadcast the Oak Leaf Games from Kerimanaga.”

“All our friends have a party…”

“Will you let us take your picture and
signature it? We have a wall of celebrities in our living
room.”

“Everyone comes to see our wall…”

“Enough!” Alack exhaled. Thinking fast, about
his false identity, if anyone does dig, they would find only what
the Special Services have provided. “Come.” A simple digital and
scribble of his false name will do no harm. “Sit, tell me of
yourselves?”

The twins, very excited, fidgeting, stumbled
over another, falling into the soft cushions of the couch.
Hesitant, one spoke quickly. “We’re the Yunatchi Twins…”

“We’re with the Circus of Shalmar from
Kalistra.”

“We’re both entertainers with knife throwing
and acrobatics…”

“We are very happy you take the time to speak
with us.”

“I didn’t know Karlin Pockana has fans?”
forced grinned Alack.

“Oh…we’ve never heard of you, but no matter,
you’re a Seminian Wrestler…”

“That’s all that matters.”

Alack studied them. Made a critical decision
and sent his mind out in a gentle gossamer wave of intent. The
returning impressions are genuine, of awe and delight. Breaking a
gentle smile, Alack relaxed. “Join me in bottle of wine?” He held
out the complimentary gift and glasses. Using his teeth, shattered
the glass neck, spitting out the shards, and gave each fellow a
filled glass. “I wonder who I can share this with. What type of
knives you use?”

“I handle the Marlocka, a long handled short
bladed cutlass for close combat...”

“My specialty is the Shukler and Pena-Numba.
The Shukler is a big battle axe similar to a cook’s meat clever,
and the other is a dagger with a weighted handle.”

“We are jumping and leaping and tossing at
targets…”

“Including ourselves as the targets.”

“Sounds exciting and dangerous…do you know of
Quadralites? A race of hunters and warriors of Nordon Nebula in
Gammeria?” Both round porky faces nodded ‘no’ in unison. “They have
your talents, but not as agile as you.” Alack stood and dragged his
second valise over. He sat on the soft gray carpet, legs extended
around the ugly dirty brown stained carrying case. “My weapons in
here.” He yanked out his separated Flafstaf demonstrating the
halberd blade, the blunt end and the grooved part making it an
Atlatls. After the twins examined it, Alack held out a dozen
throwing stars. “These called Lac’Shers. The five points are
Corizine crystal, they can not break on impact, and coated with
poison that can put victim to sleep. They never dull and stick in
sheet metal and concrete.”

Both twins took them and after carefully
studying began to do a juggling routine where each exchanged
flipping circles of the deadly weapons.

“We like these…”

“Will you let us borrow for our act?”

Shocked they have not cut their fingers or
faces Alack made an approving nod with his flock of hair and gave
them the wooden box containing them. He showed off his Bowie knife
allowing them to throw it at the far wall. Each twin with grinning
ease placed the blade’s tip exactly into the same hole, throw after
throw after throw.

“This is very balanced…”

“But boring,” The one on the right handed it
back handle first. “We saw what you did to the Animal Trainer.”

“He doesn’t like you…”

Alack packed away the items pushing the
valise aside and took his chair. “I was eating and he touched
me.”

“You ate a great deal of food. Aren’t you
afraid of getting fat?”

“Too much weight makes a wrestler slow…”

“I never gain weight, and I’m always hungry.
I can eat as much I want and never feel it. This a Seminian trait
no one has.” Alack gave them his cocky superior grin. “Now tell me
what you know of Golden One?”

Both twins locked eyes making a decision, and
stared at Alack smiling. “He is the great one!”

“The people of this planet worship him. Even
the Curlator and SSG Captain are his to command…”

“He does very much for these people, and
us.”

“The Golden One has our circus here once
every two years on a grand tour…”

“Because of him, we all make lots of
credits.”

“That’s why they call him the Golden
One…”

“Sounds like great lord of beasts,” mumbled
Alack. “Tell me, what is required?”

“What little we know of the schedule of
events…”

“You will perform three bouts with a champion
of equal skills. The third and final one will determine the
winner.”

“And the winner will be handsomely
rewarded…”

“Do you know who opponent is?”

“Didn’t you read your contract?”

“Senseless words, I fight for thrill and
glory.” Alack stretched a long assured smile, filling the small
room with his determination.

“We don’t know, but he will not be of your
race…”

“He or It will be of equal size and talents,
you aren’t afraid?”

“I am good what I do. I fear nothing this
Golden One can dredge from sewers of other world to challenge me!”
Alack pounded his barrel chest in a beastie manner. “It shall be
contest fit for Curlator King of Seminia. If Golden One as great as
you claim then he shall be satisfied with skills. Is Golden One
honest with written words?”

“Yes, but beware of the one called
Feltro…

“And Marisdor, they are always looking to
deceive the entertainers and gain more.”

“What else can you tell me?”

“Between the various other contests they may
ask of you different things…”

“We have heard stories, rumors of secret
gatherings of the guests, who offer more credits to perform in a
specialized way to further please.”

“If requested, do so and agree, there is more
to make…”

“Yes! Doors that are normally close to our
kind will spring open, and you will know the taste of spoils never
dreamed of.”

“I can dream a lot,” grinned Alack. “Now take
picture, I will sign it but not in blood.”

 


Alack found a secluded place to exercise and
practice with his Flafstaf. Near the rear of his apartment, by the
southern periphery retaining wall, is a small plaza with a
fountain, colonnade with trees, statuary and a fine view. Here, the
vast carpet of greenery marched unending to the tropical horizon, a
jungle without end, lost in the modern age of the Amazians. From
his advantage point several thousand Illo’s up, Alack can sense
many unique and hostile animal forms below. In the evening he can
hear the squeals, the chirps and growls of nocturnal predators
roaming the darkness seeking their prey. Alack let loose his mind,
felt the deep ravenous impressions of predominant animals, and knew
a familiar kin with the denizens below.

The memories of his childhood and early
adolescents on Seminia gurgled up. His hunger driving him into the
steamy jungles around his Father’s estate, the peaking of his
psychic sense to hunt and kill, came upon him in a rush of warmth
and clarity. Staring down over the rocky broken ledge, his
primordial mind’s deep intent sought a means of egress. Glancing
down, it would not take much to leap, use natural foot and finger
holds, to descend and do some eager hunting, and meet with his
external contact. This thought he planted, making a note of the
craggy wall of reddish gray rock, for further use in the
future.

Going back to his Flafstaf of Seminian worm
wood and its ornate carvings, Alack pulled off his shirt. The long
tunic affair in homespun wool is knee length, with his crude
utility belt around his slim waist, holding knife and dagger. All
this he neatly placed aside on the marble bench by the fountain.
Dressed only in his black shorts and white heavy socks, Alack
stretched his body in the morning air. Inhaling, exhaling, touching
toes in a prone position, he broke out into floor flares. Using
another bench as a pommel horse, did scissor work up and down, legs
and arms flailing between another, did Thomas flares with such ease
the dismount seemed as a natural walk.

Taking the Flafstaf, Alack twirled the long
white staff with the blunt end. Over his broad shoulders, under
arm, around his waist, climaxing between his muscular well defined
heavy legs. The gyrations speeding up to a whirling frenzy, and in
a lightning move the staff separated. Two powerful arms spun the
ends around in circles striking at imaginary foes and faces. Using
a side embankment, Alack leaped, fell into a somersault, bounced
off the wall gaining momentum, and landed on his feet twisting and
slashing with the Flafstaf.

“A remarkable demo, Mister Pockana,” Marisdor
with two others watched from the steps leading up to the small
plaza. “But twirling a baton is good for leading a parade, not
fighting in the Golden One’s arena.”

Alack stood in a defensive stance, assembling
the Flafstaf back into a single long staff. Staring with an over
powering expression of superiority, released the mechanism allowing
the deadly halberd blade to gleam razor sharp in the morning
sun.

The expressions on the two Guards are a
fleeting moment of fear.

“Perhaps, I made a wrong judgment…” fumbled
Marisdor trying to find the right words. “Perhaps I should
say…leading armies into battle?”

Alack retracted the blade and leaned on the
staff. “What do you want, Sir? I am busy.”

“You’re a hard one to impress, Mister
Pockana. I’ve been sent to find you and escort you to a meeting,
breakfast and small get together with your fellow performers…”

“I am at your service, Sir.” Breaking a firm
grin with some charm, Alack yanked on his tunic, belt and stepped
down facing Marisdor. “Show the way good servant of the Golden
One.”

Marisdor tried friendly conversation as they
followed a twisting path amongst gardens and hidden guest
pavilions. Alack played the part, grunting in a ‘yes’ reply to the
man’s questions on the comfort of his room, the splendid
surroundings, etc. Alack’s suspicions are confirmed, his quarters
are monitored, as Marisdor asked if any visitors are welcomed? He
can place a guard preventing anyone, or any group from disturbing
him.

Is Marisdor the internal contact? Alack
extended his mind in a very gentle gossamer wisp of a mental touch.
Receiving no positive feelings on the returning impressions, only a
jumble of wants and unfulfilled desires concluded his mind is
simple.

Alack grunted, “No one bothers me. If they
do, your Master’s show will begin at my doorstep.”

“Spoken with great bravado, Sir…” they
arrived at the open hall Alack was in before, “but remember, Mister
Pockana, you are a contracted worker for the Golden One, not an
invited guest on a long distinguished list of friends. A service is
required, not a mere presences.”

“Your guests and Master shall have a show
you’ll never forget…” Alack paused by the door and grinned down at
the fellow, “This I promise you, contract or no contract.” and
barraged his way in playing the part to the hilt.

Like before, Alack strode in with head high,
a frown of malevolence on his handsome face. His splendid muscular
body erect in full commanding mode. Footsteps wide and overbearing,
as most of the smaller humanoids and aliens parted for this on
rushing behemoth. A long line of about thirty people in various
dress and sizes are spread out on a raised platform. Alack saw the
two Yunatchi Twins near the far end, both waving their delicate
fingers at him with broad smiles. Figuring these are the
entertainers, Alack easily leaped upwards and pushed himself into
the center. A carrot top Hobelite in straight metallic gown and a
green skinned Lolabian in light leather jerkin gave very angry
scowls as they are forced to make room.

“That’s more like it,” began the Animal
Trainer with bandaged hand glaring up at Alack His crafty mouth
stretched peaking flabby dark skin. Raising one of four talons from
his good hand changed his mind on saying something and turned aside
to Marisdor. Feltro had just entered with another dozen aliens. As
Marisdor took the floor to address the fifty or so entertainers,
the swarthy featured trainer yelled back at Alack. “Sleep well
Seminian, it may be your last.” and walked away laughing to
himself.

Marisdor began by praising each one who
signed their contract, reminded them of the rules of hospitality,
and what the Golden One expects. “And in conclusion, its time for
you to meet our guests,” Clapping his hands several large doors in
the rear opened and several hundred humanoids and aliens entered.
Elegantly dressed they crowded in, along with long lines of waiters
pushing silver carts loaded with drinks and fine goodies; added to
the sudden roar in the room. Feltro and Marisdor gestured to the
entertainers to descend orderly on both sides and meet the
guests.

Alack, true to form, jumped down from the
stage and accosted the first cart with food.

Grabbing and swallowing, felt eyes on him and
saw the Twins giggling. Seeing their amused expressions, Alack made
a friendly wink, alerting them to watch him. Taking a whole pitcher
of fruit juice and gulped it down in one breath. He tossed it over
his head striking the Animal Trainer knocking the fellow out.
Satisfied, Alack nodded at the Twins, and leaned on his Flafstaf
trying to recognize the various members of the humanoid family.

It is Marisdor with a group of well dressed
ladies and men who approached him. “Karlin Pockana, Seminian
Wrestler Par Exellar, The Royal Family of Chrumatica, Vice-Ral
Oneer and The Kul-Ral of Chrumatica, Lady Fenasal. They wish to
have the honor of your acquaintance.”

In a very polite manner, Alack bowed his
flock of immaculately styled hair, deep and long. “My absolute
pleasure Noble Ones,” on coming up he studied both excited faces,
“how may I serve?”

“He’s very physical,” began Fenasal using her
sensor eyeglass to study Alack’s muscles up close. “He’s real and
so well built. How old are you Mister Pockana?”

“By Seminian Lassitar Calendar, I am 70, and
by your Universal Calendar 35.”

“Are you related in anyway to the House of
Troyus?” asked Oneer looking up at him.

“That is very high house, good Sir.” With
great effort Alack hid any facial movements of surprise,
maintaining his stoical crude stare. “I have heard good and bad
things about Kronyan Troyus. I once entertained him. In what vain
is this question put, Sir?”

“It will not hurt to ask?” smiled the Lady
Fenasal, her single bright eye ablaze with jeweled liners and
mythological makeup.

“As Vice-Ral of Chrumatica, I am seeking
mineral rights for operations in the abandon mines of your Hiydan
ranges. My agents have told me Kronyan Troyus recently purchased
them from the House of Marsoses…” Alack forced down a scream of
rage his tongue. “And my agents have offered him investment options
in their development. New extracting technology has now made those
mines profitable, but Kronyan has not returned my calls.”

“I am only wrestler seeking enough to eat,
not dealing in such high matters, Sir. But, what I know of Kronyan
and dealings, and Marsoses Clan, such investments you seek must
come with price. What your agents bargained with?”

“The…uh…standard contract and
percentages…”

“Offer Kronyan something unusual and
different. Something Chrumatica has in abundance and Seminia lacks.
This simple bartering will catch Kallers faster than your ordinary
papers and legal words.”

The funny oval face with the big amber eye
suddenly went as wide as a door. “Of course! I know exactly what to
offer him!” He smiled at Fenasal, “why didn’t I think of this
before… how stupid can I be.” He grabbed Alack’s big heavy hand in
a double grip pumping up and down. “Thank you! May Kruma and
Matical bless all your future endeavors?”

“See…” said Fenasal as they walked away, “it
never hurts to ask and talk.”

Marisdor studied Alack frowning. His bald
white washed features a mask of concern and suspicion. About to
comment the Seminian took notice and spoke first.

“In my profession you never know what be
learned and used.” Marisdor broke a simple grin showing his
artificial golden teeth, his suspicions vanishing. “Who else you
wish to impress? I can break iron chains off my chest, I can
bend…”

“It be certainly not me!” The circus Animal
Trainer pushed his bulk into the group. The deep set triangular
black eyes, the top of his head with a bad bruise, shuck a sharp
talon up at Alack’s face. “Your still a rich-man’s Cupcake that’s
gone foul and tastes rotten. If you be under my whip you’ll squeal
like a Draga (pig) and none will care.” He stood there defiant in
his bulbous waist coat and fancy jerkin. “Well? Do we react or must
I torment you a second time?”

“If our previous meeting, Sir…” Alack exhaled
not wanting any trouble amongst this crowd of guests. He caught the
embarrassed look flash over Marisdor’s plain features. “Perhaps
explanation of my world’s Codes needed? The Seminian’s ritual of
eating is of solitude and no touching. Your education is complete,
I forgive you.” Alack held his hand out in a simple gesture of
friendship.

The Animal Trainer burst out laughing and
stepped away.

“At least you tried,” exhaled Marisdor with
relief. “These others from the Coloukis Entertainment Federation
wishes to see you?”

And so it went for Alack. Playing the part,
going from group to group, acting rough but restrained caught a
sense of the Golden One’s invited cliental. They gave him much to
drink and eat as he also had the opportunity to meet the other acts
and entertainers. By the late afternoon Alack had a fairly good
picture in his head of what is required of him and how he is to
proceed as a contracted entity of the Golden One. With this
knowledge as a foundation, he will devise some plan or scheme to
capture the main ringleader and bring him to justice. But for now,
continue to play the part and keep eyes and ears open. The Book of
Life has a simple parable, ‘the road may twist and turn, but the
traveler who stays alert will arrive safely.’

Most of the races hired for the festivities
are all northern Fylight (Milky Way). The Askalance-Hiryatotica
Group, peoples from the Imperium and the border nations below
Altairia. Alack found the green scaled hefty Lolabian, with
non-predator eyes and slow responding muscles, irritating. The
short dumpy fellow, dressed in some leathery plastic coated tunic,
with purple and yellow half square symbols of the Epenox king,
stared at him throughout most of the intros with those red glaring
eyes. This race is a border nation sandwiched between the Faterin
Empire, which covers several thousand light years of the Spiral’s
northern arm, and the Ditsla Pied Kingdom. A host of smaller buffer
states of the Bitonia (Bytona) Nebula, plus these mentioned all
border the Altairian Kingdom. The majority of these nations are
shattered provinces of Unapiteria, which ruled the entire galaxy in
the 1500’s UC.

It is the course whispering Lolabian who
accosted Alack first.

“You are familiar?”

“I’ve fought many places, Sir.” Alack stepped
back as the forked tongue darted out.

“I have seen you in the arena…of Lolabia
Prime.”

“Can’t be, Sir. I never go out of
Imperium.”

“You call me a liar!”

“No. If you see one Seminian, you’ve seen us
all…” Alack tried to step away politely but the green reptile
humanoid mass blocked his route.

“I can insist you fought in our arena…I lost
money on you!” His tongue lashed out swatting at invisible flies.
“I know what my eyes have seen. You are the same.”

Alack now found this intriguing. He knew of
many renegade Seminians who populate the corporate entertainment
circles for credits and pleasures. He knew they are outcasts and
use their good looks, splendid bodies and physical attributes in
disgusting ways. There is a possibility the Lolabian King had one
fight in his arena. Who knows where a manager or traveling showmen
might drag a freelancing Seminian athlete too.

“You certain, Sir? As I say, you see one,
you’ve seen us all.”

“No!” The fellow stepped back reassuring him
self, “you are the one…the Thracian!”

‘Now what do I do?’ thought Alack seeking a
way to end this.

“It’s your turn, Mister Pockana,” said a
female in a bluish white lab coat with various devices hanging down
from her pockets and belt. Her light yellow eyes, curly reddish
brown hair, a placid face with glitter makeup, stared up at Alack.
Her assistant, one of the Golden One’s guards added to her
importance.

Alack exhaled with relief, nodded with
respect to the Lolabian, and faced the lady. “I am ready,
Doctor…?”

“Call me Doctor M. Very few can pronounce my
last name. Follow me for your pre-match medical examination.”

Once away from the Lolabian, Alack frowned.
“What examination?”

“It’s standard ABC Inoculation, no telling
what these circus freaks will bring into the biosphere. And no
telling what the betting managers will do to turn the tables. All
entertainers receive a full dialysis before and after, if their
still alive. Didn’t you read the fine print of your contract?”

 


The long silky Spurnettes passed gently
between the flabby legs of the Golden One as he carefully floated
in his hot mineral and salts bath. These two creatures, between a
fine coated ferret and a chubby python are exotic gifts from the
Curlator of Tasses Setillius IV. They have been his prized bathing
pets for three years and do whatever he wants them to do. Throwing
small live beetle bugs into the bluish green foaming waters, they
never missed a sumptuous snack. Hauns Primador grinned, a gentle
fine stretching of his lower ponderous joules, a bulbous chin going
down to his upper torso without a neck. The far recessed eyes,
almost covered in layers of fat and bushy eyebrows, the forehead
sloping down, almost covering a single nostril to his heavy check
joules.

“Delightful, aren’t they.” Primador chuckled
as three people watched from four elevated chairs on a circular
marble stage, off from the pool. “I wish all people were as
compliant as they. He sends me such wonderful gifts…”

“Beware, Hauns, beware,” interrupted Feltro
sitting in the third chair in full ceremonial kilt with engraved
breast plate and fancy Attica helmet. “He is building up for a
favor. So far he has not asked anything of you, beware I say
Beware.”

“I agree, Divinity,” added Marisdor in his
silk tunic with pleated jerkin. “He will come calling, very
soon.”

“Then let him.” The Spurnettes are now
wiggling their furry backs between his genitals. “If I don’t have
it here I can get it someplace over there. What’s next on your
itinerary list?”

“The games, Divinity. The changes made by the
Circus Master are not well at all. They lump the major acts
together and the lesser ones at the end of the days. And he wants
to extend the celebration further, not the traditional number of
three.”

“You showed him my recommendations?”

“Yes Divinity, but he’s new and wants to do
things his way.”

“Feltro, explain it to him.” Primador rolled
on his tummy as two floatation devices maintained his head above
the gently pulsating waters. “Three full days of diversified acts,
how simple can that be…”

“To the simple minded, even the simplest
thing can be complex. I will see to it.” Feltro slapped his long
rapier with gilded hand guard, hanging at his side.

“Divinity, a wise choice. Now the Trulala
Snake eaters and the Dancing Meriwither Bears can be separated,
they had complained with their acts so close together, their
trainers might have trouble keeping the animals under control. A
wise choice indeed.”

“And you, Doctor Mounbaskalivch? See, I alone
can pronounce your name.”

“All entertainers, be they animal, alien or
human, have passed their examinations.” Doctor M’s face smiled in a
radiance adding to the room’s humid glow, her yellow eyes piercing
the foggy interior. “No bacterial infections, no hyper glandular
drugs, no artificial stimulants, all are clean and ready. Any
tampering we will know by the Dialysis Implants.”

“And what of my prize attraction?” Primador
giggled as the Spurnettes slithered their way up between his
scrotum and under his flabby arm pits. They wrapped themselves
around his arms like some child’s floatation balloon.

“Young and frisky. He wants to fight and bash
the shit from whatever you send against him. In all my years of
medicine I’ve never seen such a perfect fighter and humanoid as
this. Between the four of us, I think you should invest in a
cloning synthetic operation and spit a few of them out. There’s an
opportunity here I think worth pursuing.”

“He’s a troublesome one, Hauns. I get reports
by the hours of his anti-social personality. One is enough, a half
dozen may be uncontrollable. Not worth the trouble.” Feltro removed
his silvery plumbed helmet and began soaking the feather with a
cloth. “Bad idea.”

“You're right. I don’t like artificial
things. If we do clone him, and I’m watching this beautiful young
man perform, I will know deep inside he’s not real human material,
and I might have to destroy him.” A loud long flabby exhale emerged
from the elephantine mass in the bubbling waters. “To avoid such a
future unpleasantness, let’s not do it, the pain…oh, the pain!”

“He is the only one on your recommendations
not tendered, Divinity. How shall we proceed?”

“I like to save the best for the last. Let
the Seminian perform at the end of each day. Let his opponents
begin with the weakest and end with the worst. With his ego and
vanity, will think the other way, and he shall go down in
magnificent glory! The last gladiator to entertain my Little
Princess…” A great eruption followed by a thunderous gale from
beneath the waters, Spurnettes leaped from the pool, as bubbling
rings released an odor of rotten eggs. “And a night he shall
remember always.”

 


Alack spent a good portion practicing alone
in the park area around his small pavilion than utilizing the gym
and other facilities. He found the fountains, colonnades, heavy
trees similar to the Amazian Fernwood, and numerous statues gracing
the perimeter, perfect. Whoever built this had an eye for romantic
moods, all seemed to face the setting sun. But to Alack, they
provided a wealth of training and exercise. He could jump, leap,
straddle and somersault to his hearts delight. He bounced his
flexible body off the bark of the trees, to roll and fly up,
tumbling and landing on his bare feet. Using his various weapons,
he practiced his gymnastic fighting routines using the columns and
obelisks, as objects blocking his opponent. After several hours of
this he is refreshed and ravenous.

A small food vendor, provided by the Golden
One, had set up his cart near the gym facility. Alack’s keen nose
led him right to the source. A small line of half dressed athletes
from the Circus is already waiting. Attempting an effort of
politeness Alack took his place third in line. The gnawing of his
belly, a deep burning of pokers on fire are tormenting the inner
membrane, he fought down the animal urgings as the final person
stood in front.

A Ferminite, a chubby rat humanoid species
from the Fonton Nebula races ordered a number of items. Feeling
relief, Alack waited for the hairy mass on two sturdy legs with
stubby arms to begin collecting his containers of food. A squeal
came from the whiskers of It’s stretched cat-face. In broken
Amazian demanded, “My mind has changed, give me another order.”
With terrible disrespect for the Vendor’s food products, tossed the
containers aside on the ground.

Alack lost it totally.

Letting out a loud belly gut growl, seized
the 144 Illo (6 feet) tall bulk hoisting over his head. In a two
move sweep, stepped close enough to a fountain and tossed the
Ferminite into the waters. The splash went up as squeals and
hissing sounds broke from the bubbling waves in dashing audio
torments. Alack knew it hated any type of wetness, especially a
bath.

“Show respect!” Alack gathered the containers
placing them by the fountain. He turned and issued a huge order
with the Vendor to feed two grown men. To add insult to injury,
took up a place on a nearby bench and began gulping away staring at
the wet droopy Ferminite.

The squeals brought others from within the
training facility.

A crowd followed behind the Animal Trainer.
Dressed in hip boots of black plastic, a heavy gray jump suit
affair with belt and suspenders, plus a whip of braded metallic
studs, received the wet Alien. The Ferminite began squealing and
whimpering while pointing at the placid Seminian eating.

“You again! The rich man’s Cupcake.” The
Animal Trainer sauntered up to Alack. “This moment I shall not back
away, Cupcake. Your pretty face needs to be altered so the girls
will notice you more.” He leaned back, hands on hips, starting to
laugh. “See! There’s nothing here but the sweet odor of Seminia,
and his whore of a Goddess.”

Alack’s features clouded. He saw the others
behind the Trainer backing off. “I ask for apology? Not wise to
offend Gods of other places.”

“There’s no real god except those who pay in
warm heavy Silentium.”

“Bad philosophy, Sir. It is love of acquiring
wealth that causes sin. I suggest your ways you change, or you may
harm others who trust your judgment.”

“Enough! This word shit I have no time for.”
He started to go for his whip.

Alack’s eyes went to slits as he swallowed
the last of his meal. “If I must leave bench to explain Matriand’s
wisdom, I shall.”

With a sarcastic ego enhancing grin, the
Animal Trainer stepped back unfolding his long deadly braded whip.
“I shall teach you the way I teach the lower forms.” Standing
erect, in almost SSG Equestrian form, cracked the whip over his
head. “Ha! Ha! Ha! I’ll give you a moment to run and hide.” Another
sharp snap above his smiling face, “The cream on your skull,
Cupcake, I shall part like a mower on grass.” Others behind stepped
farther back out of range, but regained some courage as the Trainer
started to strut with one hand on hip, back and forth cracking the
whip.

Not moving, Alack managed a dangerous grin.
“You very talented, Sir. The animals you serve must obey every
move.”

“The Cupcake can insult.” He stopped gauging
distance, “now, behold my lightning!” and cracked the whip just
Illo’s over Alack’s flock of beautiful hair.

Spiking his metabolism, reading the Fellow’s
body language, Alack’s fist went up and caught the very end tail of
the furthest brad. Jerking with unreal speed and power, the whips
ornate handle left the Trainer’s grasp.

Powering down his body before it consumed all
the calories he just gobbled down, Alack took a moment to study the
embossed handle. “Very pretty, Sir.” Alack folded and unraveled the
whip. Seeing a small avian creature hopping around on a bench
several dozen Illo’s away, let fly. The very tip struck just below
its greenish beak and feet, startled, flew away. Alack smiled
coiling the whip neatly. “Maybe I should return to you when ready
to use properly.” Exhaling, Alack stood, made a decision and faced
the angry Trainer. “I have no need for child’s toy.” Wrapping it
around the Fellow’s trembling neck, gave a gentle bow. “Good day,
Sir.” and walked away whistling a funny tune.

 


The first day of festivities began in the
Golden Hall of Primador. This oblong structure with four round
wings, each forty eight thousand Illo (two thousand foot) spiral
tower toped by a great golden beacon, a great dome in gleaming
metallic bronze tiles, dominated the entire center of the complex.
Flags and stretched banners, announcing Primador daughter’s
graduation, greeted the long line of visitors winding into the
front vestibule. Two great naked statures in silver and purple,
greeted the crowds in youthful surprise. A pretty smiling girl
upheld a sphere depicting the world, and the other a boy with big
genitals raising a sword gesturing towards the main entrance.
Souvenir sellers hollering their goods, who are local merchants
from the coast towns, added to the noise. Food and snack vendors
lined the vestibule in a circus of delightful smells, with tumblers
and acrobats catching the attention of buyers.

Alack’s first view of the interior is from a
concealed enclave near the broadcast booth. A huge stadium
estimated to hold twenty thousand with an oblong ring in the
center. Tier upon tier went up, some with tables for entire
families, others special box seats, all accessible by long walkways
and elevators for culinary servants. Other sections are just huge
swaths of seats for the lower guests and friends. Below the
broadcast booth is a golden pavilion with scarlet scarves and
ornate seating. Secret elevators brought special privileged guests
up into the pavilion to sit next to the Golden One. At the far
side, on a rising platform from below the floor, a thirty piece
orchestra began to entertain the settling crowds with favorite
local tunes.

Alack is told to stay in this enclave, along
with several other performers, until called.

Taking a seat in the corner by the curved
window, he checked his various weapons, made sure his battle boots
are tight, his head band is on and his short open tunic is proper.
When down there he intends to make the best impression these people
will ever see. Before hand he stuffed himself with so much food,
his stretched belly screamed from the pain of gluttony; a very rare
and unusual feeling for someone with his hyper metabolic rate. But
his appetite fears are calmed, the Golden One had a vendor set up a
small cooking booth right by the enclave, free food and drinks for
the day’s entertainers. ‘I shall give this man a show he will never
forget,’ thought Alack, ‘worthy of his fine hospitality.’

When he first arrived they went through a
pre-briefing of each athlete, asking questions and setting up a
list of competitors they are comfortable with. But Alack true to
form, playing the part to the hilt, slammed his fist on the table
making Marisdor and his assistant jump in fear. Alack thundered his
fighting skills are an art form, unparalleled beyond Seminia. As he
turned to leave roared, “It not matter’s who you put before me, I
shall defeat with ease!” and stormed out hiding a satisfied
grin.

And so, afterwards, during his travels and
meetings with the entire troupe, numerated in his head the more
pronounced athletes he might fight. His concerns are over taking on
another Judorite. He fought one before and the pain and injuries
his body suffered were bad. His ordeal on Ovalos Colony during the
Military Affair was enough to cure him of his feeling of
invincibility. That was nine years ago, a terribly long time for a
life form that will burn out at fifty. But there are no Judorites
amongst the combatants he will face on his mental list. Narrowing
it down to ten prime suspects, each he can handle with a degree of
confidence. Each he knows from his studies and field experiences.
Each he will somehow maneuver about to enhance the show.

And so, let the games begin!

The festivities began on a loud thunderous
note. The orchestra played some pompous piece, a coronation march
of sweeping winds and blaring trumpets. The filled seats with
guests roared as the Golden One, dressed in long embroidered robes
of reds and purples, entered his box. Wearing a simple crown with
jeweled figurines, his elephantine bulk waved throwing kisses at
the cheering standing spectators. His daughter, just as plumped and
piggish, is dressed in a similar outfit, both heaving kisses at the
admiring crowd. As per old Natar customs, the wife escorted the
Curlator and his entourage to their seats, and sat reserved in the
back. Dressed in white with garlands, the Curlator and his wife
made simple hand gestures smiling at the enthusiastic crowd.

This is Alack’s first sight of the Golden
One, other than the regal portraits gracing most of the vast
complex. ‘A man with such an ego should be easily entrapped,’ he
thought watching the entire scene from the arched window with the
others. ‘For every vice, with every desire, the sinner’s lust grows
until every gain is all they see,’ quoted Alack from the Book of
Life. ‘And with this hook I shall catch such a fish worthy of his
crimes.’

More blaring of trumpets and beating of
kettle drums, until things calmed down. Feltro, dressed in fancy
robes with feathers, a kilt with numerous hanging symbols, began
making a long winded speech. This went on for twenty minutes and
introduced the Golden One. In a low snoring voice, almost a
wheezing of monotones, Hauns Primador thanked all who could show
up. He talked briefly about family, faith and friends, and finally
presented his daughter, Levia Primador. The roly-poly dwarfish
daughter waved and almost slobbered at the yelling cheering crowd.
Primador gave her an engulfing hug and handed her a baton. She
started to speak but her voice is a squeal, a shrill scream and her
jumbled words made absolutely no sense.

She has the age of an adult but the mind and
body of a child.

With tears and snorts, she finished. Feltro
turned the festivities over to the Master of the Ring from the
Circus of Shalmar. The acts and entertainments began. A great herd
of four legged Skacotraps, from Valesus V a nearby solar system of
jungle Class A worlds, thundered into the center oval. The great
beasts, 720 Illos (30 feet), covered in long shaggy coats with
trimmings of bows and ribbons, heads of four white tusks and floppy
puppy ears, rumbled around in a circle. The Animal Trainer came
out, bowing in his simple green jump suit affair. For thirty
minutes he put these great lumbering monsters through all types of
acrobatics, ending where they are piled on another in a pancake
fashion. When done, they lined up on their hind legs and gave
everyone a dignified bow.

Other acts followed. A Bird Lady with a long
staff directed the flights of many reptile creatures, doing
numerous flight patterns and creating images in the air. She also
had many avian critters with great feathers, which rode the backs
of these Pterodactyls while chirping a familiar tune. This act
ended, replaced by hordes of silly clowns and buffoonish animals,
or humanoids dressed as such, entertaining the spectators as they
roared with laughter. A small break for lunch and more acts
continued. The Animal Trainer returned with some fearsome species
Alack could not recognize. A quadruped with silky black fur, a
small head that could hide itself in the long sleek body, used a
pair of tentacles to lash out grabbing at various furniture items.
The Trainer made it sit; act as if reading a Calcomp, did a small
dance on two legs upright, and even wiggled its private parts at
the ladies.

Finally, two wrestlers appeared. Dressed in
tights resembling muscles, they bounced off another in a comical
way. Very rotund, they grabbed, rolled and kicked at another. In a
very loud tearing sound, one fellow lost an arm. The other, seeing
an advantage, pulled apart his opponents leg, this went on until
torsos and heads stared at another. Then miraculously, the
scattered arms and legs crawled back to their masters and
reassembled themselves. Both wrestles took long bows and
exited.

Marisdor popped his bland face into the room
and told Alack he’s next after the dancing Veonian land whales.

By the time Alack arrived at his entry point,
the show was about to end. Waiting in a deserted corridor, with the
laughing and clapping of the crowd, Alack assembled his Flafstaf
and checked on the placement of his other weapons. His crude
utility belt hung snugly on his hips strengthening his lower back
so anticipated movement of something heavy does not hurt. The short
gray tunic, upper chest exposed and arms, gave him greater
flexibility and a peek at his splendid physique. The tunic ended
just below his thighs so the crowd can see his heavy muscular legs,
the battle boots simple affairs with concealed weapons going up to
his calves. Alack had again stuffed himself right after Marisdor
came, he has no idea how much calorie burning this first act will
require.

A thunderous beating of kettle drums and
horns, the Ring Master made a long announcement and the upper door
flung open.

Taking a deep breath, Alack calmly walked
out. Spot lights glared from above. The faces and bodies on the
tiers are lost in darkness, only the audio is thunderous. The smell
of Veonian manure passed away as the surrounding ventilation tried
to compensate. Alack took a place in the center Ring, not waving,
but standing at ease leaning causally on his Flafstaf. The image he
presented, even from way up high, is relaxed and when will this be
over. The guests only yelled and roared the louder when he
yawned.

“And now, to challenge that invincible
ancient Code is a modern warrior from the depths of the Olray
Sub-system, I’m speaking of a worthy opponent, the Trans-Hespian,
Yumara the Yovalite!” A spot light went on at the far end of the
Ring, a small figure is highlighted. “Returning from recent kills
and a two Agel vacation for training, she’s ready to sink her teeth
into something fleshy and muscular. A tidbit to satisfy her
desires…” the Announcer’s voice trailed off, changing the subject,
“and who will win? Who will spill their essences, mingling with the
manure of the previous kill? The Golden One gives you Karlin
Pockana versus Yumara the Yovalite! A simple bout of brawn and
brains…who will survive?”

The returning memories of fighting a member
of her race returned. The pain, the searing thrusts, the splintered
attempts of defense with a lacerated ankle, all hit him in one
titanic burst of insight. He knows of this kind, the memory now
uploaded to his synapses, from a challenge a long time ago on his
Mentor’s estate. The hairs at the nape of his neck tingled.

A sudden red splash of course beaded hair.
Two flashing silvery frontal white eyes, and the scaly body in
leather straps flailing tumbled towards him. As the female Hespian
bounded a long curving blade flash cut the light. Carefully spiking
his metabolism, Alack allowed the greenish gray lithe mass
dangerously close. She danced in a weird two foot gyrating leap.
Alack fell to a prone position lashing out in circles above. His
Flafstaf struck something metallic, deflecting the aerial blow.
Rolling quickly, trying to gain distance, Alack felt the air move
on his right. On his left, is struck in the back by a foot with
metal studs. The rippling pain is a wake up call. Leaping, flipped
overhead, and landed on her shoulders. His sturdy legs twisted
around her neck. Driving the shrieking creature to the Ring’s soft
sands, he slashed underhand at the fist holding the blade. The
Flafstaf cut into her wrist guard as the halberd tore away the
cutlass from her grasp.

A sudden kick, released her. Alack sent the
sword tumbling off into the darkness.

In a lightning swipe, a dagger touched his
neck. A slight cut below the main artery forced Alack to back flip
away from her. Landing on his feet facing, she crouched low
circling. He twirled the Flafstaf in defensive rings. As they
paired off, the slight cut on Alack’s neck healed. A scream, the
crowd’s hush, she lunged. Diving in the opposite direction, Alack
countered the diversion. Going down on his shoulder, pivoting, he
thrusts his long legs up. A twisting and flipping over head, landed
quietly behind her. A simple blunt smack, hit her evenly behind the
two closed webbed scales that are ears for this species.

A lashing back swipe cut thin air as Alack
rolled from harms way.

A second dagger appeared from her other wrist
guard. A shrill throaty gurgle, she charged at the big Seminian.
Alack stood his ground, using Flafstaf to block every darting
jabbing blow. She spun on heel, dived and landed a well placed kick
in his lower belly. Alack seized her extended ankle. Grinning, that
standard move is her first and last mistake, twisted the foot in
the opposite direction. Hearing an ear piercing snap, she went down
shrieking in rage and pain. All scales opened for a quick infusion
of air. Holding his Flafstaf out in a defensive stance, began to
circle making sure she does not rise for a counter attack.

Satisfied, hearing the crowd roaring with
pleasure, powered down his bursting heart. Alack extended his big
heavy steady hand helping her to rise.

She sneered trying to slash with her
dagger.

“A code of chivalry still abounds on
Seminia?” Boomed the Announcer, “and we can give Pockana his due.
Ladies and Gentlemen and Aliens of all shapes and seizes we present
our winner, Karlin Pockana of Seminia!” The lights came on and
multitudes are standing and clapping in wild exhortations.

But Alack is more concerned with the injured
Hespian.

Again he extends his hand offering to
help.

This time she takes it. He pulls her up using
the Flafstaf as a crutch.

The circus crowd goes wild. Screaming and
yelling, throwing things. The orchestra begins to play a popular
romantic love song. The crowd begins to snicker and laugh.

“Is this love at first fight? Or something is
wonderfully fishy on Hesparia? The antics of our Seminian will
continue tomorrow, and who knows what adventures lay and wait.” The
Hespian’s manager and friends finally came out to assist her. “But
for now, the ordeal of terror shall unfold in dastardly ways on the
morrow. Be ready for further death defying acts on the second day
of games when we introduce new contenders. Just a tidbit for the
thin blooded…from the very core of seething hell itself, from the
caldron of chaos, for the first time in public captivity, the
Golden One presents Marguon the Monster! And his break dancing
Squanda Bears…”

At this point Alack did not care, he just
wanted to eat.

The food vendor received the full brunt of
Alack’s attack. The funny little Amazian in the blue apron and
square hat looked on as his customer swallowed several meat pies,
half a dozen things resembling a hotdog and four large vegetable
combo dinners. A satisfying burp told the fellow he can escape and
replenish his exhausted supplies.

 


Several Guards and Marisdor found him resting
on the wide rim of a fountain. In a small outdoor atrium off from
the arena complex Alack is bathing in the sun soothed by the gentle
mist. So stuffed he had to lye down and digest. The intake of such
heavy foods all at once made his belly feel like he swallowed a
lead weight. Alack’s relentless gut can processes very quickly
whatever he can gulp down, but these snack foods, filled with fats
and sugars, had a very numbing effect. Even his hyperactive
metabolism had to grind overtime breaking down the hefty molecular
chains.

“Are you well?” asked Marisdor as the great
chest stretched the tunic fabrics.

Alack knew they are standing by him. “Thank
you for concern,” he did not open his eyes, “I suffer from eating
too much to soon…”

“Do you want a doctor?”

The big brown eyes opened studying Marisdor.
“You I like. There is sincere spark in your face, Sir. No, I don’t
need doctor. I need rest.”

“You fought well, Pockana. The Golden One and
his guests are ecstatic with your performance. He wants a private
demonstration of your skills this evening at dinner.”

“Can wait until morning?”

“This isn’t a request, Seminian.”

Alack exhaled. “As it is…I will wait at my
place.”

“Be ready around twenty one hundred, the
Golden One likes to eat late.”

As Marisdor and his Guards trudged away,
Alack smiled to himself. He made an inroad, he has a foot in the
door.

They came for him at the time specified,
expecting Marisdor saw Feltro arrive alone. The Seminian dressed in
his crude baggy white pants, boots, a short poncho held in place by
his belt. It exposed his muscular arms and tapering slim waist
tucked beneath the folds. He bathed, using the most smelly perfumes
he found, just to prove he’s really excited about this. When Feltro
stood by the open door Alack asked what weapon should he bring? But
only received a grumble, the Golden One will provide.

On the way to a secured section of the
complex, Alack tried to start a conversation distracting Feltro as
he studied the layout. Is this his contact? Alack sent his mind out
and carefully touched the fellow’s conscious. The returning
impressions are in the negative, a hostile wall of arrogance and
mistrust. Silent and reserved, Feltro only grunted and remained
unsocial until they arrived at a great archway with statuary in
niches and ornamental designs. “Here I will leave you. If we see
another never again, know this, you fought well. You are a credit
to your race and planet, Pockana.” To Alack’s shocked expression,
Feltro gave him a weird fist salute and turned leaving him
alone.

Wondering what that was all about, a line
from the Book of Life came to him, ‘forget the hand of salvation
when you pass under these gates!’ Three Servants came from the
shadows.

Alack gave them his best smile as they
searched him physically and with a sensor Calcomp. Satisfied, they
told him to follow. In a back servant’s entrance, they passed down
laundry, wash, culinary, linen and storage rooms, to end up in a
wide foyer in marbles and teak wood. The convex ceiling held
painted murals and ornate emblems of strange animals, its length
going on into darkness like some cave in a mountain of doom.
Tapestries hung on the walls flanked by pilasters with gargoyle
type lamps. Their amber mellow glow lost in the depths of this
vaulted hall. Various pedestals up held statues and busts of famous
people, who Alack did not recognize. Dark magenta carpets added to
the overall gloom of the entire room. A feeling of deep dismal fate
overwhelmed him, and recalled an Affair in an old castle belonging
to a terrifying warlord. A monstrous beast of a humanoid, from
which, he had to steal a certain data crystal right under its ugly
nose.

A tiny shiver wiggled throughout his spine as
the Servants turned on heel and left.

Alone, Alack stood quietly listening for any
sounds. The only assurance he had is the hairs at the nape of his
neck did not tingle. At this moment there is no danger; that is
none his psychic sense can detect. Taking this moment to ferment a
strategy, Alack had to implant in the Golden One some form of trust
and devotion. He has this once to impress him with an innocent
personality devoid of crafty intentions. Something of the backwoods
of Seminia, of utter naiveté, dedication to a single source and
upholding a rustic sense of truth, this is what Alack must portray.
Considering the type of people Primador must have dealt with all
his life, such a type would seem refreshing. Alack figured, after
many other scenarios, this might be the way to go.

A far door slammed open, the echo resounding
in bangs the length of this long chamber. The running of heavy feet
caught his attention far down the hall. As It came the lamps
brightened creating a wave of overpowering luminescence, on a tidal
wave of white sight and cascading revelation. At the front is the
chubby slobbering daughter Alack saw earlier, behind in a motorized
chair scooter the Golden One himself.

Her squeals are deafening as echoes bounced
against his eardrums.

“He’s here and he’s all mine!” The pig face
has painted animals on the stretching cheeks. The squinty eyes
wide, covered in makeup, and the rotund body leaping like a tub of
jelly. Her clothes are tight lavender. The pants so stretched
making her legs look small with a gigantic posterior. “I love you
Pockana!” came a portly piggish squeal.

Alack stood his ground as she halted looking
up at his handsome features. She started to salivate cupping her
pudgy hands and doing funny little dances burning off unconscious
energy.

“How fine he looks close up, than so
faraway,” said the Golden One, Hauns Primador, pulling closer in
his motorized chair, “isn’t she precious? My little Princess of the
Stars.”

“And he’s all mine!” Again more body
gyrations, “may I touch you?” Alack grinned and held out his
muscular hand. Hesitant at first, she sought advice from her
father, receiving a gentle nod ‘yes’. In one quick gasp wrapped her
bulk around his sturdy legs in hugs and teary sobs, “I love you
Pockana! You're mine forever and ever and ever.”

Alack frowned at Primador’s round rosy bright
face.

He whispered, “Humor her.”

In a powerful effort to override his inner
feelings, Alack held out both hands gesturing her to be picked up.
She almost fainted as he took her high in a gentle manner cuddling
like a baby. “And where we go, young lady?”

“Call me Hermina…” And she lost it all
wetting her pants.

Primador led as Alack reluctantly carried her
to her rooms. A gilded suite of chambers stuffed to the hilt with
fluffy animals in pinks and purples. Alien creatures that Alack
recognized as hideous but the manufacturer turned into a friendly
smiling entity. Some are mechanical, giving greetings and even
flying around, others just sat and looked awfully cuddly with
glaring big droopy eyes. Various toys like Calcomp games and
portable entertainment centers littered the floors. Music players
of many types, several not even opened yet, lay unused in the
clutter pilled up to the ceilings. In the main room a huge soft bed
with a tasseled canopy dominated the entire affair of tossed toys,
opened clothe closets and other furniture hidden by draping
wear.

“Time for bedy-bye, Princess,” Primador
gestured to put the cuddled mass on the bed. Two servants, waiting
in the background started to clean and change, tucking her in and
gave her various sleeping dolls. “We shall have dinner with your
new toy, now sleep sweet dreams.” She said thank you surrounded by
fluffy dolls and cute pink animals.

As they quietly backed out, a sweet sugary
classical piece played gently in slumbering bars.

Alack caught the pictures of famous Seminian
Wrestlers and athletes lining the walls near her computer center.
Some he recognized as premier champions, most others are now
retired and the younger faces and bodies he knew not. Other
citations graced the wall, diplomas, and awards from many schools.
Her computer center, far more advanced than the one at home, has
not a speck of dust on it. The whole picture made no sense as the
servants quietly closed Hermina’s door.

“Come, let us dine together.” Primador took
Alack’s heavy hand as the scooter chair directed their course.
“She’s quite remarkable, my Princess. She has the mind of a first
rated Brilliantine but the body of a ten year old child. She has
degrees and talents that would put most genius to shame. Her
symphonic creations are still earning credits thousands of light
years away. Her paintings, her writings, can fill a visitor’s
center on the fine arts. She even tells me how to buy and sell on
the Econo-Stellar Exchanges. As you saw, she likes your wrestlers,
she has almost every major bout broadcast, or smuggled, from your
home world. She’s even edited the digitals into her own films. Very
remarkable, if only…”

They came out to a beautiful colonnade open
to the vast unending greenish yellow jungle. The carpet of flora,
whitewashed in a setting glimmer of amber gold’s and crimson reds,
splashed to a fading purple haze along the distance horizon. Flocks
of avian creatures rose in dotted swarms to find their nesting
area. A visual paradise of unending peace rarely seen by Alack, he
paused to behold the creeping shadows of the estate’s spirals.

“Fortunate you are amongst men, Sir, to have
this.”

“I worked hard for it.” They started towards
an end door in gold leaf and sapphires.

Two Servants in green satin livery opened the
door and followed behind. They are now in a hall of vast mirrors
and open windows dancing the setting rays. Prism rainbows bent and
jabbed in all directions as the beaded panes directed the rays at
various mirrors and reflecting crystal ware. It seemed like passing
through a spiritual realm. A transition place that is both unreal
and ghostly in splendor and appearance. A gentle tingling sensation
passed through Alack’s keen senses as tiny prisms danced in
unmarked array over his astounded face.

“Only Matriand fit to dwell in this place,
Sir.” He mumbled in awe.

“A mere trifle. I use this to entertain
politicians from places so primitive, they think the same as you
and make promises they can’t possible keep. But all things are
relative. As long as they provide there will be an unending stream
of wealth to dazzle those who dream. It is their dreams I can seize
upon, twist, and use to my advantage. That my young Seminian is the
key to attaining power and security.” They came to a small dinning
area off from the vast hall of prismatic mirrors. “Whoever
protects, controls. And whoever controls will soon pillage and
steal. That is an old Amazian saying I’ve lived by. Now sit and
eat. I’ve heard your fair competition. Tell me about yourself as we
gobble away the hours in light talk?”

Primador did most of the talking as Waiters
brought hefty dishes of meats, vegetables, rice fruit combos and
numerous wonderful smelling breads. Alack sat and listened as he
stuffed himself, feeling comfortable he is not the only glutton
alive. Primador yakked on about how he worked hard to build this
place up. When he first arrived on Celeshus IV, the world was a
tiny minuscule grain of dirt. Barely a million people lived here.
The Curlator and SSG Captain was one fellow. The people thought
their own feces did not stink, and this kept them in ignorance and
isolation. The planet is a forgotten leftover from the Unapiterian
political dinner fragmented two centuries ago.

What he did was to raise their standards of
stellar consciousness. Primador turned a dying colony into a
beautiful vacation resort for the privileged. His efforts brought
in hotels and some reputable casino corporations. He created
‘economic zones’ only along the lush and placid coast lines, left
the interior for hunters, campers and some research teams. Within
the last few years Celeshus IV’s population tripled, stabilizing at
almost four million, fully employed, happy and affluent people.
Boasting and pontificating on his vast reservoir of success and
cliental, Primador briefly talked about his relations with hundreds
of primitive border kingdoms. His treaties and barter systems
further enhancing the coffers of this small Class A world on the
rim of no where’s, added to his ego and self proclaimed vanity.

Alack listened, inhaling his delicious food,
keeping pace with his provider.

Then Primador paused, seemed to lose steam,
and burped. He started in a low voice, almost a reflection on the
past catching up to him. “I did some very bad things to some nice
people when I was younger. Men of my mold do have a conscious,
believe this or not, but it comes like a beggar in the night, when
you least expect it, reminding you of a past foulness. For this I
have reached out with my wealth and taped the shoulders of the
unfortunate.” Primador briefly told Alack about his Golden Dome
Charity Fund. Every Agel an unfortunate child is chosen. One who is
an Imperial citizen, who has some strange disease Republican
Insurance does not cover, and provides the funds for a cure. “In
this way I am trying to make amends for those I have so wrongly
devastated. At least my wealth can be numerated as a helping hand
to those who are in need. I’ve cured many thousands…except one…” He
trailed off, changing the subject.

“That’s wonderful thing, Sir.” The pieces
began to fall into place.

“Let us talk about you, Karlin Pockana of
Seminia. How is it my Princess has every Seminian wrestler except
you?”

Alack grinned after swallowing a drumstick as
large as his arm. “There are many of my kind who are of the Guild
but not famous. Levia Hermina missed mine because I not important
enough make full circuit.”

“And does this bother you?” Primador tried to
beat Alack in his own gluttony but failed, almost choking on a
similar leg of meat.

“The Guilds controlled by powerful families.
They decide who makes it or not. I am not of their family. I
refused to base my values to their standards, and outcast from
professional circuits of shows. But I still get jobs because my
reputation unspoiled. My word is good and I not lie or stretch
words to flatter.” In act of pure barbarism, Alack placed a bowl of
soup in his plate and dropped his handsome face in than using the
culinary straw.

“You’ll find that pertains to most planetary
societies. Those in power refuse to open their doors to those
outside. They would rather promote their family members than give a
chance to one on the outside who is far more talented.” Primador
tried the same soup sucking method but made such a mess, the
Servants had to wipe him down with silken wet cloths. “One of the
reasons I have Shalamar’s Circus here a lot is the Yunatchi
Brothers, they provide my Princess with pictures of all the new
wrestlers.”

“Fine Sir, she’ll have my face on wall very
soon.” Alack cut a seeded nut muffin, the size of a cake into four
pieces with a knife, and gulped each down in less than thirty
seconds.

In a moment of frustration Primador heaved
his napkin aside. “I can’t do this! How can you inhale your food
without feeling bloated? Are you human or not?”

“Seminian, Sir. How I eat and what I eat is
the same, so there’s enough.”

“No indigestion?”

“Nothing. I eat as much as I want.” Now it’s
Alack’s time to boast. He told him of his youth, the long desperate
hunts to find more food, and the abnormal growth cycles. How his
parents passed him on to relatives for feeding, until those
relatives were drained, and on to theirs. A full circuit from
village to village, with many others suffering from the same insane
desire, and culminating in a fatal demise. “Two choices given, Sir.
Either you become hunter seeking game and trusting Matriand, or you
become wrestler trusting Guild uses you for its own purpose.”

“No third alternative?”

“There others, like thief, priest, going off
world, an operation doing something about the body, but these only
good if there are sponsors from wealthy family. If have none, you
have nothing.” Alack painted a picture of medieval Seminia, not the
semi-modern world it has become today.

Primador grunted as two Waiters used a clean
wet cloth to wipe his bald head and mouth. “When I was a young man
like you, my father taught me to respect the Goddess of fortune,
Fortunata. The ancients of my home world painted her with many
faces and feet. She could be both generous and stingy, wise and
wicked and as fleeting as a wisp of smoke. But respect for her must
be constant, or she extracts a terrible vengeance.”

“How so?” Alack is offered a small dish of
pastries, which he piled into his plate.

Primador paused and smiled, “unbelievable…My
father had a keen sense of acquiring wealth, mostly from real
estate. His first purchase was a small shopping complex near our
home with a shrine to the Goddess Fortunata. He was told as long as
that shrine is not moved or destroyed the town will always be
prosperous. When he died, I took over the family’s assets and
renovated that entire piece of property into a huge elegant mall
with everything everyone wanted. But, I never moved the shrine,
building around it and giving it easy access by all the shoppers
who enter. That little place made us rich. Its fixed assets
financed other bigger and vaster projects. Years later I eventually
sold it to my brother, who didn’t care about the contract and
pulled everything down, including the shrine, and built a parking
garage for Zos serving an apartment complex. Recently I just read
that a dormant fault line under the town became active and in three
minutes leveled the place. After the smoke cleared not a stone or
girder or wall is standing. That little town wiped clean from the
face of the world by the wrath of Fortunata.” Another Waiter
brought Primador his chocolate tea drink. “My brother went to jail
for embezzlement of charity funds around the same time. Respect the
Gods, wherever you go and whoever they may be, especially the many
faces of Fortunata.”

“We have similar story from Book of Life,”
began Alack working on a green melon with a sweet seedy dip for
each piece. “Story of Trumel the Merchant, a rich man, a good
family man with many good friends. Trumel was giving of his wealth,
helped many poor people. Then a day came, horde of barbarians
destroyed his fields, burnt warehouses and plundered his wealth. A
plague of terrible death swept the land killing family and most of
his friends. Then house burnt down leaving him cold and naked. But,
his respect for Matriand never wavered. He still prayed giving what
he could. Praising and singing her glory amongst the faithful.”

“I would have cursed the old girl up and
down,” Grinned Primador trying to eat another piece of dessert.
“His friends must have been laughing at him.”

“Yes Sir. Very close friend came, tried to
turn his faith and curse the Goddess.”

“And what happened to Trumel the
Merchant?”

“Because of strong respect, solid faith was
rewarded with greater treasures on Seminia than before he had.”

“That story is more of faith than luck,
Pockana.”

“I believe they connected, Sir. In my
profession death can come swiftly, faith and luck go hand in hand
deciding future. Fortunata and Matriand share same faces. There no
absolutes of life and death, only gray places harboring hidden
colors.”

“I will ponder that carefully.” Primador made
a loud fart and thunderous burp that shuck his entire elephantine
frame. A delighted expression crossed his flabby features. “I like
corpulence. Have you ever noticed how nasty and dangerous skinny
fellows are? A fat man is more yielding, more friendly and more
compromising than the other types.”

Alack paused in popping grapes in his maw.
“My profession, Sir, a fat opponent makes more noise when falls
than skinny one.”

“A worthy answer my muscular friend.”

“You very wealthy, Sir. What see I and hear,
you expand wealth than hording it. When I earn little more than
expected, I hide it away for poor day. This has worked well than go
and squander on heavy drink and flashy girls.”

“A wise policy, Pockana. There are three
accounting rules I live by. One is cash accounting, I spend it as
fast as I make it. Two, accrual accounting, I’m always looking
ahead at profits that don’t exist yet but I see on the horizon, and
three, creative accounting, you steal as much as you can without
getting caught. Those three principles have made me very
wealthy.”

For a long moment Alack sat there, eyes
closed until a loud burp. Regaining his attentive stare at
Primador, broke a fine contented smile. “Those too complicated for
simpleton as I, Sir, I just lucky to get enough to eat.”

“The stomach rules? A fair and worthy master
to have, entire armies march to its gurgling. Keep it satisfied and
all your cares are answered. Deny it, and you have a terrible foe
at your doorstep, one that never gives in.”

“Tell me more about daughter?”

 


The pieces fell into place. Alack now knows
what to do, and must play the game to the hilt! Once outside
demanded to see Marsidor in a threatening gesture of strained
muscles and angry red features. Arriving shortly after at his
pavilion, Marisdor is treated to a full infuriated Seminian lashing
out in thunder and lightning. Demanding to talk to his manager on
Seminia, Alack gave no reason. “If you value life, comply!” He
snarled throwing items around in a child’s tantrum. “That device? I
want it! Resistance won’t work!”

Thirty minutes later a white washed trembling
Marisdor arrived and fumbled with setting up a comm. Set on his
broken living room coffee table. Accessing the Stellar Net, the
Seminian World Sight Alack yanked him away. “I know what to do…get
out!” and pushed the hesitant fellow beyond the door, locking
it.

Using his field Service Code Alack contacted
the Operative Office for his Affair, now cloaked as the Seminian
Wrestling Guild. The opening logo and simulated wrestlers in
various color blends lead into the titles and menus. Alack accessed
the Corporate Icon and found his agent, then activated his personal
mailbox. The manager is currently out, so there’s no direct face to
face contact. Swearing in colorful metaphors, Alack rambled on in
Service Code, using key words and phrases to outline his request.
On the outside seems as an angry young man venting some breach of
contract, with no specifics, and on the inside an elaborate Code
seeking and sending information. When done, stood there breathing
hard, stretching his tunic to the shredding point, playing the part
until he felt his act is convincing.

Turning off the device, Alack held his belly
in pain, shattered the door and ran out.

Marisdor and two Guards found him snoring on
a hard cold marble bench in the early morning hours. The small park
on the overhang has his great bulk stretched out. The shirt off,
that barrel chest with ribs and pectorals rising, falling, his slim
abdomen stretched, and the crude belt flopping down on both sides.
Those heavy legs in dirty leather trousers hanging over the edges,
the homespun boots off, bare feet and socks out, with empty bags of
food litter the area.

“Why doesn’t he get fat?” mumbled Marisdor,
“even the Golden One is perplexed.”

“I am cursed with a demon’s body!” roared
Alack snorting awake. Sitting up, did some breathing stretching of
his upper body to relive the morning chill. Seized a half empty
container and finished off the souring remains. Shaking his flock
of disorderly hair, frizzled and stiff, yawned, and began
collecting his socks, boots and shirt. “I envy your kind. You don’t
live with raging fire down below. Simple meal all you need. Look!”
Alack started to kick and collect the bags and boxes about. “See
what it takes? It gets worse older I get, then ‘puff’ all over. But
weaklings like you and cowards go on and on...” Alack sat yanking
on socks, boots, then pulled the shirt over his broad shoulders so
roughly, ripped it down the middle. In a burst of frustration,
growled heaving it over the balustrade and to the jungles below.
“What you want of me?”

“You must perform in the late afternoon,
Mister Pockana. My job is to see if all the performers are alright
and ready to do their service to the Golden One.”

‘Keep them guessing and off balance,’ thought
Alack. “I expecting reply from my manager. Has nothing to do with
contract, but answer to request from your Lord and Master. See I
get reply, or I’ll…” Alack exhaled and deposited the litter in a
receptacle as not to profane his host’s hospitality. “Lead me to
food. I need good breakfast…now!”

Projecting an over all sense of arrogance and
unfailing ego, marched his 158 Illo frame (under seven feet) into
the room overlooking the arena. Dressed in crude shorts, cut high
on the thigh, his battle boots and bare-chested, Alack waited
growling at other entertainers who approached him. In his head
band, concealed under his long black-brownish hair, are several
throwing stars. The heavy utility belt, with its various hidden
weapons, hung snuggly on his tapering thighs. Looking very unarmed,
despite his spectacular body, he is very well provided in
defense-offense.

Resting on his Flafstaf he wondered what will
he fight? What creature will they dredge from their puny
imaginations to challenge his absolute talents? ‘Whatever they send
too me out there, I’ll be ready to give them a good show.’ Making a
trip every forty minutes to the steaming vendor cart in the
hallway, Alack ate constantly upholding his character. He still
wondered who the contact is? And when he or she will make contact?
‘It can be Marisdor, with a trained mind an impression can be
hidden. Maybe not Feltro, but the same. I scanned the doctor and
she also gave me a negative impression, but as a professional can
hide it with some effort. My mind scans are very weak, surface
impressions only. The Yunatchi Twins? To innocent but the most
likely suspects, must wait and see.’

The same orchestra played the intro of
Primador, the Wife, the Daughter and important friends, a few
speeches and the first acts of the morning. He had a chance to see
the Yunachi Twins perform. They are terrific jumping and leaping,
in simple gymnastic acrobatics, to place a series of deadly sharp
knife blades on target. In one phase of their act, the brother is
tied on a turning upright table. The other is blind folded and is
heaving one blade after another between arm pits and separated
legs. Missing vital parts by Illos, the crowd went wild as one twin
assisted the other from the turning round table, to take bows.

Alack had to ask them how they did this
without castrating another.

Other acts followed in drama and comedy to
the hour and a half lunch break. As clowns did light comical things
below, the vendors fed and pampered the guests. During this time
the Golden One and his entourage had left and returned. Looking
down, saw the Little Princess with candy wraps, special gifts and
other goodies to eat in the shape of animals. ‘She must be having a
very good time…’ thought Alack, ‘unfortunately, what I’m about to
do will change her life, for the better I hope.’ With trumpets and
wind instruments, the orchestra’s opening fan fair started the
second half of the games.

More silly acts followed. Alack started to
grow bored until Marisdor poked his head in telling he is next,
right after the Flying Fish and humping Slesian Slug act.

Twenty minutes later Alack is strolling
leisurely into the center ring amongst shouts and cheers. Again he
portrayed a lack luster bored attitude as he waited in the center
for his next opponent.

“And he’s back to delight us with another
mouthful of tactics!” Boomed the Announcer, “Karlin Pockana of
Seminia, bare chest with a body that would put any muscleman to
shame, is about to meet his sculptor! Pockana doesn’t seem to care
how much of his fine body becomes fodder for his next challenge. To
some creatures a pretty leg or face is a tasty morsel after a
victory is earned. And now, introducing the warrior of warriors,
the maker of widows and supplier of corpses, the Beast of
Borallia!”

‘Interesting…’ thought Alack. ‘They consider
bulk more dangerous than small size and quickness.’ From the far
corner, amongst thunderous fan-fair and roars, a bumbling looking
form trudged into the gyrating spot lights. ‘A Boralite…’ grinned
Alack, ‘I know this race, their no match for my skills. His
slowness will give me time to do some real gymnastics, and make a
bigger impression on this mob.’ As the big hairy humanoid in plate
armor, skull sallet bearing a ball and chain weapon approached,
Alack did not move. The swarthy bearded face, big squinting eyes
between a piggish nose with a single nostril, glared at the calm
Seminian. Almost as tall, but heavy in armor and foot sabatons, the
two large hands in mail gloves tightened around a small deadly
battleaxe. An over powering odor of incense to hide the body
excrement made Alack move aside, up wind, as it stopped to raise
both weapons at the crowd.

Knowing every move coming before it attacked,
Alack did not spike his metabolism.

The first blow fell in a combined strike with
both weapons. First the ball and chain forced him to move in the
right direction, and an upper thrust with the axe at the chest. But
Alack is already aerial. A leap, using his hand on the Boralite’s
helmet, directed his fall. Striking the sands behind, rolled and
whacked the stout exposed neck with his Flafstaf. A sudden back
handed swish with the chain, turned growling and lashing with the
axe. But Alack is already moving. A series of somersaults, back
flips reversing in a circle, rolled to a prone position whacking
between its legs with his Flafstaf.

The ball with spikes hit the dirt. A deadly
jab over the shoulder, Alack tumbled aside, avoiding the desperate
thrusts. Pivoting, he begins flare work in the sands. His long
muscular legs lashed out in a circle striking and kicking. Straddle
down to a cabriole jump, executing a reverse Arab turn, to a tucked
somersault, and whacked the fellow under each arm. Going down,
repeated scissor work throwing big clumps of sand at the hulking
Boralite. This so confused him, lashed out with both weapons
cutting deep into the clouds of particles.

Alack flipped and rolled away spinning like a
human top.

Only to return running, did a handspring into
a front tucked somersault, executing a cartwheel and slammed his
shoulder into the front chest plate. Using the mass of metal as a
springboard, leaped grabbing the helmet, twisting the whole
Boralite around, and down to the sands. The Fellow ate dirt. Alack
grabbed and tossed away his weapons. Unarmed, the Boralite rolled,
laid on his back blinking up at Alack. The halberd blade is out and
at the Boralite’s throbbing throat. “Yield in Templar’s name?”

“By Templar’s grace and mercy, I yield.”

With that, the crowd roared its approval.
Alack extended his hand and helped his worthy opponent to his
feet.

Someone in the crowd howled in jest, “Pockana
the merciful!”

Others started to laugh, yell and clap,
screaming their approval.

Just before exiting, Alack turned back and
gave a simple wave of acknowledgement with his fingers.

‘So ends the second day of the games,’ in his
sleeping shorts, Alack stretched and sprawled on the floor of his
living room, ‘soon I should have an answer to my message, then I
can act.’ In the traditional Seminian sleeping pose, feet crossed
at the ankles, hands cupped on the chest, Alack fell into slumber
quickly as deep inner programs took control. He only needs a few
hours of sleep, about half the norms for the average humanoid.
Alack's mind and body gently recharging and re-aligning all
imbedded standards for the next ordeal, whatever that maybe.

 


Waking several hours later as the Celeshus
sun started its journey towards the horizon, Alack stretched,
yanked on his rustic trousers, socks and boots. As the shadows grew
long and dark, he pulled on his crude jerkin, wrapped his belt
around that slim waistline and made sure his hair is in order. The
sweet sounds of evening Avian creatures told him the hour, time to
go and get something to eat. Following the delightful smells of
baked breads and roasting meats, he boldly walked into the open
crowded mess hall. Armed only with his Bowie knife, he jabbed it
into a secluded table in the far rear and went to the buffet
counter. The line of chefs in their light blue gowns and head socks
knew his demands and filled his tray to overflowing.

Getting a pitcher of fruit juice, Alack
returned to his claimed territory and stuffed his face.

“On the more civilized worlds they pray
before eating,” began the Animal Trainer and three of his friends,
“but our Cupcake likes the savage way, eh?” They sat down facing
Alack with their meager amounts. “Do try not to speak it may fall
out of your mouth, Seminian.” They chuckled as the Animal Trainer
grinned trying to think of other verbal abuse. “They say the
Seminian woman run naked thru the jungles looking for young men,
and when they find them use the boy’s hair to wipe their vagina
after a frisky toss.” The others burst out in harsh laughter, “If
they can find the boys with the right sizes!”

Alack grinned, giving him a goofy look while
swallowing whole pieces of cooked meats.

“The story gets better I am told. Seminian
teenagers grow very fast but their penis stays the same.” More
giggling and chuckles, “if this be true to the facts how can a
Seminian fuck a very fat Seminian woman?” They howled pounding the
table with their fists. “Maybe I should add this show to my circus
acts, but I’m in a quandary,” more snickering, “should I add this
act to my clowns or to the copulating lizards and flying
snakes?”

Staring at him, swallowing a very large piece
of fruit, Alack touched his finger to his stuffed lips getting it
down. “I think, good Sir, you should not worry about others and
concentrate on where animals urinate, you smell not too good.”

The three husky fellows began to make a
wowing sound.

“The Cupcake has a tongue,” smiled the Animal
Trainer, “let’s see if he has a temper.” With a nod the three took
their eating utensils and began to take various foods from Alack’s
tray. “It is good to share amongst friends, we are friends aren’t
we?” All three began to eat his food in a gross manner.

“I count you amongst my numbers, Sirs, you
now share my essences.”

“And what does that mean, Cupcake?”

“You are right. Seminians don’t pray before
eating, we mark our food with gobs of spittle. A…silly thing we
primates do.” He gave them a broad white smile.

The three paused. Their mouths open with
shocked expressions.

Spitting and gagging, the Animal Trainer
stood angered. As Alack went to take a swig from the fruit
decanter, placed his claw holding it down. “I happen to know what
you face tomorrow, Cupcake, and only that makes me glad you’ll be
torn to pieces. Have a last lucky day.” And they left quickly.

Wondering what that was about, took a heft
draught. An object got caught in his throat. Coughed it up into his
hand and saw the data crystal. ‘By Matriand …he’s the contact!’

Back at his pavilion, Alack accessed the data
crystal while in the bathroom. His Calcomp, hidden amongst the
secret compartments of his rustic valise, warned him of Primador’s
intrigues. Doctor M’s inoculation has implanted a stream of
artificial proteins, time coded, that will release a deadly poison
midway through his last competition. His opponent will win as he
goes down in weakness and simulated death. After the circus has
left, Alack will be revived and forced to serve Primador and Levia
Hermina for the remainder of his days. If he refuses the offer of a
golden cage and jeweled enslavement, a secondary stream of proteins
will be activated ending his life permanently. This is why Primador
is priming the character Karlin Pockana with delicious meals and
favored conversation. Do something quickly, the door is about to
slam shut!

Activating the medical menu and a modular
attachment, Alack scanned his body and found the two protein
injections. Dormant until activated by time sequencing from an
agent in his drink or food, Alack quickly injected himself with an
antigen recommended by the device. The simple protein molecule
quickly broke down and became part of his bowel movement. Feeling
relief that this invader is out of his system, decoded the message
from his manager at the Guild.

All is set, waiting for his order to
proceed.

The entire Affair now hinges on his ability
to react during the resulting confusion.

 


They came for him again in the early evening.
Marisdor giving him a reply to his message and apologizing as they
escorted him to a simple dinner at the Golden One’s table. This
encounter is different. Hauns Primador sat reserved and very polite
with his wife, the Lady Drokona and the Little Princess. The meal
is in a simple room with white and red wall paper, a carpet over a
parquet floor and various ornate chandeliers hanging from brackets
in the four corners. Three servants attended as they shared a quiet
and delicate meal of fruits, meats and rice combos, with various
bowls of bread squares.

Lady Drokona did most of the talking. A soft
spoken middle aged female with light brown curly hair in various
buns, a face with too much rouge and jewels stitched into her skin.
But she has a very family styled manner adding to the sweetness of
the entire occasion. Primador yesed her to death with very nice
replies, and the Little Princess swooned all over Alack. She could
not take her fluttery eyes from him. Every gesture, every nuance
she observed with a smile and a glint. He acted the perfect
gentleman, being very careful not to be too perfect. When the meal
concluded he wondered what it is all about. Nothing important was
said, nothing definite was promised and nothing pretending was
hinted at.

In standard Victonian fashion, Drokona took
Alack by one hand and the Princess by the other, and with Primador
buzzing ahead in his chair, entered an elegant sitting room. There
they sat in separate seats as servants waited. The Princess mounted
a chair with unfolding boards and various musical devices. When
done she is almost enclosed in a small orchestra of wind, reed and
percussion keyboards.

“Now dear, relax and show Mister Pockana what
you can do.” the wife received a cup of tea from a Servant with a
hot tray.

“She composed this just for you, Karlin.”
finished Primador with a stretched grin.

Levia Hermina began to play a classical
composition of multi layers and full use of all synthesized
instruments. The piece is massive in size and mixture, a full color
of sounds and beats connected by a central underlying theme. She
went off in variations, using different arrangements and keys,
still maintaining the flow and rhythm of the basic chords. Parts
soared in majestic sweeping strings, others bounced to the beat of
the horn, ending with a dirge of low percussion on the drums. She
glided into a bridging sequence on gentle piano finalizing to a
soft flow of reeds, and a light softening piece ending the twenty
minute composition.

In one leap, She left the chair and into
Primador’s arms sobbing with joy she was able to do this in Alack’s
presents.

Alack realized what she composed and played
would take a professional decades of study and practice to do. ‘If
only T.A. Elanus was here to see and witness this,’ thought Alack
giving her a loud clapping, ‘he’s the expert on this type of
music.’

After a return to the keyboards and several
popular tunes for a playful exercise, all three tucked Hermina in
for the night. As good-byes are said, Alack found it hard not to
like these people despite what they planned to do too him. If he
was not informed he would become a slave to this idealize life
style in perpetual household hell. For a person of his caliber this
would be terrible, and would bring down destructive forces toppling
paradise. But knowing what they know and counteracting it, gave him
renewed purpose to turn the scales. As the Guards returned him to
his pavilion he knew the course he must take. It all depends on who
he fights tomorrow and acting at the proper moment with the right
person. Again, as in previous Affairs, timing is of the
essence.

 


Alack prepared himself for his final bout
under Contract with the Celeshus Entertainment Corp. He trained
early, showered and ate, even perfumed himself for the grand
finale. He dressed in his war boots with inner socks for
protection. A pair of lose trousers with suspenders, a sleeveless
tunic in dull gray and his rustic utility belt. Attaching various
small weapons he took his Flafstaf and Arm Hung, waited for
Marisdor to show up. True to form, the pale fellow arrived on time
with a two Guard escort.

Marisdor seemed very quiet. This is unusual
because all the other times was quick for talk and conversation.
Noticing this Alack glanced down on his bald whitewashed head,
“what do you know not saying, Marisdor?”

“Well, I’m not suppose to tell you
this…but…we’ve grown kind of fond of you, Pockana.”

One of the Guards spoke out of line. “This
will be his last fight, tell him?”

“If Feltro finds out I’ll be the next victim
tossed in the arena…” About to say something the Animal Trainer and
his entourage arrived by the back entrance. Pointing and laughing,
they found Alack’s serious expression amusing.

“Better get him in there, Marisdor; they’ve
already numerated his stats for the mortuary.” More laughing and
giggling, “If I were you Pockana I’d demand a last supper!” Their
hilarity now became base and annoying as Marisdor quickly lead
Alack up to the same room with the same vendor outside.

About to say something, clammed up when
Feltro arrived. “Fight well, Seminian.” and dragged the fellow away
with his guards.

As other entertainers under contract arrived
and left, Alack sat in the corner chair, reserved and very quiet,
to himself. His thoughts are not on what he will face, but on his
next course of action. What he must do and betray Hauns Primador.
How this will affect the Little Princess and the entire Golden
House of Celeshus IV. Without the guiding hand of Primador will the
planet’s economy nosedive? Will Hermina and the Lady Drokona
continue or fall into depression without the guidance and control
of the Golden One. Not only is Alack bringing a murderer and thief
to justice, he is destroying the economy of a planet and the
balance within a very nice family. If the mother and daughter were
as ruthless as the father, Alack would not care, but just the
opposite exists.

The bait he has can snarl the big fish and
save the little one.

But the pool they have been enjoying will
drastically change, may even become polluted.

As his thoughts dwelt on such things, time
passed, and only the occasional pin prick from his annoying belly
reminded him of the clock’s ticking. As the noise of the circus
returned him to a familiar scene, Marisdor told him he is next. His
voice had a solemn tone, the fellow wanted to say something but
Feltro is right on his heels.

“After the Walking Worms, you’re on Pockana.
The Golden One wants to see you, Marisdor.” They left Alack alone,
fingering the hard worm wood of his ivory and steel weapon.

The bright glare of the auto spots caught
Alack in the center ring. “Once more Humans and Aliens, he’s back
and with a vengeance. Two quick victories and Karlin Pockana of
Seminia thirsts for more! The tension of the last round is
overwhelming, the anticipation heart stopping and our pulses racing
to see what is about to unfold before our eyes! No, Humans and
Aliens, this is no holo-drama from Vastuum Studios, or a child’s
game from Dark Star Toys, this is the real teeth grinding dirt of
reality! And challenging that true grit reality is one from the
deepest vaults of the champions!” The Announcer’s voice is an
annoying echo.

The spots leaped to the far off entrance
way.

“This time Karlin Pockana has met his match!
The Seminian God holds his future in her hand, and he is about to
feel her wrath! Humans and Aliens, challenging from his very home
world, is Angls Monrala the Seminian Slayer!!”

The crowd exploded in fury, cheering and
thundering howls shaking the dome.

Alack’s heart stopped. He anticipated every
kind of opponent, except one of his own.

The spots highlighted in white washed glares
a tall muscular humanoid approaching with a determined walk. Long
hair of a frosty blond color bouncing, a high exposed forehead,
steel blue eyes and square jaw with thin lips, the warrior is
indeed Seminian. The high exposed forehead told Alack he’s from
Hiydan, the mountainous regions of Seminia. They are the best from
the Wrestler’s Guilds. They are the true champions who win the most
in the Great Oak Games of Kerimanaga. As big as Alack and just as
well built, holding a dark brown Flafstaf up in a dominant
position, Monrala took all the attention. Dressed in tight flashy
golden pants, hip boots with sparkling glitter, a shoulder strap
with various icons and trophies, bare chest so the crowd can admire
him, came up to Alack.

“I don’t know you, Pockana, but your skills
I’ve seen…” A retainer ran towards him and removed the shoulder
strap and decorations of past victories. “Wherever you hail from I
shall make an example of that stinking village.” He gave Alack a
polite bow stepping away.

The crowd roared on as Alack’s stomach began
to turn.

After some flowery narrative from the
Announcer, the crowd screamed its approval and became deathly
silent. Both Seminians stood several hundred Illos glaring at
another. Alack’s neck hairs rang. Deciding to take no chances with
this fellow spiked his metabolism. With heart racing, broke his
standard form and began to pace back and forth like a caged animal
never removing sight from his opponent. Seminian Wrestling is an
art. Harboring all the delicate facets, speedy extensions, deployed
various techniques from other fighting schools. This Professional
is trained in all these remarkable variants, calling upon each
within microseconds to turn the tables and win. But Alack found
only the direct descendants from the sons of Samue have his gift.
So far in all the years in the Special Service he has not come
across another who can spike his metabolism and move as lighting.
Only one Seminian was able to do that and he maybe dead, as per
Elanus of the Special Services.

He fought a Judordashkin champion and stopped
a terrible slaughter under Emperor Gorgon’s reign, some thirty five
years ago, in faraway Altairia.

Needing desperate kinship, felt a wave of
security enforce his determination.

With a glittering splash of speed, Monrala
ran at Alack.

Alack returned the gesture dashing off
raising the Flafstaf for defense.

Closing within several Illos, Monrala leaped.
Alack fell, rolled to a prone position. Monrala flipped, striking
down. Alack swung up, both Flafstaf’s clanged in a wood barking
echo. Tumbling away, Monrala spun on shoulder. Alack leaped, a
twisting cowboy, landing behind him. Monrala pivoted the Flafstaf
digging dirt between Alack’s feet. Jumping up from off balancing
his move, Alack ploughed his shoulder into Monrala’s back. Swung
around and hit him under the chin with a down stroke. Alack
launched him self getting distance. Monrala somersaulted aside
doing the same.

Both on their feet, glaring at another, and
holding weapons frontal for protection.

A sudden back swish of Monrala’s hand, the
Throwing Star cut the air Illos from Alack’s determined face.

Blocking with the Flafstaf, Alack tumbled
forward. Monrala’s body leaped and swung at the spot, but only
sliced empty air. Rolling away, a reverse back flip to a
somersault, Alack returned driving the blunt end of his weapon into
the lower spine of Monrala. The Professional went down but under
armed a slashing cut with the blade across Alack’s barrel chest.
Falling back, feeling throbbing pain, Alack leaped up as Monrala
tried a second strike. A rolling dismount, Alack is on his feet.
Monrala went into floor flares. Striking at Alack’s ankles, he
hopped and skipped aside sending his Flafstaf’s point between his
opponent’s gyrations. Monrala lost his stride, the balance gone,
the sharp weapon shattering his flare work. It cut deeply into his
boots and both quickly rolled away gaining distance.

Alack flipped in a circle.

Monrala did the same. Both clashed at the
apex of their leap. Both Flafstaf’s ringing out in a crack. Alack
countered with a prone position, a back flip. Monrala in descent
swung the halberd blade between Alack’s extended legs. Alack caught
the lower dull end of the blade with his feet. Twisting his body
added additional force and yanked it from Monrala’s grasp. Rolling,
swinging both weapons, drove Monrala back. Releasing three deadly
throws, Monrala’s Lac’Shers stuck in the blunt end of both
Flafstafs Illos from Alack’s squinting brown eyes.

Upholding the Wrestling Code of Hiyan, Alack
discarded both Flafstafs.

Releasing his Stars, Alack forced Monrala
back as they hit the dirt between his flashy torn boots. The last
Lac’Sher cleaved a bloody canyon in the Fellow’s left arm. The
nasty cut brought a defiant growl, Monrala removed his Arm Hung.
Advancing, using his right arm, Alack yanked out his Arm Hung,
holding it up near his face. A circulating meat grinder, the little
razor blades are now fully extended as Monrala closed. The Medieval
Seminian weapon cut the air in ever widening circles. To Alack’s
horror this type the chain gets longer as the swing grows faster.
It is now beyond the range of his. Reversing his strategy, Alack
went down, rolling, under the long swing of razor and chain using
the metal handle to snag the flinging lacerating death.

Receiving nasty cuts, Alack yanked twisting,
bending the force away from Monrala’s grasp. This weapon also went
the way of the Flafstafs. Monrala is stunned for a split second.
Alack took his opening, leaped high and wrapped his stout legs
around Monrala’s neck. The Professional rolled with the force, spun
out and ploughed his shoulder into Alack’s bleeding chest. Alack
rolled backwards. Monrala followed, both ending in a tangle of arms
and legs. Alack’s blood made him slippery and thrust his legs out,
breaking Monrala’s tightening hold. Spinning around in a gut
wrenching jab, Alack countered with a Half Nelson. Striking above
but missing his mark, Monrala tried to knock Alack off balance. The
Seminian’s legs yanked Monrala down, crippling with the Arm Nelson
to almost shattering spasms.

“Yield! In the name of our Curlator, yield!”
whispered Alack forcing the arm to the point of breakage.

“I can’t…promises and credits are at stake…”
His twisted face is now eating dirt.

“I thought honor and fairness were the
norms?”

“You’ve been living in a dream…”

Alack felt Monrala revving up his energy
levels for a last surge.

“I’m sorry…” and yanked his good arm from its
socket beneath the muscle and cartilage.

Monrala whimpered, forcing down his pain and
rage. A face ashen stretched in defiance, sweat, dirt and contorted
pain, “Who are you? This can’t be…!” He yelped in agony, “only a
true son of…” His twisted blue straining eyes dug deeper into
Alack’s squinting browns, “No…no one believes in such things
anymore...you can’t be! That House is long gone…!”

“I am Matriand’s shield and hammer…do you
yield?”

“I yield…I yield…get me a doctor!” His voice
is full of anguish and fear.

Alack released him. Powering down his
bursting heart, stepped away as a Zo car sped out with a medical
unit. Swearing and screaming in rage, Monrala is defiant, but they
forced him on the back bed area and off to the local hospital.

At this point Alack is aware of the
thunderous roar and clapping of the crowd.

Gathering his weapons Alack waved humbly at
the throat screaming spectators and walked off alone as the
Announcer tried to find the appropriate words. Once inside his
normal urge seized him and sought the food vendor.

 


He had just enough time to shower, check on
his healing wounds, and change to his rustic garb when Feltro with
six armed Guards kicked in his front door. “Seize him but don’t
touch his hair.” Alack puffed up his chest in a beastie defiant
manner, his scowl making the Guards hesitate. “Just surround him.
Follow us Pockana, the Golden One wants the pleasure of your
company.” Alack gave a consenting nod and left with his escort and
chaperons.

This time the Guards and Feltro stayed with
Alack as they entered the palace complex. Reading the situation,
this is no social visit where the servants waited ready to serve.
This is a teaching session where the master will chastise. Into a
cold but ornate throne room affair with hard marble mosaics, giant
murals and domed ceilings going up in vaulting, a simple throne of
wood and precious gems awaited. On it in some weird gown of
sparkling glitter, suns with faces and embroidered spiritual
symbols, Hauns Primador glared from under a heavy silver crown.
Several other men in straight Eaton jackets, of the old Amazian
type Elanus wore, stood quietly behind the simple throne.

“What are we going to do with you?” exhaled
Primador trying to be majestic but allowing great frustration and
anger through. “You’ve been treated well, with almost a guest pass
but you’re not playing it my way.” Another snort, “you were suppose
to lose that match, not break the fellow’s arm. You were suppose to
fall under our spell and be a permanent guest.” Another loud
exhale, “and even that you couldn’t do. What a shame.”

Half way through the conversation Alack
activated his belt recorder. “I have done what I hired to do, Sir,
no more, no less.”

“You were hired to suffer a semi-fatal heart
seizure, be pronounced dead by Doctor M and become a member of this
community!”

“That Sir, not a part of my contract.” Alack
folded his arms over his chest.

“We added a hidden clause. What happened to
the drugs?”

“Drugs?”

“Doctor!” Primador gave his scepter a jerk at
Alack.

One of the people, dressed like a male in the
Eaton jacket, came forward. “I inoculated him when he arrived, with
both disguised serums. I don’t know why he’s not on a stretcher to
be revived.”

“My body can resist harmful foreign germs, it
can heal itself, it’s…it’s my biology.”

“Prove to me you have such a metabolism?”
Primador’s grin told Alack he intends to trap him with his own
statement. Alack, laughing inside, opened his shirt where his chest
cut had been. “Impossible! I saw you slashed and lacerated!”

“Say I, my body restores…regeneration…the
skin.”

“Maybe I should’ve used the stronger
variants…” mumbled Doctor M.

“To late now...” Primador rubbed his scepter
under the folds of his flabby chin. “My only course is to execute
you for high treason and espionage against my person. Don’t feel
bad, Mister Pockana, it's what kings normally do.”

Showing some fear, Alack added a tiny tremble
to his confident voice. “Sir, I may have moment of time in private,
change your mind…this action.”

Staring down in a pensive bearish face,
Primador instructed Feltro to cuff Alack, then ordered the others
out side. Alone, he relaxed holding his scepter like it is now a
weapon. “Try nothing stupid my muscular food gobbling friend, one
move and those shackles will blow you in two, another hidden
clause. Now, what is it?”

“I make you a deal, Sir. My life for life of
your daughter.”

“What are you slobbering about?” His voice
rose in thunder, his chubby finger hovered over the detonation
button on the scepter.

“You tell me about Hermina’s affliction, how
she never grow into pretty young maiden, but always small and
dwarfish…”

“Watch your tongue, Boy, I alone have the
power of life and death here!”

“I know a Shaman from home region on Seminia,
a wise healer who knows power of herbs and minerals, he can cure
condition.” Alack stepped forward seeing the rising interest in
those recessed eyes. “I see him cure afflicted in my village and
give me healing medicine.”

“With all my wealth and power I have had a
thousand such charlatans stroll before this throne, taking my
money, but delivering not what I sought. Their bodies now lay in
graves amongst the worlds they hailed from. How can a primitive
piece of dirt shit like you help me when I have tried with far
greater resources? Is this some backwoods medicine that the general
community has not explored?”

“All I know Sir, he made dwarf children tall,
healed unhealable and brought happiness to who have lost hope. He
is famous and powerful in many ways of medicine.”

“Maybe your honest shit pit primitiveness has
blinded you to nefarious ways.” His frown wrinkled the entire
grotesque face. “And for this you want freedom?”

“Yes Sir. We have saying from home, ‘the hand
of one wets and dries the hand of another’. I arrange him to travel
off world and come here.”

“And I have an old saying, ‘never cut your
line until the boat is submerged.’ Call your mud eating snake
charmer, Pockana.” Primador pressed a button on his scepter and a
different Servant entered. “Bring me a CWT Set.” A moment later the
Servant returned setting up a fancy ornate Calcomp on a silver
rolling table. The Golden One made a few adjustments and turned the
menu screen towards Alack. “Make this quick.” and released the hold
on his handcuffs.

Alack accessed the Stellar Net, found the
icon for Seminia and locked on to the World Sight. It took a few
moments to find the village’s Domain from the Regional Directory.
Unknown by Primador, all this was preplanned and Alack is actually
in the Data Net of his Affairs Bureau. The false sight is totally
convincing, down to the mud and heavy mist of the early morning
streets. A craggy dirty face with rings and broken skin fell into
the picture. “Who are you and what do you want? It’s too early for
such messengers…”

“I’ll take it from here.” And Primador seized
the table swinging the screen around so he can talk directly. Alack
heard the introduction, a few words about Pockana, the actor’s
confirmation on a cure and hesitant rebuff of going off world.
Primador made a hefty financial offer, but the false Shaman claimed
he can not leave because of orthodox religious dogma. More arguing
and haggling, finally the actor gave in to a secluded place at a
health spa on Celeshus’s moon. Now Primador hesitated, almost
threatened but gave into the quick two hour trip.
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