The Alien Legion

A      L      I      E      N      S

in

Survival of the Fittest

“In  Space, no one can hear you scream…”

I

::Space Port Yuris ::Country of Synam:: The Planet Kol

::The Thermor Galaxy ::Outer Rim of the TOPHAN Galactic Union

::Day 1
00:00:00


“What’s the status now?” The first of five Police transports speed through the Port Authority Terminal Gates, at its helm, Chief Lanx, in charge of the local forces in the seat of the Country of  Synam.


“The ship is still sending the recorded emergency beacon sir, yet not responding to any of our attempts to communicate. It seems to be on some form of computerized landing sequence. It is making its final approach. We have cleared all traffic.”


“We are about to approach the landing site, keep your personnel clear. I want defense batteries on stand by to blow this thing out of existence if it makes a single hostile move.”


“Aye sir.”


Lanx furrows his brow as the speeder pulls up to the field and pauses, just short of where the transport vessel descends from the skies. It is an unknown, no known technology from the Union. Yet the beacon was simple enough to decode with translators, meaning they at least seemed to be a bioform they could understand. But to approach a planet, sight unseen was unheard of in the Union.


The ship settles and hatches begin to open. Yet no one comes out.


Lanx steps from the speeder, summons his forces with a wave. Two dozen Police Officers dismount from their own transports and gather near the hatch.


“Ship is powering down sir, completely. It presents no threat at this point.”


Lanx adjusts his com slightly. “Good. Okay let’s show these Port Security types how a true Police force operates.” Lanx smiles and gestures his men inside.


They enter and quickly move through an airlock into the ship.


“We got a breathable atmosphere sir.”


“Good, hate breather masks.” Move forward. They enter into a chamber beyond the lock, but the walls are covered in rough edges, and the ceilings hang low. Mist fills the space, and the sounds of whispering breezes from elsewhere wafts through.


“What the hell kind of technology is this?” Lanx hisses as his men move on ahead of him. Then Lanx looks up. His eyes catch a sight that freezes the blood in his body. The ceiling unfolds, ridged edges shift, blur and then reach down. A long, projected head singles itself out, hovering just over his lead officer. Fear grips him, and so he remains silent. 


The officer turns. “Sir?” His last word before a small jaw punches through his head.

II

::Starbase Par IV ::Legion Command:: Planetary Moon

::The Thermor Galaxy ::Outer Rim of the TOPHAN Galactic Union

::Day 30   20:13:08


“But sir, Nomad just returned from a rather difficult mission…”
 Captain Sarigar draws himself up straighter before the projected image.


“Noted Captain, yet your squad is the closest to respond to the Kol problem and make an assessment for further deployment or response from the Legion.”


Sarigar grits his teeth. Another day in the Legion, he thinks to himself. “Of course Sir.” The image blinks out and Sarigar touches another switch. The image of Lieutenant Torie Montroc replaces it. “Assemble the squad Montroc, we have been ordered out and will be leaving within the hour.”

Day 30   21:03:35


“Can’t a man get even a single day’s rest with a keg of grogh before called back into it, Cap’n?” Jugger Grimrod calls from the side as the assembled Nomad Squad stands to attention before their Captain and their waiting shuttle.


“Yes, but not today Legionnaire. Listen up. Most of you will remember the planet Kol, you were stationed there during a Peace treaty negotiation a couple cycles ago.”


“Fun place.” Skathe Mescad whispers.


“Almost a Lunar Cycle ago the planet’s Port Authority sent out an Emergency Disaster signal, it was broken up, and had undergone a lot of spatial distortion. Legion forces received the signal and contacted the government on Kol, specifically Synam authorities, and were told all was in order, the situation had been dealt with. Five days ago all communication with Synam, and Kol as a whole was lost. This includes the Union Embassy and the Legion Squad posted there. We are to investigate and determine what happened.” Sarigar rises up, his prehensile tail lifting his form above the others, so that he can clearly see his troops, some of the toughest soldiers in the Union, he knows that is about to be put to the test once more. “I know we are worn down by our last assignment, still mourning Vesper, but, we may have other comrades in danger, and no legionnaire should stand by when a fellow is in danger. For the Legion!”

III

::Space Port Yuris ::Country of Synam:: The Planet Kol

::The Thermor Galaxy ::Outer Rim of the TOPHAN Galactic Union

::Day 33    03:45:12


“Report Legionnaire.” Sarigar slides up behind the navigation console of the shuttle. 


Torqua Dun looks across the command console. “Still nothing Captain. No response to our radio signal and landing request. I’m picking up nothing but static across all the bands.”


Torie Montroc stands right alongside the Captain. “How can that be? What would shut off all the communication throughout this area? Kol has a heavy trading status, this Port is one of the busiest in the Legion.”


“Apparently not any longer. Sir.” Dun gestures as a screen comes up. “We’re getting images now of down below.”



“Eye of Ayal.” Sarigar whispers.


The Port lies spread out in grandeur no longer. Its ruins belch forth smoke and its buildings lie like shattered stone landscape. Wild and untamed where once there were thriving signs of sentience.


“Picking up any weapons fire or any threat to us?”


“None sir, its dead down there.”


“Find a clear spot and land us. Montroc, have the troops ready to go before we touch down.”


Montroc nods. He hits a communication switch. “Nomad, let’s lock and load!” He then nods to Sarigar and leaves the shuttle’s bridge.

Day 33   06:23:14


“Report Lieutenant.” Sarigar looks out over the quickly established base camp, immediately around the shuttle, in the midst of the destroyed port.


“Perimeter is secured sir, we’ve scouted out to the edges of the Port, stationed shuttle floaters at the perimeter lines and set a guard.”


“Any findings?”


“Nothing that adds up sir. There is no evidence of traffic in or out of this port for the last Lunar Cycle. Whatever happened here happened sometime ago. There are indications that a battle was fought within the Port grounds. There are numerous blast sites from Kollian weapons, but not a single trace of any bioform, sentient or non. The entire Port grounds have been decimated, but interestingly enough, the entire complement of ships to the northern end are still in pristine condition. Whatever tore through here, left them intact. We also found one other piece of whatever puzzle this is: there was one alien ship at a landing strip not far from our base camp. The ship doesn’t match any known specs from the TGU or Harkilons. Its also abandoned. But we did find something on board you might want to look at sir, Meico is running a biospectral and microchemical analysis on it now.”


“Let’s go.” Sarigar moves off quickly and Montroc catches up, leading his commanding officer. He notices the small tail spikes of Sarigar, natural to those of Jentek, snapping in and out in marked tension. “I just received word from Legion HQ, they have been in contact with the outlying worlds that have regular trade with Kol. According to reports Kol put out a Quarantine state the same day the emergency signal was intercepted, but only to local worlds. That quarantine has yet to be lifted.”


“So they lied to the Union.”


“Apparently, or felt they did have the situation under control, but that hardly seems the case does it?”


“No sir.” Montroc smiles slightly. Sarigar was an excellent Commander, his sense of duty, his professionalism made him someone worthy of Montroc’s, and every member of Nomad’s respect.


Moments later the two near the alien ship.


“Ah, Captain, good, report I just received.”


“What is it Meico?”


“Look, see for yourself, Captain sir.” Meico gestures with his two left arms to the small worktable behind him. Sarigar slides over and Montroc follows. Lying on the table is a piece of casing, rough textured, and a container of some viscous fluid.


“What am I looking at Meico?” Sarigar asks after a moment.


“Both samples were taken from the inside of the ship sir.” Montroc slips in.


“Yes, very strange they are. Analysis confirms biological both are.”


Sarigar turns. “Biological?”


“Yes. Look inside we shall.”


“Any chance of contamination from this?” Sarigar asks. “We received word that this Port was quarantined.”


“No, analysis shows no danger, harmless materials they are.”


“Very well.” The threesome move into the alien ship, it still hums slightly, its huge, cavernous form unlike any ship any of them had ever seen. Alien metal gleams in the sunslight, complex designs run along the hull and interior. It is shaped like a great bird. They walk through an airlock, and into a vast chamber, metallic walls that run into the distance. But then at the far end, a vast network of patterns intersect and line the walls. Ribbed patterns of the substance spreads out, halfway into the chamber, then fading into more sheer metal. It glistens, almost seems to pulse, as if alive.


Sarigar can see that the material entirely coats the walls further into the vessel.  “What in hell…”


“Casing some sort of secreted resin seems to be, covers most of the inside of ship.”


“It looks almost like some sort of hive, sir.” Montroc offers.


Sarigar assents, his form slides through the entry chamber toward the far end, where his hand touches the end of the resin covered walls. He closes his eyes and can almost feel a heartbeat within the material. “The other?”


“Coats most of the inside walls, drippings along floor. Has genetic material within it. Seems to be saliva of some form.”


“Hard to imagine that a sentient bioform capable of building a ship like this would also fit that description.”


“Who knows Captain.”


As they speak another legionnaire walks up out of the still low hanging mist that seems to waft through the ship. “Dun reporting Lieutenant.”


“I had Dun look at the ship, see if he could figure out anything.”


“And?” Sarigar turns to Dun, his tail spikes still flexing.


“And, it is the single most complicated ship I have ever seen. I recognize the machinery in this ship, but that’s about it, it is far too complex for me to figure out how it works, especially with the power off. Its definitely technology unlike anything I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen it all Captain.”


“Does anything suggest this ship could be from the Harkilons?”


Dun pauses. “No offense sir, ain’t a bloody hark in the universe would have the brains to build this beauty.”


“So what kind of bioform did all this.”


“My thought Captain…”


“Go ahead Legionnaire Dun.”


“I think you have two distinct bioforms here. I found living quarters and setups that don’t fit with whatever Meico’s gunk is all over the place.”


“Explain?”


“If this stuff really is some sort of hive, most thingies I know live in hives don’t have nice bedrooms on the side. I found what looks like living quarters, though this baby’s crew were truly weird beasties, they had rooms.”


“Makes sense.” Montroc interjects. “Captain, maybe the material isn’t the contamination, maybe whatever made it is. Maybe there was some infestation of a second bioform aboard this ship.”


“Perhaps, find out what you can, but we reconvene in an hour to expand our search.”


“Yes sir.”

IV

Day 33   07:51:30:: The Shuttle


Sarigar once more rises up to greet his squad. “Alright, all of you have heard the status reports concerning the Port and the unknown vessel. We are going to expand our search. Legionnaire Meico, you, Durge, Frisbek and Hrispen will be remaining with the shuttle. One floater will be placed here with you.” The named Legionnaires nod.


“Montroc, you will be taking half the Squad and checking to the north, through the shipyards and beyond. I will be taking the rest and we will head east, into what was the main section of the Synam Capital. Check duty roster, group up and let’s head out.”

Day 33   09:14:12 ::The Shuttle

“I don’ts like this!” The raspy voice of Durge echoes through the dark recesses of the ship. “Place is spooky!”


Meico turns. “Afraid are you not Durge?”


“No!” Durge snaps. “Just, you knows, saying so.”


Meico purses his facial features and turns back. “Different these are from any we saw above.”


“Sides, the old snake said we weres to stay with the shuttles, not goes exploring.”


“Still in range we are of the shuttle Durge, worry not. Captain Sarigar posted me here further to explore alien ship and be here in case injuries happen.”

He leans over, then kneels along one of the modules they have discovered in the belly of the ship. “Dun not mention these did he.” Meico turns his light on the module closest. Its beam penetrates the leathery covering. 


Within something sits in thick juices, waiting. As the light reveals its crablike, skeletal form, it shifts. Meico nearly falls over backwards.


“What? Whats is it?” Durge asks as he leans close.


“Living something is inside.”


Durge turns facing the small module, as the top flowers open, slowly, peeling back. “Thing some kind of plant?” Durge looks inside.


“Wait!” Meico yells, too late.


A lithe form literally flies from the pod, smacking Durge in the face, who screams, raring back and falls among the pods. Meico is up, hel-gun drawn, as he sees the thing clamp a long tail around Durge’s throat, covering his face, gripping tightly. Meico reaches to lift it off, but the grip tightens, the tail lashes tighter, and Durge lies silent as death.

Day 33   09:29:21 ::The Ship Yards


“All checked Leiutenent, not a single ship has been touched. Something worked real hard to preserve them. Number of offworld transports as well, lined up and all fueled.” Skathe Mescad’s deep voice nearly rumbles as he speaks.


The other Legionnaires of this team regroup. “So why? Were the Kollians planning a mass exodus?” Torie Montroc asks.


“If they were, and they defended this site so well, you would think they would have done better elsewhere.” Dun says with a bite of sarcasm.


“Agreed, then that means something or someone else did this after the initial conflict. Perhaps whatever disembarked from that one ship.”


“If they were organizing this, and the ships are still here…”Mescad nearly whispers.


“Means somewhere out there we still have some mean beasties waiting around.” Dun finishes.

Day 33 10:03:15 ::Synam’s Capital


“It’s hard to believe Captain, there is devastation all over this area, same as the port.” Old Zeerod shakes his head as he speaks. “In all my years I’ve never seen anything like this, closest was my time on-“


“Place stinks o’ death Cap’n, s’all Jugger Grimrod knows.”


Captain Sarigar merely nods in assent as he continues to look all around, taking in the scene of utter destruction. Buildings torn asunder, blasted to mesons, once orderly streets shattered into chaos. He remembers some of these sites. Though he spent the least time of all of Nomad on the surface, he remembers this place well. He came here immediately following his suspension, and it was on this world that he was subjected to his review, following his actions on the moon Wedifact IV.
 It moves him to sorrow to see Synam laid so low.


“It don’t fit Cap’n.” Grimrod spits out. “Why didn’t these bospors start squealing for help? Ways I remember it, they liked using the Legion to bail them out, and then embarrass us for the sake of it.”


“Grimrod has a point. Nothing in regards to this for a full lunar cycle, this amount of devastation.”


“Look there.” Sarigar gestures. “Is it just me, or is that a new addition to the landscape?”


The others of Nomad look up. “Sure enough Cap’n, it don’t look Kollian either.”


“And its located where the Government Seat building was, I think.” Zeerod scratches his chin as he speaks.


He is interrupted by a radio signal. “Meico to Captain Sarigar.”


Sarigar touches his communication inset. “Go ahead Meico.”


“Sir, fearful news I have. I and Legionnaire Durge, exploring alien ship we were, when we found strange pods. Something alive in pods there was, something which attacked Durge.”


“Where are you now?”


“Back on the shuttle, with Durge. The unknown bioform attached it has to Durge’s face. Ship jammed communication, had to drag him out by myself I did.”


“Maintain your position. Were there others of these bioforms?”


“Hundreds of pods there was, yet unmoving until we disturbed. Others opening there was, until I moved Durge out of range. Then closed again they did.”


“Post Frisbek at the perimeter of the pods, out of the range you recognized and have him shoot anything that moves.”


A moment of silence. “Going he is Captain.”


“What is Durge’s status?”


“Alive, little else I know.”


“Very well, see if you can figure out what is going on. Keep Hrispen present and armed during your investigation.”


“Yes Captain. Meico out.”


“Damn.” Sarigar whispers.


“Permission to return and assist Meico and Durge sir.” Zeerod asks.


Sarigar looks at him then bows his head. “Go quickly.”


Tamara steps forward. “Permission to accompany-“


“No Legionnaire, I need you here. Zeerod go.” With that the oldest present Legionnaire takes off running through the debris. His loyalty to his fellows driving him on.


“Now, we need to find out what happened here.” Sarigar whispers.

Day 33 10:37:42 :: The Shuttle


Meico leans over, looking at the small thing gripping his fellow Legionnaire. Its long bony fingers wrap securely around Durge’s head, its body poised over his face, and long tail wrapped tightly around his throat. Meico looks at Hrispen. “Keep close eye.”


“Why not just blast the thing off?” Hrispen whispers.


“Could kill Durge in process, this what you want?”


“No. Durge is a good soldier.”


“Mmmm, let us hope.” Meico whispers. He remembers all too well the discovery of Durge’s use of drugs sometime back.


Meico crouches down and looks up under the thing as best he can. “Seems a tube it has, extended down Durge’s throat. Something it seems to be pumping from these sacs alongside.” Meico stands. “Attempt to touch its mind I must.”


Meico touches the creature, barely, gently. Its coiled grip tightens slightly. Meico reaches out with his esper sense. He finds a chaotic mess of images. None have reason, none even have emotion or feelings, merely existence. Merely survival. A driving need to perform its function, to sow the seed, to continue the chain…


“Meico, snap out of it man!” Meico’s large eyes blink. “Are you alright?” He sees the face of Zeerod before him.


“Yes, primal thing’s mind is. Almost trapped in it was I.”


“You looked lost.” Zeerod whispers. “So, this is our guest?”


“Yes.”


“What did you learn with your esper skills Meico?”


“Thing is non-sentient, animalistic. Driving impulse to fertilize it has. It may need some form of host to pro-create, may be using Durge as that host.”


“We need to get it off then.”


“Am trying, am trying.”

Day 33 11:03:12 :: Ship Yard:: Port Yuris


“Hey Lieutenant!” Torqua Dun steps from one of the ships. Montroc walks up the extended stairwell. Dun ushers him inside and down into a cargo bay.


“What the hell?” Montroc whispers.


“Hundreds of them sir, this ain’t the only ship with them either. Those pods are lined all over the bays. Altogether, the count is in the thousands.”


“Any idea what they are?”


As he finishes speaking Montroc’s intercom sounds. “Montroc, Sarigar here, what is your status?”


“We’re in the ship yards sir. These ships were being readied to take off from this planet with a huge supply of some type of pods-“


“Keep your men away from them Lieutenant! They sound like something Meico encountered on the unidentified vessel.”


“Dun!” His single command catches the Legionnaire’s attention as he steps into the bay. “Keep back from those things, Sarigar’s orders. Anyone else with any?”


“Yeah, I’ll inform them.” Dun turns away and radios the other legionnaries.


“What’s the situation Captain?”


“Those pods house a bioform which , when disturbed, attacks and latches itself to a person’s face. Looks like your theory was right Montroc, whatever these things are, they are the contagion.”


“We’ll steer clear sir.”


“Any sign of any other activity?”


“No sir. Whatever was preparing this must feel pretty confident and secure. There isn’t any guards or any kind of security that we have seen.”


“Alright. I want your team to do a quick perimeter recon, and then join us in the city limits. Come in on our coordinates.”


“I understand Captain. Montroc out.”

Day 33  11:34:23:: The Shuttle


“Still unsure of this am I, Zeerod.” Meico stands over Durge’s form with a laser scalpel in one of his hands. He looks over at the older legionnaire.


“We have to try something, nothing is changing and by the good lords, we can’t just stand here and let this thing have its way with Durge.”


“Right you are of course. Be ready to fire at it, leave Durge it should.”


Zeerod patted the hel-gun rifle in his hands. “Don’t worry on that count friend.”


Meico gently activates the scalpel, checking it, then off. He moves it precision light emitter to the edge of a knuckle, and then clicks it on. Light slices across the alien flesh, projecting out at one point.


Greenish blood pours out and down, onto the operating table as the sliced digit falls and clinks to the metal. Its stump sticks out, away from Durge. The blood begins to bubble and hiss. Meico steps back and looks down as the tail of the things wraps tighter, but then stops. Meico looks as the blood then eats its way through the metal. “Oh my, never seen this have I.” Meico looks up and sees that Zeerod is also watching with interest as the blood boils its way through the clean metal, like a hel gun through flesh.

Day 33  14:54:16:: Synam’s Capital

Sarigar takes the field glasses away from his eyes and his brow only knits all the tighter. “That thing is like nothing I have ever seen.”


Torie Montroc nods his agreement. 


“Whatever it is sirs, its got activity around it.” Tamara walks up to them quickly. “Reporting on my recon.”


“Legionnaire.” Sarigar whispers.


“We stayed at the distance ordered which did not give us the chance to see a whole lot of detail, but did give us a handle on a few things. That structure, according to Dun, is very similar to the hive markings in the alien ship, on a more massive scale. It hasn’t replaced the government center, but seems to be covering it completely.”


“And it is alive with activity. We saw hundreds of alien bioforms moving in and out, seeming to be about different tasks. Huge things, and structurally very different from anything I’ve ever seen before. They appear to have some form of shell-like covering, long, projected heads, back spines, and move more animal like then sentient.”


“Anything else Tamara?” Montroc asks.


“Just a couple things. None of them were wearing clothes, which is another question of sentience, as most known bioforms in union experience wear something. And another thing, Dun picked up on this. None of them were talking.”


“Excuse me?” Montroc asks.


“We were close enough to have heard any verbal conversations, if not close enough to understand. But none of them were using any vocalized communication. But they seemed to be interacting and doing complex tasks.”


“Esper capacity.” Montroc turns to Sarigar. “Meico?”


Sarigar nods.


Montroc goes off to the side.


Tamara looks up to Sarigar. “These creatures are very different from what Meico was reporting sir, is there a connection do you think?”


“Meico’s last report stated that he had attempted esper contact with the bioform on Durge, and that it seemed to have an overwhelming drive to ‘plant its seed’, as if it might be using a host to propagate. But the creature itself does not seem large enough to have generated the egg container it came out of. It may mean we are dealing with a symbiotic lifeform, or a single species with an intermediary gestation form.”


“So what, those things are transformed Kollians, and this is what’s going to happen to Durge?”


“I don’t know legionnaire, but we should be prepared for the worse.”


The two legionnaires meet eyes, and it is enough. The younger nods, and walks away.


Torie Montroc, standing at a distance activates his radio inset. “Meico?”


“Meico here Lieutenant.”


“What’s your status?”


“Ummm, small problem we have.”


“Is Durge...”


“No, Durge alive he is. Actually waking up he is. Bioform left him on its own and then died. But, hole in ship it made.”


“What? Repeat that?”


“Attempted to remove it I did, cut it, blood like acid it is, and ate its way through lower hull, small, but through.”


“We’ll deal with that later, we need you at our location.”


“But Lieutenant, check Durge I must, for-“


“That will have to wait Legionnaire, we have a potential hot situation here and need your esper skills here. That is priority one. Zeerod can run tests, he is familiar enough, you and Hrispen report on site ASAP, that’s an order.”


“Yes sir.”

Day 33  16:43:13:: Synam’s Capital

“I think we’re safe at this distance from being detected. We seem to be outside their range of operations.” Skathe Mescad reports.


Sarigar nods. “Still, ensure our perimeter is heavily guarded and lookouts stay sharp at all times.”


“Yes sir Captain.”


Just then, from outside the destroyed building that has become a temporary base camp for the moving squad, Meico comes in with Torie Montroc.


“Meico, welcome to the party.” Skathe whispers as the smaller medic walks past his larger reptilian form.


“Meico, good to see you. I know it was hard pulling yourself away from your patient, but we need you, follow me.”


Moments later, they are at the edge of their perimeter. Sarigar, Meico, Montroc and Mescad all crouch along a high line of debris, peering through shattered walls and broken ground, to a clearing beyond, in the center of which stands the new hive covered government center.


“Very different these creatures are?” Meico whispers.


“Yes, and there are hundreds of them here. They far outnumber us. The one thing we have picked up on is that they seem to be communicating by some means of esper ability.”


“Understand I do Captain, try I will to hear them.” Meico then bows his head and closes his large eyes. His mind reaches out, further and further...seeking to touch something, and then...it does.


Hive, Queen, take what is ours, form, hive, queen, spread hive, nurture queen. Take.


Meico shakes his head. “Mixed are their images, not truly sentient are they, hive creatures. Guiding intelligence there seems to be, a Queen.”


“Can you reach the thoughts of the Queen?”


“Trying.” Meico then reaches further, seeking that guide, reaching...


Skathe Mescad peers over the ledges of broken stone and then goes to look back at his friend, but stops, he swallows and looks back over the edge. “Uh, Captain, that may not have been a great idea.”


“What?” Sarigar lifts his head up and follows Mescad’s line of sight.


Below, the alien creatures have stopped, as one. They have frozen. They seem like statues placed thickly throughout the plaza clearing of their taken home. Then as one, they turn and face the small ledge hiding the legionnaires.


“Damn! We’ve just revealed ourselves.”


The next moment is a nightmare vision as a dark tide surges from the hive building, and every single alien in the plaza moves as one.


“WITHDRAW!!!” Sarigar shouts over his headset. “Converge on camp center, and withdraw! Full alert, prepare for battle!”


“Pain, pain there is...” Meico stumbles, only to be lifted, tossed over a shoulder of Mescad and carried as the foursome then fly through the debris.


Further back, Jugger Grimrod latches his helmet into place, and slaps the last of his hel-guns into his shoulder harness. He looks up and smiles. “Finally, this gets interesting.” He then ducks into the shadows.

The Shuttle


Zeerod’s eyes widen as he looks at the scan.


“Fines I feel Zeerod, what’s for you keeping me here? Let me out where the actions is!” Durge paces a little ways behind him.


“Durge we have a problem.” Zeerod nearly whispers.


“Knows that I do! Squad outs there, I’s stuck in here with oldtimer!”


Zeerod then turns, grabs the shell covered legionnaire, and pulls him around until the smaller, but heavier legionnaire is brought up short just before the sonic scan of his own torso.


“What’s problem?” Durge says shrugging his shoulders.


“Are you blind?” Zeerod says.


“No, but don’ts have idea what I’s looking at.”


Zeerod points and taps the screen where something lies coiled in the picture, a small, dark form.


“What’s that? My hearts?”


“Look closer.”


Durge leans in, squinting, then he sees them, sharp, hard, pointed rows that line one end of the thing. “Teeths?”


“Yes, so unless your heart has teeth, that is not your heart but some bugger that that thing planted in you, which is growing fast!”


Just then an alert signal sounds.


“Z-skkrt-d, come in Zee-sppt”


“Zeerod here sir, your sig-“


“Get –zat- shuttle up and over our pos-wheeeoooo- We are hot, understand?”


“Good lords!” Zeerod then runs to the bridge of the shuttle.


Durge just stands there, staring at the small thing nursing in his chest.

Government Center :: Synam’s Capital


Nomad Squad moves quickly over the broken terrain, they are together, moving in and out of shattered walls and torn buildings. Some keep to the light, others to the shadows, but they move almost as one.


Sarigar curses himself under his breath. He should have known, he pushes, yet, time later for regrets, at best.


“Captain?” Meico’s words are whispers. “They are here.”


Sarigar looks at the medic, then stops, sliding through the dirt on his muscular tail. “HALT! HOLD POSITION!”


Nomad stops, hel-guns aimed out as they collapse into a circle.


“The little guy is right Captain, I smell something uglier then Harkilon!”


Skathe Mescad sets Meico down. “I have to fight Meico, you okay to stand on your own?” Meico only nods. “Stay behind me, okay? I’ve had enough people die on me lately, don’t want you to as well.”


“We have another problem coming soon Captain.”


“I know.” Sarigar answers Montroc. He sees the dying light of the sun over the horizon. The shadows grow longer, deeper. Then....


“The shadows!” Sarigar snaps as his hel-gun flies out. “Look to the shadows!” He fires as a huge form leaps from the upper shadows, hissing and screaming its rage. The Hel-gun blasts through the thing, throwing it back, bursting its head in a spray to the outside of the circle.


Then the storm that has threatened for long minutes erupts with a vengeance as the darkness seems to grow flesh and flood outward like a tidal wave of black, pure death.


Almost as one, Nomad opens fire, bursting flesh and bone of aliens like overripe fruit cast to the ground, but for every one that falls, three more seem to grow from the darkness.


Every legionnaire fires into the seething mass. Finally some push through, and hand to hand begins. In that the legionnaires are sorely overmatched. Sarigar watches, firing as he can as three of his squad fall, two by powerful, sweeping talons, a third by the second jaw that fires from a thing’s mouth and shatters helmet and skull in one motion.


“Damn!” One leaps from above, he ducks, his tail whipping up and slashing, knocking it down, and then a single shot kills it.


On the side, Grimrod pulls his blade, firing with one hand, and then dancing and weaving through flailing tails and claws, then whirls and slashes, as the blade cuts through another’s skull. However, as he pulls it out, he hears the hissing from the metal and looks down.


“Great! Lissen up Squad! Thingies got acid for blood! Eats through anything we got!” Grimrod shouts at the top of his lungs.


Sarigar hears, and looks down, where the blood of his just slain bubbles into the dirt.  “If these things got on top of us, we are lost!” He whispers.


Then as if answering his thought, the dark mass pulls back.


Nomad, stunned, pulls back slightly, tightening their circle, stepping over their dead. They are surrounded on all sides, and the moving mass of darkness reaches back further than any can see.


“What are they doing?” Dun asks.


“Who knows.” Mescad answers.


“Surrender...”


Sarigar turns to Meico. “They’re surrendering?” He asks in total disbelief.


“No sir, demanding they are our surrender.”


Sarigar’s brow tightens, his tail spikes flex out and in, out and in.


“Captain, we’ll go down and take a lot of them with us.” Montroc adds.


“No, not for nothing, not if there might be a better way.” Sarigar moves forward of the circle of his squad. Then he does something he had never thought he would do. He tosses his hel-gun onto the ground.


“Captain! Have you lost your bleeding mind!” Grimrod storms out of the side. Sarigar does not answer, not with his voice. His tail whips, surely striking Grimrod flat in the face, and knocking him out. “We surrender.” He says cold and flat to the sea of death that moves in waves beyond.

The Shuttle


The Legion shuttle soars down over the broken terrain, skimming the surface. Zeerod sits as its navigation, and pilots with expertise. But then he realizes where the coordinates lead him and he veers off, arcs out and up.


“What’s happening?” Durge runs up front. Hrispen and Frisbek stand with him.


“The others, they’re inside that tower, that thing that is covering the old Government Center. Now, their radio signal is gone entirely.”


“How comes?” Durge leans in.


“Meico said the same thing in the alien ship, our radio signal was being interfered with, thought it was the ship itself.


“No, seems to be that hive materials these things generate.” Zeerod says.


“So whats now?”


Zeerod pulls the shuttle up and out of his arc. “That is a very good question legionnaire.” He scratches his head. “Wish I had a good answer.”

The Hive

“Wait until we get out of this, ol’Grimrod is going to skin the old snake, I swear to you.”


“Shut up Grimrod.” Mescad whispers. “He saved all our skins for the time being. Maybe you forgot, we got a manned shuttle out there as backup.”


“Yeah Grimrod,” Dun adds. “I don’t like it either, but I like it more than your strategy that would have had us all bones and bloodstains by now.”


Grimrod smiles. “Maybe. Still, gotta admire these beasties.”


Tamara steps up. “Grimrod, you have a strange sense of admiration.”


“But think of it recruit, they’re the perfect killing machines. They move in the shadows, can’t be seen in the dark, seem to operate on some other sense then sight, so they aren’t hindered by that, can move over all kinds of surfaces, telepathic so they’re always following the same plan and-“


Further up. “Acidic blood so they can’t be killed up close without taking out their opponent anyway, not to mention the rate they must procreate. If those things are eggs that leads to these things, and they’ve only been here a month, then assuming that ship was full, they have more than tripled their population at least since landing.” Montroc manages a wry smile. “Bet Grimrod admires the hell out of them.”


Sarigar turns to him. “Probably but we need to find a way to defeat them. You forgot to add that, according to Meico, their hive interferes with our radios, which means that even though the shuttle is out there with Zeerod , and he will probably be able to figure out we’re in here, we are now out of contact.”


“I know.”


As they speak, they move into a large, dark chamber, where the other aliens seem to thin some, letting them pass. Dark mists hang and waft through the entire place.


Sarigar draws up as he sees what is before him. A huge, insectoid form rises through the mist, its skull mantle much larger, small forearms moving to almost clear the mist away, its jaw extending down from the carapace, and stretching, extending its inner jaw out. Its massive body linked to a long, almost glowing tube of thin flesh, filled with egg pods, which it shifts, pushing them out, laying one by one in rows around it. It turns.


Meico walks up to Sarigar. “It is speaking to me Captain.”


“What is it saying?”


“Welcome.”

The Shuttle


“Zeerod?” Durge wraps his arms around himself. “I hurts.”


Zeerod turns and looks up, just as the smaller legionnaire arches his back, spits blood and falls. “DURGE! NO!” Zeerod shouts as his forms leaps from the console, finishing the landing a little rough and early. “We need to get him to medical bay!” He shouts as the figure convulses, jumping from side to side in agonizing pain.

The Hive

“It will speak through me Captain.” Meico says. “Mind is dark it is...but...” Then Meico’s eyes glaze over.


“I am Captain Sarigar of Nomad Squadron of the Alien Legion from the-“


“TOPHAN Galactic Union.” Meico finishes. “I know who you are.”


Skathe Mescad has moved forward to stand with his friend. “That ain’t Meico talking sir.”


“You know of us?”


“Personally.”


Sarigar looks at the thing before him quizzically. “We have never encountered your kind before.”


A strange laughter comes from the throat of Nomad’s medic. “I suppose you would not recognize me in this present form.”


“No.”


“Would you remember the name Chief Lanx?”


Sarigar finds himself rearing back, taken by surprise.


“Yes Sarigar, its me.” The alien queen seems to shift in her place, almost as if gesturing to the words from the other. “I reside within this beautiful creature...or rather my mind does.”


Torie Montroc steps up. “Eye of Ayal, the mind device that scientist Kroyza developed...”


“Yes Lieutenent Montroc, so glad you remember.”


“But it was destroyed when your troops massacred the fellowship! I saw it!”


“Yes, yes it was, but in the time that followed, I continued my investigation of the whole ordeal. I suspected...Hell, what’s the point, I knew you were right. I knew the Ambassador’s mind died in that pacifist fool! I also knew Kroyza’s device could transfer minds.
 So I uncovered the plans to the device, well encrypted I might add, scanned by one of his fellows, to ensure they could keep it.”


“I personally financed another one being built. Secretly of course, with hopes of perhaps using it one day to place those loyal to me in the positions of power, without having to worry about winning any votes, and giving me the reins of power over Synam.”


“Fortunately, I had the device placed in a storehouse near the Port Terminal. I had my scientists improve the design, so that the target mind could be at a distance, and still be switched. Fortunate for me, fortunate.”


“When the alien ship landed and these things started pouring out, I ran there, watching my men cut down like nothing, their skills meaning nothing. I just barely managed to get in, and hook into the device, even as they were crashing in. The device registered a strong esper mind guiding the others, so I projected my mind to that, and ended up in this.”


“So you guide the entire hive?”


The monstrous thing seems to almost smile a mocking, death chilled smile. “Yes, Sarigar and through it all of Kol!”


Again Sarigar rears back.


“Surprised Sarigar? These creatures are quite perfect. The Queen had already prepared a whole cache of eggs for expanding the hive after they killed the crew aboard the ship. Once I was in the mind of the Queen, after an initial disorientation, I took control of the drones and set them about far more grandiose plans! It was child’s play to take over the Center, cut off communications and have it treated as a quarantine. Even with my silent soldiers it was easy to get my message across. Within a day they were in the thousands, a week, hundreds of thousands.”


“The ships...?” Montroc whispers.


“My gift to the Union. I am going to fill their holds with eggs and then send them to the neighboring planets, where the cycle will repeat. Soon I will control the entire Galarchy!” Meico shakes with the madness of the former Kollian.


“He has lost his bloody mind.” Dun whispers.

The Shuttle


In the infirmary, Zeerod holds down a struggling Durge, whose strength threatens to overwhelm both him and Hrispen. Frisbek stands back with hel-gun pointed, as ordered, in case the thing gets out of the stricken legionnaire.


Finally restraints are in place. Zeerod grabs the laser scalpel, lifts and ignites it. “Forgive me Durge!” He then stabs down with it, blade extending straight into the patient’s chest.

The Hive

“Your legionnaires should know Sarigar, that I will spare only those who give their word in helping to pilot the ships to neighboring worlds. Amongst your footsloggers and soldiers of fortune, priests, poets, killers and cads, there should be a few who will turn their backs on the Galarchy for the promise of riches undreamt of.”


“Who would believe it? You’ll just kill them when they’re done.” Montroc interjects.


“Logic is the most powerful tool of conviction legionnaire. I need them for the duration of their lives. My drones, beautiful creatures that they are have some small limitations. They do not have the gift of sight, so they cannot pilot a craft, nor program it properly. The drones also are incapable of speech or higher understanding, so I need those who will remain as they are, to be the negotiators, and demand makers. Those who serve me will also have the joy of riches, for my drones have no need for such things as wealth, luxury. There are worlds in the Galarchy that are true paradises, these would be their reward.”


“You have your man Lanx.” Torqua Dun steps up.


“Make that two.” Grimrod joins him. “I’ve had enough of the bleedin’ Legion to last ten lifetimes.”


“You yellow bellied traitors!” Mescad leaps, but a drone is faster, and its razor sharp tail whips, striking the huge legionnaire, nearly disembowling him.


“Wait!” Grimrod shouts. “I want them for myself! Your beasties can tell you, my commanding officer struck me himself and that ol’ Jugger never forgets!” A wicked smile crosses the Thraxian’s lips.


“Very well,” Meico finishes. “We will hold them for your later pleasure.” Then his eyes unglaze, and he staggers, then rushes to Mescad’s side, tending his wound. The drones then move in, lift the fallen soldier, and start escorting all of Nomad out of the chamber. Sarigar looks sharply at the two who remain.


Grimrod turns to look up to the huge beast. “Listen, ya ugly bastard, you want my help, first thing is to take care of our backup on board our shuttle. The bospors will be nearby by this time. I can lure them in, but I need to get to a clear spot on this hive thingy of yours, it blocks our signals.”


The Queen-Lanx bows deeply, then gestures.


Moments later, the Legionnaire stands atop the hive complex. He is joined by a glassy eyed Meico once more, and a drone with a greenish, brown hand wrapped about his throat. “Do not attempt to deceive me legionnaire, or, if you lie, then your friend will die.”


Grimrod looks up. “What do I care for the pink skinned bospor!”


Deeper within the hive Sarigar stands next to the doors to the chamber the squad has been put in.


“Captain, I don’t know what to say...”


“Say nothing Montroc, nothing will be good enough.” He then turns, lifts his tail spikes, and slices one finger open slightly, then begins tracing on the tunic of his armor.


“Sir-“ Montroc’s word is cut short by a sharp glare from his commander, as the tracings become more obvious, spread in crimson blood over white armor.

The Shuttle

Zeerod sits behind the navigation console and looks down at the broken signal he is now receiving. “Eye of Ayal, what is Grimrod...” He scratches his chin. “It makes no sense...or does it?” The canine like face turns into a single complete smile. “Okay, if that’s what you want.” Zeerod engages the shuttle and the craft lifts off the ground, then arcs out for the hive.

The Hive


Through the eyes of Meico, Lanx watches the shuttle come over the near horizon and begin its approach. “Like pitons to the slaughter.” He thinks to himself. “I knew those Legionnaires were scum at heart!”


The shuttle comes up to the top of the hive. Grimrod then signals with a sharp thrust, whirling with a blade in his hand. The next moment, a shrieking, piercing scream of electronic sound blasts through the air, just as the blade bites deep into hand of the drone holding Meico. The next instant, it screams, echoed by thousands of its brethren throughout the Hive.


Grimrod rushes to a downed Meico, scooping up the fluid from the alien’s spit, and stuffing it into the medic’s ears. “Come on ya bleedin bospor! We’re fraggin’ this hark-loving ball of wax!” He lifts the stunned medic up and runs for the access.


Below, Dun blasts open the cell doors to the holding pens, and stands triumphantly in the way as shrieking drones jerk on the floors of the hallway like dying fish. “So who believed ol’ Dun would desert? Huh?” Of course no one hears the words over the piercing shrieks which would have driven all of them deaf moments ago. So Dun merely gives the high sign and the legionnaires pour out of the cell. Dun notices the blood written message on Sarigar’s tunic, instructing everyone to remain silent, and block their auditory canals with anything they could. “Damn, that old snake is good! He figured me and Grimrod out!” Dun joins them, motions them down another tunnel, and into an armory where they quickly regain their arms.


Within the heart of the Hive, the Lanx-Queen thrashes in her nest, shattering egs, and ripping herself free of the birthing tube. Her mind is awash in pain, but Lanx still retains some control. He fights through the twisting drones that were his loyal servants moments ago, their world now nothing by a screaming wave of pain as their sense of sound and perception is overwhelmed by the hypersonic blast. Lanx-Queen’s is also awash in the rampant sound, but memory works with the higher mind of the Kollian, and he stumbles his way out, into the plaza and makes for the warehouse of the mind switching machine. “If I could just get to it-“ He/she thinks as he strives for it, but beginning to fail.


Zeerod arcs down, and begins opening fire on the drones in the plaza, the gun blasts clearing whole areas.


Within the remainder of Nomad blasts their way through the alien hive, retracing their steps out, firing at insane nightmares that threaten to leap on them, but keeping clear of the deadly wash of their blood. Some do not make it, five more Legionnaires fall en route to the exit. Along the way, a scarred and smiling Jugger Grimrod joins them. “What took you bospors so long?” He shouts to no avail, and his own hel-gun joins their litany.


It takes long, bloody, horrifying minutes of Nomad’s constant barrage of fire into the disoriented aliens to make their way to sunlight. They burst out of the Hive and instantly see pockmarks and clear spots, and above, the beloved sight of their shuttle. Zeerod primes and fires another blast clearing a spot ten meters from them, then lands, opening the hatch, taking center platform with hel gun blazing, keeping the creatures back, as a weary Nomad makes their final run, stumbling into the hatch, firing behind.


Sarigar brings up the rear, his form slides in, fire blasting from both hands. “Button this ship up and get us out of here!” He orders.


“Aye sir.” Zeerod yells and sends the command, the hatch slides shut and the ship lifts off.


Below, Lanx-Queen feels the ships engines roar, and in anguish screams his denial and hatred. “Must will myself back, to my own-“ Then, the combined effort of the sonic wave, the bleeding and pain from the queen, and his own will reverses the mind switch. Lanx opens his eyes, seeing the world for the first time in over a month and begins laughing. “I did it! I’ll blast them out of the sky with-“ But his words stop when he tries to move and cannot. He looks around and sees the well known cocoon strands of his drones wrapped tightly about him. “What the hell.” Then he feels the bursting pain in his chest, hears the terrible grinding sound. “No, No I won’t allow it! NOOOO!!” His scream dies even as a new one begins, when a small creature rips though his torso, hanging in his chest and screaming its life into being.

V

Day 34  01:32:34:: Alien Legion Vessel in orbit above Kol


Sarigar raises his lithe form up above his squad and looks out over them with pride. “Well, our orbital survey confirms the planet is completely overrun with the hostile alien species. We bombed the shipyards immediately upon our return, so there is no risk of the creatures getting offworld.”


“I have just been in communication with Command, and they have agreed to my recommendation of cleansing the entire surface from orbit, to ensure no future infestation be possible. They have also approved commendations to Legionnaires Grimrod and Dun for their fast thinking.”


“I’d still like to know how you three pulled that off.” Tamara steps up and folds her arms, asking.


“Well recruit.” Dun smiles. “When you’ve worked together as long as we have, you sort of know each other. Lanx let the cat out of the bag, that the beasties had to use some other type of sensory that eyes, so, the next best thing is sound: Sonar. When he gave us an opening, I remembered how much Lanx thought of the Legion, and hoped he would buy me being a traitor.”


“Seemed good enough a plan for me!” Grimrod smiles and adds. “Specially after the captain here laid one on me earlier, figured it would look simple to convince him I was turning on the squad.”


“Okay, I have to admit, you fooled me.” Montroc steps up. “But how were you so sure Sarigar?” He turns and asks his Captain.


“I knew Dun would be thinking along the same lines as I about the sonar, and also knew Grimrod…well, suffice it to say, he owed me.
” Sarigar smiles.


Grimrod returns it. “Yep, how is between the cap’n and me, but I did, course, now, we’re even cap’n.”


“So I took a guess to their plan, especially when Grimrod mentioned the shuttle, and informed all of you to plug your auditory canals against a possible sonic assault.”


Just then Meico and Durge walk in, though Durge is slow. “Captain, well is Mescad doing after surgery, recovery full will be.”


“And Legionnaire Durge?”


Durge smiles. “Me goods!” He boasts.


Meico smiles as well. “The creature could not break Durge’s shell, trapped it was, confused, Zeerod plunging the laser scalpel into it, killed it and cauterized wound, so no blood. Just removed embryo I did.” Meico lifts up the thing in a small jar.


“Well, bloody imagine that, Durge is a momma!” Grimrod laughs and with him all of Nomad breaks into a laugh of relief and thanksgiving.


Durge laughs, looks at the limp thing pulled from his chest, and then passes out.

THE END

If you like this story, then be sure to check out our text pages for backgrounds on…

The Alien Legion, two volumes of comics from Epic Comics and Carl Potts and

Aliens, the movie series from 20th Century Fox and comics from Dark Horse.

Plus, be sure and write us at CESA, as we will be making this story

into a proposal for Dark Horse by the end of the year!

� See Alien Legion Volume I #16, Epic Comics, 1986


� See Alien Legion Volume I#3, Epic Comics, 1984


� An incident fully detailed in Alien Legion, Volume I #’s1 and 2, Epic Comics 1984


�Meico discovered this in Alien Legion Volume I#6, Epic Comics 1985 


� Lanx refers to the events fully detailed in Alien Legion Volume I #3, Epic Comics 1984


� Sarigar officially logged Grimrod as dead, which cleared him of past charges which could have resulted in his being arrested and imprisoned. Alien Legion Volume 1 #15, Epic Comics  1986





