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Grant saw her walking down the hallway, heading away from the cafeteria with a lost expression on her face. Looking at his watch, he figured that she had either had a late lunch or was returning from an early dinner. He decided that this was his chance to introduce himself and hopefully get to know her better. No one else had talked to the new girl, at least that he knew of, since she had gotten here. Walking up to her, he extended his hand and gave her a big friendly smile.

“Hi, I’m Grant.”

She looked at him for a moment and seemed to be studying his face. After a moment, she extended her hand and he engulfed it in his, shaking eagerly.

“I’m Rachel.”

He let her hand go. 

“So where were you going?”

She nodded down the hallway. “I just got back from having lunch. I was going to take a look around. It’s been a bit hectic since I got here and I really haven’t had the chance to look around.”

He smiled again and gestured in the direction she had nodded. “Would you like a tour guide?”

She smiled. “Yes please, if you don’t mind.”

He fell into step beside her and they began to make their way towards the main elevator facility. “So, what all have you seen so far?”

She shrugged. “Not much actually. The dock, obviously.”

“Yeah, its kind of hard to miss, especially when you first get here.” he replied sarcastically.

She have him a small smile and continued. “I’ve also been to the briefing room, my quarters, the elevator column, the cafeteria and the bath and shower area for my floor. I’ve been kind of wary about looking around too much. I was afraid I’d get lost”

They reached the elevator area and he pressed the button, waiting for a car.

He looked down at her, “Actually, you are doing pretty good then. There are not many other places here of much interest. At least to those of use who aren’t engineers or scientists.”

She looked up, watching the car descend through the clear wall. He felt a laugh coming on when he remembered what it had been like for him when he had first arrived. Everything had seemed so big and overwhelming, as if he had stepped into some kind of science fiction movie. He knew exactly what it was she had been going through these past couple of days. He thought about the briefing that had changed her life, the decision she had been asked to make.

More like forced to make[, Grant thought to himself.[I] I don’t think there is a sane human being on the planet that would have been able to turn Wright down. 

The elevator arrived shortly and they got in. He set their destination to the 13th floor, the doors closed and the elevator began ascending quickly. 

He turned to her and was about to ask her a question but she spoke first. She turned to him and look at him as if she was studying him again. “Grant, have we met before?”

He rubbed his chin and thought, “No, not that I can think of. What’s your last name?”

“Hunter” she responded.

He thought about it for a moment more and drew a blank. He could not remember ever knowing a Rachel Hunter. “Sorry but no. Where are you from?”

She leaned against the wall, “I was born and raised in Chicago and attended high school there. After graduating, I left and went to U.C.L.A until I got my bachelors degree and then I attended Teiu Academy for my masters.”

He smiled when he heard Teiu. “That’s where you probably are recognizing me. My father is a professor at Teiu and I graduated from there as well.”

She looked at him suspiciously and after a moment, realization dawned in her eyes. “Your last name’s not Chandling is it?”

He gave her a confused expression. “In fact it is. My father is Howard Chandling. He teaches quantum mechanics at Teiu. Was he one of your professors?”

She crossed her arms and looked out the elevator, a look of severe agitation on her face. “In fact…..he was. You look like your father, that’s why I thought I recognized you”

He instantly understood the darkening of her mood. “Oh, well I’m sorry.”

She shrugged, “It’s not your fault. You can’t help who you look like I guess.”

He smiled mischievously. “Actually, that’s not what I meant. I’m sorry you had him as a professor. My father is an asshole.”

She turned and looked at him, a shocked expression on her pretty face. She seemed to be completely taken aback that he would call his father an asshole. “I didn’t mean to make you say…” she trailed off, lost for words.

He shrugged nonchalantly. “Don’t worry about it. My dad’s an ass. I’ve known it for years. He thinks he a lot smarter than he actually is and as far as he is concerned, I’m a waste of carbon for wanting to be a physical education instructor. He always use to tell me that I had the brains to be whatever I wanted.” He gave an evil smile, “The day before I graduated from college, he mentioned that again. I told him that since I apparently had the brains to be anything I wanted, then I was definitely qualified to be a physical education instructor and told him to shut it. Needless to say, he was not very happy with me after that.”

She smiled and after a second, looked up at him. “I want to apologize for my behavior a moment ago. I just associated you with your dad and made my judgement. Your much easier to talk to than he is.”

He gave an easy laugh and clapped her on the back gently. “No problem Rachel. I’ve been waiting for someone to hunt me down because of my relationship with the man.”

She giggled and it was then that he noticed how attractive she really was. She had long brown hair and it was tied in a thick braid that fell over her shoulder. Her eyes were a deep shade of green and danced with her laughter. She had nice teeth, a good complexion and a womanly body. He found himself looking at her curves and had to snap his attention back to her face. He smiled at her again, “So, what were you majoring in at Teiu?”

The elevator reached it’s destination and they disembarked. He started leading her though a set of hallways. She matched her pace with his and responded, “I was majoring in mathematics. That’s what I got my baccalaureate in and figured I would continue on that track. After that, I’m going to pursue my PhD in math and I hope to be a professor someday.”

He whistled, “Man, that’s not going to be easy. It’s good that you already have your bachelors though. So how old are you, 25, 26?”

She shook her head, “I’m 21 right now. I’ll be 22 in two months.”

He looked down at her, wide-eyed. “21? Wow, ambitious are we?”

She shrugged, a look of sadness passing over her face. “Yeah, a little. Let’s just say that I had my reasons for wanting to finish college quickly.” She left it at that and he decided not to push the issue, choosing instead to change the subject. 

“So who else have you met from our group?”

She thought for a moment, “I met Akira, obviously, as he was the one who brought me here and you. I also met one of the Russians, Nicolae. He introduced himself to me and told me that if I needed anything, to just ask. Other than, I’ve seen the others looking at me but none of them have approached me.”

Grant turned right at an intersection and they began walking down another long hall. “Many of them are waiting for you to introduce yourself to them. Giving you time to take everything in, instead of bombarding you with new people, all at once.”

She nodded, “I’ll have to thank everyone for that. It’s been strange enough as it is.”

He let the silence hang in the air for a moment and then stopped. She stopped and turned to look at him. He met her gaze, curiosity in his eyes, “So what did you say?”

She looked confused for a moment, “To what?”

“To Wrights offer. I mean, what do you say to an offer to save the world?” He crossed his arms and waited for her response.

She looked him in the eye, “The first thing I asked him was if this wall a giant joke.”

He broke into laughter and after a moment, composed himself. They began walking down the hallway again. He had done the same thing that day, when he had met Commander Dorian Wright, the man in charge of Kodiak base and the mastermind behind “The Offering”, Earth’s emergency response unit tasked with defending humanity from extraterrestrial enemies. 

He had graduated from college the day prior, receiving his bachelors with all the honor and ceremony that he was due. His father had been there, arms crossed and a frown on his face, thoroughly disappointed that the President of Teiu Academy hadn’t announced a science major after Grant’s name but he didn’t care. He had worked for this degree and worked hard and he was not going to let his father’s sour mood ruin his day. Grant had gone out with friends that night, partying and drinking. They had run the town, reminisced about good times past and wondering about what their future was going to bring them. He had gotten back late that night and had a splitting headache when he got up the next day.

Deciding to go and work the alcohol out of his system, he had gone for a 5 mile run and then drove to the gym for a decent hour long workout. Driving back to his apartment he checked his mail quickly and then began climbing the steps to his apartment, relishing the aching feeling in his legs as he climbed. Grant loved to work out and honing his physical strength was not only his hobby but it was also how we wore off stress and he found that after a good workout, his mind was clearer and he was more able to face the day. As a rule, he got up at 4:30 or so every morning, went to the gym and worked out, then came back home and got ready for the day. Entering his apartment, he had shut the door behind him and gone into the kitchen and grabbed a fresh bottle of Gatorade out of his refrigerator. 

He was sitting at the kitchen table, going through job applications and deciding which ones it was that he wanted to fill out. There were several high schools in the local are that were in need of a gym teacher and he seemed to have his pick of the positions. With technology and ease of living having taken over the world, fewer and fewer people were concentrating on their physical health and the obesity epidemic that had plagued the United States in the early 21st century was only getting worse. If people would only get out and work, they could lose a lot of that weight and improve their overall physical health. It had been his dream for a long time to educate people about their health and to show them that sitting on the couch all day eating potato chips was not a good way to live their life.

He was looking at an application for a high school that was just a few blocks away when his doorbell had rung. Getting up, Grant had looked at the monitor next to his door, waiting for the camera in the peephole to show him who it was. He didn’t recognize the man, with his buzz cut hair, briefcase and professional suit, so he keyed the intercom.

“Can I help you?”

A deep refined voice came over the speaker, “Hello, my name is Dorian Wright. I need to speak with Grant Chandling if that is at all possible.”

Grant furrowed his face in confusion. “I don’t know anyone named Dorian Wright. What is this in regards to? If your selling something, then I can tell you that I’m not interested.”

The man smiled in a strange way. “I promise you Mr. Chandling, I am not a solicitor. If I may come in, I have some urgent business that I need to speak to you about.”

Grant’s heart pounded when the first thought that occurred to him was that someone in his family had passed away but he shot that down instantly. His father would have called him if a relative had died and if it had been his father himself, the police probably would have called. Opening the door, he looked at the man standing at his step. 

Dorian Wright reached out with one hand and extended it to Grant as he opened the door. “Hello Grant, it’s nice to meet you. Do you mind if I come in?”

Grant took his hand and Wright gave him a crushing handshake, which Grant returned in kind. The mans grip was like a vice but Grant had powerful hands as well and he was not about to lose this test of character. They let go and he gestured into his apartment, allowing Wright to step inside.

He closed the door behind them and walked towards the living room, “Please, Mr. Wright, have a seat.”

Wright followed him and took a chair opposite of Grant, setting his briefcase on the floor next to him. Once Grant was sure the man was situated, he asked him, “So, there was something important you needed to talk to me about.”

Wright reached into his coat and pulled out a business card. He extended it to Grant and he took it, looking it over. 

Commander Dorian Wright
The Offering Initiative
United States Branch

The card was emblazoned on one side with the eagle seal of the United States Department of Defense, its talons clutching the arrows that it always had. The other side of the card had a symbol on it that Grant did not recognize. It was a view of the Earth, with the sun rising just over the edge. Coming out from over the horizon were five stars, streaking towards him. 

He set the card down on his coffee table and looked up at Wright. “I gather that you work for the United States government”

Wright nodded, “In a way yes but I also represent the interests of several other agencies, including other governments and private organizations. I’ll cut straight to the point. I’ve been sent here because we need your help Grant.”

Grant looked at him, confused. “My help? Sir, if you are a recruiter for the military, don’t even bother giving me the spiel about everything I can do for my country. I just graduated from college and am looking for a job. I already considered the military but I have no interest in joining, now or ever.”

Wright laughed and Grant was caught by surprise. He didn’t find any humor in his comment.. “No Grant, I’m not with the army. Ironically enough though, I would like to offer you the chance to defend the Earth.”

Grant looked at him, utterly confused. Either this man was a complete loon, or he was playing some sort of trick on Grant. He decided to play along for a moment, just to give himself enough time to either get the joke or call the cops. Wright was not a small man and Grant didn’t know if he would be able to subdue him if something went awry.

He cleared his throat, “Defend the Earth….ok…from whom, may I ask.”

Wright looked him in the eye, a deadly serious look on his face. “From a species of extraterrestrials that believe it’s their right to have sole dominion over our planet.”

Grant doubled over laughing, clutching at his stomach. Through the laughter, he was able to get out a few words. “Who sent you here? Was it Mike….oh man..that’s a good one. How much did he pay you to do this?” He kept on laughing but he began to somber up when he saw that the look on Wrights face was not one of brevity. Wright stood up and reached into his jacket again. For a split second, Grant was afraid that he was going to pull out a weapon but he produced a device that Grant had never seen before.

It was a small metal device, roughly the size of a chocolate chip cookie and perfectly round. It had a small dome on one side and four small protrusions that resembled on the other. Wright set it on the coffee table, the feet side down and then he backed away. Grant did the same, looking at the thing, almost waiting for it to explode. The side with the dome parted in the middle, revealing what looked like a small crystal set inside an aperture of some sort. As soon as the sides had retracted, the crystal began to glow and a moment later, a bright stream of light shot upwards from the device. The stream coalesced in the air, forming a spherical blob. A moment later, the light formed the face of a human female. 

Grant stumbled back on the couch, wide eyed and shocked. The face turned, looked at him and then rotated around to look at Wright. It spoke in a pleasant female voice, the mouth on the face articulating the words. “Good afternoon Commander. What can I help you with?”

Wright gestured towards Grant, “Hello Stephanie . Please pull up the summary file on the Valenthyrie and play it for our young friend here.”

The floating face nodded at Wright, “Certainly Commander.” Turning, it looked at Grant for a moment and he felt his heart pound as he made eye contact with it. He had never seen technology like this before and as far as he knew, it didn’t exist yet. Whoever Wright was with, they had access to technology far beyond anything that was available in the civilian world. The face faded away and the hologram squared itself up and sharpened, revealing what looked like a floating computer screen. 

The image floating before him looked like some sort of biological summary of a species. On the left side of the screen stood a rotating picture of a woman, with various arrows and gauges highlighting parts of the body and explaining how large the creature was. On the right side of the screen was a scrolling column of text, presumeably more details about the alien. 

Grant blinked in confusion, as there had to be something wrong with the display. It wasn’t displaying a picture of an alien, it was showing the profile of a human woman. The picture was that of a girl, probably in her upper teens or lower 20’s, with long blond hair and tan skin. The picture was large enough that he was able to make out her eyes and he felt his breath leave him. Her eyes were a deep shade of purple, with gold flecks shot through them, which only added to the beauty of the eye itself. She had a noble face, as if it had been shaped for command, with sharp, refined features and no blemishes that Grant could see. 

She was slender, possessed of a petite frame and slight curvature. Her long blond, almost white, hair fell in waves behind her, stopping at the middle of her back. Atop her head sat a tiara, simple and beautiful, made out of a silver metal of some kind, with an array of multicolored jewels in the center. Every time the visage rotated in front of him, the jewels glistened with a rainbow light, mesmerizing in their beauty. Grant was trying to formulate the words to ask Wright if this was the wrong picture and more importantly, who was she, when the same female voice that had come out of the face earlier began to read off the text.

“Biological

Species: Valenthyrie
Latin Root: Home Sapien Alienus
The Valenthyrie are a race of advanced primates, nearly identical to that of human beings. The Valenthyrie are a fully bipedal species, similar to that of humans, leaving the forelimbs for manipulating objects and allowing for upright walking. Like humans, the Valenthyrie have fully opposable thumbs. They range in the same height and weight ranges as human beings, with males being larger and heavier than females. The median height and weight for a male is 180lbs and roughly 70in tall. Females are on average 135lbs and roughly 62in tall. 

The Valenthyrie follow the same biological growth rate humans do, with children becoming sexually active at between 12-15 years. The average age of pregnancy is 18.9 years. The gestation period for the Valenthyrie is longer than that of a human female, approaching nearly 10 ½ months before giving birth. Like humans, females mature faster than males, with females often reaching full sexual and cognitive maturity by 16. Males reach sexual and cognitive maturity at roughly age 18.

A major difference between the Valenthyrie and human beings is the diversity of sub races within each species. Humanity ranges in race, with a multitude of skin, eye and hair colors. The Valenthyrie have one race which bears a resemblance to the Caucasian sub race of humanity. The most prominent hair color is blond, with blue eyes being the most common eye color. There is divergence however and alternate hair and eye colors include brunette and red hair and green and brown eyes respectively. There is a minute percentage of the population that is possessed of purple eyes but this is an extreme minority and is inherited exclusively within the ruling family of the species.”

Grant’s eyed flicked away from the scrolling text and back to the rotating woman. Her purple eyes seemed to pierce through him again and caused him to wonder who she was. The voice started again and he focused back on the scrolling words.

“The average life spans of the Valenthyrie are drastically different than that of human beings, with females living on average over 135 years and males not longer than 55. The sharp contrast in the life spans will be elaborated on later.

Cognitive:

The Valenthyrie are cognitively similar to humans, with an almost identical brain. They are capable of higher thought patterns, including abstracts, higher mathematics and advanced philosophical theorems. Their scientific and technological capabilities are far above that of humanities, a subject that will be elaborated upon later. There is a major difference between humans and the Valenthyrie however. The Valenthyrie have substantial psychic ability in several areas, including, telepathy, telekinesis, cryokinesis and pyrokinesis. The practice of such abilities is common within the species, especially among the military. There is a small sect within the Valenthyrie who claim to be privy to precognitive abilities and these individuals are often held in high esteem, claiming positions of leadership and advisement.”

Grant saw a horrible sense of irony in it all. It’s a race of Aryan psychics. Hitler must be somewhere laughing right now.

“The enhanced psychic capability is also the reason for the longer gestation period inherent to the Valenthyrie, as their brains require longer to develop in the womb, allowing for this enhanced ability. It also appears that the greater ability lies within females, although this cannot be proved nor disproved as males play a subservient role in Valenthyrie society and are not allowed to utilize their psychic abilities.”

For some reason, Grant felt a flash or irritation at that. Ok, Aryan Amazons with psychic powers…even better.

History and Society: The Valenthyrie are a spawn off of humanity that ranges back roughly 40,000 years. Records show that at some point, a species of ultra advanced extraterrestrial scientists came upon the earth and selected a group of humans as samples to study. In the course of their experiments, the innate psychic potential of the early humans was unlocked, which gave rise to the powers that the Valenthyrie possess today. Once their experiments were completed, the species left the primitive humanoids on a planet similar to Earth, which rests approximately 3 spiral arms away from our solar system. 

When the original Valenthyrie subjects were released, they were at roughly the same technological state as early man, a species of hunter gatherers. In the beginning, they progressed in a similar fashion to humanity, developing fire, rudimentary tools and other basic technological implements. However, at some point, their rate of technological advancement skyrocketed. They pushed their way through what was our Stone, Bronze and Iron Ages in a few short hundred years. Not long after that, they discovered gunpowder and a mere 200 years after that, their first scientists conducted electricity. Valenthyrie society bloomed and they progressed further and further. Their planet has two satellite objects, two moons slightly larger then our own and it was not long before they visited both of them, looking towards even further explorative gains. During that time, the Valenthyrie culture was a bountiful one, full of artisans, painters, musicians and philosophers. They spent their lives aiding the collective whole in some way, giving with whatever talents the individual was born with and as a result of this, their society reached an almost utopian level, with a complete lack of war, famine, disease or need,”

Grant was becoming more confused by the moment. To him, it almost sounded like these Valenthyrie would bring Earth a welcome new way of life. 

“However, there was an underlying concern in Valenthyrie society that was the cause of much debate among their people. The nature of their own existence was a question that plagued the Valenthyrie for centuries, particularly after they discovered the theory of evolution. The Valenthyrie, being humans originally, had no direct cousins or ancestors on the planet they ended up living. This puzzled their scientists, as every other species on their planet did. It appeared to them that they had literally dropped out of the sky. The debate as to their origin raged in their society until the day their answer came, along with an event that forever changed the direction of their society.

Approximately 74 years before the birth of Jesus Christ, the Valenthyrie were visited upon once again by the species that had brought them to their planet in the first place, the Eldraein.”

The female Valenthyrie in the picture faded away to reveal a cut away of another species that was far different from anything Grant had ever seen. It looked as if it had evolved from sort of avian life. Tall and thin, with an angular face and arms that ended in hands, it had feathers covering it’s body in a mottle of color including white, blue and yellow. Running along the back of the arms were what had probably been wings at one point, but they seemed short and stunted, as if they had long since evolved past a need for them. 

“Being capable of living life spans into the tens of thousands of years, many of the Eldraein who started the Valenthyrie experiment were still alive. They had returned to observe the growth and development of their long running experiment and were shocked by what they saw. The Valenthyrie had developed much further and much faster than they had originally thought possible. Deciding that the Valenthyrie had reached a point in their development where they were ready to encounter an extraterrestrial species, they revealed themselves to the Valenthyrie.

At first, the Valenthyrie were understandably shocked, curious, fearful and elated; as would be expected from any species when encountering extraterrestrials for the first time. The Eldraein were so impressed and surprised with the Valenthryie’s development and apparent utopian society, that they decided to enlighten the Valenthyrie to their true origin. They informed them of the experiment and told them where there true planet of origin was, expecting the Valenthyrie to accept the revelation with open arms.”

For a moment, Grant’s heart went out to them as he imagined what it would be like to receive news of that magnitude. Your entire species, all its history and its purpose, was nothing more than a giant experiment, the whim of some aliens that had happened to be more advanced then you were.

“The announcement shattered Valenthyrie society, as if someone had set a bomb underneath the structure of everything they had built and subsequently; their utopia collapsed. Anarchy, war and destruction quickly replaced the peace, hope and tranquility that had been the norm in Valenthyrie life. Mass suicides were rampant as many Valenthyrie felt cheated of their reason for living. Many more committed suicide because they felt that they were rebelling against the Eldraein experiment. In the aftermath of it all, the Valenthyrie people split into warring states, each vying not only for control over the planet but also of their own people. The Eldraein, upon seeing what they had wrought upon their test subjects, escaped back into orbit, horrified at the result of their decision to reveal themselves to the Valenthyrie. The Eldraein scientists also had another concern, one that would force them to make their worst decision yet.

The Eldraein scientists who had returned to the Valenthyrie planet had revealed themselves to their experiment without the permission of the Eldraein Consortium, the governing body in charge of the Eldraein species. In a panic, the Eldraein scientists in charge of the expedition formulated a plan to restore order to the Valenthyrie and wipe the records of what had happened, making it look as if the collapse of the Valenthyrie society had never took place. He reasoned that the best way to restore order to the chaotic Valenthyrie planet was to set up a hierarchy, a chain of command by which all the Valenthyrie would be forced to adhere and thusly, would restore order. He reasoned that the best avenue with which to accomplish this was to establish a major psychic presence on the planet, a single individual with far greater psychic potential than the rest of the species and they all would flock to that person, like sheep to a sheperd. Since their psychic ability was something that all the Valenthyrie shared, it would give them a common ground by which to recognize this individual as a leader and thusly restore order to the chaos the Eldraein had created.”

Grant heard himself yell out loud, “Brilliant..that’s *&#@ing brilliant. YOU ALREADY MESSED WITH THEM ONCE..JUST LEAVE THEM ALONE!!” When he realized he was yelling at a hologram, he stopped but not before he saw Wright smile. 

“The head of the Eldraein research ship had a random Valenthyrie beamed onto their ship in the dark of night, with no one the wiser. The Valenthyrie had stopped looking towards the stars and out of their telescopes, focusing instead on trying to stay alive through the pandemonium that had engulfed their culture. As such, the Eldraein were able to stay in orbit, unfettered and unbothered, able to conduct their last experiment. The young woman they beamed onto the ship was instantly rendered unconscious and subjected to a series of massive genetic resequencings. The goal of the restructuring was to amplify and strengthen the psychic abilities already present within the woman, allowing her to act as a sort of psychic shepherd to her people, calming them and leading them to a common cause. 

However, things did not transpire the way the Eldraein had planned and it was the last mistake they would ever make. When they brought the girl to consciousness, she immediately lashed out with her newfound psychic potential, like a child with a deadly weapon. The Eldraein would discover too late that in the process of enhancing her psychic powers, they had also inadvertently tampered with several other part of her brain, one of the most important being the area that controls social interaction and sanity. The girl lashed out with her mind and instantly found herself able to enslave the Eldraein, completely blocking any free will they had once had. She forced them to land their ship and from there, she began calling out to other individuals with her mind, asking them to join her and bring order to the planet.

Things were not as they seemed however and it became evident very quickly that the young woman was far more warped than she originally seemed. She ordered the Eldraein to show her where in space the original planet was that the Valenthyrie had hailed from. They complied, showing her the blue planet called Earth, and it was then that she set her plans into motion. She had decided that the new purpose of the the Valenthyrie people was to return and conquer what was rightfully theirs. She began to use her psychic powers like a beacon calling people to her, showing them the captured Eldraein and using her abilities to sway them to her cause. However, as more and more people began sweeping to her, she instituted major changes in Valenthyrie society. 

Using her abilities, she forced men to take a subservient role in Valenthyrie society, reducing them as little more than possessions and laborers. The woman, now held by a single purpose and glorified by their new leader, happily flocked to this trend, especially after seeing order restored to their planet. Many males rebelled and it took time for her to unify the entire planet beneath her cause. In time however, she managed to forge order back into their people, united under a single queen and flocking towards a single cause; to return to their home planet. She had the Eldraein scientists teach them how to build ships, weapons and other advanced technologies. She forced them to design and build a collar that could be placed around the necks of every male. The collars are placed on at birth and expand as the child’s neck grows. The collars act as psychic manipulators and can be attuned to a specific owner, allowing the Valenthyrie women to control the men with little more than a thought.

The queen began a massive military buildup, having thousands upon thousands of ships constructed in the Valenthyrie orbit. It was during this time, after several decades to ruling and restructuring the Valenthyrie society into the matriarchal and militaristic model it is today, that the queen died of old age. Immediately upon her death, her eldest daughter took over her throne and it has followed in that line of succession for over the past 2,000 years. There are three things that are inherited by the women in the line of queens, the legacy of the girl whom the Eldraein tampered with in the first place. The first is the enhanced psychic potential that the Eldraein instilled in the original. The other two are side effects of the experiment, the first being a form of inherited psychosis and malice towards males, the other being deep purple eyes.

Early in the 21st century, the Valenthyrie left their planet, leaving no one behind, to begin a massive exodus towards what they believe is their destined homeworld. As of right now, roughly 8.9 billion Valenthyrie are heading towards Earth, in hundreds of thousands of ships, waiting to conquer and reclaim the third planet from the Sun. The Valenthyrie are well aware of humanity and have decided that it is to be wiped out, as our species is unfit to survive due to our lack of psychic potential and culture that promotes men and woman as equals.”

The hologram faded back to the head and floated there, a neutral expression on it’s face, waiting for it’s next command. A second later, Wright walked forward, picked up the device and a moment later, the hologram turned off and the dome closed. He put it back in his jacked pocket, sat back down on the chair and looked at Grant, an amused expression on his face. Grant sat there on the couch, wide eyed, trying to absorb it all. He had no doubt that Wright was sincere, the technology the man possessed and the intricate detail in which it all had been described left no doubt as to the authenticity of the invasion. Grant stood up, wiping his face with his hands, trying to gather his thoughts and put some sort of coherent order to it all.

Grant looked over at the big man, “What happens if they win?”

Wright didn’t even blink before he responded, “The complete and total genocide of humanity, along with the obliteration of our history and culture. Everybody you know will die, every memory you have made will be lost and everything you have worked for will vanish, like a flame being snuffed on a candle.”

Grant rested his head in his hands and after a moment, looked up at Wright.

“Why me? Why do I have to help? Shouldn’t you be training soldiers and building space ships? Why come to me, a normal person?”

Wright kneeled down, grabbed his briefcase and set it on the coffee table. Opening it, he drew out and object, closed the lid and placed the object on top of the case. Grant leaned forward to look at it. It was a large metal ring, dark and smooth on both sides and the light shimmered off of it when Grant moved his head. Wright sat back in his chair and gestured at it.

“I need you to place that on top of your head, like a crown.”

Grant looked at him as if he had lost his mind but Wright just sat there, waiting. Reaching out, Grant picked the thing up and found it to be lighter than he had expected. Placing it on top of his head, he found it that is rested around the top of his forehead, like a headband would. He saw back and waited for something to happen. Wright reached into his jacket and produced what looked like a small remote control. Hitting a button on the device, he leaned back and waited. 

Grant was about to ask him what the point of all this was, when he felt the strangest sensation in his head. It was like a tingling at the point where his neck and his head met and he was getting ready to ask Wright was it was, when he heard a voice.

(That’s twice this week he’s forgotten the garbage.) a female voice shouted.

(Damn bills and I just got paid too), he heard a man, as if hehe was talking in Grant’s ear.

(Oh yes…yes…..right there…harder…harder) a womans voice
shouted.

Grant ripped the thing off of his head and threw it back on the coffee table. He looked up at Wright. “WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT?”

Wright picked the ring up and began putting it back in the briefcase. “Given your ability right now, I suspect that was what your neighbors next to and below you are thinking.

Grant looked at the wall and the floor and the realization hit him like a truck, the voices he had heard were his neighbors. The first had been Mrs. Nesbitt, who was having marital problems with her husband. The second was Mr. Smith, his neighbor who was having a hard time financially and the third was Mrs. Crawford, one half of the newlywed couple in the apartment beneath him.

He looked up at Wright and the man gestured at his briefcase. “That was a psychic enhancer, a device designed to amplify the innate psychic abilities within your own brain. Often, all it does is allow you to hear the immediate and random thoughts of the people around you. With training, you could learn to localize and focus that ability.”

Grant was having a hard time catching on. “So let me guess this straight, I’m psychic?”

Wright shook his head. “Not per say but you have greater psychic potential than a vast percentage of the population of Earth. If you decide to join me, I will take you to a place where we will bring out and train that latent ability. I’m planning fighting fire with fire, psychics with psychics.”

Grant looked at him in disbelief. “How, if there is so many of them coming, do you plan on even mounting a defense. How many people on Earth have this kind of potential.”
Wright shrugged. “Roughly 38 or 39 people, although some have turned me down so it’s looking like there is going to be 30 of you.”

Grant had a sudden urge to reach out and slap the man. “THIRTY PEOPLE? HOW IN THE HELL DO YOU PLAN ON FIGHTING BILLIONS WITH 30 PEOPLE?”

Wright smiled maliciously and suddenly Grant felt slightly afraid of the man. The look in Wright’s eyes was not one that Grant liked. “Oh…I have a plan. Let’s just say the Valenthyrie will be in for A LOT more than they bargained for. I can give you until the morning to think about this Grant, after that, I need to move on. Also, you cannot tell ANYONE about this.“ He got up and walked to the door, briefcase in hand.

Grant walked to the door with him. “What happens if I turn you down?”

Wright looked over his shoulder, a deadly seriousness dancing in his hazel eyes. “Then you get to sit around and wait while the fate of the world I decided, knowing that you could have done something about it. Also, you’ve seen the technology I have access to. Let’s just say that if you decided to run your mouth about this to anyone, I can make sure you disappear, forever.” With that, he nodded to Grant and walked out the door, not even looking back.

Grant had gone out that night, driving around town and trying to take it all in. He had no doubt that Wright was serious about keeping all of this a secret. That hadn’t been a threat, it had been a promise. Grant stayed up most of the night thinking about it and when the next morning came and he heard the knock on his door, he had made his decision.

He opened the door and let Wright step inside. Grant shut the door behind him and they made their way into the apartment. Wright looked up at him, not wasting anytime.

“Have you made you decision?”

Grant nodded and exhaled heavily, “Yeah….I guess I have no choice do I.” He smiled and looked at Wright, “I’m ready to join the Men in Black sir.”

Wright looked at him confused and Grant realized he didn’t get the reference to the old movie. “Never mind.”

Taking a deep breath he turned to the man, extended his hand and Wright took it again. This time the two men shook gently, a handshake of respect and mutual cooperation. “What do I have to do?”

Wright looked at his watch and pressed one of the buttons on the side. “Nothing at the moment, just come with me.” 
They stood there for a good thirty seconds, looking at each other and after a bit Grant asked him, “Sooo, when are we leaving?”

Wright looked up at him a second later and the world dissolved into blue light. Through the strange hum, he though he heard, a “Right now”



“Grant……GRANT!”

Grant shook himself out of his reverie and looked around to realize that they had reached the end of the hallway they had been walking around. He had lost himself in thought and he realized that they had been standing at the end of the hallway for awhile. He looked over at Rachel,

“I’m sorry, I was spacing out.”

She looked up at him, concern on her face, “Ok, I was wondering. You looked like you were pretty deep in thought, so I didn’t want to disturb you.”

He shook his head and gave her an easy smile, “No, it wasn’t anything that important. I just realized that I never asked you what it was that you wanted to see first.”

She chewed on her lip for a moment, thinking about his question and shortly her face lit up with an answer. She looked up at him. “Can you show me……them?”

He nodded. “Sure, just follow me. I’m surprised they hadn’t shown them to you already.”

She shrugged. “Commander Wright was going to but then he and Akira had some sort of urgent business that they needed to take care of, so I was shown the essentials and taken to my room.”

He realized that they were in the wrong section of the base go get to the cavernous mech bay, so he doubled back and led her to the other side of Kodiak. 

“So what do you do for fun?” They arrived back at the elevator column and they walked around the room and down a hallway on the other side.

She shook her head. “Not much anymore. Between school and work, I was pretty busy, so I never got much time to develop a hobby. I use to enjoy reading a lot but don’t even have time for that anymore.”

They took a right down another hallway, “Yeah, I know how you feel. My senior year at Teiu was busy enough for me, so I don’t even want to imagine what graduate school would have been like. Having my dad probably doesn’t help either because if I remember correctly, he likes to give a lot of homework.”

Rachel rolled her eyes, “Yes he does. A lot of it is pretty stupid stuff too. Mostly busy work that just takes up a lot of time and doesn’t teach you much.”

Grant laughed. “Yeah, that sounds like him all right. My dad had a pretty rough time in college and always seemed…bitter about it. Don’t worry, you won’t have to deal with him for awhile, at least until Phase 1 of all of this is done.”

Rachel looked up at him, confused. “Wright mentioned the phases but I didn’t quite understand what he was talking about. I was going to ask him more about them but he had to leave.”

They came to a door at the end of a hallway that had a keypunch underneath the doorknob and Grant keyed in his code and turned the doorknob. It opened and led them to another hallway, this time with three guards in front of another door. One was sitting at a desk, similar to the guard at the dock, the other two were standing in front of a metal door, at attention and holding really nasty looking rifles. Grant walked over to the desk and the guard hit a button on his end. Similar to the dock, a retinal scanner rose up out of a panel and awaited Grant. He placed his eye on the scanner and a moment later, a gentle tone indicating a successful scan sounded. He stood back and indicated to Rachel that she needed to do the same thing. She did and again there was a successful tone. The guard at the desk hit another button on his control panel and nodded at the two in front of the door. They parted and the door behind them slid open, revealing a long dark hallway with metal walls. He and Rachel entered it and upon doing so, the door closed behind them, leaving them in darkness for a moment.

He heard Rachel gasp and she reached out and clutched his arm, pulling herself up next to him. A split-second later, a soft glow rose from the ceiling, coming from rows of L.E.D fixtures that lined the edges of the ceiling. Rachel looked visibly releaved when the lights came back on and then jumped away from Grant, realizing what she had been doing.

He laughed and patted her gently on the back. “Don’t worry about it, all this security is pretty intimidating, especially the first couple of times. I panicked the first time I came down here too, especially when the lights didn’t come. I don’t understand why they have it set that way, you would think the lights would come on immediately. I think it’s for effect.”

She nodded and they began walking down hallway, coming to the end. When they got there, she frowned when they came to a dead end. She looked up at him. “I thought you were taking me to see the mechs?”

He nodded. “I did and I’ll also explain the phases to you. I could have taken you to the mech bay directly but I figured this was a better way to show you. He reached over and hit a button on a small control panel inset into the back wall. It was small, so Rachel hadn’t noticed it when they first came down here. He hit the button and the walls on either side of the hallway began to retract up into the ceiling, revealing a transparent material. Rachel looked outside and when she did, she gasped at the 5 mammoth objects standing against the far wall.
