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TERROR ON MOONBASE
By
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Prologue
Pluto Alpha Base – 2999
An Earth Defence Forces military transporter did a fly-by of Pluto Alpha Base, which was now in ruins.  Fresh out of the academy, a young Space Pilot looked horrified as he guided his craft through the trenches of the base, now littered with debris.  He looked across to his Sergeant, Joao Gonzales, who wore a similar dark expression on his face.  Gonzales stood up and peered out of the forward window of the craft, then pointed at a clearing.
“Drop her down there, Andrews,” he ordered.
“Yes, Sir!” the Space Pilot replied and guided the ship carefully, spun her round then brought her down to land.
“Landing confirmed. Ship secured, Sir!” Andrews reported.
“Good.  Hold the fort, Andrews.  Keep your eyes on your scanner.  Report to me immediately if you see anything.  I want to be off this rock as quickly as possible, no mistakes.”
“Understood, Sir!”
Sgt Gonzales turned from the window and made his way out of the cockpit and into the hold of the ship, where ten soldiers were suited up, armed and ready to deploy.
“It’s a mess out there, gentlemen.  Six days ago, the Imperial Alliance hit this base harder than anything we’ve ever seen before.  Our purpose here is to find any survivors of Pluto Defence Corps and any intelligence the attackers may have left behind.  Back up has left Earth and the convoy is enroute.  Let’s get as much cleared up as possible before they get here.  Corporal?”
“Yes, Sir!”  A tough looking soldier with a crew cut stood up.
“Lead em out.  Keep your men tight, Huxley. I want a thorough room by room search.  I want everyone on this base accounted for, dead or alive.” Gonzales ordered.
“Yes, Sir!  Right ladies, you heard the Sarge.  This is not going to be pretty, we have had no active communication from inside the base, so assume the worst and be prepared.  That’s it…move out!”

Slowly, the soldiers made their way through Pluto Alpha Base, finally arriving at Control.  Most of the structure had collapsed.  Carefully, they moved rubble, equipment and panelling, finding the battered bodies of the base’s personnel buried underneath.  The Corporal looked at the charred face of a young man, headset still in place, slumped over a scorched radar station.  The Corporal carried on staring for a moment, then indicated to a private, who carefully extracted the body and laid it down, next to the others.
“They never left their posts, Sir!” the private said. “Not one of them.”  The Corporal nodded then noticed another join his side.
“Anything, Chad?” the Corporal asked quietly.
“There’s no sign of him, Hux.  We have only two unaccounted for now.  The Captain and a Lt Enzo Rossi, an Astrofighter pilot.  The whole fleet was destroyed but flight logs report Rossi didn’t launch.  We are making our way down to the launch bay now.”
Sgt Gonzales walked up to the Corporal.
“Still no sign of Captain Carter, Hux?” he asked.
“No, Sir!” Corporal Huxley replied.  “There’s just the two missing now.  Once we can confirm their whereabouts, we can get off this ice block!”
Gonzales grunted, then his headset crackled.
“What’s up, Andrews!” he replied, looking at Huxley.
“Sir, I’ve received an urgent message from Star Fleet Command.  Transport Cruisers 1 through 3 have vanished.  Nothing on the radar trace and nothing on comms.  They’ve completely disappeared!”
Gonzales went to answer when another private came up to him.
“Sir? Corporal?” the private nodded to both.  “I need to report that Pluto Alpha’s mainframe motherboard is missing.  It’s not in any of the rubble.  I think it has been taken!” he reported. “We have a data breach!”
Gonzales stared off into the distance.
“What is it?” his Corporal asked.
“Trouble…that’s what it is!” he replied.  “Where’s left to search?”
“Just the fighter bays and launch tunnels, then we’re done!” Huxley replied.
“Get to it…and be quick about it.  I don’t want to be here any longer than we need to be!”
Huxley saluted, grabbed two men and proceeded out of Control.
“Andrews…inform Star Fleet Command of a full data breach at Pluto Alpha Base.  Do it now!  And stay on station.  Keep an eye on that scanner,” said Gonzales.  “I’ll advise when we are coming back!”
“Yes, Sir!” came the reply. “Right away.”
“Where are you, Carter?  Why did they do this and what do they want?” asked Gonzales under his breath as he followed his men out.

Corporal Huxley and his team made it thought to the launch bays.  The doors were open but the deck station overlooking the bay was smashed and exposed to space.  Red strobe lights were still flashing.  Another soldier swept round the room with a torch.  He noticed an unlaunched empty Astrofighter on the pad, a malfunction must have prevented the take-off.
“All clear in here!” he reported, running a final sweep of the bay then he made his way out.  He walked through to the pilot’s mess blast door and ran another scan.
“Sir!” he called out.  “They still have pressure in the pilot’s mess!  There’s something very faint on my life scan!”
“Double back to the airlock, I’ll meet you there.  We’ll get in from the other side,” replied Gonzales, listening in.  “Get a move on!”

Huxley and his team joined up with Gonzales, and they tried to open the pilot’s mess door.  It was jammed hard, so Huxley ran a hotwire.  The door slowly slid open halfway.  Gonzales slid inside, the torch on his pulse rifle lighting up the room.  Like the main control room, most of the ceiling had collapsed and debris was piled high.  A flash of a yellow flight helmet moved in the dust, then a shaky hand reached out towards him.
“Quick, help me!  This one’s still alive!!” called Gonzales running over.  “Easy, man.  Easy!” he said, grabbing the cold and clammy fingers of the pilot in his gloved hand.
“I…I can’t…move…” the pilot whispered, clinging on to Gonzales.  “They stormed the base…Imperial soldiers…they didn’t…give us…a chance!” 
Huxley joined his Sergeant and looked down at Rossi.  “You’re Lt Rossi, right? Have you seen Captain Carter?” 
Rossi shook his head.  “I waited for him…Captain Carter…but he never came!  My fighter had stalled and wouldn’t fire back up.  I…I called it in.  Carter told me to bail out and stay in here, he hoped we could repair it after and evacuate as soon as the attack was over!  But…it’s been days!”
“You stayed behind and hid, more like!” muttered Huxley.  “Bloody Star Fleet!”
Rossi’s eyes widened.  “How can you say that?  I had to listen, as one by one my comrades…my friends…were blown out the sky.” Rossi grimaced as he was racked with another wave of pain, he was still pinned under the rubble, but he glared at the corporal.  “You get away from me, grunt…leave me be…”
“Huxley!!  If you’re not going to help, then move away!” commanded Gonzales.  “What the hell’s wrong with you!!”
Huxley glared at his CO, then looked back at Rossi.
“Keep your hair on, buddy.  I’m just teasing!” laughed Huxley.  “Just a dumb greaser’s sense of humour!” 
“Get out you bloody moron, before I grease you!” snapped Gonzales.  Huxley glared at him again, sneered at Rossi then backed away.
Gonzales tried to move some more material away from Rossi then saw both Rossi’s legs were crushed by a metal lintel.  “You’re pretty well stuck, Rossi!”  With a gloved hand, he finally exposed Rossi’s right leg, which was a sickly mottled white colour.  The realisation hit hard, Rossi would die the instant they moved the beam.
Then, his headset buzzed with static, then came a concerned call from his Space Pilot.
“Sarge!!  Do you copy? Come in Sarge!” Andrews yelled over the comms.
“Loud and Clear, Andrews.  What’s going on?” replied Gonzales, looking at Rossi.
“Something’s coming and it ain’t frickin’ Christmas!”  Andrews shouted. “I’ve got three unidentified contacts on my scanner, 50 militons and closing in fast!” Andrews called.  “We need to get out of here!”
“Current status!” barked Gonzarles.
“The bodies of the base crew are all loaded and stored. 20 militons now, Sir.  They’re nearly on top of us.  You need to hurry.  I’m prepping for automatic take-off…four minutes, counting down!” 
“Received and understood!  Calling all remaining units…fall back…take off in 3 minutes 50 seconds…MOVE IT!” He looked down at Rossi, who made no attempt to move.
“Go Sarge…leave me.  It’s Ok…it’s Ok!  Just tell my w…”
At that moment a massive explosion hit and the room shook.  The blast door to the launch bay buckled under already increasing pressure from the buildings fragile state, then it gave way.  Decompression hit instantly and both Gonzales and Huxley were almost sucked out of the room.  There was nothing they could do for Rossi now.  
“Huxley, get our boys and get back to the ship!” shouted Gonzales, grabbing Huxley’s arm to steady himself.  They turned for the remaining way out and moved as quick as they could in their spacesuits.
“Sir!” called Andrews.  “I’m taking hits, we’re under fire, three Imperial fighters are circling!”
“Warm her up…we’re coming!” cried Gonzales.  “It’s over…fall back.  Everyone, head back to the ship!”
They both made it to the airlock and rejoined their group.
“Right.  I’ll cover you. Make a run for the ship.  On my mark!” ordered Gonzales.
The airlock outer door opened, and they all ran out then hid behind a large rock.  The ship was 120 metres away.  The Imperial fighters flew over, firing at the ship, sparks were flying everywhere, but the heavy hull plating was relatively undamaged.  The fighters flew over them, then out of sight.
“Go!!” shouted Gonzales, and his soldiers started running towards the ship.  Gonzales trotted behind looking up at the stars, pulse rifle ready in his hands.  Then, he spotted the fighters coming back in for another run.  Holding steady, he started firing.  The fighters also started firing, straight into the retreating soldiers.  Five fell straight away as the fighters flew over.  Gonzales ran to a soldier and tried to drag him across the ground, back towards their ship.
“Sarge!!  You’ve got to leave them!” shouted Huxley, turning to him as he jogged backwards.
“No one gets left behind!” shouted Gonzales back.  “I’m not leaving my men!”  He carried on dragging his fallen comrade. “Huxley…help me!”
“Sarge!  They’re coming back round!!  You’ve got to leave them!” Huxley shouted back, then carried on running towards his ship.
“HUXLEYYYY!” screamed the Sergeant.  “HELP ME, DAMN YOU!”
“Take off in 15 seconds!” shouted Andrews. “Hold on, I’ll override the auto sequence and shield your retreat with the ship. I’ll try and bring her in closer...just hold on!!”
Four soldiers had just made it on board; one had his hand out towards Huxley when the fighters came in hot above them.  Huxley grabbed his hand and was hauled up just as thrusters below them started to fire and the ship moved slowly off the ground.  The bay door started shutting slowly, as the craft gained a little speed and height.  Huxley watched as Sergeant Joao Gonzales was gunned down by Alliance laser fire.  He fell next to his men.
“Sarge? Come in, Sarge!” cried Space Pilot Andrews from the cockpit.   He cut the auto thrusters and started to drop back down to land.  Huxley stared at Private Chad Meacham then made his way up top.
“What are you doing, Andrews?  Take her up!” he shouted.
“No. Wait! We’re going back for them!” shouted Andrews.   He looked up at Huxley and noticed Meacham had joined him.
“I’m not leaving without the Sarge!  I can land and we can get them all back onboard.   No-one gets left behind!” he said, as the craft touched down again.  Warnings on his display flashed as Imperial fighters came in shooting another volley at them. This time the transport took some damage.  Andrews was about to stand up when Huxley unclipped his helmet and dropped it to the floor.
“Sit back down, spool this boat up...and get us the hell out of here!” said Huxley in a low controlled voice. “NOW!!” Huxley pulled out his gun and pointed it at the frightened young pilot.  “The sarge is dead and I’m taking command. I give the orders now!!  Take her up!”
Andrews swallowed hard as he stared at the laser pointed at him.  Open mouthed, he nodded and sat back down at his helm.
“I’m sorry, Sarge!” he whispered under his breath.  Huxley watched Andrews as he set his course into the screen.
“What you sorry for?  I’m not sorry… the sarge is dead and I’m not.  I get to have another go at killing these evil alien bastards and any other weirdo who ever sides with them.  Now, launch!”
“Yes. SIR!” Andrews replied.  Through gritted teeth, he fired the thrusters back up and the craft once again lifted off the ground.  
“Good.  Get us back to our base.  And keep your mouth shut, if know what’s good for you.  You are here to fly the ship.  So, fly it!’ Huxley growled.  “Leave the rest to me!”
The Imperial fighters moved off and disappeared into the distance. The EDF Transporter fired up its main engines, lifted off and moved out of Pluto orbit at quantum speed, heading back to base.  Space Pilot Andrews held back tears as he left his Sergeant and the ruins of Pluto Alpha Base behind.

Moonbase - May 3007 (Year 7 of the New Galactic Era)

Chapter One.
The main Assembly Hall looked majestic with Earth Defence Forces flags running vertically down from the ceiling, framing a large platform from where General Kyle and General Crow stood.  In between them, the Earth Senate Ambassador to Gelma II looked towards the ranks of EDF personnel and termoid soldiers, standing to attention in front of her proud and happy.  Behind the soldiers, a crowd of invited civilians, family members, dignitaries and the press, gathered towards the back of the room.  
Twelve or so steps led up to huge double doors that were opened onto the main Moonbase concourse.  That too, had EDF Flags decorating the huge escalators and reception desks and balconies.  Through a huge window, planet Earth was just coming into view. 
 This day was a day of celebration and of peace.  Earth Defence Forces now welcomed the forces of Gelma as allies and the world of Gelma II was now a colony under the protection of Star Fleet Command.  
The Imperial Alliance was now a memory for the Solar System and its outer world colonies.  As was the horror of the 2999 war and the subsequent battles that followed.
A hush flowed through the crowd as a hooded figure walked down the centre aisle through the ranks of EDF and termoid officers and made his way up to the steps of the stage.  Either side of him, two other figures solemnly made their way up the steps, also dressed in cloaks. Their hoods were down and they were both very alien in appearance.  A cross between insect and reptile some might say but their strange faces wore joyful and peaceful expressions.
The central figure stopped and pulled out of his wrappings a Gelma Flag.  He handed the flag to Ambassador Corrine Sanchez who in turn passed him the flag of the United Earth Senate.  Large holoscreens were lit up around Moonbase and the public spaces of Earth, Mars, and the colonies around Jupiter and Saturn.  Even the outer colonies of the galaxy were watching this moment, the signing of the Earth Gelma Treaty.
The First Minister of Gelma made his mark on the treaty document and held out a clawed hand to the ambassador.  Their hands met and they shook, strong and heartily, both with smiles on their faces.
“Peace…at last!” rasped the Minister
“Peace!” the Ambassador replied.  “On behalf of the United Earth Senate and Earth Defence Forces, we welcome you now as our own!”
The Gelma delegation turned to face the crowd and then a wave of joyful applause and cheers broke out, echoing through the corridors and walkways of the base.  Officers and civilians alike, turned to each other and shook hands, others hugged and a few joyful tears were shed.  A gentle rasping chorus came from the termoids present.
Not too far from the front, Lt Commander Joshua Carter put his arm around his fiancé, Lt Commander Kerry Donovan, as they stood watching the happiness spread through the room.  He looked into her green eyes and watched the reflection of the holoscreens in them.  She smiled up at him, then rested her head against his chest.  After a few seconds, she lifted her head and smiled at her comrades around her, the members of Moonbases’ X-Fighter squadron.  Joshua smiled then urged for hush as General Crow stepped forward.  Attention was called again and boots slammed on the floor in response.
“I am honoured to be standing here, in front of you all, to mark this momentous occasion.  The Imperial Alliance is no longer in existence.  The Gelma people are free and are now an integrated part of Earth and her Defence Forces.  We are also honoured today, to have in attendance General Kyle, who has come up to us here on Moonbase a few months after his retirement.  We have asked him for some words to mark this occasion.”
Crow stepped back as the retired General Kyle came to the front podium.  He cleared his throat and took a deep breath.
“After staring total annihilation in the face some eight years ago, I could not be any prouder of what has happened here, today.  Moonbase was where we launched our only remaining hope of survival and Moonbase is now where we launch our civilisation towards a new era of peace.”
While the general carried on his speech, four EDF soldiers looked at each other and started making their way to the exit.
“After everything the Gelma did to us. After everything we’ve seen and suffered on their behalf.  Well, they’ll soon regret it!  Come on!” one muttered.
“Yeah, I’ve heard enough of this bull!!” another one said under his breath as they made their way up the stairs and out, through the civilians crowded towards the back of the hall.
“It has also fallen to me,” General Kyle continued, “to present to you the future of our Moonbase command structure.  General Crow had the unenviable task of replacing my dear friend, Dr Benn Robinson, as commander of Moonbase.  His hard work with our elite X-Squadron has paid dividends.  Now, I am so very honoured to hand over General Crow’s legacy and command, to a member of X-Bomber’s maiden crew, and a true Star Fleet Champion.  Commander John Lee.”
Again, applause broke out across the hall as General Kyle and General Crow received Commander Lee, they saluted and passed Lee his new insignia.  John saluted back and faced the audience. A flash of recognition and embarrassment crossed his face for a second as Major Barry Hercules gave him a cheeky wink where he stood with his cadets.  Next to him, Captain Shiro Hagen had a huge smile on his face while he applauded.
Without much more ceremony, the service was wound up, and Commander Lee ushered the Generals and the Gelma delegation up the stairs and out of the room towards members of the press, for interviews.
Barry Hercules and Shiro Hagen were herding their cadets out to prepare to board their ship back to EDF HQ.  Barry scanned the room then spotted his wife, Dr Donna Hercules, who was talking to the Earth Medical Representative to Gelma. He didn’t want to interrupt so he left her to it.
“Lt Grant!” called Shiro.  “Form the cadets up and get them onboard their designated shuttles.  The Major and I are scheduled to return tomorrow!”
“Aye aye, Sir!” he replied, saluted then called out to an excited group of late teens.  “Right, you lot, get in line!” he shouted.  “Form up, c’mon! Time to move out!”
Shiro also scanned the room quickly, looking for his wife, Captain Emma Hagen.  She was standing towards the front of the room, deep in conversation with a Gelman interpreter.  They were laughing and Shiro thought that Emma must know her from somewhere as they were being very friendly to each other.  Emma must have felt his stare as she glanced his way and waved.  A small, beautiful smile crossed her face, the one she only had for him.  He smiled and waved back.  Then Shiro felt a hand on his elbow.
“Excuse me, Captain Hagen, could I borrow you and Major Hercules for a moment please?”  An EDF official reporter had managed to grab Commander Lee and didn’t want to waste the opportunity of an interview with the three of them together.  He ushered them both up the stairs and out of the hall to a quiet corner.
“Err yes, of course!” answered Shiro a little distracted, looking quickly over his shoulder at Emma, who was still laughing with her friend, as he walked away.  He smiled to the bank of holographers with their equipment as he joined up with his best friends.
The Moonbase Hall was like a mini museum; in one corner there was a full model of the base in a presentation cabinet.  Further along was a memorial plaque for Dr Benn Robinson.  In another corner was a small fountain and a garden, dedicated to its former Radar Manager and later, the F-01, Princess Lamia of Esper.  Lunar Lillies and Forget-me-nots were arranged there every day.  A model of X-Bomber was positioned not far from the centre stage.
Most of the people walking around the hall were civilians, having a good look around and taking it all in. EDF personnel had left the hall, either to go back on duty or just waiting for their transfers back to Earth.  Emma Hagen and Donna Hercules were the only officers left, talking to visitors.
Around 300 people were still in the hall, when all hell broke loose.

Chapter Two.
Captain Emma Hagen stood at attention with her old X-Squadron as the ceremony took place.  She shared a few smiles with its new commander, Captain Dominic Todd and watched with pride as her pilots hugged and celebrated together.  She looked to her left to see if she could get Shiro’s attention for a second, but she couldn’t make him out in the lines of personnel.  However, she spotted an old school friend she hasn’t seen in years, standing slightly offset from the stage. The woman also looked at Emma, and a smile crossed her face.  It was her!!  Emma gestured her to stay right there.  The woman acknowledged her, then they both turned their attention to the proceedings.  When it was all over Emma turned to Dominic.
“Hey, Dom!  I’ve seen an old friend of mine I would love to talk to.  I’ll catch up with you later, yeah?  I’m going to make the most of being grounded!!”
“No worries, Emma.  I’ll see you later.  I’m taking X-Bomber and the X-Squadron out now for an exhibition flight, the Xiomara will be leaving our quadrant in the next half hour with the Gelma delegation on board.”  
He smiled at her then joined up with Carter and Donovan and they made their way out to the hangar.
“Lauren!” called Emma.  She waved to her old friend.  “Lauren Morris!”
“Emma Steel!!”  Lauren came skipping over, her pretty face lit up with a huge smile.  “Oh…look at you…it’s so great to see you!!  How long has it been?  We had a few weeks together when we left college, then you ran off on your way to Star Fleet Training School, and I went on to study linguistics!  Then, that was that!”
“I dread to think how long it’s been!”  Emma replied, grabbing Lauren’s hand.  “It’s so wonderful to see you.  How are your parents?”
“Dad’s good, he really is, but we lost mom.  She was an engineer at a missile base that got destroyed by the Alliance.  We really miss her, but she would have been proud of what we have achieved now.  That’s why I am here today.  I’m a language analyst working from Data Centre, but I’m hoping to get a communications development position on Gelma II.”
“Well, I really hope you get it!” replied Emma, unconsciously rubbing her tummy gently.  “I’m so sorry to hear about your mom, she was always very nice to me!”
Lauren smiled.  “It’s Ok…anyway how about you?  A Captain now I see!!  Hagen, that surname rings a bell!” she said, reading her insignia.
“Does it?” Emma answered with a smile.  “Yeah, I’m married now.  We have a baby girl together,” then Emma whispered, “and…we have another on the way!!”
“Oh, Emma, that’s lovely,” she smiled.  “How far along? Not that I can tell!” she laughed.  “But now that you mention it…you may just be showing!” 
Emma smoothed the fabric of her tunic across her abdomen. 
“I know, we’re 14 weeks along.  But…I managed to wriggle into my dress uniform this morning; it does feel a little on the snug side.”  She looked up and caught Shiro’s eye finally.  She gave him a smile and a quick wave; then Lauren followed her gaze.
“Emma!” she gasped.  “Is that...you never married Shiro Hagen…THE X-Bomber Shiro Hagen?!”
“Yeah, I did!” she answered proudly.  She was about to continue when Lauren was gestured to by a colleague.
“Look I’m sorry Emma; I’ve got to go.  It’s been so great to see you, I just wish we had more time to chat!”
“Yeah, me too.  Look after yourself, Lauren…and good luck!”  
The two ladies embraced, said their goodbyes then Emma started to make her way towards Donna Hercules.  The hall was full of civilians, all uniformed staff seemed to have moved out so she decided to go grab Donna then get a drink, she was feeling a little thirsty. 
She noticed a young boy, around ten, tugging his mother’s sleeve excitedly.
“Mom!!  Mom!!  Look out the window…it’s X-Bomber!!  Oh wow!!”
Emma smiled as some people rushed to a far side window to watch X-Bomber Mk II steadily rise from its crater and make its way over the base.  Then X-Fighters started launching out of their tunnels alongside.
She was no more than 20 feet away from Donna, then a quick movement caught her eye from the opposite end of the room, by the main doors.

Shiro just about managed to keep smiling at the cameras held in front of him, then under his breath he whispered to Hercules.
“Make it stop, Hercules!  My jaw is going to lock any minute now,” he moaned. 
“Suck it up, poster boy!” laughed Hercules.  Shiro growled behind his teeth.
“Look!” called Commander John Lee.  “I don’t want to miss out on any canapés!”  He ignored the remaining press and made his way over to the caterers that were still milling around with silver trays.
“Quick! Now’s our chance, let’s move!” called Shiro, following Lee.
‘Sorry fellas!” laughed Hercules to the press.  “Nothing gets in the way of our new Commander and a snack! Excuse us!!”  Hercules pushed past the group of journalists and holographers, catching up with Shiro.
Calls came over the PA for passengers to board a series of shuttlecraft about to leave for Earth.  What was a very crowded concourse started to clear as people moved towards boarding gates.  Shiro watched as Lt Grant marched his cadets through the doors, then he noticed two Moonbase guards walk back in and position themselves either side of them. Each were holding pulse rifles.
“Hey, Hercules!” called Shiro.  “Check out these guys!  Looks like Lee is tightening up security already!”
“Yeah!” Hercules replied.  “Here’s another two.”  They both watched as another two soldiers marched across the concourse, heading towards the Assembly Hall.
“Hercules…I got this feeling…something’s wrong!” Shiro muttered, grabbing Hercules’ sleeve.  “They weren’t here earlier!”
“What do you mean?  There is always security on Moonbase.  You’re just jealous they’ve got a bigger weapon than you!”  Hercules laughed.  Shiro just glared back at him.
They watched Commander Lee shake hands with Ambassador Sanchez and the Gelma Ministers.  Generals Kyle and Crow had passed through the doors towards the boarding gates.  Ambassador Sanchez guided the Gelma delegation through the doors, took one last look around, then followed them through.
“Come on!” urged Shiro, as he made his way over to Commander Lee.  Lee was making his way to the control centre when Shiro and Hercules caught him up.
“Commander Lee…wait up!” called Shiro.
“Hey, Shiro!” replied Lee.  “Everything alright?”  The doors to the control centre closed behind them.
“I just wanted to ask.  It’s not my business…but…security guards with pulse rifles. When did that become procedure on Moonbase?”
“Shiro, what are you talking about?” John Lee looked at Shiro like he was going mad. 
“Back there, the concourse.  Two security guards had pulse rifles, not standard issue.  I was just wondering, as I hadn’t noticed them earlier.”  Shiro stared at Lee.
Commander Lee had a concerned look on his face.
“Shiro.  Show me!”  Lee made his way back to the door of Control.  The doors to the gates were now closed and no security guards were present.
“Where’d they go?” asked Hercules.  
“Look, there they are,” said Shiro.  “They’re going towards the hall.”
Before he had chance to say anything else, the guards rushed the Assembly Hall.  A piercing scream was heard, then a volley of quick fire came from the rifles.  Emergency Safety Protocols came into immediate effect and blast doors slammed down. 
No-one could get in or out of the Assembly Hall.  

Chapter Three.
It took Dr Donna Hercules a few moments to process what she was seeing, two-armed gunmen rushed into the Hall, firing into the ceiling.  Bolts of laser fire bounced around the room, rebounding off the metal grating from up above.  Cries and screams rippled through the crowd.  Two men fell before they even knew what was happening.
“EVERYONE!  DOWN NOW!” shouted a gunman.  He fired another quick round into the air.  “I MEAN IT!  GET DOWN!”  He steadily made his way down the stairs.  Emergency bulkhead doors slammed shut behind him.  The sound of screams and sobs filled the air, along with the smell of smoke and burning electrics.
Donna grabbed a lady who was stood next to her and pulled her down.  She quickly scanned around her, then spotted Emma Hagen.  She had her back to Donna and was crouched as if protecting something.  Then two more gunmen made their way towards them from the opposite side of the room.  They held their rifles out in front on them.
“HANDS ON HEADS!  NOW!” the lead called out.  “DOWN ON YOUR KNEES.  HANDS WHERE WE CAN SEEM THEM!” he shouted.
Donna raised her hands to the back of her head and knelt.  She gave the lady next to her a gentle nod and a smile, then tried to reassure those around her.  She looked back to Emma’s direction and could see that she hadn’t moved.  Donna cringed when the lead gunman spotted Emma.
“I’ll say again...HANDS BEHIND YOUR HEAD!”  Another volley of shots rang out.  A startled cry was heard and a horrible thud as a man was hit by a stray laser beam and fell to the floor, close to her.  Donna scrambled to his side.  He was hit in the chest, but still alive.  Donna managed to pull him off his back before a gunman gave her a warning look.  She used her knee to keep the man stable, then put her hands up.  Then, she saw Emma Hagen raise two blood covered hands, and locked them in place, behind her head.
“Please!” Emma said steadily.  “This lady is hurt.  She’s bleeding!”
“SHUT UP!  DON’T MOVE” he shouted back at her.
“I have an unconscious man here!” said Donna quietly.   “He needs to go to medical.  Now!”
“I said... SHUT UP! AND DON’T MOVE!”  the lead gunman yelled.
Donna bit her lip then looked to the lady at her left.  Steady tears were falling down the lady’s face, and her body was wracked with uncontrollable sobs.  Donna tried to flash her another small smile; this time she just couldn’t manage one.

Shiro and Hercules ran as fast as they could to the bulkhead doors of the Assembly Hall, but they were slammed shut.  Hercules bashed his fists into the door with a dull thud.
“Damn it!” cried Hercules.  “One day, I will listen to you!” he said to Shiro.
“Shh!” Shiro said and leaned his ear against the door.  “Darn, I can’t hear anything.  It’s airtight and soundproof.”  He leaned his forehead against the door thinking, then he looked up at Hercules.
“It looks like it’s up to us again, pal.  We need to get back to Control and decide a plan of action.  Come with me.”  Shiro marched back into Control. 
Commander Lee had already got his emergency arms locker open.
“Sidearms, comms units and spare chargers.”  He passed belts around to Shiro and Hercules and they got themselves prepared. 
“X-Bomber and the squadron are just passing through the asteroid belt.  They waited for her to leave.  They’ve caught us with our pants down.” 
With his usual precision, Commander Lee worked at his terminal.
“See?  Told you it would be up to us!” Shiro muttered, looking over his sidearm.
“Safety Protocol is engaged.  They can only be overridden from inside the hall.  I’ve got a full schematic of the Assembly Hall ready.  Here…we can get you both access from this point.  You can then get into the ducting that runs through the ceiling.  You’ll have a full vantage point…here…just above the presentation platform.”
Shiro nodded, listening, getting himself ready.
“Commander, we need to know who is in there.  We need to know who has already left Moonbase.  We need to know what we’re dealing with…and why!”
“I’m already on it, Shiro.  I’ll give you both the numbers in a few seconds!”
“Comms check please!” asked Shiro.  The comms officer over the other side of the room gave Shiro a thumbs up. 
“Loud and Clear, Captain!”
 Shiro looked across to Hercules.  “You ready?”
“Comms check!” growled Hercules.  He also got a thumbs up from the comms officer.
“Loud and Clear, Major!”
“Yeah, Shiro.  I’m ready!” Hercules smiled as Shiro patted his arm and started to make his way out.
“Shiro!” called Commander Lee.  “You know I don’t need to say it…but watch your backs.  We’ll be in contact throughout.  I’ve positioned security on all entrances and airlocks.  Your access point is panel 45a Section Beta.  As soon as you are in position, report back in.  We have a fix on your comms and your personal locators.  Keep it clean!”
“Will do!” Shiro replied, looking at Hercules.  “Just get us the info we need…and fast!  Come on, Hercules!”
“Commander Lee!!” called Comms.  “I’ve got confirmation… two Star Fleet locators are active in the Assembly Hall!”
“Go ahead…identify” replied Lee.  He glanced at Shiro, who was still going through a final check of his equipment.  Hercules was adjusting his boots.
“It’s Dr Donna Hercules and Captain Emma Hagen, Sir.  They are still inside!”
Hercules suddenly stood up and bolted out towards the bulkhead door, skidded into it and started hammering with his fists and kicking with all his might.
“DONNA!!” he shouted out, “DONNA!!”.
“Hercules!” called Shiro, chasing him down, then he pulled him away from the door.  “Calm down, come on!”
“Shiro!!  My WIFE is in there!!”  Hercules was shaking with rage and fear. “MY WIFE!!” he thundered.
“Hercules, I know, pal.  So is mine.  Look at me…we will get them out, all of them.  But we can only do that if we keep calm.  What did you used to say to me?”  Shiro looked him in the eyes.  “Tell me, what did you used to say to me?”
“Don’t get in a frazzle… and keep your cool!” Hercules replied, breathing deeply and trying to take control of himself.
“That’s right!  Calm down!  Now, we’ll do what we always do.  We’ve got this!”  Shiro placed his hands on both of Hercules’ shoulders.  “We’ve dragged each other through hell and back over these last years…we can do it again.  You hear me?”  Shiro stared at his friend.
“Yeah Shiro, I hear you!”  Hercules took another deep breath and nodded.  “I hear you, pal!”.
Commander John Lee looked at them both.  “Good luck, fellas!” then made his way back into the Control Room where the door shut and locked.  He activated the main PA system.
“Attention.  This is Commander John Lee.  Lockdown Procedures are in full force on Moonbase.  I repeat. Lockdown Procedures are in full force until further notice.”
Shiro looked at Hercules.  “Let’s go!”

Chapter Four.
Corporal Spencer Huxley walked through the group of huddled, terrified people.  He looked at their faces, taking in their expressions of fear and anxiety.  A small smile crossed his hard features.
“Good!” he said.  “I want it nice and quiet in here.  I want to hear a pin drop.  No-one moves; no-one speaks.  No-one does ANYTHING, without my say so.  Then, we will all get along nicely, and no one will get hurt.”
One of the other gunmen walked menacingly through the crowd, to meet him.
“Hux!” he said, then pointed down to someone, raising a hand slowly in the air, which dripped with blood.
“I said no-one moves!” repeated Huxley.
“Please!” a gentle female voice spoke.  “This lady here IS hurt.  She needs medical attention.  She’s been hit with a stray laser bolt.  Please...help me!”
The blonde dropped her hand slowly then leaned forward, tending to the woman lying next to her.  Huxley slowly made his way over; rifle pointed in their direction.  People gasped or cringed as he picked his way through them.  He liked that.
Huxley stopped when he could see a pool of blood on the floor.  A woman was pale faced and leaning into a lap, while her hand, and the blonde’s, was covering a laser wound close to her shoulder.  A steady stream of blood was flowing.
“I said...no-one speaks.  Speak again, I’ll shoot you both!” Huxley hissed.  “And if I was you, I’d make sure she lives!”
The blonde woman tensed up, then leaned closer to the injured lady.  She had her back to Huxley; she couldn’t see the rifle he had pointed at her head.  Huxley walked up slowly behind her, came up close and ran the tip of his rifle gently through her hair, laughed to himself, then carried on walking.
“I am Corporal Spencer Huxley, a soldier of Earth.  A patriot.  A veteran.  My friends and I are here, to tell you and the Earth Senate, of the terrible mistake you have made today!”  
Huxley made his way to the front of the hall.
“We, the Officers of Earth Defence Forces, risk our lives so that you don’t have to.  In return for our service, you voted to have those Gelma murderers as our allies!” he yelled.  “Our leaders, traitors to our cause, accepted your vote.  They stood HERE…in front of you…and committed TREASON.  And you…” he said, pointing at the huddled, sobbing crowd, “all stood up and applauded them for it!”  Huxley pointed his rifle and moved from left to right. 
“That makes all of YOU…traitors too!  Thankfully, the Gelma are heading back to the Thalian Zone.  Back where they belong.  Which leaves us…with you!!”
Another one of his soldiers mounted the dais and whispered in his ear.
“We’ve got comms up, Hux,” he said.  Huxley nodded.  His soldier stood at his side and placed a comms box at his feet.
“Good work, Chad.”  Huxley touched his earpiece and stood tall, facing his hostages.
“Moonbase Command.  Come in please!”  He smiled and gestured to the crowd then held his hands to his ears.  A crackling sound came over the comms unit.
“This is Moonbase Command…go ahead!” answered Comms.
“Get me Commander John Lee.  Tell him that we can all hear everything he says and tell him…if I don’t get what I want, when I want…someone in here will pay the price!”

Emma Hagen supported the woman’s head in her lap, as she pressed down over a heavily bleeding wound.
“It hurts...it really hurts,” the woman said quietly, a tear running down her face.
“Shh.” Emma whispered. “You’ll be OK.  Just try and stay calm.  I’m here and I won’t leave you.”  Emma kept eye contact with her, not daring to look up and be noticed.  They hadn’t recognised her dress uniform, so they didn’t realise she was Star Fleet.  Emma wanted it to stay that way.  For as long as possible. 
“You have a really kind face,” the woman said to Emma.  She looked at Emma’s name embroidered on her tunic.  “Emma...pretty name...it suits you.”
Emma smiled at her, keeping the pressure on.  Emma noticed the bleeding was not so fast now.  She glanced down and realised blood was pooling around her knees, soaking into her uniform.  Emma tried hard to keep herself calm.
“Emma...I feel so cold...I’m so tired...” the woman whispered. Emma nodded, then felt a chill run around the back of her head.  She took a deep breath.
“Rest up, ok?  I’m here and I won’t leave you.”
The woman smiled and settled into Emma’s lap.

“This is Commander John Lee.  Who are you and what do you want.” John Lee’s voice came through the comms unit.  “What is the meaning of all this?
“Commander John Lee.  I am Corporal Spencer Huxley. I represent the free people of the Earth.  What we want is this abhorrent Earth Gelma treaty that has been signed today rescinded.” Huxley started pacing up and down.
“The treaty has been approved by a diplomatic referendum, 90% of the population of Earth agreed to it.  Exactly what do you represent?” replied the commander.
“Commander, I am not here to debate this issue with you.  I am here to make our demands…and here they are.  For every fifteen minutes this treaty remains in force, someone in here will pay…with their life.”
A gasp ran through the crowd; some people burst into tears.
“Corporal, please.  I need time to relay your demands to the Earth Senate.  Listen to me…I need you to be reasonable.  I will hear your demands, but I need you to cooperate with me.  Please, can you give me the current condition of the hostages.  Is anyone hurt?”
‘It’s not that easy, Commander Lee. That’s for me to know and for you to find out!”  Huxley killed the link.
“Chad, check her out, over there!” Huxley said, pointing in Emma’s direction.  Private Chad Meacham made his way over and stood over them.
“Hey, Hux...this lady don’t look too good!” he reported back.
“Please,” said Emma quietly. “She needs help, quickly!”
Another gunman spotted Donna Hercules, she had raised her hand.
“This man needs help too; we have to get him in medical!” Donna said to him.  “Please, it’s not too late to save them.  These are innocent people.  They don’t need to die.”

Chapter Five.
Hercules loosened the last screw then slid an access panel to the side.  In front of them were circuit boards then a metallic ladder.  Shiro stepped in then looked up.
“It’s about 10 metres to the top, Hercules.  Let’s go steady and quiet.  Take your time and make as little sound as possible.”  Shiro made sure everything on him was tight and fastened in place.
“Right.  I’m ready to go up.”  Shiro started to climb.
Hercules slid the panel back in place then made his way to the foot of the ladder.  Shiro was already making steady progress as he put his foot on the first rung.
“Hold on Donna, baby” he said to himself.  “I’m comin’!”  He took a deep breath and followed Shiro up the ladder.
Commander John Lee circled the main console in his Control Centre.  Personal Locators were flashing.  Two remained stationary.  Two were making their way through a crawlspace and ducting which lead to the main vents above the main stage of the Assembly Room.
“Shiro, Hercules.  We’ve made contact.  We have a volatile hostage situation on our hands. Orders are this.  I want a full evaluation of the Assembly Hall.  Do not, and I repeat, do not give away your position or retaliate in any way. Do you copy?”
Shiro’s voice came quietly through. “Copy that,” he replied.
“I’ve pulled Huxley’s file,” continued Lee.  “Looks like his team was the first to get to Pluto Alpha Base after the Alliance’s initial invasion.  He lost most of his team to a follow up attack, way before we ever got there on X-Bomber.”
“That’s his motive for doing this?” replied Hercules.  “We had to see and experience stuff that would’ve curled your hair, but to resort to this?”  He looked up to Shiro and shook his head.
“Yeah,” said Shiro in quiet agreement.  “And while he’s holding this crazy little revolt of his, our wives are in there caught up in the crossfire!” He carried on climbing.
“Guys, I know we have personal stakes in this one, but you must have clear heads.  There are 327 people in that room.  Everyone scheduled to leave Moonbase, has.  I need you to confirm how many terrorists are in there.  Now, take the right-hand junction at the top of the ladder, move 20 metres along then you will come to the main vent grill.  You will have full view of the room from that position.”
“OK!  We’re coming up on the junction now.”  Shiro slowed down his movement, so he was as quiet as possible.  He glanced behind him; Hercules’ brow glistened with sweat.
“Nearly there, pal,” Shiro said, then carried on up.  He got to the top of the ladder, then hauled himself up into the vent shaft, it was wide enough for the two of them.  Hercules joined him, panting slightly.  
“You ok?” Shiro asked.
“I’m ok, Shiro!”  Hercules replied.  “Let’s get a move on!”
“Slow and silent.  We don’t know what to expect so keep chatter to a minimum.”  Shiro looked at Hercules.   They locked eyes, both feeling the same anxiety, then silently, they started crawling through the ducting.  It wasn’t long before they could hear what was going on, long before they could see it. 

Private Larry Phillips looked down at Donna Hercules, gun pointed towards her.  He walked closer then hunched down.  He pointed at the unconscious man.
‘How bad?” he asked.
‘He’s taken a bolt to the chest.  It’s bad!”  she replied, as she slightly adjusted her casualty’s position. 
Phillips looked at her, then noticed her uniform.  Star Fleet Medical. 
“You a doctor, or something?” he asked.   Donna looked at him, pleading with her eyes, then nodded.
“Do what you can, but you stay put... Doc!” he said quietly.  He looked at her with a quiet expression of understanding.
“Phillips!” called Huxley.  “What’s happening?”
“Nothing!  This guy’s out for the count for now!” he replied.   He nodded at Donna then stood up.  He carried on walking through the hostages.
Donna Hercules breathed a sigh of relief, then carried on tending to her patient, checking his vitals as slow and tenderly as she could.

Shiro slowed his crawl down, then laid down completely flat.   Hercules silently made his way to Shiro’s side.   Easing forward carefully, they got into position.  They both looked down through the grill and could see everything going on below.
“Commander Lee.  We are in position. I can confirm four-armed gunmen.  I haven’t a firing solution yet, we’ll see how this plays out.  I have eyes on both our officers, and I can see at least four casualties. We’re standing by!” Shiro reported, in a whisper.
“Understood!” John Lee replied.

Private Chad Meacham circled round Emma and the woman in her lap.  He watched as Emma leaned forward, suddenly concerned, feeling for a pulse.   He walked a little closer, then Emma glanced up.  Meacham looked at the injured woman then looked at Emma.  Then, he noticed something.  He opened his mouth, then thought better of it.  He walked over to Huxley and whispered something in his ear.   Emma’s stomach lurched as Huxley suddenly swung round to look at her.  She turned away and carried on tending to the lady.  Emma moved her off her lap slowly, then pushed her head back gently and supported her chin with two fingers.  She closed her eyes as she heard footsteps come closer, then stop, right behind her.
“Ah!!  Captain Emma Hagen, Star Fleet Command!” Huxley said loudly.  “Please, stand up!!”
“No, I can’t!” said Emma.   “I’m trying to keep this woman alive...her airway…she’s going to choke if I let go!”
“I said...STAND UP!”  Huxley leant forward and dragged Emma back by her collar.  Emma slipped in the pool of blood she was kneeling in, then was lifted to her feet.  Her dress uniform was soaked.
“Please,” Emma begged.  “She’s dying.”  As she stood up, her hands instinctively covered her abdomen.  “Please, I said I wouldn’t leave her!”
The woman slowly turned her head and looked up at Emma.  A tear escaped from an eye, then after two laboured bubbly chokes for breath, her chest fell still.
“No!” whispered Emma.  A few people around her started to cry.  The boy she noticed earlier hid in his mother’s arms.  Huxley let go of Emma’s collar and she fell back down onto her knees.  She touched the woman’s throat.  Nothing. 
“I’m sorry.... I’m so sorry!” Emma whispered.  With a gentle touch Emma closed the lady’s eyelids.  Someone near to her slipped over a jacket.  She carefully placed it over the woman’s face.
“She’s dead!” said Emma.  She looked up at Huxley with defiance in her eyes.  “I hope you’re happy now!”
“You’re the one with blood on your hands.” Huxley replied.  “I told you to keep her alive.”
“YOU fired on unarmed civilians.  YOU stopped us from helping her.”  Emma snapped.
Huxley grabbed her again and pulled her up, this time by the front of her collar.  She yelped loudly and grabbed his wrist with her hand.
Donna Hercules forgot herself and screamed out.
“NO!  Please don’t hurt her! Please, please don’t hurt her!”  Donna put her hand across her mouth as Private Phillips made his way over to her, rifle pointed.
“Pipe down, Doc,” he said.  “I don’t want to hurt you too,” he whispered.  “Keep an eye on him!”  He pointed to the man at Donna’s side.  He was coming round and starting to feel pain.
“Keep him quiet.  I’m sorry, Doc…. I can’t help!”
“I’m sorry too.”  Donna replied.

Up in the ceiling, Shiro Hagen began to shake.  He felt Barry Hercules put a steadying hand on his shoulder.  His heart seemed to stop beating for a second, then it started hammering in his ears, roaring like a train.  A gunman had his wife virtually by the throat.   Slowly, he reached down and drew his sidearm.  He brought it up to his face taking aim, when Barry put his hand over Shiro’s.  Barry shook his head.
“Keep your cool, buddy!” he whispered.
“He’s got his hands on Emma!” Shiro seethed, through his teeth.
“You’ll blow our cover!  You’ll get us all killed.  Use your head, Shiro!”
Shiro closed his eyes.  “I know!”  He took a deep breath and tried to calm down.  “Lamia!” he thought to himself.  “Wherever you are…please...help us!”

Chapter Six.
Huxley brought his face down in front of Emma’s.  Her beautiful brown eyes stared into his with utter contempt.   Glaring back at her, he activated his comms unit by tapping his ear on his shoulder. 
“Come in, Commander Lee!” he said, grinning. 
“This is Commander Lee.  I’m listening!” His voice came through for all to hear.
“I have someone here you may want to talk to!”  He nodded to Emma then moved his face closer to Emma’s mouth.  “Don’t be smart, or I’ll kill you!  Now, speak!”
Emma quivered for a second, then gathered herself together.
“Commander, can you hear me?  It’s Captain Emma Hagen.”
“Loud and clear.  Captain, are you alright?  What is your situation.”
“John, we have three dead already and another badly injured.  They won’t let us help them...Johnny, please...don’t listen to them...don’t...”
Huxley cut the call and shook Emma hard.
“That’s it...you're dead!”  he pulled out his sidearm and placed it under her chin.  Gasps and cries suddenly filled the room.
Emma instinctively covered her abdomen with both her hands.
“You kill me…if you do this… they will never stop hunting you.  Any leverage you think you might have, will die with me.”
“We know who you are...you are a traitor, Emma Hagen,” Huxley snarled.  “You guided these aliens back into our Solar System and handed Earth to them, on a damned plate. You dishonour the memory of everyone who died in the Thalian War!”
“No!  You’re wrong!” Emma retorted.  “The Gelma helped us!!  I fought for peace.  I have lost more than you will ever know, fighting for peace.  I still fight for peace.  But you...you are a disgrace.  To your people and to the uniform that you wear!”
Emma took a deep breath, as she thought of how much she loved her husband, their beautiful daughter Mia, and of their baby, growing inside her.  She watched, surprised, as Huxley slowly holstered his gun.  Then, without warning, he struck her as hard as he could, across her face.   Emma felt her head snap back and sideways; the sound of the strike seemed to echo off the walls.   Emma heard people gasp as she was getting her senses back, then he struck her again.  Pain screamed across her face as she let out a groan and her mouth filled with blood from a bad cut on her lip.  Her hands still didn’t move, protecting her abdomen. 
“YOU BASTARD!” screamed Donna.  “I said don’t hurt her!”  She started to cry as Phillips strode up to her again.  “She’s pregnant, please...tell him not to hurt her!” she sobbed, looking at Phillips.  Phillips looked at her then his eyes went back to Huxley.
Blood ran down Emma’s chin.  Trembling, she opened her eyes slowly and looked at Huxley.  “I’ve had to face much worse than you!” she whispered, then she dropped her eyes, fighting to stay conscious.

Meanwhile, Barry Hercules used all the strength he had, holding Shiro back.  With his hand over Shiro’s mouth, he dragged him away from the grill as hard and as quietly as he could.  Shiro tried to shake him off, but Hercules used his body to pin him down.  They were both breathing hard, but slowly Hercules calmed Shiro down.
“He’s hurting her, Hercules!  He’s hurting her and I can’t do a darn thing!”  Shiro’s whisper was almost a scream.   His knuckles were white; he gripped his sidearm that tight.
“You take him out now; the others will fire in a panic,” Hercules muttered quietly, slightly relaxing his hold. “If you drop down now, you’ll die before you hit the floor.  You’ve gotta dig deep, pal.  This isn’t over, we can save them.  It’s just a matter of how and when.”
Shiro nodded at him.  Slowly, they both resumed their positions.  Barry gasped when he saw Donna crying, he gritted his teeth so hard, his jaw throbbed.  He glanced across to Shiro, whose eyes were now no more than narrow slits.  Shiro’s helplessness and sheer fury resonated from him.  Barry could feel it too; he shared his pain.

“Hux!” called Phillips.  “What’s going on, man?  I thought we were just going to scare these folks, not kill any of them, especially pregnant ladies.  I didn’t sign up for this!  What say you, Pete?”  He glanced over the room to Corporal Peter Hemms, who had been quiet but effective, up to this point.   Hemms just shrugged and kept his rifle hovering over the crowd.
“It’s too late to grow a conscience now, Larry lad, we are all in way over our heads!”  Huxley laughed.  “Warts and all.  And you’ve just given me a great idea!” 
To the hostage’s horror, Huxley grabbed Emma Hagen by her hair on the top of her head and dragged her to the centre stage.  He dropped his rifle, pulled out his sidearm and again, and pointed it under her chin.  He pulled Emma’s head right back.  Then, he tapped his comms with his shoulder.
“Commander Lee.  This is how it’s going to go.  From now on, you will have our demands relayed by one voice.  Captain Hagen’s voice.” Huxley put his ear close to Emma again.
“Commander!”  Emma strained to talk because of the gun pushing in her neck.  
“I have a laser blaster to her throat, Commander Lee, be sure you can believe everything I will tell her to say.  Hold on to your hat!”
Huxley whispered into Emma’s ear.  Her eyes widened with fear.
“No, no… please.... I can’t!” she begged.
“You will!” Huxley replied.  He tapped his comms.  “Tell them!”
“Commander!”  Emma’s voice shook; she tried to control herself the best she could.  “They want me…to carry out their threat.  I will be forced...to kill someone in fifteen minutes.  If I don’t,” Emma choked with held back tears of pain and fury.  “If I don’t...they will kill two instead!”
Gasps and cries filled the air.  Panic started to sweep the room in a wave.  Meacham fired a volley and the cries dropped to whimpers and sobs.
“Fifteen minutes!” said Huxley.  Holding Emma steady he turned to face Phillips.  Emma’s head was pulled back into Huxley’s shoulder.  She closed her eyes for a few seconds, then slowly opened them.  The barrel of the gun was making her throat ache.  She blinked back a tear and looked up, then she saw two pairs of eyes in the ceiling grill, four metres up, staring down at her.
Hercules… and Shiro.
Emma’s heart stopped, then the hot angry tear she held back fell down her face.  It crushed her to know her husband was going to watch her assassination.  Shiro’s eyes softened for a second when they met hers.  Then, she saw him signal to her.  He gave her an instruction…and hope.  Emma slow blinked a reply.  She was back in combat mode and was standing by.  They were no longer alone.

Shiro closed his eyes.  He thought of Captain Carter, he thought of his training.  Then, he thought of Lamia again, of her grace and light that he had inside of him.  He took control of his anger and fear for Emma, concentrated on his breathing then he opened his eyes.  He looked at Emma; her face was badly bruised.  Her lip was bleeding steadily, dripping down her chin and soaking into her uniform.  From waist down, her front was covered in drying blood.  Then he made eye contact with her.  His pulse quickened and he gave her a soft reassuring look. He watched a tear slide down her cheek.  Then the soldier in him returned. He signalled slowly to her.
“I see you.  Hold on.  On my mark, drop to your left.”  That was where Huxley had dropped his rifle.  He knew it, so did Emma.  Her eyes confirmed the signal.  Shiro then settled down slightly.  He glanced to Hercules.
“I’ve got Huxley in my sights,” he whispered.  “You take down that guy to the left.”
“Don’t worry, Shiro.  I have him covered.”  Hercules was watching Meacham like a hawk.  “There are cracks appearing with the other two.  I have a feeling Donna may have got to that one!”  He gestured towards Phillips.  “He can’t hold his nerve.”
“Yeah!” agreed Shiro. Then he watched as Emma very slowly put her foot through the shoulder strap of the pulse rifle Huxley had dropped. 
“Emma’s still holding hers though!”  He watched with anxiety and pride, as Emma prepared herself to defend those who couldn’t.
“Shiro! Hercules!” called Commander Lee.  “Both Security and Medical staff are in position outside the main doors.  You are clear to proceed; lethal force is authorised.  I repeat.  You’re all clear to proceed, lethal force is authorised!”
“Copy that!” they both replied in unison.


Holding Emma as close to him as he could, Huxley scanned the crowd.  A pretty brunette was steadily crying close to them, she tried to stifle her sobs when she saw Huxley watching her.
“You!” he said.  “Stand up!”  Lauren Morris’ bottom lip quivered uncontrollably as she stood up.  Her hands were on her head but shaking.
“Please…don’t kill me,” she sobbed.
“I’m not going to kill you!” replied Huxley.  “But Captain Hagen might!”  Then he called out on comms.
“Commander Lee, your time is up.  What’s it to be?”
“Please Huxley, be reasonable!” John Lee replied over the comms.  “I need more time.  Another 15 minutes at least.  Please!”
Huxley was about to reply when he heard another voice in the hall.
“No!  Stay with me!”  Donna Hercules was bent over her injured man.  He was gasping for breath, writhing in agony.  Donna held him as the man’s struggles grew weaker.  He reached up and grabbed Donna’s upper arm.  Whispering incoherent words, he closed his eyes then lay still.
Donna stroked his hair tenderly.  A tear rolled down her face as Phillips knelt beside her.
“He would have easily survived if we had got him out of here!”  she whispered.  “No-one needed to die today.  This was supposed to be a day of peace, not…not this.”  She wiped her face angrily with her sleeve.  She looked at Phillips. 
“Is this what you really wanted?” she asked.  
Phillips looked at her and shook his head.  “No, it’s not!” he replied.
“PHILLIPS!” called Huxley.  “Bring her here, next to this one!”  Phillips stood up and looked at him.
“Hux, we have four dead now!  You’ve had your say…let’s just call it a day!  Please Hux!”
“Bring her to me!  I won’t ask again!” Huxley glared at Phillips.
Phillips tore his face away from Huxley, looked at the floor then back to Donna.
“On your feet, Doc!”  he asked quietly.  Phillips offered Donna his hand.  She didn’t take it.
“You’re nothing but a coward hiding behind a gun!” she said, getting up.  She carefully made her way to stand next to Lauren Morris.  Larry Phillips walked quietly behind her.
“Larry!  Point your rifle at Hagen’s head,” instructed Huxley.  “If she doesn’t do as I tell her, kill her!”  Huxley looked at Donna Hercules, with a shrug and a smirk. “Two for the price of one!” he laughed.
“My God!” said Donna.  “You’re mad!”  Donna looked at Emma.  Emma kept her eyes up to the ceiling, another tear escaped.  Lauren was openly crying; sobs were shaking her whole body.  Larry moved into position and pointed his rifle.
Huxley let go of Emma’s hair, pulled Emma’s hand up from her middle and put his sidearm into her palm.  With his hand over hers and still holding her tight, he guided the weapon towards Lauren and Donna.
“Now, choose.  Either one.  I don’t care.  You have 10 seconds, or you will die!”
“I can’t...you know I can’t!’ Emma hissed.  “I can’t do it.”  She lowered her head and ran her other hand across her tummy.  “You’ll have to do your own dirty work!”
Watching from up high, Shiro was in full control of himself, his sidearm in position.  He didn’t quite have the shot he wanted and the possibility of hitting Emma with an exit bolt was high.  He bided his time with all the calm and resolve he could muster.
“Steady!” he said to himself.  “Any second now!”
Hercules was also ready.  He saw Larry Phillips raise his rifle towards Emma, but he kept a lock on Meacham.
“Ready, Shiro.  Just tell me when!” Hercules whispered.  He closed his ears to the sound of the woman crying next to Donna, he couldn’t afford the distraction. If he so much as looked at Donna, he knew he would just fire.
A man, just behind Larry Phillips, suddenly stood up.
“What kind of crazy nutjob are you!” he shouted at Huxley.   “Leave those girls alone!”
Phillips watched as Meacham raised his rifle and fired at the man.
“NOO!” Phillips shouted and jumped into Meacham’s line of fire.
Huxley relaxed his hold on Emma as he flinched to the sound of Meacham’s shot.
“NOW!” shouted Shiro.  He watched as Emma’s knees buckled and she dropped to her left, as Shiro had signalled and he fired.  Shiro’s bolt hit Huxley to the top right of his chest with a dull thud and he was flung backwards, dragging Emma down with him.  Shiro then turned his sights on Hemms.  He fired again and hit Hemms in the right shoulder.  He too was flung backwards, dropping his rifle.
Hercules hit Meacham with a precise deadly centre shot.  Within two seconds, the terror attack on Moonbase was all over.
“Commander Lee!” called Shiro.  “Targets are down.  I repeat…targets are down!”
Exhaling slowly, Shiro laid his head on the hand holding his sidearm and closed his eyes.  Hercules looked at him and smiled, then patted his back. 
“Nice shooting, Shiro.  Now, let’s get out of here!”

Emma felt the wind knocked out of her as Huxley dragged her down to the floor. It took a few seconds for her to gain her breath, then she kicked out for the pulse rifle.  Huxley groaned as he touched the burning mark on his tunic.  He was wearing armour under his jacket.  Emma was up before he was, she dragged the rifle closer with her foot, grabbed it then pointed it at his throat.  Keeping a lock on him, Emma slowly stood up, made her way to the lectern and pressed a button underneath which released the Safety Protocol and the blast doors unlocked.  Medics and Security staff came running in as soon as the doors lifted.  Huxley, still glaring at Emma, tried to get to his feet.
“Don’t you dare move!” she growled.  “OVER HERE!” Emma called out, beckoning to security.  They ran over to her, then they grabbed Huxley in an arm lock, and he was dragged up the stairs and out of the Hall.
Emma passed the pulse rifle over to another officer then she felt her knees go weak, so she dropped down to the floor.  A sobbing Lauren joined her and sat down, putting her arms around Emma.  They didn’t talk for a moment; they just sat quietly together.  Emma touched her lip with the back of her hand and winced.
Lauren looked at her.  “Are you OK?” she asked, sniffing back tears.  “That looks really bad.”
Emma nodded.  “I’m OK!”  Then a shadow fell over them.  A medic put a blanket around their shoulders and offered them water.  Emma took the bottle, had a sip, then she started shaking.  The medic sat down with her.
“It’s OK Ma’am, I’ll get you some help,” she said.  She signalled to another medic who joined her.  “Let’s get her out of here!”  They both put their arms around Emma, hauled her onto her feet and slowly walked her up the stairs.  Emma glanced back at Lauren, then concentrated on her steps.

Chapter Seven.
Donna Hercules turned and walked over to Larry Phillips.  He had taken a laser bolt to the torso.  He lay holding his wound, panting.  Donna knelt beside him.
“Doc!” he stuttered.  “Doc…I’m sorry.  I…I’ve been friends with Hux since I was a kid.  He was like a brother to me; I’d have followed him anywhere. But…today… he was… wrong.”  A tear slid down his face as Donna carefully exposed his wound.  It was a total mess.
“Doc!”  he repeated.  “Can I tell you something?” he asked.
Donna leaned forward and nodded.
“I didn’t fire a single shot.  Not one.  You can check the rifle!” he said, trying to point to his weapon, lying next to him on the floor.
“I don’t need to check your rifle, I believe you,” she said softly.  “But it doesn’t excuse you for what you did.  That poor man died, because you wouldn’t let me do my job.”  Donna turned him gently onto his side and found a huge exit wound.  She laid him back down.
“HEY, OVER HERE!! I need help!” she called out to a medic.  Then she turned back to Phillips.  “Your brother, as you call him, wore body armour.  Did you know that?”
Phillips choked on a sob.  Then he started to panic, his breath came and went in shallow gasps.
“Doc…I can’t feel anything…I’m scared!”  He reached up and touched her shoulder.  Donna held his arm.
“Steady!”  Donna said, quietly. “Just close your eyes.  It will be OK!”  She stroked his hair across his brow.
Two medics came to her side.  Donna shook her head at them, then took Phillip’s hand off her shoulder and pressed it across his body.  Two agonal breaths later, he fell still.
Donna held his hand for a few seconds longer, then reached for a blanket a medic was holding.  She carefully placed it across his body.  She looked at his face for a second, then covered it up.  Then she felt a gentle hand tap to get her attention.
“Dr Hercules!”  Dr Hanson came and knelt beside her.  “Donna, are you OK?” He helped her to her feet.
“I honestly don’t know!” she said, truthfully.  She looked around her.  Five other bodies were being covered up on the floor, she noticed medics preparing hover gurneys by the doors.  People were wandering about, wrapped in blankets, being ushered out of the hall.
“C’mon, I’ll lend a hand in medical!” Donna said.  She made it to the top of the stairs, then she heard the booming voice of the man she loved.
“Donna!! Baby!!”  Barry Hercules half ran to her then stopped.  “Baby…are you alright?”  He opened his arms and Donna fell into them.  “I was so worried…”  Donna buried her face in his chest and just stood there as he held her.
“I’m OK Barry, I’m Ok.  Just hold me for a moment,” she whispered.  “Just hold me!”

Shiro watched Hercules take Donna in his arms, then he made his way down the steps of the hall.  He scanned the room for Emma, but she wasn’t there.  He spotted Dr Hanson, working triage, typing notes into a pad.
“Dr Hanson, excuse me…have you seen my wife?”
“Captain Hagen!  No, I haven’t.  Let me check.”  He carried on tapping his pad.
“She’s in medical.  It’s a little chaotic in there, Captain!”
“I understand, thank you!” Shiro replied.  He walked back up the stairs where Donna and Barry were still locked in a tight embrace.
“Shiro!”  Donna called out as she saw him pass by.  “Shiro, I’m on the way to medical now, we’ll come with you!”
Barry looked at her.  “Donna, you need to rest, come on babe, after what when on in there!”
“Yes, but I need to make sure everyone is ok first, then I can rest!”  She leaned in and kissed him.  “You know me, babe!”
“Yeah, don’t I just!” he replied, giving her a smile and another quick hug.
The three of them made their way to Medical.  It was busy when they got there, quite a few people were just sitting on the floor, wrapped in thermal blankets and sipping on emergency rations, some were being checked out before being let go.  Donna went off into an office and came out in a set of clean scrubs and a white coat.  She walked along a few curtained rooms, then she looked back to Shiro and Barry and beckoned them both over.
Emma was lying down on a bed with her legs slightly raised.  A maxillofacial regeneration pad was on her cheek, and she was being fed medication through a drip.  Her eyes were closed and her hands were across her tummy, still shaking.  She was still in her blood-soaked uniform.
Shiro caught up with Donna.
“Emma’s in here, Shiro.  I’ll get her notes and I’ll be back in a minute.”  Donna squeezed his arm then went back into the office.  Barry followed her in.
Shiro walked slowly into the room and pulled the curtain, quietly.  He sat down next to Emma then took her trembling hand, careful of the canular.
“Hey!” he whispered.  Emma opened her eyes and turned to him.
“Hey!” she replied.
“How are you feeling?”  Shiro asked, as he made circles with his thumb across her knuckles.
Emma swallowed.  “I…I can’t stop shaking and I have the headache from hell,” she said, trying to squeeze his hand.  “All I can taste is blood, and I feel so dizzy.”  She closed her eyes again.  “I feel so sick…it’s like a dreadful hangover!”  She looked up as Donna entered.
“Donna!”  she whispered.  “There was no way in hell I was going to fire on you…”
“Emma, honey…it’s OK.  We don’t need to talk about it now.”  Donna smiled at her.  “You’re suffering from shock, OK?  You need some medication, hydration and rest.  You’re staying here under observation for at least eight hours.”  Donna leaned over her and stroked Emma’s hair, gently.
“Listen to me, Em.  I’m going to run an emergency scan.”
Emma’s other hand covered her face as she started to cry.  “Shiro…our baby!” she sobbed.  “Our baby!”
“It’s just to be safe, Em.  It will be OK!” Donna reassured her.  “You have been under massive stress; it’s a precautionary measure.  Just try to relax, OK?”
Donna brought the scanner in and moved it into position.
Shiro leaned over to Emma and placed his hand on her other cheek.  He wiped her tears away with his thumb, then he kissed her forehead.
“Don’t cry, Em.  It will be OK, I promise.  It will be OK!”  He looked at Donna as she loosened Emma’s pants and exposed her belly.  “Just try to relax, like Donna says!”
A red laser light moved from one side to the other than a holoprojection screen appeared just above her tummy.
“Image is coming through…now!” said Donna.
Emma and Shiro both held their breath as the image came into view.
“There we go,” said Donna.  “Baby Hagen is…doing just fine.  Perfect positioning, heart beating, no placental displacement, no sign of distress.  Emma, everything is going along beautifully!”
Emma let out a loud sob and tears fell, uncontrollably.  Shiro held her tight.  Donna turned the scanner off, covered Emma up and touched Shiro’s shoulder.
“I’ll be outside!” she said.
“Shh! It’s all OK, Em.  It’s all OK!  It’s over now,” he murmured.  Shiro held Emma close to him, and he rocked her gently in his arms.  Slowly, her sobbing eased.
“Shiro, I just want to get out of here!”  Emma carefully nuzzled into Shiro’s shoulder.
“We’ll be home tomorrow, I promise.  Look, I’ll get a shower arranged for you, get you all freshened up.  I’ll get you some clean clothes.  It will make you feel a little better, then you can rest properly.  I’ll be right outside, OK?” Shiro replied, kissing her head.
“Yeah, OK!” Emma whispered, then leaned back into her pillow and closed her eyes, fighting the headache she had made worse from crying.  Shiro came back in a few moments later with a nurse.
“I’ll take off the drip while you get cleaned up.” the nurse asked softly.  She stepped into a side room and started a shower.  Then she unhooked and closed Emma’s canular., then removed the dermal regenerator.   She helped Emma sit up on the edge of the bed.
“Thank you!” Emma whispered back.  “I don’t think I have the energy on my own!”  Then she looked at Shiro.  “My love, will you help me?”
“Of course!”  Shiro looked at the nurse.  “I’ve got her,” he smiled, then helped Emma into the shower room. 
Emma reached for a zip but everywhere had blood on it.  Her hands were still shaking so Shiro quietly helped her out of her clothes.  Shiro looked at her healing, but bruised face then respectfully led her to the shower.
“I’ll be just here!” he said quietly.  He watched as blood stained water and soap swirled around the shower cubicle before draining away.  Shiro sat and watched, mesmerised, then after a minute or two, the water ran clear.  A metaphor for Emma watching a life slip away, he thought to himself, acknowledging the hurt he felt for his wife, and sadness for the lives that were lost.
After a few minutes, Emma stepped out towards him, fresh and clean.  He wrapped her in warm towels.  Silently, she stepped into his arms, and without speaking they just held each other.    He nuzzled into her damp hair then kissed her head.  Tenderly, he helped her pull on a fresh vest and comfy pair of sweatpants, then lead her back to her bed.  The nurse reattached her drip and prepared a new dermal regeneration unit.  Shiro covered her in clean, fresh sheets.
“There!  Beautiful!” he whispered as Emma settled back down.  “Just rest now.”
“Thank you, my love!  Shiro?” she asked, looking at him.
“Yeah?”  Shiro leaned in closer.  Emma reached out and touched his face.
“I made a choice to die, rather than kill my friends.  I know what it could have cost you and the life I could have taken with me.  I…I just need you to understand.”
“Listen to me,” he replied gently.  “You do not need to justify anything that went on in that hall, or the impossible choice you had to make, to me.  Do you hear?  Now, rest.   Things will look better when you wake, I promise.  Please, just rest!” He kissed her hand and placed it under the covers.
Emma closed her eyes.  The dermal regenerator pulsed a hypnotic and soothing heat on the side of her face.  She felt Shiro’s lips brush across her forehead, then she fell into a natural sleep after a few minutes.  
“I love you, so darn much!  I’m sorry you had to go through all that!” Shiro whispered.  He placed a gentle hand across her tummy.  “I do understand…more that you’ll ever know!”
Then, he went outside to look for Hercules.  They both had some unfinished business.
Barry Hercules was dozing in a chair by an office.  He jumped when he saw Shiro standing over him.  He looked as Shiro spotted two guards patrolling at the end of the ward.
“Shiro, you thinkin’ what I’m thinkin’?” asked Hercules,
“Yeah, I probably am! Hercules? Come with me!” Shiro said gently but firmly.  They made their way over, just as Commander John Lee entered.
The three of them made their way to the end of the ward.  The guards stood to attention.
“Sirs, we have orders to keep them under guard with no interaction!”  Then, one of them recognised them for who they were.  He cleared his throat.
“But…we can make an exception, on this occasion…if you leave the curtain open!”  He ushered them inside.
Spencer Huxley lay with one arm behind his head, the other cuffed to the bed.  A thick heavy bruise ran across his chest.   He stared up at the ceiling, showing no emotion.   In the cot next to him, Peter Hemms lay with his back to Huxley, facing the wall.  He was bandaged around his shoulder.
John Lee stood at the curtain with Hercules, Shiro entered and walked up to Huxley.
“Look at me!” he asked softly.  Huxley let out a small sigh then turned his head to him.
“Ah!” said Huxley.  “Star Fleet’s finest!  What do I owe this pleasure?!” he drawled.  “I see you need these guards to watch your back!”
“They’re here… to protect you… from me!”  Shiro said, walking closer to the bed.
“You killed four innocent, unarmed civilians.  You laid your hands on my pregnant wife.  You hurt her and tried to humiliate her!”  Shiro whispered. 
Huxley pursed his lips and looked away.
“I said, LOOK AT ME, you arrogant bastard!”  Shiro reached out and grabbed his face, turning it round to his.  The guards stepped forward, but Hercules blocked their path with an arm and a stern look.
“You made her watch someone die right in front of her.  You made her point a weapon at her best friend.  She made her choice; she’d rather die than shoot.   Then, I held her as she cried, while we had a scan to make sure our unborn baby was OK!”  he hissed.
Shiro leaned in even closer, gripping slightly tighter.  Huxley dropped his expression, then a look of true fear crossed his face.
“I want you to know…it was me that dropped you.” Shiro said quietly.  “It was a kill shot; but I could tell you wore armour by the sound of the hit.  Coward!!  Didn’t tell your pals though, did you?  Still, I’m glad now that I didn’t kill you!” 
Shiro let go of Huxley’s face and stood up straight.
“You really think that you are the only one who has suffered the Imperial Alliance?  Had to deal with the death and destruction, the pain and the incredible losses that they caused?  Do you really think that Humanity was the only victim of their dominance and cruelty?  The treaty signed today will help us to ensure it will never happen again.  As for you, justice will be done, and I will be there to make sure you look the families of those you killed in the face.  Every one of them.  Before that, I will personally recommend you get the toughest sentence that can pass.  You will wish you were never born.”  
Shiro looked over at Peter Hemms, who started quietly sobbing, still curled up facing the wall.
“I’m done here!” Shiro said. He turned on his heel and walked out without looking at anyone.
Hercules leaned in and pointed at Huxley.  “You’ve got it comin’, you murderin’ snake traitor!  You hear me?  You’ve got it fuckin’ comin’!”  Hercules snarled at him, then followed Shiro out.
Wide eyed, Huxley turned and carried on staring at the ceiling.
Commander John Lee pulled Shiro to the side, once he caught up with him.  He could see that Shiro was calming himself down.
“Come on, Captain.  You too, Major.  My team is assembled in the meeting room for the debrief.  Let’s go!”  
“Yes, Commander!” they both replied and followed him out the ward.
 The guards nodded to each other in silent appreciation, then slammed the curtains across and resumed their positions.

Chapter Eight.
Moonbase was in night mode as Emma Hagen stirred from her sleep.  Her mouth still tasted faintly metallic, and she felt hungry.   The atmosphere in Medical felt calmer as she stretched out, her hand automatically sweeping over her middle.  The regeneration pad had gone from her face, and a small plaster was on the back of her hand.  She yawned, then turned over onto her side.  Shiro was dozing in a chair beside her, chin on his chest.  He still looked so young when he was asleep, she thought.  Emma reached out and ran the back of her finger across his cheek.  Shiro’s eyes snapped open and he lifted his head.
“Hey!” Emma said quietly.  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you up!”
“Yeah, you did!” Shiro said with a smile.
“Yeah, I did!” Emma repeated, laughing softly.  She reached out again and Shiro took her hand in his.
“Is there anything you need?  Shiro asked, yawning.  “I know I could really use a coffee.”  Then, Shiro looked at her face.  “You’re looking better, Em.  I knew you just needed a good rest!”
“I do feel better, thank you....and I feel hungry!” Emma replied.
“OK, I’ll go grab you a ration pack…” Shiro started.
“No, you will not!” Emma interrupted, laughing.  “I don’t want a ration pack…we need a cheeseburger, make it a double… with extra pickles…and fries!”
“Emma…not the pickle cravings again!” Shiro laughed.  “Are you going to eat them straight out of the jar, like last time?”
“Not my fault!” Emma said, pointing to her tummy.  “Blame our baby!”  
“Right!  I’ll sneak in supper!” Shiro kissed her.  “You’re being naughty – don’t get me in trouble!” he laughed.  Emma laughed with him again, then held onto Shiro’s arm.  
“Shiro. When can we go home?  Can you check?” Her eyes shone with anxiety which Shiro eased straight away.
“There’s no need to worry.  Barry, Donna, you and me, we’re all booked.  First Class, my treat.  We’re going home together!  Now…how about that cheeseburger?”

Eight hours later, Emma Hagen sat in a window seat of Shuttlecraft B22 on the way back to Earth.  She leant against her headrest as a soft red glow burned its way across the fuselage as the ship bounced its way into the Earth’s atmosphere.  She giggled as she heard Barry Hercules behind her moan out loud that “X-Bomber’s first crash landing on the Moon was smoother.”  She looked at Shiro sitting next to her, he was laughing to himself quietly, as they hit some air turbulence.
“You must have trained this pilot!” Shiro laughed, looking over his shoulder at Hercules.  “Definitely NOT one of mine!”  
Hercules grumbled as he held on tight to his coffee.
“Darn commercial pilots, think they know everything!” he growled.  “Got the entry angle wrong!” He looked at Donna.  “Half a degree out baby, I bet ya!” he said.  Donna shrugged and patted his knee.
“You’ve never had a problem with your entry angle, have you babe?!” Donna replied, giggling then tickling him in the ribs.
Shiro was still laughing when he settled back into his seat.  He glanced across to Emma; she turned to him, also laughing and held out her hand.  He took it and linked his fingers through hers.
They were nearly home.


The Judicial Chamber at Earth Defence Forces Headquarters was deadly silent.  The room was called to attention and everyone stood.  To the left of the Main Stand, behind a large transparent partition, Spencer Huxley and Peter Hemms were brought in to stand.  Both had been stripped of any insignia and were wearing brig issue overalls. Their defence council stood at their desk.
The lead Military Magistrate walked in and took her seat.  Either side of her, EDF Legal teams took to their places.
Two rows from the front, Emma Hagen, Donna Hercules and Lauren Morris stood together holding hands, all staring straight forward.  Emma and Donna chose not to wear their dress uniforms.  Emma wore her Captain’s Green with pride, her beret was under her arm, while her free hand tenderly caressed her 24-week baby bump.
The row in front of them stood the families of those killed during the Moonbase Siege.  The row behind stood their husbands.  Shiro had a hand on Emma’s shoulder, grounding her.  Barry Hercules was stroking Donna’s upper arm.
The magistrate gestured everyone to sit.  She turned to the defendants.  Then, she called for Peter Hemms.
“Private Peter Hemms. Formerly of EDF Special Ground Forces.  You have been proven guilty of the following:
1)  Aiding and Abetting Terrorism
2) Unlawful Detention of Civilians
3) Failure to Prevent Loss of Life
4) Conspiracy
5) Violation of Earth Defence Forces Code of Conduct.

You were an active participant in an armed seizure on Moonbase.  You wilfully allowed the detention of 325 civilians and 2 Star Fleet officers.  You contributed to an act of terror against Earth and its Defence Forces, that lead to the deaths of four civilians.”  She paused as Peter Hemms looked to the floor as tears started to fall.
“Pathetic!” called out Huxley.  A murmur spread through the room then the magistrate called for order.
“However, evidence confirms that your weapon, along with Larry Phillips’, deceased, had not been fired.  Statements taken confirm that, although you showed little interest either way, you did not discharge your firearm.  With this in mind… you are hereby sentenced to Twenty Years Detention, parole set for Ten Years.  Sentence to be served at the EDF Holding Facility on Ganymede.  You will be stripped of rank and all the privileges attached to it.  Take him away!”
Guards took a sobbing Peter Hemms out of the room, those observing whispered to themselves, then again, a hush fell across the chamber.  The magistrate called for Spencer Huxley.  Huxley’s usual arrogant expression crossed his face as he was brought to the stand.
“Corporal Spencer Huxley.  Formally of EDF Special Ground Forces.  You have been proven guilty of the following:
1) Four Counts of Murder
2) Terrorism
3) Mass Hostage Taking
4) Aggravated Assault 
5) Attempted Murder
6) War Crimes against Earth Defence Forces
7) Conspiracy to Commit Treason
8) Violation of Earth Defence Forces Code of Conduct.
You orchestrated a devastating terrorist attack on Moonbase on a day we were celebrating peace.  You detained 325 civilians and 2 Star Fleet Officers.  This attack resulted in the deaths of four innocent civilians of whose families sit in front of you today.  You prevented a Star Fleet Doctor from treating the wounded.  You assaulted a Star Fleet Captain and used her as leverage.  Two of your comrades were killed.  You claimed to have acted in the defence of the Earth, yet you violated every principal Earth Defence Forces and Star Fleet Command stand for.  You are not a patriot, Spencer Huxley, you are a murderer and a traitor.  Before I announce your sentence…are there any words from the families of the lost?”
A woman stood up, around the same age as Emma Hagen.  She straightened her skirt then looked at Huxley.  He held her stare, but the arrogance started to vanish from his face.
“My mother worked so hard to win the contract to supply Moonbase with flowers and plants.  She was so thrilled to visit Moonbase for the first time, to see her displays and to set up her new hydroponic bays.  I cannot believe that my mother… would be gunned down in a terror attack, and be left…”  she broke into tears.  “…to be left to bleed to death on the floor.”   She dried her eyes with a hankie then carried on.
“I speak for all of us who have lost a loved one that day.  You stole joy away from us and their lives away from them.  We hope that you never experience another moment of happiness or joy…for the rest of yours.”  She sat back down and was comforted by a man sat next to her.
“Thank you.  All of us here admire your bravery to speak up today and we share in your loss!” said the Magistrate.  She then turned to Huxley.
“Spencer Huxley.  I hereby sentence you to solitary confinement for the remainder of your natural life.  There will be no parole.  Your sentence will be served at the EDF Holding Facility on Ganymede, Maximum Security Section.  You will be stripped of rank and all privileges attached to it.  Take him away!”
“NO!!  NO!!” called out Huxley as he was led from the court. Donna and Emma’s hands gripped each other’s, then Emma felt Shiro’s touch firm up on her shoulder.  She leaned into it gently as Huxley was dragged out of sight, struggling and shouting, then she let out a sigh of relief.
The Military Magistrate dismissed the court.
Emma turned to Donna.  “It’s over!”  Both ladies threw their arms around each other and Donna cried softly.  Lauren joined them and they held each other in solidarity.  Shiro and Hercules both stood in support as bereaved family members approached their wives.  After a few hugs, handshakes and a few more tears, Donna and Emma finally met up with their husbands.
“Shiro, please. Take me home!” Emma whispered.  Shiro put a calming hand to the small of her back and quietly guided her out of the court.

Shiro and Emma picked Mia up from the creche at HQ and they decided to walk the two-mile-long path home to their quarters.   The sun was shining and there was a soft wind blowing in from the ocean.  Their route took them c	past Dai-X, still standing guard close to the entrance of the base.  Shiro’s stone had been covered but the flower beds remained, the scent of wild hibiscus floated on the breeze.   Shiro stopped for a second, looked up at Braincom and took a deep breath.
“Shiro?  Are you alright?” asked Emma.
“Yeah…I am now, let’s get home.” He smiled back at her and carried on walking.
They gently swung Mia between them, and she squealed and giggled with joy as they made their way along the path.  They all turned their heads and looked as a plain looking transport launched from HQ.  An excited Mia pointed and waved at the direction of the launch. 
“That’s right, starshine!” said Shiro as he knelt to watch with her.  “Mia wave bye bye!”  He looked up at Emma, Mia’s innocence had made Emma choke up, knowing who was on board that ship.  She smiled at Shiro, as another threat to the peace they had both fought so hard for, was disappearing to a place where it would be powerless and soon forgotten.
“Yeah, Mia wave bye bye!” Emma repeated.  Mia held her arms up to her mother and Emma picked her up.  Shiro stood and put his arm around Emma’s waist and the three of them continued slowly down the path towards their place of sanctuary and love.
Home.
The End.
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