Chapter 6

Planet Waylander


Samus spotted the downed Drago, situated inside a clearing within a dense forest area.  Smoke rose up from the ship’s engine ports, which pointed diagonally into the sky, the nose of the ship partially buried in the dirt.  She started the landing cycle, and found an open area where she could land her craft.  She landed just a few yards from the crashed transport ship, still not able to detect any signs of life in or around it.  


She climbed up out of the ship, and dropped down to the soft ground below her, her feet sinking a few inches in the mud caused by the downpour.  Stepping quickly, she raced over to the Drago, and forced open the underbelly emergency access hatch.  She pulled herself up inside the ship, and headed straight for the bridge.  When she got there, she found the command consoles smashed, small fires burning through the wiring, and the large, dome-shaped overhead canopy cracked, water dripping through it.  There were no bodies however.  She began feeling that boiling sensation in the pit of her stomach.  


She inhaled deeply and turned back around, leaving the cockpit and moving towards the next likely spot the crew would have gone.  She arrived at the berths in short order, but like the cockpit found it completely empty as well.  Lockers had been knocked over, and equipment was strewn about, but not a single body.  Fear began running through her body.  Not fear for her own safety, but fear that something horrible had happened to Rico and his crew.  Perhaps there had been a hull breach on the ship somewhere, and they had all gotten sucked out into space?  Or maybe even, the metroid on the planet had already gotten to them?  


No, she knew she couldn’t think like that.  For starters, she had to detach herself from the situation, like all good soldiers did.  And second, she had to think positively.  Thinking morbid thoughts would only serve to distract her, and prevent her from carrying out her mission.


Taking a few meditative breaths, Samus spun around and was about to leave the berths when she nearly collided with another.  The sudden appearance of the other startled Samus, and made her nearly jump out of her suit.  The other noticed her reaction and held a hand up.


“Samus!”


Samus regained her composure when she recognized the voice as belonging to Yin Ming.  “Yin?”


“Yeah, it’s me,” The younger girl pulled the helmet away from her head, but kept the re-breather over the lower half of her face.  “We weren’t sure if you had made it off of the Aquinas or not.  But when we saw your ship…”


“We?  Where’s everyone else?”  Samus inquired, putting her hands in Yin’s shoulders.  


She jerked her head backward.  “They’re outside.  We were about to head to the colony, when we noticed your ship flying around.  We figured you’d have come here first.  Come on, they’re waiting for us.”


Samus breathed a sigh of relief, and followed Yin back out of the ship.  Waiting just by the emergency hatch was the rest of the crew, all of them looking healthy, including Alex Langley who though appeared a little on the queasy side, seemed uninjured.  


“Am I glad to see you guys,” Samus spoke to them, as she approached.  “When I didn’t find you aboard, I thought something might have happened.”


Rico stepped towards Samus.  Both his helmet and his breathing apparatus were removed, and he wore his long coat over his armor.  “Yeah, the feeling is mutual.  When we didn’t see your ship right away, we got worried.  We thought we’d bought the farm after we got hit by a couple of stray shots.  Our guidance systems were knocked out, and we hit the ground pretty hard.  Drago will never fly again, but at least we all survived.”


Samus nodded.  “Well, I’m glad to see you’re all okay.  Unfortunately, the Aquinas was completely destroyed.”


Rico grimaced and narrowed his eyes angrily.  “Yeah, which means we’re stuck down here for the time being.”


“And my ship isn’t equipped to handle long hyperspace jumps for more than two people at a time,” Samus made a shrugging gesture with her arms.  “It’ll take a few hours for another ship to get here.”


“Yeah, but three days until a message is received by the nearest outpost if we use planet based transmission means.  I think our best bet is for you to get to the nearest outpost and inform them of our situation.”


“No, that’s not an option.  I’ve been sent here to do a mission, and I’ve got to fulfill my contract.”


“She’s right,” Langley spoke up.  “The more time we waste, the more time we are giving pirates the opportunity to come down here and steal the new metroid.”


Rico arched an eyebrow and glanced back at Langley.  “Steal the new metroid?  Since when does the FSA have ownership of this metroid?”


Langley cleared his throat.  “Uh, I didn’t mean in that sense.  I only meant…”


“Yeah, yeah, save your breath, I know what you meant,” Rico held up a hand.  “Alright Samus, what do you want to do then?  We’re obviously going to need to get into the colony for both our missions to be accomplished.  There’s a mining outpost not to far from here, we scouted out some equipment before crashing that we could use to get to the colony.”


Samus thought for a moment, running different scenarios in her head, coming up with as many different solutions as she could.  She came up with one that would be beneficial to both parties, allowing each group to accomplish their designated task.


“All right, we’ll head over to the outpost first, grab whatever equipment we can, and take it to the colony.  As soon as we get to the colony, our first objective will be to locate any means of transportation we can use to get off of this planet.  Once we’ve done that, we’ll allow Alex time to do his survey of the damages.  As soon as that’s complete, you guys will head out.  That’ll leave me to deal with the metroid.”


“You’re going to do that alone?”  Jake’s eyes widened.


“The sooner you guys are off planet, the better.  Reduces risk on my part.”


“She’s right,” Rico consolidated the argument with a nod.  “Our mission is the protection of Mr. Langley.  As soon as his mission is done, so is ours.  At which point there will be no further need for us on the planet.”


“I don’t like it,” Alex shook his head.  “I think the sooner Ms. Aran starts hunting down that creature the better.  At least if she terminates it before my mission is complete, then there will be no threat.”


“You forget, Mr. Langley,” Samus stared right into his eyes.  “We don’t even know if there’s just one of them.  There could be hundreds of them.  If I’m at least helping with your efforts, then we can get your mission done as quickly as possible right?”


Alex sighed and folded his arms.  “Of course, you must do what you feel is right.  Far be it for me to argue.”


“Good.  Then it’s settled,” Samus nodded, tilting her upper body so the nod was more apparent.  “Bobby, how far would you say that mining colony is?”


“A few klicks east of here, just on the edge of the brush.  Take us maybe four hours to get there on foot.  It’ll be night soon, and the rain is going to slow us down enough so we ought to get moving.”


“Agreed.  So is everyone ready.”


Everyone gave nods and words of acknowledgement, and set out, following Samus and Rico’s lead.  The both of them walked side-by-side, maintaining a fair lead on the others, but not far enough that they ever disappeared from sight, or earshot.  As expected, the rain and mud caused difficult travel through the thick forest.  Each step the group took, wearing their heavy armor, caused their feet to sink a few inches into the mud.  The suction created when pulling their feet out of the mud slowed their pace considerably.  Within a few hours, the gray skies began to darken, punctuated with light only by brief flashes of lightning.  


The thick mud served to not only slow the journey, but also completely dampen to mood of all that traveled through it.  Samus found herself even cursing whenever a foot got so jammed in it she was forced to stop to wriggle it out.  However, a brief moment of joy was cast on all of them when the reached the edge of the forest, and the ground became a much more solid foundation.  They stopped for a moment to rest their slowly fatiguing legs.  


Samus glanced around the area, noticing they were on a higher plateau of land.  She was able to see miles ahead, and did notice a few points of light in the distance.


“I can see the outpost from here,” Samus called, pointing towards the lights yonder.  


Rico looked outward towards the lights and nodded.  “That’s it.  Shouldn’t take us too long to get there,” He turned and looked back towards his unit, each of them in fetal positions, giving rest to their weary backs.  “You guys ready?”


They each straightened out at once, and acknowledged him.  The group pressed on into the darkness, which now embraced them.  Rico distributed glow-sticks to each of his party, and one to Alex so everyone could keep an eye on each other.  They all picked up the pace, and moved quicker towards the outpost, the light surrounding it growing larger with each step.  Soon Samus, who had her night-vision running, was able to pick up the details of the facility as they neared.  She spotted an open gate where they could get through.  


“Follow me,” She motioned with her arm, though she knew the likelihood of anyone seeing the gesture was moot.  


Everyone stayed close, moving together through the gates and to a nearby building.  They made their way around the small single floor building until they found a door, a light over top of it, blinking erratically, and emitting an insect-like buzzing sound.  Samus pressed her hand against the door’s activation plate located to the doors side, causing the door to loudly grind open.  


“Let me check first,” Samus took a step inside, and threw long glances from one side of the entrance to the other.  Satisfied that at least the entrance was clear, she motioned for the others to follow her.


The group passed through the entrance into the main section of the building.  The interior lights were all on, allowing everyone full view of the inside.  A bar was situated to one side of the common area, while a television surrounded by several chairs was off to another.  The floors were all carpeted, and a ceiling fan above the bar rotated slowly.  


“Looks like whoever had been here, left in a hurry,” Rico observed, taking note of the television which was displaying nothing but static at the moment.


“Huh, didn’t even have time to finish their drinks,” Spoke Jill as she tipped over a half empty glass on the bar with her finger.


Alex exhaled a deep breath as he lowered himself down on one of the recliners.  “The miners who worked here probably had to get back to the colony when news reached them that the metroid had escaped.”


“I’m not picking up any bio-signs,” Samus reported as she surveyed the area, using her integrated sensor equipment to look for any potential survivors.  “Not even a corpse.”


“So what is this place exactly?”  Jake Norton wondered, as he sat down at one of the barstools.  


“This is the mining facility that was first put in place here when Waylander was first colonized for mining purposes,” Langley responded, glancing over at the mercenary.  “These were set up prior to the construction of the colony itself.  I believe this one was set up to mine for fresh water sources.”


“That’d explain the moisture in the air,” Rico responded.  “Look, you guys relax here for awhile.  I’m going to take a look around, see if I can find some transportation.”


“I’ll go with you,” Samus followed Rico back outside.


Alex watched Samus and Rico disappear, and then stood up with a deep sigh.  “Guess this would be a good time for a drink, wouldn’t you all say?”

Chapter 7


“Looks like this is a parking garage,” Rico called over to Samus, slapping his hand up against a large steel door, which made a hollow clanking noise as his hand bounced off of it.  “Maybe if we’re lucky, the miners didn’t take all of the vehicles.”


Samus quickly ran up beside Rico.  “Yeah.  Hold on, I’ll get us in,” She gestured for Rico to step away, which he did with a look of mild confusion on his face.


Samus took a step back from the door, aimed her cannon at it and fired off a single shot.  The energy bolt cut through the door, leaving a hole, large enough for maybe a small child to get through.  Rather than wasting energy poking holes in the door, Samus activated her morph-ball.  Her body tightly compacted into a small ball, to which Rico reacted to in almost the same way as everyone did when they saw.  He yelled in shock.


“Jesus!  What the…hell!?”  He shouted.  


“Calm down, Bobby,” Samus voice uttered from somewhere within the ball.  “It’s just a feature with the suit.  Now if you’ll be so kind as to lift me through the hole.”


He breathed deeply.  “Something questions are better left unsaid…And something just aren’t meant to be known,” He muttered as he bent down and picked Samus in-ball-form up, and tossed her through the hole.  


Once inside, Samus reverted to her normal form, and located the switch for the doors nearby.  She hit the button with the end of her cannon, and the steel doors began sliding to the side.  At the same time, the lights began to flicker on, revealing the entire contents of the parking garage.  


“Beautiful,” A large smile formed on Rico’s face as he observed the selection of vehicles parked side by side.


There were four transports in total.  Two of them were dual-seater hover cars, one was a subterranean transport used to transport ores and other materials from within a mining site, or to deliver supplies or other cargo.  The fourth was a 12-wheel mass-transit hauler, the modern-day equivalent of the old tractor-trailers from Earth.  They were designed to transport cargo, but the cargo-hold would be adequate to carry 5 passengers.  


“Perfect,” Rico looked over to Samus.  “What do you think?”


“Lets not get too excited.  Lets see if we can get it to start first.”


“Always the pessimist,” Rico smirked and quickly hopped into the driver’s side.  “Takes an access card.  This shouldn’t be too much of a problem.”


Rico reached into his coat and pulled out an usual device.  It looked like a palm-sized keyboard with a card on the other side of a wire hooked up to it.  Rico jammed the card into the truck’s key-reader, and began pressing buttons on the keyboard.  “C’mon baby…c’mon…” The mercenary leader whispered to himself, as he typed quicker and quicker.  


Suddenly, the transport’s engine roared with life, and its headlights blinked on.  “Oh yeah!”  Rico cheered, holding up a fist in triumph.


“Nice job,” Samus clapped her hand and her cannon together.  


“Okay, we’re set.  Lets just rest here awhile, and we’ll get underway.”


“I just realized something,” Samus thought aloud, as Rico deactivated the truck’s engine.  


“Yeah?”  He hopped down from the cockpit, and stepped over to Samus.  “And what’s that?”


“I’m curious…If the miners here had to get back to the colony so quick when they heard about the escaped metroid, I wonder why all of these vehicles are still here?”


Rico’s eyes narrowed slightly.  “You know, I never thought about that.  It seems to me that a mining operation this size would have a fair number of people.  It’s kind of odd that they would just leave all of these perfectly good vehicles lying around.  You think maybe something else happened here?”


“Maybe,” Samus responded, suddenly feeling the urge to glance around.  “There were people here at some point though, and not that long ago.”


“You know what I think?  I think the reason all of these vehicles are here because people from the colony came here after the metroid started attacking.  I mean, look at these airspeeders.  Those are leasure craft, they serve no other function but to get you from point A to point B.  Everything else in this place seems pretty utilitarian.”  


“Then what do you suppose happened to all of those people?”  Inquired Samus.  


Rico shrugged.  “Beats me.  But, they’re obviously not here anymore.  And I think it’d be a good idea if we did the same, and got out of here.”


Samus gave and affirming tilt of her upper body to Rico.  “Agreed.  I’ll get the others.”


Though the transport truck wasn’t what one would call fast, it was still a lot quicker than moving on foot.  It trudged through the rain swept hills, rolled across mud-covered plateaus, and pushed through drenched brush.  Samus managed to get some sleep while she sat in the cargo compartment in the back with the others.  Rico had opted to drive, and Alex had accompanied him in the front, obviously preferring the comfortable passenger chair up front to the hard and dusty flooring of the cargo area.  Samus didn’t mind it however, nor did it seem to bother Yin, Jake or Jill.  
     


At one point during the trip, Yin who seemed to be suffering from some form of restlessness, crawled over to where Samus was sitting, and sat beside her.  Samus’s eyes opened when she felt the presence of the youth beside her.


“Do you mind if I ask you something?”  The young girl wondered.


Samus smiled.  “Sure.”


“We’ve all be kind of curious…What exactly happened between you and Rico on Cygnus Prime?  The both of you seem to be avoiding getting into it, when obviously something happened.  Can you tell me?”


Samus yawned, and rubbed her eyes with the soft part of her armored palm.  “Maybe you should ask Bobby.”


“No, I want to hear it from you.  Please.”


Samus sighed, and knew she wasn’t going to be able to avoid spilling the beans forever.  “It’s a long story, and there wasn’t just one thing that happened.  There were a few things, and you need to understand all of those things to fully appreciate the situation.”


“Well, we seem to have plenty of time,” Yin smiled.  “So tell me, what happened?”     


Samus took a deep breath, as if preparing for a long, descriptive speech.  Before she got one word out however, the compartment jerked and shook briefly as the truck came to a stop.  


“What’s going on?”  Yin wondered aloud.


The door to the cockpit slid open, and Rico stepped out.  “Samus, we’ve got a problem.  You need to see this.”


Yin eyed Samus.  “What about the story?”


Samus smiled sheepishly as she got to her feet.  “Another time maybe,” She stepped over towards Rico and followed him into the cockpit.  


“Look,” Rico pointed through the windshield into the darkness.


Samus leaned in closer to the windshield, and peered out into the distance.  She could see the glittering lights of the colony on the horizon, but noticed several smaller lights moving around above them.


“What is that?”  She wondered, glancing at Rico.


He shook his head.  “No clue.  I’ve counted about six of them.”


“Give me a second,” Samus reattached her helmet over her head, and stepped outside.  

The rain had since ceased, and sky had cleared, the stars and the large moon now illuminating the ground around her somewhat.  She activated her UV sensors, and zoomed in on one of the flying objects.  What she saw caused a pit to form in her stomach.  It was a giant leathery-winged creature with a long narrow beak-like snout, thorn-covered tail and narrow, bony body.  She had encountered a creature like this in the past.  The Federation had even classified the species by the name of the one she had encountered.  Ridley.  

“Well?  What is it?”  Rico called from the truck’s cockpit.  

“Trouble,” Samus switched back to normal view, and pulled her helmet off.  “One of those is a Ridley.  The others are pirate fighters.”  

“A Ridley?”  Alex Langley uttered loudly.  “What does this mean?”

“It means the Pirates are after the Metroid,” Samus responded as she climbed back inside.  “It doesn’t look like they’ve found it though.  Bobby, how long do you think it’ll take us to get to the colony?”

“Another thirty minutes or so.”

Samus sighed.  “They might spot us from the air.  I think it might be in our best interest to walk the rest of the way.”

Rico nodded.  “Good idea.  I’ll tell the others.”

“Come on Mr. Langley,” Samus spoke, offering a hand to Alex to help him up.

“Pirates…There weren’t supposed to be any pirates here,” Langley muttered to himself, as he folded his arms.  

Samus moved her hand away.  “Don’t worry about the Pirates, Alex.  I’ll take care of them.”

Alex sighed and got to his feet.  “This is just making my job more difficult.”

“Both of ours,” Replied Samus, with a nod.    

Chapter 8

It was almost two and a half hours before the Samus, Rico and the others arrived at the outer perimeter of the colony.  The entire city was surrounded by a 20-foot wall, and had only three entrances.  The entrance, which the group of six now stood before was the vehicle entrance.  Unfortunately, it like the other two entrances was completely sealed.

“Any ideas?”  Bobby glanced over his shoulder towards his unit.  

“Using weapons might tip off the pirates,” Jill Tainer responded, folding her arms.  

“Alex, you know this structure better than any of us here, how do you think the best way to get in would be?”  Said Samus, causing all eyes to focus on the FSA representative.  

“Well, supposedly there are only three ways to get into the colony…That isn’t exactly true.  There is one other way, but the risk is probably too high to even consider.”

Rico stepped closer to Alex.  “Tell us.”

Alex sighed and furrowed his brow.  “It’s very risky.  There are conduits located all around the colony’s outer perimeter.  They’re exhaust ports, which connect with the city’s power core.  They vent the plasma discharge.  Though not harmful to the environment, the plasma will flash fry any living thing in seconds.  Not even your suits would be able to withstand the high heats.  I most certainly wouldn’t.  The conduits lead into the industrial zone, probably the most isolated section of the colony.”

“Sounds like our best bet,” Rico looked to each of his group, then to Samus.  “It’ll definitely keep us out of sight from the Pirates.”

“I agree.  Lets do it,” Samus nodded.  

The walk over to the nearest exhaust port took almost 30 minutes.  It was difficult to locate it, since a hatch covered the port, opening only for a brief duration when exhaust was released.  They all observed carefully the timings of the release, timing exactly how long it took for the port to open, how long the plasma was discharged and how long it took for the hatch to close.  The timings never changed.  Exhaust was released every 30 seconds.  The hatch opened approximately one second before the plasma was discharged.  The discharge took ten seconds.  It took the hatch 3 seconds to close following discharge.  Each of them memorized the pattern, and drew closer to the exhaust port.

“All right, next one,” Rico spoke as a burst of plasma exited the open port.  “Countdown begins…” He waited until the hatch clamped shut.  “Now.”

Ten seconds rolled by, a knot forming in the stomachs of all six.  Another ten seconds would roll by, bringing sweaty palms and dry mouths.  The final ten seconds would seem to last an eternity, as each silently counted down.  The moment everyone reached zero, a loud click filled the air as the hatch unlocked and swung open.  One second.  Blue plasma began swirling out of the hatch.  At that point, Rico began counting aloud.

“Nine…Eight…Seven…Six…”

Each of them tiptoed as close to the port as they could without being hit by the plasma.  They needed to get in there within three seconds of the hatch’s closing duration.  Then, they would have approximately thirty seconds to find a way out of the port and into the colony.  The only problem was nobody knew how deep they would potentially have to go before actually finding an opening…If there even was one at all.  

“Four…three…two…”

The plasma discharged ceased, and the exhaust port was clear.  Simultaneously, the group of six sprinted inside, Rico taking the lead, while Samus bringing up the rear beside Alex.  The hatch had nearly sealed by the time Samus was crossing through it.  A mere millisecond after both feet were in, the sound of the hatch locking reverberating through the circular metallic tunnel.

“30 seconds people, lets move!”  Rico shouted, as he waved for the others to follow.

“I’ll scan for openings,” Samus responded, as she sprinted ahead of the others, her suit able to propel her much faster than them.

She used her integrated scanning equipment to locate any hatches, doors or any other hidden access-ways.  Time was running out, the sound of the generator rumbling in the distance becoming more noticeable with each step Samus took in its direction.  As 15 seconds ticked by, Samus felt her heart begin to race, pounding in her chest and feeling as if it was going to pop out at any second.  She nearly gasped in disbelief when her scans detected a small manhole sized hatch overhead.  She came to a stop directly under it.

“I found something!”  She yelled back at the others.  “Hurry it up!”

Rico and the others arrived in moments, but their delay still cost time.  Samus searched each one of their faces.  “Any clue as to how to open it from here?”

“You can’t.  It’s an emergency lock, you can only operate it from inside the colony.”

“Well shit!”  Rico spat.  “Maybe you could have mentioned that little detail before we came in here.”

“I’ve got an idea,” Samus selected her rockets, and took quick aim.  She pumped out two shots in rapid succession, just incase the first one didn’t do the job.  She was lucky however, as the first rocket blasted the hatch clear from its moorings, while the second rocket only served to only further widen the opening.  

“Everyone move!”  Rico hollered as he shot a quick glance down deeper into the exhaust shaft, seeing a bright light in the distance, quickly growing in size as it moved towards them.

Jake went first, leaping up and pulling himself up.  He reached down and then helped both Alex and Yin up at once.

“We’re out of time!”  Rico shouted, the heat from the plasma already beginning to ebb his suit’s power supply.

“Hold onto me!”  Samus grabbed Rico around his waist with her arm, while pointing her cannon down at her feet.  “Close your eyes, and don’t look down.”

A single rocket flew from the barrel of Samus’s cannon, hitting the ground between her and Rico’s feet.  At the same instant, Samus leapt, the blast caused by the rocket propelling both her and Rico skyward at an incredible rate of ascent.  They both flew out of the open hatch just as the vented plasma rushed by, branching out of the opening seemingly in pursuit of the two.  Their descent peaked just as the plasma dispersed, and the two dropping back to the ground like rocks.  

The other mercenaries encircled Samus and Rico, looking at them through widened eyes.  

“You guys okay?”  Jake Norton put a hand on Rico’s shoulder.  “That looked like some ride.”

Rico grunted as he rose to his feet from his knelt position.  “Fine, fine…Ears are ringing, but other than that, I’m okay.  Samus, what was that?”

Samus rose to her feet.  “Rocket jump.  Just something new I learned.”

“When was that?”

She stifled a chuckle.  “Oh, I’d say about 10 seconds ago.”      

Rico wore a look of shock on his face.  He glanced at Jake then to Yin, both of them beginning to chuckle.  He too then broke out in a charge of laughter, shaking his head in disbelief.  “Well, file that one under dumb luck.  Or would ‘dumb-fire’ be a more appropriate term?”

Samus chuckled lightly at the bad crack, shaking her head under her helmet.  After a moment, she looked over to Alex, whose face bore a distinctive ghastly white hue.  “So where are we anyway?”

“We appear to be somewhere in the industrial zone,” He responded, examining a map which was attached to a wall.  “Right about here,” He pressed a finger up against an area of the map.  

Samus examined her surroundings.  They were indoors, inside what appeared to be the equivalent of an industrial boiler room.  The ceiling was high, lined with piping which sprawled off in all directions, each probably routing energy to different areas of the colony.  Old style ceiling lights hung suspended over the floor, attached to bars, which connected with the ceiling.  This was obviously an older part of the colony, but seemed almost too old in some way.  As if it had been there before the Federal colony had been built.

Rico stepped over to the map, and took a look for himself.  He whistled in an impressed manner.  “This place is a lot bigger than I’d expect…for a colony that is.”

“You forget, Mr. Rico.  This place is home to nearly two-hundred thousand people.”

“About the size of a small town back on the big blue,” Said Rico, ‘the big blue’ referring to Earth.  “Finding this Metroid might not be easy.”

“You guys leave that to me,” Samus spoke, putting a hand on her chest plate.  “You just focus on protecting Mr. Langley.”

“Our best option will be to get to the Federal Research facility on the other side of the habitation district,” Alex ran his finger across the map.  “I should be able to get my job done right from there.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Samus agreed to the proposal with a nod.


“And while he’s at that, we can search for transport off of this planet,” Jake added.


“We’ll have to take out the pirates before that though,” Rico spoke, as he tore the map off the wall, rolled it up and handed it to Langley.  “For now, lets just get to that research center.  We’ll figure out what to do next after that.”    


“So lets get moving then,” Samus took the lead, walking towards a nearby stairwell, which led out of the boiler room.


The rest followed Samus out, and walked up the stairs to the main entrance of the building, which was little more than an ordinary room with a single chair a desk and a computer console on the desk.  From the amount of dust in the room, it looked as if it had not seen use in some time.  And, just from the age of the computer, the suspicion seemed to hold a little more weight.  


“Alex, when was the industrial zone first built?”  Samus wondered, glancing back at the Space Authority rep.  


“Well, it took a few years.  The generator was put in sometime between the initial discovery of the planet in 2072 and when the first mining operation was set up in 2076.  Why do you ask?”


She shrugged slightly.  “Just curious.”


The group of six stepped out of the building, finding themselves on a dimly lit street.  Though the street lights completely inactive, the night sky, which had brightened somewhat, now cast a gentle glow on the surroundings.  


“Not long until sunrise,” Alex spoke, as if able to read Samus’s thoughts, who was observing the violet skies.  “Faraway is a binary star system. The nights only last about 6 hours.  Days last considerably longer, around 13 to 14 hours.”


“So, this planet doesn’t run off of a standard 24 hour time frame?”


Alex shook his head.  “It’s impossible.  Due to the small size of the world, each standard day runs only about 20 hours, while in the summer months each day is more like a standard 24 hours.  We’re currently in what you might consider a transitional period, like spring.”  


Rico snickered.  “That’d account for the rain we experienced before.”


The high-pitched whine of a pirate spaceship screeched overhead, drawing everyone’s attention to the sky.  They all watched as the sleek, almost organic looking vehicle pierced through the night sky, its engine trails following after it, giving it the impression of a comet.  


“We’re going to have to stay close to the buildings if we want to go on undetected,” Samus informed the others, turning to face them all.  “Alex, the research center should be east of here past the habitation zone, right?”


“Yes,” He gave her an affirming nod.  


“Okay then.  Everybody stay alert, and be on guard,” She made a waving gesture for them to follow as she turned and began moving, leading the way.

Chapter 9


The Federal building lay just ahead.  It was pyramidal in design, with a flat top.  At 30 stories high, it was one of the taller buildings in the colony, and was likely the single most significant on the entire planet.  It’s design stood out amongst all of the other buildings, considering its surface was completely reflective.  There didn’t appear to be a single opaque wall on the outside of the building.  If it had been a smaller scale, one could have easily confused it for a greenhouse or nursery for growing plants and the like.  However, the large Galactic Federation emblem on the flag which was draped across one side of the building quickly reduced that notion to null.  The symbol itself carried such a weight, that anything, no matter how seemingly insignificant, which carried its image, suddenly became something grand and full of significance.    


By the time Samus and company had arrived outside of the building, the sky had become a dark gray color.  The cloud cover had obviously returned, but in a tactical sense, probably for the best.  The darker it was, Samus figured, the less risk there was of being spotted.  More than that though, the promise of daylight had seemed to serve to scatter the airborne pirates.  They were now no longer anywhere in sight.  However, that did not mean they had left the planet.  More than likely, they now too searched the city from the ground, their airborne efforts having gone unfulfilled.  


Samus raced into the lobby, taking a quick survey of the area before signaling for the others to follow.  They came in, and spread out, taking up covering positions.  The lobby was dark, the overhead lights flickering ominously, and filling the air with their dull buzzing noises. Though it seemed unlikely there was anything to be concerned about, Samus did notice something in particular she found odd all over the floor of the lobby.  There were at least a dozen if not more, piles of grainy sand or ash like material scattered here and there.  She knelt down near one of the piles, and ran a scan of it.


“Oh god…” She muttered, as she read the scan results.  


“What?  What is it?”  Rico inquired, as he raced over to where Samus knelt.  


“These piles…I’m getting DNA signatures off of them.  Looks like the creature is definitely some kind of Metroid.  Only metroids can reduce living things to this…” She sighed trying to search for a good adjective.  “…mess.”


“Bobby, elevators are operational,” Jill reported, as she pressed a hand against one of the call buttons, and the door slid open.


“Alright Langley, where do you need to be?”  Rico marched over to Alex, who was sitting at the head-receptionist desk, observing a map of the building on a computer screen.  


“Security level, level 20 will do.  I should be able to access whatever information I need from there.”


“Good, then lets not waste time,” Rico stepped towards the lift, holding out his arm to keep the doors from closing.  


The six piled inside, and took the lift up to the twentieth floor.  The doors slid open, revealing a long corridor, filled with more piles of former bodies.  Samus could only imagine, as she stepped over the piles on her way down the corridor, what the place must have looked like before the bodies deteriorated.


They passed through a set of heavy steel doors which opened upon their proximity, revealing a large computer room that looked like it might be more in place on a starship as opposed to inside an office building.  Two large screens adorned one wall, while the other walls were littered with smaller displays.  In the center of the room was a holographic projection unit which currently displayed a flickering Federation logo which was somewhat deteriorated with static.  


“From here, we should be able to make all of our jobs that much easier,” Alex spoke as he helped himself to a nearby computer console.  “Give me a few hours, and I should be able to patch this thing into the central security network.  We’ll have full access to the entire colony.  We’ll be able to track down not only the metroid, but determine if and where the pirates are hiding, and also locate some transportation.”


Rico looked to Samus.  “It’s sure beat having to go out and physically look for all of that.  Plus we’ll be a whole lot safer in here.”


“Yeah, you’re probably right.  I’d like to look around this building a bit, maybe find out what’s been going on here the last few days since the attack.”


“I’ll go with you,” Rico glanced over at Yin, Jill and Jake who were all standing around, giving each other nervous glances.  “You three, take turns on watch while the others get some rest.  As soon as I get back, I’ll take a shift.”


“There are some bedrooms on the south wing of this level,” Alex said aloud.  “You might find it more comfortable there.”


“I’ll take the first shift.  You two get some rest,” Jill spoke with a nod.  


Yin and Jake nodded back to their colleague, and proceeded out of the security room.  Rico and Samus followed them, but parted halfway down when they reached a lift.


“So where to first?”  Rico inquired, arching an eyebrow.  


“I want to take a look inside the labs.  Maybe figure out what happened,” She pressed a button on the panel, causing the doors to close and the lift to begin a descent.


The two maintained silence for a few moments as the lift descended into the sub-levels of the building.  It finally came to a stop on sub-level 1, where the labs were located.  The doors slid open, revealing a dark, hexagonal shaped corridor.  Lights in the side railings of the corridor blinked, giving both Samus and Rico only momentary glimpses of detail, which surrounded them.


“Pirates must have done something to the power to make it short out like this,” Rico spoke thoughtfully.  


“I don’t think so,” Samus glanced at Rico through the corner of her eye.  “If that were the case, I don’t think we’d be getting any power coming through here.  I think the metroid has been using the core as a food supplement.  Since there’s nothing much really alive around here besides plants and grass, the core is probably the strongest energy source it can detect.”


“I didn’t think metroids could grow off of unnatural energy sources.”


“They can’t, they can only grow through the consumption of natural energies,” She continued, as she ran a hand up against the wall as a guide.  “Just think of their need to absorb energy as a cigarette addiction.  People who are addicted to cigarettes mostly are addicted to the nicotine.  So when cigarettes aren’t available, they go for supplements, such as nicotine patches, or the gum.  The only difference is, the supplements are less harmful or reactive.”


The two entered into a wider area, where the lighting was while still dim, was more consistent than in the corridor leading up to it.  A light fog seemed present in the area, and Rico noticed a temperature drop as he saw his breath swirl from his lips into small forming clouds of vapor.


“Lets spread out,” Said Rico, splitting away from Samus.  


“Right,” Samus responded in kind.  


The lab was a mess.  Items were in disarray, obviously from a panic which had developed following the escape of the metroid.  The familiar dust piles were located in the lab as well, small foreign objects surrounding each pile such as clothing and personal items.  Many of the monitors in the lab were still operational, displaying integrity of the stasis capsules, one of the capsules showing a –zero- integrity.  Samus stepped over towards a transparent wall divider, which separated the main lab from an isolation chamber.  The divider had been smashed, but what Samus found very curious was the fact it had apparently been smashed from outside of the chamber, rather than inside where the metroid had been in, within the capsule.  


Seeking to satisfy her curiosity, Samus entered her morph ball form, and entered through the small hole, which adorned the surface of the 3-inch thick divider.  Once inside the large chamber, she reverted to normal state and walked towards the canister, which had been halved in two.  She heaved up one the canister pieces and studied it thoroughly.  The canisters were made from a form of clear metal, the same material as the wall divider.  No conventional weapon would have been able to do this, and it was doubtful to the extreme that the metroid would have been able to do this, especially from outside its own isolation canister.  


“Samus!  Come here!”  Rico shouted.  


Dropping the canister piece, Samus ducked back into her morphed ball stated, and rolled through the hole.  She quickly made the revert, and darted over to where Rico was knelt.  He was knelt over a body…An intact body at that.  It wasn’t human though, but Samus recognized the species.  It had an unmistakable insect-like body, a narrow figure, exoskeletal frame and long serrated pincher-like extremities.


“Zebesian.”


Rico looked up at Samus.  “You’ve seen these before?”


“They’re native of the planet Zebes,” She explained to him, kneeling down next to him.  “They were a culture which co-existed along side the Chozos.  Well, I really wouldn’t say co-existed considering they were primarily responsible for destroying their civilization.  They’re nomadic, space faring creatures.  They make up the bulk of most space pirates clans the Federation encounters.  I wonder what this one would be doing here though?  And why it hasn’t deteriorated like the others?”


“Look at this,” Rico turned the creature over onto its stomach so its back was up, rather what was left of its back.  Its entire spinal section was visible, though severely deteriorated through what appeared to be a chemical reaction.  “Looks like this one was killed by one of the researchers.  Acid probably.”


Samus nodded.  “Yeah.  I bet good money too that this creature was responsible for breaking the stasis canister, and releasing the Metroid.”


“Huh…But why?”  Rico arched an eyebrow.  “You’d think they’d take the metroid while it was already sealed up and ready for shipping.”


“I have no clue.  But there was something else definitely going on, on this planet.  More than we realize.” 


A loud piercing screeching sound filled the lab, causing both Samus and Rico to leap to their feet.  The noise was brief, and had reverberated off of the walls and ceiling, making it sound has if it had come from all directions.  Rico’s eyes couldn’t penetrate the darkness around him far enough to pinpoint the source of the noise.  


“I think it came from the isolation chamber.  You stay right here, I’ll check it out,”  Samus said, giving Rico a pat on the shoulder before walking back across the expansive lab, towards the wall divider.


The sound came again, and it was definitely louder as Samus grew closer to the chamber.  She activated her thermal scans, and detected a heat signature on the other side of the chamber which bore the distinct likeness of a Zebesian.  The creature noticed Samus, and threw itself against the wall of the chamber, actually causing a crack to form in it.  Samus rolled up into her ball, and darted through the hole in the wall, under the legs of the Zebesian.  As she moved beneath him, she dropped a bomb between his legs.  The Zebesian didn’t notice the explosive in time, and had its legs blown off as the bomb burst.  


The creature squealed and chirped wildly, flailing its arms as Samus rose to her feet and aimed her cannon at the alien’s head.  “Who are you working for?”  She shouted demandingly at it, knowing full well the Zebesians had the capacity to understand human language, whether they practiced it or not.  


The Zebesian continued to screech, and swinging its long pinchers at Samus, but coming up short each time.  Samus took a step back, getting a better view of the creature.  It was a Zebesian all right, but there was something about it that just didn’t seem…proper.  Though physically, it seemed fine, it appeared to have a very undeveloped mental capacity.  By the way it attempted to charge at her through the wall seemed to indicate the creature was not able to perceive structure of that nature.  And if that were the case, it likely would not be able to comprehend her words.


Feeling no sympathy for the creature, she fired a single shot into its head, fragmenting its cranial exoskeletal structure, and sending globs of green off in all direction.


“Samus, you okay?”  Rico called, who now stood outside the isolation chamber.  “What was that all about?”


“Another Zebesian.  I wonder how it got in here though?  There’s no way I could have missed it.”


Rico dropped down to his hands and knees, and crawled through the small space.  He inhaled deeply, and began coughing suddenly.  “God damn, what is that stench?”


“What?  I can’t smell anything under this helmet.”


“Smells like…I dunno, some kind of acid or something,” He continued as he got to his feet, and attached his re-breather to the lower half of his face.  “I thought these places were designed not to stink.”


Samus scanned the area, and noticed something on her thermal which she hadn’t detected before.  It was a small hole, no larger than her shoulder width on the floor at the furthest corner of the isolation chamber.  She stepped over to it, and knelt down next to it.  She could see a bubbling liquid down a few feet into the hole.  A brief element scan of it determined it to be concentrated acid.  


“There’s your smell.  It’s acid all right.”


“How the hell did acid get under the lab?”


“They use acid now in the disintegration of waste materials.  It reduces pollution.  But still, I guess that doesn’t explain what its doing under a lab.  Seems kind of…”


Before Samus could finish her train of though, two sets of pinchers appeared from the acid, and grabbed Samus around helmet.  Before she could even react, they yanked her into the acid.  She let out a scream as she was submerged, head first into the acid.  Though her actual body was protected within her suit, she knew her suits shielding wouldn’t last in the acid, and soon the acid would begin to deteriorate her suit’s structure, and leave her exposed.


“SAMUS!”  Rico shouted loudly, as he ran to the edge of the hole and looked down, seeing nothing but bubbles rising to the surface and hissing as they popped.  


Samus’s eyes darted back and forth from the display on her helmet HUD which showed her suits energy loss, to the Zebesian which had pulled her in.  The drain on her suit’s power was incredible, killing one unit every second.  In less than two minutes, she would be dead unless she found a way back up.  The Zebesian screamed at her as it attempted unsuccessfully to wriggle her helmet off her head.  


She jammed the barrel of her arm cannon into the creatures chest, selected rockets, and pumped a shot into it.  The creature broke apart into four sections, the sections slowly spiraling down into the depths of the ocean of acid.  She wanted to let out a victorious cheer, but she knew she wasn’t out of the hot seat yet.  To make matters worse for herself, her close proximity rocket attack had caused some drain on her suits battery, giving her but a minute to find her way out.  


Trying to keep herself from panicking, Samus took deep breaths as she activated her suits gravity unit.  The suit took on its purple color, and Samus suddenly felt lighter than air.  The sensation further calmed her, but glancing at the display on her HUD only served to refocus her attention.  She took a very brief survey of her surroundings, and then looked up towards where she had just come from.  She saw the light from the lab shining through the acidic liquid, and leapt for it.  She hit the edge of a wall on her way up, clung to it momentarily and propelled off of it, increasing her rate of ascent.  She reached her arms out, knowing that her body still did not have the velocity it needed to completely clear the hole.  But if she were lucky, and if her prayers were answered, an awaiting set of hands would be there to grab hers.  


Her ascension peaked as she got to the hole.  In that instant, She threw her free arm up, trying to get her hand clear of the liquid.  They did, and she felt something tighten around her hand.  Her body stopped climbing.  She hung suspended momentarily, still watching the power drain on her suit from her HUD.  Then, just as her power was at 15% she felt herself being pulled out of the acid.  She felt a wave of relief pass over her as her body completely cleared the hole, and her feet were touching ground again.


She sighed a heavy breath of relief, as she fell to her knees, her suit so diminished of energy it could barely maintain locomotion.  She pulled her helmet off and set it to the ground, looking up at Bobby who stood over her.  


“Are you okay?”  He asked her, kneeling down before her.  


She closed her eyes and nodded.  “Yeah.  Thanks Bobby…Thanks a lot.  I owe you a big one.”


“Your suit’s drained.  Lets find a docking station for it.”


She nodded, and strained to regain her footing.  She grabbed her helmet and followed Bobby out of the isolation chamber, and out of the lab.  

Chapter 10


Rico and Samus had located a recharger docking station back on level 20, near the security offices.  Since Federation Police used mostly powered armor, stations like this were extremely common.  And, luckily for Samus, her suit’s energy banks were more than compatible.  She had removed her armor, and plugged a cable from the station into the suit through the cannon.  It would be at least an hour before the suit was fully recharged.  At least that would give her a little time to rest, and recharge her own power.  


Samus had found her way to one of the security dorms, and had laid herself down on the bed inside the room.  The beds, while normally would have not been overly comfortable, felt like absolute heaven to Samus at the moment.  The pillows, while somewhat hard, felt like clouds next to what she had been using to rest on most of the trip to this point.  She closed her eyes, and drifted off for a few minutes.  She awoke only when she hear the door to the room slide open, and Rico step in.  


“Oh, I’m sorry…” He said, about to step out.  “I didn’t realize you were using this room.”  


“Don’t worry about it.  Come on in.”


Rico stepped away from the door, allowing it to close behind him.  He stepped deeper into the room, towards the bed where Samus was laying.  “How you doing anyway?”


“A little tired.  Sore.  Grumpy.  Other than that, perfectly fine.”


Rico smiled and chuckled.  He took a seat at the only chair in the room.  “Well, that’s good.  For a second there I actually thought there might have been something wrong.”


A smile blossomed on Samus’s face.  One which Rico hadn’t seen in years.  It was the one he first remembered seeing her wearing when he first met her on Cygnus Prime, all those years ago.  Back when she was just a young, practically too young, up and comer, learning the tricks of the trade, while he, being somewhat older, was already well on his way.  They had met at a dinner held in honor of the newly assigned Federation Sol Sector Defense Minister.  Being that she was only sub-contracting with SpecOps, she wore a formal civilian dress he thought just looked perfect on her.  Though he couldn’t quite remember how it looked, he knew it was red, and stood out amongst all of the white Federal uniforms which took up the majority of the dinner guests.


They had been sitting across from each other all night, but hadn’t spoken until the dinner was almost done.  She was a chatty sort at the time, who seemed to be the center of attention that night.  Rico felt privileged to speak to her when he got the chance.  And they did speak, and for several hours, and she wore that same smile through the entire length of their conversation.  They had even ended up going home together, though did not spend the night.  Following that night, the two would continue to strengthen their relationship, becoming friends, to best friends, and almost beyond that, but not quite.  


Months later, Samus had come to him informing him of a decision she had made to end her contract with Special Operations prematurely, so she could go into business for herself.  She had ended up becoming a bounty hunter, and that had been the last Rico had seen of her for almost nine years.  Oddly though, she still looked almost exactly like the young 19-year-old he had met on Cygnus all those year ago.  

That brought a smile to his face.  “I’ve missed you Samus.  More than you think.  More than I care to admit.”

Samus seemed more awake as she rolled on her side to face Rico entirely.  “You have?  Really?”

“I used to think about you off and on.  I still do sometimes, but I try not to.  It hurts thinking about you.”

She sighed and lowered her eyes.  “I’m sorry for what I did.  It’s not really how friends are supposed to act, is it?”

“You had your reasons,” He looked to her and shook his head.  “No apologies necessary.”  


She sat up on the bed, drawing her legs close to her body, and wrapping her arms around them.  “I used to think about you too, you know.  It may sound kind of silly, but back during some of my missions, like whenever I had to go to Federation installations, sometimes I would hope I would run into you,”  She smiled and chuckled.  “But most of the time I’d wind up running into someone I’d rather not have.  People from my past I really would like to just forget.”


“Oh yeah?  Like who in particular?”


“Oh…I dunno…Armstrong Houston?”


Rico laughed lightly.  “I remember you mentioning him on Cygnus a few times.  Some kind of stalker or something.”


“An old acquaintance I ran into a few times during my youth mostly.  For some reason, he has this crazy notion that we’re partners…Or that’d I’d ever want to be his partner.  He sort of takes credit for me becoming a bounty hunter.  Honestly though, I think the only credit he can take for that is just for me wanting to prove that I could do it better than him.”


“I’m sure you could…And I’m positive you have.”


Samus smiled, keeping her eyes half closed.  “I’m glad you feel that way.  If there’s one thing I’ve always hoped, is that…at least you were proud of me.”


“Really?”  Rico’s eyebrows arched.  “Does my opinion mean that much to you?”


“More than you could ever know.  I looked up to you back when I was contracting with SpecOps.  I saw you as someone I’d like to one day be.  Strong, independent and always in charge.  You were my role model.  And, this’ll probably sound childish but, you still are.”


“I don’t think it’s childish,” Rico shook his head.  “I think you have some good taste in role models, but never childish.” 


The two shared a laugh, which seemed to ease all tension that remained between the two.  They were once again the friends they had been.  The trust had been reformed between them, and there was nothing that could take that away.  No time nor distance would be able to break the bond which they now shared, again.  


“I’m glad I got this opportunity to not only see you again, but work with you again,”  Rico continued.  


“Me too,” Samus nodded, shutting her eyes.  


“Well,” Bobby got back to his feet.  “I’ll leave you to get some rest.  If you need anything, I’ll be in the room across the hall.”


She nodded drearily, rolling onto her back once again.  “I just need one solid hour of sleep.  Then I’ll be…” She yawned deeply, and fell asleep before she could finish.  


Rico smirked, and casually left the room.


Samus wasn’t sure how long she’d been out, but she was awoken by the sound of her voice being called, and someone giving her shoulders a firm shake.  


“Samus!  Wake up!”


Samus let out a deep sigh, and moaned as her eyes began to open, and focus on the cause of her sleep’s disruption.  At first she couldn’t recognize the person what with the re-breather covering the lower half of his face, but she instantly recognized the person’s eyes as she looked up into them.  She suddenly became fully alert.  


“What’s the matter?”  Samus’s body jerked spastically.  


“Pirate activity in the building.  We think they’re coming this way.  About a dozen or so Zebesians.  Armed.”


“How long have I been out for?”  She quickly sat up.  


“About an hour and a half.  Your suit should be fully charged up by now.  Lets go get it.”


“An hour an a half?  Damn it!”  She spat as she hopped to her feet, stepping up towards the door which opened sensing her proximity.  


Samus took one step out, and nearly bought it as a narrow wavy beam of energy passed inches in front of her face.  Her body instinctively dropped backwards into the room, and into Rico’s awaiting arms.  


“They’re here!”  She hissed at him.  


A loud screeching sound reverberated down through the corridor, followed by the sound of hard footsteps clanking against the tiled floors.  


“Here, take this,” Rico reached down to his hip within his coat and pulled out one of his 10mm pistols.  He handed it to Samus.  “Head for the recharging bay, I’ll cover you.”


She nodded, and followed Rico over to the edge of the door.  She pressed up against his body, waiting for the subtle movement which would signal her to go.  The instant Rico’s body began moving into the hallway, Samus darted out.  The whine of Rico’s wrist cannon filled the air, as he unloaded several plasma bursts at the oncoming group of Zebesians.  Two of them fell instantly as their chest cavities were collapsed from the blasts.  The two others behind them managed to block the shots using their pinchers.  


“Ah great.  Hurry up Samus,”  Rico muttered to himself as he continued to fire, though to no effect.  


Samus sprinted down the corridor, hearing more plasma fire echoing through the halls, likely as the other mercenaries engaged the invading pirates.  Unfortunately for Samus, her suit was located on the other side of the building from her starting point, meaning she’d have to somehow get through the firefight if she wished to get to the recharge station.  


With deep breath, Samus flicked the safety switch on the pistol, and chambered a round.  She slowed to a tip-toe as she neared the corner of the hall.  Directly in front of her was a lift.  She figured the easiest way to get where she needed to be, while avoiding the most fighting, was to take this lift up a level, go through the corridor overtop of the area where the fighting was, and take the next lift, closest to the recharge station down.  With that in mind, Samus nodded to herself, and began approaching the lift.  As she got within three feet of the door however, it chimed and the doors automatically began to slide open.


With widened eyes, Samus watched three Zebesians pile out of the lift, and direct their weapons at her.  Using her inborn agility, Samus just barely managed to avoid getting killed by incoming fire by performing a quick flip to the side.  The pirates needed time to adjust their aim, which gave Samus the opportunity she needed to pump a few rounds into the nearest Zebesian.  The bullets burrowed into the creatures abdomen, and exploded milliseconds upon contact.  Small, silver dollar sized holes formed in the creatures body as the ordinance ignited within it.


The other two Zebesians didn’t even seem to notice their comrade fall before them.  They just continued to harass Samus with further laser fire.  She darted out of the fires projection arc, diving to the floor and rolling.  She stopped on her foot and knee, and popped off another series of shots into one of the other pirate, hitting him twice in the leg, and three times in the stomach.  The beast let out a squeal of pain as it fell to the ground, twitching and convulsing for a moment before finally becoming stiff.  

The third pirate mindlessly continued to fire at Samus, displaying none of the intelligent characteristics she had come to expect from their species.  These ones were like mindless robots, acting without regard for self-preservation, or using any tactics.  Samus really had no complaints if this is how they wanted to fight her, but it still somewhat troubled her.  She moved rapidly from side to side, avoiding the creatures firing pattern, raised the pistol to the creature’s shoulder level, and fired two shots in succession, both hitting him square in the cranium.  It dropped to the ground without a sound.   

A flashing light on the side of the pistol caught Samus’s attention.  She looked at it and shook her head.  “Damn it.  Out of ammo already?”  She wished Rico had issued her a reserve cartridge along with the pistol.

With little use for the weapon, she dropped it and continued into the lift.  She only hoped the creatures had not yet gotten to the higher levels.  The lift ascended one floor, and chimed as the doors opened.  To her relief, the corridors on the 21st floor were devoid of any activity.  She breathed a sigh of relief, and briskly walked down the hall in the direction of the elevator, which would be nearest to the recharge bay.  As she walked down the hall, she reached a point where the inner walls stopped, and the transparent outer surface of the building began.  She stopped a moment and looked out into the colony.  The rain had started again, and lighting flashed through the sky.  

Samus noticed an unusual dot in the sky, moving erratically.  It moved in a circular, zig-zagging motion, and it appeared to be moving closer.  The dot continued to grow in size, it’s form becoming more obvious to Samus.  It flew at the building, without slowing even as it got within a few feet.  Samus threw her arms over her face as the monstrocity smashed through the side of the building with tremendous force, sending chunks of impact glass everywhere.  The large creature stood at approximately 10 feet while semi-crouched.  It possessed leathery wings, and had an almost dragon-like appearance to it.  Its beak was long and narrow, lined with narrow, sharp teeth, and a serpent-like tongue which squirmed within its jaw.  Its spearheaded tail was lined with razor sharp thorns, moving across the ground in hypnotic swaying motions.  Two orange eyes glowed within the creature’s deep sockets.  The creature was too familiar to Samus, who had encountered beings like it in the past.  

“Ridley!”

The creature spread its arms and wings out, giving it the appearance of being much larger than it was, as if it wasn’t already large enough.  It opened its mouth wide, and let out a terrifyingly loud screech, which forced Samus to cup her hands over her ears.

“Sssamus Araaan!”  The creature hissed, his words fragmented by odd gurgling noises which Samus had never remembered Ridleys ever making.  “Youssee come w-wwwith ussss!”

Samus narrowed her eyes and clenched her fists.  She may not have her power suit, or the means to beat the Ridley, but she was not going to go down without a fight.  “You’re not taking me anywhere!  You’ll have to kill me first.”

The creature let out a screech again, and began holding its head as if it had suddenly fallen victim to a massive headache.  It shook its head wildly, continuing to holler.  It was in some kind of pain, Samus could tell.  But why?  

After a moment, it released itself, and made a grab at Samus, quicker than she could react.  It wrapped its arms around her body, and enclosed her wings around her.  She screamed in some amount of distress, as she felt herself begin to move.  The Ridley carried her over to the edge of the smashed wall, and spread its wings out again, readying itself for flight.  Just as it was making the motion to leap off, a high-pitched whine filled the air, and the Ridley jerked and grunted.  

“Don’t move!”  Rico shouted as he came to a running stop just a few feet from the Ridley, his wrist cannon pointed at the creature.  

“Rico!”  Samus cried from within the Ridley’s grasp.  

“I’m here Samus,” Rico fired another shot at the creature, this time catching it in the left eye.  The creature roared in outrage, releasing Samus and flying into the air.  

Samus dropped to the floor and teetered on the edge of the floor where the Ridley had crashed through the glass wall.  

“I’ve got her Rico!”  Shouted Yin Ming, as sprinted out from behind the Ridley, snagging Samus around the waist just as she lost her balance.  

“We’re with you Bobby,” The other mercenaries surrounded Ridley, their weapons each pointed at the creature.  

The Ridley screeched while grasping onto its damaged eye.  “I…willssss…return!!!”  

It dove out of the hole it had created before, and flew up into the sky.  

Yin set Samus back to her feet, and took a half step away from her.  “Are you okay, Samus?”

Samus scratched the back of her head and looked to Yin, nodding reassuringly.  “Yeah, thanks to you.  And to the rest of you.  You saved my hide back there.”

“It’s too bad we weren’t able to kill that thing,” Yin spoke spitefully.  “I hate those things.”    

“We’ll get it next time,” Samus nodded responsively.  “And believe me, there will be a next time.” 

Chapter 11

It actually felt good to be back in the suit, especially now that it was fully charged.  Its warmth was soothing, and the feel of it around her body was comforting.  She used to get claustrophobic from time to time when she first acquired the suit, but now it felt like home to her.  And being away from it for any amount of time was just like being away from home.  Though some days she felt a little to dependant on it, she knew she had been given the suit for a reason, because it did have a purpose.  And it was that purpose that kept her wearing it.  

She reformed with the others back in the security room where Alex Langley was still working diligently on his task, while at the same time scouting for the metroid, pirates and also looking for some kind of transport which they could all use to leave the planet once the mission had been completed.  

“Anything so far?”  Rico wondered, as he stepped up beside Alex.  

“Plenty…Well, probably nothing you’d be interested in.”

“Try me.”

Alex sighed.  “Well, lets see…The colony itself has remained fairly intact through this whole ordeal.  Approximately two-hundred thousand lives were lost on the other hand.  No survivors so far.  The main power grid has been fluctuating since we got here, as if something is draining power from it.  Possibly, the pirates have been redirecting energy from the core to power something of their own.”

“No, power redirections usually don’t cause this type of interference,” Informed Samus, also stepping beside Alex.  “It’s the metroid.  It’s probably sucking on a conduit somewhere, trying to satisfy its hunger.”

“Possible.  I’ll try to see if I can locate some of the major power distribution centers around the colony where the metroid would probably be drawn too.  The core is out of the question since it is heavily shielded, but the distribution centers are practically out in the open.  I’ll bring up a map on the main screen.”

The main screen fizzled on, static currently the only thing being displayed.  After a moment, the static was replaced with a three-dimensional image of the colony.

“Now I’ll bring up a display of the energy distribution conduits.”

A web of lines appeared within the colony, the lines representing the different conduits which fed power throughout the city.  They all started from an area within the industrial zone, and spread out.  Blue dots appeared on some of the intersecting lines where the distribution centers were located.  

“Yes…I think I’ve found something!  There’s a distribution center located inside the habitation zone, within a hanger complex.  It’s displaying a 40 percent drain in power.  That line is connected directly with this building.  It must be using the lines to actually travel from location to location.”

“All right then.  I’m going to finish that thing, and we’ll be one step closer to getting home.”

“You also might be interested to know I’ve located a ship.  It’s within that very complex!”  

“Finally, some good news.  All right Alex, you finish what it is you need to do here.  I’ll contact you as soon as I’m done with the metroid.  Then, it’s adios to Waylander.”

“What about the Pirates?”  Yin inquired, glancing over at Samus.  

“Let me worry about them.”

“You’re going to need backup.  We’ll go with you,” Rico put a hand on Samus’s shoulder.

“No, stay here with Alex.  I’ll handle this.”

“You don’t know what you’re going up against out there Samus,” Rico grabbed her arm before she managed to spin around.  “It might just be the metroid, but it might also be an entire army of Zebesian pirates, not to mention that Ridley.  You need help.”

“He’s right Samus, don’t be foolish,” Alex glanced towards the two.  “I’ll be fine here on my own.  Just make sure to not be out there for long.”

Rico stared through Samus’s visor.  “I’ll leave one of my guys here to keep an eye on Alex.”

“I’ll do it,” Jill stepped up.  “Just get out there and take care of that metroid.  If anything happens here, I’ll let you guys know.”

Rico looked over his shoulder towards Jill briefly, then looked back to Samus.  “What do you say?”

With little else she could say, Samus finally nodded.  “All right.  Lets not waste anytime then.”

Alex watched as the four mercenaries marched quickly out of the room.  His glance then turned to Jill, who stood with her arms crossed, staring back at him.  His eyes narrowed, as he turned back towards the computer and resumed his task.  

On the way to the lift, Rico stopped the group, and turned to Samus.  “Oh yeah, I forgot to mention, I found a box full of these things,” Rico reached into his inner coat pocket and removed a small box that was about twice the size of his hand.  Inside were cylindrical objects, each about the size of a D-sized battery.  

“Advanced rockets?  Where did you find these?”

“Security armory.  Can’t say we found too much in there, other than a few side arms and these.  About ten of them here, if you want them.”

“Of course!”  She took the box, and began placing the small rockets into her cannon, while continuing into the lift.  

The elevator trip was quick, and the moment the doors had opened, Samus led the charge out.  She spared no time in needless stealth tactics, rather ran full steam towards the nearby habitation district.  The other mercenaries stayed fairly close behind Samus, though were having slight difficulty keeping up with the Bounty Hunter’s rapid pace. 

They arrived at their destination within a few minutes.  The hanger in question was attached to one of the habitation complexes, large enough to fit a small starship.  The bay doors were open, which would seem to indicate at least someone managed to get off world before the metroid attacked.  The interior of the hanger was mostly empty except for crates scattered about, and one small transport vessel in the corner.  

“Any signs of the metroid?”  Rico inquired, as he ran up beside Samus.  

“Nothing yet,”  Her eyes darted around the hanger, trying to pick up any unusual signs of the creature.  “You guys go secure the transport.  I’m going to take a look around.”

Rico nodded.  “Right.  Jake, Yin, lets go.”  

Samus watched the mercenaries off before taking an opposite direction, and moving deeper into the hanger facility.  She passed through a wall divider which sectioned off the hanger, and entered into a storage bay, where boxes piled up to the ceiling were stored.  A narrow circuit-board path winded all around the boxes, leading towards the other end of the hanger where Samus knew she would undoubtedly find access to the control area, where she would better be able to pinpoint the metroid’s exact location.  

She followed the long multiple route path around the crates, eventually finding her way to something completely unexpected.  She came to a dead stop as she reached it, her eyes widened at the sight.  It was a massive pit that took up a large chunk of the rear of the cargo bay.  The pit was filled with a bubbling liquid however, that appeared similar to the acid she had come across in the lab earlier.  However, the consistency of this liquid seemed different.  

Curously, she performed a scan of the liquid.  As expected it was acid, but not as concentrated as the type before.  Translation- her suit would be able to withstand it, as long as she was in Varia-form.  However, the power needed for her suit to transform was more than she currently had available to her.  However, she did at least know someone who had the necessary power boost for her.  

“Bobby, Samus here.”

“What’s up Samus?”

“I need a favor.  I need you to give me your suit’s power pack.”

There was a short pause.  When Rico returned, his voice sounded a little rough.  “My suit’s power pack?  Without it, my suit will loose mobility, not to mention its defensive capability.”

“I need it to power my suit’s Varia transformation.  I found something here, and I need to be able to use the Varia suit.”

“You know I’ll be a sitting duck without my power pack though.”

Samus sighed.  “I know you better than that, Bobby.  You never needed a power suit back when you were with Special Operations.  And plus, you have your pistols, and you’re better with those than I probably am with my cannon.”

“All right, no need to flatter me.  Come on back to the ship, we’ve got it secured.”

“On my way.”  

Samus was about to turn around and head back the way she came when several squeals and screeches emanated from somewhere above.  Her eyes darted up just in time to see a Keyhunter swoop down at her.  She snapped her cannon up to bear at the creature, and punched out a few quick shots.  Sections of the creatures body spat green blood as the energy orbs entered its body, however the winged alien did not stop moving.  It swung its curved reaper-like claws at Samus, catching her in the chest and knocking her down to her back.

“Damn,” She hissed as she rolled out of the way, moments before a second Keyhunter drove its pointed claw down at her, getting the claw stuck in the groun.  

Samus rolled onto her shoulder, activated her rockets and pumped out a single shot into the Keyhunter’s skull.  The rocket blew apart the creature’s cranial section, causing its body to convulse wildly for a moment before becoming stiff.  The other Keyhunter, still harassing Samus from the air, came back down at her just as she was getting to her feet.  Before it could manage an attack however, Samus spat a rocket at it, not taking enough time to aim however.  The rocket lanced over the back of the creature, but did manage to clip its wings.  

With a growl, the creature dropped to the floor on its narrow, insect-like legs.  Samus switched back to her energy cannon, and fired a quick series of shots at the Keyhunter, twice hitting in the abdomen, once blowing off its left arm.  Yet, it still kept coming.  

What the hell is going on?  These things never used to be this tough!  She shouted in her mind as she leveled her cannon, took precise aim and sniped the creature in the head.  The blast penetrated the Keyhunter’s skull, and exited through the back.  For a moment, Samus didn’t think the shot did the job as the alien took one more step.  However, it would be the last step it would ever take again, as it collapsed a split-second later.  

First Zebesians, then a Ridley, now Keyhunters?  What next, Kraid!?  Better not jinx it.  With a deep breath, Samus fled back through the maze of crates, and back out into the main hanger area.  She found her way into the transport craft, and into the cockpit where Rico, Jake and Yin were busy prepping the craft for launch.  Sensing Samus’s arrival, Rico glanced back towards the cockpit’s entrance, seeing her standing just inside.  

“There you are.  What took you?”

“Ran into some pirates.  If they’re here, they must know the metroid is also nearby.”

“And that’s not good,” Rico stood up from the command chair, and sighed.  “What also isn’t good is the fact that this ship is in the process of refueling.  It’s going to take some time before its ready for launch.”

“Don’t worry, I’m going to be checking something out.  If I’m not back by the time you’re ready to launch, leave without me.  I’ll find my own off world.”

“You can’t ask me to just leave you behind.”

“I’m not asking you, I’m telling you.  Don’t wait up for me, okay?  Just fulfill your part of the mission and get Langley out of here when he gets here.  I have a job to do here, and I intend to complete it.”

Rico sighed and shook his head slowly.  “I never could win an argument with you.  All right fine, here’s the power pack,” The reached inside his coat, and pulled out a cylindrical pod with a glowing orb suspended freely within it.  The orb sent out small arcs of energy, which coursed within the pack.  “It’s at a full charge.”   

“Thanks,” Samus took the cell, and plugged the end of it into the small socket on her chest plate.

Samus’s armor began to produce a warm, yellow glow as the energy from the power cell was transferred into her suit.  Samus could feel the transfer happening.  It brought a smile to her face, as it not only powered the suit, but made her feel physically stronger.  The glow intensified as the power transfer continued, until all of the energy in the cell had been depleted.  

“Ready,” Samus gave the pack back to Rico as she initiated her suit’s Varia transformation.  

For a moment, her armor seemed to faze from reality, turning into nothing more than a glowing silhouette of itself.  As the silhouette became structure again, it took on a new shape.  The shoulders became bulky orbs, and the chest plate increased in size.  The colors on the armor also changed, now becoming dominated by orange and red.  The transformation had left Samus feeling twice as strong as she had been, and more alive than ever.  The three mercenaries present could only stare at Samus with dumbfounded expressions.          


“All right guys, I’m out of here.  Remember, if I’m not back by the time you’re ready to leave, then leave without me.  The pirates are after the metroid, they shouldn’t bother you,” Samus eyes averted to look at Rico directly.  “Take care.” 


Rico nodded.  “Good luck.”


Samus turned her back to the others, and quickly strolled out of the cockpit, and back into the hanger.  She returned to where she had been, standing before the pit of acid.  With a deep breath, she took one step in.  She waited for the worst, but it did not come.  As she had hoped, her suit withstood the acid.  With a confident stride, she entered the acid, her body slowly becoming submerged with each step.


Now, to find that metroid…

