Chapter 4
This place was familiar. The smell of marsh, of wet moist dirt, the smell of animals, sounds of running water, small insects, large insects, flying animals, ones that swam in shallow pools of water, and those that walked on land. Angseth smiled. This was Torvus Bog. Her body reacted with excitement that she hadn’t felt in years as she opened her eyes. Tall marshland trees rose up around her, their roots seemingly hovering in mid-air, sunlight filtered through their leaves. She had been here before, she remembered this place. Angseth had passed through Torvus Bog twenty years ago in the cobbled together power suit that Aran had somehow made for her. The suit had separated her from the environment, back then she could only touch the strong trees through cold metal fingers.

Now she could feel moist dirt under her bare feet, she could take in deep breaths of the scented cool breeze as it ran over her skin and through her hair. For a moment she lay still, looking around trying to remember how she had come here. Angseth was dressed in one of her most comfortable sets of casual clothes: a loose pair of dark-colored pants and a sleeveless shirt. She placed her hands on the ground and pushed herself upward, finally pulling herself to stand. She stood on one of the few patches of dry land looking at many trails as they broke off around her, inviting her to discover whatever mysteries they may hold, or perhaps to just run along them, jumping and leaping over any fallen trees and brooks that wound their way along the ground.

Instinct kicked in, she had made her decision without conscious thought, the way things always happened in dreams. If she thought too hard about it, the dream would end. Angseth chose to run, she began to propel her body in a weird dream gait where everything consisted of speed and velocity, the only thing that could slow her down was the limits of her imagination. Her body never became tired, yet every sense was hyper-alert and alive. The sensation of soft moist dirt on the bottom of her feet urged her to move faster, creatures jumped from her path, or gave chase. Cool air moved over her skin, she jumped, leaping over her first fallen tree.

Aether’s wildlife and wetlands seemed to extend off to the horizons, tall trees with gnarled roots invited her to climb over and explore them as she passed their hidden nooks. She laughed, delighted with each new adventure as it unfolded. Angseth had been born and raised on an asteroid mining colony. Ever since she had first learned to walk, she had worn a suit of some kind, the rocks and dirt of the colony had been dry and devoid of any moisture or life. She remembered passing the time as a child in a small community garden in one of the higher domes of the colony. She hadn’t been allowed to touch the plants, or even lie down on the small patch of grass, yet a part of her small soul called to those bushes, wanted to hide in them, commune with them.

She had left the colony when she had been fifteen, tucked safely in a bunk aboard a Federation Recruiting Vessel, scared yet thankful she had made it off that rock and hopefully on her way to a better life. Recruiting ships rarely came by, and often times were not welcome. There had always been trading vessels, and freight ships that came, those were welcome, because they brought the outside world to them, to the colony. Recruit ships were turned away or chased off because as the general population of a mining colony saw it, they came to take away the next generation of miners. She could remember the day she had seen the hull of the ship docked in the main bay of the station, and how it could not have come at a better time. In another year she would have been forcefully enlisted as a miner, and made to work in the asteroid field to earn just enough income to keep herself alive enough to go back to work again. She had wanted out, off, and didn’t care how or what she had to enlist or jump on to get away. Then this ship had docked, a Federation ship. Federation recruiting vessels only made it out this far in the mine-fields once every ten years. Most recruit ships came from other mines or various shipping agencies. Angseth remembered running back to their small three-room apartment and telling her parents about the new ship, and her intentions. Her mother had always been wary of the military, however her father had been sympathetic to his daughters desire to seek a better life for herself. With her parents blessing she ran to enlist, however she became heartbroken when she discovered that she was three years shy of the minimum age requirement for a human. When told of this dilemma, her father helped to lie about her age, and the enlistment officers looked the other way as she signed the forms and took her bunk aboard the recruiting vessel. She never looked back.

Most of her military training took place in space aboard large fleet vessels or stations. Only the wealthy had enough money to go to schools on planets, and even though grants and financial aid had been available, Vera always felt that she wouldn’t qualify, or if she had, they might discover that she was far to young to be in the military. She instead studied everything she could get her hands on, talked to her fellow soldiers, learned new dialects and technologies. It was in the cafeterias and firing ranges that she had first heard about Samus Aran. Usually bounty hunters were considered scum, who only took missions or killed for money, but the stories of Aran were different, they spoke of an individual who actually possessed a code of honor. Another thing that Angseth found fascinating had been that one person could inflict and cause so much damage. Everyone she spoke to had said the same thing. “Aran doesn’t do it, it’s that suit he wears, Chozo technology.”

After hearing the same answer so many times, Angseth came to a realization about her fellow soldiers, they never took into account the skill of the person inside the suit. All the technology and heavy armor in the universe wasn’t going to boost your IQ or problem solving skills, if that had been the case, than any sack of meat could do the same. Ever since, Angseth practiced with the knowledge that one had to use the tools at their disposal to their utmost.

A flash of gold through the trees caught her eye, pulling her from this odd tangent down memory lane. Angseth knew who it was even before she could get a clear view.

Aran.

Angseth altered her course, jumping through a few thick bushes and ferns to pursue her, the Hunter now the Hunted, Angseth came within thirty feet of Aran, close enough to make out the armor, to see the different tones of gold and red metal. The marsh had given way to forest now, the trees opened to expose a large ditch or gully before them. Aran extended her left arm and shot a grapple beam. Angseth could hear the buzzing sound as the beam cut through the air and snagged an overhanging branch. Aran swung out over the gully and landed on the other side, running at full speed once more.

I can do anything you can, and I can do it without the aid of a power suit!
Angseth reached the edge of the ravine, then crouched, building up all the strength she had in her legs to jump. Even though the pit extended far below her, Angseth didn’t take her eyes off the flash of gold running through the trees. She pushed against the earth, her legs extending out before her in momentary weightlessness. The opposite bank came up below her and her arms pin-wheeled in mid-air.

Vera hit the opposite side, landing in a crouch and rolling with the impact. She rolled to a stand and from that position she sprang forward, after the armor, after what it contained, after her dreams, after Samus.

The rumors had flown to all corners of the galaxy, becoming legend and lore in their own right. Samus was no longer a person, but an embodiment of the warrior Goddess, Athena, Artemis, or Diana, mistress of the hunt, an unattainable mythical figure. Now in this dream Angseth was attempting to outrun a Goddess, however with no golden apples to distract her, she only had skill and speed left. Angseth held her head up and began to lift her legs higher, gaining more ground and speed. That flash of gold still dashed ahead of her, leaping over rocks and fallen trees with ease, scaling walls and vines as if they were mere pebbles in her path. Angseth slowly closed the gap. Rocks, trees, ruins, animals be damned, there was only one quarry in Angseth’s mind. She knew that she couldn’t out-think the Mistress of the hunt, she would simply need to out-perform. Twenty feet away, now ten, now five, soon Angseth pulled even with the gold armor, fighting for every inch of ground gained. There was nothing in her vision now but wetlands. Still running, she could hear Aran’s footsteps beside her, the sound of armored feet hitting the soft dirt of the trail. Curiosity began to set in, had she actually outrun Diana? Was that even possible? The temptation was too much, Angseth could only see so much out of the corner of her eye, but if she turned her head fully she would loose the lead. Was she even supposed to compete with Aran? Could anything be seen of the woman’s eyes? Would they be fixed on her, or the trail ahead?

Angseth couldn’t resist, she turned and fixed her gaze on Samus, losing speed and breath, but soon a chill ran down her spine, her legs no longer moved for the sake of friendly competition, but out of fear. There was the armor, yes, every last segment and plate in place on the Varia suit. But there was something else now, something different. The armor was like glass, tinted, yet transparent. Like a gold glass bottle. Angseth could see Aran’s eyes quite clearly. Angseth could also make out the curve of Samus skull, the outline of her jawbone, through the transparent skin of the armor. The sun was low in the sky, and for a moment Samus stepped between Angseth and the sun. Cold shock came over Vera as the light traveled through the armor, leaving the full skeletal frame of Aran in silhouette.

The more Angseth stared, the more she could make-out. The armor had become transparent, glass-like, tinted red, gold, or green. Aran was visible through the armor, but not her flesh, only her skeleton, and in some areas, cartilage and internal organs. Vera tore her gaze away and began running at full speed again. Not to outrun the Goddess this time, but to escape this demon that was now hopefully far behind her.

Angseth felt a hand fall on her shoulder, and opened her mouth to scream. No sound came, only a pathetic whisper. Her energy left her in a rush, and suddenly her legs felt like water, cramped and achy. Another hand fell on her other shoulder, pulling her to a stop. Angseth felt her shoulders pulled and her body twisted so she was forced to look back at the monster.

Vera watched as Aran’s hands pulled energy from her, life-force left her body in wisps of blue smoke, and seemed to energize Samus. The gesture seemed almost exaggerated, as if Aran was demonstrating exactly how Vera would meet her demise. Samus’ armor began to grow brighter in color, and become more opaque as Angseth herself began to wither. Mervera Angseth was going to die like…like….

Like that Pirate in the hallway.
Angseth’s gaze snapped up and her eyes locked onto the pale blue orbs looking at her from behind the tinted green visor on Samus’ helmet.

“I get it.”

-------------------------------------------------------------

Nevada had been sitting in the drop ship with Angseth in his arms when her body suddenly jerked. The drop ship was about to land back aboard the Mabus, everyone had been withdrawn safely, no casualties. He had been contemplating getting a long shower when her body jumped. Briar tried to calm her, holding her arms in place until she grew still. She was probably frightened. Her power suit had been drained of all energy, as had her cybernetic leg. He had patched into his own suits power supply to keep her vitals up and running. She began to fidget again as they landed and the door of the drop ship opened. When the sounds of men moving out of the craft became louder, her body bucked again and she fell from his arms to the floor of the drop ship.

It was dark in here. Her HUD was still dark leaving her blind for the moment. Angseth felt her body fall and hit the floor then she quickly pulled herself up on hands and knees and ripped the helmet from her shoulders. Briar knelt beside her as she dry coughed and gained her breath back. She began to speak, her voice barely a whisper. “We need . . . to help her.”

Briar looked around to ensure that all the men had vacated. “We can’t go back in there Vera. The entire sector was locked up tight on our way out in order to contain the engine room melt-down.”

Angseth shook her head and focused on the treads on the floor to gain her vision back. Her helmet blipped at her side.

“Captain, we’re tracking another pirate frigate pulling out of the debris of the station. A hunter class ship registered to Samus Aran has taken off in pursuit.”
Angseth grabbed her helmet and pulled it over, staring dumbly at her com. Briar stood, gaining his feet. Angseth analyzed her memories of the battle with Ridley, just before she had blacked out. Aran had raised her arm cannon, something seemed wrong then, something.

“I could see her bones…I could see her bones through her Varia suit.” Angseth whispered. She leaned on Briar and stood, and then noticed that her leg was without power. “I need to…she needs my help Briar.”

“Vera please,” He supported her as she regained her balance.

Angseth pulled away after a moment and began limping out of the ship and toward the main fighter bay. “Launch a squad of fighters to pursue the frigate. I’ll lead.” She called into the comm. and paused to catch her breath again. The dream, that knowing look in Aran’s eyes. “Briar!” She called.

“Captain?”

“I leave you in charge of the Mabus. If I don’t return in 24 hours, continue the mission to SR3-88.”

“No Mervera.” He stepped out of the ship and walked over to her. “I have half a mind to swing you over my shoulder and carry you to the Med Bay.”

Angseth paused and leaned against a stack of crates for support. “I need to go Briar.”

“To see Dr. Bearn?” Briar looked her over. Her face was pale, not the comfortable sienna he had become accustomed to.

Angseth felt his hand on her shoulder. “No Nevada.” She breathed. “There is so much at stake right now. So much doesn’t add up. Why is there a completely abandoned station out there and I had received no word of an evacuation?” She felt his hand take her chin and turn her head so she could face him. She looked up into his slit green eyes, her vision steadily focusing on the finer details of his fur.

Briar was momentarily stunned by her dark brown eyes. He had planned to see if her eyes were focused and alert, however they were always so hard to face. Those eyes had always been filled with such fierce determination, intelligence and stubbornness, however despite all those traits, they were never hard. Angseth would never turn her back completely on someone else. That was her weakness. He let go of her chin as focus seemed to come back to them. Her head lowered and for a moment he could see just a flicker of purple in her eyes, like a rare gem with an odd luster.

“You don’t have to take on every dragon that comes your way Vera. We have our mission and Aran has hers. Stay.” He hoped it didn’t sound as if he was begging. She hated it when he begged.

“There is more at stake here than just this mission.” She rubbed her eyes and ran her fingers through her hair. Briar should just have stayed quiet. Damn she hated it when he begged. “I have a gut feeling about it. I feel that our very way of life might be threatened if I don’t go. Please assume command Briar, I only need to ask her a few questions.”

Briar’s hand slid slowly from her shoulder. His gaze hardened as he spoke. “As you wish…Captain.”

“I will return Nevada.”

“I know you will. You will only die when you’re good and ready to.” He stepped in closer. “One of these days, I will be the one to protect you for a change.”

Angseth stood on tiptoe and gave him a light kiss on his furry cheek. Second thoughts were trying to work their way into her mind, but a decision already had been made. She would chase after Samus, once again seeing nothing but the ass-end of all her carnage and destruction. Briar stepped away from her and called out across the landing bay.

“Ready a squadron of fighters to pursue the Pirate Frigate. Captain Angseth will lead the charge.”

The fighter squadron commander saluted, then began running for the separate fighter bays. Briar turned and watched his fiancé limp away toward the hall. A smile moved over his lips despite the situation. No other woman in the known universe could hold his attention for half as long as she. Angseth would do as she pleased, she always had. As the old saying went, one could only lead, follow, or get out of her way.

Angseth could feel Briars gaze at her back as she rounded the corner and headed for a refueling locker. He was smiling. She knew he was smiling without looking at him. Just as she often had that defiant righteous smirk that would creep over her face at the most inappropriate times, Briar would smile that all-knowing all-seeing kitty grin. She stopped outside a support locker and pulled two more power cells from within. The cybernetic leg was a hindrance more than anything at the moment, but she could tolerate until she arrived at her fighter and had a chance to recharge it. However the power armor needed a bit more juice to be effective. Damn thing was heavy and difficult to move in when the power drained. Angseth pulled the three dead power cells from her armor and stared at them for a moment.

She threw me. Angseth ran her finger over the serial numbers etched into the plasteel face of the cell. Samus grabbed me, and threw me four stories up and through the door. She felt a tickle on her lips, a giggle slipped from her throat, and Angseth raised a hand to stifle it. Her mouth broadened into a smile, and she leaned against the locker, feeling the rubber-like finger tips of the power armor bite into her cheeks as she tried to stop the flow of giggles. Aran drained my batteries dry, then threw me back from whence I came.
Angseth closed her eyes and took deep breaths until the giggle fit passed.

Who had more fun in this job Aran? Me or You?
----------------------------------------------------------------

Years ago the Thor Fleet Class had been considered to be the pinnacle of warfare technology. Each of the Hammer-design vessels were equipped with enough space to provide for five full platoons of marine troops and equipment, advanced medical bays, SPS navigation, and two fighter bays located on either side of the craft. Each bay held its own complement of fighters. Over time the Hammer-design of the Thor Fleet Class vessels had been phased out due to improvements in technology, or just simple negligence. The Mabus was one of fifty Hammer-Design Thor Fleet Class vessels to still play an active role in Fleet exercises and missions. Through careful work the Mabus had been kept in working order, and upgraded at every opportunity.

The Mabus had been equipped with twin bays, each held three squadrons of fighter ships. Each squad boasted ten ships at their disposal. The bays were tucked into either side of the Mabus, with sliding bay doors that could be closed when the fighters were not in use, or while the ship was traveling in warp. The fighters were held inside the Mabus by a series of docking clamps that held the smaller ships in like jigsaw pieces to conserve space. The only exception had been Angseth’s own personal fighter, which was housed in an area apart from the other fighters.

Like all her other equipment, this ship had the twin captain bars painted on it as well. This made her an easy target to pick out in any confrontation. As always, protocol didn’t need to make one lick of sense. Angseth’s fighter was larger than the others, partly because it was an older model, partly because of all the enhancements she had paid to have installed. This was the craft that had taken her leg, and since the damn this had already tasted her blood, she wasn’t about to let it go. There were many superstitions about warriors who had thrown away weapons that had harmed them, only to find themselves on the business end of it later. Angseth didn’t place much stock in those stories, however she wasn’t brave enough to test the theory either. The fighter still had all the standard equipment with the slight modifications. The engines were huge and warp-capable, and the expanded missile bays underneath gave it the appearance of a pregnant bat. The fighter wasn’t so much built for speed as for defense.

Angseth pulled herself into the docking bay and climbed over the wing of her fighter. It rocked slightly with her movement as she knelt to activate the controls for the canopy of her cockpit. A seam spread by her feet, bisecting a few “warning” tags that had been placed near the intake valves for the engine. There was the sound of a hydraulic hiss, and the canopy opened, revealing her seat and steering bar inside. Angseth leaned in to activate the holo-screens and check the diagnostics. She slipped inside and straddled her seat. The seat wasn’t like most fighters, where there was a chair surrounded by numerous screens, instead the seat reminded her of the one on a hover-bike. She swung her legs over either side, and she would grip the steering bar that had been covered in little diodes and gages. Her feet locked onto the pegs, clicking into place. An orange light came on near her right grip on the steering bar indicating that her cybernetic leg and suit were now charging. As the holo screens came alive, they began to display the names and rank of those who would be joining her in red. Angseth settled into her seat and almost immediately her com lit up. She rolled her eyes as she answered the hail.

“Speak.” She said flatly.

“Captain Angseth, is there really a need to pursue the pirate frigate? Aran has already taken up pursuit.”
Angseth took several deep breaths before she opened the com-line again. “Captain Thomas.” She began while strapping herself in. “Indeed Aran has taken up the chase, however I feel that it is both rude and cowardly to have not one, but three Confederation ships present and not one of them offer to help in the least. Aran is also the only one who knows what truly happened on the Seattle. I intend to question her when I get the chance. Continue on your present course to SR3-88. I will join you shortly.” To her right the name of the pilots began to turn blue as each one signed in and received their orders.

“Captain,”
“Not another word out of you Thomas. I have my orders just as you have yours. My orders state that no research mission shall take priority over the safety of Confederation citizens, and I want to know what has happened to all the citizens onboard the Seattle. Angseth Out.” She closed the com-line, then watched the gages as her engines began to warm. When the last name moved from red to blue, she opened the com and announced to her squad. “This is Captain Angseth speaking. Your orders are as follows: Pursue the Pirate Frigate, shoot to kill. Provide cover fire for the bounty hunter Samus Aran. Do not pursue the frigate into warp. Any questions?”

Affirmative beeps and howls came through the com-line. Angseth nodded then slipped her fingers into the grips on her steering bar. “Alright, launch!”

Her ship jarred as the locking clamps released. The holo-screens flickered to life around her providing an unobstructed 360 degree view of her surroundings. Angseth watched as the Mabus faded from view and the holo screens highlighted the fighters on the squad accompanying her. The pirate frigate was still in sight, highlighted in red, and the small gold fleck of Aran’s bounty class ship was also in sight. Once Angseth’s fighter was cleared from the Mabus, she gunned the engines, and began cruising toward the frigate. Her squad followed, falling into formation around her. As expected, the frigate began to open fire amidst its own fighter craft.

Angseth targeted several of the pirate fighter craft then shouted over the com line “Fire at will!” Her ship accelerated into the fray, locking several missiles onto pirate craft. Angseth embraced that old feeling of excitement as it overcame her. It had been far too long since she had been involved in a fire fight of this magnitude, and come hell or high water she wasn’t going to let that frigate get away with out one huge repair bill. Her hands rested on the grips, her fingers squeezing the triggers back letting loose with burst after burst of plasma shells designed to melt away the hull of a ship on contact. She smiled as one of the pirate fighter craft began to smoke and then shattered into pieces with only the minimal amount of familiar red and orange flames. Once the oxygen from the tanks had been used, there was no way for fire to continue burning.

“I’ve still got it.” Angseth breathed into the com. She fell into formation with her squad and began to weave her way through the line of fire creeping closer to Aran’s craft.

“Captain, it doesn’t seem as if the pirates are giving it their all today, think they may be tired from the battle on the station?”
“Could be, but keep pushing them, I want to see that frigate in pieces!” She called over the com, and winced as a ship at her side began to smoke. The fighters had orders to head back to the Mabus in the event that they became damaged, she prayed that one could make it.

“Captain?” It was Briar.

“Yes?”

“The frigate is emitting preliminary radiation, looks like it’s heading for warp.”
“This close-Everyone pull back!” Angseth pushed her ship faster as her own squad began to drop off to head back to the Mabus. Angseth locked that little fleck of gold into her sights and charged ahead with everything she had. She opened up the com and hailed Samus Aran’s ship. “Bounty Hunter Samus Aran! This is Captain Angseth of the Confederation Battle Cruiser Mabus, please avert your course and report to the Mabus for questioning.”

Angseth watched on the radar as her own fleet pulled away. Now that she looked, there wasn’t much pirate activity either. The frigate was emiting large amounts of radiation. Where ever it was heading, it was planning on getting there fast.

Aran didn’t answer her hail, nor showed any sign of slowing down.

Angseth opened the com once more. “Bounty Hunter Samus Aran! This is Captain Angseth of the Battle Cruiser Mabus! Avert your course and report to the Mabus immediately!”

“Captain, please correct your heading, you’re aiming right for the epicenter of the wake!”
“Shit,” Angseth glanced at her scanners again, her ship was right in the wake of the frigate, she was about to pursue Samus straight to her doom. The frigate for the time seemed to ignore that they were even there, only firing the occasional shot in an attempt to ward them off.

Don’t panic. Don’t panic. Try to see things a little more clearly. Why is Aran still this close? Why is she still pursuing them even through she doesn’t even have her shields up?
The shockwaves that would emit from a ship that size passing into warp could easily tear apart small vessels like this one, and Aran’s for that matter. Either Aran had a ship strong enough to survive getting caught in a wake of that magnitude, or she knew something that Angseth didn’t. Come to think of it, Samus hadn’t done much fighting.

“What are you up to?” Angseth whispered under her breath.

Aran began heading closer to the frigate. Shields down, and close, so dangerously close. Angseth watched in silence as the small gold fleck suddenly blipped off the radar.

“Where did she go?” Angseth called out. She enhanced the range on her scanners and began searching. Nothing short of a contained space fold could make a ship disappear that quickly, and…

There. No Aran hadn’t folded.

“She tucked into the Aura.” Angseth breathed. By dropping her shields she was able to minimize her own ships Aura and slip inside the Aura of the pirate frigate.
Angseth narrowed her eyes at the small gold fleck, a bright day-glow paint chip in the eternal night. There was a place on the frigate, simple enough. Angseth opened the com line. “Lieutenant Briar.”

“Captain?”
“I’m going to be a little late. Please carry on without me.”

“Ang…” Silence, then. "Aye, Captain.”
Angseth studied the frigate, and then looked down at her own gauges readings. This would be a challenge. Excitment began to creep into her veins, starting as a slow trickle until it became an overwhelming flood. Decent Challenges for fighter Pilots came along rarely. Challenges for this fourty-three year old Captain hadn't presented itself in quite some time. Conseqences be damned. This was her last mission, and it wouldn't be the first time she had taken a tangent. Come to think of it, the last few tangents she had taken had given her a few medals.

The excitment bubbled down her arms, through her legs and into the fighter until it felt like a part of her body. She began flipping switches and shutting down holo-screens.

"Captain," Briars voice came over the com. "Why are you dropping your shields?"
"I know what I'm doing Nevada. Just stay your course." Angseth leaned forward, gripping the steering bar tightly as one of the alarms went off in her cockpit, vainly telling her of the invetable danger just outside. She stood up on the foot pegs and opened the thrusters fully. The fighter shot forward, alarms went off around her, warning of the close proximity to the pirate frigate and the vast amounts of radiation it was exuding. Angseth held fast as she grew closer. Her ship rocked with risistace from the frigate and the odd magnetic waves it repelled.

I'm still not getting close enough, my Aura is still too strong. I need to find a way to drop my Aura completly so I can get closer!
Angseth scanned the control panel before her, was there anything else she could turn off? Primary shields were down, but she also had secondary and tertiary sheilds, trageting systems, navigation, SPS, there were a lot of things running at the moment. So may things that required a stable Aura to operate in. Vera reached forward and began to systemaically shut down all sheild layers, and targeting systems. The turbulance had let up a little, but there was still too much resistance.

"I guess I need to go blind then." She snapped her helmet into place, then shut down her navigation systems, sub-programs, and SPS. The only things running at the moment were life-support systems and visual feed of the outside world. Angseth watched her holo-projectors, keeping herself on course until she pulled even with Aran's ship. The inside of her fighter was getting hotter, her instruments begining to fade away, even the holo-screens began to flicker.

I can do anything you can, I can do anything you can. 
Angseth sharply turned the steering bar, executing a barrel roll and positioning her ship upside down. The resistance suddenly stopped, and Angseth slammed the toggle to activate her docking magnets. The fighter shook as the landing clamps locked onto the underbelly of the frigate, slightly to the right and in front of Aran's own fighter. Inertia took over as the frigate jumped into warp, only then did Angseth let of the steering bar and let out a breath she didn't know she had been holding.

Angseth leaned forward and rested her head on the steering bar, gauge plates clicked against the glass of her helmet. She worked to stiffle giggles, then smiled and looked over at her companion. The giggles subsided. Vera hated the giggle fits, they came at the most inappropiate moments, and often caused her to get repremanded. If her memory served her right, she might even have been giggleing on Aether as those damn splinters chewed their way through her armor.

Stop it, now you're just getting creepy. You giggle for the same reason those boys at the wedding giggled. Because you made it, and damn ain't living fun?
Angseth sat up, then turned and looked over at Aran's craft. It was just as she remembered, the ship was as androgenous as it's pilot. It was impossible to tell what was happening behind those green-tinted windows. The thought that her own vessel was currently locked onto a pirate frigate next to that of Bounty Hunter Aran's made the situation all the more surreal.

You really are going crazy aren't you Vera? Angseth leaned on her steering bar. Is this what would one would call a mid-life crisis? How old are you now Aran? It's been twenty years since Aether, believe me, I've counted them. I'm in my early fourties, and you...you've always been timeless, ageless. I've never seen your face but I have kept track of your exploits...and I must admit that I have been jealous. All those years I've spent in the Federation, and now the Confederation, I've worked and clawed my way through the ranks just so I could be more like you.
Angseth leaned back in her seat, then removed her helmet and rubbed at her eyes. She had just foolishly and blindly followed Aran into warp on the underbelly of a pirate frigate with no thought or idea as to how or when she would return, or even where they were heading. Nevada would be displeased if she were to die without getting one last report or broadcast out to him.

Well then, I just won't die. I can't afford to. Not before I see Nevada again. Not before I feel his furry strong arms around my body again.
Angseth sighed. She always grew sentemental when she knew that she had done something wrong. The outcome of this little jaunt could either be another medal or a court marshal. It wasn't the first time she had abandoned her post on a hunch. However here she was, and now all Angseth could do was pray that this hunch was correct and would pay off. She had questions that Aran had the answers to. That much Vera was sure of. Warp would make it difficult to communicate with anyine else. She didn't have a strong enough transmitter on the fighter to project a signal very far.

How long would this frigate remain in warp anyway? Where would they end up? If Angseth survived the inevetable fire-fight, would she have enough fuel to at least make it to another station?

This seat is starting to get a little uncomfortable now...
Angseth shifted position again and looked over at Aran's ship. Aran probably had a bunk inside the craft along with all the comforts of home. An image came to Angseth's mind of Samus in an easy chair with a bowl of popcorn watching some sappy movie on a holo-video screen, while Angseth sat inside her own fighter on an uncomfortable seat with her only veiw being the underside of a rusted pirate frigate.

When it seemed as if the frigate was in for the long haul, Angseth unstrapped herself from her seat, and began a limited free-float inside her cockpit. It gave her a chance to stretch her legs and check the condition of her craft. She seemed to have made it here with minimal damage. The missile bay still carried a decent complement of warheads, hopefully they would be enough to--

Her navigation screen was flashing something.

Angseth turned around and pulled herself back down to her seat. Text scrolled across the navigation screen. It was only one sentance long but it was enough to cause Angseth's heart to jump into her throat.

"Bounty Hunter Samus Aran to Confederate Fleet Battleship Captain Angseth."
Angseth stared at the text for a full minute before finally reaching out for her keyboard. "Message recived." Her finger hovered over the "enter" key for a moment. This was the first thing that Aran' had ever said to her. The cockpit seemed to echo with the click sound as Angseth's power suit clad finger depressed that one single key. The response was instantanious, almost as if it had been pre-programmed.

"This pirate frigate has set a course for FQ3-59. ETA is 4h10m"
Angseth read this silently, then pulled up a star chart to learn more about the location. "Not too far out in the boonies...but that's almost in the heart of Mirson's sector, why would the pirates go there?" She pulled the keyboard over again. "Angseth to Aran, did you find any information aboard the Seattle?"

She pressed the "send" key, and the message bounced back.

"Damn, either the radiation from the craft is screwing with my com, or Aran closed hers down." Angseth smirked. "Creative. But I'll need to show you how creative I can get."

end chapter 4

