Side Story: Metroid: Trials by Survival

Author’s First Notes.


This Story is from the point of view of the Galactic Federation. A change from the standard Samus Aran oriented Fanfictions, not meaning to say that is bad. I wrote this initially out of inspiration from the newest addition to the Metroid franchise, Metroid Prime 2: Echoes (Thank You Retro Studios). Enjoy the read, and feel free to give comments.

Introduction: Preludes and Conclusions.


<Event Log 45672 Beta>


This log details the events that transpired two weeks and three days ago.


On 6/7/20X5, on the Earth calendar, the Space Station Babel 2 picked up coded signals from a Space Pirate vessel of unknown class. The crew and residents abandoned the station using one of the stations emergency shuttles. The shuttle traveled at its highest speed and the commanding officer of the stations security team sent this message to the nearest Galactic Federation installation:

Message from M. Alan Bolshevik, 6/7/20X5, to GF Alpha 421 Space Facility

---This M. Alan Bolshevik, of the Space Station Babel 2. I have evacuated the station due to a Space Pirate intrusion of our space. It was not safe to stay at the station. We don’t have the firepower to fight a force like them. We’re on route to the Galactic Federation Alpha 421 Space Facility. The Space Pirate were en route to the station and they should have gotten there by now. Send something out there, please! Anything, you can’t let the Pirates ruin and steal our research!


The message was received and we sent two ships out to the shuttle. One was to link up with the shuttle and escort it back to us while the other continued its course to investigate the Space Pirate situation. Should they encounter Space Pirates they were to assess their strength and assault them if the circumstances granted it. We were preparing ourselves to send in another force if the Space Pirates were too strong for our first lone vessel.


The emergency shuttle arrived and the passengers were questioned about the contents of their research and the importance of their work. If we found ourselves facing a very powerful force, maybe too powerful, then we need to know if we should destroy the station or leave it to the Pirates. What we got from them was that they were an independent group working with the funding from the Galactic Federation. They refused to tell us which division of the GF was funding them and what they were working on, on grounds of it all being deemed “classified” by the GF. One scientist provided papers saying so, and those papers were sent to the administrative level of our station for authentication.


Our ship reached the station and sent us a message stating that there was one Pirate vessel with two fighter escorts. They said they would engage and attempt to destroy them, or force a retreat. That was the last message received for two and a half hours.


We then picked up a coded distress signal from the Pirate vessel. We assumed that our force had defeated the Pirates and that they would soon report. That report never came. We gave them one hour, we came to conclusion that they may still be in combat and the Pirates were attempting to contact reinforcements. We decided to send in a support team. It took the support team over and hour to get to the coordinates of the station so it had been four and a half hours since our troops had made first contact with the Pirates. We were worried that things may have went badly, especially since we had not received word from them since there initial message. We were very concerned.


What made us worry more was when our support team reached the coordinates and there was no Space Station Babel 2. They reported on finding the wreckage of a Space Pirate fighter and some pieces of other craft. Those pieces were identified by the crew of the support ship as being both Pirate and GF. We were at a loss of what could have happened.


It took us 26 hours to discover what happened, and the tale of what came to pass during those 30 hours of unknown events was revealed to us by a single trooper’s personal log. This is what happened…

Chapter 1: En Route.

<Beginning Personal Log 329: Lieutenant Charlie Hunt>


<Continuous Feed-Mission Protocol BETA>


<Mission- Multi-Parameter- Seek and Destroy>


<Priority Level 3>


“All right Troops! We are getting damn close to the station now. We are going to make a fast approach and see if we can spot those Pirate bastards! I want ya’ll to hold tight to those seats and get ready for a possible fire fight!” Captain Miles yelled out. He was his usual disgruntled self with a cigar hanging out his mouth. His angry look came form his rough hair and chiseled facial features. He bore a scare across his left cheek that had never fully healed.


We were all strapped into our seats by metal restraints hanging over our shoulders and wrapping around the front of our chests. There were 26 of us total, and we were all wearing and using standard issue gear. We had our battle armor and standard issue machine guns. We hadn’t proved to our superiors that we could handle the “big boy’s” toys. Well, that’s what the Captain says.


The Captain was standing in the doorway to the cockpit with his arms pressing against either side of the frame. He had his helmet tucked under one arm, the rest of us were fully suited and ready for anything.


“Capt’n I got a scan of the Pirate ship! Its flight path will take it to the station just before we get there. I can’t figure out what kind of ship it is though, might be something new.” yelled Brody from the pilot’s seat. She was second in command to the Captain, a Sergeant.


“Right, bring us in for a look at ‘em.” Replied the Captain as he spit out his cigar and crushed it on the wall after it floated freely for a while. He put his helmet back on and took his seat behind Brody in the cockpit letting the door shut behind him.


“All Troops listen up. In a few minutes we’ll be getting a view of the Pirates. If we can take ‘em we’ll light ‘em up, but if it’s too much we’ll have to harass ‘em.” said the Captain over his helmet’s built-in communicator, which we all had to allow free communication between troopers. “Now sit tight while Brody flies us in.” 


We all did as ordered and waited, the movement of the ship were unnoticeable, as it always was. The world of space took away a lot of the sensations that would normally be a commonplace on a gravity filled environment. Our ship, the G.F.S. Ryves, didn’t have the onboard gravity simulator that a lot of the other ships had. It was designed for patrolling and fast assault. It seated 24 in its hull, which could double as a cargo hold, and it seated two in the cockpit.


“Capt’n, there they are. A cruiser of some kind and two support fighters.” said Brody turning her head to get a look at the Captain who was leaning forward to get a better view. The only means of seeing out of the cockpit was a series of special monitors that relayed live video feed from armored cameras on the outside of the ship’s hull.


“Think you can handle it?” asked the Captain holding back a small laugh.


“As sure as I am a woman.” replied Brody as she tilted a lever on the left control panel increasing the ship’s flight speed from its travel setting to combat. The travel setting saved fuel and energy for long distances, while the combat setting gave added speed and agility, but consumed more fuel and energy. All this was done by manual, whereas newer ship designs used hybrid settings and were automated.


“Good, now kill ‘em for me will ya’.” said the Captain leaned back and fastening his seat restraints.


“Rodger.” replied Brody laughing.


We felt the ship vibrate as the engines increased the ship’s speed.


“Who wants to bet that G. I. Jane crashes?” asked Thurston openly, he was a major and in charge of a team of his own. He was known for his jokes and odd optimism in 9/10ths of all situations.


“Oh, shut up Thurston.” said Harper, the second and last major of our squad. She was always quick to remark and quick to put others in their place when they needed it.


A few of us laughed, including me, with that. Then it quieted down as we waited for the inevitable. I suppose we were nervous. We were each highly trained in our fields and have a good deal of experience, but when you’re strapped in a chair in the belly of a ship those skills are meaningless. We couldn’t do anything until those doors in the middle of the ship’s floor flew open and we marched down the ramp.


“Incoming! Brace for multiple impacts!” yelled Brody, the twin fighters escorting the Pirate vessel had broken off their previous path and were heading straight toward the Ryves. Each had fired off a volley of laser fire.


Brody threw the control stick to the left and the Ryves arched that direction, the lightning fast laser hitting the right flank of the ship. The hull shuddered and we were thrown around in our seats. I clutched the sides of the restraints holding me down trying to keep myself from hitting my head on the seats side, not that it would have made a difference with my helmet on.


The fighters flew past us and began to make a turn around for another attack, and Brody twisted the Ryves back to face them. She fired the Ryves main weapons, a set of four laser cannons mounted on the forefront of the ship, where the cockpit was. The cannons were powerful and three of the four shots hit one of the fighters as it finished its turn, it didn’t have a chance. The fighter was knocked off course as a chunk of its hull blew off its front.


“I wish we could hear what was happening to them instead of what was happening to us!” said Lieutenant Morgan. She was still clutching the restraints tightly.


“You got that right! Damn Pirates!” replied Ensign David Cocks. He was a rookie in the squad, but he proved to be a near perfect shot a while back, if only he were the pilot.


“Hey, Capt’n The other fighter just bugged out!” said Brody turning to look and the Captain.


“I saw that. Move in to pursuit.” replied the Captain.


“Rodger!” she said as she kicked the throttle up as far as it would go to catch up with the much faster fighter. The fighter was in route to the Pirate vessel, which was making its way to one of the stations hangers. So close in fact that it was sending out a transport pipe to cut through the hanger’s large door. It was big enough to let the vessel pass through and maybe even a much larger ship if there was enough room inside.


“They’re tryin’ to get in the station Capt’n!” Brody said following the fighter back to the Pirate vessel. “And their working fast I bet!”


“Beat ‘em to the punch! Fire at will!” he commanded.


“Rodger!” Brody replied as she simultaneously fired off multiple volleys from the front cannons. The target wasn’t the fighter, but the main Pirate vessel, which was hit on its broad side several times, every shot being a hit except for a stray shot to the right.


The hanger door of the station slowly opened as the transport pipe retreated back into the vessel, and with the large metal door now opening the vessel made its approach to enter.


“Sergeant.” The Captain said agitated.


“I know dammit!” Brody replied firing off more shots. More of those missed because the vessel was moving mush faster to try to get in the hanger. The bulky ship of several thousand tons finally got into the hanger and the fighter came in shortly after it. “I am going to land in the hanger!”


Sergeant Brody pushed the Ryves as hard as she could to try to beat the now closing door. All she could see was a thinning gap between the door and the floor of the hanger, and big chunk of the Pirate ship’s side, which was slowing opening up. Several cannon turrets popped out of the side and started firing at random. Brody yanked the controls to the left and the Ryves managed to save itself from some severe injuries, but the shots were wild and were going in all possible directions in space.


“I can’t move in like this Sir!” Brody yelled.


“Then find another way in!” the Captain replied. He was gripping the seat’s armrests in frustration. He despised this seat; he couldn’t do anything but watch and yell orders. The door of the hanger closed as the Pirate vessel stopped firing and the fighter made its way safely in.


Sergeant Brody dropped the Ryves speed and followed the station’s hull to another hanger down, which ended up being down a thousand meters or so, and was much smaller. The whole station seemed like a big top, the central cylinder being surrounded by a large ring, which was where we were now.


“Is that fine, Sir?” asked Brody placing her finger on the screen farthest to her right. The video feed showed another part of the station, but it was the hanger door that Brody had flown too.


“Yeah, now get closer to it. We can’t open from in here so put the Ryves’ belly to the door, I’ll pick some volunteers to go out an use the emergency door controls.” The Captain replied. He opened his restraints and pushed himself to the door and the hit the open button.


“Wake up boys and girls I have a volunteer mission planned. Hunt, Gable I wont you to go out there and open the door for us, the Pirates beat us to the punch and are already in. We’ll have to fight it out on the inside form now on.” Yelled the Captain as he floated through the door and caught himself on Harper’s seat restraints. Her seat was the closest to the cockpit door. Beside her to her right were two more seats, with a seat behind her own and the seats beside her, but facing the opposite direction. The same set up was on the opposite side of the ship and at the ships rear past the Ryves’ boarding ramp.


“Some volunteer system Capt’n.” said Thurston sarcastically. He was seated opposite of Harper facing her.


“Gable, sit tight. Thurston you go instead.” said the Captain, not sarcastically.


“Ah come on Capt’n.” Thurston replied raising his seat restraints and standing up to join Hunt who was already up from his seat.


“Idiot.” said Harper.


“To business people. Hunt, Thurston you’re to find the manual door controls on the hanger door. All stations of GF origin have them for emergencies. You’re going to open that door and get in the hanger yourself while Brody lands us. You got it?” said the Capt’n hitting the ramp open button.


“Yes, Sir!” said both Thurston and Hunt. They pushed off with their feet and floated over to the opening ramp door. They could see the station’s hull and the hanger door looming in front of them. Brody had brought the Ryves as close as she could to the hanger door, but not so close as to let the ramp open to far.


“Now get going. The quicker you open that door the quicker we get to the fighting.” said the Captain.


“Yes, Sir.” Said both Thurston and Hunt for the second time. They pushed off and made their floating way down the ramp and to the hanger. They pressed a hidden button on their suit’s belts and the magnets in their boots activated and they set their feet down on the hanger door using it as a make-shift floor.


“Watch the Pirate get up and leave while were tryin’ to get in.” said Thurston as he stepped out and away from the ramp.


“Be serious Thurston.” replied Hunt stepping out and making his footing beside the Major.


“Everyone needs to relax a bit, you take the right and I’ll go left.” said Thurston walking off to the left.


“Yes, Sir.” replied the Lieutenant walking off to his right.


Both spent the next few minutes searching the hanger door and the surrounding hull for the manual door controls that were suppose to be there. The search was in vain for those first few minutes but came their way in the end.


“Major Thurston! I think I found the controls!” said Hunt from his squatting position by a panel on the hull. It was beside the hanger door and was secured by an external lock.


“Good work Hunt!” replied Thurston. He kicked off the hanger door so that he would glide over the door and land a few meters, then he would kick off again. “You hear that Capt’n? We found the controls.”


“Good, now open the door.” replied the Captain.


“Yes, Sir.” said Thurston in response. “You get that panel open?”


Thurston was just reaching the panel that Hunt was examining.


“No, there is this lock in the way. I can’t open it without the combination.” Said Hunt looking up at the standing Thurston.


“The combination? Here it is.” He said raising his machine gun and firing a clean shot to the lock and blowing off the panel. Hunt jumped back in surprise and hit his but on the metal hull sending him up out into space to be caught by the arm by Thurston. “Calm down Lieutenant, it’s just a gun shot.”


“You’re nuts Thurston.” said Hunt setting his feet back on the ground.


“Aren’t I?” replied Thurston laughing. They both squatted down and Thurston pulled open the panel to reveal the controls on the inside. It was a series of levers and buttons, one button for each lever.


“The buttons pressurize the hangers, which we don’t need to do. So we should just need to pull the right lever to open the right door.” said Thurston.


“And which one would that be, there’s four.” asked Hunt.


“The hanger door has a big 014 painted on it, so I’d guess it would be the lever that has a big 014 printed on it.” replied Thurston, he looked up at Hunt with a grin visible through his blue face visor.


“Shut up Major, Sir.” Said Hunt as he reached over to the lever and pulled it. With that the hanger door slowly opened and Thurston and Hunt moved away form the door to make sure they were out of the way of the Ryves as Brody flew it in.


“Doors open, Sir.” said Thurston.


“Good work, now meet us on the outside when we land.” replied the Captain.


Brody moved the Ryves in slow and set her down on the landing pad inside the hanger. With the Ryves landed, and the door open Thurston and Hunt grabbed the edge of the door and threw themselves into the Hanger.

