Chapter One

The rebuilt, terraformed surface of SR-388 showed no life. The ground was dull, brown dirt. Before leaving the airlock, I put on my oxygen tank and mask, then stepped out. The atmosphere was similar of that to the Space Colonies’, only instead of being 75% oxygen and 25% other gasses, it was a 50/50 mix. Possible to breathe, but unhealthy. I looked up at Kraid. Towering at over fifty feet tall, adorned on his backside with five foot spikes, his expression was one of ferocity. The platform-like spikes on his front were extended to their full length, before they would fly out. Dirk Morton, a six foot seven, chubby, dark skinned man with arms thicker than an average person’s head, came out, with a comparatively tiny oxygen tank. He was carrying a machine gun that, judging by the size, was mounted on a space fighter. He checked the laser power source, then fired off a blast. The pale red energy streaked off towards some nearby mountains. Next, came “Data”. his parents were killed when he was very young, and was raised as an experiment for most of his life. No one knows his name, but, being in a lab his whole life, everyone calls him Data. He, unlike Dirk, was short, thin, and had thin arms. He was also rather pale, and had a slant to his eyes, like he was Chinese, or Japanese, according to the people that live on Earth. He had specially formulated his air tank, with a special mix of gasses. I still, to this day don’t know why. Finally, escorted by two average grunts, came C.J. “Fire in the Hole” Nitrous, or “Fires” for short. Dirk appeared impatient.


“Finally!” he said, sounding excited, “Let’s go kick some Metroid ass!”

I looked at my group. Staring at me with inhuman patience, they appeared slightly bored. I screeched then made a “Follow me” motion with my hand, and set off towards the nearest cave. Is wasn’t long before Dirk and his crew caught up to us.


“What’s the hold up, sir?” Data asked me, nervously. I stared at the blue half oval. It was something I had heard of, but never encountered.


“A Bubble Door.” I answered, trying to make him feel lower that me. 


“Bubble door, eh?” Dirk chimed in, “Well, this otta open it up!” he aimed his gun and fired. The blast of energy hit the door, which opened with a whoosh sound. The cave surprised me. I expected it to be pitch black. Instead, it was illuminated by a dull green glow. Then, when I realized why it was lit, I cursed my earlier suspicions.


“S-sir, l-lets get outta here!” one of the privates almost shouted.


“Shut up!” Dirk looked around “Damn! That’s a lotta Metroids. LET’S KICK SOME ASS!” he shouted, opening fire. The lasers ripped through the ranks of the Metroids like a heated knife through soft butter. Data drew his weapon, a revolver-like pistol with a small bayonet attached, shot a few lasers, then went to reload. The two privates withdrew laser rifles, and began firing at random. One of the Platinums jumped closer to the enemy, while the other was popping their cytoplasm with their regenerative sharp forearms. Ridley seemed glad to kill them, melting some and slashing others. Kraid just launched spike after spike, deflating the Jellyfish-like parasites. I drew my sword, a four and a half foot curved black blade, and slashed at a nearby Metroid. After a few moments, I wondered: Where is Nitrous? I got my answer with a gruff “Fire in the Hole!” and a loud explosion, followed by a lot of  ftt-s. the glow suddenly vanished, and very few Metroids remained, which promptly fled. One, however, remained.  He charged at me, but was promptly impaled. His inertia, however, kept him going, and one of his pincers stuck in my leg.


“Arrgh!” I growled. Data immediately came over, and filled a small capsule with the blood that was oozing out. He did a couple tests, adding some powder, shaking the canister, and gasped after about three seconds. I looked at him and almost gasped too. My blood was blue! He then put a tourniquet around my right leg, and didn’t explain to anyone what happened until after I was back on my feet, and my wound bandaged.


“Hey! What the hell was that for! You delayed us about five damn minutes!” Dirk was furious.


“B-b-but sir! He’s infected with a very deadly toxin! Had I not done what I did as soon as I did, he would have died!”


“Well, you didn’t have to do it all without saying a damn word to anyone!”   


“Alright!” I screamed “If you two can’t stop that damn argument, we might as well go home. Because if we can’t cooperate…” I trailed off. 


“Alright you heard the damn Space Pirate MOVE!” Dirk commanded. His group marched forward into the impenetrable gloom, my group not far behind.
