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“Luna-13, this is Control.”


The voice crackled in the headsets of the four cosmonauts strapped into the descent module. Major Viktor Orlov glanced at the faces around him, each one lit by the glow of their helmet displays. His team. His responsibility.


“Luna-13, do you copy?”


Viktor pressed the comm button. “Control, this is Luna-13. We copy. Preparing for final descent.”


There was a pause, then the voice returned, tense, expectant. “Confirmed, Luna-13. Proceed as planned. Good luck, comrades.”


The module shuddered as the descent thrusters fired. Through the tiny porthole, the barren surface of the Moon grew closer. Viktor felt his pulse quicken. They’d trained for years for this. To be the first Soviet team to establish a base on the Moon. A beacon of their nation’s strength and vision. And there was more. Something unsanctioned, something personal.


Viktor looked over at Sergei Kuznetsov, his second-in-command. Sergei gave a curt nod, his eyes flicking briefly to the hidden compartment beneath his seat. Viktor’s jaw tightened.


“Engage landing gear,” he ordered.


“Landing gear engaged,” reported Irina Petrova, the engineer. Her voice was steady, but Viktor could see the tension in her eyes. She’d been the most nervous about the plan. Irina believed in protocol, in order. But she’d agreed, in the end.


They all had.


“Altitude?” Viktor asked.


“Five hundred meters,” said Alexei Volkov, the navigator. He had the best eyes in the program, able to read a map or a star chart in seconds. “Four hundred. Three hundred.”


“Adjusting pitch,” Irina called out. The module tilted ever so slightly. A slight bump, then a long silence. Viktor held his breath.


“Two hundred meters,” Alexei continued, his voice calm. “One hundred. Seventy-five.”


Viktor’s hand tightened on the controls. “Prepare for contact.”


The module jolted as it touched down, then settled. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Irina let out a long breath.


“We did it,” she whispered.


“We’re on the Moon,” Sergei said, his voice tinged with awe. “We’re actually on the Moon.”


Viktor felt a surge of pride, but he kept his voice level. “Luna-13 to Control. We have landed. Commencing survey.”


“Confirmed, Luna-13.” The voice from Control was flat, businesslike. “Proceed with the mission.”


Viktor glanced at his team. “All right, everyone knows their roles. Irina, Alexei, you’re with me. Sergei, monitor the systems.”


Sergei nodded, though his eyes lingered on the compartment again. “Yes, sir.”


Viktor unclipped his harness and pushed himself toward the hatch. His movements were slow, precise. No room for error. “Let’s go.”


One by one, they descended the ladder, their boots crunching into the gray dust. Viktor felt the familiar weightlessness, the odd resistance underfoot. He took a moment, looking around, taking it all in. The endless gray plains, the black sky, the Earth hanging like a jewel in the distance.


He keyed his mic. “Team, status.”


“Ready, sir,” Alexei said, checking his instruments.


“All systems nominal,” Irina added.


“Sergei?”


“Monitoring from































































































































