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Captain Alana
Black studied the fair-haired male waiting in front of the air lock
on S.S. Escape’s bridge. Other than a receding hairline and
a slightly expanded paunch, he looked no different than the last
time she saw him, almost ten years ago.

Of course, she
had seen his likeness in news articles since then, but, she knew
that images were altered, so she never believed the likeness
related to the person. He also had more worry lines across his
forehead than before he married her friend, Kathy Purdy, but that
was probably more to do with being the son-in-law of the President,
then the husband of the President’s daughter.

“Again, I thank
you for rescuing our children.” John Wattle frowned at the two
aliens talking to his children against the back wall of the bridge.
“Not sure how my father-in-law will take to learning we have
neighbours.” He straightened his black uniform. “Children, we need
to go.”

Alana glanced
at Harry and Karen Purdy, saying their goodbyes to Al Jelena and Ti
Philet. Karen hugged Jelena and Harry patted Philet on the
shoulder, before they both turned towards their father.

“I say, father,
I want to go with Captain Black to the Peace Keeper base. It will
be more exciting then waiting on Strike Force.” Harry cast a
quick glance towards Alana.

“Harry, you
have had enough excitement for now.” Alana tried to think of a
polite reason for him to leave. “You can watch the whole attack
plan from the war room with your father.”

Karen smiled at
Alana. “Captain Black, thank you for rescuing us. I am sure our
mother and grandfather will want to thank you as well, as soon as
they hear of our adventure.”

Alana hoped
they refrained from telling their mother of their bad decisions
while in her care. “Hopefully, after Strike Force takes
control of the space station and we sort out the staff at the Peace
Keeper base, we can meet again. Until then, you both need to be
guarded against more kidnap attempts, and the safest place for you
is on Strike Force with your father. At least, until we have
Pung Wi and his employees under lock and key.”

Sam, her
android, entered the bridge. “All secure.” He turned towards Harry.
“Goodbye, Master Harry. And Miss Karen.”

“Goodbye, Sam.”
Harry stepped into the airlock.

Karen again
glanced at the two aliens, patiently waiting on the couch. “We can
meet again, afterwards.” She followed Harry into the airlock. As
her father entered behind her, she waved towards one tiny camera in
the ceiling. “Goodbye, Ship.”

The artificial
intelligence on S.S. Escape answered. “I will report
everything to Strike Force, so you will not miss any action.
As will my friends, Gemma, Floss and Wilma. I calculate our part of
the plan will be routine and successful.”

The airlock
door closed and the outer hatch swung open. Alana heaved a sigh as
they exited Escape. They were now the responsibility of the
waiting guards. “Finally, peace and quiet again. Ship, display the
waiting Bullets around the space station.”

Ship activated
one small section in the bottom right of the overhead monitor on
Escape’s starboard camera following the guards as they
marched the Purdy’s towards the docking bay corridor exit. In the
larger portion of the monitor, Ship displayed the live feed of the
space station direct from Strike Force’s war room. Jelena
and Philet also watched the unfolding battle.

Half Strike
Force’s complement of attack vessels, thirty Bullets, parked in
orbit around the Port Authority space station which orbited the
only colonised planet in the Cygnus system. Lights blinked,
advising all the Bullets had locked their weapons onto the station.
They waited, ready to destroy any vessels fleeing the station.

“Attention,
Port Authority. B.C. Strike Force is taking control of
Cygnus Space Station. Any vessels attempting to leave the space
station will be fired upon. There will be no warnings.”

Alana waited,
while the broadcast repeated through the overhead speakers.

As soon as the
broadcast concluded, Alana received her orders. “Attention, S.S.
Escape. You have clearance to depart.”

Escape,
one of three remaining craft in B.C. Strike Force’s main
docking bay, had been waiting for word from the war room to
undertake their part of the plan to take control of the Peace
Keeper base, before running a sweep for any Pung Wi employees.

So far,
Strike Force’s plan to park in orbit half way between the
space station and the Peace Keeper moonlet base before launching
their attack, seemed to be working. It certainly got the Port
Authority’s attention.

Ship
interrupted Alana’s thoughts. “Captain, I have a message from
Floss.”

The voice of
Floss, the artificial intelligence of Captain Lovell Waldon’s
Bullet, currently parked inside the Peace Keeper base, sounded
excited. “Black Ice, Artic Wolf advises all orders are completed.
Please come in.”

Alana opened
the comm channel to the other two waiting Bullets. “Ethan, did you
copy?”

“Affirmative. I
thought your visitors would never leave.” Captain Ethan Birde
waited in the second Bullet, parked next to Escape.

His artificial
intelligence, Gemma, would remain in contact with the third Bullet,
registered 576, and controlled by an artificial intelligence who
asked to be called Wilma.

“I thought
about pushing them out the airlock.” Alana replied to Ethan’s
comment.

His image
smiled back. “Legless and I are ready. Gemma assures me that Wilma
knows what to do. So, give the word.”

Alana was not
sure how Wilma would react, now both her pilots were locked in the
brig. Still, Wilma did help Alana escape capture above the Altien
planet, and, even though Wilma was an older version to Gemma and
Ship, the brass assured Alana that they could take control of Wilma
from the war room, if it became necessary.

Alana
understood the brass were excited about the experiment to see if
Wilma could make all the correct decisions that were expected from
Ship and Gemma.

“Sam, secure
yourself in engineering. Jelena, secure yourself in the co-pilot
chair. Philet, lock your restraints, please.” Alana cast a last
glance across the control boards before she spoke for the benefit
of Floss, Gemma and Wilma.

“Wilma, Gemma,
Ship, ready? Let’s go.”

* * *

Lt. Commander
Lovell Waldon waited in front of twenty Peace Keeper staff in the
underground docking cavern on the moonlet while Alana exited
Escape.

Alana waved to
Lovell before she turned to help Jelena and Philet descend the
ladder. They both studied the waiting humans. Philet spoke quietly.
Jelena answered. Alana guessed it was not important because Jelena
did not translate or ask any questions. She put their conversation
down to fascination of the technology on show.

She breathed
deeply. The recycled air was fresh with a good oxygen mix, and she
knew if either of the Altien showed signs of distress breathing the
air, there was a large pool in the gym area they could use until
they settled to the changed environment. Still, she would keep an
eye on Philet, just in case.

Tim exited the
second Bullet and released his grip on the railing. He landed with
a thud on the metal floor on his artificial feet. His straightened
up, none the worse for the jarring landing. Ethan used the ladder
to reach the floor. They both hurried across to Alana and the
aliens, and took a guard position to the side and slightly behind
Jelena and Philet.

“Ready,” Ethan
asked in a soft voice.

Alana nodded.
“Keep your eyes open for any unusual behaviour. Commander Johnston
may not be the only one in the PKs working for Wi.” She turned to
Jelena. “We will sort out your problem with the mining operation
eventually, but, first, I need to locate a spy or two.” Alana
herded the two aliens towards Lovell.

She noticed the
staff stiffen to attention. Lovell welcomed them all to the base
using standard protocols. Alana watched Jelena, in case she needed
explanations for any unfamiliar words.

Jelena looked
directly at Lovell. “Thank you for allowing us to visit.”

The staff
relaxed when Jelena spoke. Was her speaking English unexpected?

Lovell ended
his welcoming speech and turned to Alana, Ethan and Tim. “I
completed your instructions. The base is in lockdown. Commander
Johnstone is restricted to his cabin. His aide is waiting to answer
all your questions.”

Alana heard the
sincerity in Lovell’s voice. She relaxed slightly. After noticing
half the waiting staff were female, she answered Lovell. “I do not
believe there are many here working for Wi, but, I am sorry to say,
we have to run facial ID and look at the files of everyone, just so
we can rule them out.”

“I understand.
This group,” he indicated the waiting staff, “I trust. In fact,
they volunteered to be interviewed first. If that is satisfactory
to you?”

When Lovell
glanced at Ethan and Tim, Ethan shrugged his shoulders. “Alana is
running the show. We are only here for support. In fact, after
Ship, Gemma and Wilma, and your Floss gain access to the base, we
are almost redundant.”

Three of the
waiting staff smiled. So did Lovell. “Floss just advised me your
three AIs now have access to our security, so we might let them run
their programs while we get settled in the meeting room.” He held
out his hand, palm up, indicating they could move first.

Alana kept
close to Jelena and Philet, leaving Ethan and Tim to guard against
attack, but, without incident, they reached the grey walled
boardroom, and settled around a table spread with savoury and sweet
nibbles, pots of coffee, fruit juices and water.

Alana ordered
Ship to run the list of problems she encountered when she
approached the base and her decision to hide from the searching
space craft with Tim Lawson. The watching PK staff displayed their
disbelief in their facial expressions, by opening their eyes wide
and staring or by opening their mouths. Tim nodded a few times,
either to confirm one fact or another, or to show the truth of the
images, Alana was not sure.

When the
footage finished and the large meeting room monitor grew dark, Lt.
Commander Lovell Waldon stood. “They could not be official PK
pilots. We need to gather all the wreckage and check codes on the
engines.”

The monitor
cleared to a view of the Strike Force war room. “I assure
you that was undertaken. We have all the information we require.”
Commander John Wattle glanced from side to side.

Alana assumed
the Commander was studying the view of the staff around the table.
She turned to Lovell. “Sit down. We have already confirmed the
identity of the pilots from their DNA. They did not work for the
PKs. However, one body has still not been identified. At this
stage, we believe it to be Chang Ng Wi, but will not confirm that
until the space station is under our control.”

Everyone waited
except for Philet. He sampled a savoury pastry, then discussed it
with Jelena. He took another bite. Jelena also reached for a
savoury pastry. She took a bite, and nodded to Philet.

Alana smiled.
She was glad they found some human food they liked.

Alana left her
alien friends to sample more of the food and turned back to the
monitor. “Commodore Wattle, how long until the station is in your
control?”

The President’s
son-in-law smiled slightly. He understood the reason behind Alana’s
question. At least, she wanted him to appear in total control of
space around the station, the PK base, and the colony down on the
planet.

John Wattle
obliged. “Only one craft was destroyed. The rest understand the
embargo I ordered. The last of the troops are now leaving Strike
Force. They have orders to remove any obstacles as they fight
their way through the station to the Port Authority
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