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TRINITY 
By Suzanne Jones

Chapter I

“Do as your will tells you.”
 Those were the words spoken when the Solar Planets aligned at the turn of the Millenium.  Her will was to end all wars, to protect her people.  So, she fought the power of the Imperial Master, the power of Evil and in defeating that she herself was physically destroyed.  Hers was to be left spending eternity keeping his evil spirit at bay, protecting the Universe and ensuring the promise of Peace. The choice to live a mortal life with the ones that she loved and cherished was taken away.
It was her destiny, her purpose, to spread the inner love and peace that was in her heart for the good of all life forms of the Universe to enjoy.  All war and conflict would end; balance and harmony would be restored.  All that she wanted and loved for herself was of no consequence.
The prophesy had failed.  Her ultimate sacrifice had been for nothing.  Twice now she had tried to help her friends and her people when again, the Imperial Master had attempted to resurface.  Finally, he had risen again.
Now, she truly understood.  The Universe had indeed allowed an evil such as the Imperial Master and his Imperial Alliance to thrive and endure, and while it did, peace would never be.
The Imperial Master had now escaped the Plain that had held his spirit and was once more a threat to all things good.
Lamia Pizareez stood before her elders in the Ethereal Plain and begged to go back to fight again.  She needed to become her mortal self once more.  
Lamia had reached out to help her friends on what was called Gelma II, she had seen for herself that the Imperial Master’s hold over its people had weakened.  She arrived there in her spirit form to protect her friends, to help them in the fight.  She knew that at the graveside of her beloved Dr Benn Robinson; her friends had promised to destroy the Imperial Alliance on their own home world.  The answer, to end this war finally, was on Gelma II.  Lamia knew that her friends still need her, needed her power, to save them and end the evil reign of the Imperial Master, for the good of all.
Lamia turned to her Elders, to make her plea.
“Please.  I beg of you.  Send me back to that planet, I will find out it’s secret and rescue my friends.  I know they are there; I can feel it.  If I can find them, we can find a way back to Earth and end all this destruction and hatred.” 
The Ethereal Plain encircled Lamia in light, it was like being back on The Sailing Ship the Skull, a few years earlier.  She opened her eyes and she could feel her body again and that she felt whole.  However, she felt weaker than she was, the reality of becoming mortal again was overwhelming.
“Lamia!”  It was Halley, standing before her, he too had become whole again.
“Halley!!” she replied.
“Lamia, your powers as F-01 are of no more.  You are once again your mortal self and have aged as such.  Your memories are all intact and we have returned to you your pendant.  We will grant you 5 years. If you have not returned to us by then, you will spend the rest of your life as a mortal.  You will live and die as one.”  Halley stood at her shoulder.  “But that will destroy us, you must return to us for balance to be restored.”
“Halley.  I do understand, I do!   I am sorry, but I must go.  I must go back, I must find them and end this conflict, for the last time.”  Lamia turned and faced him. “Please, Halley!  I promise, I will return as it is my duty!”
“I know you must go, so go in peace,” said Halley.  “Our Royal Family will always be with you, as will I.”   Halley raised his sword, and he slowly faded away.

Chapter II

Gelma II was in the grip of a massive storm.  High winds were sending sand and dust high into the air making vision and movement difficult.  It was dark and cold, but it didn’t stop two figures battling ahead in the maelstrom.  They were very curious as what they had found half buried in the hills.  The two small termoids crept carefully along with their torches swinging frantically in the wind.  They came to what looked like a large red mechanical foot.  Several yards away to the left, they spotted another, smouldered and burnt from fires that had long died down.  The smaller of the two termoids took out a pad from amongst his wrappings and began to scan and catalogue his findings.  He was quite excited when he realised what had been found.  All these parts must have fitted together to make a giant of some sorts.  A big red giant!
They both looked at one another.
“We must report this find!!”
“Yes, Report!! Report!!”
They turned back to return to their transport when a cloaked figure approached from behind.  A gentle, kind voice called out to them.
“Hello!  Do not be frightened, I mean you no harm.  I need your help.  Please, I have come to look for my friends.”
“Who are friends…where did you come from…where did they come from!” The elder termoid was intrigued.  “Did they...did they come from…that…that monster?”
“Yes!” replied Lamia.  “They came from Earth to try and stop the evil that resonates here.  That evil has escaped, and I need to take it back.  I need my friends to help.”  Lamia bowed her head.  “Please, help me?”
“You must wait here.  We will bring our Elders.”
“Bring our Elders!” the other echoed.
“Shelter here, we will return.”
“Yes, return, return.”
“Thank you!”  Lamia bowed in gratitude and watched them walk away.  She raised her hood back over her head and made her way to the wreckage of Dai-X.  She was shocked to see Braincom almost cut in half but was relieved to see a compartment to the side still intact.  She was getting very weak as she was not wearing an environmental suit, but she found some spares and climbed into one before she passed out.  Under the damaged docking chair, she found some medical supplies.  Lamia busied herself gathering as much as she could out of the wreckage and made a little camp so she could shelter from the storm whilst she waited for the termoids to return.
She settled herself down, willing herself to sleep but was thinking about Shiro and what he, and his brave brothers in arms, had gone through for the Dai-X to be so savagely beaten.
“Oh Shiro, I hope you are all alright.  We will be together again, soon.  I know it!” she thought as she curled herself into a ball and tried to rest.

Chapter III

The Gelman city of T’Rakina was two miles north and two thousand meters lower than the old Temple of the Ancients.  At the foot of the mountain was a large sort of lake.  It was an industrial city with a large mine that was harvesting the minerals and raw materials of Gelma II.  Termoids were busying themselves with their chores, repeating to themselves their instructions.  The two young termoids strode through the crowds and made their way up a large set of stone stairs that led to a large courthouse type building.
“We request to see The Minister!” said the elder termoid to a Guard. The smaller termoid looked penitent and hid behind his companion.
“We have found the remains of the Metal Giant…and…a human.”
“Wait here,” said the guard. The two termoids looked around them, they were unnoticed by the citizens rushing about around them.  A few minutes later he returned.  “Follow me!” the guard instructed.
They were led into an inner chamber where three large chairs we mounted on a dais.
“Come Closer!” demanded a humanoid draped in a red cloak.  “I am the Minister of T’Rakina.  Tell me what you have found.”  The two termoids spoke of their earlier finds.
“And…the Human…is there waiting for you?” the Minister enquired.
“Yes, yes!” they both replied in unison.
Turning to his companions the Minister said “Arrange a transport.  Take the wreckage to the plant on the far side and keep it hidden.  Bring the Human to me, here.  Keep it quiet, do not attract attention.” 
He turned back to the guard.  “Bring me one of our guests…the tall one…he can accompany the transport.  He may finally be of some help to us.”
“Yes, Minister.”  The guard moved away.
Turning to the young termoids the Minister said “You have both done well, bringing this to my attention.  Keep what has happened today to yourselves.  Do not speak of this to any other.  Go now, go to the main building and be fed.”
“We thank you, Minister.”
“We thank you for your service today.” replied the Minister.
The termoids turned and were escorted out.
The Minister turned to his two companions.
“We all witnessed the battle after the destruction of The Temple of the Ancients.” he said.  The others nodded to each other.
“We watched the humans fall from the mountain, they fell into the lake, and we found them.  Now another human has come.  Could these humans be the liberators that were promised?”
“We cannot speak of this…it is forbidden!”
“Do not be frightened, our freedom is within our grasp…if we can get our…guests…to cooperate.  Look, here comes the tall one now.”
The Minster looked at the approaching figure.
“Welcome.  How are your injuries?  You look like you are recovering well.  I trust you feel that you have been looked after?”
Barry Hercules approached the dais, looking around the room as he walked.  He was dressed in a comfortable white two-piece suit and a grey cloak.
“Feelin’ better than I was when I first woke up here. Hey, you wanna tell me what you want with us?”  
“You will be pleased to know that your…vehicle…has been found.  Or, rather, what is left of it.  We are going to send a salvage team to collect it and take it to our plant.  I would like to suggest that you go along with them.”
“What are you saying?  Are telling me that you have found Dai-X?” Barry asked.
“If that is what it is called, then yes.”
“Hell, yes I want to go along!!”  Hercules looked up at the three of them.
“Please…I don’t understand.  You saved us, you helped with our recovery.  We expected to be prisoners here but your treatment of us has been, well, humane?  Want to tell me why?”
“All will be revealed, when the time is right. Go. Now.”
The Minister turned to his two companions.  Barry was then led away by two more guards and taken to a heavily armoured vehicle, stationed adjacent to the hall.  He glanced behind him as he boarded.

Chapter IV

Commander Makara stood on the top deck of the Bloody Mary.  She scanned the stars around her.  The Imperial Alliance as she knew it was in total disarray.  Infighting was rife and their power over worlds was growing weaker.  As she stood mithering over her plans to take power, another rose up on the bridge to meet her.
“Commander Makara!” she stated proudly.  “I am Captain Ga’Maar.  I am here to serve you by your Devine Guidance!”
“I did not see you come aboard my ship.  Who sent you?” she glowered.
“Commander, you have friends that are willing to fight by your side.  I too want to see the Alliance as it once was.  Give me this chance to serve you and our Glorious Imperial Master.  I believe that he is here, amongst us.”
“Ha, Captain Ga’maar.  We shall soon learn where your loyalties lie.  Set course.  Gelma II.  I want to reinforce my Bloody Mary with soldiers and a Drone Fleet.  Then I will attack the Solar System, and victory will finally be ours!”
“Ha ha, Victory.  Yes!” replied Captain Ga’maar.
“I will return to them in my captured Delta Z.  Their own invention will be their doom.  Ha ha haa!” she bellowed.  “Hyperspeed, Gelma II, take me to the facility on the far side of the Planet.”
“I am coming for you, Planet Earth!” she whispered.
Ga’Maar bowed to her Commander and took the helm of the Bloody Mary with Makara overlooking her with her sword in her clawed hand and an evil look in her three glowing red eyes.

Chapter V

The transport slowed down as it approached a hooded figure waiting at the co-ordinates the smaller termoids had advised.  It circled the camp then touched down, avoiding boxes of equipment that had been gathered.  The figure stood up once the craft’s engines where cut and started taking down the makeshift camp.  Two termoids approached.
“We have been sent to help you!” they stated.
“Thank you,” said Lamia bowing her head.  “I am now most eager to find my friends.  I have gathered what supplies I could from their ships.  Most of it was damaged in the wreckage.  I am hoping it will be enough.  Now, please, if you know where they are, please take me to them?”
At that moment, Barry Hercules stepped out from the transport, suited up.  He slowly scanned the scene around him.
“I can’t believe we even managed to walk out of this!” he said to himself.  He saw a figure walk towards him from the corner of his eye, and he swung round and raised his sidearm.
“Please, don’t shoot!” cried Lamia, her arms held high.
“Oh my God…Lamia!!” whispered Hercules.  “Is that you?  Is that really you?”
“Barry Hercules!” she said dropping her head and taking off her hood.  She was wearing one of Shiro’s spare suits.  She smiled warmly at him and approached him slowly.
“I don’t…believe it.”  He fell to one knee, head bowed.
“Oh Hercules!!  Please stand up.  I am just Lamia, not F-01.  I have come back to help.”
 She rushed forward and they embraced like the best of friends.
“I have so much to tell you.  I am so glad to see you again, Hercules.”
“My pretty Goddess, we have missed you so much.  I fear, though, that we may need you again!!”
“I know, but I don’t have the power of F-01 anymore, but together we can work out a plan.”
“That sounds kinda good,” said Barry.  He stood back a little, taking Lamia in, still not sure he could believe what he was seeing.
“Hercules?” whispered Lamia.
“Yes?” he replied.  He knew what was coming.
“Is Shiro…is he…and Lee?  Are they still here?  I need to know.” She looked straight into Barry’s eyes.
“Yes, they are here.  John Lee took the worst of it, but he is getting stronger as time passes.  Shiro has a broken left arm and a few ribs, but he is doing well.”  He took Lamia’s arm, and they sat together on a rock.
“We just don’t understand why they have looked after us.  After all, they were our enemies.  We fought Makara again and this time we lost. We had nowhere to go at the end of the fight, we were given a choice.  Sacrifice Lee or die. We were forced to the edge of a cliff.  I think Shiro must have had an inclination that we could survive that fall.  We grabbed John Lee’s unconscious body and well, we just jumped.”  Hercules closed his eyes.  
Lamia reached for his hand.
“It’s all a bit of a blur, really.  We were all wearing our suits, which was a given.  At least we could breathe underwater.  I was kinda lucky, I fell feet first and that cushioned my fall.  Shiro had a firm grip on Lee, and the impact knocked them both together.  Lee was a dead weight during the fall, Shiro was supporting him and he hit the surface hard, with Lee on top of him.  I can’t remember much after that.”
“Oh Hercules,” said Lamia.  She stroked his arm as he carried on talking.
“They dragged us out, we were nearly dead, they dragged us all out of that lake.  I was fading in and out, I saw them drag Shiro inside a transport with Lee.  I remember waking, being warm and I looked across and could see they were working on Shiro and Lee.  They had equipment, I don’t know how or where it came from, it is as if they were prepared for us.  Like they knew we were coming here.”
Barry looked up and could see the termoids using cranes to recover the wreckage of Dai-X and loading it onto the transport.
“The Elders of this Planet are humanoids.  Then the population are mostly termoids.  But it’s like nothing we have encountered before.  It’s almost as if they have…souls.”
“Yes, I understand,” agreed Lamia.  “I can almost feel that, if I try hard enough.” 
They both looked up as a termoid approached them. 
“The loading is complete; it is time to return.  We have got what we have come for.”
Hercules helped Lamia to her feet, and they followed the termoid back to the transport.

Chapter VI

The Minister of T’Rakina returned to his seat and faced his fellow companion to his left.
“I have just received word.  The Dai-X machine has been recovered and is now on the way to the construction plant.  The salvage teams are returning with the male and a new female.  Doctor, I need an update on the condition of the other two guests.”
He then addressed his companion to his right.
“Chieftain, I need a plan on how to rebuild this Dai-X machine.  If it is what I think it is, what we saw fighting, we can use it to our advantage.  With the help of the humans.  It is their weapon; they know how to use it.  They will use it…for us.”
“By your Guidance” they both replied.
The Doctor got up from her seat and made her way out of the chamber and headed towards an Infirmary block.  Once inside, she looked upon the lines of beds, laid in rows, full of sick termoids.  They were being tended to by others of their kind.  The Doctor took stock for a moment and gave a medic a nod as she walked by.  She then made her way to the far end, towards the Military Ward, which was flanked by two termoid soldiers.  They bowed and moved aside as the Doctor waived her hand over a panel.  The door opened.  Two beds were positioned side by side.  One was empty, the other had a patient sitting up, attached to a drip with a defiant look on his face.
“Where have you taken Barry?” he asked.
“You have no reason to be alarmed.  Your ships have been found, and he has been sent out to salvage them.  He will be returning shortly, you will see.  I am glad to see that you are awake.  Your broken arm is healing well along with your ribs.  We are sorry about that.  Please rest.  Now, may I confirm, you are Captain Shiro Hagen.  Am I correct?”
Shiro looked across to a Med-bed that was closed, the display on top had a steady reading running across the panel.
“How is my friend.  Will he be alright?” he asked quietly.
“He had sustained severe injuries, so we have kept him asleep.  His, er, portly stature has made it challenging for us to treat him, but he is recovering well.  We are hoping to wake him soon.  Now…Captain Hagen I presume”.
“You presume correctly.”
“We have studied your environmental suits.  The information we gathered from them helped us to replicate your life support.  You will be able to walk around this facility without them, we are perfectly safe in this atmosphere of yours.  However, the oxygen is very thin outside, and you will not last more than ten minutes without a suit.  You were lucky to have been wearing them when you fell into our lake.  You were all severely damaged, but you are still with us.”
“Look.  I thank you for your kindness.  You have saved our lives.  But…we need to get back home…to Earth.”
“We know, we understand.  We also understand that you want to destroy the Imperial Alliance.”
Shiro looked down at his hands, then ran his fingers through his hair.  He had left his helmet back on X-Bomber.
“Yes!” he answered quietly.
“Then we are on the same track, Shiro Hagen!”  The doctor stared at Shiro intently.
Shiro looked up.  “What??”

Chapter VII

On Moonbase, Professor Saburo Hagen sat opposite Commander Crow.  The two men sat patiently in front of the main video panel.
“Incoming link from Star Fleet Command.” piped PPA.
“On screen.” said Crow.
“Gentlemen!” said General Kyle.  Crow saluted his superior.
“Are all repairs to X-Bomber completed?” he asked.
“Yes Sir,” replied the Commander.
“Professor Hagen.  We fully understand the need to return to Gelma II to try and find your son.  Going there in the first place was at an exceedingly high cost, the loss of our new X-Fighter wing and their pilots, plus our three Champions of Star Fleet.  I am taking another significant risk by sending X-Bomber back.  And what of your future project?”
“I will work on my research project En Route to Gelma II, General.  It is well into development and with EDF approval we can start the build in six Earth Months.”  Hagen replied.
“Very well.  We have loaded X-Bomber with the best medical facilities we can.  God be with you.  Over to you Commander Crow.”  The General rang off, and the screen went blank.
“Professor.  You have X-Bomber at your disposal.  You have your six months.  By that time, we expect your return, with or without your son.  However, this is not under EDF or Star Fleet jurisdiction.  You will not have an X-Fighter fleet.  If you do recover our pilots, X-Bomber will then be back under Star Fleet command.  You designed the X-Project, you do not own it.  Do you understand, Professor?”
“Yes.  Yes, my friend, I do.  Thank you.” The two men stood and shook hands.
“Godspeed, Professor Hagen,” said Crow.
“PPA, let’s go find my son.” PPA buzzed up from behind and followed the professor out of the briefing room.

Back on the bridge of X-Bomber, Saburo settled into his seat and sighed.
“PPA, status report,” he asked.  “Full systems check.”
“All systems are under my control Professor, do not worry.”
“OK.  Moonbase?  Open Launch Doors now.  X-Bomber is ready to take off!”
The giant ship lifted off her cradle and departed Moonbase slowly and gracefully.  Then the bridge doors opened.  A young Space Pilot entered the flight deck.
“Emma Steel??  What the hell are you doing here?” cried Professor Hagen.  “Are you completely mad?”
“I have come to help.  I want the boys back as much as you do.  I figured you could use an extra pair of hands.”
“Emma, you are uncontrollable.  You know that?  You will be up for a court martial.  You are an impulsive pain in the arse.  But an excellent Space Pilot!” he said.
“You can blame my trainer for that!” she smiled.  “Let’s go bring them home.  Court Martials can wait; they can’t!”  She sat in Shiro’s pilot seat, then looked over to the Professor. 
Hagen glared back at her, then shook his head.  “Set course, PPA.  Thalian Zone, Hyperspeed”.
“It shall be done!” cried PPA. 

Chapter VIII

The transport arrived back at the Main Council building and pulled into a large hanger.
“You can keep you suits on until we pressurise the atmosphere for you.  We can survive in your atmosphere!”
The Doctor had come onboard the transport to greet the human passengers.
“I have brought you some comfortable clothing for you to change into, F-01.”
She handed Lamia clothing like what Hercules was wearing. They were warm and comfortable but not particularly feminine.
“If you would come with me.”  The Doctor was female and was wearing a blue cloak hiding her humanoid form.  “I will take you to the infirmary now.  You will be served refreshment then we will talk.”
They were both led back through the corridors to the main set of doors.  Lamia and Hercules were led through.  Shiro had his back to them as they walked in.  He was standing over Lee’s Med-bed, monitoring his vitals as it had been set to wake him from his coma.  He turned around…and his mouth fell wide open.
“Lamia!!” he whispered.
“Shiro!” replied Lamia quietly.  
He walked over to her, pulling his drip along with him.  He could not look her in the eye, the thought of her not being real was too much.
“Shiro.  It’s me.  Look at me, Shiro”.  She reached up and touched his face.  With her other hand she touched his hair.  Their eyes locked and they fell in each other’s arms.  Shiro kissed the top of her head and as Hercules had done, fell to his knees.
“Shiro, please!”  She fell to hers and held him.
“I have come back.  I’m here to help you and I cannot be who I am without you.  I need you. All of you.  You are my strength, my power. Shiro…please…”
“Oh Lamia.  Oh God!  I can’t…I can’t do this again.  I can’t lose you all over again.”
 Hercules walked over to him.
“Pal, I know how you feel” he said gently.   Now he fully understood the love they all shared for each other.
“Lamia has come back to you, to us.  Remember our promise on Callinean.  It all has something to do with us being here…together...here on Gelma II.”
Hercules then walked over to John Lee’s Med-bed.  “Come on pal, wake up.  You’re missing one hell of a reunion.”
He looked back at Lamia and Shiro, still locked in an embrace.  Hercules smiled, the first smile for a long, long time.

Chapter IX

The Minister summoned the Doctor and the Chieftain.
“Have fruit and juices prepared for us, and we will meet with the Earth People and lay down our case to them”.
“As you wish, Minister”.  The Gelmans went about their task.
Twenty minutes later, they were gathered in the Main Hall.
“It’s just like the good ‘ol days.” whispered Hercules.
“Yeah…tell me about it!” Shiro agreed.  He rubbed his hand where his line had been and his arm was now tightly bandaged.
Lamia smiled at her friends.  “Let’s listen to what they have to say”.
A door opened and a termoid wheeled in a chair in which a very pale John Lee sat.
“It’s a darn miracle!” cried Hercules.  “The smell of food and the Lee awakens.”  
Shiro and Hercules both walked over to their comrade and friend and they each hugged him warmly.
“Am I glad to see you two,” laughed Lee.  “Wait…what?  Lamia? Am I dreaming?”
“No Lee, it’s really me” smiled Lamia.  She too walked over to him and she kissed his head.
“Gee Lamia,” he blushed “Don’t put me off my snacks.”
“Same old Lee!”  Shiro laughed.
“Earthlings” said the Minister, slightly breaking the revelry.  “I have called you all here today to make our plea to you on behalf of the Gelma Race”.
The room went silent.
“We were a peaceful and prosperous insectoid race.  We lived, and died, as a colony, we have hives in which a male and female reproduce by laying eggs.  We live to serve our communities.  The Imperial Alliance have changed all that.  They enslaved our race throughout the Thalian Zone and turned us into their Soldier Force.  That was until the turn of your Millenium.  They had our whole Planet under some sort of mind control force field.  That force field has collapsed, and we have managed to slowly gain back control.
“That Darn Alliance!” growled Hercules.
“I can’t believe they can collectively brainwash an entire species!” said Shiro shaking his head.  “It’s just incomprehensible.”
“It’s so evil.” whispered Lamia.
“Believe it,” said the Minister.  “I am trying to take control of the situation by being a Political Head, my doctor here of Health and my Chieftain of Security.  This Trinity of Governance must help us to rebuild our society and way of life.  But…we are dying.”
“Dying?” asked Shiro.
“Yes.  The breakdown of the forcefield has also had a physical effect on our people.  The DNA of our young is being re-written, and their bodies are breaking down.  They are just dying, and we cannot stop it.  Our infirmaries cannot cope, and we need your help.”
“If only we could get a signal back to Star Fleet Command,” said Lee.  “We can alert Moonbase, X-Bomber can bring out medical equipment, scanners, Med-beds – we can work this out.”
“I do have an idea!” said Shiro.  “Have you still got the suit I was wearing when you found us?” 
“We had to cut you out to revive you” said the Doctor, “However we do have your belt.”
“That’s exactly what I need!” said Shiro.
“What’s up your sleeve, Shiro?” asked Barry.
“Your old pal, PPA!” smiled Shiro back at him.
“That bucket of bolts?”
“Only a bolt,” replied Shiro. “ID1!”
“Oh, you clever bastard,” laughed Hercules.  Shiro laughed back and punched his pal lightly.
“What have I missed?” asked Lee.
“Lee, I need you to work your technical magic!” Shiro said.  “See if you can get it to send a signal to Earth, Moonbase, Pluto, X-Bomber, I don’t care!!”.
“Ooh!! Ok, leave it to me.”
“There is something else.  I will pass you over to my Chieftain,” said the Minister.
“Commander Makara has her new ship the Bloody Mary.  On board is your modified Delta Z machine!” stated the Chieftain.
“Go on!” urged Shiro.
“On board the Mary is her new Captain, named Ga’Maar.  She is a native of this colony.  She is, what you would call, a mole.  Her symbiont that she wears is false.  It is not real; it is prosthetic, and through it she can receive any communication we send her.  The Bloody Mary is on its way here.  Makara expects to be reinforced when she arrives.  For the far side of Gelma II is their factory.  It is where their slaves used to build and man their fleet.  It is also where we have secretly taken your Dai-X.”
“So, you are saying the people of Gelma II can help us destroy the Alliance?” asked Shiro. “Compromise their fleet?”
“Production has slowed down.  The Imperial Master has not got the power he once had.  He knows something is wrong and Makara is on her way.  We must be as ready for them as we can be”.
“Right.  What are we waiting for?”  Shiro stood up.  “Come on, fellas, let’s get Dai-X back to fighting and let’s finish this.”
Lee rolled his eyes. “It that easy, isn’t it.  Here we go again”.
“Yeah Shiro,” said Hercules.  “I want this done too.  I want to get home and crack a beer”.

Chapter X

“Captain Ga’maar!” shouted Makara.  “Distance to Gelma II!” she demanded.
“5000 millitons, Commander” replied Ga’Maar.  “It’s not too long now.  I have made a requisition report ahead of our arrival to the Depot Outpost.  I will also need to take the Delta Z for a test, so I know that it meets your specific requirements”.
“No, Captain.  Delta Z is mine and mine alone!” she glowered at her subordinate.
“Commander, is that wise?  What if you are incapacitated? I will need to defend you.”
“Hmmm…I shall see.  Now, get me to Gelma II.  I want to see the rotting corpse of that red terror that I slaughtered no so long ago”.

Back on-board X-Bomber, PPA shot up, startled.
“Professor.  An ID1 unit has been activated.  That unit was designated to Captain Hagen!”
“PPA, is there a message?” asked Professor Hagen.
“It is faint and repeating…DNA Sequencer Onboard…Medical Supplies…Trinity…Trinity…then the message repeats.”
“Trinity?  What does that mean?  Is it a religious message, or does it mean our boys?” mused the Professor.
“Professor, I have an idea” said PPA.  “We need to go faster.  This is experimental but also plausible.  I want to focus a beam from X-Bomber’s wing tips into a point which could theoretically open a wormhole.  I can plot a direct course to Gelma II.  This is based on data I have collected when working with the Sargasso gravity wells.”
“Let’s go for it.  Go and wake Emma up from her rest, things could get a bit bumpy!”
“Right away, professor.” replied PPA, buzzing for the door.

Chapter XI

The Doctor walked the Military Ward with Lamia.
“Every day it is getting worse.  We feed our young with the fruits of this world, more than enough to sustain us, but we cannot slow down the degradation.  The death rate is now at 85%.
“If you let me care for them, I am sure we can produce a cure a soon as our ship arrives.  When it arrives.”  Lamia looked down out at a patient.
“You poor soul, we’ll soon have you better!” she whispered.  “Please, have some trust in me, I will try my best to help, I promise.”
“Thank you,” said the Doctor.  “I just hope that you are not too late.”  She pulled Lamia aside.
“When Makara arrives here, and she will, she must not see this facility.  And she must not know that you are here.”
“I totally understand.  We will keep out of sight until the time is right.”  Lamia paused over the ill young termoid and stroked its arm.  “Help will come, I swear to you!” she whispered.
The Minister approached with the Chieftain.  “We are leaving now for the main facility on the far side of the planet.  Please ensure that your ship lands near this building so we can have it hidden.  We will call you when we are ready to make our stand”.
“Lamia, stay safe!” said Hercules, walking in behind the Elders.
“Come on, lets suit up and get this job done.” said Shiro, passing Hercules his helmet.  Hercules had stepped into his suit already.  “Turn round,” instructed Shiro, checking him over.  Shiro stepped into his and Hercules did the same.
“All set, Shiro.  Come on John Lee,” cried Hercules.
“Hey, remember when you said I looked like a balloon?” John Lee laughed. “This suit is a little on the big side now!”
“Bread sticks all round when the Bomber gets here then, pal,” laughed Hercules, as he checked over Lee’s suit.
“Cut it out and come on!” bossed Shiro.
“Sorry Captain, I am still a bit slow, you know,” said John.
“Where’s PPA when I need him.  I want to kick him, so bad!”  Hercules followed John Lee out of the room.
Shiro glanced over his shoulder and looked at Lamia.  She smiled and gave him a small thumbs up.  He mirrored her gesture then turned and joined his brothers.

The journey in the transport was a bumpy one.  It was a small shuttle type craft which was quite cramped.  They landed on a pad a few hundred metres away from the complex.
“We have 10 hours of breathable air, then we need to be on our way back.  Check pressure gauges and set timers for 9hrs 30.  Then we rendezvous back here.”  Shiro patted Hercules and Lee then made his way to the shuttle cockpit.
“Chieftain, please lead the way!”
The Chieftain led them to a hangar door which opened to his touch.  A termoid supervisor of sorts approached.
“Chieftain, I have your report,” he rasped.
“Go Ahead!”
“Production is down to 15%.  Our workforce has become weak; some are barely functioning as they are no longer under mind control.  We are looking after them the best we can.”
“Makara will not be happy!” the Chieftain stated.
“She will be even less happy when she sees this…” the supervisor replied.
He pointed to another hangar door to the left.
The Chieftain again touched the lock, and the door opened.
“Well…would you look at that!” whistled Hercules.
Dai-X was being held together by gantries and scaffolding but was almost whole.  Black welding ran from Braincom to the base of Mainbody.  Legtrax was still being assembled.
“We are hoping you still have an adequate power source?” asked the Chieftain.  Hercules reached into a pouch on his belt.
“Yessir.  I’m packing the good stuff!”  He pulled out the Core.
“Testing will be in a few hours.  We have a pressurised room you can rest in so you can remove and recharge your suits while you wait!”
Shiro shook his head in disbelief.  “Sometimes, I just wonder if this is all just a dream!” he said.
“If only my father could see this!” Shiro thought to himself.   
Aloud he said “Herc.  I want this over.  I want this all done.  I want to get back to Earth and when I do, I am never leaving it again!”
Hercules put his hand on his friend’s shoulder. “I’m right with you there, buddy.”

Chapter XII 

“Professor, I am ready to fire the main lasers!” called Emma Steel.  “PPA, have you set the correct frequency?”
“I am a Perfectly Programmed Android! Of course I have set the correct frequency!” retorted PPA. “I do not make mistakes!”
“Emma, fire when ready!” called the Professor, laughing under his breath.
“Here we go, firing!” called Emma.
The four points of X-Bomber’s wing tips glowed, then formed a strong single beam which fired out into space.  Suddenly, a wormhole started to form in front of the ship.
“Professor…look…it’s working!” shouted an excited PPA.
“Good work.  Now, Emma, hold her steady while we go in,” said the Professor.
“You’ve got the helm, Professor,” said Emma.  “I will control power systems…transferring power from Main Shield to Engines…now”.
“Light them up PPA, let’s go!” cried Professor Hagen.
The distortion filled the viewscreen and X-Bomber flew into the wormhole that PPA had created.  Emma looked down at her hands, she couldn’t tear them off the levers on her panel.  She also tried to move her head, but she couldn’t.  However, she found the inertia wasn’t crushing, she was pressed into her seat, but it wasn’t as uncomfortable as she was expecting.
“Professor??”  she called out.
“It’s all good, Emma.  Just hold on a little longer!”
“Ready to close the beam and cut the engines in 10 seconds” said PPA.  “Be ready to transfer power back to the Main Shield on my mark!”
“10…9…8…” Emma closed her eyes.  “7…6…5…4.  She took a deep breath and braced herself into her seat. “3…2….1…Mark!!”  Emma transferred the power back as PPA cut the beam.  There was no bump, and all was silent for a fraction of a second.  Then small explosions started going off around the bridge.
“PPA what’s happening!” she screamed. “You said you didn’t make mistakes!”
“Power surge! Everyone, hang on!” said PPA. “Ah, there!  Circuits are back under control, minor damage!”
“Look!”  said Professor Hagen. “We can see the stars again!”.
“We’ve made it.  We’re back to Gelma II,” cried Emma.
“Ye of little faith!” PPA buzzed, flying around Emma.
“Back to my son!” thought Hagen.
 “All stop” he commanded.
“Reading all stop, Professor,” said Emma, waving PPA away.
“Professor, large battlecruiser in the lower third quadrant. It is not like one I have seen before!” said PPA.
“Keep power to Main Shield PPA.  Let’s keep our distance.  I am hoping we haven’t been spotted yet. It looks like it is moving to the far side of the Planet, we might be able to get there undetected, if the Planet blocks our signal!”  Professor Hagen sank himself deep into his seat.

On board the Bloody Mary, Ga’Maar saw a small signal on her board.  She looked up to see if Makara had noticed.  She smiled to herself as she saw the signal move off.
“Commander Makara!” she called.
“Yes, report!” Makara demanded.
“Yes Commander.  We have arrived at Gelma II as instructed.”
“Very good.  We shall get what we came for.  I will gloat for a while, then set course for Earth”.
“But…Commander…we will need the Imperial Master if we intend to attack the Earth!”
“But of course we will.  And we have.  Trust me.  Hahaha!” bellowed Makara.

Chapter XIII

“Professor?”  PPA buzzed around more excited than ever.  
“We have a communication from someone calling themselves the Minister of T’Rakina”.
“On Screen please PPA!”
Emma Steel closed her eyes.  “God, please let it be Shiro…please, please...”
“I am the Minister of this City.  Please follow our instructions.  We have prepared a landing site.  It will take your ship underground and well hidden from view.  Cut your engines and prepare to land!”
“Do as he says, PPA!” instructed the professor.
“How do we know we can trust him?” Emma asked.  She looked up to the screen.
“We understand your concern,” replied the Minister.  “We have a friend here who can confirm our good intentions.”
“Professor Hagen…it’s so wonderful to see you again…father!”
“Lamia!!!  My child, my child…is it really you?”  gasped Professor Hagen.
“Yes father!  I have so much to tell you!”
“Lamia?” said Emma, astonished.
“Yes,” she replied.  “Don’t worry, we will all be together again soon.  Have some faith!” Lamia smiled. 
Emma sank back into her seat.

X-Bomber landed safely and was manoeuvred into an underground hangar.  Lamia invited the Doctor to come onboard with her.
“Professor, I have pressurised the Airlock.  It’s OK to open the inner doors.” Lamia removed her helmet and was met by Emma Steel.
“I am Space Pilot Emma Steel.  F-01…er…how do I…er greet you?” she asked bowing awkwardly.
“I am Lamia Pizareez.  You can just call me Lamia.  Where is my father?”
“He is on the bridge, waiting for you.  Can I get you anything?”
“I need to go to sickbay.  I need to start working on an antidote with this Planet’s Doctor.  She looked at the Doctor.  
“I also have another idea,” she said slightly bowing her head.  “Please, ask the Professor to join us and to hurry.”
“Lamia.  May I ask?  Have you seen Shiro?  Hercules? Lee?”.
“Come on!” Lamia replied, “We really do not have much time!”
Emma looked at the floor, turned and made her way to the bridge to get the professor.  He walked out from the flight deck and the door shut behind him.  
Emma closed her eyes, remembering the kiss she gave Shiro and the quiet words they had shared, just as he left on his last mission.
“Come back to me, my Captain!” Emma had whispered.
“I will!” Shiro had whispered back.
Emma sat down in the command chair and started to cry.

Chapter XIV
“Chieftain.  The X-Bomber has landed.  It is currently secured in the underground hangar.”
“Good!” he replied to the soldier.
The chieftain turned to his guests.
“Gentlemen, your ship has arrived.  Lamia is safely onboard and currently working on the antidote.”
“Father!” whispered Shiro.
“Hey, Shiro!! What’s the plan?” asked Hercules.
“Yeah!” asked John Lee.  “I want to get to my cockpit for a sit down!!”.
“Where is Makara’s ship?” asked Shiro.
“It is on a low orbit, making its final approach to its docking station.”
“Ok.  We don’t have time for tests.  It’s all or nothing now!” said Shiro.  “Hercules, load up the core.  We’ll fire up Dai-X and hopefully lure Delta Z with your Captain Ga’Maar aboard.  Then we will attack.  We won’t have much time once Makara knows she’s been double crossed.  The Delta Z can take on the plant destroying the Drone Craft and fighters.  Dai-X will take on Makara.  We’ve done it once; she won’t be expecting it a second time!”
“Ok Shiro, on my way…c’mon John Lee…it’s showtime” said Hercules, quite excited.
“Ooooh” said John Lee.
“X-Bomber…X-Bomber…this is Shiro…can you hear me?”
Emma Steel nearly had a heart attack.   She ran across to comms.  “Shiro…Shiro…it’s Emma.  Can you hear me.  Shiro…do you copy?”.
“Emma?  I copy, loud and clear.  Gosh sakes, it’s so good to hear you, Em.  You OK?  What are you doing here?”
“Never mind me, Shiro…er Captain.  Are you all…”  Shiro cut her off.
“Emma, listen, it will be great to catch up, but I need you to be ready to take off.  Bring the Main Shield online and prep for X-Impulse.  Makara is here”.
“And Lamia is on board here.  They have worked on a compound to help the inhabitants of this planet.  They are about to return to the Infirmary with all the equipment they need!”
“OK.  Once she is clear, be ready to take off on my mark.  Keep your energy signature as low as possible, we don’t want to be detected yet.  You get all that.  You Copy?”
“Aye, Sir….I...” Shiro had cut off again. 
“…love you!” she said under her voice.

“Doctor, all preliminary tests have concluded a significant reduction in the DNA breakdown.  You have all the equipment you need now to replicate the medication!”  Lamia was so relieved that her hard work had proven itself.
“We cannot thank you enough, Lamia.  Your people have shown a great compassion to a race that you once knew as your enemy.”
“You were all controlled.  I visited this Planet as F-01 to protect my friends.  My power willed you into submission and helped destroy the Imperial Master’s final hold on your people!”
“We are most grateful, more than you will ever know!”
“Now, please!” begged Lamia.  “Take me to my friends.  They will need me now.”
“We have a shuttle ready.”
“Thank you!”  She bowed and turned, heading to the airlock to get suited up.

Chapter VX

“Captain Ga’Maar.  Secure our Bloody Mary and prepare to take on Drone and Fighter Craft.  Bring me also a garrison of termoids.”
“Commander Makara!!” a voice bellowed.
“Yes, Imperial Master!” her symbiont replied.
“Prepare the Delta Z.  I will be taking it out and inspecting this facility.”  
The Imperial Master strode onto the deck of the Bloody Mary.  He was not the giant presence he once was he had taken on a physical form like Lamia, now that they were no longer a part of the Ethereal Plain.
“You…” Captain Ga’Maar was startled.
“Captain Ga’Maar!” spat Makara.  “Why has your symbiont not responded to your Master?  Prepare the Delta Z!”
“By your Divine Guidance” Ga’Maar nearly sprinted off the bridge.
“Chieftain…Chieftain.  Do you hear me?” she nearly screamed out her whisper.
“Only just…Report!!”
“The Imperial Master…he is here…he wants to use the Delta Z!”
The Chieftain looked across to the Earthlings, in horror.
“We’ll be ready and waitin!” growled Hercules.
“Heads up, boys” shouted Shiro.  “You ready?”
“Give us the word,” said Lee.
“Let’s go!”  Shiro settled into Braincom.  It looked a little different, battle scarred.  “Hi B,” said Shiro. “Time for some more adventures, old pal.”
“Power all online – you boys ready!” Shiro called out.
“Ready to rock n roll,” shouted Hercules.
The scaffolding holding Dai-X collapsed and the giant mecha raised its head and omitted a steady growl.
“Slow and steady Lee.  Let it find its feet,” warned Shiro.
Dai-X slowly started walking towards a large bay door.  Over the comms the Chieftain updated Shiro.
“There are a few modifications to your weaponry.  Courtesy of the Alliance!”
“OK, do tell!” asked Shiro.
“The Beams from the eyes, they will act as a laser cutting weapon, immensely powerful and to be used in no more than 5 second bursts.  You have been loaded with two torpedoes on the left arm.  Chest torpedoes are not operational!”
“Oh great!!” cursed Hercules.
“And our X-Tracers?” asked Shiro.
“The face beam?  Oh yes, fully functional”.
“Ok.  Quick amendment to the battle plan!” instructed Shiro. “We will destroy the plant first.  That will attract the Delta Z.  X-Bomber will attack the Mary.  Chieftain, get all your people back to the safety of the city.  We will handle things here.  Get yourselves clear!”
Dai-X cleared the bay doors and strode into the shipyards.
“Hercules, position Super Cannon.  I’ll fire in short, controlled bursts.  Let’s hit anything that can fly!”
“You got it. In position…now!”
Shiro pulled his lever, Dai-X lit the factory up.  Stomping steadily though the huge facility, it caused absolute chaos.
“Keep moving forward, Lee.  See those doors to the left?  We’ll make our exit there.  And Lee, be ready to take off once we are clear.  Remember we have no choice but to stay in junction mode.  Ready?”
“Yes Captain.”

On board the Bloody Mary, the Imperial Master was starting up the Delta Z.  A door opened at the foot.  He entered and was lifted to the cockpit.
“Master, there is a large fire at the Vehicle Plant!” cried out Makara.  “Something is wrong!”
“Makara, I will take the Delta Z.  Prepare for take-off!”
 It departed from the Bloody Mary and made its short flight to the hangar area where it landed.  On it strode, towards the facility.

Chapter XVI

Lamia walked across towards the facility when she saw the Delta Z land.  She carefully made her way towards a door and stopped.  She raised her cloak over her helmet and carried on forward.  She could see that the Delta Z was a little slow and unsteady.  She closed her eyes, she could still feel the Imperial Master’s presence, his evil.  The Delta Z was moving closer to her position. 
“Now!” she thought and jumped onto its large foot, finding a hold.  She managed to cling on, gathering her stance.  She flung her right leg up as high as she could and caught hold of a bar.  Taking a deep breath, she lifted her other leg and hauled herself upright.  She pushed a nearby panel in which opened to reveal some circuitry.  It was big enough for her to slide in.  
“Now, if only I can work myself up to the top,” she said to herself as she started climbing.

“Commander Makara…what’s that Machine?” enquired Captain Ga’Maar, a little mockingly.
“What machine?” she answered.  “What are you whining about?”
“Is that what was once the Dai-X?” Ga’maar pointed across to the facility.
“WHAAATT” she cried.  “NO, NO IT CANNOT BE.  I DESTROYED IT”.  Makara was seething with anger.
A crackle came over her comms.
“Guess who’s back, Makara!” cried Shiro Hagen.
“No….no…Attack…Attack!” screamed Commander Makara
“X-Bomber…on my mark…Mark, Go. Now!” Shiro called over to Emma.
“Launching!” said Emma.
X-Bomber launched gracefully, turned and gained speed and altitude, coming up right behind the Bloody Mary.
“Power from engines to Main Shield.  Getting ready to Fire.  Firing. Now!”
Emma fired lasers from X-Bomber’s wing tips hitting the Mary squarely astern.  She managed to get another few shots in then had to break away.
“Great shooting, Steel” cried Professor Hagen.
A returning shot from Makara hit X-Bomber amidships.
“Evasive manoeuvres, Professor.  Get us up.  Preparing Laser Blast.”
“In position,” said the Professor.
“Firing Neck Lasers!”  Emma aimed straight for the Mary’s bridge, going in for a head on attack.
On the Bloody Mary, Makara was caught by surprise.  “Captain Ga’Maar.  Ga’Maar…where are you.  Why are you not firing, you idiot!”
“I’m right here!” she replied.  She punched Makara in the face, knocking her down.
Makara touched her face then looked at her fingers.
“You will pay heavily for your betrayal!” she screamed. 
She reached for her sword, but the Mary took a bad hit from X-Bomber, and both were thrown to the floor.  Ga’Maar pulled a large knife from inside her boot and both females became locked in a deadly battle.

On the ground, Dai-X broke free from the doors of the facility and stood ready to face the Delta Z for the second time.
“Hercules, Laser Cannon”.  Hercules started to position the arm, Shiro was about to pull the firing lever, then the Delta Z ignited its sword.
“Mwah ha ha…you think you can defeat me again?  There is no F-01 to save you this time,” laughed the Imperial Master. 
He swung the massive laser sword, and it hit Dai-X on the right shoulder, sending it down on to one knee.  Lee worked hard to keep the mecha under control.  He swung the other leg round and knocked the Delta Z down.  Using the new cutting beam, Shiro fired and cut the sword from the Delta Z’s hand.
“Now, we’ll see what you’ve got, now we’re even!” Shiro muttered.

Onboard the Delta Z, Lamia had managed to crawl to the mid-section.  She found a compartment that housed chest torpedoes, similar again to Dai-X.  She pulled out a small laser torch out of her belt and started cutting through wires.  She was flung from one side of the compartment to the other quite violently.  She closed her eyes, gained her composure and carried on cutting.
X-Bomber had been trading blows with the Bloody Mary, but the latter ship was not firing with any consistency.  On the Mary, blades flashed as Makara and Ga’Maar were locked in combat.  The captain seemed to have the upper hand when Makara dropped her sword and her clawed had grabbed Ga’Maar by the throat.  
“Now, you treacherous fool, you will die!” she snarled.  She drew her face close.  “I want to watch the life drain away from your eye!”
Suddenly, a startled look crossed Makara’s face.  She looked down to see a knife, pressed to its hilt, in her chest.  She closed her clawed hand tighter across Ga’maars neck.  Ga’maar kicked Makara away, pulled the knife from Makara’s chest and ran it across Makara’s throat. 
“It is done!  Makara is finally dead!” she called out.
Ga’Maar staggered away as she watched Makara fall lifeless to the floor, a startled look frozen on her face.  She dragged herself across the deck and raised the Bloody Mary’s helm up towards open space.
“X-Bomber.  X-Bomber.  Get ready to fire!”  Ga’maar called out, desperately.
“Emma, X-Impulse, Fire when ready!” called Shiro.
“X-Bomber, I will be clear of the atmosphere in 30 seconds” said Ga’Maar.
On X-Bomber, Emma had the Main Shield charged in preparation for X-Impulse.
“Wait.  Are we clear to fire? Has the Captain evacuated?” asked Emma uncertainly.
“I need to stay onboard to steer the ship, there is no autopilot.  Fire. Fire…now!!” called out Ga’Maar.
“Professor?” shouted Emma.  “Your orders!”
“X-Bomber, you are clear to fire!” shouted Shiro.  “Come on, we’ve still got our hands full down here!”
Professor Hagen closed his eyes.  “Fire!”
A blinding light of pure energy fired from the Bomber, hitting the Bloody Mary.  Explosions blew all along the ship’s deck.  It shuddered then disintegrated, particles scattering in all directions through the cold void of space.

Back on the ground the two giant Mecha Bots were trading blows with their fists, lasers were being traded back and forth, it was an epic battle to behold.  Delta Z aimed a massive punch which hit Dai-X square in the face.  In Braincom, Shiro was thrown back into his seat then forwards into his panel.  He felt his ribs pop again and stifled a scream of pain.  He couldn’t take in a full breath.  Dai-X took a staggering step backwards.
“Shiro, are you alright?” called Hercules.
“Firing X-Tracers!” he managed to say as he steadied his stance ready to fire.
“Dai-X.  CAN YOU HEAR ME?” Roared the Imperial Master.  “I AM YOUR DOOM.  BE PREPARED TO… What…F-01???”
“Stop…Now!”  yelled Lamia, coming up through the floor in front of him from below.
“Curse you, F-01.  Curse you, Lamia.  You will NEVER control me again!!”
He swung his fist and caught Lamia across the front of her helmet sending her crashing to the floor.
In Dai-X, Shiro was in full panic.  Panting he called “Lamia…no…Lamia!  Please tell me she is not in there!”
“What on Earth is she doing?” cried Hercules.
“Oh No!” sobbed John Lee.
“We’ve got to get her out of there!” said Shiro, getting himself ready to bail.  The pain in his chest was making his head spin.
Lamia was on her hands and knees.  She slowly looked up at her adversary.  “I give you my last ever warning!” she gasped.  “Leave us in peace or be destroyed!”
“Ha ha ha, again you DARE to order me?”  He raised his foot to stamp on Lamia, but she moved over slightly and jabbed a hypospray into his leg.
“ARRRGH…WHAT…What have you done!” he yelled.
The Imperial Master writhed around in agony as the compounds that had altered the DNA of the population turned on its creator.   Lamia saw the effect of the spray taking hold almost immediately, at a high accelerated rate.  The Imperial Master was turning into dust in front of her.
By the time Lamia reached the foot of the Delta Z, all that was left in the cockpit was a black cloak and a gold chain.
She crawled out of the foot of the Delta Z, then ran towards Dai-X as fast as she could in her spacesuit.
“Shiro…now…FIRE…Destroy it…Please…NOW!” she begged.
“She’s clear, Shiro!” yelled Hercules.  “Blow it to Hell!”
“This one’s for Captain Carter.  Firing X-Tracers!”  The Delta Z glowed white in the night then vapourised in front of them.
Shiro Hagen slumped back into this seat, held his chest and closed his eyes.

Chapter XVII

“We thank you for liberating our people from what was the Imperial Alliance.  Their war machine has now gone.  We can nurture and repair our world as a Trinity of Peace.  Now, we wish you all well as you make your way home with the assurance that the Thalian Zone is no longer a threat to you!” 
The Minister looked at Lamia, then joined the Doctor and Chieftain, bowed and walked back into their Great Hall.
“Finally!  Let’s get out of these spacesuits and go home!” said Shiro, as they all turned to watch X-Bomber land.
“Shiro!” said Lamia, calling out to him.  “Please…wait a second.”
Shiro turned to her.  “Yes?” he replied.  “What is it, Lamia?”
“Shiro…I…I’m not coming back with you.”  Lamia’s blue eyes stared up into his hazel, through her visor.
“What?  Why?” Shiro pleaded.  “Please Lamia.  After all this…you know I can’t…go back without you.  Not this time!”
“Shiro, please, listen.  I am staying here to help with the treatment of the people of this Planet.  They need me and it won’t just be here.  There will be other planets and colonies out here in the Thalian Zone, which will need my help!”
“But Lamia, we need you too.”  Shiro dropped his voice. 
“I know how you feel and I will always be with you, Shiro.  I must go back; I cannot stay but I won’t forget you and I will see you again.”
“Oh Lamia, I’ll always remember.  Always!”  
[bookmark: _Hlk216780749]Shiro held her as close as he could, then Lamia looked up at him and smiled.
“Shiro, listen to me, please!  On X-Bomber, there is someone who crossed the Galaxy to find you.  You will be happy, I promise and if you let her, she will give you everything that I can’t.  Live, Shiro.  Love!”
Shiro glanced up to X-Bomber and thought about Emma Steel. A fluttering of warmth ran through him, as he remembered her kiss.
He turned his attention back to Lamia. 
“OK, I’ll try…just for you!” he smiled back.  “Lamia…thank you.”
Lamia squeezed his hand, then turned and walked towards the Hall to join with the Ministers.

X-Bomber was securely moored, and Professor Hagen walked off the ship and approached his son.  They shook hands, then Saburo grabbed his son and embraced him.  
“My son!” he said, holding him tightly.  “You’re safe!”
“Ow, careful father!  I’ve popped another rib!” Shiro grimaced then patted his back.  Shiro saw his father looking over to Lamia, as she entered the Hall.
“She’s not coming back, father!” said Shiro.  “She has work to do here, and elsewhere in the Galaxy.  She doesn’t just belong to Earth.”
“I know that son, but we do and we are going home!” replied Saburo.
Emma Steel came running out towards them.  She saw Shiro was with his father, so she made a beeline for Hercules. 
“Oh Herc…c’mere!” she cried.  Hercules grabbed her and flung her round in the air.  
“Hiya, Hot Shot” he laughed.   Emma squealed her delight.
“Hi Johnny Lee!” she called out, laughing over her shoulder to John.  “How are you?”
“I’ll be a lot better with a mug of something warm and a cookie or two to dunk in!” he said.  Hercules put Emma down and the three of them made their way back on board their ship.

“How’s that feel, pal?” asked Hercules as he bandaged around Shiro’s ribs in Sick Bay.
“Not bad at all, nice job” he replied.  “Thanks pal!”
“Here, take these, too.  Painkillers.  They’ll knock out a horse.” Shiro washed them down.
Professor Hagen walked in as Shiro got dressed in a Captain’s green flight suit.  
“Shiro, X-Bomber is on course for Earth.  She is back in EDF Command and as you are the ranking officer, the ship is yours, Captain.  Space Pilot Steel is at the helm.”
“Ok father.  Thank you.  PPA?”
“Yes Sir?”
“Make sure everything is logged and all files sent to Star Fleet Command.  Is everything else under control?”
“Yes Captain.”
“OK.  6 hours rest for all of us.  You have the ship, PPA.  Stay on Yellow Alert.”
“Can you manage that; you bucket of bolts?” scoffed Hercules.
“Don’t start!” retorted PPA.

Shiro looked round his new quarters, which were Dr Benn’s.  Squaring up his bunk and putting his belongings away, he sat on his bed, his silver rucksack was empty, bar his baseball mitt and ball.  He put it on, threw the ball against the wall and caught it.  He looked in the mirror and closed his eyes.  He was back in the cargo hold on his way to Moonbase, it seemed like yesterday.  He smiled and put his mitt back in his sack.  Then, the door chimed.  He walked over, popped the button and the door opened.  Emma Steel stood looking at the floor, then looked up at him.
“Captain Hagen…may I come in for a moment?” she asked, awkwardly.
“Space Pilot Steel!” he replied, as he gestured her to come inside.
Shiro then stood up tall with his hands behind his back.
“Going AWOL?  What were you thinking?  You shouldn’t even be here.  You will find yourself in seven sorts, when we get home!  I’m your CO, and I am the one who’s gonna have to answer to it!”
Emma looked down at the floor again, then back up to her captain.
“I’m sorry, Sir.…but…I had to come, I had to find you…I’ll take what’s coming, I just had to know if you were still alive!”
“Well, Space Pilot Steel, on the quiet I’m so glad you did!” Shiro relaxed his posture and gazed into her eyes.  “You’re nothing but trouble, aren’t you!” he smiled.
“Shiro…I…”  Emma took another step towards him.
Shiro reached out and touched her face.  “Emma, I told you I’d come back!” he said.  He pulled her to him, and they kissed.  The door slid silently shut.

Later that night, Shiro Hagen bolted upright from his sleep.
“PPA!!  Status Report.  Time and Position!”
“All boards are green, Captain.  We have just cleared Jupiter quadrant and clear of the Sargasso gravity well.  Time 0300.”
“Thanks, PPA.”  He lay back down in his bed.
“Shiro, are you alright?”  A sleepy voice asked quietly.
“Yeah, it just felt like someone walked over my grave.  I’m OK. C’mere...go back to sleep!”
With Emma snuggled close to him, Shiro slept well for the first time in forever.

Chapter XVIII
EDF Head Quarters.
In the main control room, the Command Staff were gathered for an announcement.
General Kyle came out of his office and called for attention.
“We have managed to defeat the Imperial Alliance without having to commit genocide.  Again, we give our thanks to our Champions of Star Fleet.  Now we can finally rebuild our Solar System in Peace.  Now, over to Professor Saburo Hagen, who is currently returning to Earth on X-Bomber as we speak!  Front Panel please!”
The Professor’s smiling face came up on the huge display screen.  
“General, I’ve been advised that our botanists from the Mars Institute have returned from the Planet Zenith.  Saplings and soil will be transplanted to our rainforests in South America to repair the damage that has been caused by the wars we have suffered.  This area will now be designated a No-Fly Zone while the new saplings take hold.   We can now start to fully repair our own planet and have it back to how it should be.
Now.  My X-Bomber project was planned as a Peacemaker for this Solar System.  As you know, Earth Defence Forces and Star Fleet Command has now endorsed three new ships…to colonise and rebuild planets that were discovered by it, during the Thalian War of 2999.
These Planets are:
Planet M – to be renamed Eirene, after the Goddess of Peace.
Planet Zenith
Planet Molthane.
During the next coming months, one thousand people will be picked to board these ships and be the first colonists of these three planets.  The ships that will carry them have been named by our brave champions, Barry Hercules, John Lee and my own son, Shiro.
Our three ships will be Christened and named as follows:
The EDF Research Ship Benn Robinson.
The EDF Research Ship General Kyle
And
The EDF Research Ship Jack Carter.” 
Professor Hagen stared from the screen with a proud look on his face while the command staff stood and applauded.
“Professor, we look forward to having the crew of X-Bomber home safely very soon!”  The screen went blank.
General Kyle sat down in his chair and let out a contented sigh of relief.
“Our brave pilots and X-Bomber are finally coming home!”

THE END
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