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Captured
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THE SOUTHERN STAR, the ship I captained, rocked and then rolled as I walked down one of the passageways. Had we hit a meteorite field? Then the ship suddenly lurched to the right, and every warning bell went off in my head. What the fuck was that? Were we under attack?

When I got off the lift to the second level, I ran down the ship's longest passageway. Suddenly, the ship rocked violently, and I lost my footing and fell. One of my lieutenants, a gorgeous white-haired Darillian, Teaka, helped me up. 

“Captain Rowanda, are you okay?”

“Yes, but what the fuck is going on? Are we under attack?”

“We’re not equipped for an attack!” she yelled as we both ran toward the bridge. “We’re a cargo ship, not a battleship. We’re supposed to be protected from any alien attacks!”

“You got that right,” I yelled as the ship lurched again. “We’re in neutral space. This isn’t supposed to be happening.” 

As we passed the mess hall, my security officer ran out and was now running beside us. “Captain,” he bellowed, “They must have hacked our docking codes. We’re being boarded!” 

“Boarded,” I yelled, “By who and what? I need to make sure the bridge has battened down the hatches. For Christ’s sake, get in touch with the bridge!” I screamed. As we ran, we struck every emergency button along the passageway walls. Now the entire hallway was flashing red. 

“I’m trying the bridge,” Teaka shouted as she hit button after button on her handheld remote. She swiped at the screen several times. “I can’t reach them. There’s no doubt that we’ve been hacked. We’re fucked,” she screamed. She then grabbed me by the arm and stopped me from running. “Captain, we need to get to the closest escape pods and hope for the best.”

“I can’t abandon the crew. Somehow, I need to get to the bridge.” Even though we were a cargo ship, my crew was my utmost responsibility.

She nodded. 

Behind me, a few more of my crewmembers came running. They stopped when they saw us. “Captain,” a small Darillian cried, “What’s happening?”

“We’re being attacked. This is in violation of the safe-passage treaty. This is bullshit!” Then the shrill sound of the alarm filled the hallways. That could only mean our shields had been breached, and we were being boarded.

When we finally reached the bridge, I could see there was complete chaos. My command crew tried to close off all the entrance doors as they struggled to get the ship’s shields up. I spun into action.

“Damn it,” I yelled. “We’re not equipped for this kind of attack. What the fuck are these assholes doing? We’re in the neutral zone, and all ships, even the warring ones, respect the cargo ships. We’re supposed to be in a safe zone. What the fuck is going on?” I screamed, pulling back the shield lever manually; however, my efforts were useless. The damn thing wouldn’t move. 

My seven-foot-tall security officer pushed me aside and began pulling on the lever. “Captain, it's not budging. This old tank of steel is just not equipped for any kind of attack.”

“Keep trying.” Then I yelled across the bridge, “Are any of the escape pods ready?” 

My security officer yelled to me, “The ones in the docking bay are destroyed. The bastards took those out first, every one of them. That part of the ship is on fire. Captain, we’re fucked. We’ll have to stand and fight.” He let go of the lever and headed toward the helm. “Captain, they’ve gotten through. We’ve been breached.”

“No, shit!” I screamed. We didn’t stand a chance. The attackers wanted what we were transporting, a cargo of Tidusradium. Even the small amount we had on board was worth millions. It also represented power to those who managed to pirate any. 

The up-to-date mining equipment we were transporting to a slew of mining posts had value. It was also possible they wanted my crew. Slavery ran rampant in deep space. 

According to the treaties signed, all cargo ships were exempt from attacks. Without that assurance, many alien planets would die. Warring planets had also agreed to allow the cargo ships through neutral space.

Now, as we faced uncertain doom, we had no choice but to fight for our lives. “Make sure our weapons are charged, and all weapon compartments are open.”

Small doors opened from the ceiling and walls revealed an assortment of weapons, from flamethrowers to lasers, ready and charged. However, we were too late. The doors to the bridge blew open, and our invaders penetrated the command post. 

Nothing prepared me for their size and strength. 

Screams of terror filled the bridge. 

All my military training kicked in. I went into survival mode.

When I signed on, I intended to be a pilot and fly Remington fighters. However, because I was a female and inexperienced in combat, the United Coalition of Planets decided that my first assignment would be a huge tanker and a crew of mostly females. 

This mission, my tenth, with the same crew, was to be my last. The U.C.P. promised me a position as a fighter pilot. Would my new commission go up in smoke? Would this be my last mission?

As I eyed my crew, all I could think of; we’re fucked. This attack was the first in years. A tanker ship was not equipped for battle. 

Chaos erupted on the bridge as the doors to the helm began to bulge. They became red hot. It was apparent they were using advanced laser weapons to melt the metal. 

“Stay away from the doors,” I yelled. “Be ready to shoot whatever comes through those doors.”

“Captain,” Bev screamed, “What if they’re human or...”

I cut her off. “They’re not here to make friends with us. I don’t care who the fuck they are, shoot and we’ll ask questions later!”

The doors gave way to the intense heat. All of us moved as far from them as we could. The temperature was almost suffocating, and the metal was white-hot as it melted.

As the heat dissipated, the doors compromised, and all that remained was a vast, gaping hole. I’d never seen anything like the technology they’d used to melt the metal. My fear overwhelmed me. I could hear the screams of my crew. 

Then there was dead silence. 

As I peered through the remnants of the bridge door, all I could see was darkness. There was nothing before me but an empty hallway. 

We waited. The air was suffocating. Again, the silence was terrifying. 

I moved forward, stunned and confused. We waited for an attack. For a split second in time, there was nothing. Those few seconds seemed like an eternity, and just as our senses began to cool, the enemy materialized and descended upon us.
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