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Prologue
 
Lisa Donovan stared at her reflection in the mirror as Michelle put the final touches on her hair. “Almost done, Lisa,” the stylist said. 
“It’s Miss Donovan,” said Lisa. 
Michelle looked up, resisting the urge to snipe back. “Sorry, Miss Donovan.” She knew not to take it personal. She’d seen more than a few cub reporters go from working remotes to the anchor desk. Any time one made the leap, they went from first name basis to the more formal title. It wasn’t worth arguing over; not if you wanted to keep your job, as Michelle did.  
“Lisa Donovan to the set, please,” a voice crackled over the intercom. It was Glen Hankins, the producer, himself a nervous wreck. If this worked, it would make both him and Lisa famous, maybe even catapult them to network. Lisa leapt out of the makeup chair and headed down the hall without the faintest hint of a thank you. Michelle dutifully cleaned up the chair and the room, thinking of the awful things she would write if she could just once get her hands on the TelePromTer. 
“We’re at one minute!” the floor producer shouted as Lisa entered the room. She double-timed it to the desk and put her earpiece in. 
“You ready for this?” said Glen. 
“I was born for this,” said Lisa, all the confidence in the world. This was her moment; nothing was going to ruin it. 
“Stand by,” said Glen. “We’re establishing the uplink to Ken and Butch now.”
Lisa’s cool, professional manner vanished in an instant. “Ken?”
“Ken Dickens,” said Glen. 
“Ken? Ken is up there? Ken?” she said. 
Glen nodded, a bit taken aback by the alarm in his star anchor’s voice. “You didn’t know?” 
“No,” she said, a bit angry. “No one told me... Ken’s up there?” 
“Do we have a problem, Lisa?” said Glen, not in the least interested in dealing with a diva tantrum. “Because we’re thirty seconds to air.” 
Lisa swallowed her pride. “No problem, Glen,” she said. “Ready when you are.” 
Ken Dickens... of all the luck, she had to share this moment with Ken. 
“Stand by!” 
There was some relief in this knowledge. Maybe he did have an excuse for not returning calls. But still... He lied to her! He lied about where he was going, then refused to respond to her calls for more than a month!! Who did he think he was???
In five... four... three...” 
Keep it together, girl. 
The light on the center camera turned red. 
“Good evening. This is Lisa Donovan. We interrupt your regularly scheduled programming to bring you this special report. Following a successful launch at 5:07 PM Eastern Time, the Lunastar Four spacecraft is underway with more than six hundred new settlers headed for the lunar colony. Lunastar Four also carries a much-needed volume of food stores, some weapons systems, and a new living quarters module that will be attached to the colony. Most exciting for us here at Channel 62, our own Ken Dickens is on board with cameraman Butch Grayson. We’ve been able to establish contact with Ken, and we’re going to bring you his live report now. Ken, how’s the weather up there?”
The dashing, handsome devil in disguise popped up on the monitor below Camera 2. Lisa felt a burn in her stomach when she laid eyes on him. He would do this to her! 
Ken grinned into Butch’s camera. “Hi, Dave, can you hear me?”
“It’s not Dave,” said Lisa, gritting her teeth. “It’s Lisa, and yes, I can hear you.”
Ken looked to his camera guy. “Butch, are they getting this?”
“Ken, it’s Lisa. We can hear you loud and clear.”
He heard her that time. The awkward, nervous glimmer in his eyes said so. “Ah, Lisa. Didn’t expect to hear from you. Where’s Dave?”
“Dave has the night off,” she said.  
Ken laughed, nervously. “Well, what a surprise, huh?”
“Likewise,” said Lisa. “I was unaware you were the lucky guy who got this assignment.”
“Well, when duty calls, a good journalist never asks questions, right?”
You didn’t want to tell me, did you? she thought to herself. “So, the Lunastar Four, huh?”
Ken got down to business. “Yes, Lisa, as you can see, we’re on board Lunastar Four. I’ve been told we are on schedule and on course which means--” 
Ken’s train of thought was interrupted as two crew members carried a crate down the narrow ship’s hall behind him. “Whoa! Excuse me fellas! Live broadcast here.”
Lisa smiled as she heard the reply over the mic: “Keep outta the way, will ya?”
Ken played it off like a pro. “Sorry, Mike. That’s Mike, one of the many crew members up here making sure that things are in order.” 
“Ken, do you need to move to a better location?” Lisa offered. 
“No, no, no, we’ve got clearance to move about the ship, thanks to the extended training we had in preparation for the voyage.”
“Is that so?” Lisa was still seething. “Did they take away your phone when you went to training?”
“I’d love to tell you more about it sometime,” said Ken, lying through his teeth, “But we have a special treat for you here. Joining me now is Captain Roy Minter of the Lunastar Four. Captain?”
Butch widened the lens to bring the ship’s captain into view, a man of about fifty-five with salt and pepper hair and a handlebar mustache. He was just the kind of guy you wanted to see skippering a Lunastar-class ship through outer space, although the scowl on his face showed he was not in the mood for some TV face time. 
“I’m a little busy here, kid. Got a ship to run.”
“I know, Captain,” said Ken. “And I’m grateful for your time. It will just be a moment. For the folks back home.”
Captain Minter nodded. “I suppose I can do that.”
“Captain, how many passengers are we carrying at present?”
“We have the capacity for a thousand,” said the captain, “But on this particular run, I think the number’s around six hundred.”
“Now of course it’s only a five day trip to the moon, so for the benefit of those watching, can you explain why the passengers are in hibernation?”
“Well, hibernation is typically the preferred method of travel on long distances,” said the captain. “You wouldn’t normally put people into hibernation for a five day trek, but doing so allows us to take more passengers at a lower cost. Sleep beds are smaller than cabins, and you don’t have to worry with food or restroom accommodations.” 
“What happens when you get to the moon with a ship full of sleepy passengers who have to go?
The captain gave Ken a look to let him know he wasn’t funny. “There are ample facilities in the space port, though I imagine a few will have to hold it.” 
Ken chuckled. Again, the captain was not amused. “What can the passengers expect when we arrive?”
“Well, the biggest difference is that the lunar colony has a lighter gravity than Earth,” he said. “There are generators to enhance the gravity, but it’s still only about 90% of Earth’s.”
“Will there be any disorientation or what we on Earth might know as jet lag?” asked Ken. 
The captain nodded. “About one in twenty gets some mild discomfort, or what the doctors call hibernation sickness, but it only lasts a day or so.”
Lisa nodded. She thought how fun it would be to witness Ken enduring such discomfort and pain.
“How are we looking as far as an on-time arrival?” asked Ken. 
“Well, it’s a bit premature, but all systems are running at optimal levels. I don’t expect we’ll see any delays whatsoever.”
Ken extended a hand to the captain. “Captain, always a pleasure.”
The captain shook Ken’s hand once with a grunt, then made his way out of the shot quickly. Ken grinned. “Busy man, that captain.”
Lisa chimed back in. “Ken, the captain mentioned hibernation. Are all the passengers actually asleep?”
“Ha ha. That’s why they pay you the big bucks, right?” He stopped, regretting the quip almost as soon as the words left his mouth. “Yes, Lisa, they are sleeping. In fact, if we can move the camera - Butch, get a shot down the hall, will you?”
The camera swung down a long hall, lined on both sides with tubes stacked four high, seven feet long, nearly three feet in diameter. It was an eerie sight. 
“There we go,” said Ken. “The newest residents of the lunar colony, all of them in perfect hibernation. Without specialized training, the stress and shock of spaceflight tends to be a little much on passengers, so it was determined that, for the average traveler, hibernation was the way to go. Also cuts down on the facilities needed on board the ship.” 
“So no bathroom breaks or seatbelt lights aboard the ship,” said Lisa. 
“No, Lisa, not at all. Though when we arrive on the moon, I imagine there will be quite a line of folks at the restroom, if you know what I mean.”
“So how come you’re not in hibernation with Butch?” 
There was a directness in the question that put Ken on his heels. “Yes, well, as you know, the space program requires anyone who will be up and about on one of these Lunastar transports to undergo special training - which we did down in Huntsville a month ago.”
“I see, a month ago,” said Lisa, drumming a pencil on the desk. “Wasn’t that when you left to go visit your sick grandma?”
Ken blushed, laughed. “Heh heh, we are live, right, Lisa?”
“Yes we are.”
“Can we stick to the story, please?” he pleaded. 
“I’d like to get to the real story,” said Lisa.  
Glen came over the earpiece: “Lisa, what are you doing?” 
“Is there something you wanna say to me?” Ken said into the camera. 
“Don’t do it! Don’t--” Lisa didn’t hear the end of Glen’s plea. She yanked the earpiece out of her ear. She could see Glen throwing his arms up in disgust. She no longer cared. 
“Ken, there are many things I need to say to you.”
“Ken was sweating. “Glen, what’s going on here? Can we continue this with someone else?”
Lisa saw Glen heading into the studio. She stood, defiant. “No, no, no, Glen! Jack, the camera stays with me! We don’t cut until I--”
There was a loud rumble on the remote, and the camera image flickered before settling on the floor of the ship. All eyes turned to see the camera view shift from a pair of feet to Ken’s face - now ashen with fear.  
“Are you okay? Butch, you okay?”
“I’m fine,” came the muffled reply. 
Lisa was not amused. “Ken? What are you trying to pull?”
“I’m not pulling anything, Lisa! There’s--”
A squad of technicians raced between Butch and Ken, pushing both aside. Soon as they were clear, Butch refocused the camera. Ken went on. 
“It seems we have some sort of situation. I’m not sure what, but Butch and I will do our best--”
“You guys need to clear the area, now!” a voice boomed over the microphone. Butch swung the camera, catching the scowl of a ship’s officer as he raced away. 
“That’s Lt. Robinson, one of the command crew. It doesn’t appear that he has time to tell us anything.”
Lisa shouted over the air. “Ken, what the heck?”
“I don’t know what the heck!!” Ken screamed back. “Okay? A few moments ago, we heard a boom, then a tremor, and now it seems the whole place is in a state of emergency.” His eyes caught something down the hall, and he signaled his cameraman. “Butch, let’s follow them.” 
Lisa began to feel less anger and more concern. This was not fake. “Did the ship hit something?” 
Ken’s attitude had mellowed as well. “Again, Lisa, I can only speculate as to what’s going on. Over there, Butch.”
Lisa and the crew saw Captain Minter, barking out orders to a very fast-moving crew. 
“Excuse me, Captain Minter? Captain, can we have a word?”
Minter turned, his face red with anger. “Get that camera out of here, now!”
“Sir, your passengers have family and friends back home watching. They know something is going on, so if you don’t want a panic--”
The captain walked away. Butch turned the camera to follow as he confronted his Lieutenant. He hit the mute button, cautious about letting certain words float over the air. The Lieutenant raced away. Captain Minter, a little more calm, walked over. Butch released the mute button. 
“Captain?” Ken began again. “Can you fill us in on what just happened?”
“We’re still sorting out the data ourselves,” said the captain. “But here’s what we know. An unidentified object moving at a great velocity struck the starboard side of the craft.”
Ken lit up. “Did you say a UFO?”
“An unidentified object,” said Minter clearly. “Most likely it’s some sort of space debris, or a stray space rock.” 
“So technically, a UFO.” 
Minter scowled. “You want an up close exclusive? Why don’t I push you out of the airlock?”
“I only mean--”
“No, I know what you mean,” Minter growled. “It’s an unidentified object, but that does not mean alien spacecraft, or any spacecraft for that matter. Most likely we bumped into a comet or some piece of space debris. A broken satellite, some space junk, but nothing serious or out of the ordinary. Okay?”
“What about the damage?” Ken went on. “How serious is it?  
The captain relaxed a bit. “Lt. Robinson has taken a crew down to examine the damage. We had some fire warning systems activate right after impact, but there are no indications of fire as of now.”
“Will this affect our voyage in any way?”
“Again, too early to tell,” said Minter. “Our course was pre-determined based on our launch time and pattern, and it is very likely we’re a bit off course. But, that’s why we have thruster jets that can set us back on course should we --”
Minter was cut off by the sound of screaming, echoing down the corridor. Everyone in the Earth-bound studio was on edge as Minter swore, racing toward the sound of the chaos. Butch and Ken followed him. Lisa said a silent prayer for Ken; she was terrified now. 
There was a collective gasp as a badly wounded technician fell into Minter’s arms, bleeding profusely. Blood spurted from a massive head wound as the technician held on for dear life, muttering, “They’re dead... They’re dead...” 
Minter shoved the camera away. Butch caught several more crew members running back toward and around them in panic; one appeared to be missing an arm. Ken pulled the microphone back up.
“Are you getting this back home?”
Lisa couldn’t take it much longer. “Ken, get out of there!” 
Ken ignored her pleas, running on instinct as he chased the story. “There appears to be some sort of commotion ahead. I can’t see anything, but if I can--”
Ken was shoved aside by armed crew members carrying heavy assault rifles, a chorus of shouting all around him and his cameraman. 
“Did you hear that?” said Ken. “Did you hear-- It sounds as if Lt. Robinson and his group were attacked by an intruder of some kind! I don’t know if that means an alien or a--” 
The camera moved away quickly again. Ken could be heard arguing with someone as the chaos continued. 
Crew members on the floor of the studio turned to Glen. The question on everyone’s mind was evident: do we cut away yet?
“Glen, stop this!” Lisa begged. 
“We can’t!” 
“What if something happens to him?”
Glen looked at her. “We stay with the feed until it’s resolved!” 
“Guys, there’s something down there!” said Ken, a look of terror in his eyes. “I just saw the lieutenant’s body, and... I’ve never seen anything so horrible.”
“Get out of there, Ken!” shouted Lisa. “Don’t be a hero!”
Ken led Butch into a side room. “Let’s see if we can’t get a look at this thing. They’ve got some security monitors in here.”
Briefly, the camera fell on a bank of video screens, where Butch caught the image of a dark shadow falling on a soldier, cutting him to shreds. Butch swore. The crew men at the video monitors turned. 
“Get out of here! This is restricted!” 
Ken and Butch were shoved out of the room quickly. Now the camera crew turned on Glen. “We can’t stay on this. This is too much!” 
“We cut when I say we cut!” Glen shouted. “Do not touch that feed!” 
“You’re going to get him killed!” 
“Ladies and gentlemen,” Ken’s hand was shaking as he tried to go on. “I can’t begin to describe what we saw... Did you get any of it?”
Butch could be heard faintly saying, “Yeah.” 
“It was some sort of creature, a little larger than a man, and five times as strong. It tore that man apart. I can’t...”
Ken ducked out of the shot. The crew in the studio could hear him vomiting. A few seconds later, he recovered enough to go on. 
“I know it’s too early to speculate, but it seems to this reporter, we’ve been attacked by some... some sort of creature. Possibly alien… Most likely alien because I’ve never seen anything so gruesome. I don’t know that it’s even intelligent, but it’s the most aggressive beast I’ve ever witnessed.” 
Lisa had tears in her eyes. “Ken, turn off the camera. Get to safety. Please! Ken, do you hear me?”
“I hear you, Lisa. But I can’t!”
“You have to,” Lisa screamed. “I can’t do this alone!”
Ken looked confused. “Do what alone?”
“Ken!” Lisa shouted. “I’m carrying your baby!”
All eyes in the studio turned to Lisa. Ken froze; eyes wide in shock. Hours later, a man would be found dead in his bath tub, having choked on a piece of fried chicken at the exact moment Lisa made her revelation. 
Ken stammered a reply. “You’re what?”
“You heard me,” said Lisa. “I’m pregnant! It’s yours!”
Ken cracked a half smile. “Why didn’t you tell me?”
“That’s why I kept calling!” she said. “Why I got so mad when you never answered. If I had known where you were...”
She broke down. A tiny tear formed at the corner of Ken’s eye. “Oh, Lisa, I’m so sorry. I--”
The image cut away with a loud crash, a loud growling sound, and a loud and anguished scream. Over the screaming, the crew heard Ken: “Butch! Butch! Butch!!!”
The image went dark. 
Everyone in the studio was frozen. 
In the control room, the assistant producer clicked back to the studio camera. 
Lisa stood behind the desk, tears streaming down her face. 
“Ken, are you there?” She waited; no reply. “Ken, are you there?” 
A half minute of silence. Then Lisa looked into the camera. She put her ear piece back in. 
“Lisa?” It was Glen. “Lisa, can you go on?” 
Stoically, Lisa nodded and turned to the camera. “It seems we’ve lost our signal. We don’t know what happened to Butch or to Ken. But our prayers are with them and the crew of the Lunastar Four.” 
A message came over the ear piece from the control room. Lisa listened, then droned on. 
“I understand the network is about to break in, and I’m sure we’re going to be learning more. Rest assured, when we know the fate of our crew up there, we’ll pass the word along. This is Lisa Donovan. Good night.” 
The light on the camera went out. 
No one said a word. Crew members were speechless, dumbstruck by what they had seen. Lisa got up from her chair. She took off the ear piece and went to her dressing room. 
Michelle was waiting. 
“Lisa?”
There was no ego, no scolding. Lisa simply broke down, and Michelle held her, no words to say. 
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