LUCY & NOELLE'S 		STARGATE SG-1 			FAN-FICTION





Part One:


	Bell snuggled up in her dark emerald blazer as the 'Popular' group strutted past.  


"NERD!" they shrieked as a particular member of the group, Emma kicked her manuscripts into a puddle from last night's rain.


"Bastoss!" Bell yelled in rage with her language threatening Emma.  Bell collected her belongings as they strolled away.  Cradling them she stood up and headed for the school's computer rooms.  Once receiving the key from a teacher, she opened the old squeaky door.  The metal on the door frame and the concrete of the floor scraped on each other and produced a unusual scratching sound.  


"You're late Bellandy!" a female voice said suddenly, in a certain tone of voice that complained about the interuption.


"You're the one that ruined my books!  Why do I have to pretend not to speak English!"


"Because you are the only one that is half Asian." Emma retorted


"It's still not fair, I mean, why couldn't I at least be able to speak a little bit of English!! And another thing, why on earth did you get my books wet!?!?!?"  Bell plonked her drenched books next to the CPU and rested herself in her chair.  


"hmm.....look at this." Emma said, pointing to her flashing mauve screen.  Bell dragged her office chair over towards her and scratched her head impatiently.  


"Gimme this."  Bell demanded.  Emma moved out of the way as Bell started to furiously type on the keyboard trying to figure out the password.  A puzzled yet inquisitive look stretched upon her face.  Unexpectedly, a Java Micro Flash applet shone up onto the screen and the two teenagers listened and watched attentively.  A annoying voice blurred onto the computer monitor and a dark shadow fixed on a face, known as their boss.  They had never seen his face before, but this never really concerned them at all.





"Officer Music Maker and Phoenix, your mission, if you choose to accept it..." 





Bell whispered to Emma. "Geez, this sounds like that guy on Mission Impossible."


"SHUT-UP!!!" Emma screeched back





"There has been accounts of a hazardous nuclear unit being held at the United States Air Force Base on Chayenne Mountain. Your mission is to infiltrate the USAF, and destroy, and/or gather information about this weapon..." 





Two men moved boldly into the room, the first was exeptionaly tall with short spiked hair and the other, not as tall but still accepted in the tall category, with black hair with orange tinged tips.





"You must choose you own COA(Course of Action).  This is a standard FMUIT(Four Man Unit Infiltration Team) and make sure that the mission is done quickly and efficiently.  DO NOT be discovered in the USAF and take out any military unit that gets in your way... "





The second man stroked Bellandy's long dark brown hair, adorned with miscaleanious beaded plaits, braids and ribbons.  She faced and smiled at him but the rest of the crew just rolled their eyes.





'Sheesh, Bell and Michael are at it again!'  Emma complained in her mind.





"You will stand by your names and use your code names provided throughout the mission.  As usual, Scott Phillips, your leader, will be Scooter, Michael Ragnarok is to be known as Pyramid, Bellandy Dincht to Phoenix, Emma Emmanuel to Music Maker and Oliver Almasy is to be Sphinx.  This message will self destruct in 5 seconds..."





Speedily, the computer started to flash with an error message, explaining that the computer had failed to load the system data files.  Emma pushed the off button of the computer and looked expectantly at their tall...very tall leader.  





"Ahh...Well, we better be off then, we will meet you at our HQ...alright?"  He explained as Michael, Bellandy and Emma nodded.





The two men moved out with Michael blowing a kiss to Bellandy.  The girls started to pack up their gear and wandered into the direction of their HQ(Head Quarters).





PART TWO:


Bellandy grunted as she forced open the heavy, rusty, cast-iron barn door. It rumbled like thunder as it slid roughly along about a metre, scraping excess dirt out of the way.


"We're in!" she exclaimed triumphantly. Emma mumbled with distaste as she ambled into the run-down barn that was baptised as their top-secret meeting place and threw off the heavy computer cables and technology she had been hauling up the driveway.


"Next time, you can carry your own crap." she complained with an exhausted sigh. She groaned again and rubbed her back and neck for extra affect. Bell was unimpressed.


"HEY! That particular crap cost us HEAPS of money and is state-of-the-art computing and hacking material. Next time I WILL carry it, since you seem to be suffering medically from the load." 


After berating her verbally and swinging a definite death glare, Bellandy inspected the material relentlessly. Emma stopped complaining, feeling bad about upsetting her friend, and started uncovering and setting up the training equipment. They had to hide their belongings during the daytime, incase their hide-away was discovered.


"Oooohhhh, look, it's gotta scratch!" Bell whined.  Then she grunted.  Emma turned, but it was too late. The bull was charging, and Emma was the target.


Bellandy tackled her buddy in one fluid movement, hitting her head on in the stomach.  Emma backed up, absorbing the force, and gripped Bell's hair, pulling her head up. Flinging up, Bell grabbed Emma's side with her hands and pulled her sideways and down. Emma fell, somersaulted, and was up again just in time for her friend's next assult.


Bell's kick was deflected, and Emma's ensuing kicks and punches were met with equal efforts from Bellandy.  Finally, as Bell went for a second tackle, Emma caught her in mid-stride with a punch to the face. Bell went down. 





The fight was over.





Emma winced as she rubbed her sore red knuckles. Sometimes fighting with Bell hurt more than training with Scooter, although Emma suspected that Scott held back in their fights. Forgetting her injury, she reached her hand down toward her friend who was sprawled on the floor, recovering from the unexpected right-hook. Bell grabbed her arm in a monkey-grip and lightly pulled herself off the ground, using Emma's weight as an anchor.


"Sorry 'bout that Bell," Emma said with an apologetic smile, "I just got a bit carried away..."


"No problem, you're forgiven." Bellandy replied energetically, brushing a hair behind her ear. She turned to walk away, then suddenly swung back with speed and force, slamming her wrist into Emma's forehead. Emma, caught by complete surprise, flung back , landing heavily on her bottom and sliding a few centimetres.  She sat up and shook her head vigorously. Then, with a quirky smile and a death glare, she said to Bellandy; "Ooh, you're so gonna pay for that!"


She sprung up, and Bellandy jumped into the preparation stance on the training mat.  Emma stepped toward her and mimicked the stance.


"Prepare to.." she started, but was cut off by the sudden opening of the warehouse door. Both girls dropped their stance and stared at the figure in the darkened doorway.


"Now, now, ladies, play nice." came the satirical comment from their team leader, Scott.


"Shut up, smart arse!" Emma grumped, wiping the sweat from her face with her 'grim-reaper' black fuzzy towel. Bellandy just laughed, then grabbed Emma's towel off her to wipe her own face. Emma stared for a minute in complaint, then gave up and returned her attention to Scott. 


Two more figures entered the warehouse behind Scott, one tall, and one short. The short one walked briskly to a computer terminal, almost dropping the thousands of papers he held under his arm.  The tall one winked at Bellandy, who ran to him and hugged him, resting her head on his chest. Emma rolled her eyes. Not again! Do they really have to do that with all of us watching? She thought.


Scott coughed tactfully after a few seconds, then took charge. Bellandy and Michael broke their embrace and listened to Scott.


"We know the mission, so let's get started on a plan. Pheonix and Pyramid, what have you discovered so far?"


Bellandy pulled up a chair and sat on it backwards, her arms resting on the back-piece. "Well," she started, "It's, um, very high security, so whatever they've got it's damn important. It took me six decoder disks just to get into the basic front drive of the main-frame. Then I took a sniff around, and, um, well, to get in properly we'll need user ID's and passwords." Michael nodded his agreement.  Bell continued, "with out them, we can just forget it. The place is a spider's web of trip-wires. Type one wrong letter and we could be traced in an instant.  Um, we're going to have to do this the old-fashioned way."


Everyone looked at the floor in cognitive silence. Everyone except Scott. 


"Oh, look here. What a coincidence, I've got five ID's and passwords in my pocket. These must be my brother's pants.... " he said. Emma's head shot up at an alarming velocity. 


"Nice going Scooter! Did the powers that be suddenly bless you with magic ID's, or are you in some kinda business we don't know about?" she questioned him astutely. He smirked.


"These are all courtesy of Mr No Name. I'm so glad I never got one of those 'no junk mail' stickers for my letter box."


"Someone will have to stay behind though, to collect information via the ACE computer system," Oliver, the short geek said quietly.


Everyone looked at him. He visibly shrunk under the pressure of the attention. 


"You should come with us into the complex, when we know the layout,"


he flashed a meaningful glance at Bellandy and Michael, who nodded enthusiastically. Emma creased her brow worriedly. 


"and set yourself up at one of their terminals. That way it should be easier for you to download the info, as well as giving you a change of scene." Scott smiled warmly. Oliver gave a weak smile back. 


"Actually, I think it's best if I wire up from here, in case I'm discovered?" he asked cautiously.


"Okay, if you think it's best, Sphinx." Scott consented. Oliver gave another weak smile.


"So, " Emma said suddenly, breaking the mood. "How exactly do we plan to do this?"


Everyone looked at Scott. He stared at each one in turn, then motioned for them to huddle.


"Okay, here's the plan....."








PART THREE:


Emma and Bell sprinted, ducking and weaving between twisting, knotted, knarled and interlaced trees.  They slowed to a cautious skip, Bellandy leading and Emma checking the rear.  Bell pushed away an oversized young branch, then moved on, letting it go just in time for it to slap back and hit her friend in the face with a loud thwack.  Emma, caught by surprise, rubbed her nose and growled her disapproval.  Bell simply shrugged a mirthful 'sorry'.





Continuing, silently for a few paces, Bell suddenly motioned for Emma to stop.  She check her portable radar.  They had reached the spot.  





Emma shrugged in a 'where's the entrance' gesture, and Bell, also glancing around, shot back a perplexed look.  They both sighed, Emma putting her hands on her hips and leaning against the trunk of the closest tree and Bellandy plonking her body on a squat metal water storage unit.  They sat there for a few idle long seconds, deep in thought until Emma abruptly jumped to life and stared at the water unit.  Bell followed her gaze, then quickly leaped up and grinned charismatically.  


"I'm brilliant!" She hollered softly.


"Shut up!" hissed Emma, hitting Bellandy gently over the back of her head.  They gathered their items securing their Communications Components on their faces and ears and climbed down the tunnel into the USAF base.  There was no turning back now.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





Scott and Michael drove their Con V onto the culmination of the closest mountain to the USAF base in Vancouver.  Securing their communication Units, they studied the guards routines and actions like a hawk watching it's prey.  


"This isn't going to be easy." Scott voiced the thoughts of both men, in relation to the guard's unscrupulous search of vehicles entering the complex.  Taking a deep breath, Michael slipped on his stealth goggles and black activation suit, courtesy of Mr No Name, "Let's do it then."  He replied valiantly.  Scott nodded, while fixing his own suit and matching goggles.  They skulked up to their chosen air vent which supplies the much-needed oxygen to the underground complex.  


After disabling the security system and unscrewing the blocking panel, they slowly eased into the air duct.  They closed the panel behind themselves.  Finally, they were in.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





"Hey!  Be careful!"  Bell yelled gently, as Emma practically tripped all over her.  Another of their frequent death glares transpired but it was broken by the sound of footsteps. Bellandy picked up her friend's arm and pulled her over to the corner.  Peering over the side, the two females saw two soldiers coming their way.  Emma gripped her gun and released the safe mode.  Bellandy glanced at her and shook her head,


"No need for that." she whispered. 


The two girls waited patiently and breathlessly as the two men marched up the corridor. As they reached the corner where the two girls were hiding,   Bellandy leaped up into the air, stomping  down on first's  soldier's chest.  The second soldier drew a gun on Bell. Emma charged up.  She jumped out and kicked the gun out of the second soldier's hands, spinning in one sleek movement, gaining momentum for her second kick, aimed straight for the soldier's stomach. He flew up against the wall, bumping his head and falling into unconsciousness. Emma watched as Bell scuffled shortly with the first guard, eventually knocking him to the floor. He didn't get up.


Seizing the men's clothes, they scuttled up to the elevators and went in. Everything was going according to plan.  





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





Michael and Scott panted, it sure was  steamy in the air vent.  Seeing a steel lattice over the Briefing room, they peered through.  Michael, through the left hand side saw a blond haired woman, a bald black man with a strange gold symbol adorned on his head and a oldish looking man who sat at the head of the table.  Scott, however, saw the other side and saw only one person.  A man who's attire consisted of thin rimmed glasses and the usual USAF uniform.  


"Sphynx, can you take up a reading profile image on this room and send the map to Phoenix and Music Maker?" Scott whispered to Oliver through his CD(Communication Device).


"yeah, wait a second, I have to take a reading of your location first.  





Sitting at his laptop, Oliver saw the red dots indicating his member holding the location pill, and blue dots, concerning other humans.  Oliver zoomed up to where Michael and Scott were and took an infer-red photo map and sent it to Bell's locator device.  Breathless, he coughed and continued to survey the USAF base from their HQ.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





"Thanks Oli...Sphynx." Bell said as she received the transparent map and slipping the USAF unit uniform over her own clothes. "We'll be there straight away!"  


"Ok, but be sure not to use our real names, there are sound locating units in this facility."  Scott warned Bell.  She nodded, then, remembered that they couldn't see her, replied. 


"Okees!"


"Not okees." Oliver said, voice quivering, "I might loose the communication, you will have to be on your own if the generator powers up.  It takes all the power and transmition."


"Uhuh." Emma said, not really paying attention to Oliver, confident that everything will be alright as she finished changing atire.  Bell, as usual lead Emma towards the briefing room that was exposed on their radar system.  


"Sphynx?  Hello?" Emma whispered through her CD.  Bell shrugged and continued to read the radar.  Yet again the pair could hear footsteps.  Bell ran behind the corner, Emma gave her a queer look.


"What are you doing?"  She questioned her friend, bamboozled.  Bellandy looked down at what she was wearing.  Feeling like an brainless twit, she walked casually down the hall with her friend.  A mid-forty year old man, with brown hair, starting to grow grey, walked down the aisle, smiling to himself.   Emma flashed a polite smile, pretending she knew him. Bellandy, however, smitten with a nervous grin grabbed his shirt collar and knocked him against the wall.  Emma's smile fell away as she gave an intensely confused look.  She glanced nervously around while her friend literally, 'beat the crap outa' this man.  The man, also confused, started to defend himself, but it was  futile as he was already half pushed into a cleaner's cupboard.  With a heave and a blow to the stomach, Bell had him firmly locked in and trapped.  


"What the hell are you doing?!?!"  Emma whispered fiercely as she grabbed Bell's arm tightly.


"That was Colonel Jack O'Neill."  Bellandy replied flatly.


"What?  How did you know that?" Emma issued another question.


"I'm not called a hacker for nothing you know!  I found out that he is the leader of the SG-1 team." 


"SG-1 team?"  


"Yeah,  I haven't figured out what a SG is yet but there are more teams, right up to SG-11." Bellandy replied again, straightening her uniform and smoothing her hair.


"So, you can find information and pictures of the SG, but not find out what a SG is?"  Emma mumbled to no-one in particular.  She stopped briefly, tugging Bellandy along the hallway as two guards walked past. They smiled inconspicuously, then Emma mumbled again, "you just had to go and ruin such a gorgeous guy didn't you..."


They turned the corner briskly and surveyed the door to the briefing room. It was clear of guards, as was the hallway.  Taking their opportunity, they turned the handle of the door and walked in.  The heads of four people spun around and faced them.  Emma and Bellandy smiled as they swiftly drew and aimed their weapons.  Emma reached behind her with her free hand and locked to door. The bald dark man reached for his weapon and aimed it at the two girls, whilst the bald man at the head of the table reached for a red telephone.


"I wouldn't do that if I were to you."  Two familiar voices chorused from the back of the room.  The four USAF members rotated to face these new intruders. Three of the USAF members put their heads in their hands, with the dark man retaining his alert position, weapon still aimed and ready. Bellandy reached for her keen silver masking tape and with a flash of malevolence in her dark coffee bean eyes, started to unroll it. She showilly began to bind all of the members hands and feet, then their chests to their chairs. She started with the older bald man, to whom she asked,


"What's ya name?" 


He didn't reply, and she didn't expect him to. When she got to the tall man, who had only just reliqished his weapon to Scott, she found him quite uncooperative. Emma snatched the tape from Bell, glancing her head over to the door. 


"I'll take over, you should talk to Officer Sphinx."


"Well, if you think you can handle this lot.... Music Maker, this is General George S. Hammond, Major Samantha Carter, Dr. Daniel Jackson and....and...umm....oh! yeah, Teal'c! That's right!" Bell replied.


Emma nodded and started, with much difficulty, to get Teal'c down in the chair and strap him to it.  Bell jogged out of the room energetically.


"Where's Jack?" Daniel Jackson mouthed to Major Carter from across the table. She shook her head with a shrug and wide eyes, meaning she had no idea. 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


"Does anyone wanna let me outa here?" Jack O'Neill pounded on the locked cupboard door.  He couldn't see that his efforts were futile as he was yelling at a deserted corridor.  Swearing and cursing and running his fingers through his hair, he slowly slid his back down the door and sat on the floor facing an assortment of mops, brooms, and other cleaning paraphenalia.


"well, I guess I'm gonna be late for that meeting." he said quietly to himself.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Michael watched the two officers mouthing messages to one another, then stalked over and put his gun to Daniel's neck.


"No talking." he said.  When he was sure they had got the message, he  leaned lazily against the wall.  All of a sudden, Bell ran in. Scott, who had been minding the door almost jumped her, but instead got a thwack in the stomach.


"You shouldn't stand behind doors." was her attempt at an apology. "He says we need to act soon."  The team nodded.


Bell put down all her miscellaneous junk and started to unbutton her shirt.  Michael bounced off the wall and glared at his girlfriend.  All the SG-1 members also started to glare at Bell, particularly Daniel.


"What?"  She asked innocently, as she heaved off her stolen shirt to uncover her normal clothes underneath.  Everyone's glare grew static again and she started with her pants.  


"Sphinx says he may have found what we're looking for."


"What are you looking for?" George Hammond demanded powerfully.


"The ground-breaking nuclear device that's so well hidden here." Scott jumped in. Every one of the USAF members in the room sucked in breath. Hammond shook his head.


"You won't find anything like that here." he said truthfully. The group gave each other sideways glances, not believing him for a second.


"Then why, General, do you have a top-secret underground installment with special anti-radiation equipment and an extra level for atomic explosions?"


Scott replied evenly. Hammond looked at him, amazed.


"That, boy, is something I will not tell you."


"Well then," said Bell suddenly, jumping in on the silence, "maybe Danny boy here will." Daniel looked up, surprised to be mentioned. "If you don't, I may have to torture you!" she said ruthlessly. Emma gave a knowledgable giggle. Scott looked at her wonderingly, he had no idea what Bell was going to do.


Bellandy whipped out a mini-sized chess board with the pieces inside. She quickly set it up, and unleashed Daniel's hands. He spun the board around, so that he was white and made his first move. Bell reciprocated, fast and effective. Suddenly, a fast-paced, high-action game of chess was on, the epitome of the fight between good and evil. Emma jumped up and yelled to the room in an immitation of a male commentator's voice; "It's a close-call game tonight, ladies and gentlemen, the bets are on for Officer Pheonix versus Dr Dig up fossils! And the call is mine, ten bucks for the winged creature!" Scott laughed and slapped her hand.


"I'm with ya," he said, "lay on another ten bucks for our girl!"


General Hammond shook his head. "I'll take you both on, twenty dollars on doctor Jackson."


"Be prepared to part with the green General," Emma replied curtly, "No one beats our girl......"





PART FOUR:


"Check mate, mate." Bell laughed as she knocked over Daniel's king. 


"What'd I tell ya, General?" Emma said assuredly, reaching down Hammond's pant pockets for a wallet.  Major Carter gagged at first,  then giggled. Someone reaching into the General's pants was something she hadn't seen before, and didn't particularly want to see. Scott raised an eyebrow.


Upon recovering a thin brown wallet, Emma whipped out two ten-dollar notes and handed one to Scott. She threw the wallet on the table and watched while Bell flirted with Daniel. She coughed meaningfully, motioning with her eyes towards an envious Michael.  Michael walked up behind Bell, putting his hands subtly on her shoulders, and asking her loudly if she'd found out anything.


"No, unfortunately he's as stubborn as a mule," she replied loudly, then quietly and with a smile said to his face, "which is quite cute," then she caught Michael's stare, "for a geek." she finished loyally.


Daniel's face fell a little, and both Sam and Teal'c saw it, despite his efforts to look at the floor.


"Come in Music Maker? Come in.." the CD crackled with Oliver's voice. Emma picked it up from when she had taken it off for comfort some ten minutes earlier. "Yes Sphinx?" she replied in a proffessional way.


"I have located the main hanger with the nuclear device. I will download the directions into Pyramid and Phoenix's loactors. They can check it out first, then if it's clear we can meet in five. Over."


"Affirmative. Over." Emma replied. She relayed the message, and Michael grabbed Bell's arm, pulling her out the door with a slightly sour look on his face. Emma raised her eyebrow and looked at Scott. He shrugged.


"They'll sort it out."





PART FIVE:


Michael and Bell walked back in the room, Scott coughing meaningfully.  


"Michael, Lipstick, face."  Bell giggled and grabbed Michael's face towards her and started rubbing the lipstick off.  Teal'c looked at them and said almost smarmily,


"Obviously your chess torture wasn't as good as looking up the weapon on your portable radar."  Bellandy just raised an eyebrow.  She looked at Scott and reported their findings - a room full of people typing into computers is all they could see from the air vents. Then Bell and Michael turned and walked back out.


Meanwhile, Emma whispered to Scott "I guess they sorted it out."


Scott  shook his head in disbelief and walked towards the door. Emma stepped at the same time, and they ended up stuck in the door frame. Emma growled at him as he growled back.  She stepped back and he went through. She'd let him have this one. 


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


"Woaw..." They chorused as they ran into the now vacant room.  A giant circle, constructed of stone stood behind the glass window. 


"Hello.  You are all late."  Oliver stated the true fact.


"We...sorta ran into trouble."  Scott admitted.  Oliver was examining computers as he asked for assistance.


"Bell, would you help me?  They want a password."  Bell leaned over and energetically thrashed the keyboard.  


"There you go!" She said happily.  They all scuttled towards the giant circle and Oliver dialled the symbols that Mr No Name supplied to him.  As they stepped to the side of the giant ring, uncertain of what was about to happen, they stood patiently.  A gush of blue, sheer, luminous liquid poured out of the circle.  They all stepped a few paces back at the same time that the liquid ran back into the iris.  


"Thanks Sphynx!"  They hollered in unison.  Bell was the first one to leap up onto the ramp, the teenager looked at the blue water.  Bell was usually the first one to jump into things before she thought carefully.  She stuck her hand into the hole and clenched her fists and brought it out again.  Emma held out her hand to be yanked up onto the ramp with her friend.  She too stuck her hand in the mirage as Bell pulled Michael and Scott up.  Bell, again, took the first plunge as she leaped through, her friends following... 





PART SIX:


Emma's hand slapped down on cold, hard, flat stone, followed by the rest of her body. She coughed and spluttered, rolling around on the alien surface desperately trying to get a hold on herself. It had been so amazing!


Her team were all there with her, rolling and coughing and as shocked as she. Stepping through the strange, incandescent blue liquid was unlike anything she had ever experienced. It was as thrilling and frightening as a theme-park ride yet not quite as real. It all seemed so fantastic - too strange to be true. The experience left her mouth dry in awe as she struggled to her feet.


Or perhaps there was something else making her mouth dry.....


Heat. Emma looked up for the first time since running for the huge stone circle, and found she had to shield her eyes. The brilliant light reflected off piled sandy hills, and the horizon was a haze of golden mist. The heat rolled over her in strong, swirling gusts, and the sounds of shouting and movement and metal-upon-metal echoed eerily from not far in the distance.


They were in a desert, and something was going down.





"Music Maker," came Scott's shaky voice with a bit of a splutter, "tell me that's good music you hear." 


She listened intently for a few seconds, then replied; "Sir, I know I can hear the sounds of activity somewhere to the west of this, er, platform," Emma glanced at her feet, then turned her gaze to the team leader. "But, I'd need a closer look to determine what exactly the activity is, and who's performing it." she added.


"Sounds like a war zone to me," Bellandy choked as she dragged her shaking body up. Emma noticed and offered her an arm to lean on. As Bell accepted, Emma whispered in her ear in an attempt to cheer her up a bit; "I told you not to eat before going on the ride, but did you listen?"


Bell giggled, coughed a bit more, then shone a smarmy wide grin. Then she turned her attention to Scott. "Yo Scooter, what're we waiting for then?"


Scott nodded appreciatively, then glanced over at Michael. He was struggling to get up without twisting all his weapons into an impossible knot. 


When he had sorted it out and righted himself, he limped over to replace Emma in helping Bellandy. 


Bell gratefully switched arms and snuggled in affectionately to Michael's chest. Emma coughed, a symbol of her discomfort, but then decided to let them have their fun, so took a few steps away from them and toward the noises. As the two became more and more smoochy toward each other, Emma moved further and further away, shaking her head and muttering under her breath. Within a few steps, she had moved so far away and with such speed that she ran into Scott, who, surprised by the sudden movement tripped on his own foot and went tumbling into the nearest sand dune, pulling Emma with him. Bell and Michael immediately stopped cuddling and came over to see the hilarious tiffle.


Both Emma and Scott pulled themselves up hurriedly, all the while yelling abuse at the other for their clumsiness. 


"God Scott! Where did you learn to walk?" Emma yelled aggressively.


"Don't blame me, if you had watched where you were going, I wouldn't have sand all through my shirt!" He retorted.


"Ha! That's what YOU think!" she screamed back stupidly. "You're so clumsy, although, it's not like that shirt was any good anyway!"


With that Scott turned red. He stalked towards her. 


"Just WHAT is wrong with MY SHIRT?!" He challenged her defensively.


"You've got no fashion sense, THAT's what." Emma made a special effort to make her voice louder than his. Bellandy and Michael were in fits of laughter. Emma and Scott turned to look at them, realising suddenly how ridiculous they both sounded.


They shot each other death glares, then grunted and stormed off in opposite directions. Scott returned within a few paces, remembering that they were headed toward the sounds, not away from them. Michael and Bell giggled again, then kept walking together. When the group reached the crest of the highest dune, they all stopped dead in their tracks.


"Oh my God..." Emma whispered, clutching her throat, her anger forgotten.  Each team member stared in amazement as soldiers in heavy steel armour and less intimidating figures dressed in yellow cloth like the sand scrambled around a blood-soaked battlefield. Dying figures lay on the ground, either motionless or moaning. Little specks of light were fired between the two opposing forces, and cries filled the scorching desert air. A man in gold armour, similar to the soldiers' started shouting orders, and a few silver soldiers split off from the main attack and started heading their way."Ah," Scott cut the silence, "I think we should, maybe, RUN!" On that word, the entire team turned tail and darted back the way they came. 


They leaped and dashed through sand dunes, Michael losing his footing and rolling down a hill. Bell stopped and ran back for him, with Emma screaming for her to 'get out of there'. 


The group reached the base of a huge dune when they were stopped in their tracks by two metal aircraft in the shape of birds flying low over their heads. Sharp bursts of fire spat down on the sand around them, and though they tried to run, they all reaslised there was no where to turn to. They were in virtually open ground, and small banks of sand were never going to provide enough shelter from the air-bourne attack.


Suddenly, four silver-clad soldiers streaked over the dune behind them, each carrying a long metal staff. Bell, Emma and Michael drew their weapons, but Scott grabbed Emma by the shoulder and motioned for her to put it down.


"They're gonna kill us!" She screeched at him, as if he were mad.


"Put your weapons down!" he yelled. "We're not going to live through this unless we surrender!"


Emma slowly lowered her pistol, but Bell and Michael kept theirs pointed straight at the enemy. One of the guards shot the ground at Michael's feet, and he fell onto one knee, clutching his leg and wincing.


"NO! You bastards!" Bell cried in agony, launching herself at the guard that shot Michael. He parried her with his staff, but she fought back with fury, ducking and weaving, kicking and punching. The three other soldiers came forward to secure Emma, Scott and Michael. Scott had a firm grip on Emma's shoulder, though she was struggling to be free to protect Bellandy. A soldier gripped her upper other arm, and with that Scott let go to be forced to his knees by another soldier. 


Eventually, Bell was on the ground, her right arm twisted behind her back and held by the soldier she had fought. Drool leaked out of her bruised and torn mouth, and as Emma held her gaze, she knew that Bell's thoughts were only on Michael's pain.


They were caught, and Emma didn't like it one bit. Scott had a lot to answer for. Emma needed to know why he had called their surrender like that, because if she didn't,  there was going to be big trouble........





PART SEVEN:


The four soldiers stood, erect as they were lead into a giant hall, surrounded by obedient serpent headed guards.  Bell and Michael held each other's hands through their rusty metal cuffs, trying to comfort each other.  Bell was still focused on Michael's knee wound rather than her own lip abrasion.  Emma gazed at Bell and attempted to gain her attention.  Noticing this, Bell glanced over to where Emma was positioned.  Emma smiled, reassuring Bell that everything would be fine.  A lone dark man walked into the room.  He clenched his fists, his right hand clanking by metal on metal.  There was a deep shadow still fixed on him so that the four humans had to strain their eyes to even pick up that he was wearing gold coloured clothes.   He solemnly stepped closer and closer until his whole face shone from the light of the desert sun.  Light from a open window-like structure beamed onto his face and reflected on his metal plate in his head.  Bell's hands started to sweat as they always did when she got nervous or scared.  This time, it was both.  She had to let go of Michael's hand and rubbed her hands on her long pants, trying to keep them dry.  He stepped closer until he came into full view.  A gush of desert air blew into the hall and blew one of Bellandy's beaded plaits into her face.  





"How DARE you trespass here?!!?  You will now truly learn from this foolish mistake!"  He roared.   A dark coloured man, with a gold emblem tattooed on his head grumped over to the four humans.  He stood behind Emma and Scott and shoved them forward and forced them to kneel.  The emblem adorned man aimed his zatnickatel gun at Scott.  Scott could hear his stomach rumble.  





"Tell me what your purpose is...NOW!!!"  He ordered.





None of the four people spoke.  The Jaffa pushed the trigger and the Zatnickatel grew larger in height.  The Jaffa and Apophis simultaniously cocked their heads to one side, waiting for a reply.  Still no response.  The next thing the humans noticed was that Scott lay surrounded by light blue electric shockwaves.  From his knelt position, he fell onto the floor with a 'clonk!'  


Another Jaffa appeared and started to carry Scott's unconscious body away, to a place that the three of the humans did not know of.  The Jaffa with the Zat-gun pulled Emma forward, and presurized her into kneeling, Emma glaring all the way.  The Zat-gun was aimed at her, ready to shoot.





"Stop!"  Bellandy began, trying her best to save her friend. "We don't know anything, I swear!  Just don't hurt them!" 





Apophis signalled her to be carried away aswell.  Emma dared just once to turn to face her comrades as she was brutuly dragged away.  All that she was able to see is Apophis motioning for the two left over humans to kneel.





PART EIGHT:


Emma's glance sprang up from off the dusty floor of the cage at the sound of movement outside. Beyond the electric metal cross-work, she could vaguely see the shapes of other people being tussled along by the strange silver soldiers called Jaffa. 


Her cage door was electronically opened, and immediately a guard was in place to ensure she did not escape. She glanced over to where Scott lay, uncomfortably unconscious on the dusty floor, little spots of blood staining his hawaiian shirt. She had made fun of his shirt earlier. It seemed so long ago now....


Her trail of thoughts were rudely interrupted by the entrance of the wise-cracking Colonel O'Neill and Major Carter, whom they had briefly met in the SGC. 


"Tell Apophis, it's nice to see him looking so well. And alive." he shouted sarcastically to the guards. Emma edged over to Scott near the corner and tried to avoid their gazed resting on her. She was too late.


"So, you kids been having a nice time? Huh?" he snarled. 


"Colonel..." Major Carter warned. 


"Right, right. I know. Be nice."


They all sat in silence, then the Major looked over and noticed Scott's unmoving body. Emma followed her gaze. Then she looked her in the eye, knowingly. Then she looked away again.


Major Carter swallowed, knowing all too well what was likely to have occurred. She herself knew of Apophis' tendency to be brutal.


"Is he..." she began. Emma shook her head.


"Unconscious." she answered flatly. Colonel O'Neill looked from one young woman to the other, then caught on to what was happening. 


"It's not what you were expecting, was it?" he asked. Emma snorted with a tired smile. She took a breath, and O'Neill expected that to be the end of it. It wasn't.


"We thought, " she started, then looked at them, deciding whether to continue. Carter nodded slightly, urging her to go on. "We thought it was a nuclear testing facility. We never expected anything so..... different." she finished.


O'Neill looked at Carter, then back at Emma. 


"We know." he said with a soft tone in his voice. Emma's brow creased. She looked confused. How could they have known?


"We found your other team mate - Oliver. He told us everything he knew. That's what took us so long to get here. Sorry," Major Carter said, glancing at Scott as she finished. Emma looked haggard, then relaxed a bit. Then she smiled.


"I always wondered how Oliver would handle if he was caught." she said calmly.


"What we don't know, " Colonel O'Neill took over, "is who exactly gave you the top-secret information necessary to get into the SGC?" he challenged her. Her smile departed quickly. She looked away, weighing up the pro's and con's. She sighed.


"We never knew his name. He just said he worked for the airforce and he knew a few things. That's all we know." she replied honestly.


"Did he seem like a jerk?" O'Neill said suddenly. Emma considered the thought.


"Actually, now you mention it, yeah." she said with a frown of distaste.


O'Neill looked at Carter.


"Maybourne." they said together.





PART NINE:


A familiar male scream of mercy came from a distance.  Emma's head shot up and stood up adjacent to the cage door's bars.  Further screams, this time a female followed up.  O'Neill and Carter looked up at Emma and noticed the anxious and tense look on her face.  


"That voice..."  She whispered with sudden realisation and a hint of concern.  More noises emerged, this time, the clanking of metal shoes, and...swearing?  Only capable of such a charming girl called...





...Bellandy...





"Let go of me you fucking shit-head!!!  Let me go, NOW!!  Let go of me so I can kill that son of a bitch!"





It WAS Bellandy.  Emma couldn't physically see the location of the yells, but as it came closer and closer, Emma theorised that she was on the other side of the wall. 


"Come one and all to the Berlin Wall..."  Emma breathed a sarcastic calling for the others. To her amazement, O'Neill and Carter scuffled over to the shared wall. They seemed to extend their ears in anticipation....


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


"LET GO OF ME NOW!! You little piece of shit!" Bellandy roared with rage and fury.  As she struggled, the two serpent guards and Jaffa tried to hold her down, but she was getting tired.  Her depleted body was urging her to stop, but she wouldn't give up. 





 I can't give up!  I'm too stuborn for that!  I have to some how get my Mike back...  She pleaded with her own mind.





She still struggled to break free, skwirming so at least she could slow the guards down...a little bit.  Memories of her family flashed by her and she scrunched up her eyes as tight as possible, trying to erase the horrible memory from her mind.  A small cage came into her view.  From where she was struggling, she couldn't tell if it was electric or anything like that.  She didn't notice the beady eyed Daniel Jackson or enormous Teal'c.  One of the guard's hands reached just below her mouth.  Getting the chance she opened her mouth and dove for the kill.  Biting as hard as her jaws would allow, the guard dropped his grip on Bell.  Running for her life, she aimed towards the huge gold doors.  Was she going to make it?





Come on!  Only about 10 centimetres!!  ARGH!! still running, she noticed another guard step into the hallway to prevent the escape. Maybe I can headbutt him!  


CRASH!  Her attempt failed, and the large guard who was accustomed to little escapades like these just lifted her body like a paperweight and handed her back to the previous guard.   


Bellandy growled deeply, "This is seriously not funny!"


The guard gripped harder on her little waist and held her out forward and brutally kicked her in the back until she fell flat on the ground. As the guards and Jaffa started to march away,  she shot up as fast as she had tumbled and yelled "You Bast..." , but was interrupted by an electric shock from the cage that she had gripped her hands on. "Owchies." She mumbled to herself.





I guess there is no more point...for now... she continued to think repeatadly.  Some times her thinking caused chaos, creamtions and bothersome knots.  





As she continued to death stare, the guards started to fade away throught the doorway.  Bellandy, not realising that she was in the same cell as two other people sheepishly blushed trying her best not to look at either of them.  She walked over to the opposite corner where no-one else were mingled.  She braced herself against the wall to support her strength-depleted body and sink down it until she sat directly onto the dusty earth.  She cradled her legs as her bloodstained face stung with the pain of cuts and bruises.  She looked at the plaid wall that stood outside the cage and let her tears trickle down her red sore and barren face.  A cold shiver arised from the core her body and she clenched harder on herself to keep warm.  She still compulsively shook  but it wasn't the temperature.  She leaned her head in the crevice of her own legs and the tears still started to trickle down her face.  She could feel the giant cut in her back started to leak with blood again and she winced to let the pain out.  If she didn't fix it up soon, it would grow rancid.  A cumbersome atmosphere summoned Daniel to comfort her. He crawled towards her and sat beside the upset girl, not really sure what to say or do.  He leant a kind hand on her shoulder.  Her eyesight glanced up towards his bruised and battered face and looked back down towards her knees.  She heard the rumble of someone's famished stomach and looked up.  He reminded her of Zell, a friend from the warzone who served as a warbuddy when trying to free the orphaned children in middle east.   Zell was so kind, so kind that he risked his own life for her.  She remembered the Turkish soldier's sword jab into his white, pallid chest.  The rest of the soldiers ran for any weapon that they could lay their hands on.  Bellandy couldn't even bury his body, only run to save her and the children's lives.  





Bellandy's memoirs were interupted by the same rhythmical pattern of metal shoes that progressed into faster and faster shuffles.  As one of the guards came towards the electric door, he waited for it to automatically open.  as it did, a different guard ordered,





"Girl...Come out here now!"  


"Come and get me..." She murmured, too sore and lazy to obey.  The guard furiously growled at her insolence and he briskly walked towards her, gripping her arm.  She didn't budge so he had to drag her and her body all the way out of the door.  Dirt was collected all up her pants and dragged holes all the way through them.  He hoisted her body off the ground so that she was now standing upright.  Apophis sweeped up into the room with a melodramatic performance, taking his time to carefully promenade in front of their cage before coming to a stand-still so close to Bellandy that she could hear his confident breath.  


"Kneel before Apophis!"  The guard ordered.  She stood motionless, undeterred by this show of power and knitting her thin brow into a frown.  The serpent guard shoved her down towards the dirt floor, sticking his hand into her deep wound.


"You have done well First Prime Ki'tak." Apophis crowed. He held up a jar, containing what seemed to be a snake.  Bell, Daniel and Teal'c all squinted in the dark light, trying to get a clearer view of the creature.  


"Insolent slave! Today you learn to what it truly means to serve your gods! Your pathetic existence is hardly befitting the fate I have in store for you. You will the host for my new Queen.  Bastet!" 


Daniel and Teal'c, still in the cage and watching, exchanged glances.  Bell looked at the jar, then at the metal plate lying on his face.  Raising an eyebrow, Apophis signalled for her to be lifted and Ki'tak obeyed.  





PART TEN:


Bellandy thrashed around on the cold, hard table, trying in vain to edge away from the slimy snake-like creature that was slithering up her body. So far, it had reached her stomach. It seemed interested in the area, slipping and sliding around, as if inspecting it. Bell wanted none of that. 


"Get it off me!  What have I done to deserve this, if anything, you deserve this cruelty!  You killed my only real love!"  her screams and skreiches continued until she nearly lost her breath.  She didn't really know where she was, or how far away she was from her friends.  The only things she noticed was that all her wounds were healed and there was this slimy snake-like creature looking at her and examining her body.   





"You were the only one that resisted and survived the torture, you body is strong, but your soul is weak."  Apophis answered lately.  


She gasped at the hideous creature as it was coming closer towards her, Apohphis was now in control.  Bell didn't like it one bit!  


"I will NEVER be your Queen!" She yelled and lunged towards Apophis.  She aimed her pummel towards his face and hit the metal plate in it.   While Apophis was left cringing from her feeble attack, she readied her other hand ready to strike.  


"How DARE you!" He bellowed his body boiling with furious rage.  His eyes glowed a lumina sallow while he lifted his right hand, with his weapon garlanded on it and it was aiming right at Bellandy's head.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Colonel Jack O'Neill thumped on one of the smooth metal walls surrounding their cage with the tip of his shoe. He was certain that at least the girl's friend was held in the room across from them.  Of course, he was hoping that the rest of his team was in there too, but sometimes you just weren't that lucky. Then again, he mused, sometimes Apophis really was that stupid....


His thoughts were interrupted by a scraping sound coming from the other side of the wall. 


"What's that sound?" Emma jumped up edgily, obviously nervous, to say the least. Sam, who had been so quiet that O'Neill had thought she was asleep, perked up at Emma's voice and noticibly listened too.


"It sounds like," she paused, thinking, "like scratching, metal on metal..."


With that O'Neill leaped into action. His pocket knife! Had almost forgotten he had one. Just a few days ago, the team were all given personalised pocket knives by General Hammond as a three-year's service present.


Whipping out his knife, he reached tenuously out to the wall, carefully avoiding the electrified meshing of their cage. He scraped as loudly as he could using as little movement as possible so that he didn't electricute himself. 


Sam joined him with her own knife, scraping the spot next to his. The metal shredded off quite easily, and soon they had a tiny hole. Still digging and scraping and with help from the other side, in a matter of minutes they had created a peep-hole.


Staring through it, O'Neill called out in a harsh whisper, "Teal'c? Daniel? You there?" silence followed his inquiry.


Then suddenly Teal'c's face appeared beyond the hole through wire meshing identical to that of their own cage.


"We are here, O'Neill."  Teal'c answered.


Emma slipped up to the hole and asked eagerly, "what about Bell? and Michael? Is he..... are they......" She couldn't finish her own sentence. Sam touched her shoulder. Scott stirred in the background.


"O'Neill, we have a situation. The girl," he looked at Emma, "Bell," he said the word slowly. Emma realised she had just used their names for the first time. 


"Apophis has taken her to be his new mate." Teal'c finished. Emma's eyes flew wide. Scott sat up, although no one noticed.


O'Neill and Carter stared grimly at each other. This was not good at all.


"Daniel! You there?" O'Neill screeched hoarsly.


"Yes Jack, I'm here, in this nightmare, and I really would just like to sit and think about how my past experiences with Apophis could help this situation. Thankyou." a shaky voice said flatly from the distance.


"No problem. That's all I wanted to hear. No need to be sarcastic." Jack mumbled in response.


"That's what Bellandy would say....." Emma sniffled to herself. Scott put his arm across her shoulders in an attempt to be comforting. Emma jumped back and screamed sharply. Everyone else jumped too.


"Oh, oh, God damn you Scott, you scared the shit out of me..." she huffed with jagged breaths. He creased his brow innocently. "Aren't you suppose to be out cold?"


Scott snorted. "So, um, what's going on, exactly?" he asked no one in particular. Everyone mumbled something incomprehensible and turned away. "What?" he asked, his voice's pitch ascending rapidly. "What?!"


"Go back to sleep." Emma yawned as she poked around her section of the cage, readying herself for sleep. The others followed suit.


"Sounds like a great idea to me." Daniel agreed.


"Can't do anything stuck in here anyway." O'Neill concurred slightly grumpily.


Teal'c just sat there while the others, excluding Scott, stumbled into light sleep. Scott considered starting a conversation with him. He looked at the towering man's stern and expressionless face. Maybe he could sleep some more.......





PART ELEVEN:





Bell felt her whole body collapse onto her knees.  Fire swept into her brain, squeezing it into a wet, greasy, pulp.  She yelped as she tried to get a hold of herself and her voluntary muscles.  She had never experienced such pain.


Is this what Michael had to suffer??? she thought, her conscience berating her right mind.  


"My Lord,  Lord Zipacna wishes to see you at once."  A Serpent guard abruptly ran in and interupted.  Apophis growled as his weapon's middle jewel started to sink in colour, then fade out completely.  It was over, for now.  Apophis stormed out of the room, his breath thundering.  It would not be a peaceful night for Zipacna.  If there was one thing that Apophis hated, it was to be interupted while dealing with a bothersome human.  He would take it out on Zipacna.  Bellandy flopped down onto the ground, like a dry loaf of bread and Ki'tak gently carried her back to the cell.  Having a sense of pity for the girl, he carefully placed her back in her cell, wary of broken bones or bruises.  Receiving weird glances from Daniel and Teal'c, he grunted and left, the door clanging shut behind him.  Daniel looked at the girl, then at Teal'c, then at Bellandy again.  He catiously moved towards her, not sure if she was Bastet yet.





Scott eyed his friend from the little hole.  Woken up by the loud grunt, Emma nudged Scott out of the way with her elbow so that she could see through the hole.  She peered through the peeping hole and inspected the other cell.  


"Bell!!!"  Emma yelled, concerned for her best friend.  "Are you...ok?"  There was no reply.  Daniel kneeled above her, checking if she was still alive.  





Bellandy gasped for breath as her back arched.  Eyes still closed, she abruptly tried to sit upright.  Bell's forhead bumped into Daniel's.  Groans escaped both of their mouths as Bellandy tumbled back to Earth and Daniel held his forehead securely.  After several careful seconds, Bellandy tried to stand up, waving her hands around seeking some form of balance. 


 


"Sorry..." Bell apologised as she nearly fell over again.  


"It's alright." Daniel replied, and held out his hand to be hoisted up off the dusty floor.  "Oh, Emma!!!  It's so good to hear from ya!"  Bell said, turning to face the wall, invisible tears forming in her eyes.  It was so joyous to hear the calming voice of her best friend.  She had no idea where the voice was coming from, so she just smiled an exhausted smile at the wall in general.


"Hey, ah, Bell," Emma queried from the other side of the peephole and coughing meaningfully. "We're kinda over here." She paused as Bellandy walked whimsically over to the peephole. "Here, being the operative word." she paused again. She coughed. "In an electronic cell ...... hmmmm.. " 


"Yeah, I noticed that too." Bellandy replied, excited in a tired way. Emma rolled her eyes.


"Well? Wanna get us outa here?" 


"M? Oh, yeah, no probs." She said. Just as she was about to pull away, Scott elbowed Emma out of the way (knocking Emma to the floor and partially winding her) and looked worriedly at Bellandy.


"How's  Michael?" Scott asked.  There was no reply.  


"Bellandy?" Scott questioned the silence.  Where was HIS best friend?


"Bell?"  Emma tried with a slight cough.  Emma gently brushed Scott's shoulder, asking for another look in order to see the expression on her face.  Was she kidding?  Was that scream Michaels?  Bell sat on her calf muscles, head lowered so neither Emma nor Scott couldn't see her expression.  Finally, she began to speak.


"Michael can't be with us right now."  


"You have gotta be kidding!"  Scott yelled, not believing a word that she said.  He pushed Emma out of the way again and looked through.  He saw Daniel put his arm around Bell.  "Don't you DARE play with me Bell!" He growled.


Is she telling the truth? He thought. He took the brief silence for a confirmation of his worst fears. There were times when he wished he didn't trust his group so absolutely........





Trying to forget that incident, Bell stood up, making Daniel's hands droop and grabbed a mechanical device from one of her millions of trouser pockets.  Putting it up to her eyes, she inspected her surroundings.  Putting it back in her pocket, she retrieved another scope device and her mechanical radar.  





"May I ask?" Daniel enquired.


"Scope," She replied, pointing to her pant's pockets, where the previous object returned. "Thermal goggles and Codec Radar." she finished, raising each object as she said each name.


"Those only exist on Science Fiction Novels!  How did you get them?" Daniel asked, mesmerized.


"I used my brain and my wallet." She smart assly replied.


"You bought it off some genius who created them?" Daniel flatly asked.


"Why thankyou, I appreciate being called a genius!" Bell replied and walked over to the cell's corner.


"You actually made those? But you're..." Daniel said but was interupted.


"16.  You can't possibly create something like this.  You must have plagurized?"  Bell answered his question, raising an eyebrow at him.


"I guess you hear that a lot huh?" Daniel asked, feeling guilty and Bellandy nodded. 


"I was born on the battlefield.  Raised on the battlefield.  Gunfire, sirens, screams.  They were my lullabies.  I was hunted like a dog, driven from my raged shelter.  That is my life.  No one expected that I would turn out to be creative...Only destructive.  This hatred gave birth to my triumph.  Do not under-estimate those who have survived war and cruelty, Dr. Daniel Jackson."  Bellandy flatly stated.  She thrust her hands and arms between the thick bars of the cell.  Making sure she didn't get electrocuted, she tried to reach the wall.  She stretched out as far as her arms would let her, still carefully ensuring that she wouldn't be electrocuted.  They woundn't reach!  As far as she stretched, they still didn't fit!  She pulled them out again, but for that split second, forgot about the electricity.  





Zap..  





PART TWELVE:


Daniel peered over the again unconscious body of Bellandy. She seemed to be breathing, which meant her heart was still working. That was a good sign, right? .....





"Why is it so dark in here?" came Carter's sudden remark from the other side of the wall. She must have just woken up... Daniel thought. She's always demanding in the mornings..... Sam's question was followed by a series of low pitched grumbles, higher pitched responses and childish bickering. He couldn't tell whether the latter was between the new kids or O'Neill and Carter. For some reason, it didn't really seem to matter. All Daniel could think about was getting out of this prison.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Cottoning on to the situation, Emma suddenly pulled out and counted a total of three bobby-pins. Deciding through squinted eyes in the dark which one was in the worst shape, she replaced the other two and commenced blindly twisting the chosen pin into a key-like formation. Bobby pins. I never leave home without 'em..... she thought.





"Will you quit playing with your hair and do something constructive!" Scott snapped. Emma turned, widemouthed, and stared at him.


"Listen, Scooter, if you had waited just a few seconds before opening that big trap of yours you'd realise I was doing something constructive." she replied evenly. Scott's jaw dropped, then snapped shut in resignation.


Emma reached forward with her newly-made skeleton key in hand, then paused, hesitant to touch the metal. She was pretty sure that Bell had short-cicuited the electricity, but that wasn't enough to cover her fear of electrocution......





O'Neill helped her out here. He leaned forward and balanced one hand on part of the cage in an effort to stand up. Emma blew a sigh of relief. She confidently reached forward and picked the lock in record time. She felt unreal, as if in a training exercise, or a dream or something. She had pretty much saved the day. That had never happened to Emma before......





"Alright Omegos..... let's split!" She yelled excitedly.





PART THIRTEEN 





Waking up, for the umpteenth time, Bellandy scoured the pitch black air for a hand to pull her up.  Still waving her hands around like a hatchling begging for food from it's mother, Emma heroicly opened the door and shone the torch right into Bell's face.  


"What the hell is that?" Bell said as she could only see a bright light.  The next thing she knew is that she was hoisted up and flung onto the shoulder of her best friend.  With a brief stagger, Emma decided to let Scott take Bell's weight after all and gladly lowered her friend down again. Bellandy started to feel nautious from all the movement.


"Let's get outa here." she managed to croak out.  Scott came up to Bell and let her lean her weight on his shoulder.  Bell managed to gain her balance and shuffled out of the door to the cage without any support from Scott or Emma.  SG-1 and the three friends were united outside their cages.  Footsteps alarmed the bunch and they ran to the sides of the main entrance.  The door slid open, and they saw a pair of serpent guards marching right at them.  Gripping her Landscaper throwing dagger, that was concealed in her boot, Bellandy prepared for a fight.  Emma followed suit, drawing her mini-blade out of her hair (it was designed to look like a fashion accessory).  Nodding to each other, Bell and Emma threw their weapons at terminal velocity, managing to strike the two oncoming serpent guards in their heads. When they had dropped, Emma and Bellandy ran over to them and their staff weapons.  The others ran after them, with most of SG-1 a little surprised at the girls' ruthlessness and accuracy. Rushing on, the eight of them speeded towards the East Wing.  About nine Serpent Guards and Jaffa scuttled towards the escapees, being persistant as always.  O'Neill, Carter, Daniel and Teal'c hid behind the walls while they came closer.  Scott, Emma and Bellandy, retreated and backed up to the walls.  Emma, clever as always, started to mimick the serpent guards with their staff weapons.  Bellandy, trying to pick this up, screamed in frustration.  She was never good at slow firing weapons.  Running to where SG-1 had hid, she joined them, Scott following. 





"You go GURL!!!"  Bellandy yelled as Emma fired non-stop. So far, 3 were down, another 6 to go.  As the guards came closer and closer, Bell siezed her chance and attacked the guards with the staff, using the weapon as an actual staff.  A high hit in the head with the gun head, attacking the next she hit him in all men's weak spots, knocking him out.  5 down, 4 to go!!!  Scott ran towards the next, using his special Braver attack, knock down one, and started to aim for his Metoer Strike, lifting the Jaffa up and throwing him down to the concrete like floor.  As SG-1 retrieved the Zatnikatel guns from the unconscious corpses of the Jaffa and Serpent Guards and started firing at the two guards left.  Hilting them on their hips, they followed Emma, Bell and Scott.  They moved on to a giant hallway.  Bellandy, leading of course came to a halt as someone in an adjacent room caught her attention.  Apophis.  Bellandy's heart was pounding.  Thinking on rash terms, she bounded towards the evil one who had killed her long-time boyfriend.  She used her most powerfull attack that she could think of.  The Sled Fang with a combo of Doom of the Living which she had learn from a video game.  Running towards Apophis, she dived towards his stomach, incurring a huge amount of damage, the damage of her whole body.  Still unfinished, she quickly stood up and grabbed her Landscaper and slashed into Apophis's body, once, twice, thrice and more, until the blows added up to ten.  Apophis, of course dead by now, still arose Bellandy's hatred, using up her last strength, she continued to slash at his body.  She was not satisfied that he was dead.  She desperatley wanted revenge.  Emma, just noticing what Bellandy was doing, thought it was time to stop her.  She grabbed her friend by the shoulder and spun Bell around to face her.  After a brief pause, Emma hugged her, and Bellandy, suddenly exhausted,  started to cry hopeless tears.  The others, just now catching up to Bella and Emma, walked into the room to see a dead Apophis and a crying Bellandy.  After a stunned silence that seemed to last forever, O'Neill eventually coughed, breaking the tension. 


"We, ah, need to get a move on." he said, eyeing the body of Apophis suspiciously. He knew that they would raise him again, and he didn't particularly want to be around to see it. Bell looked up from Emma's shoulder, pulled away and wiped her wet eyes. After a sniff and a gulp, she nodded, showing she was ready to keep moving.  The team slowly rushed off again.  They began to pick up momentum, running around corridors and past a network of rooms and passageways.  


Halfway along the hallway to the exit of the giant pyramid, Bellandy slowed to a halt. Her friends and SG-1 overtook her.  Emma, looking back, saw Bellandy stand there, staring through a doorway.  Stopping completely and halting everyone else too, Emma turned back to see what the trouble was. Emma pulled her arm to keep on moving.  Bellandy shook her head stubbornly.  Emma flashed her eyesight past Bell into the room, then, realising who was in there, followed Bell in.  Michael's body lay on top of a white bed, maybe ready to be a Goa'uld host?  Bellandy hopelessly grabbed his upper body and Emma was forced to take the bottom half.  Carrying him out, the rest of the team helped take the weight, and together they made a beeline to the desert outside. 





There, just on the horizon, was an enormous blue stone ring - The Stargate.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Finally reaching the stone ring, Emma and Bellandy dropped Michael's body, and Scott handed Emma a staff weapon.  Daniel looked at the DHD, then ran his fingers affectionately down the Stargate. 


"I can't remember a time when I've been so glad to see this thing." he commented to himself.


"I'll be happier when I see the other one, on Earth." O'Neill remarked whimsically.  Major Carter put her gun down and knelt in front of the DHD, ready to dial 'home'. The others prepared their weapons for the not unexpected onslought led by Ki'tak, heading out into the desert toward them.


"Ah, how're we doing there Carter?" O'Neill yelled uncertainly.


"3 chevrons so far, sir!"  She yelled back. The teams braced themselves for impact.





Bellandy, as usual attacked first, flinging her Japanese four pointed boomerang towards them.  With one stone, she killed about five Jaffa and another five on the Landscaper's return to her.   Placing it back on her hilt, she aimed her newly-aquired zat-gun as they came closer, determined to avenge the murder of their god.  Emma shot her staff weapon as a nervous reaction, immediately managing to kill a few guards and kick up some sand as well.  It was Scott, Daniel, Teal'c and O'Neill's turn.  WIth assorted weaponry, they knocked off  about another twenty.  As good as they were going, however, hundreds of new guards streamed out of the pyramid.





"Can we PLEASE get out of here now, Major!" Colonel O'Neill yelled at her.


"Now sir!" She yelled gleefully, as blue liquid burst out of the stone ring.  


Grabbing their belongings, and Michael's body, the two teams made a made dash through the Stargate to their home planet........





PART TWELVE:


Multiple sirens beeped and flashing lights flooded excitement throughout the SGC.  Their best team and consequently Earth's best defence against any Goauld onslought were finally coming home. 


General Hammond glanced at the digital clock on the wall above the glass screen of the control room.  They were thirty-four hours and twenty six minutes overdue exactly.  He wondered briefly what had held them up this time.  It seemed as though this team were incapable of performing any mission on time without at least one hiccup.  But then again, that's half the fun of it really.... he thought.


Seven relatively upright figures and one limp body burst suddenly out of the Stargate, shedding a lot and sand and dust in the process. 


"Shut the Iris, quick! ...... sir." Colonel O'Neill yelled up at the control room between puffs and pants. General Hammond nodded to the officer controlling the Stargate functions, who then swiftly typed in the 'close Iris' command.  Once the huge metal defense shield was in place, the rugged group seemed to relax. Doctor Frasier was immediately in the 'gate-room with her various assortment of nurses and paramedics, and a stretcher for extra measure.  Michael's body was relinquished reluctantly by Bellandy and raised onto the mobile hospital bed. 


Suddenly the medical party started running back out the door, and since SG-1 followed without so much as a blink of their eyes, the team of teens felt compelled to follow also.


Emma turned to look behind her, only to find a large group of armed soldiers bringing up the rear. 


We should've expected this..... she thought with exhaustion.  She gingerly tapped Scott on the shoulder.  His creased brow and grim stare made her gulp with fear.  She hadn't seen him this upset before.  She decided to share her discovery with him anyway, pointedly looking back at the soldiers.  He followed her gaze, then returned to give her a blank, care-less glare.


Like small ants they were marched into the infirmary and sat on separate beds. One by one, doctors came to them and performed a series of sometimes embarrassing medical tests. All the while, a sad, sickening and morbid silence floated over the sterile room, broken only by the beeps of machines and the scuffle of the workers' feet.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


The huge metal-bar gate slid shut with a bang and a crash.  One of the soldiers that had led the three surviving members of the infiltration team locked the gate and stood back in line with the others, fixing his stance and weapon to match the other ten or so trained military-men or women guarding them sternly. 


Emma let out a tired sigh and rubbed her dirty forehead.  Right now, all she wanted was a hot shower, wash her hair and go to sleep in a nice, warm bed.  But she was here, in a cold cell, a  little better than the cage but still a prisoner and still very, very dirty.


Bellandy sat down and pushed herself into the farthest corner of the cell, hugging herself in a foetal position.  She was shaking with shock, but she wouldn't let herself cry. Not in front of Scott and Oliver.


Oliver sat in the middle of the single, hard metal bench/seat provided, twiddling his thumbs and staring nervously at them, as if fascinated.  He hadn't spoken to his team mates since the infiltration and he honestly didn't know what to say.  He knew they were very upset about something, but didn't have a clue of what had happened after they had dissapeared through the blue liquid.  One thing strange though..... where was Michael? Oliver looked up at Scott, who was leaning against the back of the cell.  He couldn't see his face, but Oliver could tell from the way Scott stood that there was something very wrong.  So, he looked back at his thumbs.


Emma, after looking uncertaintly but with compassion at her best friend, finally decided to sit down next to Bellandy and give her a hug.  Bell stopped shaking for a minute, surprised by the sudden show of affection.  Then, she just couldn't take it any more. Bellandy grabbed Emma's shoulder and let the tears flow for the second time.


Emma, deeply affected by everything that had happened in the last few days but never had the opportunity to show it, finally broke down too, and started to cry silently behind Bellandy's back, wiping the tears away before they fell onto her friend's back so as not to upset Bell more.  


Scott looked up at his two team-mates weeping and felt a pang of pain.  Stopping himself from crying too, he walked over and put a comforting hand on Emma's shoulder. Em took three deep gulps of air, then wiped away the water from her face.  She stopped crying and stood up.  Bell, who had finished the last of her tears much earlier, rose also, and the three of the went and sat down next to Oliver.  Taking up each other's hands, they nodded knowingly in silent agreement.  They were a team now.  Despite the loss of a beloved friend and partner, (and lover, in Bellandy's case) they would stick together, no matter what.





Breaking the emotional tension sharply, General George hammond stepped into the room in front of their cell, followed by the (suddenly clean) SG-1 team and a few unknown high-ranking USAF officials.  Still holding hands, the team looked up, readying themselves to hear their final verdict.





"Oliver Bently, Emma (insert surname), Bellandy Kisaragi and Scott Bernard, you have violated thirty-three of the non-military action code of ethics and terrorism act of the United States through the infiltration of this top-secret military installation, the capture and physical abuse of nine USAF officers, and the unauthorised use of the Stargate."  He paused authoritatively. They gulped.


"However, because of your willingness to expose the source of your misaction, and because of your ages, it is the desicion of this board of officers that you should recieved a lighter punishment than the usual expectation of life imprisonment.  Following that order, it has also been noted by this council that your action in the field is above noteworthy, and certainly creditable.  Therefore, it is the desicion of this board that because of your expertise and aquired knowledge, you should all be instated in this institution as fellow officers.  You will, of course, be required to perform certain tasks that other teams would not as due punishment for your actions, such as daily cleaning or errands for the officers." Hammond finished sternly.


"The other alternative is ten years imprisonment with revision at the end and no opportunity for parole." A stout USAF official bellowed. The group of teens looked at each other in short contemplation.


"The only question remaining," General Hammond said, stepping toward them, "is this; are you willing to serve the SGC with your absolute best?"


The team once again looked at each other, this time for confirmation.  They turned to face the board of officers, then stood, walked to the front of their cell in a line with their hands behind their backs, standing to attention.  As one they replied in true military style;





"Yes, sir!"








EPILOGUE:


The wind rolled over the lush green fields, whipping the grass and wild flowers in unison toward the setting sun.  Bellandy gently pushed the hair away from her face and cast her eyes back to the empty grave in front of her. 


This is what he always wanted, she thought.  She remembered how they had spoken one day about what they wanted to happen to them when they died.  Michael had said he would want to be buried in the west paddock of the farm where he grew up, so that the sun would set on his gravestone every afternoon. 


Suddenly, although she was surrounded by her friends and team-mates, as well as officers from the SGC, Bellandy felt a pang of loneliness.  The feeling was accentuated by the weight of Michael's coffin on her shoulder.  She, along with Scott, Emma and Oliver, had insisted on carrying the casket to the burial place. 


With the shouted order from an unknown officer to their left, the team slowly placed the coffin down onto the lowering-ropes above the deep whole in the ground.  SG-1 were holding the lowering-ropes, and after a Bell's team had stepped back a distance, they began to slowly let Michael down into the soft, brown earth. 


A USAF preacher finished his sermon, giving the sign of the cross above the burial sign.


A little cold despite her trench coat, Bell pulled her arms around her and wiped a newly forming tear from her eyes.  Looking around, she noticed the rest of her team were doing the same as she was - wiping tears and hugging themselves from the cold winds. 


It was then that it really hit her - nothing would be the same again.  He would never be there to stroke her hair and read over her shoulder as they surfed the 'net, or to wink at her from outside the window when she was in a test. He was gone forever - from all of their lives, all they had left were memories.


Bellandy, Emma, Scott and Oliver watched as the small gathering shovelled the dirt from the grave back onto the coffin and the collection of roses and lilleys they had placed there. Huddling close in a type of 'group hug', they braved the stirring winds and the future without their friend, together.








~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





"So, what're you going to call yourselves, now that you're one of us?" O'Neill asked Emma in a slightly energetic tone.  She wondered where he found the energy so soon after a comrade's death.  It had only been two days since the burial, and already they were being asked to do little chores like mop the floor and catalogue the weaponry.  The colonel had accompanied Emma to the weapons room just to 'check up' on her - she figured that General Hammond was still sore over the loss of twenty bucks and wasn't taking any chances with his new team.


"I dunno," Emma replied non-commitantly, ticking off the weapons she could see and checking their registration.  "It'd have to be something catchy," she said, now interested in the topic. Colonel Jack O'Neill looked up, raising an eyebrow.  He hadn't expected her to actually have a conversation with him - the entire team were still in mourning over Michael and consequently rather quiet.  Jack was a bit upset about the kid's death, but after four years fighting with the Goa'uld, he was getting used to death.


"So - you're not going to stick with SG-13?" he asked her.


"Nah," she paused, then faintly smiled, "Oliver's a bit superstitious.  I think we need something a bit mysterious, humorous and... well...... not going to bring us bad luck."


"What's bad luck?" Bellandy surprised them both.  "Hi Em. We just came to see what you're up to."  Suddenly Scott and Oliver also appeared from around the corner. Oliver was reading some computer print-outs excitedly.


"Hey you guys," he said, a little out of character.  The team turned to look at him. "Check this out - area 51 does exist,  AND they've really got all sorts of alien junk there!"


The hall was silent.


"Um, not to bust your bubble Oli, but so does this place." Scott pointed out slowly. Emma suppressed a giggle. Bell looked up - idea lights flashing in her eyes.


"Hey! Why don't we call us that?" she squealed.


"Call us what?" Scott shook his head, utterly confused. Emma caught on. 


"We're looking for a name, right?" She explained to the two blokes. "Well, what about - "


"SG-51!!" Emma and Bell said together.  They clapped hands in the air in celebration of their genius-ness.


Scott laughed and shook his head. 


Oliver suddenly smiled and jumped around, excited.


Colonel O'Neill took the clip-board from Emma's hand and finished off the weapon's check, shaking his head and laughing.


"Let's go tell Hammond!" Bellandy yelled excitedly, pulling on Emma's arm. Emma grabbed Scott's hand, who grabbed Oliver's hand, and together they were half-dragged by Bellandy to General Hammond's office.





~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~





******** SG-51 ; WELCOME TO THE WORLD OF STARGATE FAN-FICTION********
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