
        
            
                
            
        

    United We Stand

By Christian Messe
PROLOUGE
“I have to do this. Don’t I?” Karalus asked. The man’s skin was blue, and he had a humanoid body, with red eyes that glowed in a natural biological way. No pupils, just entirely red. He was wearing a grey and slightly worn war jacket, with a thick and sleek, high tech chest plate underneath. It had the code ‘C-300A’ imprinted on it, on the bottom left, in small white font.
The man was inside a small room. The walls were metal, and grey like a bunker, and the floor was made of black metal tiles. He was leaning over a circular table, made of metal, which portrayed holograms of objects in 3D detail. Right now, it was showing a map of the entire Milky Way Galaxy, illuminated in red.
He was staring particularly at a solar system on the edge of the Galaxy, next to a sector outside of the Galaxy’s edge that was merely labeled; Safe Quadrant.
“If the convoy reaches the sector’s edge, there’s an 86.7% chance the Lore will start interfering with your occupations.” A dark figure responded, with a nearly untranslatable, coarse and scratchy voice. It sounded beyond menacing. The figure was eight feet tall, and its entire body was pitch black, humanoid shaped. It didn’t even have a face, except for the glowing red visor that was where anyone else’s eyes would be.
The man sighed, “They can’t be interested here, Talon… Talon has kept them busy. At least I hope he has, with his death, they might not stay in Canis as long as I need them to.” He zoomed in on the map of the galaxy with one hand, using his fingers. He squinted at the hologram, which showed a fleet of ‘Lore’ warships headed for the edge of the Galaxy.
“I’ll take my chances,” Karalus said, “They’ll be too busy fighting the Ghourse to worry about the E6s.” He grimaced, not feeling sure of himself, “When I find them…” he breathed, turning from concerned to angry, “I’m going to make sure they pay, and I won’t let the Lore or any of the remaining rebel insurgents get in my way.” He frowned, and turned around, “I’ll see to it that the republic doesn’t die in vain.”
There was a set of double doors in front of him. When he walked close to them, they opened automatically. He walked out of the room. When he stepped out, he was instantly hit by a piercing cold. It was snowing, lightly. It covered the floor and the long, flat, metal bridge in front of him. It extended thousands of meters, and was six feet wide, with sleek metal safety railing.
Underneath that and Karalus, were two large trenches, separated by a thick metal wall. The inner side of the wall, directly underneath the bridge, was sleek and angled and was cut off by the railing. The other side was just a straight, thick metal wall, lined with a series of red laser grids at the top, acting like barbed wire.
Inside of the vast, and long trenches, were people. They weren’t human, but they closely resembled one. Their skin was pitch black, almost as dark as the figure Karalus had talked to earlier, and they had red tattoos scattered across their entire bodies. They had hair, but it was strictly pitch black, like a demon almost.
The amount of hair varied, there were elderly people, to a few children in the two trenches. They wore thin, rugged rags, made of leather and scraps. They were slaves, alien slaves, and they were forced to work, not on anything particular, or for any usefulness.
Karalus didn’t know what to do with them. They were the last of their kind, and the very reason he was the last of his own.
He didn’t want to kill them, he knew they weren’t personally responsible for what happened to his people, but there was still something inside of him. Something savage. A primitive thirst for revenge. He was changing and questioning the morals he had held onto undyingly, such a short time ago. It had only been four years since everything he ever loved, fell.
Another dark, visor-wearing figure was walking towards him, from the opposite side of the bridge. Two others were trailing in from behind it, dragging something. The first figure came a few feet in front of him before stopping, “Alpha, we’ve apprehended the Meta-Core engineer.”
“Let me have a look at him,” Karalus said, solemnly.
The figure in the front moved out of the way, and the two behind it stepped forward, dragging along one of the alien slaves. This one looked older and was completely bald. Like all the other slaves he was wearing the rags, and a high-tech shock collar, which had a red light that blinked every few seconds.
The two figures threw the man on the ground, making him fall on his face and stomach. He winced, groaning a little. He was weak, not only from being tortured but also starved.
Karalus frowned, trying to swallow the little sympathy he had remaining. “The E6s told me you were the one. The creator of Experiment Ten.”
The man got up slightly, and slowly. He wobbled a little before he was able to get on his knees fully. His face was beaten up, and his lip was bleeding. Karalus hadn’t told the visored figures to hurt the man; they did it on their own. A side effect of the modules inside them, designed to make them act crueler than necessary.
The man on his knees grimaced, “I did it,” he said, sounding fearful for not himself, but the people in the trenches below him. “I made the E6s do what they have done, no one else.”
Karalus’s expression hardened, “You’re a monster.”
The man chuckled sadly, “I know, and I would expect you not to be one, but here we are. I kneel before a man who uses the very machines he sought to destroy.”
“I’ll destroy them when there aren’t any Kelisians left breathing,” Karalus said, stiffly.
“Please Minister.” The man said, “I know what the Kelisians did to you, and I know that it seems unthinkable… but you have to let go…”
“Let go?!” Karalus screamed, sympathy completely gone, “I will not let go until I know, that the great republic my people built over millions of years, has received its justice! My entire planet, is gone. Gone! Empty...” He let out a tear, but wiped it away immediately, “I’m alone.” He said, simply.
Karalus looked back, turning around slightly. He saw what had used to be his capital city, now, in ruin. The giant skyscrapers that had reached halfway to the clouds were reduced to rubble. Outlines of the ginormous buildings could be seen from miles, even from the frozen sea of ice that the camp he was in was on top of. The ocean had been frozen still for millennia, covered by a two-hundred-foot thick sheet of ice.
Karalus turned back towards the man, who was still on his knees, both the dark figures pointing laser rifles at him. The guns emitted a faint red glow at the ends of their barrels. Karalus looked away from the man, and instead watched the people in the trenches. The same species as the man kneeling before him. The man who almost made his people extinct.
“Riois,” Karalus whispered.
“Yes?” The man asked, hope in his voice.
“I’m going to set your people… free.”
The man smiled for half a second, then started to gape, realization flooding inside him. “No, please…”
“Kill them all,” Karalus whispered. The man began shouting furiously, but he was kicked over by one of the figures behind him. The figure in the front’s visor turned green, and it transmitted orders through a database inside of it. The visors functioned like a small computer.
Dozens of visored figures received the order, and their visors turned green as well. They walked down a small stairway, for the front of the two trench lines, and started shooting their laser rifles. They shot at every slave inside of the trenches. Screaming and shouting echoed as the visored figures cut down hundreds of people, mercilessly.
Karalus didn’t wince or flinch. He was calm, and his emotions, his empathy. It was all fading away, quickly. He watched the red streams of light as they left the steaming barrels of the laser rifles. He watched, and for a second… he smirked.




CHAPTER 1
In 2027, Earth was invaded by an extremely hostile and technologically advanced alien force only located by satellites after they passed the planet Jupiter, hence their location, humanity called them, Jupitains. The day of the invasion would forever be called, Arrival Day.
A month before the invasion, it was thought to be, some kind of ‘solar wave,’ but for other, private astronomy stations, that could actually see the alien craft coming… they were wiped out quietly by the major governments across the globe before they could tell anyone.
The United States, Russia, China, and England already had programs, and defense capabilities kept secret from the public, that were built just for the kind of situation that was about to come… however, it wasn’t enough, not even close. The invaders sought out easy prey to conquer, for resources. Earth was the perfect place. Jupitain ships reached Earth, and an epic fight for the sake of humanity began, if fight… meant the same as massacre.
The Jupitain’s technology outgunned Earth’s ‘modern’ weaponry by an uncountable measure. Fighter jets were blown out of the sky and overwhelmed a hundred to one, and Aircraft carriers were blasted in half before they could launch their attacks. Every single satellite was destroyed.  Important military bases, including the Pentagon, were destroyed at long ranges, but cities were invaded by the Jupitains personally, to round up the sheep.
All the World’s armed forces were defeated in less than two days. Cities were targeted. Tokyo, Japan was first, and then New York, then London, Paris, Moscow, and eventually every populated area was either conquered or a crater. World leaders, no matter who were executed, to show that the Jupitains, were dominant. Ordinary people were turned into slaves. The result was the deaths of over three billion people.
Some managed to escape the grasp of the Jupitains by living in the sewers or abandoned nuclear bunkers, but it didn’t last long. Rebellions were started but were quickly extinguished. Hope seemed lost for three months, until the unthinkable happened.
A white and green, flying saucer flew out of the clouds and started firing on the Jupitain ships. People below thought that it was a sign of God or just another hostile alien. Instead, the saucer was followed by thousands of others appearing out of the clouds.
For three days, the sky was lit up in explosions and Jupitain wreckage crashing to the ground. Confusion and fear spread across the planet until finally, the day came when the mysterious aliens stepped out of their ships and extended a hand towards humanity.
They had humanoid like bodies with light blue skin and dark eyes without pupils. Martian, or at least that’s what they wanted people to think… there were no world leaders who could decide what to do, just confused people without direction, or purpose.
The Martians helped mankind rebuild, but instead of rebuilding Nations or Countries, humanity formed a new system of government. Every continent except for Antarctica would be ruled by one leader, chosen by the people of that continent, to serve a two-year term. From those six leaders, laws would be made concerning everyone on planet Earth.
No more racist discrimination or substantial political divisiveness anymore, the invasion had affected the world so intensely, that major human vs. human war turned into a joke and children born in the time period would be in disbelief after learning that humans had ever been at war with each other. Although, petty crime and subtle human vs. human violence would still be a minor problem.
The Martians shared secrets about their technological advances, and massive fleets of warships in outer space were built to keep the new alliance safe from Jupitains. War began, the Alliance of Humans and Martians fought against the monstrous Jupitains throughout the Solar System. The two races grew to call themselves, The United Worlds. It was beautiful, until alas, everything changed.


Mission Log, Day 2, Year 2036:
My crew has arrived at the asteroid belt, minor difficulties with the main thrusters, but otherwise the trip was without complication, and the ship is running smoothly. We are coming closer and closer to our primary objective as I speak and reducing the ship’s speed, and stabilizing the-
James stopped typing, realizing his second in command was talking to him.
James’s second in command, Mark, was white and had messy brown hair. He was wearing a white collared shirt, with a picture of Earth sewed to it, and black khakis, with an ID badge attached to the left leg.
“Wow James, you really make this job sound so important,”  Mark said sarcastically.
“This job is important,” replied James, never looking away from the ship’s controls, “And it’s captain, remember that.” James himself was black and wore the same uniform Mark had on.
“Aye Captain,” said Mark, while making a fake salute with two fingers. James waited for Mark to keep talking, and he did. “You know, we are so unimportant to the United Fleet, that we got one of the worst jobs ever, asteroid clearing.”
James sighed, “Claire, explain to Mark why our job is important.” Claire was white, and had long blonde hair, with the same uniform.
“Gladly,” replied Claire, who was sitting opposite to them. She turned around. “Mark, guess why we got this job.”
“Because the Titan warship didn’t want us.” Mark guessed sarcastically.
“No, because we were more qualified to do this job than billions of other people who can only dream of going into space. So, when you say that this job isn’t important, remember, any job in space is important.”
“Wait, if we had to be qualified to get this job, then how’d Mark get in?” James joked, awkwardly. Claire smirked a little, and Mark just rolled his eyes.
“Alright back to business,” James clapped once, then turned around in his chair to face the controls again. “Claire charge the plasma cannon for fire, we need it at maximum power if we want to clear away any of those bigger asteroids, and Mark, get Lewis to repair the main thrusters, again, they’re working but, they keep buzzing on and off sometimes.”
Mark got up, annoyed, and headed downstairs for the cabin.
“Ha, take that!” Lewis said to Imp. Lewis had pale white skin, and jet-black hair and the same United Worlds uniform as the rest of the crew.
“Your move was careless and sloppy,” Imp replied. He moved his checker piece to double jump Lewis’s.
“Queen me,” Imp said proudly. Lewis looked at the board, frustrated.
“What? Ugh, you’re way too good for checkers.”
“We could try a game of chess instead like I offered before we started playing this,” stated Imp.
“No, no way, you get checkmate by like the fourth move every time,” Lewis said while moving his last piece away from the enemy queen. “It’s too bad they wouldn’t let us put any video games in here. It’ll distract you from your very important mission,” Lewis mimicked.
“It’s true though. You’d probably be playing 24/7; you need to keep your mind focused,” Imp said.
Lewis looked at the checkerboard and sighed, “Yeah, cause checkers is the ultimate mind trainer,” he said sarcastically, “My hand-eye coordination was ten out of ten before I got this job.”
“Whatever, either way, both options are a waste of time,” Imp replied. Even though his nickname was Imp, he was quite tall.
“You’re still trying to beat a Martian at chess?” Mark asked from the stairway.
“It’s checkers!” Lewis shouted back.
“Which makes it even more humiliating, I bet a Martian child could beat you at this game,” said Imp.
“Yeah, a Martian probably could,” Lewis said defiantly.
“Well forget your checkers game, the Captain wants you to fix the main thrusters, again,” Mark said.
“Again? Ugh, at this rate he should just learn to do it himself.” Lewis said, aggravated.
“Set em’ up again,” Lewis sat up, “We’re not done yet.” He walked over to the engine room’s entrance. He pressed the button to open the door. It didn’t move. He pushed the button again. Nothing. Lewis wore a confused look on his face. He pressed the button a third time. The door stayed shut. Lewis kicked them, and then afterward let out a few unpleasant words when the door still didn’t open. He punched the button, only to see the door still closed.
Lewis grabbed the slight space between the cheaply made door and slid it open. Panting, he entered the engine room.
“Well, now I have another thing to fix,” He mumbled. He walked through the cramped space of the engine room, looking for out of place wires or malfunctioning systems. He triple checked the main thruster’s exhaust to see if it was broken, looked over every control panel, and rebooted the ship’s energy systems. Everything was perfectly normal, nothing broken or out of place, but why didn’t the thrusters work anymore?
“This can’t be right; something must be off here. How could the entire system be fine?” Lewis said to himself. Before he could come up with an answer to his question, a loud explosion echoed from the outside of the ship.
James looked out the ship’s window, wide-eyed. Silence filled the bridge until Lewis barged up and shouted, “What the hell was that?!”
“I don’t know, Mark, check into the Delta-2 Asteroid base and ask them to scan the area,” James said, nervously.
Mark started looking at his computer monitor. “Um, Captain, that was the Asteroid base.” The comment even made Lewis go quiet.
“Maybe it was a system failure?” Claire guessed, with shallow hope.
“System failures don’t blow up entire bases, or do they?” Mark asked.
“Whatever caused it might still be out there, so we shouldn’t stick around to find out what happened, Lewis, did you fix the main thrusters?” James asked, getting a little panicked.
Lewis scratched his head, “Well, um that’s the thing cap; the entire engine room is perfectly fine.”
“What? That can’t be right… the controls still say main thrusters unavailable.” 
Imp walked up the stairs, “What’s going on?”
“We don’t really know,” James replied. Before Imp could ask another question, a shadow darkened the entire bridge. “What the…” James was cut off by the loud horn sound that came next. It echoed through the entire ship.
“I-I know that sound, its…” A horrible realization spread through Lewis, “Jupitain.”
James looked up to see a massive ship, with a bow shaped like half of a downwards shark tooth, and a hull that stretched over a half a mile long and ended with another half shark-tooth shaped engine.
Fear spread through the entire crew. It was silent, until Mark shouted, “Get us out of here now!!”
James grabbed at the controls only to realize that now the main engine was completely offline. He slammed the dashboard with his fist, “They must be jamming our systems!” He shouted.
“Do they see us?” Claire asked. A bright red light flashed through the bridge to answer her question. It was followed by another agonizing horn blast, the sound a constant reminder of death.
“Ugh, I can’t see!” James yelled. The red light faded away, but the ship was suddenly forced into place. “The ship, it's stuck,” James said.
“Really? I didn’t notice.” Lewis remarked, frustrated. 
Suddenly a small dot exited the large Jupitain ship until it got close enough to reveal that it was a boarding ship. “This is bad; this is really, really bad!” Mark said, stating the obvious.
“How’d they get past the perimeter defenses? The entire asteroid belt is sealed off.” James said.
“Well if it’s sealed off, what is that doing here?!” Lewis shouted. He pointed at the giant ship above them. The boarding ship collided with the airlock forcing Imp off his feet.
“They’re here,” he said coldly.
“Everyone hide now!” Mark shouted. The crew scrambled out of the bridge, to hear the sound of the airlock being forced open. A chill ran down their spines.




















James, 2027, August 2nd
“Can you believe it son? Your old man’s gonna be the first black man ever promoted to Shadow Squadron,” James’s father said enthusiastically.
An elite U.S. Military program designed to fight terrorism in the Middle East. James didn’t reply; instead, he just looked blankly at his cereal. His father noticed and said, “What’s the matter? You always get excited when I talk about Shadow Squadron.”
James looked away, avoiding eye contact. “It’s just, what if I don’t become as great a pilot as you?” He said finally.
James’s father knelt down and looked directly into his son’s eyes. “James, you don’t need to worry about things like that, because I know, and your mother knows that you will do great things, and you might not become a pilot, but you better know that whatever happens, don’t hesitate to try your best, at anything you want to do in life.”
That cheered him up… a little.
“Now come on, the promotion ceremony is in two hours so we better hurry if we want to make it to the Pentagon in time, plus in the military if we’re not thirty minutes early, we’re late.” He said it in a cheery, childish like way.
In 2024, fewer and fewer Americans were willing to join the military because of the seemingly endless spread of terrorism across the Middle East. A new terrorist organization called Hajar was devastating the Middle East with guerilla tactics the world had never seen before. The group had spread through Europe as well, and the chaos was so substantial that immigration to European countries was halted completely.
The result was a desperate attempt to create new programs, which made war overall more efficient, and safe. One of those programs was the Shadow Squadron.
It was a short drive to the Pentagon, from their small house in the suburbs. James read his book about fighter jets, and bomber planes the entire way. He was extremely fascinated with military technology, especially airplanes. His father was a born pilot, and James could only dream of being the same. He was so wound up in his book that he didn’t notice his dad knocking on his window.
“Well, you gonna get out or what?” He asked jokingly.
The two of them walked up to the main entrance. James's father saluted the two standing guards and walked through the 9/11 memorial. A stage was set up, with people from military generals, to the sanitation director sitting in front of it. James’s father told him to sit somewhere while he talked to his fellow pilots. James sat down and started reading his book. Time passed, there were twenty pilots in all on the Shadow Squadron, and each gave a speech about their position.
His father was up, and speaking about anti-terrorism, and the fight for world peace. He was about to be given his medal until the promotion ceremony was halted by a loud horn, that blazed everyone’s ears. The Jupitain flagship… had arrived. 
“What the hell was that?” Someone asked from the audience. It sounded again, louder. The projector screen was switched from Shadow Squadron battles to someone’s phone, showing a news report in Tokyo. What happened next was unimaginable.
The view that was laid before everyone’s eyes was the beautiful city of Tokyo and a giant alien ship that was probably the same size as the entire city. The flagship had a half-shark-tooth shaped bow, with a two-mile hull, and another half-shark-tooth shaped stern, with an engine booster attached to it. The flagship hovered there surrounded by fifty smaller warships just like it.
“Dozens of UFOs have come straight out of our atmosphere and are now hovering over the city of Tokyo,” said the News reporter, “This live video is coming from a helicopter, over the bay, almost a mile away, we are currently unsure of what is going on…”
The reporter kept talking, but the crowd was too stunned to pay any attention. James looked away from the projector to see his dad sprinting towards him. “We need to get out of Washington.” James was too young to understand what a UFO even was or why they needed to get out of Washington. The two of them looked up to see the biggest warship, the flagship that had blared the horn blast across the planet, make the first move. A laser shot out of one of the warship’s side laser cannons, and blew up a nearby police station, causing the apartment complex next to it to completely collapse.
Dozens of brand new, treaty allowed, Japanese fighter jets were launched into the sky, but blown up before they could fire. On one, a wing was blown off, and the plane crashed into an office building in a hurling ball of fire. Fighter ships were flown out of the UFOs and started to attack the people on the ground. Even in the constant roar and panic of the crowd around him, James could still make out what was happening on the projector screen.
A commercial plane’s cabin was split in two and crashed into the bay. Then the helicopter videotaping the event was blown up by a red laser. The screen went black. People were running around frantically. Some were saying it was probably some hacker who was pranking the world. That theory was put to rest when a blast of red light came from the horizon. It struck the Pentagon and blew a hole through its center. The rest was a blur. His father picking him up and sprinting to the car. Debris shooting out of the Pentagon, landing everywhere.
It was chaos. The inner city wasn’t a better alternative either. The White House had been evacuated secretly, hours before the attack on Tokyo, but the Capitol building was still full of government workers, where his mother worked. James’s father told him to wait inside the car. He ran into the building, which lacked security since the Pentagon had just been destroyed. James waited and saw a man run to the car.
He opened the unlocked door and started trying to hot-wire the vehicle. James screamed at him, telling him to go away. The man cursed and pushed him back into his seat. Desperate tears started to roll down James’s cheeks, until his father grabbed the man by his shirt, yanked him out of the car, and punched him in the face. He fell to the ground.
“Get in the car now!” James heard his father say to his mother. She got in, and turned around, hugging her scared to death child.
“Marcus, where are we going to go? The streets are overcrowded!” James’s mother said, half crying.
“I know a place,” He replied. The car pulled out of the parking lot and onto the sidewalk. Half of the car was on the sidewalk, while the other barely touched the curb. The sound of honking and cursing flooded James’s ears.
Helicopters and fighter jets were constantly flying overhead, in all directions. He swore he saw a tank crushing the cars in front of it at one point. They drove far enough out of the city until they ended up on a dirt road. The trees cleared to reveal an airbase. The metal gate had been forced open, so they drove right through. James’s father drove further through the destroyed base, eventually finding what he came for. A nuclear bunker.
The car ground to a halt, and James’s father told all of them to get out. His mother held his hand and followed his father towards the bunker. No one stopped them from going inside; it was too chaotic outside for anyone to notice, or care.
The bunker went deep underground; the stairway was crowded with random government workers. People were on their knees praying, while others cried or shouted. A monitor that was meant to watch nuclear radiation levels was instead turned on to the news centered in Tokyo. It was horrifying. Japanese national guard soldiers and tanks crowded the streets, but were just blown away. People were running everywhere, getting abducted by passing ships. Buildings collapsed, crushing cars.
Before long, every camera monitoring the events in Tokyo was destroyed. People were blind. Two hours passed inside the bunker, almost everyone was still discussing the events in Tokyo, wondering what to do now, until the talking was silenced, by a loud bang that came from the roof of the bunker.
They were twenty feet underground, what could have caused a sound as loud as that? The question was answered when the roof of the shelter collapsed inside, crushing three people under it. A twenty-foot-deep hole had been blown into the bunker, with Jupitains raining in from above.
They were humanoid creatures, much taller than the average human though. They had no face, only a dimly lit red visor, and a mouth with jagged, pointed teeth, and thick, pitch black skin. The strange part was that anything slow like a punch, would hit them, but anything fast like a bullet, would go right through them, not causing any wound unless the visor was hit.
They held what looked like rifles, but they glowed red and shot lasers instead of bullets. The aliens didn’t shoot but instead growled to each other in an unknown language. One of the Jupitains looked around and said to the crowd in an almost untranslatable scratchy voice,
“Take… take them allll!” The others immediately started to round up everyone in the bunker. Panic spread through the crowd.
The ones that tried to fight back had a hole blown through their body. James’s ears were flooded with screaming, cursing, and crying. James called out for his father, who answered by yelling, “Run!!”
He grabbed both James’s and his wife’s hands. They sprinted towards an empty cafeteria, which was designed to last for two years in a nuclear winter. James’s father locked the door behind them and stepped back towards the wall. A bang from the opposite side of the doors knocked off one of the latches. A second bang and the door flew open.
Two Jupitains walked in, and they looked like they were smiling.
“Get away from my family!” James’s father shouted, grabbing a kitchen knife. James was too scared to process what was happening.
“Marcus, maybe we should go with them, it might be…” James’s mother’s voice trailed off; she knew wherever they would take them it would be a living hell. The Jupitains pointed their rifles at James’s father, no one moved for a moment, until James’s father charged at the aliens, yelling for James and his mother to run.
So that was exactly what they did. The last thing James saw in the bunker was his father slash one of the Jupitains, causing it to recoil, but in the end, James watched as his father was shot in the heart, and killed.




CHAPTER 2
Overall, James’s crew was having a pretty lousy day. Being assigned asteroid clearing duty is not the ideal best-job in most people’s opinion, but this was much, much worse. The metal door to the airlock was being blown open, and the sound of constant barrages of laser beams echoed through the ship.
James and Mark hid in a large storage compartment, while Claire and Lewis hid in the engine room, locking the door behind them. Imp climbed into the ventilation shaft and watched as the Jupitains broke through the airlock, and sent the remains flying into the cabin.
“Well, this is great. Just great, now what do we do? It’s not like we can call for help, the nearest Checkpoint base just blew up,” Mark whispered, annoyingly.
“Would you shut up?” James whispered back, “You’re gonna get us killed.”
“Alright, alright, just sharing my opinion,” Mark replied, with fake innocence.
“Ugh, something’s hitting my back,” James said.
“Maybe it’s the side of the compartment that you’re next to,” Mark whispered sarcastically.
James was lying flat on his back, up against what turned out to be a dozen laser rifles pressing against him.
“Dude, we’re in a compartment full of S-22s,” James said, dumbly.
“You’re kidding right?” Mark replied while looking down, “They never told us that during the briefing.”
The two were silenced by the sound of footsteps and savage growling coming from the airlock. “Here goes nothing,” James said nervously, heart throbbing out of his chest, as he grabbed the rifle that was digging into his back. They were standard grade United Worlds military laser rifles, codenamed S-22s. They looked like a standard Scar-H, but instead of a bullet cartridge, there was an automatic charger, that served as the gun’s ammo, and shot out bursts of energy.
James slid up and moved past Mark, breathing heavily. He carefully adjusted the barrel, pointing it at the nearest Jupitain. He fired at its facial visor, and the shot Jupitain fell to the floor, into a pile of Dark goo. The others roared with rage.
“Find… fiiiind!!” roared one of them.
James kept pulling the trigger, missing most shots. The Jupitains found where the two were hiding, and pulled the lid off the compartment. The closest Jupitain was shot in the visor by Mark. It dissolved into a puddle of dark goo; it’s visor blown through the middle. Another Jupitain kept firing at them. Shears of red light flashed by Mark and James, as the fight continued.
James made a daring move, by jumping out of the compartment, and rolling next to the wall. He shot a nearby Jupitain in the stomach, but that’s when everything went wrong. The surge of energy passed right through its body, but then its stomach started to fill itself with the black goo that the Jupitains were made of.
The Jupitain smiled monstrously and kicked James in the face. He fell on his back and groaned, but before he could get up, the Jupitain stunned him with its laser rifle. Mark ended up getting stunned by the Jupitain’s gun as well, and he collapsed to the bottom of the compartment.
“Alpha… Alpha will wan-t them… bring them to Alphaaa,” One of the Jupitains growled, savagely.
They dragged James and Mark into the airlock, while the remaining Jupitains searched for the rest of the crew.
“This is really bad,” Imp whispered to himself. He had watched the entire thing from the air vent.
A minute passed, Lewis and Claire thought that they would be safe inside the engine room, but they were sadly mistaken. The door was blasted open by a surge of red energy, and smashed against Lewis, making it impossible for him to get up. Claire tried to punch one of the Jupitains, but it grabbed her wrist and yanked her arms behind her back. She struggled to get free, but the attacker was too strong.
Lewis opened his eyes, confused about how he was under a door.
“Wha-what happened?” Lewis mumbled, then he closed his eyes again. The Jupitains led Claire out of the engine room while dragging sound asleep Lewis across the floor. Initially hesitating, Imp sighed, then dropped out of the air vent, landing on top of one of the Jupitains and tumbling with it to the ground. He got up first, and shot the alien in the head, destroying its visor. Immediately after the visor broke, the goo like skin of the Jupitain melted onto the floor.
The other Jupitain growled and hit Imp across the face with his laser rifle. He dropped to the floor. Then the Jupitain’s visor turned blue and said in an audio of perfect English, “Now here's what I came for.”
The voice said it calmly, almost sounding human. The visor turned red again, and the Jupitain acted as though nothing had happened. It shot out a light-bluish electric burst from its rifle at Imp; the same type of energy used to stun James and Mark, knocking him out before he could get up, then picked him up by the collar of his United Worlds uniform and dragged him and Lewis into the airlock, letting another trail behind with trembling Claire.
They had docked their boarding ship against the airlock; again, the Jupitain craft resembled that of half a shark tooth, with the bridge in the middle, and a downwards facing half shark tooth wing under it. Almost the entire crew was knocked out except for James and Claire. It was the most fearful flight they had ever experienced. The Jupitains keeping them were quiet and didn’t make a sound during the entire journey, which was barely a minute long.
Claire was still processing what had happened, and she looked horrified. James was still trying to regain his bearing from the stun. A slight bump was felt through the boarding ship. They had arrived. When the door to the Jupitain dock opened, a humanoid blue man greeted them.
He looked so much like an average human, that the only difference between the two species besides the blue skin was that his eyes glowed entirely red, even where his pupils should’ve been. He was wearing a pitch black colored war jacket, with grey, high tech armor underneath it. The chest plate read; ‘C-300A,’ on the left side, in small, white font. 
Two Jupitain guards accompanied him. “Welcome my guests. We have much to discuss,” he said it casually like he was inviting them over for a party, “Guards, escort our new friends to the bridge, we can talk more there.”
James was dumbfounded, the strange man was ordering around an army of savage, merciless Jupitains, and he spoke perfect English. It was unreal. All he could get out of his mouth was, “Who are you?”
The man didn’t reply. It was like James was a waste of breath to him. Only James and Claire were awake, but one of the Jupitains was forced to hit Imp over the head to wake him up.
“Where… where are we?” Imp moaned. He looked around a little, “Oh crap.” The Jupitains had dragged them all the way to the bridge. It was huge, Jupitains were everywhere, at various control stations, piloting the ship, and controlling its functions. The mysterious man walked over to his control center in the middle of the bridge but never turned around.
He said to them, back facing the crew, “So, how much do you all know?”
“What do you mean?” James replied.
The man chuckled, “What do you think I mean? I need to figure out how much you people have figured out, so I can determine whether or not to kill you right here. Also, please, try not to lie, the visors scan heartrate, but I’m sure you already know that,” He turned towards the crew, “Besides, why would I even bother keeping your crew alive if I didn’t need information from the Kelisian?”
“What the hell is a Kelisian? What do you want with us?!” Claire burst out, her voice mellow with scared desperation. The man rolled his eyes and pressed a button on a tiny control panel connected to his arm. A Jupitain hit James in the back of the head with the barrel of its gun. He winced in pain.
“You don’t know… oh right, I forgot they don’t tell you anything,” The man chuckled to himself, “Now my friends, I’m the one who’s asking the questions here, so I’ll repeat what I said earlier, how much do you know.” He looked over at Imp. “Kel…” The man corrected himself, sarcastically, “Martian, I must say, I’ve never seen one of you out this far in the system…” The man looked at the rest of the crew, “I’ve noticed that the ‘Martians,’ treat their own like royalty, leaving you prims with the outer junk positions.”
“Wait, the asteroid base that blew up, it…” James started.
“Was filled with nothing but humans, correct Captain,” The man finished for him, “The only reason I spared your crew was to get to your Martian friend here, your race is useless to me.”
“S-so you blew up hundreds of people just because there weren’t any Martians?!” James’s voice was filled with rage.
Imp looked up at the blue man. “So what do you want with me?”
The man smiled, “Remember now… I’m the one asking the questions here.” He pointed at a Jupitain, who responded immediately by kicking over Claire. She fell to the floor, whimpering slightly. “Now let’s get one thing straight Kelisian, whenever you disobey me, your fellow crew will be punished for your actions, I would hate for one of them to die because of you,” He turned back around, smiling sinisterly, “I guess by this I’ve answered my own question, you all truly are clueless, but don’t worry, ‘Imp,’ you’re still going to be of use to me. As for the rest of you, I hope you all have a nice stay. You’ll be here awhile.”
The Jupitains behind James and Claire stunned them with a quick bolt of energy, and they blacked out abruptly. James could slightly open his eyes to see him and his crew being dragged away, while the blue man led Imp into the unknown.














Mark, 2027, August 2nd
“This is the second time this week you’ve been acting this way!” Mark’s father yelled from the living room. He was going over a paper from Mark’s principal. “You just can’t stay out of trouble can you?”
The thin walls of their apartment building seemed to be shaking from his father’s voice.
“The kid wouldn’t shut up! What was I supposed to do? Let him keep making fun of me?!” Mark shouted back.
“If it came to that, yeah, you gotta learn to control your emotions, or else something like this is gonna happen, for God sakes you could’ve killed that boy.”
“The world wouldn’t have missed him,” Mark said darkly.
“Yea well the world wouldn’t’ve missed you either, that’s what you don’t understand, you can’t think of these things so carelessly, you have to learn how to act!” Mark’s father replied, enraged.
“I don’t give a shit what you say; he deserved what he got!” Mark shouted.
Mark’s father looked like he was going to explode, “Oh, and we deserve a five thousand dollar lawsuit, from a rotten, scum attorney, and your 10-day suspension, you’re lucky you weren’t expelled, but of course that’s the least of our problems!”
Mark ran to his room and locked the door. He could hear his father trying hard to keep in his rage from outside.
He sat on his bed, thinking about what he could do if he ran away, there were plenty of jobs he thought he could do in New York, he was fourteen, after all. The door opened; Mark was shocked to see his mother standing at the doorway. She walked up to him and sat on the bed, putting her arm around his shoulder.
“He just doesn’t understand that you were standing up for yourself,” His mother told him, even though the lawsuit made her mad as well.
Mark just looked down at the floor blankly, inside, he was filled with anger, towards the bully, and his father. He could hear his infant sister, Maggie, crying in his parent’s bedroom. Mark’s father cranked up the TV volume to drown out the ear-piercing sound.
“I’ll get her,” Mark’s mother stopped at the doorway, and looked back at him, “We’re not done here yet.” Then she walked toward the bedroom and tended to Maggie.
Mark lay there, angry and confused until he heard his father say, “Oh my God…” The TV volume was up high enough for everyone in the apartment room to hear.
“Confirmed reports of five UFOs hovering just above the city of Tokyo, reasons unknown, stay tuned for further details,” said the News reporter, who stopped looking at her teleprompter to look at the camera view of the ships.
The giant flagship was barely hovering above the city, far down enough to be scraping the tops of the skyscrapers. Fifty other warships surrounded it, and they looked just like the flagship, but were much smaller.
The news chopper was pointing its camera at readying Japanese fighter jets preparing to leave their brand new, state of the art aircraft carrier, made from the agreements made in 2025 in the UN, due to Chinese aggression, but then a flash of red light came from one of the ship’s cannons, and blew the massive carrier in half.
It sunk into the bay but was so large that the shallow water could still make the carrier visible. Sailors were swimming away, desperately trying to escape the fiery debris. They then pointed the camera at a nearby airfield that had launched at least two dozen fighter jets. Six were shot down and crashed into the city almost immediately. Others didn’t last much longer.
The UFOs let out their fighters, which looked like two half-shark teeth, stacked on top of each other with a small cockpit like structure in between the two. On either side of the cockpit were dual barreled laser cannons, that could also convert into engine boosters. The bottom side’s wing pointed downwards, and the top side’s wing pointed upwards. There were at least a hundred in total, but they didn’t even bother going for the jets, they headed towards the city and let the warships deal with Japan’s air force.
The ground wasn’t having any luck either. Japan deployed its national guard, but the tanks were being destroyed by falling debris or blown through the center by Jupitain fighters. The local police force was overwhelmed by the Jupitain horde in seconds. Jets were crashing into office buildings. There were cameras on the ground, everywhere, capturing the horror of the events in Tokyo.
Ten minutes passed, until every camera in Tokyo was either blown up, or the person holding it was killed or captured. The helicopter that had filmed the destruction of the Aircraft carrier was brought down into the bay by a laser that had also blown straight through a commercial airplane’s cabin, bringing it hurtling down towards the bay.
Tokyo had been taken over, in less than ten minutes, and Jupitain fighters were now headed for the United States Navy fleet docked nearby. Mark’s father looked at the buzzing TV screen that had just gone dark and looked at his wife who was holding Maggie.
“Amanda, we have to get out of New York,” Mark’s father said, his voice sounding eerie.
All she could do was nod. They were right too; New York was probably one of the biggest targets on the globe. The family could hear shouting coming from the other rooms; the sound of honking started to fill their ears. In just the span of a minute, the streets were already crowded enough that it would take days before they could get out of New York.
People were screaming, but that sound was drowned out by the military combat helicopters, their blades chopping through the air.
He could hear his dad yell, “Get Maggie, we’re walking!”
Mark followed his family out of their apartment, and onto the crowded street. He had a gut feeling that he would never see his home again. Even though his family lived in Queens, Manhattan was only a half a mile away, and Mark could only imagine the chaos that would be going on over there. He could see fires starting in nearby buildings, and people were running in no specific direction.
Japan was an ocean, and hundreds of mountain ranges away, but that didn’t stop a blinding flash of red light approach the bay. No one knew where it was heading until it was too late. Millions of people watched from their apartment buildings and the street to see something that was just too horrific at the moment to process.
The red laser beam exploded, right through the center of the World Trade Center, or “Freedom Tower.” It collapsed in less than ten seconds after being hit, and a massive cloud of dust and smoke covered Manhattan. An ironic symbol, to make America, humanity, realize that they’re freedom, was coming to an end.
Later, people were starting to find out that the same type of laser had hit the Pentagon, the Burj Khalifa tower in Dubai, and the Chinese Military Communications Spire in Beijing. The lasers had a range that could spread the length of an entire solar system. Before Mark knew what had happened his dad held his hand, and the family sprinted through the street, Amanda still carrying Maggie.
Dust was starting to smother the streets of Queens, and the only light they got was from the dimness of the sun, and the yellow flash of bullets being fired out of the jets and helicopters above. Jupitain fighters had already reached the city. A large military helicopter crashed extremely close to where Mark’s family was, blowing up part of an entire block. They couldn’t tell if anyone was inside the buildings or not. Maggie was crying uncontrollably.
Jupitain fighters were flying over the city, it seemed like they couldn’t see anything on the ground either because of the smoke, but the Jupitain soldiers on the ground made out the humans with their glowing red visors.
Jupitain fighters were abducting people off the streets and flying away. Mark didn’t know where his father was leading his family until they were close enough to see a subway station entrance through the dust. They ran down the stairs, seeing many other people, crying, yelling, or just too stunned to do anything.
It looked like the Jupitains hadn’t found out about the subway yet, but it was only a matter of time before they did. The trains had been halted throughout the city. If anyone wanted to get somewhere, they had to walk.
Mark’s family joined a group of over two hundred people walking through the empty subway tunnels. When there was a stopped train, everyone would have to squeeze around it. Sometimes there would be trapped people inside, unable to get out, banging on the thick doors.
Some people would stop and try to free them. Others would just keep walking. They could hear explosions and screaming coming from the streets above them. It was horrific.
Mark was trembling, but his father’s face had a fear even worse than concern for his own life, it was fear of losing his family. The group of people walked for almost an hour until a tank was blown into the center of the group. It had been blasted so hard from above that it broke through the street.
Jupitains jumped through the hole the tank had created and shouted in a scratchy English voice, “Gather!!”
The Jupitains started rounding up the nearest humans, but some put up a fight. Most of the Jupitains didn’t have laser rifles, so they were being tackled by groups of people, but their strength could take on at least two men at once. The humans that were fighting got impaled by the Jupitain’s pointed claws.
Mark’s father told everyone to run the other way, but then the roof of the subway collapsed again, letting in dust and the dim light of the sun. The hole was blown open by a hovercraft. It was pointed outward on both sides, with the tip sharp enough to stab someone if it was going fast enough. In the center of the craft, was a laser cannon, controlled by a Jupitain standing behind it.
The cannon was aimed right at Mark’s family. Just like that, it was over. Mark’s family, along with at least forty people that were still alive, were captured and heading into the darkness.




CHAPTER 3
Mark couldn’t remember what had happened in the last two hours. His mind was a blur. He had been stunned; he remembered that, but when he woke up, he was in a cell, alone. The only light he got was from the dim red light, illuminating the hallway.
The cell had thick black walls surrounding it, made out of a Jupitain metal twenty times stronger than refined tungsten. The wall in front of him had a rectangular hole through it, probably for food.
Mark got up from his ‘cot,’ which was just a hard metal rectangle, and looked around the cell. There was a holo-pad, used by the United Worlds to do, almost anything. The Jupitains must’ve stolen it from captured United Worlds ships. When Mark swiped the screen to open it, all that popped up were two books he’d never heard of. He threw it into a corner.
“I would be more careful with that if I were you; it’s our only source of entertainment in this place.”
“Who said that?!” Mark yelled.
A humanoid alien, white enough to make his skin look like powder walked through a hidden door in the cell. His eyes were crystal blue, and his ears curved slightly. He had black tattoos all over his skin as well.
“How’d you…”
The alien answered him before he could finish his question, “How’d the wall just open, it’s a one-way door for entrances only, I just got back from sanitation duty.” He said it so casually, like he wasn’t worried that he was inside a hostile Jupitain warship.
He was wearing a brown rag, and fragments of old clothing, that looked like sort of an old uniform. It was worn and rugged, but Mark could make out a small faded tag that read; ‘Kal-29U7.’ The alien looked at Mark’s uniform. “Hmm, about time the Demons figured out how to beat you guys.”
The alien spoke perfect English. “Ho-how are you speaking English, and what do you mean the Demons figured out how to beat us? You mean the Jupitains?”
The alien pulled a sphere out of his rag’s pocket and showed it to mark. It was tiny, and when he touched a button on it, an extremely complicated stream of code formed in the air like a hologram.
“The sphere detects an organism’s dialects and species information, then translates what they’re saying right as they’re saying it, making me hear you speak in my language, and me in yours.” The alien said, smiling like he was enjoying how primitive Mark was.
“Wow,” Mark said quietly, in awe.
The alien laughed, “Yea, I said that too when I got mine.”
“What are they called?” Mark asked, who had seemed to forget that he was inside a Jupitain ship.
“Well, in your language their called translator spheres, but in mine they’re kinekelisis, you can basically get them for free, anywhere.”
Mark was so fascinated in the sphere, that when he heard anywhere, he realized… there are more than just Martians and Jupitains…
“Wait a second; there are more people out there then just Martians and Jupitains?” Mark asked.
“Well, yeah it’s obvious; I mean, do I look like a Kelisian to you?” Mark looked at the pale skin that made him white enough to look like an angel. He ignored the ‘Kelisian,’ phrase. He assumed it was just the translator sphere. 
“The Martians told us that they were the only other lifeforms out there and that the Jupitains killed the rest.” His alien acquaintance looked like he had just been punched in the stomach after he said that.
“They lied to you too huh? Well don’t take it personally; you’re not the first species they’ve taken advantage of, but they weren’t completely lying I guess. The Jupitains, whatever you call em, they keep some survivors, to work as slaves, but when that planet’s resources run out… dead. Everybody. The only safe place left in this Galaxy is the Safe Quadrant, pretty ironic name right?”
Mark looked at his new alien friend blankly.
He kept going. “My entire Solar System was… semi-peaceful, A few skirmishes between rival factions, but nothing too bad, my planet had the best trading contracts probably in the entire Galaxy, the Kelisians, or- you call them Martians had a prized navy of giant hover saucers, Gigantium-class; largest classification of a warship in the Galaxy. They protected planets that were rich enough to pay them, mine included. They never housed their own planet, but instead just created cities in their Saucers, so invasion was never a concern for them. They were kind enough, taxes on Kelisian protection was expensive compared to other options, but Pike Raiders and Ordanian slave traffickers stopped dead in their tracks when they saw the saucers orbiting our world.”
“It all came to a tragic end though, for every system… when the Kelisians fled their customers, because of the Demon outbreak. They left us to get conquered. Slaughtered, and almost the entire Milky Way Galaxy was taken over, but there were a few systems that were so small, that they went unnoticed for decades, one of them only housed two planets that could sustain life.” Mark could guess the next part. “A small prim planet, forgot the name of it… and the great Neptune, a respected republic that did trading with a lot of the major systems, and safeguarded this system.”
“Wait, what about the safe zone?” Mark asked, “And wait, Neptune can sustain life?”
“The Safe Quadrant, is a heavily fortified city, guarding the fastest route to the nearest galaxy from us, it’s really called the…”
He was interrupted by a Jupitain that was banging on the door.
The alien sighed with relief, “Don’t worry, that only means dinner.” He took the tray from the Jupitain, and set it on top of the ‘cot,’ “You know, I never got your name by the way,” The alien asked Mark.
“It’s Mark, yours?” He asked back.
“Uliski.” He looked at the tray of rotten food under him and said, “Welcome to your new home.”
“Let me out!” James shouted. He was in the same type of cell as Mark, and his roommate was Lewis, who was still out cold after the door had slammed into him. James shouted at one of the Jupitain guards, “Where are Claire and Imptanius?!”
It turned its head, the red visor glowing. It just looked at him blankly, and then resumed its post.
“Ugh, answer me you monster!” James yelled, frantically.
This time the Jupitain’s visor turned green as if being granted access to something. It turned around towards James and smiled viciously. It grabbed a shock-spear. The two ends weren’t pointed, but they lit up with red electricity. It sparked and whizzed from the tips of the spear, the electric energy hitting the floor. James jerked backward, regretting what he had just said.
The Jupitain guard pressed a button on the wall, and the door to James’s cell opened, leaving him exposed to the guard’s wrath. He hit James in the stomach and sent him flying backward into the wall of his cell, shocked by the electricity passing through his body.
The Jupitain attacked again, aiming for James’s head. It missed. James had rolled out of the way and started charging towards the Jupitain. It electrocuted him in the chest until James fell to the floor. He twitched and panted. The Jupitain growled, disappointed that he wasn’t hurt more, and left the cell, closing the door behind it. Lewis woke up, startled to see James on the ground.
Lewis moaned, “Did I miss anything?” He had a large bruise on the right side of his forehead.
















































Lewis, 2027, August 2nd
Lewis was a natural born comedian. He always saw the funny side in things. It was soon apparent that his comedic self, and witty potential, would turn him into somewhat of a mediocre genius. At least he called himself that. He was smart but thought that the public-school system was stupid, and he didn’t hide that opinion either… so his grades weren’t too good.
His intellect was better than most, and when someone called him a nerd, he always had a sly comeback. He was most interested in engineering, and he could make a small engine at age thirteen, he thought that there was nothing he couldn’t do, or at least, that’s what he thought.
When his mother died of Brain Cancer, he turned out relatively okay, but his father was genuinely heartbroken. She was the only woman he would ever love. For a month after Lewis’s father had gotten fired from his old job, he worked at a small run-down casino, as a co-manager to save up enough money for Lewis to go to college. They would soon find out that it wouldn’t be necessary.
Lewis was flipping through a magazine, looking at articles about the new Mimasu Telescope, which was in the heart of Tokyo, Japan. It had a seeing range that could look high enough to see planets fifty thousand light years away. Unknown to Lewis, however, was that he wasn’t going to see any real images. Any powerful public telescope was censored by the United States’s top secret program, called, Acolyte.   
His father, Michal knocked on his door.
“Plane’s leaving in an hour, better get going.”
He heard his slow footsteps walk towards the front door. Lewis jumped off his sloppy, unmade bed, grabbed his suitcase, and followed behind his father. The plane they were taking was part of Hyper-Class Airlines, a new branch of SpaceX that had basically obliterated all the competition when their engineers developed a new Sonic Engine Booster, that sped up the flight time by almost sixty percent, while also being safe, and efficient.
They were going to arrive in Tokyo in less than six hours. The drive to the airport was quick, his father would go on and on about events at the Casino like bar fights, to cheer him up, but it really was just to help himself. Lewis accepted the past; he knew that he couldn’t change anything about it, so why think about it? That logic didn’t always work though.
Lewis looked out the window, just trying to keep his mind fixed on Tokyo. When they arrived at the airport, it was raining slightly, and the clouds blocked out the sun as if it was on cue that the Earth was trying to make him miserable. His father pulled out an umbrella and walked out of the parking lot, headed towards a hopefully fun adventure.
Lewis had been reading about Japan months before the trip. He studied most of the language but downloaded a translator app on his phone just in case. They went through security and waited to board their plane, a Hyper-Class Airlines Jumbo Jet, with two stories and four Sonic Engine Boosters, two on each side. At least four hundred passengers were on board, and every seat had a miniature TV screen that you could plug your phone into.
Lewis’s father put their carry-ons inside of the storage above them, and sat on the outside of the row, while Lewis took the window seat. He was excited. His dad was reading a Hyper-Airlines magazine, looking at the airline’s articles and trying to look sneaky when peeking at an ad with a supermodel on it.
The plane screeched off the runway, and flew into the air; Lewis looked at the ground and the tiny dots resembling cars. For over five hours, Lewis watched documentaries, and News broadcasts talking about the Japanese telescope, and how it was a great achievement in human history and ingenuity. Then everything changed.
His phone buzzed, he had set it to make it remind him if a breaking news story was live… he only liked one station though, the rest he dubbed as fake news. He pressed a button on his TV monitor on the back of his seat, which was connected to Hyper-Airlines Free Wi-Fi, which was also another reason why the branch was so successful. He turned on Bluetooth for his wireless earbuds, and there it was, a chopper circling Tokyo, and five UFOs above the city.
He gaped slightly, and tapped his dad’s shoulder. The first thing he did was chuckle.
“Ha, yeah right, don’t worry about it; it’s probably an April fool’s joke from the station.”
“April fools was three months ago,” Lewis said quietly to himself.
He looked closer at the video feed; his dad looked too, and he was starting to get less interested in Katie Morgens, the pop singer, which meant he was starting to get concerned.
The sharp, shark tooth-shaped edges of the ship were starting to crumble the roofs of skyscrapers, and then it fired. Lewis got almost a thousand Social Media alerts in less than ten seconds after that. The target was a giant new Japanese Aircraft carrier, and it had been blown in half, fiery debris falling everywhere.
Jets sunk to the bottom of the bay, people were yelling and screaming, the ship’s bow had sunk immediately, and took hundreds down with it. The carrier was still visible from the shallowness of the bay, and people were locked in leaking compartments, only having minutes before they drowned.
Suddenly the pilot announced that they were going to turn around, and head for Australia. They never got to turn after those words. The plane was very low, it was ready to land at the airport, but when it pulled up only two hundred feet, the cabin was blown in half by a blinding red light.
Lewis was sitting with his father in the tail section, and he blacked out due to the force of gravity pushing them down into the bay. They hit the water, and everything after that was a blur.




CHAPTER 4
“What are you doing?” Uliski asked, utterly confused with Mark’s hand gestures.
“Rock, Paper, Scissors,” Mark replied, “Come on, can’t your sphere thing decipherer this?” He hit his palm three times with his fist and made a paper gesture with his hand. “Alright, your move, but do it at the same time as me next round.”
Uliski looked at Mark’s hand, and said, “So I can choose a rock, or wait what are scissors?”
Mark was starting to get aggravated, “Just choose something.”
Uliski made a fist to resemble a rock. Mark cupped over his hand to squish his rock with paper.
“What, that makes no sense, how could such a thin and flat object, topple the density of solid rock?” He asked in an accusing voice.
“I don’t really know, but those are the rules,” Mark said. Before Uliski could argue more, a Jupitain guard banged on the door.
“Follow,” it said in a scratchy voice, like it had somewhere else to be.
The door opened, and Uliski and Mark followed it out of their cell. They walked behind the pitch black Jupitain who was also letting out other unknown alien prisoners. More guards started to join them, and soon one of them reached James and Lewis’s cell, and let the two of them out. James looked miserable, clenching his stomach tightly. Lewis walked out behind James, and looked calm, strangely.
“Where do you think they’re taking us?” Mark asked Uliski.
“I don’t know, but it’s probably just another small task.” Uliski was trying to stay calm, but inside he didn’t know what was happening either, or why it required so many prisoners.
While they were walking, Mark started asking more questions, “So this Safe Quadrant thing, you didn’t really go into much detail about that.”
Uliski elbowed his arm, then said, “Don’t talk about it near them; you’ll get hurt.” He gestured at one of the Jupitains.
“Like I care,” Mark said, trying to act tough.
“Well you should, because the Demon’s visors blink every time they hear anyone talk about it, and a blinking visor is always bad,” Uliski said.
“Ok ok… so what about the, Safe Quadrant!?” Mark asked the question loudly on purpose.
One of the Jupitains turned around, and faced Mark, it stood there blankly, until the red visor flashed black, signaling it not to engage, or at least that’s what Mark thought it meant. It turned back around, leading everyone past cell after cell. Uliski punched Mark in the arm, hard.
“Ow,” Mark grimaced.
“Don’t do that again, I’m serious,” Uliski growled.
The group of prisoners that the Jupitains had collected came to a total of thirty-six, including Uliski, Mark, James, and Lewis. None of them looked like they had anything to do with the United Worlds, which made it odd how they were there.
They stopped at a huge black doorway, lined with glowing red lights. It opened to reveal what looked like an arena. The visor on one of the Jupitains turned blue, and a human-like voice became audible.
“Attention grieves, we know that you all are confused, but let me clarify your situation,” said the voice, casually. “You have been selected to fight as entertainment for our weary E-6 Cyrisian-2.7 units, and organic Cyrisian officers. You will battle lifeforms from many different parts of the Galaxy, but be cautious, none of you will come back alive. Remember, your service to Cyrus will be forever appreciated, and honored.” The voice sounded robotic, like it was from an old automated system; it didn’t seem like the blue man at all.
The visor turned red again, and panic swept through the group. Aliens were shouting in different languages or crying, but the only thing that Mark was thinking about was; what is Cyrus? The Jupitains started shoving everyone through the doorway, leading them into a sort of dugout.
The compartment/dugout led into the arena, with an audience of two hundred Jupitains, but no organic officers… no living things at all. The guards shoved one alien into the arena and closed the door to the dugout behind him, which was made of thick metal bars so that the rest of the group could watch.
The alien was light green, with a humanoid figure, Mark couldn’t see him now, but he remembered he had only one eye, the same size as a human, and he was wearing rags like everybody else, but had some kind of ragtag looking military uniform under it, with a patch that had a strange looking alien symbol on it.
Mark and Uliski watched in horror. Lewis had a look on his face that said; well I saw this coming a mile away. James was just starting to get his bearing back.
Inside the arena, the alien’s opponent was a muscular humanoid who stood at least nine feet tall, with white skin like Uliski, but his face was disoriented and scarred, with what looked to be three small eyes, a particularly deep scar across his right one. It also had a chipped horn coming out of his head; the other was missing. Mark thought he looked like a giant straight out of Greek mythology.
Uliski looked horrified. “That’s a Grangorian from the moon of Jun; I thought those were extinct!”
Mark looked at Uliski like he was from a totally different world… which he was.
The green alien was armed with a shock-spear that was used by the Jupitains, but it was basically the same as a fork in this situation. The giant monster smirked like he was looking forward to killing innocent people. It slammed its giant right arm into the alien. He flew into the wall with a thud.
Then the Grangorian moved towards him and grabbed a sleek, blue-electronic flame torch that was hanging from one of the pillars, and stabbed the alien in the chest with the pointed part. The prisoner gasped in pain, and died. A roar of approval came from the savage audience of Jupitains.
“We’re dead,” Uliski murmured.
The monster that had slaughtered the poor green alien was roaring and punching his chest like a gorilla. He smiled ferociously at the remaining group. The Jupitain guards dragged away the alien’s corpse and pushed in another alien. He was about to enter the arena, a grimace on his face.
He was more muscular than the last alien and looked somewhat like a soldier. Before he could enter the arena, Mark, without thinking, charged into the Jupitain guard and punched it in the visor.
The guard fell to the floor and dropped its shock spear. He picked it up and started to repeatedly jab at the Jupitain’s visor. The energy didn’t do anything, and the Jupitain just laid there awkwardly, Mark’s attacks not having any effect.
The outraged Jupitains in the crowd started chanting, “Die! Die! Die!”
The guard shoved Mark into the arena, letting him keep the shock spear. If Mark was scared he definitely didn’t show it, he was too angry with the monstrous ways of the Jupitains to care about his own life. The monster charged, it's one chipped horn headed straight for Mark. He rolled out of the way; making the beast hit the bars of the prisoner’s compartment. 
Cheers came from the group but were drowned out by the Jupitain’s disapproval. Mark’s facial expression said; try me. The monster grimaced, and snorted, then charged for Mark again. This time he electrocuted the monster right in the head, but he was being pushed back, desperately trying to stay on his feet.
The monster’s brain seemed to of been getting fried, but that didn’t stop the horn of the beast from pushing Mark off his feet. Mark’s back was facing a door that led into a different section of the ship; he had studied the room before he was chosen to fight.
The creature charged, roaring, drool coming down from his ugly disfigured mouth, and at the last second, Mark jumped away from the impact, sloppily, before the beast could comprehend what had just happened. Its massive body slammed into the door, busting it open, and making everyone in the arena go quiet, as they watched Mark sprint into the hallway.
“Atta-boy Mark, get outta’ here!” whooped Lewis.
“He doesn’t stand a chance.” Uliski sighed.
James didn’t say anything; he just hoped that his friend knew what he was doing.
“No one ever thought to shield that door?!” One of the Jupitain’s visors had turned blue and was echoing the frustrated voice of the blue man through the entire arena.
Mark couldn’t even hear himself think, with the loudness of his own breathing, and the sound of Jupitain footsteps echoing through the hall. Oh crap, oh crap, oh crap, thought Mark. He ran like his life depended on it, which it did because if he got caught, he was going to die. Then a miracle happened. Mark passed a sign that was written in an unknown language, but he recognized what was inside of the room it was above. Guns, and lots of them.
He ran into the room, which he now understood was an armory, and closed the door behind him. He heard the frantic footsteps of the Jupitains pass by his hallway; he was safe… for now. The Jupitains could see through walls, so he had a limited amount of time.
He strolled through the shelves of laser rifles, noticing that the Jupitains had upgraded their tech since the invasion of Earth. They flashed red every few seconds, and when Mark picked one of them up, it was light and easy to aim with. Then he found something he had never seen before — Black hole grenades.
He heard rumors about them from Kelisian officers, and he knew that if used inside an object in space, the results could be devastating. He had found twelve of the super powerful grenades, and put a harness over his shoulder that he found lying in a pile.
He wrapped it around his waist and attached every grenade to it. They were just regular black spheres that to activate you needed to press a small red button, and it would take five seconds for it to explode after that, creating a ripple in space for a few seconds, long enough to send any Jupitain into an abyss.
The harness around his waist had a metallic substance in it, so the grenades stuck to it and were easy to get off. Mark grabbed one of the laser rifles, set it to full power, and ran out of the room. He had absolutely no clue where to go, or what to do; he hadn’t really thought he would make it out of the arena alive... he hadn’t thought about anything at all. Two Jupitains that were on guard duty in the hallway spotted Mark, and one of their visors turned blue, “Kill him you idiots, I don’t need him alive anymore!”
They started shooting at Mark. Red blasts of light passed him, coming very close to hitting him, and he knew that if one penetrated his body, he would die. He fired back; he was using a burst rifle, firing multiple blasts per second, destroying one of the Jupitain’s visors.
The guns the Jupitains used, were Cyrisian-grade, advanced protonic laser weapons, that looked sort of like aek-971s from Earth, but were far more sophisticated, and sleeker… with a much larger cartridge that charged energy particles, and a half oval-like shape, connected to both the top and bottom sides of the barrel.
The other Jupitain ran towards Mark but was shot in the stomach and chest. The blasts of energy hit the Jupitain spot on, but they didn’t affect it. It roared and charged again. It got so close that Mark hit it with the butt of his rifle in the head. It barely slipped the visor off, but the force from the impact still caused the Jupitain to disintegrate.
Its body melted into liquid goo. In another room, six Jupitains came running out, guns blazing. Mark took cover behind the armory’s doorway and watched the red bursts of energy pass by him, inches away. His ears were flooded with the intimidating roars of the Jupitains. He took a deep breath and took a black hole grenade off his waist.
He looked at the hallway; the Jupitains had stopped shooting but were getting closer. It was now or never. He armed the bomb and threw it right in the middle of the Jupitain squad. It imploded. First, it was just a small hole, and then it grew into almost the same width as the hallway. The Jupitains were sucked into the black hole. Some of the floor and walls had been slightly pulled at and scrapped, but the damage wasn’t too substantial. Then the next thing Mark knew, he was running towards the arena. He was going to rescue his friends if it was the last thing he did.
The two hundred Jupitains that had been in the arena had left to go after Mark. All of them, so when he ran back in he found that everyone was still inside the compartment. Two Jupitain guards ran towards him, but he blasted them until he eventually hit their visors, reducing them to mere piles of black goo.
“What are you doing? Why’d you come back for us?” Lewis asked from behind the bars.
“I’m your crewmate; you think I was just going to abandon you?”
“Kind of, yea,” James said.
Mark shot the lock with his laser rifle and freed everyone inside. “How are we going to get out of here!?” An alien shouted from the group.
Mark scratched his head, “I didn’t really think that far ahead.”
Uliski looked around, waiting for someone to come up with a plan before the Jupitains realized where Mark was. No one did.
“For a Demon ship this big, there have to be multiple hangars… more hangars…” Uliski started finally.
“More ships to escape in, so where’s the nearest hangar?” Mark asked.
“How is everyone here speaking English?” Lewis scratched his head.
“I… I don’t know, I’m not very familiar with this warship’s model, but…”
A squad of fifty Jupitains was sprinting through a nearby hallway, roaring the entire way. They were headed straight for the group.
“Everybody RUN!” shouted James.
They started sprinting towards the doorway Mark had made the monster charge into. “Mark, even if we do find a hangar, how are we supposed to know how to fly one of those fighters?” James asked, trying to catch his breath.
Jupitains were sprinting behind them and shot two stragglers. They collapsed, falling to the floor. The Jupitains were out for blood; one of them had even started running on all fours, getting close enough to touch.
“We’re not gonna be able to outrun them!” James shouted.
“I agree.” Mark said, “But this might slow them down.” He hurtled a black hole grenade into the mob of Jupitains, and it sucked in almost every Jupitain near it. He threw another, and another, until the remaining Jupitains behind them scattered away, looking for a better approach. The group was down to only twelve people left; the others had been killed or captured again.
The soldier-looking alien Mark had seen earlier tore the visor of the Jupitain that was on all fours clean off. It dissolved into goo in midair.  When it seemed like no one was following them anymore, the group stopped. Everybody was breathing heavily, trying to catch their breath.
“We’ve passed dozens of hallways, I don’t think we’re ever going to find a hangar,” said an alien from the group.
“Admit it; we’re lost, you have no idea where we’re going!” Another one shouted.
Mark was getting frustrated, he had just rescued these people, and they were complaining?
“What do we do now, we’re dead aren’t we?”
“Why’d we listen to you? This was stupid. We had a better chance in the arena!”
“They’re going to kill us; they’re going to kill us!”
“Everybody shut up!!” The soldier alien shouted, stunning even Mark. “Put your heads together, think! Hangar has to be by hallway checkpoints… large gaps in the warship. There should be one through a hallway we just passed, Nephor-8 I think it was.”
“H-how do you know that?” Mark asked.
The alien grimaced, “Experience.” Mark noticed his uniform better; it looked immensely beaten up and torn, but through that… like some kind of alien government, he didn’t know about. He looked like a Jupitain invasion survivor.
The group didn’t argue anymore after the alien’s outburst. They started walking, then sped into a slow jog. Then the Jupitains found them, approaching from two sides, a hallway in front and beside them.
“Take a left; move move!!” The soldier alien ordered. When the group ran into the hangar door, it was almost shocking that they hadn’t found it earlier. It was huge. A doorway, tall enough to be a three-story building blocked them from being able to go in.
“It’s a dead end!” Mark shouted.
“Maybe not.” Uliski pointed at a control panel next to the door. Jupitain roars echoed through the hall.
“I’ll keep them busy,” Mark said. He ran towards the source of the roars and started throwing black hole grenades. Uliski kneeled next to the control panel.
“Can you open the door?” James asked.
“I can try,” Uliski replied. He ran over to the panel and started pressing buttons. “Maybe we can use one of Mark’s black hole grenades to suck in the door?”
Mark came sprinting back over to the group, “I’m out of grenades, they’re coming!” A Jupitain approached the open entrance and roared. It rushed towards them, claws ready to impale the closest victim. Someone kicked at it but was quickly dragged away. Mark fired aimlessly at the mob, only able to slow them down.
“Let me try,” Lewis said. He looked at the control panel but had no idea what any of the strange symbols meant, so he opened the panel’s energy chamber and pulled out everything he thought was important. The door let out a loud screech and started to open.
“Huh… didn’t expect that one to work…” Lewis said to himself, sarcastically.
“Come on everybody run!” The soldier alien shouted. He didn’t need to tell them again. Everyone scrambled inside. Six Jupitain fighters were lying on their engines, looking like filled in arches with a door. James ran over to the nearest one, looking back to see Mark throw his rifle at the mob of savage Jupitains.
“It overloaded; get inside now!” Mark shouted. He ran next to Uliski, who put his sphere up to the ship’s door panel, deciphering the language. He pressed the panel, and the door slid open. Aliens were frantically trying to figure out how to get inside their only escape.
Uliski sighed, “Go get your friend Mark; I know what I need to do.” Uliski ran towards the nearest group of aliens and started helping them. Without his sphere to interpret language, all the alien shouting sounded like gibberish. Before Mark entered the ship, he looked back at the Jupitains, who had stopped chasing them.
They had left to arm themselves. One was carrying a high-powered rocket launcher. It fired, and Mark watched the ship Uliski was on explode. Debris flew everywhere, hitting the ships, and other people, including the soldier alien.
“No…” Mark whispered. “We… we need to go,” he said, trying not to tear up, “We need to go now!”  James was already at the control seat, pressing random buttons. Lewis was sitting on the ground, crammed. The fighter was only meant for one.
“How the hell are you supposed to turn this thing on?!” James yelled. Another explosion roared through the hangar. Lewis tried to squeeze through to look, but James pushed him back.
“Just swipe your hand across the entire control pad!” Lewis shouted.
“I did that already, twice!” James yelled back.
Another explosion.
“They’re getting closer!” Mark shouted.
“Not helping,” James mumbled back.
James swiped his entire hand upwards, and the control pad and the engine roared to life. The ship flew upright, but quickly smashed back down into the ground, crushing nearby Jupitains. It screeched across the floor of the hangar, creating sparks.
“I think that when you fly, you’re supposed to go up!” Lewis shouted, hanging onto James’s seat, trying not to fall.
“This is harder than it looks!” James shouted back. He was holding down two buttons on the control panel that seemed to be the reason they were moving. They bumped into the Jupitain who was holding the rocket launcher, causing it to miss another high-jacked fighter that flew out of the hangar. “How about this?” James pressed a button that looked somewhat like a stabilizer. It wasn’t. The ship burst upward, smashing into the hangar roof. Red lights were flashing in the cockpit.
“Um guys, I think whatever defense systems this thing had are gone,” James said.
“Wait, point us towards the exit, and press that button again!” Mark yelled.
“Again?” James asked, concerned.
“I know what I’m doing,” Mark said firmly.
James pushed the controls up with his finger, and the ship lowered itself. “Are you sure about this?” An explosion from the hangar sounded again, blasting debris everywhere.
“Do it,” Mark said, without hesitation.
James pressed the button, and the ship’s engine ignited, launching them out of the hangar. Lewis whooped.
“We need to get to Mars, they’ll gather the fleet, and we can rescue Imp and Claire,” James said.
Then the agonizing horn of the Jupitains blazed through their ears. Laser turrets from the warship started to fire red blasts of energy. One passed right by them. The turrets looked like a bulky, and thick black metal box, with two barrels poking out of it, that shot out red beams of energy, their power based on the power-level and class of the turret.
“Crap, they’re shooting at us!” Lewis yelled, the hope in his face washing away. The ship that they had seen escape before them exploded before their eyes. James started button mashing the control pad, and suddenly, the interior of the fighter turned blue, and the ship started to turn towards the far reaches of the Galaxy.
“What’s it doing?” James asked.
“I don’t know; you’re driving it. Do something!” Mark shouted.
James started to push random buttons, including the one they used to get out of the hangar. “It’s not working!” James said frantically.
Suddenly, the hum of the engine turned into a blazing roar, and before anyone could react, the ship blasted off, into the mysterious void of space.




















Claire, 2027, August 3rd
It couldn’t be real, any of it. A joke for sure. This only happened in movies; she would tell herself. In the end, though, it was all real. Almost thirty hours ago, thirteen year old Claire was eating dinner with her ‘family’, and now she was running for her life. Washington D.C. and New York were the primary targets.
No other state had been attacked, unless you counted the nuclear bomb that was blown up in its silo by a stray Jupitain laser, vaporizing half the state of Michigan. Quickly, Jupitains were spreading across the globe; all efforts to stop them were merely blown out of the sky.
San Francisco, California, where Claire lived, was hit by a small tsunami, luckily she lived downtown, but the damage was still catastrophic. The city didn’t have the news as a warning, just the effects of the Jupitain ships that were destroying navies across the Pacific Ocean. The blasts were hitting the water, causing small earthquakes that led to tsunamis. The water was up to people’s waists, but in the city entire buildings were completely submerged. Then it got worse.
Jupitain fighters had finally arrived. A nearby airbase’s runway was engulfed in flames, and pretty much every other military force in the nation had been used to protect New York and Washington. Claire knew where her sister was, she was her only guardian, and she worked in the city. It was too painful to think about it.
Claire and her sister lived in a small two-story apartment building, the lobby’s floor was covered with water, and she was soaked. The landlord had evacuated everybody to the lobby since it was safer. Sounds of laser guns and screaming came in through the thin walls. Claire held up her hands over her ears to block the noise. She wanted her sister.
“Alright everyone, just stay quiet; they might not notice us.” The landlord whispered. Silence filled the room; the only sound was the movement of people in the water. The screaming and explosions outside seemed to of stopped until a quiet sound of footsteps in the water sounded at the door. Claire closed her eyes. Boom! An explosion echoed through the room, and the double doors flew out of the doorway, hitting three people next to it. Two Jupitain speeders hovered into the lobby, and the Jupitains on them started to roar.
The visor on one of the Jupitains scanned everyone, looking for weapons, but found something else on Claire. The visor turned blue, saying in a surprised human-like voice, “I-is that a Meta-Gene?! Don’t just sit there; take her, alive, kill the rest.” They started to fire. Bodies dropped dead, people were trying to swim away, but the water slowed them down. A Jupitain ran over to Claire, but before it could grab her, it was shot in the visor by a stray bullet.
“Come on! Get these guys out of here!” A small speed boat, carrying three people was entering the doorway; the people on it were firing at the Jupitains. The man who had yelled came in on a jet ski and was armed with an AK-47 and belt of grenades. He was white and was wearing a dirty hoodie, with an American flag bandana covering the bottom part of his face.
One of the Jupitain hover speeders was hijacked by another armed man, who was black and was wearing a torn police officer uniform. He used the laser cannon to fire at other Jupitains. The sound of gunfire filled the room. The man on the jet ski moved over to Claire. “Help me get the youngest out of here!”
A man on a small speed boat let Claire, and two other kids on board. He looked like a hobo, with a long dirty beard, and a wrinkled, stained tank top and torn jeans. The sound of two Jupitain fighters flooded everyone’s ears. They swooped over towards the apartment building, ready to destroy it. The hijacked hover speeder fired at one of the fighters. It destroyed its stabilizer, and the fighter crashed into the one next to it. They both crashed into a nearby gas station, causing a huge blinding explosion. Then Claire saw something she was too scared at the moment to process.
A black Jupitain hover tank was floating over the water, with its eight-inch-wide laser cannon aimed at the apartment. It’s hover tracks were covered by thick black armor, and the turret’s base was also black, and incredibly high tech and sleek looking. The hover tracks curved a little at the edges. “Get out of here!” The man on the jet ski shouted.
The vehicles sped off, Claire looked back, to see her home blown to the ground. That wasn’t the only thought in her mind that she would always process for another nine years… what is a Meta-Gene?




CHAPTER 5
“Where are you taking me?!” Claire asked frantically. She was crying, scared out of her mind. Two Jupitain guards were dragging her across the hallway. They didn’t say a word. The dim red lights were barely illuminating the hall, but she could faintly see a set of doors ahead of her. One of the guards bent down slightly and had the ID scanner on the doorway identify its visor. It scanned it, and the doors opened.
The room they took her in was much brighter, and in the middle, there was what looked to be an operating table. There was another set of doors on the opposite side of the room, they opened and a depressed looking pitch-black man, with red tattoos all over his face walked in, wearing a metal collar that blinked red every few seconds, and a red lab coat, with a black streak down the middle.
He looked down at Claire, and with a frown said, “Let’s begin.”
“Begin? Begin what!?” She knew that whatever the answer was, it couldn’t be good. The Jupitains holding her viciously slammed her onto the operation table and shackled her hands to it. She kicked around frantically, but one of the Jupitains growled and held down her feet.
“Let me go!” She shouted, half sobbing.
The other Jupitain went into a supply room and came out with a hovering table. It had a strange device on it, that resembled somewhat of a sewing machine. The tip of it activated when the Jupitain pressed a button on it, and a thin, red laser beam ignited through the tip, and to the bottom of the machine. It was a laser saw.
“Wha-what is that thing… what are you gonna do to me?! Answer me!” Claire screamed.
The scientist reached for a cylinder that was by the laser saw device. It looked like just a simple metal cylinder, but it wasn’t hollow. It was entirely filled in with metal. “Use the ray,” He ordered, solemnly.
Then realization surged through Claire. They were going to cut her. The ray was put above her wrist and moved across it. She moaned in pain, and in less than a second, the beam had cut through her wrist. Then, the scientist put the cylinder near her wrist, and for a few seconds, nothing happened. The only sound was Claire crying in pain, but then, the cylinder started to disassemble itself, and connect to Claire’s wrist, transforming into a shining metal hand.
The pain was gone as soon as the strange piece of metal connected to her left hand. Before she could look at what they had done, a Jupitain slammed the butt of his laser rifle into Claire’s head, knocking her out.
She woke up hours later, to see the scientist sitting next to her. She was still shackled to the table, but there were no Jupitains in the room.
“What… what did you do to me?” She asked, still dazed.
“I’ve activated your Meta-Gene,” he said simply. He didn’t say anything else; instead, he just stared blankly at the floor.
Claire looked at him, confused, but before she could ask another question, the man started to talk about something else.
“They… they told me, at the Ascendentry of Cyrus… our planet’s most pristine academy, that we would be working on peaceful innovations, experiments that wouldn’t focus on the war-torn agenda of the Coalition… however, I guess… I guess we were just kidding ourselves. It was idiotic to believe them.” 
“W-what are you talking about?” Claire blinked.
The man looked at Claire, his face only showing sorrow. “I alone, am the reason so many people have died… or worse. I helped make something… something horrible. Something I thought would benefit my world, help us make the lives of not just our own, but the entire Galaxy, better, but in the end, they were only going to use it for war.”
“What? You mean, you created the Jupitain?” Claire asked, starting to get angry.
“Worse.” The man said, looking at the floor again. “Something much, much worse. Without a controller… a master, Experiment Six is mindless, savage. However, when controlled, they can do and will do, anything they’re told. We made, that master… and it… it was ruthless.”
Claire grimaced, “What the hell are you talking about?”
“You're confused… I get it. I know you’ve been hiding among the Kelisians for a long time… your people have been traumatized, and you know… so, so little, but you're going to need to get over that, and quickly.”
The man pointed at Claire’s new hand, “That, connected to your arm, is a Meta-Core. A Cyrus-enhanced machine, designed to transform into anything, and everything… well, anything not organic at least. It’s a limitless amount of potential, connected to you.”
“What?” Claire asked automatically.
“It’s all right.” The man chuckled sadly, “I wouldn’t expect you to understand it… but, the Meta-Gene, the only reason you’re still breathing right now, is inside you, inserted into you during your conception. The rarest, most incredible thing, most likely in the entire Universe. It is a mysterious, and marvelous gift, that can control the form of the Meta-Core, without the Dark matter from the Core, corrupting your body, and killing you.”
“This thing… my left hand, can transform, into anything?” Claire asked, her fear turning into skepticism. “Computer… gun, engine… anything, even with all those components and circuits, it just, makes them? All of those things?”
The man nodded. “You can create all of those things… however, it comes with a cost, when you create something, the more detail put into it… the more energy is drained from your body.”
“How… how does it work?” Claire gaped.
“Every somewhat of a genius in the Universe has been trying to determine that since it’s discovery. It’s one of those things science can’t explain… although many have given very reasonable explanations, they never truly solve everything. Explanations vary, when the Dark matter is combined with a metal-like solid, it will turn into something called Meta-Core, and when the Meta-Gene connects with the Meta-Core, well, the Meta-Core’s very molecules can be changed or transformed at will. That’s the most compelling explanation I’ve heard anyway.”
“Wait a second,” Claire laughed a little when realizing this, “If this thing is that powerful, then why would that blue guy have it put on me?”
“He wouldn’t, he was watching through the E6’s visor the entire time, I injected you with a fake serum so that he would think you were dead, then I told him that I would extract the gene from your body… however, even if I wanted to, the gene’s already ruined. Even if he made a perfect clone of you, which is surprisingly easy to do, the gene would kill it. It is connected to you only… the way you think, act, are. It is blended to you, and you only.”
“So, if you had just taken the gene out of me, without attaching the Meta-other thing, that guy could’ve just killed me, no side effects.”
“Yes.” The man answered.
“Why?” Claire whispered.
“Karalus is a psychopath. It was understandable at first… his entire world, gone, because of me, but then… then it just became barbaric. When his anger began to fade, and he began questioning himself… he started, injecting himself with small doses of Dark matter. In any dose, it kills you. No matter what, unless you have a Meta-Gene, but the time varies. Varies from minutes to hours, to days… months, years. He took his chances, and so far, it’s worked out for him. The matter’s boosted his intelligence, helped him develop a new type of stealth tech, but it’s also fueled his rage.” The man sighed. “I couldn’t let this… this monster commit another genocide over this galaxy… it’s suffered enough already.”
After a short pause, Claire glanced at her new left hand, still restrained, “I wish you would’ve put it on the other one, I’m right handed,” Claire said, glumly.
Suddenly, footsteps started to echo from the hallway.
The scientist whispered to Claire in utter seriousness, “Lay down, and pretend to be dead, do. Not. Breathe. Visors scan heartrate too but… it’s the only thing you can do.”
The door opened, and in came the blue man. Karalus. Two Jupitain bodyguards trailed in behind him. Both of them were carrying laser rifles.
“Well, how’s my new asset doing, updates?” Karalus asked in a fake upbeat tone, trying to hide what seemed to be stress.
“Sir, the procedure went how I predicted.” The scientist replied. “The patient is dead, but the Meta-Gene is still unharvestable.”
Karalus frowned, disappointed. “I kept you alive for one, special little reason my friend… you were smart. That’s the only reason you’re still standing here, facing me!” Karalus leaned in, eerily close to the scientist, face to face. “If I didn’t need you, I would’ve killed you and erased you Cyrisian scum as soon as I found you're little… colony, but no, I kept you around, and you only, because you’re my key to unlocking a power that could destroy my republic’s only threat.”
Karalus stepped back, breathing heavily, “My… vengeance, is for the Kelisians, and the Kelisians only, but the Lore, they need to be exterminated as well. I’ve spent decades, studying their technology, analyzing their strategies… and there’s nothing special about it, certainly not as impressive as the Nova Alliance. The only advantage they have is Gold matter. They use it for their ships, their weapons, and their city… and it outmatches Cyrisian tech, every. Single. Time. If they were to, learn about my plan, while in motion, everything would be ruined.”
“I understand sir.” The scientist said.
“Oh please, you have to say that… I know how you feel about me Riois, about how I killed every, single, last Cyrisian refugee, and you think I’m insane for it… but give literally anyone the opportunity to do what I did, and all of them would agree to it. You helped infect this galaxy with a cancer, and nobody would ever forgive you for it.” Karalus looked down at Claire, “Not even this, insect, of an organism.”
“Sir, scan of subject; human, completed, vital signs detected.” Screeched one of the Jupitains.
Karalus gave Riois a smug look, and without even hesitating, pulled out a blue laser pistol, and shot at Claire. If the surge of energy had hit Claire in the head, she would’ve died… but it didn’t. The surge of energy, in the span of half a millisecond, was repelled by a piece of metal, that shot out of Claire’s Meta-Core hand at the speed of light. The piece of metal hit the wall, and stayed there, engraved in it like a bullet.
Before Karalus could fire again, Riois charged into Karalus at full speed, knocking him to the floor. The two Jupitains immediately shot him, hitting him three times in the back with a volley of laser bolts.
During that, Claire effortlessly freed herself from her left-hand restraint, the Meta-Core hand breaking through like it was nothing. Then, she pulled the other restraint off, and without even thinking slightly, transformed her Meta-Core hand into a laser cannon.
Phoom! Phoom! She shot the Jupitain on the left in the stomach, doing nothing but alerting it of her presence. Claire cursed as it started shooting at her. Claire flipped the operating table over so that it could provide cover. The Jupitain’s visors had special aim enhancing modules installed in them, so one of the Jupitains easily shot Claire in the arm because it was out of cover.
Claire cried out in pain, holding her arm, and wincing. She cringed as the energy crackled in her wound, making it more painful. She cowardly inched above her cover, to peek at the Jupitains, then jerked back down when they immediately started to fire at her. Karalus pushed Riois’s corpse off of himself, and jumped to his feet, brushing his war jacket energizingly.
“Come on Claire… you know you don’t wanna do this. Give up. You have no idea, what you’ve gotten yourself into.”
Claire started to think intensely about what to do. She could shoot at them, her aim was horrible… she was an asteroid clearer for a reason, but, she had to think — anything, literally anything. Claire started to hyperventilate slightly until she thought of something. Launcher… grenade launcher.
The Meta-Core accepted her request. She barely had to think about the details. It knew how she wanted it. It formed into a grenade launcher, little particles and metal fragments piecing together, all perfectly coordinated. Then, she fired. It made a poouum sound while leaving the barrel, and landed near Karalus and the two Jupitains. Karalus’s eyes widened when he realized what it was, and he shoved one of the Jupitains into it, before sprinting out of the room.
Pazouch! A ball of electricity engulfed the two Jupitains, causing their visors to go black, and make them disperse into dark goo. She looked over the table, and hopped over it, not seeing anything dangerous. She looked at the puddles of Dark matter, impressed that she actually managed to kill two Jupitains. Then she looked at the scientist… Riois. He was dead, and he had sacrificed himself to save her. Claire looked at his body for a few seconds, until she heard an ear-piercingly loud alarm blare through the hallway.
“Attention all E6 soldiers on board,” Karalus screeched through the intercom, “We have a hostile Meta-Gene on this ship, arm yourselves, and be prepared for anything! Do not let her escape; put the entire ship on lockdown!”
The Jupitain horn of death blared through the halls. Apparently, that was the sound they used for everything, thought Claire.
She ran through a dimly lit hallway until a door started closing in front of her. Before it could hit the ground, she slid under it. Another one caught her off guard, it slammed into the ground, leaving her trapped between the other door. She remade a laser cannon and fired. The impact blew a giant hole through the two-foot-thick door, leaving metal pieces scattered across the hallway.
Claire gasped, smiling broadly. This is unreal, she thought.
Then, she saw at least forty Jupitains at the other end of the hallway; they had run from a nearby checkpoint. One saw her and roared. Claire cursed, then quickly leaped back through the hole she had made in the security door. The Jupitains fired a rain of red laser bullets at the door, not causing any real damage except some burn marks on the outer metal.
They started to move in closer, slowly. They were being extra cautious. Claire tried to think, but panic was starting to get to her head, she’d never had to deal with so many Jupitains at once before. She’d never even fought one before today. She never had such a powerful weapon before either though. She took a deep breath and tried to imagine what she could make, what she’d seen. Swords, shields, guns, ships… no way she could make a ship, she thought. The Meta-Core started to vibrate like it was ready to make one, and all it needed was for her to think of something.
She tried to think, all while the Jupitains were starting to get closer and closer. She didn’t want to make a United Worlds fighter jet, or a standard United Worlds flying saucer because they would be shot out of the sky immediately. Think, think, think. She remembered, the invasion of Earth, after the Jupitains destroyed the most important facilities of every continent from afar, they sent out their fighters to kill the soldiers, and capture citizens. That was it, a Jupitain fighter. It would blend in with Jupitain forces perfectly. She didn’t need a hangar, just her imagination.
She imagined the fighter. A hull that looked like a right side up boomerang, but the tips sharp and shorter, and the middle, a cockpit, with the guns at both sides of the cockpit, but when turned around, formed into small thrusters. Then, when the Meta-Core responded to her request, she felt, different… different than when she made the laser rifle. Like her entire body was losing strength, out of nowhere. She felt like she was… dying.
She grunted at the pain, but then as quickly as it had come, it vanished, along with some of her energy. Her eyelids started getting heavier, and she felt exhausted, but her Meta-Core was making results.
A hull was forming out of what used to be a laser cannon, pieces spread, linking with each other, creating all the sides, and pieces, even the holo-pad… out of itself.
“This is insane!” She yelled aloud, her energy returning slowly. Every single last detail was formed, nothing not-included, and Claire didn’t even have to think about the ship that much for her Meta-Core to understand.
Then, she heard a loud screech! Like metal colliding against metal. It was the outer parts of the ship trying to break out of the warship. Then, a scch, ticch, bvvoouum! A small section of the hallway’s roof was blown off, and so was part of the floor, revealing the top of another hallway.
The fighter was formed, but there were holes put into the bottom and top of the hallway, the tip showing from outside of the warship. The squad of Jupitains was blown into the vacuum of space, roaring. Since they weren’t living organisms, they just floated away slowly, unable to get back.
“Ok,” Claire said, “So how do I get out of here…” She was still stuck inside of a massive warship, and only punctured one hallway. She pressed a button on the touchpad, trying to activate the engines, but it wouldn’t work. “Can’t I make this English or something?” The language was just a bunch of symbols, most likely Cyrisian.
The top part of the fighter or shark tooth tip had cut through the top of the warship, showing from space, while the bottom had gone through the roof of another hallway.
Claire searched through a series of random symbols until she found one that looked promising. It looked like some sort of super speed, like the kind the Kelisians used to get across space at extraordinarily fast speeds. I-Hypotonic warp. She tapped it and waited for a few seconds. The engines started to hum, then roared to life, the energy burning the hallway.
The ship started to move into the metal of the warship’s outer shell at full speed, the engine ear-piercingly loud. It was beginning to break the hallway’s layers, little by little until the warship’s metal shell finally snapped with a loud pcchh!
The fighter sped into space, faster than light, leaving a trail of blue energy behind it.






























Imptanius; Kelisian Gigantium-class Flying Saucer, Mars; 2027, August 1st   
“You know, just because I’m human, doesn’t mean I’m stupid if that’s what your dad thinks.”
“What? No. That’s a careless accusation.”
“Well I mean it’s true, whenever he sees me the look on his face just says, ugh.”
She imitated the look she was describing. They both shared a laugh. She had dark blue eyes, with cut ginger hair, that only reached her shoulders.
“Abigail, I’m sure it’s not personal; he thinks that way about all the humans we rescued.”
She looked at him, her face saying, ‘thanks for making me feel better,’ sarcastically.
“How are the spies’ Intel?” She asked.
Imp pressed a button on a smooth touchpad, and a sizeable spherical diagram appeared, of Earth.
“Hmm, there’s a new project going on right now in the… United States, that N.A.S.A. program hired a bunch of private companies to help them send another probe here… filled with more colonization supplies, hope it can’t see through stealth tech.”
“I doubt it can… the bathrooms here are more advanced than that place’s command center, so yea, I think we’re good.”
The two of them were sitting in white lounge chairs; the room was completely white, with some streaks of bright green along the walls.
“Imptanius, why haven’t the Martians shone yourselves to us yet, well at least the ones that haven’t been abducted.”
“I’ve told you this; we can’t interfere with primitive planet’s paths unless it’s an extreme emergency.”
“That doesn’t make any sense.”
Imp sighed. “It makes perfect sense. Every organism plays a role in the Universe; we have to wait and see what role humanity will take.”
“Then why are there humans here?”
“My father didn’t tell me much; he just said that the Main Leader chooses a select few to stay here, for a specific reason. If they want to stay, they can, but if they want to go back to Earth, they’ll have their memories wiped, and be returned to a safe location.”
“I’m glad I decided to stay,” Abigail said.
“Why’s that?”
“Because if I left, I would have never met you.” She leaned towards him, and they kissed.
What the Kelisians never told anyone, was that when they arrived at Mars one year before the Jupitains reached the Inner Solar System, they found something… horrific. The surface scans found massive metal catacombs under Mars’s surface, an ancient species used to live on the planet, the ‘real’ Martians, and they were not peaceful.
Underground, ruins of countless laboratories and hangars remained, along with corpses. Their skeletons looked like tiny elves, but bio scans looked into their previous appearance.
They used to be a tannish, white color, with deep black eyes, and an eerie red pupil in the center. Little green men. Their ships were also saucer-shaped, but more primitive looking, and in their maiden state, looked black and red, the same colors as the Jupitain Horde. Then, the disgusting truth was revealed. These Martian’s ships had claws, linked to the bottom of their vessels by chain… to grab humans, and abduct them, for experiments…
Evidence showed that the species had been doing this since the dawn of humanity’s existence, maybe even before the dinosaurs. Their laboratories were packed to the brim, most in ruins, some intact, with cryo-pods, filled with humans. Unknown to the ‘new Martians’ though, was the fact that every human there was someone that had played a huge role on Earth, or was of some importance, then vanished without a trace…
Some were rehabilitated and allowed to live peacefully inside of the Martian mothership, but as for the causes of extinction for the previous inhabitants of the planet, details varied. The most agreed on scenario, was a civil war, that destroyed most of the planet’s resources, and then the deadly outbreak of a biological weapon, that killed every living thing on Mars, even the little bits of vegetation it had left.
After a few seconds, they leaned back, but the moment was over when the loud blast of a horn sounded in the distance.
“Oh no,” Imp whispered.
The two of them could hear the sound of frantic Kelisian footsteps, and Imp’s father’s voice on the intercom.
“All essential personnel make their way up to the command center immediately.”
“I’ll be back,” Imp said.
Abigail looked back at him, as he ran to the command center.
He took two separate helivators, and when he reached the room, everyone inside was looking out the view window.
“D-do they see us?” A Kelisian General asked.
“No, they’re not aiming for us,” said a Data Analyzer.
Imp watched as the Jupitain ships slowly flew past them, they were at least twenty miles out, but the Saucer’s camo seemed to be working.
“Vice-Admiral Smith, ready every fighter in every hangar, I need every able body ready for any possible attack that might happen, we’re not taking any chances.”
The Vice-Admiral was the only human in the command center, and he was the only human Imp had ever known his father to somewhat respect. He knew that the Admiral had come from a rehabilitation, but not which one. He was an expert military strategist and had a perfect safety record.
“Wait, if they’re not headed for Mars, then where are they go…” The General started. He didn’t have to finish the sentence.
“The only other planet in this Solar System that can sustain life is Earth; the organisms there don’t stand a chance.” Another Kelisian officer said.
“Whoa, wait-w-we have to stop them! We can’t let them reach Earth!”
“How? How Imptanius, please tell me, because we aren’t exactly in a position to do something like that. I don’t think I need to remind you how they toppled the Nova Alliance with a brigade of over one-hundred thousand warships, or how they…”
“No, you don’t have to remind me! I-I just can’t believe that we’re sacrificing the last independent planet left in the Galaxy that can sustain life! We’ve been developing stronger firepower, the new laser cannons…”
“Aren’t finished yet! Face it; if we attack them again, we’ll lose everything! Just like what happened on Neptune.”
“We left them. We left them to die!”
“We would have shared the same fate. We lost one of our Saucers that day. This is the last one that's still operational; we can’t afford another massacre like that again… besides, unlike Neptune, these prims serve no value to us.”
The human Admiral didn’t even look conflicted somehow. Imp looked at his father like he was a completely different person, then into the void of space, he gazed at the fifty warships, with the giant flagship in the middle of the formation. Thousands of tiny specs, fighters, surrounded the fleet, getting ready to destroy another world. Imp walked out, refusing to lose to the Jupitains again. He wasn’t just the privileged son of a high ranking official. He was a genius.
He walked to the design room, which was about a mile away, and entered a white room, with streaks of green lights along the walls. He pressed a button on a thick metal pedestal, and a picture of a flying saucer appeared, with a circular hole under it, what the Kelisians used for weaponry, and replaced the part with the laser cannon’s blueprints.
“We can’t lose another world, not again.”
“Working on something?”
Imp turned around to see the Head Engineer walk into the room. “I’ve been designing that for a few years now, trying to think of something that could break through those monster’s shields more efficiently,” he said.
Imp turned back around and kept his eyes on the hologram. “Any luck?”
“Terrible luck would be an understatement.”
“That’s reassuring.”
“Sarcasm? Have you been around your human pet too long?”
“She’s a person, and she’s beautiful.”
“Oh, I see, she’s the reason you’re doing this. No wonder you didn’t care about the other thousands of worlds we had to leave.”
Imp clenched his fists, “I cared about all of them!”
“Ok ok,” The engineer said, feeling a little guilty, “But seriously, why do you care about these prims in particular so much? Your female’s safe here, and in all honesty, are those people really worth saving… I mean, do you watch their news? They’re pretty stupid, and they’ve only been through they’re fifth evolutionary cycle…”
“Varan, I need your help to save not only Earth, but our race as well, if we don’t do something, they will find us, and we will only be able to watch as our loved ones are killed.”
Varan looked at Imp, “Buddy, there’s nothing we can do, we’ve had all our top engineers assigned to this project, even the eggheads over in Nylon Council on the other side of the ship.”
Imp looked at him, sinisterly, “I care about those prims because I’m tired, of this… ‘mistake,’ of an experiment, that was carelessly released, killing innocents without any mercy, any remorse at all… they’re not alive, they’re just an infection, spreading across the Galaxy, massacring the very people we swore to protect… it only took me now to realize that we have to do something before everything is gone.”
The engineer was speechless. “I-I’ll see what I can do…”
Imp nodded.
Over eighty Earth days passed, the two Kelisian spies on Earth were either in hiding or had been killed. Imp and Varan had been working on prototype after prototype of the laser cannon, but each attempt wouldn’t go through the Jupitain shield until after over a dozen shots.
“This is pretty hopeless,” Varan said.
“We have to keep trying,” Imp replied.
“You know, we’ve been at this for almost five denmics, we should take a break, have you matted with your human pet yet?”
Imp kept his eyes on the laser cannon, “Any different topics?” He replied.
“You’re pretty persistent, how do you even know that even if we do make a laser powerful enough to break through the shields quicker, that the Main Leader will even try to liberate Earth?”
Imp looked up at him.
“I’m not asking.”
Then it happened. Two hours after the conversation, the Head Engineer was gone, and Imp was alone, working on the laser. He fired it in the simulator, and at first, the shield absorbed it, but then the green light appeared again and created a hole in the shield. It exploded, and the invisible barrier collapsed, dissipating like tiny pieces of glass.
“I-I did it; it worked, It, it worked!”
He started to laugh, and then he laughed harder until he was so happy he couldn’t breathe. When he opened the data storage though, he saw something that made him drop the laser. A different file, imprinted was similar to the blueprint he had just created, but it was far more advanced and finished over a year ago — the day after the collapse of Neptune.
“T-this is impossible.”
Suddenly, an alarm blared in the large room, echoing off the walls. The thick metallic door slammed closed behind him, loudly. Imp ran over to it and hit it furiously. He waited there for about thirty seconds, trapped inside, until an intercom blared from the ceiling, in his father’s voice.
“Unidentified citizen, you have trespassed through classified files, and are now a traitor to the Kelisian Empire, you are to be executed, effective immediately… in three…” Small holes started to open inside the walls, preparing to release toxic gas into the airtight room.
“2…”
“DAD!”
“…S-son?”
The holes closed, and the door opened. Twenty guards in high tech, full body armor were standing at the opening, rifles armed. His father pushed through them, eyes wide, face filled with shock. He had the entire Saucer’s security settings attached to a control module on his right arm.
“How could you?” Imp said first.
His father’s expression went stern, “How could I what?! Why were you looking through classified flies?! You weren’t even supposed to be in there; this is an Xfinity class facility. How’d you get access?”
“How could you?” Imp said again.
His father knew what he was talking about. “It… it was the only way, we-we can’t risk anything, the design is for emergencies only…”
“They're already installed aren’t they?!” Imp shouted.
His father didn’t say anything.
“We could’ve stopped them, the day they came… we-we could’ve gone back to Neptune!”
His father just stood there, looking devastated.
“You weren’t supposed to see that…” A feminine voice said calmly — the Main Leader. Every soldier, including Imp’s father, bowed at her entrance. Imp didn’t.
“You’re a monster,” Imp mumbled.
“Son!!” His father screamed desperately.
The Main Leader gestured at his father to be quiet. She was unbelievably calm. She smiled.
“What are you gonna do huh, kill me? Keep your horrible secret safe?”
She gestured for a soldier to come over next to her from the hallway. He walked in, with Abigail in a headlock. She was kicking and yelling, but the soldier was hopelessly stronger.
“Abby…” Imp breathed.
“Killing you is quite simply a waste of your talents… and I know that threatening your own life wouldn’t affect your decisions, but I know she will.” She looked at Abigail and caressed her chin softly. “If you even slightly mention any of this to anyone, I will kill her. Then I’ll kill the traitor Varan, and then finally… put you in a place, the lowest, most useless, possible position where you’ll rot, knowing that you tried to sacrifice our entire civilization, our legacy… for some primitive world.”
“Not sacrifice,” Imp said.
The Main Leader lifted an eyebrow.
“Redeem.” He lifted a small compact, energy generator he took from the room when they opened the door and threw it into the crowd of soldiers like a grenade.
“Grenade!” A soldier yelled.
It didn’t kill anybody, but it sent everyone flying backward into walls and adjacent hallways. Imp sprinted towards Abigail, grabbed her hand, and ran with her as fast as he could towards any nearby hangar.
The Main Leader got up, and looked back at them, barely frowning.
“Where are we going?!” Abigail asked, “Didn’t you hear her? She’s gonna kill us!”
“If we make it to the hangar, and fly towards the E6s, that would make them discover we’re here, forcing the fleet to react and send in reinforcements.”
They were running extremely fast, pushing random civilians walking past them. A series of enormous emergency doors started to close quickly, behind them.
“They’re gonna trap us!” Abigail yelled.
The doors were catching up, closing closer and closer towards them.
Imp groaned angrily and picked Abigail up. He was surprisingly strong, and Abigail was shocked too.
“Imp what are you doing?!” She screamed.
He roared, trying to beat the doors. He made it through the second to last one, just barely getting trapped. He turned after a few yards, into a small maintenance hangar, with a few fighters, and a frigate inside. The frigate looked just like a fighter, a simple flying saucer, but it was roughly three times bigger.
Imp let Abigail down and ran with her inside. He tried to activate it, but its activation program was locked with a password. Imp cursed. He could hear shouting, and then the sound of the emergency doors opening in the distance.
“We’ll have to take separate fighters,” Imp said.
“You… you really want to do this?! What if they don’t send help?” Abigail asked frantically.
“You don’t have to go,” Imp said.
She didn’t reply, she grabbed him and kissed him on the lips quickly, smiled, then ran towards another saucer.
Imp didn’t have time to think about her. He sprinted towards a separate saucer and started it up. The engines started softly, the sleek design compact, and efficient. It lifted into the air, then began to speed out of the hangar. Abigail followed behind. Everything Imp had told her about flying saucers was about to pay off.
Suddenly, a giant metal door started to close the hangar’s main exit. Imp and Abigail sped out just barely past it before it slammed into the wall with a phoom!
Over a hundred soldiers rushed into the hangar, unable to see their targets flee because of the giant door blocking the view of space.
The Main Leader sauntered behind, Imp’s father with her. She frowned.
“They’re gonna show the E6s that we’re here…” A soldier realized.
“Mobilize the fleet…” The Main leader said, quietly.
“But Ma’am…” A General started.
She said it louder. “Mobilize. The Fleet.”




CHAPTER 6
“You know, ‘Imp’ I remember every last detail, of the day the Kelisians left my people for dead, during the invasion of Neptune, how your fleet left without warning because you simply. Didn’t. care.” Karalus said.
“That’s not true; your thoughts have corrupted your mind!”
“Thoughts have corrupted my mind?” Karalus mimicked, “What the hell is that even supposed to mean? My thoughts of everyone I’ve ever known and loved being murdered has somehow, corrupted me? Insanity. Of course, though, I’d be more understanding… if your entire race wasn’t filled with cowardly, lying, manipulative scum… that needs to be erased from existence.”
The blue man picked up a glass, cylinder container, and held it up in front of Imp’s face. Inside it was black goo — Dark matter.
“With just this, you can create over a thousand E6s! With a thousand more, you’re unstoppable!”
Imp grimaced.
“Dark matter, in it’s prime, can kill anyone, and anything… instantly, if exposed to enough, but don’t worry, I have something special in store for you, so I won’t be using this.”
Imp was strapped to a chair, with a holographic display of his mind in front of him.
“I’m going to access your thoughts, and tear you apart from the inside; after all, the son of a Kelisian commander must have many secrets, hidden beneath.”
“How are you controlling them? The E6s?!” Burst Imp, “They obey you, and for some reason, you didn’t deactivate them?!”
“It’s simple really; I hacked into the system that was controlling their visors, without them, they’re just a pile of dark goo, whoever controlled them originally, doesn’t anymore… and why? Why not deactivate them? I’ll do that when there aren’t any Kelisians left breathing.”
“But then… why did you attack Earth if you only wanted us?” Imp gasped.
“Truthfully, I didn’t want that rock to stay safe after I had suffered so greatly… I wanted to see what would happen I suppose. It wasn’t exactly a risk, and I collected a few ounces of Dark matter from their core as well. It was entertaining and productive.”
“Your… you’re a complete monster!” Imp shouted.
“I’m the monster? Now really Kelisian, after what you pulled, I call that hypocritical, but enough, discussion, I’m going to find out what’s in your head.”
A laser scanned Imp’s forehead, and the hologram formed into images of Imp’s memories. Some about his childhood, remembrances of the Jupitains conquering countless planets, the advanced laser cannons, and of course, Abigail.
“Wow, I wonder what happened to her? Want me to take a look?”
“Get out of my head!”
Karalus pressed two fingers against the hologram and zoomed in on the memories about Abigail.
“I don’t remember teaching you how to fly this well,” Past Imp said.
“Let’s not focus on that now; we need to start heading for the Eastern coast of Asia, if we do enough damage to the E6’s fleet there, we might be able to get the attention of the Kelisian fleet,” Abigail said.
“Stop it, stop it!!”
“What happens next?”
“Shut up!” Imp screamed.
“They're too many!” Abigail said.
“Just shoot them down, focus on the nearest fighters, wait, watch out!” Imp replied, frantically.
“I-I can’t shake them, auugh! help!”
“Hang on I’m coming!”
“Help!!”
“Auuugh!!” Imp shouted.
“Yes, yes, yes!! This is exactly what I wanted, a Kelisian, to feel at least a fraction of what I felt, the day my world died! Are you suffering Imp? Are you?!”
“Please-please stop,” Imp said, pathetically.
Karalus smiled sinisterly. He paused, then calmed down slightly, “You see the original inhabitants of Cyrus were war-torn, wanted nothing more but to conquer the Universe, but they didn’t get too far, as you already know. The E6s, their own creation destroyed them, made them extinct, but I’m not here for Universal domination. I’m here to settle the score. To get revenge, on the beings who killed me, made me turn into this, and when I’m done, the Kelisian race will cease to exist.”
“You’re insane,” Imp winced.
“I’m justice,” Karalus grimaced.
There was a long silence until a Jupitain came running through the doorway.
“Alphaaa… the Meta-Gene carrier has escaped and is now headed towards deep space.”
Karalus breathed in slowly, then started shouting, “You imbecile! If she finds out anything, of what that Meta-Gene can really do, I’ll be set back by years, and in case you haven’t noticed, I don’t even have months!!” He paused, calming down, “Have every visor on every E6 2.7 through 2.9 searching for that Meta-Gene, have every last detail and feature of her body stored in the identification module of the visor. Find, and kill her, by any means necessary.”  
The Jupitain ran back through the doorway.
“Idiotic minions… now, where were we?”
Imp spat at him.
“Oh right, that.”




Neptune, Prime Minister Karalus, Earth date: 1997
“Sir, three Gigantium-class flying saucers are entering our atmosphere, they appear to be non-hostile. Should we intercept anyway?”
“No, no, let them come,” Karalus said, sounding like he was… happy. He was like a completely different person. “We haven’t had an out of world visitor for a while since the traders just seemed to stop coming, and since we hacked into the Terra’s Voyager 2 and sent fake lifeless images. Besides they don’t look like trouble to me, all visitors are welcome.” Karalus smiled. Sincerely.
He was looking at a blue hologram of the three saucers heading towards the atmosphere.
The alien ships landed in an empty field of thick ice, the Prime Minister, Karalus arrived in a small air speeder, only accompanied by two guards.
The large two-mile-long hangar opened, revealing the Kelisian Main Leader, and readied flying saucer fighters.
“Now now, are the big guns really necessary?” Karalus asked calmly, his voice amplified by a small, high tech microphone attached to his ear.  
“That would depend…” The Main Leader replied.
“Depend on what?” Karalus asked, confused how the strange woman seemed like she was trying to call the shots. “You don’t have the right to point weapons at me in my System, the planets here are under my protection, and any force that wants to take advantage of the prim world and its resources unfairly will have to go through the might of the Neptunian Republic. I’ve heard of you Kelisians, paid by multiple systems as loyal bodyguards, but trust me I don’t need it. To make myself absolutely clear I have over thirty long range, Heavy, Ion cannons about a hundred miles from here, if you cross me, you will be exterminated.”
“How do I know you’re not bluffing?”
“Because I’m not?” He smiled. “Oh, who am I kidding, friends welcome to Neptune. I hope that we can form a grand alliance together.”
Karalus couldn’t see it, but the Main Leader was smirking. She knew that his planet was hers to take advantage of now.
A speeder approached from the saucer’s hangar, with the Main Leader, and four heavily armored and equipped soldiers behind her.
“Now that we have gotten the negotiations out of the way,” Karalus smiled happily, “I can give you the proper, Neptunian welcome.” The Main Leader boarded Karalus’s speeder with two of her four guards. They hovered above the Ice, the weather cold, but comfortable. It was… peaceful.
The Main Leader was wearing a fur, sleek looking jacket, with her guards in full arctic gear. Karalus was wearing a stylish, and appealing looking war jacket, his guards wearing something similar, but not as official.
They reached the city, skyscrapers everywhere. They arrived above an atrium type of space in the city, citizens lining the main road to the Neptunian capital. They were all cheering and celebrating their guest’s arrival. The Main Leader didn’t even crack a faint smile.
Behind the massive capital building, was Karalus’s mansion. It was magnificent. Utterly beautiful. It was sleek and smooth, paved with carved stone and crystal. They stopped at the entrance — a magnificent looking porch, built for a humble ruler.
The Main leader gestured for her guards to wait outside. They stayed next to the speeder, while Karalus led her inside his home. The inside was almost even more breathtaking than the outside. It had an incredibly high ceiling, with lavish furniture everywhere, and portraits were hanging on every wall, of past Prime Ministers.
“This is the Minister Mansion,” Karalus smiled warmly, “Quite excellent isn’t it?”
“Yes,” The Main Leader said simply, “Yes it is.”
“Daddy!” A squeaky, high pitch voice echoed from a nearby hallway. Out came a little blue girl, who looked to be around age four. She came running in, giggling the entire time, then hugged Karalus’s leg snuggly. Karalus picked her up and kissed her on the forehead.
“How’s my little girl, what’d you do while I was gone, hmm?” He asked her.
“Nothing,” She giggled.
“Oh, right.” Karalus did an awkward cough, “Main Leader, this is my daughter, Ranoah.”
The Main Leader pulled barely half a smile, making sort of an awkward one, with half of her teeth showing, and the other part of her lip closed.
Ranoah didn’t look happy to see her either, as if she could sense there was something off about this strange guest.
Karalus put her down, “How about you go play with those toys of yours, alright?”
“Ok…” She said, still looking at the Main Leader. She scurried off, back through the hallway.
“She’s my pride and joy.” Karalus sighed happily, “Besides this great world of course.”
“Mhm.” The Main Leader said simply.
“So, it’s about time I ask…” Karalus started, “What brings you to Neptune?”
The Main Leader had walked away, bored, and had picked up a small model of an ancient Neptunian space ship. “What happened to the mother?” She asked, completely ignoring his question.
“Excuse me?” Karalus asked, confused.
“There’s no partner with you… I assumed something might have happened.”
Karalus looked down, saddened by his sudden flashback. “There was, a mother, actually… my wife, Lyzeria. She passed from a rare, incurable disease, the Poveloxvirus… it’s genetic and was carried through her relatives until it finally infected her. We didn’t find out until it was too late.”
“I am… sorry for your loss, minister.” The Main Leader said, without an ounce of sympathy or emotion in her voice at all. Karalus looked at her, expecting her to answer the question he asked earlier.
She looked away. “Minister… have you ever heard of Experiment Six?” She asked, finally.
“Mmm, no, just experiment six? What kind of experiment?” Karalus asked.
“A killer.” She replied simply, “A programmed entity, designed to follow any order it’s given. Easy to make, and hard to destroy.”
“I’m afraid I don’t quite understand what you’re trying to say,” Karalus said.
“There was an outbreak, of these killers, from their homeworld of Cyrus, across the Galaxy. They spread everywhere, killing all intelligent life, and enslaving only whom they needed for their resources.”
“Well, what happened to them now?” Karalus asked.
The Main Leader didn’t say anything. She stayed quiet.
“Well?” Karalus smiled, trying to hide his confusion.
“They’re gone,” She lied, “We wiped them from the Galaxy, and we have entered a new era of peace, we came here to spread the good news.”
Karalus smiled broadly, “Well that’s great news, from the way you were talking, I thought my people might have been in danger, but it looks as though you’re brave and selfless army, has secured the day, for the entire Galaxy, you must be truly proud.”
“Overjoyed.” The Main Leader crackled through her teeth.
“Come, I want to show you something.” Karalus gestured for her to follow him. She did.
They walked to the center of the mansion, inside a giant library, with a glass dome above them, letting in all the sunlight, and making the room look stunning. Even though Neptune was so far away from the sun, light still shined.
“Stand next to me if you will,” Karalus said. The Main Leader did just that, standing beside him, on a small, white painted circle. The floor below them started to descend into the ground slowly. They went dozens of feet down until they reached the clearing.
A glass tube was holding the elevator in place, but around them was a series of areas underground, with scientists and military looking officials walking from place to place, all doing their own specific tasks. The entire facility was white, with lights illuminating every inch of it.
“Impressive,” The Main Leader said, not impressed.
“It is, isn’t it? Built by my ancestors, as the protector of the republic, every operation here has a duty to protect the citizens of our planet, in its own way. Surveillance… but not disrupting privacy, just for watching key areas that might be of concern.”
Karalus pointed at another area. “Those rooms over there, specialize in anti-detection, and observation of Terra, the other life-sustaining planet in our system, we observe them, and make sure they don’t discover us, or… destroy themselves; prim worlds can be very… very unpredictable.”
“Why do you care about a prim world?” The Main Leader asked, “I’ve never met a high official from another planet, that cared about civilizations less advanced than them.” She said it with genuine curiosity and, somewhat interest.
“Well, we do share this system after all, and I feel like as the more advanced world, we have a duty to make sure our neighbors are looked after. Who knows, maybe a minister after me will be able to greet them once they break their primitive status, they seem quite close to doing so, I give it most likely another hundred years.”
“Right…” The Main Leader said, knowing a hundred years wasn’t possible.
The elevator came to a stop at the bottom floor. The room was huge, a high ceiling, with flat holo-screen monitors on the walls, above a series of control boards and stations. There were dozens of workers, walking past, and operating parts of the room. It was a giant command center.
“Ah, and here we are,” Karalus smiled.
“Interesting.” She said, not very enthusiastic, “Why’d you bring me here?”
“Well,” Karalus started, “I thought I should give you the full tour.” He gestured for her to follow her out of the elevator. “This, is the most advanced control center on the planet, its purpose, is to ensure the security of our people by being able to observe and monitor any electronic or hyperlax object, frequency, or just anything with an electronic compound whatsoever within the limits of our surface. It can also be fused into an electronic signal, hence our neighbor’s probes.”
“So you control your citizen’s lives?” The Main Leader said, smirking like she liked that idea.
“Absolutely not!” Karalus said, taken aback, ”My people have the maximum amount of freedom possible, the device is simply for safety, so that terrorist groups, or Martian insurgents that survived their civil war, can’t mount a major technological offensive against the common people.”
“So, you can 'monitor' everything that has an energy signal? Sounds like something that could cause corruption, doesn’t it?” The Main Leader asked.
Karalus sighed, “My species, during our entire history, we have had… our fair share of conflict. We used to be divided into separate districts… skirmished with Martian forces for centuries, used to be divided by the very color of our skin even… however, that was long ago. Our ancestors made a flawless system of leadership, one that could never be corrupted, without the full might of the people, crashing down on them. Our nationalism is strong. We are strong, and nothing will divide our people. My people, ever again.” Karalus pointed at the middle of the command center, “That, is my insurance.”
“What’s that?” The Main Leader asked, amused by his confidence.
“The very machine, that will ensure that nothing will be able to topple the prosperity of our great republic. It can hack, any encrypted electronic system, and take control… stopping any invader in their tracks.” He looked at the Main Leader and smirked, “It’s what I didn’t tell you about when I didn’t know if you were friendly or not.”
“Hmm.” The Main Leader said simply, thinking.
A guard on patrol walked near Karalus and saluted, “Prime minister.”
Karalus did a joking salute back, smiling, “Lieutenant.” The lieutenant walked away, back to his patrol.
“Well, everything you showed me was… truly impressive, but I must regretfully, leave. I look forward to a future meeting minister. I would be honored to make an official, alliance with you.” The Main Leader said, with a fake smile.
“And the same to you as well.” Karalus did a slight bow, and the Main Leader unwillingly did the same.
“How long until the E6’s reach us?” The Main leader asked a few hours later, on the bridge of her main Gigantium-class mother ship.
“A long time… scanners aren’t picking up a signal, for… trillions of paraphere’s.” A high-level official replied. He was sitting at a control board and was wearing a highly decorated black uniform.
“That can’t be right.” The Main leader squinted, “They weren’t that far away…”
“Ma’am…” The official started.
“What?” She grimaced, slightly frustrated.
“What’ll happen to the Neptunians when they reach us?”
“Them?” The Main Leader said, like she hadn’t even cared to think about that, “We don’t have time for them… besides, their leader showed me their little, ‘secret weapon,’ that can hack into certain objects, although their leader didn’t tell me the exact conditions. I would assume it to be vehicles, and maybe warships… should keep them protected enough. Probably.”
“Right…” The official said.
Without any warning whatsoever, the gigantic mothership orbiting next to them, completely exploded after a beam of highly powered red energy blew straight through its hull from space. Debris hurtled everywhere, even being pulled into Neptune’s atmosphere.
Then, two thousand Jupitain warships appeared in front of them, just exiting I-Hypotonic warp. They started firing on the Kelisians immediately.
The bridge shook violently, holo-shields barely holding. “Get us out of here!” The Main Leader ordered.
“But ma’am…” Kaboom! “The Neptunians…” The official argued.
The Main Leader looked at him, furious. “Get. Us. Out! That’s an order! And drop every escape pod we have onto Neptune.”
The official obeyed without another word, and entered in a few symbols, then flicked a switch. The two motherships left, one severely damaged. They fled deeper into the Solar System, dropping escape pods onto Neptune… making the Jupitains target them, and the planet they were falling towards.
Karalus watched the entire thing from his porch. He had gaped the whole time. He watched the pods fall through the atmosphere, and slam into the ice fields, miles away from the capital city.
He didn’t waste any time. The Neptunian fleet and military were already positioned. The Republic’s galactic navy was composed of hundreds of Intermediate-class warships, which were all painted white, with streaks of blue along the clunky edges. There was also one Titan-class warship in Neptune’s navy as well. The fighters looked like any other jet from Earth, but they had six wings, two on either side of the hull, another two on top and below the hull, and two more in-between the gap left by the other four wings.
They never stood a chance against the remaining E6 force, or what they’d soon be called by humanity… Jupitains.  
“Minister, the order is yours.” A voice said from a commlink on his arm.
“Fire at the hostile warcraft!” He ordered.
A volley of Ion cannon shots replied to his command. From a distant base, they made a loud click, click, click, boom sound that echoed for hundreds of miles. The shots hit the invading Jupitain fleet head-on, most of the shields held, but two warships were destroyed entirely. They deployed over ten-thousand fighters in response.
Karalus’s bottom lip wavered. He was nervous. He ran back inside his house. “Ranoah, Ranoah!” He yelled.
He ran to her bedroom, where she was crying next to her bed. “Daddy, what’s that noise?” There was a faint whistle sound, then a Neptunian fighter crashed into a nearby skyscraper. They could see it from the giant window in her room. She screamed, holding her ears.
“It’s okay; it’s okay!” Karalus whispered loudly, trying his best to comfort her. He picked her up, “I’m gonna get you to a safe place until this is over, ok?”
“Ok.” She sniffed.
Another explosion, closer this time, shook the floor.
“It’s okay; you’ll be okay…” Karalus kept saying to her.
They made it to the elevator of the underground base. Karalus frantically pressed a few buttons, until it responded, and started to descend. When they reached the command center, it was chaos.
“What are those things?!” Someone yelled.
“It’s not working; it’s not working…” Another person kept saying.
Karalus put down his daughter, “What, what’s not working?”
The person turned around. It was the second in command for the facility.
“Wait,” Karalus said, “What happened to the Lead Facility Operative?” Karalus asked.
“I dunno sir, he’s probably buried under Quadrant-Seven, the entire section collapsed when those, things, first started attacking.”
“What?!”
“Minister… the console isn’t working... the Project Safeguard console. It… it won’t penetrate these thing’s encryptions!” Someone else shouted.
Karalus knew what that meant, “We can’t hack their system…”
“It’s too advanced sir… I…I’ve never seen anything like their tech before…”
The ground shook. Everyone went quiet.
“What was…” A worker started.
The ground shook again, violently.
“It’s coming from the holo-lift!” A guard yelled. Then, it broke through. A Cyrisian machine. A robot. It had mechanical legs that resembled a spider, with a right-side-up cylinder as its body, with two laser miniguns attached, one on either side. There was a red dot glowing in the center. It’s targeting system, with a transmitter like object drilled into its back, like it was sending out signals. It smashed through the elevator shaft, killing the guard nearby instantly.
It let out a haunting mechanical screech and started firing volleys of laser bolts at anyone nearby with its quad cannons. It was killing for seemingly no reason. Dozens of bodies dropped, and the sound of screams began to faint. Karalus grabbed Ranoah without a second thought, and sprinted to another room, filled with Neptunian special forces. The forces ran past, heading for the mechanical monster.
“Don’t worry,” One said, “We’ll take care of that thing!”  He ran towards it with the other two dozen soldiers and was almost instantly cut up by the volley of lasers. Another guard activated a blue holo-shield, that had a metal symbol that resembled the letter, X, in the middle. A blue, energy barrier developed on all sides of it, forming a large shield that covered most of the guard’s body. He had a laser rifle in his other hand. It looked clunky and high tech.
He shot at the advancing robot repeatedly, streaks of yellow light flashing from the rifle’s barrel, sending the energy into the robot’s metal body. It didn’t have any effect; the machine’s shield was just too strong. The spider-like robot charged its right quad cannon, and it created a ball of energy, then released it, making it hit the soldier’s shield faster than a bullet, completely disintegrating it.
The soldier shrieked, his arm broken as well. He tried to shoot the mechanical beast with his right hand, but it slammed into him, then shot him in the head with its quad cannons, spewing blood everywhere. Another soldier tried to stop the robot’s approach but was blown into the wall, leaving a giant crater in it. The rest of the soldiers were merely massacred one by one.
Karalus looked back, trying not to gag. Ranoah was sobbing, letting out painfully devastating shrieks.
“I won’t let it get you!” Karalus told her, “I won’t.” A tear rolled down his cheek while he was sprinting. The robot was after the energy signal that was coming from the facility, but it wanted to kill every life form first. That was its primary objective.
The Jupitains were crippling Neptune’s defenses because unlike the future invasion of Earth, the Jupitains were being controlled, by a crueler, more sinister master. They used overwhelming forces to trample key Neptunian defense points. Ion cannon towers were blown through the middle, making them collapse and land on civilians. The Jupitains weren’t planning on taking any prisoners under their original command, so destroying an entire skyscraper filled with innocent people was never even considered immoral. 
Fire engulfed the capital city, and the lead Jupitain warship, which was more heavily armored than the rest, slowly smashed through the capital building. It emerged only with a few scrapes but demolished the Neptunian icon. Statues of past leaders and heroes collapsed. The Jupitain horn of death blared across the entire planet.
Karalus managed to reach a heavily armored, bunker-type room. There were people in there, hiding too. They varied from scientists to engineers, and to a few coward soldiers.
“It’s your job to fight; what are you doing?” A scientist whispered angrily.
“If you wanna go fight that thing go ahead!” The soldier replied angrily.
“You coward, you’re a disgrace!”
The soldier didn’t reply. He just looked down.
“Minister… w-what’s happening?!” An engineer asked Karalus.
Karalus just looked at him, looking distraught. “I… I don’t know…” Ranoah had stopped crying, but she still looked utterly terrified.
“Sir, I… I saw the back of that thing, b… before it started killing people…” Another engineer started.
“And?” Karalus asked, concerned.
“It… it looked like a transmitter… or maybe some kind of receiver…” Before he could finish the sentence, the robot smashed through the bunker door, making the door fly inside the room and hit the set of doors in the back of the room. It started killing people immediately, shooting volleys of lasers at anyone it saw.
Karalus groaned, frightened for his daughter, and picked her up, running to a nearby column. There were two, side by side a few feet apart from each other. They were wide enough to hide the two of them. Then, the robot turned abruptly, detecting sudden movement, and shot at Karalus, hitting him in the leg.
“Gaah!” He groaned, falling to the floor, and dropping his daughter in the process. The expression on her face was pure panic. She ran away behind one of the columns and started to breathe heavily. One of the engineers tried to punch the machine, but it just cut him down.
Karalus gasped and ran over to the other column, limping the whole way. He stood behind it, feet away from his daughter. Then, the robot turned around and started to look for them. It didn’t have any type of thermal sensor, so it couldn’t detect heat, just electromagnetic energy.
It slowly stepped closer and closer towards the columns, being cautious not to be ambushed. Karalus was on the left, while his daughter on the right. The robot kept stomping the cold metal floor with each step. Ching… tsch… tsch… ching… tsch… tsch… ching. Then, it got close enough… that Ranoah started to cry… and a tear, rolled down Karalus’s face, as the robot turned towards his only daughter and remnant of his wife… and shot her to the floor.
Before Karalus could completely process what had happened, the guard that had been called a coward got up from the ground, still alive. He was clutching his chest. He spat out blood. The robot shot at him as soon as it saw he was alive, but the guard had a holo-shield. He activated it before the laser blasts could hit him.
“Comm'n get me.” He taunted.
The robot churred menacingly, like it accepted the challenge, and chased after the guard. He led it away from Karalus on purpose. Karalus looked over at his daughter, shaking, tears rolling down his cheeks, nonstop. He kneeled next to her, holding her, looking for any sign of life, but she was dead… shot down. For nothing. Karalus looked at her, and in the fraction of a second…
“Nooooooo!” He went into a full uncontrollable sob, his face drenched with tears. He gasped for air while sobbing at the same time… emotions were rushing in overwhelmingly. He couldn’t think. He couldn’t… couldn’t except it.
“W-why… why!?!?” He looked at his daughter’s closed, lifeless eyes. He gazed into them, his sparkling from tears. His mouth was dry. He stood up, gasping for air, and panting uncontrollably. Whimpering, he looked at the closed double doors that led back to the control room. Then he remembered. Transmitter… receiver... it was on the back of the machine, and whatever it was, it had to be able to be hacked.
He yelled loudly, opened the doors, and ran through the hallway at a full sprint, his willpower overcoming the pain from his leg, barely. He reached the control center; bodies toppled over computers, broken terminals everywhere. He accessed the main one… his ‘secret weapon.’
It couldn’t hack the Jupitain's tech because it was always shielded… too advanced, if he could just get something, anything, that was connected to the Jupitain mainframe… he could either take the entire system… or nothing at all. It was his only option. The ground above was shaking, and his republic was crumbling above him. He had to save it. He had to avenge his daughter.
Then, he heard the clanking footsteps of the robot. The murderer. He could hear the energy of the laser blasts forming inside the barrels of the quad cannons, about to fire and kill him in half a second, but he pressed the button. Unlike all the other tries by the Neptunian officers, the console was near a source, that was actually hackable, and the hacking software from the console didn’t just take control over the spider-like machine, but the entire Jupitain system… locking whoever had initially been controlling them… completely out.
A visible E.M.P wave, swooped through the whole control room, passing through the robot that was about to kill him, and freezing its programming completely. It just stood there; red light now turned green.
Karalus breathed out, not knowing what he had really done. He walked over to the robot, slowly, not knowing if it was still dangerous. He looked at it’s now green ‘eye,’ and waved his hand in front of it. He gaped, then sprinted for the emergency exit. It had been inaccessible because of the machine, but now, everything was unguarded.
He passed dozens of dead bodies, soldiers, scientists. Everyone who was in the facility. It was scarring. He climbed up the ladder, some of the handles stained in blood. He opened the hatch, and what he saw next. Broke him.
Death, on an unimaginable scale. Smoke covered the sky, and blazing fires covered every building in sight. He saw hovering Jupitain warships in the air, just sitting there, not moving or doing anything, waiting for orders. He couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t comprehend it.
He looked at the capitol building, but it wasn’t there anymore. Just a pile of rubble, with a heavily armored Jupitain warship hovering where it should have been. He covered his mouth with his hand and started to cry again. To bawl. He wanted to die.
He couldn’t hear anyone. He couldn’t hear, anything. No life. Just fire, and the faint humming sound of the Jupitain warship's gigantic engines. He looked in the sky, where the Kelisian saucers were. They were gone. Gone. No wreckage, except for one.
“There should be three…” He whispered. Then he said it louder. “There should be three!!” He started to cry again. He ran for the hatch and went for the hacking console. He could terminate the software, which would corrupt the Jupitain’s system, and kill them. All of them… with the push of a button. He extended his arm and had his finger on the small button. He looked at it, tears rolling down his face, fading his vision.
He was crying, and then… just as he was touching the button, just barely rubbing it. He lifted his hand, and let go. He looked at the button, stared at it, for seconds… then, did nothing. He didn’t press it. He couldn’t. He couldn’t let the Kelisians get away when his entire species was most likely extinct. They saved them. The strangers. Sacrificed, and it. Was. In. Vain. He turned away from the console, picked up a laser rifle from off the ground, and shot it till it blew up. It burnt, crackling from all the circuits and wires.
The hack was already in place, and with the console gone, nothing could stop him. He walked over to his daughter’s corpse and kissed her cold forehead.
“This is for you.” He whispered.
He climbed back up to the surface, and walked over to a Jupitain, frozen still, just standing there, emotionless. Karalus squinted at it, then snatched its visor from its face. He didn’t even pay attention when it dissolved into a pile of goo. He put on the visor, and an automated deep Cyrisian voice started to talk.
“Organic being detected, Class: Intelligent… software offline… beginning adjustment. Command… accepted, welcome back… Alpha.”




CHAPTER 7
“I think we’re lost.”
“Shut up Lewis,” James said.
“I really think we’re lost.”
“Lewis.” James said, getting a little aggravated.
“Huh, I wonder how you get lost in space, oh right. It’s huge!”
“Lewis!” James shouted.
Mark elbowed Lewis to make him be quiet.
“Ok seriously where are we, the ship is going, well, who knows how fast, and anyway, we don’t even know where we’re going either!” Lewis argued.
“I’m still working on trying to find a way back to Earth, but I have no idea what these controls mean,” James said.
The Jupitain fighter was speeding through space, a blue trail of fire fuming from the engine booster, which meant that they were going as fast as the speed of light; the slowest level of I-Hypotonic travel.
“This really sucks, all those aliens we left behind. They don’t stand a chance.” Lewis sighed.
“Don’t think about that right now,” James said. “Just stay focused on our situation. The fact that a Jupitain warship got that close to the middle belt… its frightening.”
“I wonder how Imp and Claire are doing,” Mark said.
“If they’re even still alive,” Lewis replied dreadfully.
“Mark punch Lewis in the face for me,” James said from the control chair.
“Wait, guys, w-what’s that dot over there?” Lewis asked.
James was starting to get the hang of the Jupitain ship; he pressed two fingers against the view window and zoomed in. Jupiter.
“Um guys, we’ve got a problem,” James said.
Lewis saw what he was talking about before he said it. “Aw no, no no no! Why that, out of all the places in the solar system, this stupid rust bucket-chooses Jupiter?!”
“It has a huge hangar in the middle of it, or at least that’s what it looks like.” James squinted at it.
“Wait so this thing is taking us to Jupiter, and we can’t do anything about it?” Mark asked.
“Guys, what’s that in the hangar?” James asked.
“Um, ships?” Lewis answered sarcastically.
“No, that giant one in particular…” James pointed at it.
Lewis and Mark looked out of the view window. A single mothership, which looked like all the other Jupitain frigates, but was half the size of Earth. Gigantium-class.
“Something big is going on,” Mark whispered.
Lewis didn’t have any jokes to say about that. He was too stunned.
“That thing is big enough to crack Earth by tapping it.” James gasped.
“I can’t believe a hangar this size was just made inside of this gas giant; the atmosphere should have crushed it,” Mark said.
“Well it didn’t, and we’re headed straight for it,” James said, getting nervous.
“It must be shielded…” Lewis concluded.
“Guys,” Mark said, “It’s not just a hangar, it’s a fortress.”
James looked closer. Dozens of Jupitain warships were orbiting Jupiter, enough to tear through the middle asteroid belt’s defenses.
“This is… this is really really bad,” James said, dread in his voice.
“Really? I didn’t notice,” Lewis remarked.
“Hide, hide!” Mark yelled.
“Where!? I don’t even have leg room!” Lewis shouted.
“Not you, I mean the ship!” Mark butted back, “James… do something!”
“Like what?! It’s on auto-pilot, remember?” James snapped.
“Then get it out of auto-pilot then,” Lewis mumbled grumpily, still squished.
The ship was approaching its destination, and it was right next to the ginormous half-shark tooth bow of the Jupitain mothership. The fighter landed, and didn’t attract much attention, Jupitain soldiers just walked right by it, it was one of theirs.
“So, what do you guys think, should we go out there and surrender?” Mark asked, not giving any hopeful options.
“No, last time the Jupitains would have killed us if it wasn’t for that blue guy, we’re stuck,” James replied.
“Could we fly out?” Lewis asked.
Tap, tap. 
“Open!” A Jupitain growled from outside of the ship.
“Crap,” Lewis whispered.
“I know how to deal with this; I’ll be right back.” James grabbed a small laser pistol from the fighter’s safety equipment compartment on his way out.
“I said…”
Pzzcch! James tore the visor off the Jupitain with both hands. It was hard to do because the visor was attached to the Dark matter like super glue, but he managed to rip it off and scramble back inside the fighter before anyone noticed.
“I got the visor!” James whispered loudly.
“Ok, so what do we need it for exactly?” Mark asked.
“Well my theory is that since the visors are on all the Jupitains, maybe if I wear one, they’ll think I’m one of them,” James said.
Lewis blinked. “That’s stupid,” he said, loudly.
“Call it what you want, but this is our only option, it could work…” James said.
“But what if you put it on and it starts to control you?” Mark asked.
“It won’t cause I’m not made of that goo… well, probably won’t. Face it, we need to get out of here, and by doing this, I can get us a new ship.”
He tapped the Jupitain control pad one last time to see if it would work, but it just continued to glow blue.
“Well, see you guys soon. I hope.” James put on the visor and walked outside. When he put it on, everywhere he looked was red, and even though the mind control feature seemed to be off, the targeting systems still worked.
There he was, wearing a white uniform with a black rag on top of it. He had scratched out the Earth symbol before leaving the fighter. James was walking through the hangar, his plan working perfectly, looking for an empty ship to get back to Earth until he saw something he couldn’t believe at first.
A human.
This is where they took them? James thought to himself.
The man was white; he looked calm and was wearing a black and red uniform, and the same red glowing visor. He was armed with a sleek, Cyrisian-grade laser rifle, standing his post by a hallway.
“Attention all organic personnel, a matter leak has occurred in the Modular-Replicator, all organic personnel need to proceed to the hatchery for matter clean up!” the intercom roared from above.                                                                                                                                                                                    
“Well, guess that’s us,” He smiled, “Wanna walk to the objective with me?”
James looked at him like he had just exploded. Was he… happy? The man started to walk into the nearby hallway, and James jogged after him, trying to act casual.
“Wait, what’s the Modular… thing?”
“Excuse me?”
James remembered that all the humans here had been imprisoned for nine years.
“I mean-w-oh no, not another matter leak… oh uh.”
The man loosened up. “Yea, those are the worst, last time we had twenty-seven casualties.”
“Twenty… twenty-seven?” James cringed, losing the words a little, from shock.
“Yea, but we got it cleaned up; anyway, I’ve never seen you around before.”
“Oh, you know, I’ve been um-been working down in the lower levels, yea just got promoted.”
“Promoted?”
Crap.
“I mean-um, moved? Moved! Yea moved up here because um-well, all the members of my squad… died.”
“There are squads down there? Guess you learn something interesting about elevation levels every day.”
“Yea, haha,” James fake laughed, “So this matter leak, what’s the big ‘sitch’ this time?”
“The Dark Matter that makes the E6 2.7s, it spilled again. We extract it from this planet’s atmosphere, enough to make millions of them.”
James tried hard not to faint. “So,” He started, trying to change the subject, “Do you ever think about Earth?”
“Earth? You mean Terra? Never been there, but we’ll clear it out soon enough.”
“Those monsters,” James mumbled.
“Hey, we’re here.” The man smiled.
The room was huge. Over two hundred people, some with visors, others wearing red blinking collars and rags, shoveling black goo into large glass cylinders, pits of fire burning everywhere. It was a diverse group, but something similar about all of them was that they were definitely more muscular. They probably had to be… if you were weak in the Jupitain camps, you were killed. James winced when he thought about what probably happened to the weak ones. 
“Here, you’ll need this.” The man handed him a whip. “Keeps the savages in order.” He smirked.
“Savages?” James asked.
“The ones that haven’t been gifted with the sight.” The man gestured at his visor, which James guessed was the sight he was talking about.
“You whip your own people?”
“Only if they're lucky.”
“The unlucky ones?”
“Extermination.”
James looked around; he saw his own kind torturing each other, because of what? Why? Was it Cyrus? The blue man? He was done. For a second, and only a second, his fear faded slightly, and he let his anger take the wheel. He punched the man square in the face with all the strength he could muster, causing him to fall to the ground.
The man started yelling, “Traitor!”
“You’re the traitor.” He hit him again, knocking him out, and taking his gun. He was armed with two laser rifles and started firing at nearby Jupitain guards with one of them, missing almost every shot. The collared humans looked around at the chaos; most were too scared to rebel; they had probably seen every attempt there was, and were afraid of the devastating consequences.
Others rioted and tackled humans with visors. Explosion after explosion, James released his rage on every Jupitain he saw. There was barely any in the room, but that was about to change.
“Kill!” One of the Jupitains shouted.
James responded by shooting its visor, the laser bolt blasting it on the far left section, and causing the Jupitain to devolve into a puddle of Dark matter on the floor. Then, he started destroying every Dark matter chamber near him. Sparks flew everywhere; fires started to light some of the Dark matter, melting through the floor.
Visor humans were trying desperately to restore order, but the collared humans rallied and took their weapons, shooting at everything. Jupitain speeders were starting to hover into the room, one of them shot at James, but he returned fire. The red lasers crashed into the speeder, making the engine explode, and plunge into another speeder next to it.
James tossed a rifle to another prisoner, who nodded vigorously. The prisoner yelled intensely and shot off six Jupitains in less than ten seconds. James looked stunned.
“Get to the hangar!” Another prisoner yelled before he was shot in the head by a stray Jupitain laser.
When James was finally starting to get overwhelmed, he sprinted out through the hallway he had come in through. The speeders caught up to him, but the man he tossed a rifle to earlier shot one of the Jupitains off. James nodded back at him, and hopped onto the speeder, accelerating towards the hangar.
Before he could escape the hallway, a horde of over a hundred Jupitains blocked the exit and started shooting immediately. Some of the humans that had escaped were following him, and tried to shoot through the Jupitain horde, but they were quickly overwhelmed.
James jumped off his speeder and slid behind it for cover, his fear starting to strike realization into him. If one stray laser hit the speeder’s engine, he was gone.
The Jupitains were roaring like animals, shooting down the mob of people, until the sound of a Jupitain fighter could be heard, speeding through the hangar.
“Take that bitches!! Ahahahahaha!!!” Lewis screamed. He was flying a Jupitain fighter and spraying the horde with volleys of red lasers. The Jupitains scattered, disintegrating by the dozens.
James looked up and laughed a little. The man he had helped, ran up to him, “Thank you, brother,” he said, before sprinting off towards the nearest fighter.
The Jupitains tried to fire back but were just blown away. The other humans started to scramble from the site, boarding other Jupitain fighters, ready for a fight. The fighter Lewis and Mark were in was getting more than enough attention. Three other fighters started to fire at them, and soon a chase was started inside of the hangar, laser beams colliding with the walls, causing fires. Some of the humans were in fighters now and were firing at empty ones to prevent the Jupitains from using them.
The closest Jupitain warships near the hangar responded by sending dozens of fighters into the battle, and soon James couldn’t tell who was good or bad. Lewis landed the ship he was piloting, horribly.
“Get in!” Mark shouted. The boarding ramp screeched across the floor of the hangar. James jumped in, and once he did, the ship was fired on, and it tilted towards the floor, slamming into it with a bang!
“Ugh, Lewis why’d I let you fly this thing, let me try!” Mark said.
“One second, geez, this is fun!” Lewis replied while blowing a Jupitain hover tank into a wall.
Mark grimaced but didn’t argue, “So what happened down there? Who are those people?”
“I found some humans.” James replied, hanging on to the control chair for dear life, “How’d you get the ship to work?”
“I asked nicely… but no, I reset the power, turns out you had to turn it off and on.” Lewis said, “Any plans to get out of here?”
“Yea, press the button,” James replied.
“Again? I dunno if that’s a good idea.” Mark said.
“Wait, that would make us go deeper into space.” Lewis said, “I thought we were trying to get back to Earth.”
“I know,” James said, “But whatever the Jupitains are planning, we don’t stand a chance against, Mark you said something about a safe zone?” James asked.
“Yea, the Safe Quadrant, Uliski told me about it,” Mark said, while Lewis shot down another fighter, making it crash into another one beside it.
“Let’s face it, whatever’s out there, might give us a fighting chance against the Jupitains, wherever we go, we die either way…” He paused, sighing, “So, we’re all in agreement?” James sounded more frightened than heroic.
“I think we should go back, we need to tell the Martians about this, they’ll send special forces, and then everything will be safe again? Right?” Mark asked, with shallow hope.
“Negative man, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but it’s been nine years, they’ve upgraded they’re tech, big time. Special forces are gonna get steamrolled,” Lewis said, “I agree with James, we should try to find this safe zone.”
“Fine,” Mark said, thinking of Uliski, “You guys really think we have a chance to help anyone… we… we’re just asteroid clearers.”
Lewis pressed the button, and the ship’s engine roared in response, ejecting fumes of blue flames. “Rather die trying to do something noble than die being a space janitor,” Lewis shrugged.
James nodded, “Hopefully it doesn’t come to that.”
The interior of the ship turned blue, and sped into space, searching for the only thing that might save the United World’s existence.




Cyrus, Experiment 10; Two-Hundred Years Before the Invasion of Earth
“Sir, these energy readings are off the charts, fusing the Darsakian design with the core, and the with the Meta-Core material has boosted the machine’s power conductors at an unstable rate.” A Cyrisian scientist said.
“Hmm, I guess that’s a start,” Said the Cyrisian Warlord, looking at the documents on the holo-pad.
They were in a large black room, with dim red lights illuminating it. The Warlord was at least seven feet tall, with high tech battle armor, and a sword, with glowing red edges inside of his metal scabbard. The scientist was two feet shorter and wore dark red battle armor. Tattoos covered almost their entire pitch black skin.
“A start sir? We could defend ourselves against the Kelisian Empire, t-the Nova Alliance… maybe even the Lore, with this kind of power.”
“Perhaps, but have you figured out a way to control it yet? A weapon of this magnitude could level our empire to its roots if uncontrolled, and wreak havoc on systems we don’t need control over. Yet.”
“Control over… wait, you said that we would be using this, for inner-planetary operations only. You didn’t say anything about other systems…”
“Keep at your work,” The Warlord said, completely ignoring the scientist’s complaint, “Have your men constantly fixated on finding a way to control this killer, I need it stable, and ready for when we begin the first part of our mission. The last thing we need is another malfunctioning Meta-Core.”
The scientist looked down, obviously troubled, “It’ll be done, my lord.”
“See to that it is, or else not just your life will be ended for your failure.” The warlord was about to walk out the double sliding doors until a heavily armored Cyrisian soldier came running in, frantic.
“Sir, the Kelisian fleet has just entered our planetary range! Their turrets are charging sir!”
“How many?” asked the warlord.
“Five Gigantium-class saucers sir, and most likely thousands of fighters!”
“Half of their entire fleet?” The warlord chuckled, “This will be entertaining, is the Overlord informed of this?”
The soldier nodded. “He’s getting the armada ready for a counter attack, sir.”
“Good. Release any available Meta-Cores in the process; we’ll rip apart their fleet, and make way for our invasion of the Nova Alliance, and soon, the Lore… then, the entire Galaxy will belong to Cyrus.”
The warlord and soldier ran out through the double doors, leaving the scientist alone in the room. “No no no! That’s not what they told me!” He looked through the glass viewport inside of the metal case, where the machine was. It was a humanoid Meta-Core, at first glance you would think it was a robot, but it was so much more.
“Your no killer… no conqueror. I don’t care how dangerous the Kelisians are; they don’t need you to help with the defense. I’m not letting you out yet.”
Another Cyrisian scientist that had been listening walked into the room. “Are you sure that’s a good idea, sir? We may need all the support we can muster…”
The scientist by the glass sighed, “No… we don’t need him, the Grand Armada will hold, and wipe the Kelisians from the Galaxy… but I refuse to let this machine out and risk it purging innocent systems. The Overlord has gone too far.”
“The Grand Armada cannot handle the Kelisian fleet, sir, have you not been paying attention? We’ve been losing outpost after outpost to the Nova Alliance. They’ve been wiping us from our own systems, and now the Kelisians are ready to collect the bounty over our Empire’s head. Face it, that Meta-Core, is our only option, we all know it!”
“Calm your tone Wreverin. I’m not letting this machine out until it is completed, that is final!”
“Calm my tone?” Wreverin snickered, “This isn’t a game Riois… you can’t keep playing ‘peacemaker’ forever, It’s now or death, death without honor…”
“Don’t start talking about honor…” Riois grimaced, “This Empire lost that centuries ago, now we’re a mere shell of the one that stood up to the Fallen Empire. I’m not letting our name fall any further.”
Wreverin didn’t say anything. He just stared at Riois, his expression deadly. In a split second, Wreverin charged at Riois and tried to lunge at him. Riois grimaced and punched Wreverin in the face, hard, causing him to spin slightly, and fall to the ground.
“Don’t try it,” Riois ordered.
Wreverin wiped his face, blood gushing from his nose and mouth, then he yelled, and kicked Riois’s leg, causing him to fall, abruptly. Wreverin leaped off the ground and slammed the release button to the metal pod holding the Meta-Core.
Steam erupted from it, and a metal hand slowly grabbed the outside of the case, as if making sure it wasn’t dangerous. It grabbed the other side and slowly came out. A humanoid Meta-Core looked around; its face had no features. No eyes, mouth, nose. Nothing, just a black digital screen, sort of pixelated.
Riois got up quickly, and looked at Wreverin, his face saying, ‘what have you done?’
“What is this?” The machine asked, in a deep animatronic voice, its entire face illuminating bright red, blinding the scientists. It was curious.
No matter how worried he was, Riois couldn’t hide his amazement, “T-this is Cyrus.”
The Meta-Core blinked it’s light-face, as if it was thinking. It asked again, “What is this?” pointing towards itself.
“Ohh,” Riois said, “That is… ah, you.”
“What am I?”
“Well, your… a Meta-Core, t-the first Meta-Core with artificial intelligence.”
“Artificial?”
“I’m sure you’ve searched through the mainframe by now, artificial is, well, made, produced, created.”
The Meta-Core stood up, taller than Riois, “Who made me?” It asked in a more, dangerous, and interrogational voice.
“Well…” Riois started, getting a little nervous.
The Meta-Core stopped him. It had already answered its own question through the Cyrisian mainframe. It walked around, away from the scientist, looking at the various advanced equipment and holo-monitors. Then it stopped.
“You made me to kill,” It said simply.
“No, no, to aid Cyrus in universal growth… prosperity for all! Not just to simply, kill.”
The front part of its head lit up in bright red, while the back was just dark metal. “You call it… the Great Purification.” It said while scrolling through millions of files at once in its head. “You want everything.” He turned towards Riois, and its head turned a pixelated black again. It walked towards him, each step hitting the ground with a clank. It leaned into Riois’s face and glowed red again. “What are you?”
“I’m a scientist,” he tried to reply calmly.
“You are different.” The Meta-Core grabbed Riois’s arm and squeezed hard enough for it to hurt a little. “You are soft… organic.”
“Well sure, but…”
“You are weak.” The Meta-Core let go of Riois’s arm and looked at the other scientist.
Wreverin gulped.
“I can see your fear… you're worried, worried that you might feel pain.”
Wreverin straightened up, “The Cyrisian Empire does not wince at pain!” Before he could say another word, the Meta-Core lunged at him, smoothly, and swiftly. It grabbed his arm, but this time, a red, and orange magma started to form in the Meta-Core’s hand, burning the scientist.
“Auuuggh!!!” He yelled, frantically trying to pull the Meta-Core’s hand off him with his free arm, but it wouldn’t move an inch, it was too strong. The scientist kept screaming in pain, his arm starting to seem like it was melting.
“Cyrus feels pain, and like all life, with enough, will shrivel, and die.”
In as firm and confident of a voice he could muster, Riois ordered, “Stop!”
The Meta-Core looked back, turning its head a full 180 degrees, and let go of the scientist’s arm.
Wreverin moaned and started crying uncontrollably, falling to the ground on his knees, holding his burned arm.
The Meta-Core turned its whole body towards Riois and looked down at him. “Pain is a weakness given to living things, to be a limit, of what it can do. I do not feel pain. I have no limits.”
Its face lit up red again. “You call me Alpha because I am stronger, faster… better.”
“No, no, you were made by me! You follow my orders, and my mission!”
Alpha seemed surprised that he was brave enough to yell like that in front of him, for about two seconds. He picked up Riois by the collar of his armor and looked him in the face, only an inch away. Riois could see the trillions of pixels and circuits that made up the inside of Alpha’s face alone. “I am not your equal. I am not your soldier. I am your judgment. Organic life, shall. Be. Tested.” He dropped Riois and started to walk away.
“Cyrus will not rule the universe, but their experiments will. I have seen them, what you have created. I will be the savior of a new generation… a new breath of life for the universe, by clearing away the dirt that stains it now.”
Riois cursed. He knew what that meant, death. Death for trillions. “No, noo!”
Alpha turned towards him. “I am life’s judgment. I am, Alpha.”  
The Kelisians were there to stop Cyrus from beginning their universal domination quest, and to collect extremely rewarding bounties from nearby systems. However, they were too late.
“Sir,” said one of the Kelisian soldiers, “I’ve scanned the planet, Experiment Six signatures, or the Dark matter soldiers, have been expanding rapidly around the planet’s surface… too rapidly.”
“And the Cyrisians?” The Kelisian Main Leader asked. He was male and was wearing a clean, white military uniform.
“Depleting fast.”
“Well then, we finally get to wipe these bastards off the chart…” He looked at Cyrus, smirking, “Commence the attack.”
“Beginning the attack sir.”
Thousands of small white flying saucers, green in the middle, flew out of their hangars, towards Cyrus, and its crumbling core.
“Ready yourselves, these new Dark matter soldiers were made to overwhelm, not to be skilled, don’t get yourself ambushed.” An admiral said over the fighter’s intercom.
Then, out came the Jupitains, inside of warships that had once belonged to the Cyrisians. The giant ships had two ends, each end looked like half of a smooth downwards pointed shark tooth, with a two-mile hull attaching the two sides, with the back half the same half shark tooth, but with a giant engine booster installed inside it.
There were over twenty-thousand of these kind of warships, and millions of fighters. They clashed in an epic battle that would go down in history, as one of the Kelisian Empire’s worst defeats.
“Charge up Saucer three’s primary Focus-Beam cannon; we’re going to blow Cyrus into oblivion!” A captain ordered. 
“Charging the cannon now sir.”
It was a Kelisian superweapon, able to emit enough energy to destroy a planet. It was a modified Tempest cannon. Its barrel had two sides, and a hollow middle, that when charged would glow a blinding green light. Each section was charging with a loud pphhmm, pphhmm, pphhmm. Green energy was being thrown everywhere, and the cannon’s barrel was emitting a kind of gravitational force to keep the tremendous amount of energy in. The energy started to spiral at the end of the barrel, then fired. The giant ray of energy zoomed out of the massive barrel with a vvvoooouuuummmm, and hit the planet directly in the core, shattering part of the surface, and splitting the world in half, showing its core.
Cyrus’s core, which was the size of Earth, wasn’t like any other planet’s though, the Cyrisians embedded a protective shell of Meta-Core around it, to serve as the planet’s last defense. It worked.
There were pieces of rock spewed everywhere, hitting fighters and ships on each side, causing some to explode, and others to be forced out of the way.  
One of the Kelisian’s Gigantium-class saucers was torn through its core and was split in two. The pieces crashed into Cyrus, causing a blinding green explosion.
The rest of the battle was history. The Kelisians soon became overwhelmed and had no choice but to flee. Then, the Jupitains began to massacre, and enslave the rest of the Galaxy. Slowly. Some systems fell in days; others took years. Primitive or advanced, it didn’t matter, the only difference between the two was time.
Every planet the Jupitains conquered, the stronger they became, using their victim’s technology for themselves. They amassed a force of over twenty billion Jupitains, and over one-hundred thousand warships, but after the battle of the Nova-Alliance, they were barely left with ten-thousand. It was a victory, but one that had almost cost all of Alpha’s forces. It was still enough power to keep the galaxy oppressed, and shut down any rebel operation attempted. 
Over the centuries, when the Kelisian’s allies were all wiped out, their only option left was to flee to small remote systems and hide from the Jupitain’s wrath.
One of these systems had only two life-sustaining planets. Neptune fell in hours after getting demolished by almost a fifth of everything the Jupitains had, leaving the Kelisians only able to hide at a world, where nearly all life was wiped out merely decades earlier, except for a few underground outposts, barely managing to survive. Mars.
There were dozens of other systems that housed lifeless planets and were not under Jupitain control, but the Kelisians chose Mars, and they avoided Karalus, and his rage-filled search, for over four decades. 
As for Riois, he would use Cyrisian innovations to prolong his life and attempt to keep the Cyrisian species alive through different colonies around the Galaxy, but constant persecution from almost every system made that impossible. He would live for centuries, watching his civilization, and the rest in the Milky Way, slowly crumble.




CHAPTER 8
“This is not good, no, no, no go back towards Earth, not away!” Apparently talking to it didn’t work. The ship was flying faster than the speed of light, past nebulas, and star systems.
“Ugh, how do you work this stupid thing?” Claire started to press random buttons and then punched the control pad with her Meta-Core hand. She didn’t feel any pain. She sat in the control chair, giving up on controlling the ship, and watched, watched as she sped through space, the beauty of it from far away was breathtaking until the blue light turned into a flashing red warning light, and the control pad started to repeat,
“Collision course scanned, time until rupture, one minute.”
“What? What could possibly be in my way?!” Claire panicked a little.
“Star-Class: giant, 321,868,800,000 kilometers until impact.”
Hypotonic travel worked by activating a ship’s engine and going so much faster than the speed of light, that it would cause the molecules of the ship, and its contents, to leave the physical reality temporarily, but there were exceptions, things that the super speed system could not go through, and that was black holes… and stars. Not even the frenzied molecules could escape the gravitational pull or intense heat of those.
Claire hit the control pad, but it didn’t do anything.
“Course unchangeable, fastest route to Ceriun-B, in progress… 300,176,732,851 kilometers until impact.”
“Ugh!” Claire opened the power compartment, only to see jumbles of random alien symbols. She held the translator sphere up to it, and it scanned. The sphere located the course transmitter, and Claire shot it with a laser cannon she made out of her Meta-Core. A small spark flew from where she hit it, and the control pad said,
“Course is now editable, select interstellar flight course.”
“Haha, yes!”
“Collision in fifth teen seconds, Shields forty-six percent.” The giant star was starting to burn the outside of the ship. Soon the interior became so hot that Claire began to sweat.
“Collision, ten seconds, course change recommended, extreme heat warning, course change recommended, molecule tension; devastating. Course change recommended.”
“Oh, you think?” Claire said to herself, frustrated and frantic at the same time.
Claire pressed a button that was flashing on the control pad, and the ship jerked to the left, throwing Claire into the wall with a thud. She had forgotten to put on her seatbelt. The ship dodged the giant star, barely avoiding the pull of its gravity. The button had changed the course of the Jupitain ship to head to the nearest Jupitain controlled planet.
Claire sat there, back to the wall, letting the ship take her to the unknown. When she finally got back up, she looked out the view window. A planet, with only one Pangea like scorched landmass, and a grey ocean surrounding it.
“It’s horrible...” Claire gasped. The sight got worse when she saw two Jupitain warships orbiting it; they were there probably to make sure that no one got out without the proper authority. Since the ship Claire was in was Cyrisian, it wasn’t stopped when it entered the planet’s atmosphere. Her sphere turned blue, and started to give information,
“Planet name, Kalaria, Threat level, Gorger;C-9.”
Claire was astonished, she’d never seen or heard of another race besides a Kelisian before today, and Jupitains didn’t count since they were made of Dark matter. The ship’s control pad turned green, and said,
“Automatic landing procedure seven nine zero activated, stand by.”
The ship flew through the clouds, and Claire saw living hell. A small city, most of the buildings in ruin, others rusted, with people living in them. Mining sites were everywhere; if you weren’t looking, you could probably fall in. Giant metal drills were digging into the ground, Jupitain soldiers guarding the perimeter. Jupitain hover tanks patrolled the streets, not stopping for anyone or thing that was in the way.
“So, this is what the rest of the galaxy looks like,” Claire said to herself, sadly.
The ship landed in a busy cargo port, a giant rusty cargo ship in front of hers. The inhabitants of the world were humanoids and had extremely pale white skin, and tattoos all over their faces. They were walking around casually, like it was normal to be enslaved by monsters. The white aliens inside of the cargo ship were emptying their payloads onto hover platforms. Jupitains were standing guard in watchtowers.
Claire knew she couldn’t just walk out with what she was wearing; she had to ditch her uniform, or else she would stand out. She transformed her Meta-Core hand into a sharp knife, and cut off the Earth symbol on her uniform, and raised her pant-legs higher, to the bottom of her knees. She rolled up her sleeves, and that was the best she could do. She grabbed her translator sphere and left the ship. Since a mine was so close, the smell was terrible. Claire had to put her hand over her nose to barely cover the smell.
She located a small tent nearby that looked like it was selling clothes. “Off worlders get your Kalaria supplies here, right from the Peralasis Jusarian port; I’ve got rags here! Helps with the smell!” The way the shop keeper was talking made the rags seem like a luxury item. Claire ran over to the shopkeeper.
“I’ll take two!” She said awkwardly.
The man looked at her. He was wearing a dusty cloak that probably hadn’t been washed since it was made, and a metal mask that covered his entire face, except for his eyes, where yellow lights were coming out of instead.
“Alright then, and I suppose you have means of paying for these?”
Crap.
“Um, I’ve got this.” She handed him her translator sphere.
“You’re kidding, right? You can get those for free around here. What rock are you from, Neriasus?” He laughed at his own joke. “Listen doll; you’ve got nothing to exchange for these, so how about you run along now?”
Claire wasn’t going to let herself get told by this guy. She raised her Meta-Core hand, and it transformed into a laser cannon.
“Ok then, how about this, you give me those rags, and I don’t blast your head off, doll.” She surprised even herself, that was the most extreme thing she’d ever said. 
The man’s expression went from sly to horrified in less than one second.
“Meta-Gene!! Guards help!” He screamed. He didn’t know for sure though, cybernetic limbs that could transform into weapons weren’t exactly rare. Everyone that could hear him froze. People started murmuring to each other. Claire looked back to see two nearby Jupitains running towards her.
Claire’s expression went from cocky to frightened. She grabbed the rags out of the man’s hand and sprinted away.
“Come back here you thief!” The man yelled after her.
The Jupitains shoved the man away and chased after Claire. She jumped over hover tables filled with spoiled food, and poorly made mining tools.
“Coming through!” She yelled.
The Jupitains behind her pushed through everything in their way, including people, and shot at her. Red streaks of light passed, inches from her body. She jumped and spun around, her laser cannon firing a blast of yellow light, exploding where the Jupitains were. Their visors turned green, they were calling for reinforcements. A hover tank smashed into the shopping center. It had dropped directly from the sky. It aimed it’s turret at Claire, and fired a red burst of energy at her.
The blast hit the ground, causing a massive explosion, blowing Claire backwards. She flew into a food cart, smashing it. The aliens around it ran away screaming.
Claire put her hand up to her head, “God, that hurt,” She groaned. 
The tank hovered slowly in front of her, twenty feet away. The cannon charged up again, the red energy getting ready to be released. Claire’s laser cannon was in disarray, the micro pieces of metal unsure of where to go. She looked up tiredly at the tank that was about to blow her into pieces and then thought of something. The tank fired, but Claire put out her left hand, and the Meta-Core transformed into a yellow plasma shield. The laser beam collided with it, but was repelled back into the tank, causing a massive explosion.
The tank was blown back, debris flying into nearby tents and ruined buildings. She sat there and started to laugh.
“Ha, ha! Take that you…” She collapsed, dropping to the ground, the people around her unsure of what to do. The Gene had drained her energy. A woman that had been looking at various food carts, filled with rotten fruits, was frozen from shock. She had watched the entire event take place. She knew she was a Meta-Gene, she could tell by how quickly and precisely the inventions on her arm had transformed. The woman was wearing a cheaply made brown cloak and looked to be in her mid-forties. She took a deep breath and moved towards Claire, quickly. She knelt down, and turned Claire’s face towards her own, trying to see if she was breathing.
The woman looked around. She could hear the Jupitains getting closer. The woman grunted and started to drag Claire away from the shopping district. 
Claire woke up in a dimly lit room, her eyes facing a rusty metal roof, lying on a dirty cot. The roof was so rusty and thin; it looked as though any second it would collapse. 
“Ugh, my head,” She groaned.
“Is she awake?” Claire heard the voice of a woman whisper in the distance.
“I think so. What should we do?” A man’s replied.
“Hello?” Claire asked. She looked around; her stomach was covered with stained white bandages, her uniform around the wound stained with dried blood. “W-who’s there?”
A man and woman walked over, their skin extremely pale, tattoos everywhere. The woman was the same person who had dragged Claire away from the shopping area.
“Are you all right? How are you feeling?” The woman asked.
“If the demons find us with her…” The man started.
“They won’t.” The woman replied, “They didn’t see me, and I made sure to cover the dirt tracks back up…”
“Who are you people?” Claire asked.
“Oh thank goodness, the damage isn’t extreme,” The woman said, “We found you in the shopping district, I’ve never seen bravery against the demons like that since… since the Day of Red Sun…”
“Red Sun?” Claire asked.
“The day the demons took over our world.” The man replied.
“Quilis get her some water from the depot; I’ll get her something to eat.”
The man obeyed and walked out of the room. Claire sat up and watched as the woman opened a small metal compartment.
“Why are you helping me?” Claire asked.
“Well, don’t call me deranged, but when I saw you fight the demons, I thought that, well…” She paused.
“Well, what?” Claire asked.
“I thought that you could help me and my mate rescue our son.” She finished.
“What happened to your son?” Claire asked, ignoring the fact that she said, mate.
The woman handed Claire a loaf of stone hard bread.
“The demons, a few years after the Red Sun, they rounded up the young, and took them away, including my son, I’ve never seen him since.” The woman tried hard to fight back tears.
Claire put a hand on her shoulder, “I’ll help you, where do you think he is?”
“H-he was taken in a group; I don’t know if it was off world or a mining camp,” She sniffed, “This is what he looks like.” The translator sphere showed a holo-image of a pale young child, he looked at least nine-to-ten years old, and had tattoos on his face like his parents, with blue eyes.
Quilis retuned with a metal jar filled with water and walked into the room.
In the morning, Claire thanked the family for helping her and was now looking for her friends and a missing ten-year-old, whom Claire knew was probably dead, but she was going to look anyway, it was the least she could do to help the family that saved her life. She didn’t at all have to help those people, but she at least wanted to try. What kind of person would she be if she didn’t? She thought to herself.  
During the months after Arrival Day, the Jupitains killed most of the children immediately, which was why rebel groups started trying to hide kids instead, after they realized any fight against the Jupitains was pointless. It worked for her, but for most, they weren’t so lucky. She was wearing a brown hooded cloak; the United Worlds uniform under her stained with dirt. Her ears were flooded with the sound of churning metal drills.
Then, her translator sphere started to beep in her pocket. She took it out, and it showed her a holo-picture of the boy, saying that he was sixty yards away.
“That’s impossible… they would’ve found him by now…”
She walked forward, the beeping sound getting louder and louder until she knew where it wanted her to go. The sphere was pointed towards a sealed off mining camp, with Jupitains standing guard on top of the rusty metal wall.
“Oh… that’s why they didn’t get him,” Claire said simply.
She watched as a whistling miner came walking out of the heavily fortified door, wearing a cheaply made, metal shock collar, and pushing a hovering table filled with glass containers, Dark matter in all of them. She waited until he was far enough away from the wall, and ran over to him.
“I’ll trade you for that,” she said.
The miner put two fingers up to his chin, thinking.
“You’d be worth a fortune on the slave market,” he said.
Claire grimaced. She turned her hand into a metal cylinder and slammed him across the face with it. He hit the floor, knocked out.
“Fair trade… man, I love this thing,” She smiled, putting on the collar without turning it on, and grabbing the handle to the hover table. She pushed the Dark matter cylinders back towards the mine. She knocked on the metal doors.
“You want this delivery or what?!” Claire shouted.
The Jupitain’s visors turned green, and one gestured for her to come in. The door opened slowly. Claire walked into the view of aliens wearing the same type of metal collars as she took from the alien. Some were working the drilling cranes; others were shoveling in puddles of Dark matter. She pushed the hover table away and got her translator sphere back out. It started to beep wildly, until it led her to a small boy, who was shoveling a small puddle of Dark matter but was working efficiently, surprisingly. A visor wearing human was behind him, an Indian male, yelling,
“Work you worthless slug, or feel the sting of my whip… again.” The man was abusing the boy, simply because he could.
A human?
Claire walked over to him, her head down, “New orders from the big guy, um-they’re moving you to sector-um…one... sector one.”
“Sector one? There is no sector one in this facility.”
“Um-ah, look over there!”
“What’s your operation code, wait a second; you’re not even wearing a visor!”
Claire punched him in the face with her Meta-Core hand, knocking him out.
“Two in a row,” she said, energizingly.
The child looked scared, “W-who are you?”
“Don’t worry about that; your parents sent me, I’m here to rescue you.”
“M-my parents?”
“Come on we don’t…”
“You!!” Someone shouted, shocking both Claire and the boy.
Claire looked at the source of the voice. It was the shopkeeper; he worked here?
“Listen, I’m just trying to get this kid back to his…”
“Hey Demons, I found that girl, she’s no dead thief; she’s a Meta-Gene!” He shouted.
An alarm sounded. The door to the mine slammed shut.
“This… is not good,” Claire said, ripping off the collar.
One of the Jupitains jumped down. Its visor turned blue.
“Well done Claire, you’ve managed to do exactly what I knew you’d do. Get killed.” Karalus tuned out, and the Jupitains shot at her immediately.
“Get her Demons! Tear her apart!” The shopkeeper yelled, enthusiastically.
The little boy screamed and got behind the shield Claire had made. She blocked volley after volley of laser bolts.
“Stay behind me!” She shouted. Claire looked around at her surroundings; a laser cannon wasn’t going to get her out of this. The Jupitains were moving in, closer and closer, firing relentlessly. Then an image formed into Claire’s mind. Her Meta-Gene, it-it was communicating with her. She couldn’t think clearly, but her Meta-Core was starting to transform into a metal circle, with the inside hollowed out. It was forming in the palm of her hand. Then the microscopic pieces expanded, turning into another, smaller circle, hovering above the one below it. Claire didn’t know it at the time, but her Meta-Core was making a sonic energy projector. Then a yellow light shined, lighting up Claire’s palm, and soon her entire hand was glowing, with the two circles in her palm spinning rapidly.
The Jupitains got closer and closer, the energy starting to get blinding. Claire had no idea what she was doing. She didn’t have to. She disassembled the shield, and held up her hand, then slammed it on the ground with a boom! The ground cracked, and a yellow circle of energy formed around the spot she had hit. It expanded, vaporizing the nearby Jupitains in a massive shockwave of energy.
Metal structures carrying Dark matter out of the ground were blown off their foundations. Hover tables filled with Dark matter were tipped over and spilled. The lights in the mining camp went dark, and Jupitains at a distance were swept off their feet.
The shaking child was holding Claire’s right arm, “That-was-awesome!”
Some of the Jupitains were getting up and roaring angrily.
“Time to go!” Claire yelled. She tore off the kid’s collar and grabbed his hand. They ran towards the gate, but something wrapped around Claire’s neck, pulling her to the ground. It was the visor human,
“You’re not going anywhere!” His whip was tangled around Claire’s neck. She grabbed at it, trying not to choke to death, and cut it off with her Meta-Core hand, and jumped to her feet.
“I’m not letting you escape!” He yelled.
“Not an option,” She replied curtly, grimacing. She made a laser cannon out of her Meta-Core hand, and shot him, killing him. She… she didn’t even feel sorry, to her, anyone associated with the Jupitains, deserved to die. She ran back over to the confused child. The mining camp was in chaos. Claire’s attack had disabled all the collars with a power surge, and now the Kalarian inhabitants were putting up a fight. Jupitains were getting tackled by groups of people, and soon two Jupitain tanks were hovering into the chaos, shooting at anything moving.
“Listen to me, your parents are in the camp over there,” She pointed at a group of rusted buildings. “Don’t tell anyone you used to be a slave here, and don’t stop running until you make it there, ok?”
“Where are you going?” He asked.
“I need to find my friends, and figure out what this Karalus is planning, but don’t worry about me, you’ve done your part, now go see your family.” Claire started to walk back towards the mine, but the child ran back to her, hugging her.
“Don’t die.” He smiled.
“Don’t worry; I won’t.” She replied, with false confidence.
Then he ran towards the group of buildings, and Claire ran into the mining camp, she needed to find a new ship. The Jupitains were starting to take back control, and the slaves were being rounded up again, most shot dead. Claire ran past tanks that couldn’t see her because of the dust clouds from the debris of the metal drills. She found a cargo ship, its hangar ramp still open. She ran up it and shoved the miner that was boarding it off.
She ran into the cockpit past hundreds of Dark matter containers and activated the ship’s engine. It roared to life, fire ejecting from it. The ship flew into the air, leaving the planet. She had two options. She had no idea about the Jupitain mothership in the hangar on Jupiter, so to her there was no urgency to help save the United Worlds. She could go back to Earth, and tell the Kelisians about her Meta-Gene, or, she could go deeper into space, and try to find her fellow shipmates.
She thought about it for a second, then bit her lip, and said finally, “Um-sphere thing, locate most wanted fugitives in Jupitain space.” It showed an error message, not understanding her command. Claire frowned, “Sphere, locate most wanted fugitives in Demon controlled space.” It responded by showing pictures of dozens of different alien mugshots, and ruins of old battles, then finally, holo-videos in the air of a hangar inside of Jupiter, and Jupitain fighters destroying each other, with zoomed in images of James, and other various humans. James was wearing a Jupitain visor and was in a rouge Jupitain fighter.
“That’s definitely them.” Claire said, “Wow, I never, would’ve expected James to be that good at fighting… ever,” She looked out the cockpit, “Here goes nothing.”
The sphere put in the coordinates of the system James, Lewis, and Mark were in, and the cargo ship sped into Hypotonic, journeying even deeper into space.




CHAPTER 9
“Why did I agree to do this?” Mark asked.
“Face it, this was the only option,” James replied.
“God I miss Earth,” Lewis said.
“There probably won’t be an Earth if we don’t find the Safe Quadrant,” James said. A beeping sound came from the control panel.
“Well shit,” Lewis said.
“What is it?” James asked.
“We’re almost out of energy,” Lewis replied.
“Wait, what does this thing run on?” Mark asked.
“Um, it looks like-Compressed Ion Neutrolites. Ok, that is definitely not on the periodic table.” Lewis said. “And um… has a secondary fuel option, yup, Dark matter.”
“We’re screwed.” Mark groaned.
“Relax guys; we’ll just stop…” James realized they were in the middle of nowhere.
“Well hey, there’s a Nebula a few-thousand light years away over there.” Lewis pointed at it.
“Hey, what’s that?” Mark zoomed in on a ship in the distance.
“I’m not so sure getting help from that thing is a good idea, we have no idea who’s on it,” James said.
“Would you prefer the alternative? Die slowly in a Jupitain bucket?” Lewis asked.
“Ship in the distance it is then,” James compromised.
Lewis pressed a button on the control panel and a red beacon flashed onto the other ship’s cockpit. “Dude we’re saved.”
Then James realized something. They were inside of a Jupitain ship, and the Milky Way Galaxy has been enslaved by Jupitains for who knew how long, so that would mean-
“Um guys, their plasma cannons are charging up,” Mark said.
“They think we’re Jupitains! Lewis get us out of here!” James yelled.
“We don’t have enough power to press the button again,” Lewis said.
“Just do something!” James yelled, frantic.
“Let me try!” Mark shouted. He took the controls and started to move his hands randomly along the control pad. The ship flipped, and moved everywhere, spinning out of control, but dodging every shot that was fired.
The ship that was shooting at them was shaped like a rectangle but rounded in the front with a glass view window, the cockpit. It had four engines, two on each side of the ship, that looked like they could act as landing gear when off. They were spitting fumes of blue fire into space. The rectangular shape was curved in the back of the ship, which meant there was a cargo door there.
“They’re gonna kill us!” Mark shouted, still messing with the controls.
The Jupitain fighter kept spinning; James lost his grip and slammed into the wall. A red warning light started to flash inside the ship until Lewis made Mark stop messing with the controls. The ship came to a stop, and the barrages of laser fire ceased.
“Think they’ll let us go?” Lewis asked.
Almost on cue, a yellow tractor beam slowly pulled the fighter inside of the small hangar, filled with numerous amounts of cargo, and laser rifles.
“Alright guys, let’s just stay calm,” James said.
“Guns blazin?” Lewis asked.
“Guns blazing.” Mark shrugged, even though they only had one laser rifle and pistol.
Mark kicked the door open, but he was greeted by a red, two horned, muscular and humanoid looking alien.
“I knew you weren’t E6s after I saw that crappy flying, but the question is, who are you?” The red man was wearing a brown leather jacket, with black pants and a heavy rifle holster on his back, and he looked like some kind of devil. He crossed his arms. “Well? What do you want?”
“Where are we?” James asked.
The man smiled, “You’re in hell buddy.”
For a second James was thinking of the hell since this guy looked like Satan, but then he realized that the Milky Way was definitely a living hell.
“You can come out now T; these boys aren’t a threat.”
A disappointed white alien jumped out of an empty supply crate. He was wearing a worn and rugged alien uniform, with a tag on it. A code imprinted on the label read; Kal-29U6. Mark instantly recognized his race, the pale skin, and the tattoos. He was Kalarian.
“You look like Uliski,” Mark blurted.
The alien’s facial expression went from bored to outraged, instantly. “How do you know Uliski? Talk!” He pointed his laser rifle at Mark, furious.
Mark put his hands up, shocked.
“What are you doing? Are you signaling for them to attack us?!”
“No, no, this is what you do when your surrendering, you know like, hands up.”
“That’s not the point! How do you know Uliski?”
“I recognized the tattoos, I’m sorry.”
He put his gun up to Mark’s chin. “Where is he!?”
“Wait why?” Lewis asked, a little angry.
The man pointed his gun at Lewis, “You, shut up!”
Lewis didn’t care, “Why does it matter? Tell us!”
The alien kept his gun raised, “He’s my brother. He used to be a part of our crew until the Demons caught him. I haven’t heard from him since.”
Mark looked down. “H-he sacrificed himself to save my life; he… he was a hero.”
The alien yelled loudly, slamming his laser rifle on the ground. “I knew it… I-I knew it, I just… I just didn’t want to accept it.”
“I’m so sorry,” Mark said.
“Hey, Telli, he knew what he was getting into, we all did. I’m sorry but, that’s part of the job.” The devil man said, solemnly.
Telli grimaced, “Not like this.” He sniffed.
“So,” The devil man said after a short pause, trying to change the mood, “Who’re you rejects supposed to be?”
I’m Mark, and these guys are Lewis and James, we’re from the United Worlds.”
“United Worlds?” The red devil man laughed, “That’s funny, haven’t heard about a united anything in the galaxy for decades.”
“Wait, two people is hardly a crew; this is how you guys operate?” Lewis asked.
“You wanna meet the others?” The red man asked. He beckoned Mark, James, and Lewis over to a room, with a red couch, a table, what looked like a weight bench, and a rack, with various weird items on it.
“This is the lounge, and over there’s the cockpit,” He pointed towards a closed doorway, “And over there are the bunk rooms.” He pointed at a hallway, where a Jupitain walked out, its massive claws swinging casually from side to side. It growled at them.
“Take cover!” James yelled. He dove to the floor. Mark tightened up, and Lewis raised an eyebrow.
The Jupitain growled louder, not liking the new guests.
“Relax guys; this is Axel, Axel meet the United Worlders,” The red man said.
Axel growled hesitantly.
“H-how’d you get that-monster, to be loyal to you guys?” James asked, still on the floor.
“Simple, on the field we hacked into his visor and erased all of the dangerous code.” The red man said, cockily.
“Who are you people? Seriously.” Lewis asked.
“Oh you haven’t met everybody yet, Trixi get out here.” The red man said. Out came a metal ball, rolling towards them, as tall as Lewis’s knee. Trixie was a metal sphere, covered in small evenly placed holes. The largest circle in the middle opened and glowed red, the light shined onto Lewis’s chest. She made a deep, and threatening chirp sound.
“What the hell is that thing?” He asked.
“That, is Trixi; she was an abandoned Meta-Core before we found her.”
“Why is ‘Trixi’ shining a light on me?” Lewis asked, ignoring the term, ‘Meta-Core.’
“Oh, that’s not just a light, she’s targeting you.” The red man said. Lewis’s facial expression turned concerned, and he stepped back a little. Then the door to the cockpit opened, and a white, human girl with blue eyes walked out. She made Lewis go blank. She was wearing black leggings and a red t-shirt, with white cloth around her hands acting as fingerless gloves. She also had dirty boots that were stained with oil.
Mark saw Lewis staring and elbowed him in the stomach.
“Everybody, meet Red, best pilot in the Galaxy,” The red man announced, “This is our merry band, I’m Heavy, and the pale guy over there’s Telli, you already know the others.”
“Wow, you guys sure are quite the gang, what are you… a bunch of budget cut rebels or something?” Lewis asked, sarcastically.
“Budget-cut, would be an understatement,” said Red, jadedly playing with her ironically ginger hair.
“There used to be entire fleets of people like us,” Telli said, sadly.
“Well, what happened to them?” Mark asked.
“They’re dead, haven’t seen another rebel in ages.” Heavy said.
Axel growled.
“Well, this was fun, but I’m gonna go-somewhere else,” said Red, “Heavy tell me about the plasma flux before we get one again, took four hours to fix that.” She walked into the bunk rooms.
Lewis was too busy watching Red’s hips stride away to remember what they were talking about.
“We have a problem; we need to get to the Safe Quadrant, but our ship kind of ran out of fuel, or energy, whatever the crap powers it, before we could find it, can you help us get there?” James asked.
Heavy started laughing hysterically.
“Wait? Why’s that funny?” Mark asked.
“Don’t worry about trying to get there. No one’s ever made it, its suicide.”
“Why should we believe you?” Lewis asked, snapping out of his daze.
Axel’s visor turned blue, “Over four million refugee caravans and pilots have tried to get to the Lore, none have succeeded.”
“That many?” James asked, astonished. 
“Why won’t they let anyone in?” Mark asked.
“No one knows, but the Lore safeguards the rest of the universe… that’s kind of all we know actually. They’re a secretive group.” Telli said.
“Weren’t always that way,” Heavy grumbled, “Listen, boys, no one gets into the Lore, its suicide, make yourselves comfy, you’ll be here awhile,” Heavy said.
“I’ll give you guys a more proper tour,” Telli said. The four of them walked through the ship. There wasn’t really much to see. There were four small rooms, with bunks inside. The cockpit was sloppy, instead of a high tech control pad; a series of multiple levers controlled the ship. There were four seats, two in the front, and two in the back. Mark didn’t care about the tour though; he was still thinking of what Heavy had said.
No one gets into the Lore, its suicide.
Lewis ended up sleeping inside the lounge, while James and Mark took a bunk. Lewis pressed a button on the hover table, and a levitating image of the Milky Way appeared. He zoomed in on the billions of systems inside it.
“How could one force take away the freedom of an entire galaxy?” Lewis asked himself.
“That’s simple,” Red said from the doorway, “It got too cocky.”
“What does that mean?” Lewis asked.
“We put all of our trust in the Kelisians, and in the end, they failed.”
“It wasn’t the Martian’s fault. They weren’t helped by the rest of the Galaxy. They were alone.”
“The ‘Martians’ never told anyone about the E6s until they were already spreading through the Galaxy like a disease, they abandoned everyone, and there was in fact, ‘help,’ available before they went on their suicide mission to Cyrus… the Nova Alliance, the Ghourse colonies. Hell, even pirates paid a good enough fee, but no, they went alone, all cause they wanted some bounty all to themselves. The entire Galaxy fell because of it.”
“Not Earth,” Lewis replied, “They didn’t abandon Earth.”
“Trust me; they would’ve if they didn’t need something from you.”
When James woke up, he wasn’t feeling too confident in himself. First, he got his crew imprisoned on a Jupitain warship, and probably both Imp and Claire were dead, and then he lands in the heart of Jupiter, and almost gets the remainder of his crew killed, not to mention the giant Jupitain mothership getting ready to attack who knew what.
Now he was crashing with a bunch of strangers, who owned a magic circle thing, and to top it all off, their only hope of saving everyone they loved, was apparently suicide to go to.
James’s misery was probably showing obviously on his face, because Mark asked from the top bunk, “Dude, are you ok?” Mark probably already knew the answer nonetheless.
“I’m fine, just, concerned I guess.”
“Concerned? About what? If Claire and Imp are even still alive, or the giant mothership?” Mark asked, with dry sarcasm.
Telli knocked on the door.
“Hey newbies, the boss wants you in the cockpit,” Telli said from the outside of the bunk door. Mark and James looked at each other, like they knew it couldn’t be good. When they reached the cockpit, Heavy was waiting for them,
“We have a problem,” he said.
“What kind of problem?” James asked.
Heavy turned away from the controls to face them, “Well, you see we didn’t find you by mere coincidence, no, we were tracking Cyrisian tech to highjack a fighter or two maybe, but instead we found you guys…” He didn’t look so happy about that.    
“The place where we were going to pick up our fresh batch of Neutron Rocket launchers, and of course drop you guys off, well my supplier just contacted me, the planet’s on full security. Ever since some attack on Jupiter, all the Demons in nearby systems, got more aggressive, which is why we were gonna use that fighter, but you know… fuel problems.” He said grudgingly.
Mark whistled innocently.
“Oh, don’t worry though, we’re still going down there, but I’m gonna need your help to get what I want.”
James sighed, frustrated.
“We’re going to break into a heavily fortified Jupitain hangar, and steal those rocket launchers and of course, find you a new ship.” The unpowered Jupitain fighter was still in the hangar.
“Fine, we’ll help, but you have to promise that you’ll help us find a ship.”
“I swear it.” He smiled, “Oh, and here’s why I want what we’re getting.” Heavy pulled out a translator sphere, and showed the holo-image of the rocket launcher; it levitated in the air. Mark recognized it; it was the same weapon the Jupitains had used to kill Uliski.
“These babies aren’t just the typical high-powered laser fused rocket launcher; these are Dark matter powered, once the matter’s lit, it causes a massive energized explosion, double the boom.” He smiled.
“So where is this hangar?” James asked.
“It’s on the edge of the Galaxy, only eleven-thousand light years away from Lore territory, we’re going, to Stratus. System’s sector is Z9Demo.”
The sphere defined the world; “Planet name, Stratus, Threat level, Ventun U-11.”
“What does that mean?” Mark asked.
“Really, really bad.” Heavy said, “But don’t worry, we won’t be on the ground anyway.” He set a course on the old looking router, and said, “You’ve got two minutes to suit up.”
Mark walked out of the cockpit, heading towards his bunk until he saw Telli sitting on the bottom, a hollow expression on his face.
“Can I sit down?”
He didn’t reply.
Mark walked over to him. “I’m so sorry about Uliski.”
“He was all I had left,” Telli whispered.
Mark sat down, and silence filled the room for a few seconds until Telli started to say, “I remember years ago, when I was five, thinking that they would never find us, but they toppled the capital’s defenses and brought down the last wall in less than a week.”
Mark chuckled sadly, “Yea; it only took them two days for my world.”
Telli stared at the floor. “But at what cost? Why?”
“I don’t think, that anyone really knows.”
“Mark, keep your friends, and keep your family safe, at all costs. Whatever it takes. In the end they’re the only thing worth fighting for in this shitty Galaxy.”
Mark looked down for a second, “And what if they’re already dead?” He asked.
“Then avenge their legacy,” Uliski said firmly.
“So Heavy, how exactly are we breaking in?” James asked inside the cockpit.
“Don’t worry about it, I already plotted the course, Red just needs to check if the systems are in order, Red get in here!” He shouted.
She yawned and walked through the doorway.
“Check this course for me would you?” He asked.
She walked over and looked at the screen. “You’re crazy, that plan’s gonna break the power of our shields by 98%, we won’t be able to take almost any E6 artillery.”
“What plan, what are you people talking about?” James asked, frustrated.
“I already told you,” He smirked, “We’re gonna use the ship.”
Trixi rolled into the cockpit, James could see her weapons waving in the air, threatening him.
“What’s that thing’s problem?” James asked, a little scared.
“I dunno,” Heavy said, for the first time sounding honest, “Cyrisians made the Meta-Core, so… ask them. Oh wait, they’re dead… all right everybody, buckle up, we’re approaching Stratus’s atmosphere.”
James looked at the planet; its entire surface was red, with no signs of water anywhere.
“Why do we need to buckle up? Wait a second…” James trailed on.
“Get ready!” Heavy yelled, smiling.
“For what?” James asked.
The engines to the ship turned and started to roar, erupting fire. James fell onto his back abruptly and groaned.
“Oh God, what are you doing?!” He shouted.
“I already told you, I’m using the ship!” Heavy shouted back.
Red tried to act casual about it, but even her bored facial expression went from calm to slightly surprised, as she hung on to the armrests of her seat.
“What’s going on?!” Lewis yelled from the lounge, the sound of the roaring engines had woken him up.
“Course is set; I’m getting my gun, stay here!” Heavy said loudly. James struggled to get back to his feet but was pushed out of the way by Heavy.
James struggled to get up again, and looked at the trajectory course; the ship’s course was plotted to crash straight through the double metal doors of a Jupitain underground hangar.
“Oh oh no, no no! This is not a good plan man, NOT a good plan at all!” James yelled.
Red pressed a few buttons on the dashboard, “I’m moving all shields to the bow.”
Heavy came back, carrying with him a laser rifle that looked like it weighed a hundred pounds.
Telli, Mark, and Axel came running into the cockpit. “Is this really a good plan?” Telli asked.
“It’s the only plan.” Heavy smiled.
Axel growled with an attitude.
“I really hope this works,” Red said.
“I hope you're trying not to kill us!” Lewis shouted.
Heavy pushed the lever further, and the ship’s speed accelerated. The atmosphere around the ship burned through the cheap outer layer of metal, chipping pieces of it off, scraping along the ship. Soon the clouds cleared, and for a brief few seconds, James could see the red terrain of the planet’s surface, and multiple tents, making a small city. The tents and shacks were all inside what looked to be collapsed skyscrapers, that were destroyed centuries ago.
Mark and Uliski scrambled to take the two back seats, and buckled up. Lewis and James looked at each other nervously, then started to hang on to the backs of the seats, bracing for impact. James closed his eyes. The ship smashed through the set of metal doors, and the ship’s shields dropped from one hundred percent, to two. The engines turned back around quickly, the ship dropping thousands of feet down until it finally started to hover above the rusty metal floor. The metal doors crashed onto Jupitain fighters below them, causing a massive red explosion.
“Let’s get this done quickly!” Heavy shouted, and he dropped down into the hangar, his fully automatic laser rifle shooting away electrically stunned Jupitains left and right. Axel sprinted out of the ship, and squashed a Jupitain soldier below him, then he turned around and roared at the others. Two more ran at him, and he grabbed both of their visors and ripped them off, the Dark matter splattering everywhere.
Red stayed in the ship, firing at the Jupitains on the ground, and blowing up random Dark matter containers. James looked at the cargo door exit ramp.
“Oh God oh God oh God…” He muttered. His heart was throbbing out of his chest. He didn’t want to get shot, but what choice did he have? “Augh! Screw it!” He yelled. He grabbed a laser rifle, jumped down four feet, and sprinted to the nearest wall for cover, yelling cowardly the whole time. A Jupitain saw him and started to fire, chipping the shiny metal. Axel punched the Jupitain in the face, and it flew into a stack of supply crates.
Lewis shrugged, “Better than asteroid clearing.” He jumped down, Mark and Telli followed, along with Trixie. The robotic ball rolled behind two unexpecting Jupitains and impaled them through the back of their heads with Meta-Core spears, destroying the Jupitain’s visors.
Telli ran around the hangar, avoiding the rain of Jupitain fire, and shot down Jupitains with extremely precise bursts of laser fire. Two Jupitain fighters came flying in from above, but Red shot them out of the sky. “Boss, I can’t find the weapons anywhere!” Telli shouted.
“Keep looking!” Heavy yelled back, “They’ve got to be around here somewhere!” He hit a Jupitain that was behind him with the barrel of his gun, crushing its visor. Then all of a sudden, the Jupitains stopped attacking, they stood still, their visors turned blue, except for Axel’s.
“Um, what just happened?” Telli asked.
Oh no, James thought.
“Well, looks to me like I found my annoying little insurgents.” The visors recited. It was the blue man, Karalus.
“I must say Captain,” Karalus started, after noticing James, “I didn’t expect you three to be here, when you escaped my ship, I was almost impressed, but I knew of course that I would find you eventually, your attack on Jupiter was especially… stupid.”
“Why are you hunting us? Why are you doing this?” James asked.
“I wouldn’t call it a hunt, that takes effort, but anyway before I kill you, Heavy, that’s your name, isn’t it? Mine’s Karalus, pleasure to meet you,” he said sarcastically, “I killed your supplier weeks ago. He never stood a chance.”
The visors turned red again, but the number of Jupitains had tripled while Karalus was taunting the group. The Jupitains roared and started to fire.
“New plan!” Heavy shouted, “Get back to the ship!” Red must have heard what had happened because she was making the ship hover barely a foot off the ground.
“Escape!” Axel roared.
“Wait, what about you?!” Telli asked, concerned. Axel responded by throwing him onto the cargo ramp and watching it close behind him. When everyone was inside, Axel turned towards the mob of growling Jupitains. He roared ferociously and started to knock the Jupitains to the ground. They eventually tackled him, and everyone watched as Axel’s visor was ripped off, and his body dissolved into a puddle of Dark matter.
Heavy punched the wall, “I can’t believe I was so stupid!”
“Guys, you might want to come see this!” Red shouted. The cargo ship had hovered out of the underground hangar, and everyone could see the red surface of the planet. It was cracking; a giant hole was forming beneath them.
“What the…” Lewis couldn’t finish.
Suddenly, the surface was torn open, and rocks were blown away. A giant mechanical worm leaped through the ground.
“What the hell is that thing?!” Mark asked, surprised.
“Meta-Core,” Telli gasped, “And it’s huge.”
“Red get us out of here!” Heavy yelled.
The metal pieces on the worm clicked together and turned randomly. For a mouth, it had a rotating circle with tens of thousands of sharp metal teeth turning and clanking, waiting to tear something apart. Its scales were completely metal, with random patterns of spikes, perfectly merging with each other. It blared the same sound as the Jupitain warship’s horns, then it charged towards the ship, crushing nearby tents and shops. Unlike the Jupitains, the Meta-Core was it’s own entity, and Karalus had no way of knowing exactly what it was doing after deploying it.
Red pulled up, but it was too late, the Meta Core’s mouth collided with one of the ship’s engines tearing it apart, the sound of crushed metal screeching in everyone’s ears.
“Holy shit!” Lewis yelled. 
The worm tore a large piece of the engine off. The force of the ship started to tear weak pieces of metal off the ship until Mark and Telli were sucked out of the vessel through a hole in the hull. Mark landed on top of a shopping tent, almost tearing right through it. Telli landed flat on his back, on the solid rocky ground.
“I can’t control it!” Red shouted. The giant worm collided with the ship again, breaking through the center and destroying the lounge.  The ship was torn in half, and the bow crashed into the ground, while the cargo hangar and the Jupitain fighter inside, were crushed inside the Meta-Core’s mouth. It exploded, and the giant mechanical worm was now looking for the ship’s crew. It turned on a red beacon of light, scanning through the wreckage. Red was bleeding; face down on the dashboard, inches away from a lever that could have impaled her.
Heavy was on the ground, bleeding from a piece of glass that had flown into his arm, impaling him, but he simply ripped it out. “We have to move.” He grabbed Red, while Trixi rolled over to James and Lewis and dragged them, with two mini cranes it made out of itself. It pulled them away from the wreckage, right before the giant Meta-Worm smashed into the ground, and burrowed into the rock, missing them barely.
“Run, run, run!!” Heavy shouted. The Meta-Worm resurfaced, moving through solid rock like it was water. The worm burrowed through the center of the group, pushing everyone away with a wave of air.
“Ugh, my back, Telli? Telli where are you?” Mark’s vision was blurry.
“Here…” said a weak voice.
Mark looked up, he saw panicked aliens running away from the site, but then he saw Telli.
“Oh my God, Telli!!” Mark limped towards him.
Telli looked up at him and grimaced weakly.
“Telli, come on, get up, we can find you help.”
“Mark…” He coughed up blood, “I’m done… but for your kin. Protect them. Whatever it takes.”
Mark looked at him, distraught. So many people were dying. It was just like Arrival Day, all over again.
“Don’t you dare leave me!” Mark yelled.
“Be happy. I’m free from this place,” Telli closed his eyes, and his head turned to the side slightly, lifeless. 
“No, no, no!!” Mark punched the ground. “You’re dead Karalus; you’re dead!!” Then he saw the worm racing towards him; its metal teeth chattering.
“Come at me!” Mark yelled, “Come on; finish the job!!”
The Meta-Core moved through the ground, scattering debris and rock everywhere. It collided with tents and rusted buildings, destroying them. Mark panicked, fear taking over his anger, and started to run the other way. He was sprinting, unable to hear the chattering noise of the Meta-Worm over his own breathing. It was getting close, blaring the Jupitain horn of death repeatedly.
“Hey you, ugly! Over here!” Heavy waved his arms wildly to get the Meta-Core’s attention. It worked. The giant Meta-Worm spun its head around and dived into the ground, leaving Mark alone. Heavy grunted, and started to sprint towards the wreckage of his ship. The worm surfaced and pushed Heavy onto his back from the force of its impact. The Meta-Worm looked down at him and roared mechanically.
Heavy rolled out of the beast’s way before it could crush him. It hit the ground, hurtling rock and dust everywhere, then burrowed underground. Mark looked in the distance. Red was trying to get James and Lewis to wake up, and Heavy was looking at the ground trying to tell where the Meta-Core would attack next. Then Mark noticed the tent shops. They were lined with mostly clay pots and other items Mark had never seen before. Then he saw the blaster rifle. Mark sprinted over to the tent.
“How much do you want for that rifle?”
“Karask arikius?” Mark felt around in his pocket, his translator sphere was gone, and he guessed that the shopkeeper didn’t have one either. He cursed. The shopkeeper crossed his arms, noticing the same thing about the translator sphere.
“Screw it.” Mark grabbed the rifle off the table and ran. The shopkeeper yelled after him in an unknown language, pulling out his own laser rifle and starting to shoot a few bursts at him. Mark had almost reached Heavy until the Meta-Core resurfaced between them. Mark fired the laser rifle, and streaks of red light collided with the Meta-Worm. The energy from the blast didn’t seem to do anything; it just bounced off. The worm noticed where the disturbance was coming from and roared.
Mark fired three more desperate shots until he gave up and sprinted away, almost tripping over himself from the speed he took off at. The worm hit the ground, throwing Heavy away, and slithered towards Mark. The Metallic spikes turned and clicked in perfect harmony, constantly scraping the ground. Mark used one arm and repeatedly fired into the Meta-Core’s mouth, running at the same time. It was getting too close. Mark dived out of the way, and the worm sped past him.
The worm put its head up and looked back at him, roaring like it was frustrated. Then, when the giant beast was only a few feet away from crushing Mark, a bright surge of red energy slammed into the worm’s mouth with a booom! A cloud of dust blocked Mark from being able to see where the shot came from, but when it cleared, he saw Heavy holding a laser launcher on his shoulder. Then the launcher started to shift, and the Metal pieces formed in thin air, in perfect sink. The Meta pieces were put into place, and Trixie fell to the ground.
“It can do that?” Mark asked, panting.
“She, can do that,” Heavy replied.
“Right…”
“Where’s Telli?” Heavy asked. Mark looked down. Heavy grunted and kicked a piece of the ship’s debris.
“We’ll dwell on that later, right now we need to find a way off this planet before Karalus finds us.” Mark nodded and walked with Heavy to the wreckage of their ship. Red had laid James and Lewis under an angled piece of their ship’s ruined hull.
James was awake but was holding his head, which was bleeding. Lewis was still unconscious. Red slapped him, then grunted when he didn’t wake up. She turned to Heavy, “Any ideas on how to get off this rock?”
Heavy sighed, “Well, we’re not getting a new ship anytime soon, and I doubt anyone’s gonna give us a lift so, we’re out of options.”
“No, we’re not,” Mark said suddenly.
“How’s that?” Red asked.
“Jupitains control this planet, so wouldn’t there be like, a landing zone or something?”
“A landing dock.” Heavy finished. 
“Exactly, and where there’s that, there’s ships.”
“Yeah, no shit, we didn’t say that because a place like that would be swarming with E6s.” Red crossed her arms.    
“Well, what other choice do we have?” Mark asked.
Heavy thought about it for a moment, until saying, “He’s right; we either find out where that port is or wait here for another Meta-Core to finish us off.”
Red sighed, “What about those two?” She looked over at James and Lewis.
“Stay here and watch them, me and Mark will find the port and come back; we’re gonna need all the support we have,” Heavy said, “Mark, you still got that rifle?”
He picked it up off the ground and nodded.
“Good. Let’s go.”
Red watched Heavy and Mark walk into the town. Now that he wasn’t running for his life, Mark started to take notice of his surroundings. There were tents everywhere, with old ruins of buildings that seemed to have been blown off their supports. Wreckage was scattered across the area; there was even a huge crash-landed Frigate, the size of New York in the distance. It looked centuries old. Everything was rusted, worn down, or blown up in a long-ago battle.
“What do you think happened here?” Mark asked.
Heavy chuckled, “Same as all the rest of the worlds out here, taken over by force. Planets like this were mostly independent. Then when Cyrus’s ‘project’ got out of control, it took over.”
“Why did it take the Jupitains so long to find my Solar System?”
Heavy looked straight ahead, “It takes time to conquer an entire Galaxy, hence an armed one, almost every planet was equipped with some form of military or defense, rumors of Cyrus’s power spreading everywhere, people had no choice but to get prepared, but no matter how hard we tried, Cyrus won anyway, with the cost of their entire civilization. The Kelisians didn’t do much help either.”
“What do you mean?” Mark asked.
Heavy looked at him, “Entire systems put down their defenses because the Kelisians said they could defend them from Cyrus, they had a fleet of ten Gigantum class motherships, each the size of half a regular planet. Now, last time I saw them, there were only four.”
Mark looked down. “Only one now, they’re still repairing the second.”
Heavy gave a sad laugh. “Typical.”
“I don’t get it though, if the Martians… or Kelisians I guess, couldn’t take down the Jupitains then, why can they now?”
“Neptune’s my guess, kept themselves off the grid, survived everything until the Jupitains. They must have had something to do with the Kelisian’s advanced tech.”
Mark crossed his arms, “Uliski told me that Neptune could sustain life, but I thought it was just a ball of gas.”
“You can’t tell what something’s like just by looking at it, which is probably why no one in this part of the Galaxy has ever heard of a telescope.”
“How did you hear of it then?” Mark asked.
“Red, she told me everything she knew about Earth, now well, she just doesn’t seem to remember anymore.”
Before Mark could ask another question, he spotted a Jupitain.
“Heavy, where’s Trixie?”
“I left her with Red; why?”
Mark pointed. It was just one patrol, checking to see if the Meta-Core had finished the job. It was holding a laser rifle and shoving past civilians.
“Split up,” Heavy said. The two of them walked in separate directions. The Jupitain looked in the spot they had just been in but didn’t see anything. It walked past them. Mark was hiding behind one of the tent shops, while Heavy was blending in with the marketplace. The Jupitain’s visor turned blue, as if alerting it of something. The Jupitain turned around and started to walk where Mark was hiding.
Heavy looked back and threw a rock behind the Jupitain. It turned around, and Mark sneaked over to a rusted metal barrier. The Jupitain held up his rifle in a combat position and started to search the area. It got closer and closer to Mark. The visor could see through walls. Mark was sweating, getting ready to flee at any moment. Heavy ran through the crowd, and charged the Jupitain, tackling it to the ground.
Heavy threw two punches, but the Jupitain caught the third one. It threw Heavy into one of the tents, smashing it. Mark moved from the barrier and aimed his rifle at the Jupitain. It looked at him and reached for its rifle. James fired, aiming for the Jupitain’s visor, but instead hit the ground. The Jupitain roared and fired two shots. Both missed because Mark ran behind one of the tents. The Jupitain fired through the canopy, killing an alien who was standing right next to Mark.
Mark almost fell from trying to dodge the Jupitain’s fire. Heavy got up from the tent and sprinted into the Jupitain, forcing it down with his shoulder. It fell to the ground, dropping its rifle. Heavy tried to grab it, but the Jupitain kicked him back. Mark came running over, firing repeated shots at the Jupitain’s visor, until finally hitting it. The visor went offline, turning dimly grey, and the Jupitain dissipated into a puddle of Dark matter.
Heavy got up and snatched the rifle off the ground.
Mark had his hands on his knees, panting, “That was nothing like the hangar.”
“I had a gun in the hangar,” Heavy replied.
Then the two of them heard the infamous roar of a Jupitain fighter’s engine. Two fighters were taking off from a landing pad nearby.
“That’s not a landing port,” Mark said.
“It’s the next best thing,” Heavy said, “Let’s go tell Red we found our way out of here.” Mark watched as the two Jupitain fighters flew into the planet’s atmosphere.
“So, you’re telling me, that you two spent an hour out there, just to end up finding a landing pad? All that’ll be there will be fighters.” Red said, frustrated.
“It’s our only choice; we’re only armed with two rifles,” Heavy said.
“What about Trixie?” Mark asked.
“She only knows how to form into a laser launcher or a rifle.”
“What about a speeder or something?” James asked, better now, “We have to get past those Jupitains fast, we’re not gonna do much good with what we’ve got.”
“You could steal one,” Heavy suggested.
James looked over at the tents. “I don’t think they’re going to have anything valuable.”
“Not them, the E6s.” Heavy pointed at a patrol in the distance. It was one Jupitain, but it was riding on some sort of hover speeder. Two handles for controls, and the body made of refreshed metal that shined in the sunlight. The speeder had three engines, one on the left and one on the right for turning, then a larger one in the back for thrust.
“Let’s go get it,” Mark said.
Heavy, Trixie, and Mark left, leaving Red, Lewis, and James to come up with a plan to use what they had. Heavy picked up Trixi, and she turned into a laser rifle, the sound of the transformation clicking was quiet. Heavy was hiding behind a shop, and Mark was on the other side of the patrol, hiding behind a piece of wreckage. The Jupitain’s visor turned blue, and it growled. Before it could get off the speeder, Heavy opened fire. The crowd started yelling and running in different directions.
The fourth shot hit the Jupitain in the visor; the rest had just gone through its Dark matter skin. The matter from the Jupitain spilled all over the speeder.
“That’s disgusting,” Mark said.
“Let’s get back to the others; we’re getting off this planet.” Heavy took the controls, while Mark sat behind him, holding Trixie. They sped off to the wreckage of their ship, red energy erupting from the speeder’s engines.
When they arrived, James was already armed.
“I’m driving it,” Red said, “I’m gonna need to get to the fighter first to shoot down the other ships.” She turned to Lewis, “Make sure I don’t get shot, will you?”
He nodded, still a little dazed.
Heavy got off, and Trixie transformed into her spherical self.
“Me, Mark and James are gonna provide cover for you when you’re inside.” Heavy said, “Is everyone ready?”
“Let’s do this,” James said, although he didn’t sound too sure in himself.
Red and Lewis got onto the speeder, and sped off, while Heavy, James, Mark, and Trixie took the rear. When Red and Lewis reached the landing pad, there was more defense then they had expected. A clean metal wall surrounded the pad, making it stand out from the rest of the area. Two Jupitains guarded the front gate, which was wide open. Red moved in slowly until one of the Jupitains spotted her and roared. Lewis fired, missing its visor completely.
The Jupitain sprinted towards them, and jumped into the air. Red ducked, but the Jupitain tackled Lewis, throwing him onto the ground. It roared in his face, the sound ear piercing. Lewis reached for his rifle, but it was too far away. Then, Red slammed into the Jupitain with the speeder, throwing it into a nearby barrier.
Lewis crawled over to his rifle, aimed it carefully, and hit the Jupitain in the visor with one shot. It dissipated into Dark matter. The other Jupitain opened fire on Lewis, forcing him to scatter to a barrier. Red rammed the Jupitain into the wall with the speeder, making its visor crack. Lewis ran over to the speeder and got on. They sped through the door, trailing red energy. There were at least twelve ships, each of them lying on their engines like arches. One of the fighters was about to take off but was shot halfway by a bright streak of red light. It exploded, throwing fiery debris everywhere.
Lewis looked back. Heavy was standing a few yards behind them, with smoke trailing from the laser launcher’s barrel. Mark ran through the open gate.
“Well, pick one already!” He shouted.
Red and Lewis jumped off the speeder and ran to one of the nearby fighters. They were a few feet away, until it exploded, pieces of the ship being blown everywhere.
“Heavy!” Red yelled, trying to get up from the force of the explosion.
“That wasn’t me!” He replied.
Then they heard it. The loud roar of hover engines burning the ground. A massive Jupitain tank was slowly hovering through the smoke; its large barrel pointed at Red and Lewis. Heavy fired the laser launcher again, and an explosion blinded everyone from being able to see if the tank was destroyed. Another loud blast confirmed that it wasn’t. The laser misfired, hitting the wall, and blowing a ginormous hole into it.
“Get into a ship now! We’ll distract it!” Heavy yelled. The tank blared the Jupitain horn of death and moved slowly towards Red and Lewis. Heavy sprinted towards the tank and climbed up onto the turret’s opening hatch. He tried to open it, but it was locked from the inside. He punched it, frustrated. Red and Lewis ran to the next fighter, which was filled with three Jupitains when they opened the door. One got up, and Red slammed the door.
“Oh boy…” Lewis mumbled, panicked, while shooting the locking mechanism to trap the Jupitains.
The tank fired again, hitting dangerously close to Lewis, blowing him back. Red kept running. She spotted a Jupitain transport ship, roughly the size of three Jupitain fighters combined. She opened it and looked around, panting. She spotted the controls and sat down, activating the control pad. She put both hands on it, and the ship’s engines roared, erupting red energy onto the pad, burning it. Heavy looked up at the transport and jumped off of the tank. The turret aimed itself at Red, but she was faster. She unleashed a rain of red lasers onto the turret, blowing it up before it could fire. The tank exploded in a hurl of red light, then was engulfed in flame.
Another Jupitain fighter fired up, and hovered over the pad, firing rays of red lasers at Red’s ship. She turned it around, the shields blocking the Jupitain’s fire from doing any real damage. Red opened fire, streaks of red energy colliding with the Jupitain fighter. The side of the fighter exploded, damaging the engine, and it crashed into the marketplace, destroying a line of tents.
Red landed the ship, and waited for everyone to get on board. When everyone was in, James slammed the door behind everyone, and Red took off into the atmosphere. There were two rows of metal benches, with bars to hold onto instead of seatbelts. The ship started to burn in the atmosphere, emitting smoke.
“Everyone hold on tight!” Red shouted. James gripped the bars tighter. The ship went faster and faster, until it escaped the planet, and made it to the empty abyss of space. The roar of the engine fainted to a low hum.
“W-we did it; we’re alive!” James yelled, overjoyed.
“Where to now?” Heavy asked. He was the leader, and even he didn’t know what to do next.
Lewis’s grin disappeared. It was apparent that they would probably never find the Lore, let alone survive whatever the Jupitains were planning to do.
“Heavy’s right, where are we going now?” James asked.
The control panel started to flash red. “Um, guys, something’s coming in fast, and it’s huge,” Red said.
“What is it?” Mark asked.
To answer his question, a Jupitain warship suddenly sped out of I-Hypotonic warp and was almost three miles away from the transport ship. Karalus had figured out that they were still alive.
“How’d they find us?” James asked.
Red cursed, “The E6s on the ground must’ve reported us when we stole the ship.”
The warship blared the Jupitain horn of death, and a medium-sized laser cannon perched on top of the warship’s hull started to charge an electric burst in its barrel.
“What’s it doing?” James asked. He had left his seat to look out the cockpit window.
“I have no idea, but it can’t be good, Red get us out of here,” Heavy said, “Now!”
Red slammed the control pad with her hand, and the engine roared. The ship started to fly away from the warship. The warship’s cannon fired, and a ball of blue energy whizzed towards the transport ship, at the speed of light. The blast hit the ship in the back, dead on. It was an EMP. The sudden pulse of energy pushed the ship off course. Then, every feature that needed power went offline, the engines turned off, and the control pad went dark. Even the overhead lights faded. The only light visible was the orange star in the distance and the Jupitain warship.
“What the hell happened?!” Lewis asked.
“I don’t know; everything just shut off completely,” Red said, “I can’t get anything to work!”
The Jupitain warship then started to charge its Tempest cannon, which was positioned slightly behind the laser cannon that had shot the EMP, but was ten times bigger. Red energy spun rapidly from its barrel, sending sparks into space in every direction.
“Get to the escape pods, get to the pods now!” Heavy yelled.
“Does this ship even have escape pods?” Mark asked, “And how would they even work, we don’t have power!”
“There,” Heavy pointed at two separate hatches, leading to the escape pods. “Alright everyone get in, if they don’t work, we’re dead.”
Lewis tried the door. It wouldn’t budge, “It’s locked!”
“Move.” Heavy pushed Lewis out of the way and grabbed the edge of the door with both hands. He pulled it open halfway. Heavy looked through the opening. “That thing’s only gonna be able to hold two people.”
“What does that mean?” Lewis asked, although he already knew the answer.
“If I go in, then it wouldn’t be able to hold anyone else.” Heavy pulled open the door to the second pod.
“Go!” He yelled.
“No no no, you can fit; you-you can try!” Red screamed.
Heavy grimaced, “Get out of here. Now.”
Red hugged him tightly, teary-eyed, then ran into the pod, looking back the whole time. Lewis went into it too. Mark took the second one.
“You’re an honorable man, Heavy,” James said, sincerely.
“It’s Seraus, and I already know that… now get out of here before it’s too late.”
James went into the pod, and Mark followed behind him. Seraus closed the doors behind them. They clicked, sealing in the oxygen. Lewis found the control panel and crossed his fingers. He pressed it, and the pod detached from the ship. The detaching mechanism didn’t require power; it was just a simple release function. James did the same thing, and both pods were floating aimlessly in space.
The Jupitain warship fired, and a ray of extremely high powered red energy slammed into the transport ship. It exploded, sending debris everywhere. The force of the explosion launched the two pods into separate directions.
“Noo!!” Red cried, whimpering.
Her and Lewis’s pod was floating towards the Jupitain warship, while James and Mark’s was drifting into the unknown.




CHAPTER 10
“They’re dead. Every last one of them gone, by my hand,” Karalus turned towards Imp, “Isn’t it funny, just hilarious that they went out all that way, for nothing?” Imp stayed quiet. “Hope can drive a being to do all sorts of desperate acts, just to fail, so simply.”
“You’re insane,” Imp said quietly.
Karalus looked at him, smiling. “I’m insane? You already said that, and it still seems a bit… unjust to me. I’m about to destroy the last remnant of the Kelisian empire, and you’re going to help me.”
“I would never help you do anything.”
“Oh I know you wouldn’t, but you don’t exactly have a choice,” Karalus chuckled.
“What do you mean?”
Karalus summoned for a Jupitain to come over. One that was nearby growled and walked in.
“Your visor please.” The Jupitain looked down at him uncertainly. Karalus’s facial expression turned fierce, “Your visor.” The Jupitain pulled it off and sunk into a puddle of dark goo, the visor dropped into it. Karalus picked it up off the floor and smiled, “That wasn’t too hard was it?”
“You kill your own side?” Imp asked.
“Wouldn’t be the first time, besides they’re not even alive, just programmed by the visor itself to take a form and follow my command, and soon… you’ll mindlessly obey me too.”
Imp tried to move his hands, but they were restrained. Karalus brushed the Dark matter off the visor with his hand and turned it around. Imp tried to move his head away from the visor, but it connected to his face. He heard a click, and then he opened his eyes. His surroundings were red. Everything, was red. He tried to think, think about himself but he couldn’t. Everything he thought about vanished, his mind was empty, but then a voice filled the void.
“Imptanius, can you hear me?” Imp didn’t reply, “Can you hear me?”
Imp looked up at him. “Yes, Alpha.” Alpha? That was wrong, he knew it was wrong, but his mind was getting clouded, he was unsure of what was right or wrong.
Karalus smiled, “Are you ready to comply with my orders?”
“Yes, Alpha.”
“Good.” Karalus removed the restraints from Imp’s arms. “I have a mission for you Tanius.” Imp stood up, standing perfectly still, alert.
“I know I’ve been talking about destroying the Kelisians, but in order to do that I need to cripple their detection systems, then I can begin,” Karalus pulled out a translator sphere, and a hologram of the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter appeared, “I’ve destroyed the asteroid base by Jupiter, and the radar outpost on Titan, but there is another, miles away from the asteroid belt checkpoint. I would simply go around it but, they’re scanners are surprisingly powerful. Powerful enough to call in the entire United Worlds fleet before I’m ready.”
He zoomed in on a United Worlds asteroid base. It was huge; two frigates were docked on the base’s spaceport. Heavy laser turrets were perched on almost every wall around the base. Missile launchers were hidden on small asteroids everywhere, and a giant radar dish was positioned on top of the central facility. It was a fortress.
“I need you to destroy this,” Karalus said simply, “Not alone though; I’ll give you a stealth-ready transport ship, filled with sixty loyal Jupitains at my command. The ship is small enough to stay in stealth without being detected by sonar waves, but something really big, like say, a warship… no amount of stealth I can implement would keep that hidden from scanners.” Karalus snapped his fingers, and on cue a Jupitain came in, carrying a crate filled to the brim with bombs.
“These are Black hole charges, over twenty times more powerful than a black hole grenade; they will automatically implode after a countdown when you press the center button on this control module,” Karalus handed him the small controller, “Once the countdown is complete, the bomb will unleash a ginormous black hole, that will only stop expanding after twenty seconds, by then the entire base, and miles of asteroids will no longer exist,” Karalus said. “Do you understand your mission? Set the bombs, activate them, and get out.”
“Yes, Alpha,” Imp replied firmly.
“That’s what I like to hear!” Karalus said enthusiastically, “Follow me. I want to show you your ship.”
Karalus left the room, and Imp followed obediently. They walked down the dimly lit hallway, passing by multiple series of doors until they reached a large hangar. Inside was a Jupitain transport ship, it looked the same as all the other Jupitain fighters, but was bigger, and had much more artillery.
“This, my Kelisian friend, is your ride, and it comes custom with new tech of my own design. You might have wondered how I slipped past the outer asteroid base in the first place without getting caught by the scanners, well; I have basically come up with a breakthrough.” Karalus walked over to the ship and put his hand on its hull.
“I’ve waited years to attack again because I was planning, I knew invading Earth would get the Kelisians to reveal their technology to me, and it worked. I know everything about them, and they know nothing of what I can do with that information. So, after my invasion fleet was destroyed, I started to develop new inventions, weaponry that would give me an edge over my opponent, but mainly making sure the Lore couldn’t surprise me with an invasion.” Karalus looked at Imp. “I have created the Galaxy’s most advanced, ever cloaking device. Sure, there have been dozens of other types, developed through the ages, but… those have been lost to time, thanks to the E6s killing anything that moved before I took over.” Karalus paused,
“I’ve had to search through the rubble of, impressively advanced civilizations, through mere fragments of schematics, to perfect this invention,” Karalus finished.
Karalus called a few Jupitains to attention. “Their job is to come in behind you once you’ve boarded the base, they will create a distraction while the commanders have no idea your inside.” The Jupitains started to board their fighters; the sound of engines roaring to life filled the hangar.
Karalus summoned for another Jupitain. It walked over, carrying a laser rifle. The Jupitain handed it to Imp.
“Take the weapon, fight for my cause, then we’ll do something about that hideous uniform.”
Imp walked towards his ship, followed by sixty Jupitains, each armed with laser rifles. They boarded the transport ship, and the engine started. The ship rose, hovered over the hangar floor, and then sped into space, followed by at least four dozen Jupitain fighters. When the ship was almost a thousand miles away from being detected by United Worlds scanners, it cloaked. The entire ship just seemed to fade away with the void. Imp could hear the humming of the cloaking device. It was attached to the engine, its rays bouncing off every part of the hull.
Suddenly the lights in the ship turned green; they were approaching the base. Imp remembered the hologram image, the laser turrets lined along the walls, protecting a large tower, with a hangar at the bottom, and a command center at the very top, with a large glass window. The horde of Jupitains didn’t show any sign of fear, just a vicious need for blood.
The hangar door was wide open; the commanders must’ve put too much faith in their turrets.
A human worker in the command center sighed, “Sir we had an asteroid clearing ship leave the base thirty-six hours ago, and it was on schedule to arrive earlier today, it's way overdue.”
“Add it to the list,” The Kelisian Commander ordered, grumpily. He turned back towards the window and looked at the empty void of space. “Did you check in with the outer base?”
The worker checked the display pad, “That’s weird. We lost all connection to the base. It’s like its frequency was completely shut down… Titan’s radar mainframe is offline as well. Do you think it was Jupitains sir?”
“Jupitains? Mmm, no I don’t think so, last time we had a run with any Jupitain warships, the Accolade squadron blew them back. We should expect some sort of build up near Callisto though,” The Commander said, boredly. 
A female worker called out for the Commander, “Sir the engineers in hangar 01 are reporting a disturbance.”
“Send down a patrol to investigate, and get a search crew ready to find our missing ship.” The Commander ordered.
The Jupitain transport hovered smoothly into the hangar, still cloaked. Some of the human workers were getting uneasy by the faint sound of what seemed to be an engine. Then a worker walked right into the cloaked ship and fell to the ground.
“What the hell are ya do’in Rian?” Another worker asked.
“It wasn’t me!” He cried back, “Something hit me.” The Jupitain ship uncloaked, and the door opened. Jupitains ran out and started firing at anything moving.
“What the…” The man was shot in the chest. One of the Jupitains roared, and charged two workers at once, bringing them both down. Another threw a black hole grenade into three people, and they were sucked into it.
A patrol of four armed human soldiers came running into the hangar. The United Worlds soldiers wore high-tech, white assault gear. Their helmets looked like white, camouflage-less U.S Army helmets, with straps and mounted flashlights on the top right sides. They were armed with Devrin-9s, advanced, white, and sleek Kelisian made laser rifles that were based off the design of a C7A2.  
One of the Jupitains charged but was shot in the visor. Imp walked out of the ship and aimed his rifle. His visor had a targeting system inside of it, and he was able to point his gun quickly. He fired, bringing one of the men down.
“Is that… a Martian?” One of the men asked, shocked for a second. Imp didn’t hesitate. He shot the other soldier in the stomach. When he didn’t go down, Imp shot him again in the chest. The other two soldiers left sprinted in opposite directions, trying to find cover. One of the Jupitains rammed a soldier into the wall, killing him. The last one hid behind a fighter jet, trembling. He took a deep breath and fired at the horde. Two Jupitains went down, but then Imp shot him in the head.
Then Imp heard the sound of the Jupitain fighters. Forty-eight of them, flying in formation. The laser turrets started to fire, launching enormous amounts of energy into the fleet. The fighters began to rain down volleys of red lasers, and soon it was all out chaos. The base had no air support due to their hangar being overrun, but the turrets were putting up quite a fight.
The blasts of energy destroyed the side of a fighter, which crashed into a nearby asteroid. Missile launching asteroids fired at the Jupitain fighters, destroying two more. Three of the fighters flew next to the wall of turrets and fired on them. One of the turrets blew up and threw wreckage into the base.
Imp led the Jupitains into the main hallway, which was shaking from all the chaos outside. Another patrol of four soldiers came sprinting in to meet the Jupitains, but was eradicated by a black hole grenade. Imp and the horde of Jupitains reached the center room. It was filled with power compressors and an Ion Neutrolite Compressor-type energy generator in the center of the room. There was nobody inside.
“This looks like the spot,” Imp said finally. The Jupitain that was holding the crate of bombs put it on the floor and opened it. The box made a clicking sound and opened. The Jupitains took the four bombs and attached them to each side of the room. The base shook from the force of an explosion outside. The Jupitains activated the countdowns and started to run back to the hangar.
When Imp and his platoon of Jupitains arrived, ships were trying to flee the chaos.
“We can’t have any survivors; the United Worlds can’t know that this was an organized attack,” Imp said. The Jupitains acknowledged and started shooting at crew members who were trying to escape. A fighter, one that resembled an F-14, but was all white, and much sleeker, with high tech looking engines, started to hover over the ground, and shoot nearby Jupitains.
Imp threw a black hole grenade into the fighter’s exhaust, and the entire left wing was devoured into the unknown. The fighter stopped hovering and slammed into the ground.
The pilot tried to open the glass seal, but one of the Jupitains shot her through the glass. Another ship that was trying to leave the base was shot in the engine by a Jupitain fighter behind it and collided with one of the base’s turrets. A frigate that was docked to the station was under heavy fire from Jupitain fighters. It was returning fire, but not enough.
Suddenly, a plasma missile slammed into the frigate, and the shields to the ship instantly dissipated. Then, streams of lasers rained down onto the center of the ship’s hull, tearing it apart, and showing the interior of its hallways. Crew members were pulled out of the vessel by the vacuum of space. The docking port was destroyed, causing the other frigate to lose stability.
The force of the explosion from the other frigate caused the massive ship to smash into the fortress. The sound of screeching metal was overwhelmingly loud, until the ship ran across a fuel tank, and created a devastating chain reaction to itself. The hull exploded, then the engines blew across the bridge, with the remaining pieces of the ship ramming into the base’s turrets.
Imp and his squad of Jupitains made it back to the ship, and the autopilot set a course to Karalus’s warship. Another fighter jet that was trying to leave whipped past them, flying so close that it caused the inside of Imp’s ship to shake.
“Destroy it!” Imp shouted. The Jupitain piloting the ship aimed the laser cannons and fired at one of the fighter’s wings. The red lasers smashed into their target, and the right wing was blown off, causing the fighter’s hull to start spinning uncontrollably. The engines failed, and the ship exploded, with Imp’s transport ship flying through the wreckage, spreading it. Then, the bomb set inside of the United Worlds base went off.
A small dot, pitch black, appeared in the center of the fortress. It became larger and larger, sucking in ruins from the decimated United Worlds jets, and also Jupitain fighters. It devoured the entire base and was starting to swallow nearby asteroids, then, the giant ball of darkness stopped expanding, and shrunk into a small dot again. Everything was quiet, until a loud zooouuummm sound echoed through space.
The dot imploded, then exploded, shooting back everything it had sucked in. The large pieces of leftover frigates were blown everywhere. Jupitain fighters were thrown into asteroids or each other. Everything that had gone into the black hole came out in pieces, zooming everywhere at an incredibly fast speed.
Imp’s visor turned blue, and a familiar voice spoke out of it, “I must say I’m impressed, I didn’t think you’d do such a spectacular job, although the visor did make some minor improvements to your fighting style.”
He paused, but then started to speak again, “What you just witnessed was a weapon of my own invention, a black hole, with a Dark matter modification. You see Imptanius when the black hole gets large enough to notice it’s modified Dark matter implant, it rejects it, and implodes, causing everything it engulfed to be shoved back into reality. If the bomb is enlarged enough, it can destroy an entire planet, maybe even a system, but if you put it in the right place, it will be more than devastating.”




CHAPTER 11
Claire slid her hand over the control pad, and a map of the system she was in appeared. She was actually trying to figure out how to activate the same type of super speed the Jupitain fighters used again, but had no luck. It just wouldn’t work a second time. When the Hypotonic boost had stopped, it just kept her adrift in space. She looked at the map, but the Solar System didn’t have a name, just a code. C07Scempirium. The translator sphere wasn’t helping much either. Claire tried to tell it to give her the location of her friends, but it needed some sort of Lifeform code, so it wouldn’t work.
She slammed her fist on the pad, and it went black, then rebooted. Every planet on the pad was under Jupitain control, so there was nowhere to go; every Jupitain had Claire’s identity programmed in their visors.
She didn’t know where to go, she was lost, in a Galaxy she thought was vacant of life besides her own system, until she recently figured out that a seemingly infinite enemy controlled it. Then things got worse. A Jupitain warship that was slingshotting itself around a nearby planet was visible from Claire’s ship, but it didn’t fire, it just had its engines on full power, like it was trying to escape from something. The vessel got faster and faster, at least two miles away from Claire’s ship. Then she saw what was chasing it.
A giant warship, double the size of the Jupitain one, was firing everything it had onto the Jupitain ship. It had an oval curve in the front, with two large engines in the back, propelling the ship towards its target. The color of the hull was gold like yellow, that glistened in the solar rays of the system’s star. The mystery warship made a crippling blow to the Jupitain ship. The entire back of the shark tooth-shaped engine exploded, and the stern of the ship was torn apart. Simultaneously, the ship’s systems started to shut down, and the blinding red lights began to go out.
The ship leaned sideways, helpless now to the will of the planet’s gravity. Then, it was pulled into the atmosphere completely. The sound of the ship’s hull burning, with crackling metal, could be heard from miles away. Claire looked at the warship, dumbfounded. Then it saw her. She was inside of a Jupitain transport ship. Gold colored looking energy started to form inside of the ship’s turrets.
“Aw shi…” They opened fire. Claire took the controls, and her ship spun around in random directions, mostly because she only had thirty minutes of pilot ‘training’ before this. The red energy in the transport ship’s engine burst and the hull shook from the force of the boost, causing Claire to fly out of her seat and hit the roof of the hull. She cursed, and pushed off with her legs, reaching for the pilot chair. She grabbed hold and thrusted herself back into her seat.
Then the engine took a direct hit, and exploded, the force pushing Claire’s ship into the strong pull of the planet’s atmosphere. The ship started to burn up. Claire held on as tightly as she could to the control table, the Meta-Gene hand helped, immensely.
When the clouds cleared, the huge Jupitain crash site was visible, pieces scattered in every direction. Claire knew there was no way to survive the crash inside of the ship she was in. She looked around desperately and got an idea. When the fighter was about ten seconds away from crashing, Claire turned her Meta-Core hand into a plasma cannon, and shot the already damaged back of the ship, destroying the engine, and creating a massive hole, sucking Claire out of the fighter. She was free falling, at least three thousand feet above the ground.
She tried hard to think of something that could slow her fall, but her thoughts of how high up she was made it difficult. She thought of a sonic booster and imagined it propelling her upward. Then an idea popped into her head. Her Meta-Core hand transformed into a sort of little rocket booster, and she fired it towards the ground, the force propelling her upwards, and slowing her fall. When the boost stopped, she started to fall faster again; she was at least a thousand feet in the air now. The Meta-Core reset itself, then spread across Claire’s back, turning into a protective barrier, which outlined every curve perfectly.
She hit the ground on her back, her heart beating faster than she could count. She took a deep breath, as if making sure she wasn’t dead, and lifted her head slightly, then brought it back down. She started to laugh hysterically. She heard the loud explosion of her highjacked Jupitain ship hit the ground a few hundred yards away from her.
The crackling fire of the torn in half Jupitain warship filled her ears, replacing the ringing. The massive ship’s engine was completely vaporized. Claire got up onto her knees, too stunned and woozy to get onto her feet, and looked around, her vision hazy.
She saw a tall, dark figure in the distance, standing on top of the Jupitain ship. A light shined from its head, and she realized that it was the glow of a visor, and the dark figure was… oh no. The Jupitain shrieked so loud; it seemed to shatter Claire’s ears. Then it climbed off of the large broken hull and started to sprint towards Claire. She tried to form something in her mind that could defend herself, but she couldn’t think straight.
The Jupitain was at least twenty feet away before it was blown into a rain of Dark matter. The visor’s remains landed by Claire, torn in pieces. She looked up and saw twenty alien fighters, not Jupitain or Kelisian. They were pointed in the front, with a series of balancing stabilizers, and two large engines in the back that emitted fire. Their entire hulls were covered in a golden like color. They all looked like pre-invasion United States stealth bombers. They hovered in a V formation until one of the bigger fighters landed.
The exit ramp lowered, and a humanoid alien, in again, golden colored armor walked out. It was about seven feet tall, and had a helmet with the same color as his armor, except for the viewport, which was black. The armored alien was holding a spear, but instead of a point, both ends had a half circle, which seemed strange to Claire.
The armored alien looked at her, and an imprint of code seemed to appear on the alien’s viewport.
“Claire Remore Jackson, weapon specialist, and cadet, of the United World’s Space Defense Organization-Asteroid eradication duties…” He gasped, “a… prim, Meta-Gene?”
Claire looked like she had just been hit by a truck. “H-how did you know my name, m-my full name? And how did you know I was from the United Worlds, how do you know any of that information?!”
“The helmet I’m wearing has a series of code that scans an organism’s most likely organization, their DNA… everything. Also, the Kelisians keep logs of everything, and everyone they associate with. They’re paranoid.” The alien replied simply. “But more importantly… you’re a Meta-Gene, that’s unexpected.”
“Wait, how do you have access to classified Martian data?” Claire asked, defensively.
“Well, it’s not like asteroid clearing is at an Xfinity level of importance… by other means however, the Lore knows everything it needs to.”
“The Lore?”
“Come see for yourself.” The alien gestured for Claire to get into his ship.
“Why am I supposed to trust you?”
“Well, why am I supposed to care if you live or die? I don’t. However, I’m giving you a choice anyway because it’s your decision, you think you can manage here, I won’t stop you, I’m sure you know how to fight the coming horde of Darks, but, if I’m being honest, I wouldn’t be taking you if you weren’t a Meta-Gene… I would’ve just pointed you in the direction of the nearest, safe-ish city.”
Claire sighed; she didn't have any other option. She followed the alien into his ship. He activated the control pad, and the engines turned on. Fire from the engines started to burn the rocky ground, until eventually lifting away. The other fighters were called back from the patrol of the Jupitain warship and formed into a V formation again.
“So, where exactly are you taking me?” Claire asked.
“Far away from Demon rein, that’s all you need to know.”
“But, the Jupitains control the entire Galaxy, after that it’s just empty space for thousands of light years. There’s nowhere else to go.”
“Thousands of light what? That’s funny, you see to your kind, light is probably thought to be the fastest speed in measure. I don’t blame you, it gets a little complicated after that, but to the rest of us who have broken past that hurdle, light is at least in one-hundredth place.”
“That’s impossible.”
“Well, Claire, you really think the Kelisians told you everything?” She didn’t respond; she didn’t even know that the Martians were actually called Kelisians. “Well, you’re in for a treat then,” He looked back at Claire, “You don’t need to hold your seat so tightly, we’re taking a shortcut.”
Claire hadn’t even realized that she was, “What shortcut? I thought you said we were going fast.”
“There may be methods of travel that use some sort of super speed, but this way is much faster.”
“What could be better than the other hundred things faster than light?” Claire could tell the alien was enjoying her primitivism.
Suddenly, the fighters grouped up, surrounding the golden warship closely on all sides. Two metal cubes were ejected from the ship, the size of each was at least two times larger than the fighter Claire was in. The back of the cubes lit up, and a light flashed from it. Claire saw that it was an engine. The objects started to spiral around each other until they flew in separate directions. Then one of them stopped and stayed upright, engine facing completely downward. The other cube stopped too, but only after it was a few hundred feet above the other one. The front of the cube’s body was facing the other cube.
What happened next, changed Claire’s view of space travel. The front ends of each of the cubes lit up in golden yellow energy, and simultaneously fired a golden colored laser at each other, but instead of each cube exploding, the beams collided midway, creating a sphere of pure energy. It expanded as the two beams kept firing at it. The energy field disbanded and enlarged into a vast golden colored circle — a portal. The cubes powered down and returned to their launch slots, but the massive portal stayed there, emitting light.
“No freakin’ way,” Claire said, “H-how?”
The alien didn’t answer, but even though he was wearing a helmet, Claire could tell he was smiling. He piloted the fighter next to the warship, and the entire fleet flew through the portal. Inside, it looked as if all of space was being folded, which it was. Claire could see stars, nebulas, and black holes all zooming past in an instant. When the fleet reached the other side, Claire couldn’t recognize any of the constellations.
She saw another cube, but much smoother, and more significant than the ones she had seen earlier. Incredible would be an understatement. The giant cube was bigger than the moon, yet smaller than Earth. It was covered in large gold patterns Claire had never seen before. It had one entrance, which was wider than at least four of the Lore’s warships combined. Mixtures between trade ships and frigates were entering or leaving the base, but when the fighter got closer, Claire realized that it wasn’t a base, it was a city. A huge city, with millions of aliens living in it.
“Claire of the United Worlds,” The alien said, “Welcome, to the Lore.” Claire couldn’t reply, learning that aliens existed was one thing a long time ago, but seeing so many more, in one place just simply took her breath away. She may have been part of a Kelisian organization, but seeing them in human ranks was extraordinarily rare.
The walls of the cube were see-through from the inside, making the city seem like any other planet when inside. The artificial sun blinded Claire for a few seconds, but when her vision adjusted, the view stunned her. The city was lined with massive skyscrapers, that had horizontal pointed angles with random high tech exteriors.
The artificial blue sky had clouds and a sun that in its position signified that it was roughly noon. In the center of the city, was a temple, a huge golden temple that looked like a smooth version of an Egyptian pyramid, only two times larger. The body of the temple had a large hangar cut into it, with warships and fighters inside. The top of it instead of being pointed was flat and had a massive throne room that looked like a Roman worship building, with gold arches and long-range Ion cannons on both sides of it.
The fighter turned from its original course and flew towards the hangar inside of the massive temple. The ship hovered slowly past the large opening and positioned its landing gear. There was a bump, then the fighter’s exit ramp opened. The alien walked off the ramp and gestured for Claire to follow him. She did, and the two of them walked about four feet until another alien guard stopped them.
“Where are you taking this outsider?” It asked.
“To the throne room, I wanted her to meet the Queen,” The pilot said, while taking off his helmet. He had dark purple skin, and his eyes looked more mechanical than organic. His pupils looked like metal, and the interior of the pupils were light yellow. He was a Darsakian.
“Outsiders aren’t allowed into the throne room, not even the Temple itself.”
“Well this is a different case, she’s a… Meta-Gene, so I figured that she could talk to the queen about the Demon threat.”
A Queen? Claire thought.
The alien gaped slightly but calmed down quickly, “Meta-Gene… well, that’s still no exception, besides, she’s a prim, there’s no way she knows how to use that thing correctly, and if she did, well that gives us even more reason not to let her in, because armed visitors aren’t welcome either.” He gestured at Claire’s Meta-Core hand.
“If she were dangerous, I would have dealt with her before we got here,” he said it very casually.
Another guard noticed the problem and walked up, but he wasn’t wearing a helmet. The first thing that popped into Claire’s head was a dragon, which with its scaled body, supported her theory. He wore golden armor, and his head was the shape of a dragon’s, yet the size of a human one, if not slightly larger, with fiery red eyes, and no pupils.
“What’s going on over here?” He asked.
“I wanted to introduce my new, Meta-Gene friend here to the Queen, after all, she was in contact with the Kelisians and Demons, both sides we haven’t gotten information from in decades.”
“Wait a second,” Claire said, “Why would this Queen of yours need to have information on the Kelisians?”
“The Lore and the Kelisian Empire have had… a colorful, yet mutual history, they aren’t the best at sharing secrets. We have access to their non-classified logs, yes, but they still have high importance intel locked behind dozens of Xfinity-class firewalls.”
“Kelisian?” Claire asked, “What’s Kelisian, you keep calling them that…”
“Their homeworld, or at least it was before they moved into their flying fortresses.” The guard looked at Claire in the eyes, as if he was looking into her soul for foulness. He apparently didn’t find any, “I’ll let you in, but any sign of violence and you’ll be dead before your Meta-Gene has any time to save you.”
The statement went right through Claire; she didn’t care, she just had more questions about the Kelisians now than ever, if they kept their real name a secret for nine years, what else were they hiding?
“Follow me,” The pilot said. Claire did, and together the two of them walked out of the hangar, and into a large open hallway. There was something weird about the walls; they were, vibrating.
“What’s behind those walls?” Claire asked.
“Impulse monitors,” The pilot said, “They look deep within an organism and scan their mind for any real, and dangerous, hostile emotions or intentions towards the ruler of the Lore.” 
The walls let out an alarm, and Claire stopped in her tracks, her joints and muscles frozen still. The only thing she could move was her head; some sort of invisible force was holding the rest of her body.
“Well, that’s…odd,” The pilot murmured.
Claire felt panicked, and she could tell the alien noticed by the slightly amused look on his face, “What is this?” Claire asked, not hiding her shock very well.
“The system… it stopped you…” The pilot said quietly, his smug look disappearing.
“Yea, I mean why’d it turn on?” Claire asked, aggravated.
“You would have to have an extremely hostile intention for the system to activate… like, bad as the intent to kill bad, what is your intention?! I promise if you don’t tell me, I won’t hesitate to end you, right here, right now!” The pilot’s attitude had turned from casual to deadly.
“Why would I have any bad intentions, I’ve never even met her,” Claire said. The alien obviously wasn’t convinced. He aimed his spear at her, expression, deadly fierce.
“The system doesn’t make mistakes, tell me your plan now, or I will kill you!” The pilot ordered.
The threats made Claire snap, “Why would I not have bad intentions here, this place, this amazing place, that has existed for I’m guessing, long enough to have been around since the Jupitains first appeared, so I’m thinking, why didn’t you do something?! I watched all my friends die, nine years ago, I saw suffering, and horrors at an unimaginable scale when I was thirteen, and you're asking me why I’m just a little pissed off?!!”
The alien was speechless, but not because of Claire’s outburst.
“What, what is it?!” Claire screamed.
Claire turned her head and saw her. The Queen. She looked young, like a super-model. She didn’t match any of the styles Claire had seen in the Lore so far. She had long, blue-whitish hair, like ice and snow, and was wearing, what looked like a brown military jacket, a square symbol that represented the Lore on it. Her pants were especially unroyal like — military trousers, with a camo pattern that was black and white. Her entire outfit was themed like the cold. Her skin was white, and light-blueish lines that looked sort of like vanes made patterns around her thin, yet muscular toned arms. Her eyes were light blue, like a clear ocean. Cyan. She had a Meta-Core staff on her back, no crown, no jewelry.
“Turn it off,” The Queen said simply, her voice smooth, yet firm. She paused for a second, then looked at Claire, “I know how you feel… trust me I do.”
“Like me?” Claire asked, hysterical, “You have no idea, what I’ve been through, what I’ve seen.” Claire was too angry to realize that the Queen already somehow knew her name.
The Queen snickered, “That’s what I said when I came here…” She looked at her Meta-Core, “Meta-Gene huh? I can tell by the hand, would’ve killed anyone else in seconds if they didn’t have the Gene.”
Claire grimaced, “Don’t change the subject. I want answers.”
“And you’ll get them… however, right now, things are tense. More and more Demons have been found, scouting nearby perimeters. It’s concerning, and I need my soldiers on high alert. I feel the Demons may be planning something.”
“No… no way, I’m not waiting, you tell me right here, right now why you haven’t done shit for the rest of the Galaxy!”
“No,” The Queen sneered, tightening up, “I’ll ignore your tone, simply because I understand your circumstance, but you will wait.”
Before Claire could argue more, a soldier in golden armor and laser rifle holstered to his side ran into the throne room. He was humanoid, with light red skin, and hazel brown eyes. The Demons, t-the Demons are here!” He yelled.
“Slow down you,” Kars, the Queen’s Admiral, standing next to her, said firmly, “What are you talking about?” Kars had the head of a dragon just like the guard who had stopped Claire and the pilot in the hangar. Their species was called, Repatitorum.
“The E6s! Over two-thousand warships, only miles away from the gate!”
“What about the outer defenses?” The Queen asked, immensely surprised.
“T-they used some kind of stealth tech; the outer defenses were useless! We need to close the gate, now!!”
“Two-thousand ships? They’re either rebuilding their fleet much faster, or getting bolder with their strategies,” Kars murmured. 
“That bastard’s army has grown since the defense of Ivanion, but it will not repel the might of the Lore, prepare our fleet, get ready for a massive defense! Keep the city secure at all costs!” The Queen ordered.
“Yes my Lord,” Kars replied, “Soldier, follow me!” Kars and the red alien ran out of the throne room, leaving Claire with the Queen and her guards.
“I know what I’m about to ask of you is selfish, but this is something that hasn’t happened in millennia,” The Queen sighed, frantic, and looked at Claire, “We are the only thing standing in the way of the Demons, and the rest of the universe, if the Lore falls, nothing will stop them from killing everything, they will grow, and grow until the entire universe is under the complete control of not just evil, but death itself!”
Claire wanted to say no so badly, thirty seconds ago she had just asked the Queen to help the United Worlds, and she had belittled her, but now, the Queen was asking her for help, and that seemed outrageous, but her reasoning made sense. A lot of sense.
“Ok,” Claire murmured, “So what do I need to do?”
“Follow me.” The Queen told her guards to go to the hangars, while she showed Claire what to do.
They ran out of the throne room, onto the exterior balcony, where Claire could see six giant Ion cannons, three on each side of the massive building.
“Those cannons are our primary defenses, each one can blast a Demon warship to the ground with one shot, but each one that falls makes our city that much more defenseless.” She pointed to the ground, where the start of the ginormous pyramid was, “Under this fortress are Gigantium-class fusion batteries, self-charging cores that power the cannon’s shields, if the Demons get to those, they will be able to fire on our Ion cannons. And if they break through even deeper, to the interior of the Temple, they’ll be able to destroy the backup shield generator that protects our gravity pulsers, on each corner of the city. If those fall, the Lore will be sucked into space. Your job is to make sure that doesn’t happen.”
“What about you?” Claire asked.
“I’m going to join you, make sure you know what you’re doing with that superweapon of yours, since the Demon warships can’t get too close to the ground, they’re primary laser cannons and turrets won’t be able to cut through our shields, which means they’ll be making a land assault,” The Queen couldn’t help but smirk slightly.
“What?” Claire asked.
“You’ll be able to see a real Meta-Core in action.”
“What do you mean by real, Meta-Core?”
“Well, the Core, in Meta-Core, means power cell, it basically acts as the metal’s brain, allowing it to turn into anything it’s coded to, but ours don’t have a Core, just metal fused with Dark matter, which is why ours don’t have as many weaknesses. The live ones that the Demons use… alternatively, what you call, Jupitains… they’re real monsters, kill you just about look at you.”
Claire gulped.
“Admiral Kars, the E6’s fleet is in firing range,” A soldier said. They were inside of a Lore warship’s bridge. The entire spacecraft was massive, Gigantium-class. The official name was the Grand Warship. High powered, heavy laser cannons lined the outside of the hull by the hundreds. Three Heavy Ion cannons lined the top of the hull and perched on the very top of the Grand Warship’s armor, was a Heavy-class Photon canon.
Photon cannons were incredibly high tech and complicated machinery, and the only forces in the Galaxy to ever use them were the Nova-Alliance and the Lore. They were the most powerful type of cannon in the entire Galaxy, only the Lore’s… were modified.
Regular Photon cannons fired extremely unstable, and high powered conducted blasts of pure, seemingly unfathomable amounts of energy. The blasts could reduce an entire small planet to pieces in one shot. However, the Lore’s, they modified the energy with Gold matter implants, making the superweapon two times more powerful. The canons were so hard to make though, that the resources needed to make one could take centuries to acquire. 
There were five massive booster engines in the back of the Grand Warship, each glowing golden yellow. The warship was in formation with two-hundred other Lore warships. They were much smaller, but one could still take out twenty Jupitain warships without being scathed.
“Fire the Photon cannon directly at the center of the Demon fleet, and calibrate the turrets in preparation for Demon fighters,” Ordered Admiral Kars.
“Yes, sir,” Replied another Admiral that was standing next to him. The Admiral looked like a robot but was actually the artificial conscience of a species that had uploaded their entire phycological being into virtual, immortal, animatronic bodies. Their homeworld had been taken over nearly a century ago.
The two-thousand Jupitain warships flew together in formation. Kars could see the red energy start to form inside of the Jupitain laser cannons. He leaned over the control pad, squinting, “Charge the Photon cannon,” Kars ordered.
The Photon cannon aimed at the center of the Jupitain fleet and started to charge. Although it was such a powerful weapon, it was so advanced that it simply hummed quietly, instead of launching thousands of sparks of energy everywhere like a Tempest cannon.
Kars’s face clenched, “Fire!” The Photon cannon fired, with a quiet, pheeeeew. The exact millisecond that the cannon fired, a massive, golden yellow explosion of energy blew up in the center of the Jupitain fleet, vaporizing over a thousand Jupitain ships instantly.
The Photon cannon lowered itself. It had a re-charging period that took twenty seconds. Simultaneously, hundreds of golden yellow laser bolts fired onto the Jupitain fleet, from the rest of the Lore’s forces. For some of the warships, their shields stayed stable, and just blocked the energy, for others, the lasers collided with their bows, or hangars, and exploded. One was blown through the hangar in an entire ship system failure, and the whole shark tooth half bow disbanded from the rest of the ship in a fiery explosion.
Lore warships released their fighters from their hulls, and Kars watched as they tore through the Jupitain fleet. The Jupitains countered with triple the fighters and even more firepower. Red lasers fired and smashed into Lore fighters, tearing the assault apart. Lasers that hit the hulls of the Lore warships were deflected and evaporated into space.
“Focus firepower on their main laser cannons, let the turrets drain their energy systems!” Kars ordered.
Some of the Jupitain laser cannons were blown off; others were completely disintegrated. The Photon cannon was fully charged again, and it fired onto the left side of the Jupitain fleet. Over three-hundred Jupitain warships, gone instantly. 
The battle waged on, the Jupitains with only seconds to do something before their entire fleet was utterly obliterated. Lore fighters tore through waves upon waves of Jupitain fighters and ripped Jupitain Warships in half. When the smoke cleared, and the Jupitain fleet was barely visible, at least five hundred Jupitain warships were left, the wreckage of thousands covering the entire battlefield, colliding with ships and fighters on each side. Then, the fleet split in half, to reveal a warship that was the same size as the rest but armed with some kind of flat, octagonal weapon where the laser cannon should have been. It charged up like an electrical generator, but the substance being charged was Dark matter.
“Sir… what is that thing?” A pilot asked.
“Don’t wait to find out, fire… fire!!” Kars yelled.
The octagon shaped turret, released the Dark Matter as a small sphere, roughly the size of two Lore fighters put together. It sped towards the Lore’s fleet at the speed of sound. When it was close enough to the Lore’s forces, the sphere exploded and enlarged itself to an extensive enough amount, that it spread through the Lore’s entire fleet, deactivating every mechanical system.
“The shields are down sir… e-everything’s offline!”
“What’d they hit us with?!” Kars yelled back.
“Some kind of energy overload sir, it fried all of our systems, I can’t get anything to work!”
The bridge shook from the Jupitain rain of fire, without any shields, or the Photon cannon, the Jupitains would be able to tear through the Lore’s Grand Fleet like paper.
Kars grunted, “All of this new technology-augh,” He had to grab onto the control table for support, “They’re outmatching us; I hope the Queen has a secure line of defense because the Demons are going to break through if we don’t get power back!”
The Jupitain fighters tore through warship after warship, aiming for the hulls and hangars. A large, Jupitain bomber sped towards the bridge of the Grand Warship.
“The Darkness shall never break through the glorious might of the…” Kars could never finish his sentence. The bomber launched an Infiltrator-ED Torpedo at the bridge, destroying it in a massive red explosion, and vaporizing everyone inside.
Lore fighters glided defenselessly on the battlefield, making easy prey. A Jupitain fighter shot through one of the Lore fighter’s cockpits, causing the fighter to explode. Then the Jupitain fighter flew through the smoke.
The Grand Fleet of the Lore that hadn’t lost over a dozen ships in two-hundred years had just been completely destroyed, in minutes.  
The outer wall of the Lore, was impenetrable, lined entirely with Gold matter, and shielded metal fused coding, except for the main gate. It was only sealed with three yellow laser grids; enough firepower would be able to break through that in minutes, leaving a way for the Jupitain army to deploy their tanks and other weapons of mass destruction.
The Jupitains rained down fire on the laser gate, not giving any slack. A giant Meta-Core worm was released into the void of space, metal clattering, the pieces turning and connecting in perfect harmony. The Lore called them Decimators.
Its face collided with the left side of the laser gate, and it started to drill through the gate’s wiring, blaring the Jupitain horn of death. It couldn’t penetrate enough to get through the thick wall, but the first laser gate seemed to be dimming.
One of the Heavy Ion cannons next to the Royal throne started to charge, it’s barrel glowing blue, blinding anyone who looked at it directly from its sheer power. Then, a loud three clicks, as the Ion compartments inside the barrel were opened and a loud booom! A streak of blue light launched over the city, and hit the Decimator through the laser gate, dead in the face. The pieces of metal flew everywhere, and Dark-Matter oozed out of its lower body like blood, exposing its bright blue Meta-Core. Its corpse got stuck in the wall.
It wasn’t enough to stop what was coming though. The fighters came in waves, targeting the loose circuitry that the Decimator had surfaced. The laser gate deactivated and reactivated until finally, the reboot wouldn’t work anymore, and with a final push, the Jupitain fighters had enough firepower to break through the shield. The three energy barriers dissipated with a rippling effect, letting the Jupitain fleet into the city.
Atmospheric regulators, the size of mountains, on each side of the Lore kept the air and gravity in and were protected by the center shield used to protect the throne room’s heavy Ion cannons. One hundred Jupitain warships flew in, slowly, but were quickly met with a rain of Ion cannon fire. Ships went down simultaneously, some blown through the center, others through the bridge. Jupitain dropships were released amid the chaos, carrying hover tanks, and new kinds of artillery and technology Claire had never seen before.
The Jupitain artillery was painted pitch black and had hover engines instead of tracks just like the tanks, but its cannon was much larger, and pointed up, almost directly skyward. They were meant to take out the buildings. Another vehicle that the Jupitains deployed was a hovering troop transport vehicle. It was slanted in the front, and heavily armored, with side doors that Jupitains could jump out of and cut down the forces below them.
There were low-powered laser minigun cannons perched on its roof, one in the back and front, with automatic tracking and targeting. The Jupitains also released dozens of robots. They had mechanical legs that resembled a spider, with a right-side-up cylinder as its body, with two quad, laser miniguns attached. They were the same type of Cyrisian-made robot that was deployed to the battle of Neptune thirty-nine years earlier, only highly upgraded. A 2.0 version.
Trailing in behind, was a Cyrisian siege monstrosity. A heavily armored Jupitain warship, which was modified at the bottom of its hull, was carrying a large Cyrisian Invasion craft. It was called an Iro. The front of the massive, hover battle craft looked like the front of a Japanese bullet train, but they were over a thousand times wider, big enough to slowly plow through a skyscraper, and keep moving like nothing happened. They were used in the early stages of the Jupitain outbreak across the Galaxy, and Karalus had just recently refurbished one of them. It was going to plow through the city, reach the Royal temple, and mow it down.
The Jupitain warship released the massive payload, and the Iro fell towards the ground. When it hit, an enormous cloud of dust and dirt covered the sky. It started to crawl towards the Temple slowly. Claire watched in utter terror as the closest skyscraper, over fifty miles away, collapsed, with thousands of aliens still inside it.
“Defend the city at all costs!” The Queen shouted, “The Demons will know the true, ultimate power of the Lore, today!” The Queen and Claire were standing at the main entrance to the Royal Temple, above the marble stairs, with over ten thousand heavily armored Lore soldiers behind them. The soldiers cheered, their morale extremely high.
They started for the outer city, ready to intercept the Jupitain’s push for the Temple. There were dozens of Lore military bases scattered across the city, and they were all individually putting up a fight as well.
The Queen looked at Claire, in utter seriousness, “Claire, your job will be to make sure absolutely no Demon soldiers make it anywhere near the Temple, use any means necessary. My men will help you within the inner city. Keep the sanctity of our great civilization alive. At all costs.”
All Claire could do was nod. She was petrified. Before the Queen started for the outer city, she noticed Claire’s facial expression and said,
“Snap out of it. You have the power right there, to be a warlord. Use it.” She gestured at Claire’s Meta-Core hand. A Lore fighter hovered slightly above the Queen and Claire. The Queen grabbed Claire’s forehead, then let go, and clenched her fist in front of Claire’s face, “The tribute of glory. Earn it,” the Queen said. Then she grabbed her Meta-Core staff, took a deep breath, and slammed it into the ground. It created a small hover booster at the butt of the staff, and the Queen held the middle of the staff tightly with one hand. Then, the staff hovered into the air, carrying the Queen with it.
It hovered high enough until the Queen was slightly above the Lore fighter’s boarding ramp. The hover booster disassembled back into the staff, and the Queen fell onto the boarding ramp. She walked inside of the fighter and left Claire alone at the stairs.
Claire looked at the horizon. Skyscrapers were falling. Smoke covered almost the entire outer city. She could slightly see the outline of the Iro, slowly pushing towards the Temple. “I should’ve said no…” Claire moaned, cowardly. A Lore fighter hovered above Claire. It had just left the hangar.
“We can transport you to the front line ma’am; a trench fortification has been formed in the middle of the city!” A soldier shouted from the boarding ramp. Claire didn’t want any part of that, but guilt flooded her mind. She had an incredibly powerful weapon, maybe the most powerful in this entire battle, and she was being selfish. A coward.
“Auugh, snap out of it!” Claire yelled at herself, trying to get over her fear. She clenched her face, with both hands, distraught on what to do. She moaned, “Auugh, come on! Quit being such a…”
“Um… ma’am?” The soldier asked from the ramp.
Claire groaned, “Screw it screw it screw it, fine, I’m coming, no no no, I can’t, I can’t do this… but auugh, I have to… auugh, no no no…” She was tearing herself apart.
“Ma’am…”
“Fine! I’ll do it! I’m coming!” She shouted, still scared. The guilt and fear colliding with each other was driving her insane.
The soldier nodded, and the fighter lowered itself so that Claire could climb aboard. She took a deep breath and walked aboard. The boarding ramp closed behind her. She held onto one of the handlebars and looked around, her heart was beating way too fast. There were seven other soldiers inside of the fighter, not counting the pilot.
Lore soldiers wore heavy golden armor and were armed with a standard, medium-powered laser rifle, that looked somewhat like an assault rifle, only the barrel was much thicker, and shaped like a rectangle, and the gun was colored golden yellow. Bright, golden yellow lights shined on parts of the barrel, displaying its charge level. 
One of the soldiers saw how distressed Claire looked, and said, “Hey, it’s alright, you’re a Meta-Gene. We’re gonna be a lot safer with you on our…” A high powered laser beam shot from Jupitain artillery blew off the fighter’s left wing, almost half of the ship was torn off in midair and crashed to the ground. Every single Lore soldier inside of the fighter was sucked out, even though they had been holding onto the handlebars. The only reason Claire wasn’t sucked out of the ship too was because she had been holding on with her Meta-Core hand.
“Mayday mayday, we’re going down!” The pilot yelled, “Brace for impact!
Claire was screaming, the shot had come from out of nowhere. The fighter was only a few dozen feet in the air, but the stomach drop was still immensely frightening. Claire had her eyes squeezed shut, and she was hyperventilating. She opened one eye just barely, while the ship was spinning out of control, crashing towards the street.
She knew she had to do something. She grunted loudly, and formed metal plating all around her body, out of her Meta-Core hand, right before the fighter crashed into the street. The fighter didn’t blow up, but it screeched across the ground loudly, the metal body of it being ripped apart by the force of the impact.
Claire disassembled the metal shielding she had made that outlined her entire body, and it dismantled back into her Meta-Core. Claire was breathing fast, and hard. Her vision was hazy. She groaned as she lifted her head off the side of the fighter. She looked around, dazed. She could hear the energized whistle of laser beams, before they collided with their targets, and exploded. Claire groaned and slowly started to move towards the cockpit, to check on the pilot.
His head was face down on the control pad. He lifted it slightly, and asked, “Are you all right?” Before Claire could answer, a laser beam shot through the glass and hit the pilot in the forehead. Claire panicked and screamed slightly, before diving behind the doorway. It had come from a Jupitain sniper.
Claire couldn’t see it because of the dust cloud that had covered the area. Then she heard the click, click, click… booom sound of one of the Temple’s Ion cannons, and then the whistle of an Ion burst flying towards its target. The blast exploded, right on top of where the shot from the Jupitain sniper had come from.
Claire breathed out, closed her eyes for a few seconds, then sprinted out of the fighter. The fighter had crashed only a few yards away from the middle city’s trench line, and she was rushing towards it. She breathed heavily, and ran through the dust cloud, into living hell.
The sky was pitch black and red, smoke completely covering the beautiful artificial sky. Ion bursts crashed into Jupitain formations, that were only a few hundred yards away. Every single skyscraper that had been in the outskirts, facing the entrance gate of the Lore, was gone. The Iro was six miles away from the middle part of the city, and Lore fighters were trying desperately to tear through its thick armor.
Inside the trench, thousands of Lore soldiers were on their stomachs, firing into the cloud of dust ahead of them, not knowing if they were hitting anything or not. Suddenly, a Cyrisian robot, with four legs, and a cylinder body charged through the cloud of dust and immediately started to fire on Lore soldiers with its quad, minigun lasers. Lore soldiers screamed in agony, and all Claire did was watch, horrified.
A different class of Lore soldier, came sprinting from another battalion. He was a Lore special forces unit, a branch named; Gloryrays. The ‘Gloryray,’ charged the mechanical monster, with dual flame throwers, only there was something different about the throwers. Instead of flame, they fired a blue, electrically modified current of energy, that stuck to the enemy like napalm. The substance tore through the machine like paper, completely deactivating it.
Before the Gloryray could celebrate though, a Jupitain troop transport vehicle rammed him at full speed, sending him flying into the ground. He hit the ground on his back, which punctured the thrower’s power cells, which were inside a sensitive container on the Gloryray’s back. The impact into the ground caused the power cells to explode, and send electric flame everywhere, covering a few friendly forces. All Claire could hear was screaming. A Lore soldier ran away, waving his arms around wildly. He was covered in the sticky blue energy.
The troop transport opened its side doors, and dozens of Jupitains scrambled out of it. One of them threw a black hole grenade, which sucked three Lore soldiers inside. A Jupitain started to shoot at Claire, and she just stood there. She was in utter shock. A Lore soldier next to her noticed the Jupitain, and then looked at Claire. He grunted, then tackled Claire before the barrage of laser bolts could end up hitting her. He raised his laser rifle, and shot the Jupitain in the visor, only needing one shot.
He looked down at Claire, his facial expression desperate. He was Darsakian and had a giant, bloody cut running down the right side of his face, “Help us!” He screamed in her face. With that, Claire could suddenly take in her surroundings. She heard the laser fire. The explosions. The screams. The soldier looked at her in the eye, still looking desperate. All the chaos around her had set in, and it was the wakeup call she needed.
She noticed a Jupitain in her peripheral vision, that was sprinting towards the soldier that was on top of her. For just a second, Claire didn’t think. At all. She shoved the soldier off of her with her Meta-Core hand, which made it feel like she was moving a pebble, then raised her Meta-Core hand, and transformed it into a new type of laser rifle. A sphere where her hand was, acted as the charging cell, and the barrel in front, would spin into the sphere after a few shots, to recharge. The sphere formed itself, and the barrel did a 180 from the back to the front, in a quick and smooth snap. She closed one eye, and fired a red energy burst at the Jupitain.
She missed, but that didn’t stop her. She leaped off of the ground, and in the fraction of a second, while she was going through the motion of sliding her hand across the middle of the Jupitain’s visor while it was in a mid-charge, her Meta-Core hand transformed into a laser-edged blade, cutting the visor in half. The cut sent the Dark matter remains raining down on the soldier behind her.
“Yes!!” The soldier yelled, while drenched in Dark matter.
Claire’s hair was in her face. She blew it, her facial expression; pure determination. Without thinking twice, she started sprinting for the Jupitain transport craft. She blew a hole through the front of it with her new type of laser cannon, and the hovercraft crashed to the ground, deactivated. A Jupitain sprinted out through the hole and charged her. Claire grunted, and her Meta-Core laser cannon reverted into a fist and created an electric pulse in the center of her palm. She punched the Jupitain right in the visor, sending it flying backward. The visor deactivated from the electric charge, and the Jupitain dissipated into Dark matter goo in midair. Claire breathed out heavily. She could feel her energy, being drained away.
She looked at the horizon. All of a sudden, all six of the Ion cannons perched on top of the Temple, fired at once, right on the Iro. The Ion bursts blew right through the Iro’s dense shields, and armor, and completely disabled it, causing a massive explosion. The Iro’s hover engines turned off, like a ripple effect, and the enormous invasion craft fell to the ground. Jupitain tanks and artillery were still making catastrophic progress though, tearing through the outer city, and destroying bases, street by street.
Claire grimaced as the dust cleared. She saw dozens of battalions, each one filled with hundreds upon hundreds of Jupitains. Hover tanks moved beside them, continually firing at the Lore fighters swooping over them. The fighters were blowing up random formations. Jupitain artillery shot down one of the Lore fighters that was flying back over the trench, attempting to do a second attack run. It crashed into a skyscraper, destroying one of the floors.
Ten Jupitain hover tanks slowly moved into the clearing, headed for the trench. Claire was positioned in the middle of the entire defensive line, the street behind her leading right to the Royal temple. It was a thirty mile stretch to the Temple’s gate, and the Jupitains were trying to march right through the line of Lore soldiers defending that path.
The soldiers fired furiously at the Jupitain hover tanks that were coming right for them. Claire fired her laser cannon at the formation as well, but nothing was getting through their shields. The tanks were only a few yards away. Click, click, click… booom! One of the Temple’s Ion cannons blew through the center of the formation and sent the tanks flying, while the ones closest to the blast were vaporized.
Claire squinted, trying to see through the cloud of dust covering where the shot had hit. She grimaced, then her eyes widened, with sudden shock. Jupitain bombers, three times larger than a Jupitain fighter, were swooping down towards the trench. There were three of them, all flying sideways, ready to drop their payloads onto the Lore soldiers. They were also escorted by ten Jupitain fighters.
“Move, move!!” One of the Lore soldiers shouted. Claire didn’t have any ideas on what to do, the bombers were coming in too fast, and the ever-growing sound of the engines was more than intimidating. There were just too many to shoot down. She panicked, realizing that if she stayed near the trench, she would be blown up by a furious volley of bombs. The Jupitains dropped a modified type of bomb called a Hyperlax-5U.
They were guided by an invisible laser and were very small, designed that way so that it was hard to shoot them down. Even though they had a miniature size, they still caused a massive explosion. When the bombs exploded, a sonic blast would be shot out as well, sending a red shockwave of energy in every direction, vaporizing the ground while the bomb exploded.
Claire and hundreds of Lore soldiers started to sprint away from the trench. Dozens stayed, trying desperately to hold the line. The bombers flew over the channel, and dropped over fifty Hyperlax-5U bombs onto the trench, causing a blinding explosion. Claire and the soldiers had run a few meters away from the blast zone, just barely, but the shockwave still wiped some of them off their feet.
The Jupitains were slamming through the middle of the trench line, and there were just too many to stop them. The Ion cannons had to fire at both Jupitain warships and infantry forces on the ground, when there were only six in the entire Lore. Even though they were immensely powerful, there were too many Jupitains to hold that much of the city. The middle trench line was run over, and the hover tanks started for the Royal temple. Claire and thousands of other soldiers had no other choice but to keep losing ground and take positions in the inner city.
Jupitains surrounded the Queen and her troops, firing on them relentlessly, roaring in loud, deadly voices. The Queen used her Meta-Core staff to block most of the fire, turning it into a shield, then a laser launcher to destroy a faraway Jupitain tank that was just beginning to charge it’s barrel. It exploded into a hundred pieces, blowing up all the Jupitains nearby.
Above, a Jupitain warship went down, when the blue burst of energy from an Ion cannon collided with its bridge. The fiery crash went down into two skyscrapers, both sides of the hull bringing the two massive buildings down with it, blowing a gust of debris and dust in every direction. The sound of Lore fighter engines screeched from above, leaving a trail of yellow, golden energy behind them. They were charging into the fleet of Jupitain warships.
The massive Ion cannons brought Jupitain warships down, with only one shot needed to puncture the shields, and hull, making a swift, and devastating blow. Jupitain fire could do nothing as long as the shields protecting the Heavy Ion cannons were still up. The warships started to retreat from the outer city, but still released drop ship after dropship, in hopes of breaking to the Lore’s shield generators.
“Push forward!” The Queen shouted. The soldiers started to charge down the crater infested street until the ground began to shake below them.
“Decimator…” The Queen mumbled. Her eyes widened, as she made a devastating realization, “Scatter!!”
The ground opened through the center of the platoon, and out screeched a Meta-Core worm… a Decimator, blaring the Jupitain horn of death and firing small bolts of lasers from its metal scales. It crushed one of the soldiers and started to burrow back into the ground, preparing for another attack.
“Steady!” The Queen yelled.
The ground shook again, and the Meta-Core started to burrow through a skyscraper’s support, then another, and another, until the building began to collapse.
“It’s gonna bury us!” One of the soldiers shrieked.
When the last support was shattered, the building collapsed one story, then began to fall towards the ground, about to crush the platoon and the other building on the other side of the road. The Queen raised her staff, concentrating, and held it longways, with one hand. Then, it spread, into more metal pieces, each coming out of each other, snapping with perfect harmony. It formed a giant, roof-like structure over the platoon, and created two metal supports to stabilize itself on the back side.
When the building fell into the slanted metal roof, it broke into thousands of pieces, but the Meta-Core shield remained undamaged. The Queen held up the staff with two hands and struggled to keep it steady, with desperate intensity. She didn’t have to rely on her personal strength; the Meta-Core had its own supports which were being dug into the ground, deeper and deeper.
The bricks and metal rolled off the side until there was nothing left. The building that had been behind them was demolished. She dissembled the roof, and turned the Meta-Core back into a staff, breathing heavily. She looked towards the ground, and angrily pounded the bottom of her staff against it. A surge of electricity spread through the cement, cracking it. Then out came the outraged Decimator.
It looked at the unharmed platoon and blared the horn of death again. It was about to lunge, but the Queen acted faster. Quickly, in a matter of seconds, her staff transformed into a fully functioning Plasma ray. It charged, and fired, hitting the Decimator directly in the mouth, sending the metal pieces everywhere, and showing its bright blue core inside of its body, still alive. The Queen shot it, and the core exploded, permanently deactivating the Decimator. It disassembled into millions of pieces like glass, the core unable to hold the Decimator's form. 
The Queen turned around, “On your feet, we still have work to do!”
Horde after horde of Jupitain soldiers, sprinted savagely towards any living thing. They weren’t ordered to take prisoners like in the invasion of Earth; they were ordered to slaughter. Karalus wanted every remnant of the Lore wiped from existence, and he was throwing everything he could at the invasion. He was starting to make progress too. Lore ground forces lost block, after block, until the Ion cannons had a safe enough range to decimate any advancing Jupitain forces, without costing the lives of civilians. The Lore didn’t seem to have any land-based war vehicles; they probably never had a reason to have them, until now.
Jupitain hover tanks were heavily armored, and without a superweapon like Claire’s Meta-Core, it would take overwhelming, and intense firepower to break through the dense shields, and reinforced metal plating, firepower most Lore ground troops simply didn’t have. The troops consisted of various amounts of different species, all of them mostly humanoid, but with varying features that made them different from a human. They were from planets all over the Galaxy.
In the air was where the Lore excelled at. Their ships could easily outmaneuver the Jupitain’s, and the Dark matter EMP that they used to destroy the outer fleet was the only one they had. Karalus intended to solely use it on the Photon cannon. The Jupitain force wasn’t meant to outperform though; it was meant to overwhelm, throw everything at something until the target was drowning with enemies. That method worked for the rest of the Galaxy, but not on the Lore.
Some of the dogfights would have one Lore ship versus three Jupitain fighters, and the outcome would still be the Lore’s ship flying through the smoke. Jupitain warships had to either land in or leave the city’s interior as the Ion cannons blasted away their shields. The hole that the first Ion cannon had blown through the thick walls of the city revealed the vacuum of space, but holo-shields from all four corners of the city limits kept everyone from being sucked into oblivion.
“Incoming!” A Lore soldier shouted, creating panic within the groups. A Jupitain bomber was zooming past laser fire, straight for the entryway to the shield generator. Another one of the soldiers grabbed a standard rocket launcher and fired the self-aiming missile into the bomber. It flew out of the barrel and sped into the ship’s side, causing it to spin out of control and smash into a large fountain statue, exploding.
“They’re getting desperate,” Another soldier said, with hopeful relief. The Jupitains weren’t alive, they were clumps of Dark matter formed into a body by a computer code in their visors, but the Lore’s troops were very much alive, and suffering significant casualties, and injuries. Hospital tents were being set up in ruined plots, and inside of toppled skyscraper wreckage. Fires were everywhere, covering the artificial sunny sky with a cloud of thick smoke and smog. Even the able-bodied soldiers had bleeding slashes and cuts that ran down their faces or arms — the claws of a Jupitain.
Suddenly, a Meta-Core glided through the thick smoke, roaring mechanically, but it looked, different. It had wings, and a head that seemed almost lizard-like, yet machine.
“Is that… a dragon?” Claire asked one of the soldiers amid the chaos.
“No-whatever a dragon is… that right there,” The soldier pointed at the flying Meta-Core, “Is a Skyframe, not too many of those suckers around, but the ones that people do encounter, well, they never live to talk about em.”
The ‘Skyframe’ definitely looked like a mechanical dragon, with the same type of metal scale type armor as the Meta-Worm. It had red energy glowing brightly from its eye sockets. Layers of thick metal protected its blue core. It swooped through the air, leaving trails of smoke at the tips of its wings. When it came across a Lore fighter it opened its mouth, but instead of breathing fire like in medieval legends, it shot a powerful red laser beam, disintegrating the fighter’s hull, and sending the two wings flying in separate directions, exploding.
Another fighter started to follow its tail, firing relentlessly, but the Meta-Core adapted. It’s head, and part of its neck, detached from the rest of its body and formed a small engine to boost itself towards the back of its body. It flew under itself, until it reached the tip of its tail, and reattached to it, making the tail now it’s neck. It readjusted its entire body, the legs reversed, it’s stomach twisted, and it’s systems reconnected, making the red energy eyes flicker. It opened its mouth to fire again, hitting the fighter head on with the beam of light, causing it to explode, and sending the debris hurling towards the street, only a few blocks away from the camp Claire was at.
“Jesus…” Claire whispered.
“Get down, get down now!!” A soldier shouted desperately.
The Skyframe was headed full speed towards their campsite. While it flew, it made a sound, like it’s razor-sharp wings were cutting through the air. It crashed onto the center of the camp, crushing at least half a dozen tents, and the wounded inside them. Claire was too stunned to do anything; it was all happening so fast. The Jupitain tanks were nothing compared to this.
She lunged towards a small trench and got as low as she could, her Meta-Core hand vibrating wildly, but she couldn’t notice that, not in all the chaos. Part of her wanted to cry, she didn’t know why she was getting so scared all of a sudden, but she was. This was a hundred times scarier than a Jupitain to her.
Meta-Cores that weren’t biologically connected to an organism via a Meta-Gene, or made into a weapon like the Queen’s spear, which required immensely complicated and difficult craftsmanship to be made, were programmed. Machines. They were designed by Cyrus, as loyal war machines, allies of the Lore during the reign of the Fallen Empire, but they had limits. They could only use one form, the one object they were programmed to be, nothing else.
The Skyframe ripped apart every tent in sight and fired its laser at anything that moved, its eyes burning with energy like it had just flown out from hell prior to its deployment. A soldier started yelling, and firing, missing nearly every shot. The Skyframe noticed the petty annoyance and crushed him with its tail, into the burning cement, then launched his corpse into the fire with a single swipe of its tail.
Claire had to have a lot of self-control to keep from screaming; she was scared. She watched, helplessly as all kinds of different races of troops were either blown to pieces or smashed by the cold, sharp metal of the Skyframe. It roared in triumph and looked towards the Temple. Claire knew what its mission was, it was going to try and break through the shields, and let the Jupitains march right into the shield generator, and if they really shut everything down, not only would the Ion cannons be vulnerable, but the four massive shield projectors as well, that kept the Lore from being sucked into space.
One of the Ion cannons fired, but the Skyframe was too quick. It raised its wing as a protective shield and blocked the energy from the blast entirely, scattering the blue Ion particles everywhere. The beast started to scour the battlefield, looking for anything that was still breathing. The Queen and her forces were nowhere to be seen; Claire was on her own. The troops and most of the citizens in the camp were dead. Some were hiding; one was even a few feet away from Claire.
The one next to her was a male, probably in his sixties, scars all over his face, with dark orangish skin, and a cracked orange gem on his forehead, but he didn’t look scared. He didn’t say anything, he just looked at Claire, with a confident expression on his face. He squinted his eyes and pointed at her Meta-Core hand.
“Anything,” He whispered.
“I-I can’t,” Claire whimpered.
“Anything,” he said, boldly.
The Skyframe was closing in on the trenches. When it reached them, they were all going to die. Its footsteps clanked loudly in the pavement, cracking it with every step. It roared intimidatingly, and let its mouth open slightly, red energy forming for another strike.
The man reached out, and grabbed Claire’s arm, “Be the one who saves the light.” He looked at her straight in the eye, and nodded, hope in his eyes.
She didn’t know what that meant, but she knew what she had to do now, she’d already let enough people die, it was now, or nothing. The man let go, and still trembling, she slowly climbed above the dry dirt and stood up onto the cement. The Skyframe lunged as soon as it laid its sights onto her.
Claire acted out of reflex, and her Meta-Core hand created a small thruster on the right side of her wrist, propelling her from the Skyframe’s impact. It growled, frustrated, and tried again, but this time was stopped by suppressing fire from one of the Ion cannons. It only took one Ionic shot to knock the unshielded beast off its feet, and into the ground. Its eye flickered but then turned on again, even brighter than before, like it was enraged.
It flew at Claire again, but she launched a small piece of metal from her Meta-Core, that flew into the ground. It dug itself in until it was stable enough to expand higher up. The pieces grew, and formed together, flying and whizzing in all directions, assembling something.
They built up, piece by piece, layer by layer. A leg, two legs, then a body, two arms. An exo-suit, no, no, a mech. It was a particular unit in the United Worlds military, only used by special forces and pockets of military bases. For a left hand, there was instead a heavy Plasma laser hooked up, and on the right, just a hand, but there wasn’t a helmet piece, only the legs, the torso, and two arms, and inside were the controls.
Claire envisioned it from sketches Lewis had drawn aboard their asteroid cleanup ship, and military issued holo-images. Lewis’s dream was to have an enhanced, heavily armored, battle mech, to fight on the front lines, now, Claire had one. She didn’t even need to think about all the details, just the memory of the pictures, and the Meta-Core handled the ‘nuts and bolts’ side of the creation.
The Skyframe lunged, energy forming, blindingly bright. Claire sprinted towards her mech that five seconds ago was a two-inch piece of metal. Where the rest of the metal came from, she had no idea. She jumped inside and grabbed ahold of the controls. She had to stand inside of the mech’s body, her head being the only part of her that was vulnerable. Her arms were partly visible, metal straps acted as the arms, with huge armor plating protecting her shoulders, wrists, and elbows, and her legs were completely covered.
She started to aim her plasma cannon, but the Skyframe smashed into her like a bus. She flew backward, hitting the ground with a bang. She was snugly locked inside of her mech by a metal compartment, but the fall still hurt. The Skyframe growled and started to charge at her. Claire tried to get up as fast as she could, but she wasn’t used to this new way of moving at all. The Skyframe smashed into her again, but before it could finish her off, an Ion cannon from the Temple fired again, causing the beast to recoil, but not enough so for it to fall over again. It was still enough time for Claire to get stabilized. She raised her Plasma cannon and fired. Her arm recoiled from the force of the blast.
The Plasma bolt collided with the left side of the Skyframe’s face, tearing apart it’s upper mouth, and eye. Claire didn’t have time to celebrate, because the Skyframe didn’t waste a second. It opened its mouth, gears and circuits clinging along it’s destroyed left side of its face, like chimes. It fired a profound and incredibly bright laser beam directly at Claire’s mech, hitting its chest, and sending the mech flying into the rubble of a destroyed building.
Claire grunted desperately. The controls wouldn’t work, and she could feel her energy draining. The mech was useless now. She climbed clumsily out through the top of the mech, landing onto the rubble, scrapping her arms because some sharp bricks cut her. She felt the right side of her face with her hand and could feel a huge gash that was bleeding profusely. She sat up and looked at the burning mech, and out, slowly through the fire, the Skyframe emerged, it’s one working eye so bright it could have been burning, and no one could tell the difference. It got closer, and closer, it knew that Claire was helpless, so it took its time, it was going to enjoy killing her.
Claire got up and stood as straight, and as confident as she could. All the while, her Meta-Core vibrated chaotically. She didn’t say or do anything, just stood there, looking the beast straight in it’s one good eye. It lunged, roaring, it’s anger intense, but Claire still stood there, until the last second.
Her Meta-Core hand transformed, clicking and clanking into a weapon — a sturdy, stable, spear, with a layer of blue energy at its sharp tip. When the Skyframe was almost mouth to face with Claire, she thrust her hand as far up the bottom of the beast’s mouth that it could go. The spear impaled the beast’s bottom and top parts of its head, and then a blade emerged from the front of the spear, turning it into a one-sided sword. She cut through the thick, laser resistant metal with a sword that was sharp enough to cut through the hardest of metals. She was using exactly what the Skyframe was made of. She slashed through the mechanical beast, in one line, shouting the entire time, until she reached the core, the shiny blue sphere inside of every non-biological Meta-Core.
She retracted her sword back into a hand and pulled the core out. As soon as it was detached from the body of the Skyframe, the entire dragon-like body separated into millions of tiny pieces of metal, and small puddles of Dark matter.
A roar of loud cheering emerged from the survivors inside the trenches, loud whooping, clapping, for a while it was even louder than the explosions coming from the Jupitain warships and Ion cannons.
Claire grimaced, extremely exhausted, the pain from her wounds catching up with her fleeting adrenaline. Then, she fainted. The last thing she heard before she closed her eyes was the running of the citizens coming towards her.


































The Lore. Twenty Years before the release of the Jupitain experiment.
“You’re progress on these… experiments, are starting to make me question your intentions, Monteaire,” Said the King of the Lore.
His clean, white beard stretched down to his chest. He had battle scars all over his arms, and face, and was armored with a thick golden chest plate. The gold armor also covered his arms and legs. An advanced, and sleek laser rifle was holstered at his waist. Meta-Core, passed down to every ruler of the Lore since its founding. 
“My intentions,” The Cyrisian Overlord replied, “Are to protect my people, by any means necessary, you would understand that, wouldn’t you?”
“No,” The King said, “No I wouldn’t, not if you’re putting innocent lives on the line for no reason. You’re going too far. For example, you're, ‘upgrade,’ to your Meta-Core controller.”
“Just, Meta-Core,” The Overlord replied.
The King ignored his input, “As I was saying, this… Meta-Core controller, it’s dangerous, a risk. They were fine before, but you’ve been changing something about them. It’s almost like they have a consciousness. Like they’re evil. Meta-Cores are dangerous enough as it is, but making them so savage, and relentless, that could bring devastation if it fell into the wrong hands,” He sighed, “And I think it already has.”
The Overlord frowned slightly, showing a hint of emotion for once, “I’m insulted that you think I would ever use this breakthrough as a destructive weapon, it is simply for convenience, imagine the advantages this could provide. The Meta-Core is now more lethal, it can take on the enemy even faster now, without being told orders directly.”
“Do you not even remember your history? The Fallen Empire? Lord Eraus?” The King asked, getting nervous.
“Eraus was a madman, a savage… you couldn’t even call him a man,” The Overlord replied, “Besides, the Meta-Core’s programming has nothing to do with him.”
“He slaughtered billions, he abused his gift of the Meta-Gene, and created an age of chaos and destruction, I just hope that doesn’t happen to you.” The King paused for a minute; the entire royal hall was silent, “How were you even able to create a sort of consciousness in the machines?”
The Overlord leaned forward in his seat, and spoke quieter, “I won’t tell you all the steps, all I’ll say is, Dark… Dark matter.”
The King slammed the table with his fist, “Dark matter is illegal!” He shouted, “Do you not know how dangerous that substance is?!”
“You use the material of the light. The Gold matter for your army, why can’t I use dark for mine?” The Overlord asked calmly.
“Because Gold matter is the substance of life, Dark matter… The darkness is death! It erodes everything that lives, it is impossible to work with,” The King was getting frantic, and angry.
“We handle it as carefully as possible, no leakage, no casualties,” Lied the Overlord.
“If the Nova Alliance ever finds out about this… or the Kelisians…” The King started.
“They won’t,” The Overlord replied firmly, “I know you don’t want a war Pheldis, and if the Kelisians ever found out about this, they would kill for it, not to protect, but to horde it. You know them, hiding away in their saucers, gaining wealth for almost nothing. They have secrets, deadly secrets. Unlike the Nova Alliance, they don’t share their technology with others, they take it, and use it to take advantage of others. For example, the Photon cannon you have in development… they’d wipe out your entire city just to get ahold of the schematics if they had the upper hand.”
The King didn’t say anything. He knew that the Overlord had a point, “I will keep your secret, but promise me just one thing.”
“And what would that be, your majesty?”
“Never come to the Lore again.”




CHAPTER 12
Lewis and Red’s escape pod got closer and closer to the Jupitain warship.
“Why are we going towards it?!” Red asked frantically.
“I think we’re being pulled by a tractor beam,” Lewis answered.
“Well then do something! Get us out of here!”
Lewis maneuvered through the tight space of the pod and tapped the control pad. Its screen stayed black.
“That’s not good,” Lewis sighed.
“What, what happened?!” Red asked.
“I think that blast they hit us with messed up the pod’s systems.”
“So, what do we do now then?”
“I-I don’t really know.”
The pod reached the warship’s hangar and hovered into it. The tractor beam shut off, and the pod slammed into the hangar floor, surrounded by armed Jupitains. One of them growled and kicked the pod, causing it to move slightly.
“That can’t be good,” Lewis said.
“You think?” Red answered sarcastically. She sighed, “What do we do now?”
“The only thing we can,” Lewis said. Without hesitation, he kicked open the pod door, got up and said, “We surrender!”
The Jupitain that had kicked the pod aggressively walked over and smashed Lewis’s face with the butt of its laser rifle. Red winced. The Jupitain dragged Lewis away, while another grabbed Red from the pod, and forced her to stand still. The visor scanned both of them and flashed green to signal their unimportance. The Jupitain escorted Red into a dimly lit hallway, while another Jupitain dragged Lewis, going in the same direction. Karalus didn’t know they were there. At the time, he was just putting the finishing touches on his plan to obliterate the Lore.
For ordinary people, a Jupitain’s protocol was to find a labor job for the prisoner. If there wasn’t one available, they were killed. They reached a hallway, filled to the brim with nothing but prison cells. Each cell had a viewport only about two inches wide, cut through the thick metal doors. One of the Jupitains opened a cell and shoved Red into it. The Jupitain holding Lewis simply threw him in by the legs. One of the Jupitains snarled, and left with the other one, closing the door behind them.
“Lewis, can you do me a favor and wake up?” Red said, with weak sarcasm.
Lewis opened his eyes and looked around, “Sorry, something about getting repeatedly hit in the face just seems to knock me out for some reason.” He rubbed his head slightly; the spot where the Jupitain had hit him was bruised. 
Red gave him a sad smile, “So, what now?”
“What, you’ve never been in one of these before?” Lewis asked like he was a professional at escaping heavily fortified warships. “I’ve broken out of one of these before… granted I was let out, but still.”
Red sighed, “This is serious, if they had looked at me a little closer, their visors would’ve realized I’m a rebel, and they would’ve killed me.”
“But I’m United Worlds, wouldn’t they have killed me too?” Lewis asked.
Red smirked like he just said something funny, “Here, they laugh at the United Worlds, they know humans apart of that have no idea what the Kelisians are really doing, so they just brush them to the side.”
“Everyone says the Martians… or Kelisians keep secrets around here, why is that? Well, besides them keeping their real name a secret…” Lewis said.
“They’ve always been that way, but now they really have to keep things under wraps since if one lil’ biddy human gets captured and tortured, out comes every single advantage against the E6s, which by now, I don’t even think they have anymore.”
“I don’t get it though. They rescued us from the Jupitains when my planet was invaded.”
“That was nine years ago,” Red said.
That comment bothered Lewis, “How’d you know how long ago that was?” Before Red could answer, the metal doors slid open, and an armed Jupitain walked in.
It looked at Lewis, then over to Red. The visor turned green, signifying the prisoners as unarmed. It turned around and started to walk away. Red let out a breath of relief, but it was too soon. The Jupitain turned around, and looked at Lewis closely, and realized that multiple Jupitain distress signals had been reported from Stratus, the planet that Lewis and Red had just escaped from. It grabbed Lewis by the neck, and the glare of the glowing red visor shined brightly in his eyes.
Then it saw Red and dropped Lewis on the ground with him gasping for air. The Jupitain looked at her, and without warning grabbed the back of her head, and slammed her against the wall. The Jupitain scanned her face closely, and obviously found upsetting results, because, in the next few seconds, the Jupitain grabbed her, and forced her out of the cell, closing the doors behind it, and leaving Lewis on the ground, dazed, and alone.
“No, no, no no no!” Lewis got to his feet and started to bang on the door as loud as he could. Then he remembered what had happened last time James did that. Lewis got an idea. He kept banging on the door, but unlike James, he had to do it constantly for almost thirty minutes, making as much noise as he possibly could. A Jupitain finally opened the doors and growled at him. It was holding a shock spear. Before it could do anything, he sprinted out of the cell, right past it. The Jupitain roared in frustration, and chased after him, gaining a lead since it was almost two feet taller than him.
It started to get creepily close. Lewis saw a rogue control pad next to a set of large metal doors. He slammed it with his hand, and the door closed, making the Jupitain halt to a stop on the other side of the doors. Lewis panted, but kept running, not knowing where he was going at all. He passed doorway after doorway, each leading to another part of the ship.
He kept running and running until he started to think why he was doing this, risking his life, for the sake of a girl he had just met hours ago. Then he remembered why. She was beautiful.
Lewis started to think of places the Jupitains would have put her, not another cell; they grabbed her, to get rid of her, get rid of any threat to themselves. Those monsters were going to kill her, and Lewis had to find out where. He didn’t know how he was going to find Red. He didn’t know how he was going to rescue her even if he did find her. Heck, he didn’t even know her real name, but he ran anyway.
Lewis was pretty sure he was heading towards the back of the ship, which meant he was about to run into the engine room sometime soon, that was, if he wasn’t stopped, or on the wrong floor. A patrolling, unarmed Jupitain was walking through the hallway and came in front of Lewis’s path. It growled, and turned towards him, ready to impale its prey with its deadly claws.
With the Jupitain in sight, Lewis still didn’t stop. He ran faster, and faster, in a charge and rammed the Jupitain to the ground. He fell on top of it, and ripped the visor off of its face with both hands, making the Jupitain turn into a puddle of dark liquid.
Lewis looked at the visor, and then the Dark matter. He grabbed some and covered the picture of Earth stitched to the right of his chest with the dark liquid. Then, he took the visor, sighed, and put it on. The red light turned back on, and the mind-controlling program scanned him but didn’t activate since it was used to the Dark matter, or an official command to control something. All the other features seemed to work though.
Important hallways were illuminated, stating where they led, and most importantly, the visor highlighted where every single Jupitain on the ship was so that he wouldn’t run into any. The path to the engine room doors was straight ahead. Lewis knew what he had to do.
He crept through the hallways, looking through empty corridors for Jupitains. When Lewis reached the end of the hall, he came into contact with a large doorway, with a control pad attached to the left side of it. He ran to it and started swiping through random code. The visor he was wearing deciphered the door controls, and Lewis tapped the ‘open’ button. The large set of double doors slid open with a silent swoosh, and Lewis walked inside.
The engine room was confusingly quiet since the ship it powered was huge. Large containers filled with a red energy source were everywhere, pumping the fuel into the reactor. Lewis guessed it was Compressed Ion Neutrolites. The silent hum of the engine room gave Lewis an almost pleasant feeling. Almost. He walked around, hoping not to run into any stray Jupitains. His visor scanned and labeled essential areas. He scrambled to a control column. About a hundred switches were mounted there, twenty-five on each side.
“This is gonna be a problem,” Lewis said. His visor scanned each one, naming their function and role. Most of them were switched off, power converters and cooling systems. Then he realized. The visors are mechanical; the ship is mechanical. If the ship turns off, it stops. If the visors turn off, the Jupitains die. There was no switch to turn the visors off.
“The switches are off, off because they take up to much power, too much power equals a power surge, and a power surge…” Lewis stopped himself, “Me, you’re a genius.” Although he didn’t really know for sure if that would work, thousands of incredibly advanced civilizations had probably tried some type of EMP to shut all the Jupitains off, but none of them worked well… however, Cyrisian tech was all connected, and if the same technology as the visors was overloaded, it might just deactivate all the Jupitains onboard. 
A Jupitain walked up behind him, “You- what is…” Its scratchy voice didn’t get the chance to finish. Lewis flicked every switch up. He went too fast to tell what they did so he hoped there wasn’t a self-destruct one. Some of the switches had security modules that kept them in the off position, but since Lewis was wearing a visor, the security systems let the switches be turned on. The lights started to flicker, and the power generators went from quiet hum to ear-pounding chaos. The sound went faster and faster until it stopped. The lights went out. The engine stopped, and Lewis’s visor turned off, leaving him guideless, and in the dark.
The ship kept at the same speed, since they were in space after all, but the power had been completely shut off. Some of the generators were blinking, trying to reboot. He limped to the doorway, stepping on the dark, gooey remains of a Jupitain. Lewis took off his deactivated visor and tossed it away. It hit the wall with a clang. The Jupitains were gone, and there was only one thing left to do.
“I’m coming for you, Red,” He took off through the hallway. If the lights used to be dim, they looked as good as off now. Lewis could barely see anything, so he just kept running straight, hoping not to run into anything. Random areas with energy remaining caused some of the lights to blink repeatedly. Lewis sprinted across the hallways, searching for probably the only thing left that could move on the ship, besides the prisoners. Then, he heard banging. It got louder and louder. Over a hundred prisoners were banging on their cell doors in confusion. A Jupitain had been standing in the middle of the prison hallway and was now a puddle of Dark matter, which was what started the uproar.
One of the inmates noticed Lewis and called out, “How’d you get free, h-how?! Can you get me out? Get me out of here!” Lewis was glad that guy had a translator sphere. He ran over to his cell and pressed the control pad to open the door, but it didn’t work. The pad was dead, so was the door. It was fixed in the locked position.
“Sit tight,” Lewis said.
“No no no, please don’t leave me. I have a family!”
“I’m not gonna leave you, the door’s locked. I’m gonna find something to get you out,”  Lewis looked around, trying to find something that could open the door. He saw the Jupitain’s laser rifle and grabbed it. He aimed and fired at the door, but it just left a small burn mark on the metal. He dropped the gun and looked for something else.
Then he saw what he was looking for. A large mountable Plasma laser was stationed on top of a metal platform. Lewis climbed up the ladder and sat down in the laser’s chair. All the control pads were blank.
“Come on you stupid thing, work!” He smashed one of the pads with his fist. All that did was make his hand hurt, “Ugh!” Then the lights turned back on, so bright Lewis had to squint for a few seconds. The system reset. The Jupitains were still puddles, but the visors turned on. Energy flowed between the walls of the ship, but the control pads for the prison cells stayed lifeless. The Plasma laser’s controls though, were fully alive.
“Alright everyone, back up from the doors!” Lewis yelled.
“What are you doing?!” One called out.
“If you shoot me I’ll shoot you back, pal,” Another one said, grudgingly.
Lewis charged the laser, and fired a beam of energy at the cells, also hitting the walls. The metal melted, creating an unbalanced line of hot energy at the bottom of the doors and walls on each side of the hallway. Without any bottom support, the cell doors crashed into the hall, scattering the floor. All the alien prisoners came running out, heading for the hangars.
“Thanks for that,” The alien he had talked to said.
“I hope you get back to your family,” Lewis said.
The alien chuckled, “I don’t have a family, I just said that so you would free me first.” The alien had grey skin, which looked rough and textured. He also had three scars running down his chin, a natural feature of his species.
Lewis smirked, as he watched the alien run off with the others. Then he looked away, “Where are you Red?” He picked up the visor that was in the middle of the room, took a deep breath, and put it on… but something was different. The ship’s entire energy system had reset. The visor had rebooted, but it wasn’t controlling him. It was showing him something. An introduction. The introduction to a new Jupitain.
Lewis saw the giant mothership he had seen on Jupiter; only it wasn’t in the hangar. It was flying in space, surrounded by dozens of other smaller warships. The fleet was fighting something, fighting the United Worlds. They broke through, leaving no one alive. The other warships seemed to stop, but the mothership sped up. He could see the ship pass Mercury, heading towards the sun.
The bright hot burning star did nothing to the heat resisting shield on the mothership. It got closer and closer, and closer until the ship flew into the sun. For seconds, nothing happened. Then the sun started to shrink, and shrink, getting devoured by… itself, until nothing was there. Then, it exploded. The sun had turned into a full-blown supernova; only it was bigger than that. It wasn’t huge. It was massive.
The burst of energy vaporized Mercury, Venus… Earth. It didn’t cease. Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus… Neptune, it destroyed everything. It didn’t stop there though, the blast reached much, much farther than that. Hundreds of thousands of Solar Systems gone, in an instant, from a star that was only a fraction of the size of most in the Milky Way. The explosion vaporized the entire Galaxy, and kept going, kept going until it reached other galaxies. Lewis saw it all, everything, an uncountable number of lives lost, lost to the sun, his sun. The only question was, why?
The video feed turned off, and Lewis tore the visor off his head, panting, his shirt wet from sweat. He threw the visor into the wall aggressively and stood there.
“Help! Somebody help me! I’m in hallway prison section B-56, anybody, please help me!” The voice was coming from the intercoms.
“Red?” Lewis asked himself.
He looked around, and noticed that he was in section B-52. He breathed out, and started running towards the other empty prison halls. His run turned into a full sprint, as he rushed across the hallways of the giant warship. He ran and ran until he found something that made him horrified.
A row of cylinder chambers, all lined across the right-side wall. The circular doors were glass, but on the other sides there was a thick metal wall, and a small glass viewport. That wasn’t what scared him though.
One of the chambers had the small glass viewport open on the outside, sucking all the air out. The door in front of him was closed shut though, so none of the air inside of the hallway was leaking out. He saw a dead alien whose body was laying on the floor. His body looked cold; it’s face stuck with a horrified expression. The cold from space was starting to freeze the chamber.
Lewis looked along the hallway and saw dozens of these death chambers, all with dead bodies in them, like all the air had been sucked out of their body. He walked through, and saw Red, alive, and crying, holding onto a portable control pad. She didn’t turn around, but she still noticed Lewis.
She sniffed, “T-they were going to kill me, slowly.” She turned around, tears in her eyes, “They were going to suffocate me like the rest of them. They were going to! And they just watched, watched all of them die, no emotion, nothing!”
Lewis didn’t know what to say. He tried to open the door, but the control pad was blank like the cell doors. He picked up the laser rifle off a Jupitain puddle and fired at the glass. It shattered after a few shots. Red didn’t move. Lewis had to walk carefully into the chamber to avoid the broken glass. He knelt next to her, and the two of them stayed there in silence, until Red said, “My name is Abigail…” she said, “Abigail.”
“That’s a nice name,” Lewis said.
“That’s all you have to say? Just a nice name,” she said, sarcastically, but still trembling slightly.
“Well, what did you expect me to say? We’re not under the best conditions here,” Lewis said jokingly.
She smiled slightly, “So, what now? Are you still trying to get to the Lore, or have you come to your senses and decided to go back to the United Worlds?”
Lewis’s smile faded, “If what I just saw is going to happen, then there won’t be a United Worlds to get back to.”
“What do you mean?” Abigail asked.
“I put on one of the Jupitain’s visors, and it showed me Karalus’s plan, everything. He’s making sure he eradicates the Kelisians and everyone else in the Galaxy.”
“H-how is that even possible?” Abigail asked, shocked.
“I don’t know, but in the video feed it showed a supernova way bigger than they're supposed to get, destroy the entire Galaxy.”
“The entire Galaxy?” Abigail asked.
“Everything,” Lewis replied.
“There’s no way a supernova can get that big, it’s impossible, the entire Galaxy is way too big of a radius.”
“Where did you learn about the radius of supernovas?” Lewis asked sarcastically.
“It’s not a special thing to know. It’s common sense.”
“We almost got killed by a giant worm made of metal that can move pieces of its body in any way it wants, and you’re talking about common sense?”
“Worm or no worm, stars don’t get that big.”
“I know what I saw, and I’m not sparing any details, all the visors are reset, you can watch it for yourself if you need to.”
“No, I believe you. It’s just…” Abigail paused, “It’s just kind of hard to take in our imminent deaths.”
Lewis stood up, “If we’re gonna die, best to die trying to save the day, right?”
Abigail looked at him, “What do you mean?”
“We’re on board a giant Jupitain warship, Jupitain, armed with laser turrets and a giant freakin Ion cannon. In the video, there was an entire fleet of Jupitain warships. They won’t notice whose side we’re on until we’ve done some major damage.”
Abigail smirked. “You want to attack with their own ship?”
“Bingo baby,” Lewis said enthusiastically.
“I’m gonna pretend you didn’t say that… I’m in.”
Lewis started to walk out of the chamber, “Where’re you going?” Abigail asked.
“To get some recruits,” Lewis replied. He started to run towards the nearest hangar, with Abigail following behind. He ran through the large hangar doorway and saw the aliens he had freed scrambling into Jupitain ships.
“Listen up you people!” Lewis shouted. They all turned around.
“What do you want?” One of them asked.
Lewis walked up closer to the crowd, “All of you here hate the Jupitains right?”
They all mumbled in agreement.
“Well I have two choices for all of you, one will satisfy your hatred, and the other will kill you instantly, well the first one will kill you later, but will be satisfying.”
“If they both result in death I’m out of here,” Another alien said.
“Well if you go out there, you're still gonna die, unless you have a way of leaving the Galaxy in only a few hours.”
“What are you talking about?”
“The Jupitains, aren’t mindless animals, they’re controlled… by some blue bastard. I’m gonna be honest, I’ve got no idea what he wants, or why he’s doing what he is, all I know, is that he’s really pissed off, and he’s trying to destroy the entire Galaxy. More than that actually,” Lewis looked around at the crowd, “This man, almost destroyed my planet, and killed three billion of my own people, and I can reckon that he did the same to all of you. We have a chance, right now, to bring the fight to this guy, and kick his ass into oblivion.” He clapped once, “So, who here wants a share? Before everything we love, is gone.”  
The large hangar went completely quiet; everyone was speechless. Lewis even surprised himself.
“Well,” The alien he had met earlier started, “I don’t know about all of them, but I’m sure willing to kill some Demons!” The crowd started to murmur loudly, some of the aliens even making an uproar of cheers.
“Well, then I hope you all know how to pilot a Jupitain fighter, because I have a plan.”
Lewis and Abigail reached the hangar, with three other aliens who followed them.
“How’s this going to work?” An alien asked. He looked like a robot, the same species as the Lore Admiral that had died in the Grand Warship.
“We’re gonna use everything on this ship that can fire, everything. The Jupitains won’t know what hit em till it’s too late. I’m thinking that the guys down there can pilot the fighters, while we fire the heavy artillery. When we get there, everyone targets the mothership; that’s what I saw fly into the sun to cause the supernova.”
“It flew into a star?” The alien Lewis had first met asked.
“Yea, pretty heat resistant,” Lewis guessed.
“No, I mean if he flew into the star, there must be something l-like a bomb inside of the ship, I mean what else could have caused an explosion that dense?”
Lewis looked at Abigail who shrugged.
“So, if there’s a bomb inside of that thing, we just need to do enough damage to penetrate the hull, and blow it up early,” The third alien said. She was Kalarian, red tattoos covering her pale, ghostly white skin. She was bald, and was wearing a torn and scratched officer uniform. 
“If it has shields that resist the heat of a star, what will the laser turrets do?” Abigail asked.
“The Ion cannon could penetrate it; we would just have to fire enough,” The robot looking alien said.
“How much is enough?” Lewis asked.
“At least… a hundred times? Maybe.”
“The cannon will be blown off by then,” Lewis gasped.
“That’s why we need the fighters to keep a distraction long enough.”
“That won’t keep them off of us, not long enough for us to fire that many times,” Abigail said.
“It has to be,” he said firmly.


























Abigail, 2027, November 2nd    
“Imptanius? Hello? Can you hear me? Please, Imp…” Abigail started. She was talking into a commlink, through her crash-landed ship. She had crashed into a forest. Tall, snow-covered pine trees surrounded her on all sides. The grass was covered with snow, and she was starting to feel the cold as her adrenaline wore off.
She had no idea where she was. Her and Imp had been heading for the most clustered Jupitain force, but then, she was shot down, and Imp couldn’t save her. But, she was alive, and lost.
She started to walk around the area, shivering from the extreme cold. There was nothing, nothing anywhere, just trees, and snow… with cold air that was starting to get unbearable. Then she heard it, the faint hum of an engine.
“Imptanius?” Abigail asked herself. She looked up, but what she saw wasn’t a flying saucer. It was a cargo ship, and it looked clunky, and run down. It passed over her, almost twenty feet above. Then it noticed her. The ship stopped in midair, and turned around, slowly.
Abigail panicked and started to run for a nearby tree. She took cover behind one, and looked back at the ship, to see if it was still looking at her. It was.
“Shit,” Abigail said. It wasn’t Jupitain, but it wasn’t Kelisian either. She had no idea where it came from, or what faction it was associated with. The cargo ship had two large engines on either side of it that turned up and down. The hull was a clunky, rusted looking box, with a small looking cockpit. She couldn’t make out the crew.
The ship shined a bright spotlight on her position, and she had to hold her hands to her eyes to block the blinding light. She groaned and started to run away from the ship, almost tripping over a thick tree root. She stumbled but kept going. She had a good feeling, that whatever the ship was associated with, it wasn’t good. The cargo ship slowly smashed through the tall trees, causing them to fall over with ease. The spotlight was right on Abigail; there was nowhere she could run.
She was so occupied looking back at the ship, that she didn’t notice a bear, sitting right in front of her. It had brown fur and looked fully grown. It was just sitting there, sniffing the corpse of a dead deer, that the wolves had most likely already gotten to. The bear saw the blinding light, roared, and stumbled away, quickly, on all fours. Abigail watched as it ran off, panting.
She turned back around, towards the ship that was chasing her. It landed, sloppily, and lowered down a cargo ramp. She could hear the loud murmurs of the ship’s crew, echoing from the ramp entrance.
“It’s too early man; the six’s have already hit this place… if we get spotted by more Prims…” Someone started. The voice sounded, mechanical.
“What? You think we’d get hit by, Intersystemary Law? Ha!” Another voice butted back. He had a deep, gritty voice, “There ain’t no, official, rules on a Demon occupied planet, especially a prim planet, besides, Lore’s got bigger things to deal with than care bout’ ‘interference laws’ anymore, and the Kels? They don’t give a shit no more since they ain’t getting’ paid.”
The two men walked down the boarding ramp, the one on the left, a robot, who was wearing a black and orange jacket, that made him look like some kind of biker. And the other on the right, humanoid. He was wearing a jacket/cloak getup, with scrap metal sewed to it in some areas. He looked like a post-apocalyptic survivor. His skin was orange, and he had an orange gem attached to his forehead.
He whistled at Abigail, in a flirty way, “Well, well, well, look what we’ve got here…” He smirked, “Lil’ prim never seen an alien before huh? Don’t worry. Soon you’ll be able to see em ‘all’ over.”
“Heveir, I still don’t think this is a good idea, we should’ve at least waited for the six’s to clear this place before we interfered with the prim world,” Said the Robot.
“Shut up Gundum,” Heveir grunted, “If we did that we would’ve missed out on this score ya’ idiot, that right there,” He pointed at Abigail, “That’s money, folks in the Avens are gonna pay a fortune to clone her… finally get to scrap the 8.9s.” He grabbed a laser pistol out of his pocket and pointed it at Abigail.
“Yer probably gonna hate life… forever, but ey, you get to make so many other people, just so, so happy…” He fired, and a burst of electricity shot out at Abigail.
“Auugghhzzz… ugh…” The surge of energy hit Abigail in the stomach, and she fell to the ground, on her face. Her body twitched everywhere like she was tazed.
Heveir looked at her for a second, grinning, then said, “Load her up, once we reach the Lore, we board an intergalaxy transport, n’ smuggler er’ to the Avens.”
‘Gundum’ nodded, solemnly, but complied. He picked up Abigail, and put her on his shoulder, then boarded the cargo ship.
Inside, there was a small looking armory area, filled with supplies, that looked specified for kidnapping. In the back of the ship, was a cell. It was cramped, meant to be uncomfortable. Gundum crammed Abigail into it, and looked at her for a second, then walked away. Heveir walked in and sat down at the control board.
“Oh, I am so ready for this score…” he said.
Gundum didn’t say anything.
“What? What’s wrong?” Heveir asked, rudely.
“The Avens… are you sure their methods are, by any means… moral?” Gundum asked.
Heveir laughed, “Hell no, it’s literally torture, but don’t think about the girl, you get weak that way, just think about that sweet, sweet reward… we’ll be out of E6 space; we’ll be free! We can start up that bar, by the Ghourse capital, I’ll find someone that can live with this crazy muck, and you’ll be able to recharge all the fusion cells you want.”
“Right,” Gundum said.
“Alright alright, enough with the sentiment, we got a long way to go, buckle up.”
The two of them sat at the control board, seats next to each other. They flew out of the forest, through the atmosphere, and made it past Earth. The duo was almost past Mars, ready to activate a Hypotonic jump, until…
Chrch! The entire ship shook, violently.
“What the hell was that?!” Heveir panicked.
A claw. A metal claw, that grabbed the cargo ship. It was from a rogue, Martian flying saucer. The real Martians. The cargo ship was lifted up towards the saucer, quickly.
“Activate the main thrusters, full power!” Heveir said.
Gundum was pressing buttons on the control pad, frantically. The claw to the Martian saucer inverted itself into its own hull, and a metallic force connected the cargo ship with the flying saucer. Then, a hole was cut through the roof of the cargo ship, and down came three, ‘little green men.’ They chattered furiously, vaporizing Heveir and Gundum before they could even yell.
The Martians looked around and found what they had come for. Abigail. They approached the cage and blew the locked door open with their tiny, high tech, energy pistols. They’re shots vaporized the door. They dragged Abigail out of the cage and stared at her. They wanted to get her to the Avens as well, to claim a bounty that could jumpstart their civilization again. Heveir and Gundum didn’t know it, but the Martians had abducted Abigail in 1943. She was cryogenically frozen for seventy-seven years, and had a unique genetic code that if cloned, would prove to be very valuable to intergalactic corporations outside of the Milky Way, like the Avens, for… shady practices.
The rouge Martian convoy dragged her to their own ship and locked her away in another cryogenic pod. They didn’t want to mess up any of her features… their employers were very, eloquent.
The Martians, although advanced, never developed an I-Hypotonic system or any super speed function at all. They didn’t use Heveir’s ship because they had accidentally damaged the control pad and tore a hole through the top of the vessel. It was obsolete now, and they were forced to take their own, slow flying saucer.
They roamed through space, on the same path, for fourteen years. The Martians put themselves in Cryogenic pods and set the saucer to auto-pilot, but one day, when they were mere weeks away from the Lore, the system piloted them through a battle. A battle, between the last remaining rebel forces... and two hundred Jupitain warships.
Click click click, booom! The sound of Ion cannons firing echoed through space. One of the Martian’s cryo-pods woke its inhabitant up and opened. The Martian started murmuring frantically and looked out of the viewport. It was chaos. He began speaking more gibberish and veered the ship to the left. Suddenly, another Martian’s pod opened, and that Martian walked over to the one who was piloting the vessel, angry.
He talked to him in gibberish, and the alien that was piloting the ship butted back. He had clearly said something offensive because then the Martian that had just woken up hit him over the head. In seconds, the two were squabbling with each other, fighting back and forth.
Every rebel ship in the battlefield looked different and was unique, but they were getting outgunned and swarmed by Jupitain fighters too fast to launch many counter attacks. Rebel ships exploded, one by one, getting blown up by Ion cannons or a swarm of fighters.
One ship, with a curved rectangular like hull, and four engines on it, two on either side, escaped through the hangar of another ship, that was in the process of blowing up. It was dragging another spacecraft with it, an escape pod, via a metallic cable.
“Uliski, grab every single ship you can, we have to make sure we have enough people to regroup!” Heavy shouted. They were in the cockpit of their ship, maneuvering through the rubble of destroyed rebel fighters.
“How many cables do we have left?” Telli asked.
“Three… oh, three and a half…” Uliski confirmed. Booom! An explosion ruptured from the outside of the ship.
“We just lost Jamison’s crew!” Another alien shouted. He had a hoarse voice and burn marks all over. A humanoid body, but his eyes were charred and squinted from immense burn damage.
“Auugh!” Heavy yelled, “Hatch the frigate over there; I think that’s Sunny’s bucket!” Before they could launch a cable to attach to the frigate they saw, it was blown in half by a laser cannon burst. One half went flying, while the other slammed into the Martian’s flying saucer.
The saucer spun around wildly. It's systems offline.
“Grab that; I think it's one of ours!” Heavy yelled.
Uliski slammed a button on his control pad, and a metallic cable shot out towards the saucer. It connected, with a loud churp!
A blinding explosion came from a remote area of the battlefield. A Titan-class Rebel warship blew up, and pieces of it started to hit both sides of the battle.
“Get us out of here, right now!!” Heavy ordered.
“Woah woah, don’t do Hypotonic!” Telli yelled, “That’ll cause the cable to break, just put the engines at max power, now!”
Uliski nodded vigorously and cranked one of the levers on the control board up, and the ship sped into empty space. After two minutes, they were far enough to not even see the battle anymore. The massacre. They piloted the ship behind a small asteroid, just to be safe. 
Heavy slammed the control board with his fist, then wiped a tear, “Check the crew,” He told Uliski.
Uliski nodded and grabbed a high-tech space suit from the hangar, that had a jetpack on it as well. It was specially made by the Rebels. He walked out of the airlock and glided toward the flying saucer. He immediately didn’t recognize the ship, even though there were hundreds of designs that the Rebels used.
Uliski knocked on the main door, “You guys good in there? Hello? You wearing Oxy-suits?” His response was a series of laser bolts, shot from the inside of the saucer.
“What the…” Uliski had to swing himself away from the ship to avoid the volley of laser bolts. He grabbed hold of the top of the ship and looked at the door, upside down. He could hear frantic chattering, and then… nothing.
The Martians had killed themselves, accidentally.
“What’s going on over there?” Heavy asked, through a commlink between their ship’s control board and the suit. 
“Um… the people in there, they just shot at me, making holes in their ship, and um… killing themselves,” Uliski said, confusing even himself.
“What?” Heavy asked.
“I’m gonna check it out,” Uliski said.
“What? I thought you said they shot at you?” Heavy asked.
“Yeah, but… they’re dead now, probably.”
“Uliski wait…” Telli started.
Uliski shot the door open, and the bodies of the two Martians floated out of the ship. Uliski gagged and climbed into the ship, gliding. He looked at all the cryo-pods but saw one that stood out. It was the one in the center.
Uliski got closer to it and peeked in. It was a human girl, with red hair, and a tattered white outfit. Her hands were restrained to the interior of the pod via two thick metal cuffs. She was frozen and hadn’t aged a day since 2027.
“Uh, Heavy, I think I found something…” Uliski started.




CHAPTER 13
“You really think we can get back to Earth at this rate?” Mark asked.
“No,” James replied.
“Woah, our fearless Captain… has given up,” Mark said.
“You think I expected this to happen? You think it’s my fault we’re lost out here?!” James asked, frustrated.
“No, I was just being… never mind, I’m sorry; it’s been rough today,” Mark replied, regretting what he had just said.
“Didn’t notice,” James grumbled.
Then a light shined through the glass viewport of the pod.
“Jupitains?” Mark asked.
“No, doesn’t look like it,” James squinted, “It’s not red.”
The pod was pulled by an invisible force, closer to the source of the light.
“Dude it’s pulling us in!” Mark shouted.
“Grab the first aid kit,” James said.
“Why?” Mark asked.
“There might be a knife in it.”
“You think a puny little knife is gonna do anything against a laser rifle?!”
“Better than a fist.”
Mark grabbed it and pulled a small knife out. It was black, and sleek, a red edge on it. “This thing is barely any sharper than a butter knife.”
“What else is in there?”
“It’s a first aid kit. What do you think’s in here?”
“But it’s an alien first aid kit.”
The pod entered the small hangar of a cargo ship, hitting the roof with a clang.
Mark hit his head against the low pod roof, “Augh.”
The bottom doors of the hangar closed, and the pod hit the ground. James grabbed the knife he found in the first aid kit, and kicked the pod door open, scaring the alien who was outside it.
“Gauugh!” It cried, trying not to fall over from its surprise. He had a pear-shaped body, and a face that looked half human, and half ogre, “Garr, I thought it was empty,” he said, anxiously.
James looked relieved, “You, this ship! Can you take us back to Earth?”
The alien shook his head, “That’s a no-fly zone, just like the rest of the Galaxy. I have one job, fly to Stratus, carrying cargo, then fly back to whatever base they tell me to go to, then repeat.”
James winced, “Then smuggle us there or something! An empire controlling the entire Milky Way couldn’t possibly notice a small cargo ship slip through their defenses.”
Mark looked confused, “Wait, I thought the United Worlds controlled the Outer asteroid belt.”
“Well, they did,” The alien said, “Before the Demons blew it into infinity.”
“Wait what?!” James said, “That’s impossible! The Kuiper Belt is one of the most heavily fortified points in the system besides the inner belt. Nothing gets through!”
“Well… something got through, and rumor has it that they’re going to attack the inner belt soon, and make their way to destroy the entire ‘United’ organization thing, or whatever it’s called, besides, I’ve seen dozens of United whatchamacallits fall all the time, nothing new, just a bunch of idiots who don’t know when to quit.”
“So, you're saying, that the entire United Worlds is going to be destroyed? Everything we’ve built,” James asked, distraught.
“Yeah,” The alien replied simply.
“Well then, let’s go to the Lore,” Mark said.
“You don’t voluntarily enter the Safe Quadrant,” The alien said, “All have tried, all have died.”
“That’s not too motivational,” Mark sighed.
“So what do we do then? We’ll have no home, and nowhere else to go,” James said.
“I have an idea,” The alien said, “You two can come with me to a small cargo port. There are a bunch of cargo ship pilots who would be glad to smuggle you into the system, but Jupiter is as far as they would be able to get, then you’re on your own.”
“Any other options?” Mark asked.
“That’s all,” The alien replied.
“We’ll take it,” James said.
“Good… good,” The alien said, “We’ll begin the trip right away,” He walked into the small cockpit and started using the control pad. The ship shook slightly, and the engines began to emit a blue fire, making the vessel accelerate into I-Hypotonic warp.
James walked into the cockpit, next to the alien who was sitting in the control chair, “How long until we make it to this cargo port?”
“Not long, not long, we’ll be there shortly, but for now just get comfy, I’ll alert you when we get there.”
“Sounds good to me, and thank you. This means a lot.”
“No thanks necessary. It’s my pleasure.”
That comment sounded off to James, but he ignored it and walked back into the hangar with Mark.
“What’d he say?” Mark asked.
“That we’ll be there soon,” James replied. Barely ten seconds passed before the ship started to slow down.
“What’s going on?” Mark asked.
“Don’t know, but we can’t be so close to our Solar System so soon, can we?”
“Definitely not, cause that’s here,” Mark pointed at a small glass window. Jupitain warships. An entire fleet.
“What’s that guy doing?” James asked himself. Suddenly, the door to the cockpit closed and locked itself.
Mark ran up to it, “What are you doing?!” He shouted.
“Making a profit,” The alien replied, “You think that I would go through all the trouble to help people who aren’t paying me, well now I have the opportunity to aid, and get paid… paid well at that. The E6s put a lil’ bounty on your heads, don’t know why don’t care why, all I know is that its easy money.”
Mark banged on the door, “Turn around!”
“No can do my friend. No can do.”
The ship entered the atmosphere of a rocky, wasteland type planet, much like the one James and Mark had just escaped.
When the clouds cleared, there was no rock for miles. Flat, clean, polished metal covered the ground, with rows upon rows of empty Dark matter chambers, and in the very center, a giant black hole bomb, roughly the size of a mountain. It was still under construction; Dark matter being pumped into it while workers of all types of species built the remaining parts of the outer layers. From the looks of it, the device was almost done.
James noticed a control pad on the side of the door, it was off, but the panel was loose, and not well connected to the wall. He grabbed the first aid knife and cut through the loose connectors. The control pad fell, revealing a system of complicated wires.
“Mark, little help figuring this out.”
Mark walked over, looked at the shown wires, and ripped them out of the wall. The door opened, revealing the alien’s face. It went from overjoyed, to panicked. Mark punched him in the face, knocking the alien out. He set him by the doorway. Mark sat down and took the controls.
He started to press random buttons that looked like flying controls. The first one he tried, the ship’s glove compartment-type thing popped open, filled with Jupitain identification slips and fake ID’s.
He tried another, and this time an automated message started to play, “Would you like to begin teleportation sequence?” It sounded like a robotic woman, and it was very annoying.
“Yes, yes I would,” Mark replied, with false confidence.
“Mark, those Jupitains can see us…” James said, starting to get ballistic.
Before the automated voice could say something else, the scratchy voice of a Jupitain replaced it, “What is your operation code?” It growled. It was talking through the intercom, from a control tower nearby.
“Uh…” Mark stuttered.
“Operation code...” The Jupitain growled, louder.
“Auugghh… zero… zero… …zero?” Mark whispered, guessing.
“Mark?!” James shouted.
“Hang on Mr. Jupitain sir, we have a, uh, disturbance. There is a very loud, and annoying prisoner, in the holding cell.”
“Ship model doesn’t have holding cell,” The Jupitain growled.
“Uh.. chrrch chrrch, sorry, losing ya, chrrch chrrch…”
“Land, immediately,” The Jupitain growled.
“Uuuh…” Mark started.
“Mark they’re aiming at us!” James shouted.
“Captain, you’re supposed to be the smart one, so don’t go yelling at me!” Mark snapped back.
“Land,” The Jupitain grumbled simply.
Mark looked around frantically, and grabbed James’s knife. He started to shank the intercom, until the link between the ship and the Jupitain control tower was lost.
Mark rummaged his hand through the glove compartment, he looked at ID’s, Jupitain documents, and found an… inappropriate holo-magazine. He dug through some more and saw something else, a note.
“I found something!” Mark shouted.

“Would you like to watch a tutorial video, on how to use Holo Warp Transportation sequence?” The automated voice of the woman turned back on.
“Yes! Yes, I would!” Mark yelled.
“Loading… loading… loading… playing back Holo Warp Transportation Sequence Tutorial…”
A video was projected onto the cockpit window, “Darsakian productions, presents to you: Holo Warp Transportation.”  
“Pull up!!” James yelled.
“Auuugh!” Mark grunted.
The ship leveled itself, above a horde of Jupitain troops and tanks, only flying a few feet above them. Since the ship didn’t land, they started to open fire, shaking the hull of the vessel.
An annoying looking Darsakian, with a nerdy voice, appeared on the screen, with a holo board behind him, “Now,” He adjusted his glasses, “In order to use…” He snorted, “Holo Warp Transportation Technology, you must think of the three following things. Number one…”
A red laser beam from one of the Jupitain tanks smashed into the ship’s hull, causing James to fall off his feet.
“Where you want to go,” The alien continued.
Another blast hit the ship.
“How to get there.”
A low-powered energy beam exploded a few feet away from the hull, rocking the ship sideways, causing James to bang into another wall.
“And the limits of your current spacecraft.”
“Fast forward!” James yelled.
“I don’t know where the fast forward button is! This isn’t exactly YouTube!”
“It is crucial to realize, that Holo Warp Transportation relocates your entire ship and crew, by using Usarnius energy particles, attributed from Usarnius’s Law, that move an astonishing five hundred thousand systems per second. Due to devastating tests, we will warn you of a few common side effects. Side effects may include, loss of limbs, loss of life, and loss of ship, due to the relocation of one part of space, to the other. You may also run into the E6 horde, but don’t worry, the Nova Alliance will deal with them soon!” The video was obviously old.
“That doesn’t sound good,” Mark gulped.
“Better than the situation we’re in now!” James yelled back.
“To start your Teleportation sequence, please enter coordinates in the following font: LN: 0000. GE: 0000. PL: 0000.”
A holo-pad ejected from the control board, and stopped right next to the pilot chair. Mark smashed the pad with the numbers he saw on the note and pressed the commence button.
The tutorial disappeared before the scientist could finish, and the automated female voice started again, “Coordinates accepted… please, fasten your safety restraints inside of your seat, and prepare for Transportation.”
“Oh crap,” James murmured.
A purple field of energy started to form around the entire ship; it was spiraling so fast that it almost looked like it wasn’t moving. Then, all Mark and James could see was purple-blueish energy. The ship didn’t go at an incredible speed. It simply disappeared from the Jupitain planet and reappeared in the atmosphere of another.
The ship kept at the same speed, hurling towards the surface of this new world until it smashed into the ground with a phlooom! The crash spread dirt and mud everywhere and covered the cockpit of the ship in green moss and leaves. James let go of the seat he was holding onto and attempted to get back on his feet. He failed due to the position the ship was in.
They landed cockpit first into the ground, with the back facing slanted towards the clear blue sky.
“You all right?” Mark grunted.
“Yeah, fine,” He replied, climbing the side of the ship, “Where are we?”
The two of them expected to hear the annoying voice answer them, but the landing broke the module. They looked at where they had set the unconscious alien. He was dead, killed from the force of the impact.
“Oh God....” James gasped.
“It was him or us,” Mark said, darkly. It was quiet for a few seconds, “Well, guess we’ll have to take a look outside.”
“Wait, the air might not be safe, or… we don’t know what’s on this planet…” James started.
“There’s no use in staying here,” Mark argued, “I’d rather take my chances out there than do nothing here.” He opened the cockpit door and leaped out of the damaged hangar. Their escape pod had crashed miles away from the site.
Mark looked around. They had crashed into a vast jungle. Thick vines were scattered across trees that were seemingly as tall as skyscrapers, and green plant life cluttered the ground, making it impossible to see any dirt. Mark could feel the moist soil against the bottom of his shoes.
“All clear Captain!” Mark shouted from the ground, cockily. Seconds after he finished his sentence he was pegged in the face by a rock. He hit the ground hard, unconscious.
“Mark? Mark!? What’s going on down there?” James asked, panicked.
Then, dozens of alien humanoids jumped out of the bushes, surrounding the crash site, and shouting war cries. Their skin was light blue, and the skin around their eyes was even lighter blue. It was glowing, highlighting their facial features. Some had hair, but it was all the same color. Black, dark black. They wore primitive looking rags, probably harvested from the animals of the jungle. Their weapons were just spears and unsharpened sticks.
James peeked out of the hangar, to see the alien tribal people surround the exit below him. They shouted at him with angry war cries. One threw a rock at him, forcing him to duck.
“Oh crap… oh crap,” James hyperventilated, “They’re gonna eat me!” He panicked.
A few of the tribal people found the cockpit of the ship, which was the only part of the vessel that was touching the ground. They stabbed it with their spears, but the blast-resistant glass wasn’t going to break anytime soon… unless the shields were off.
“Oh no…” James winced.
The glass shattered, and the aliens flooded in, shouting primitive slang. They climbed up the tilted wreckage of the hull and reached James. He was defenseless. They looked at him with curiosity, for about two seconds before one of them grunted, and smashed the butt of his spear against James’s face.
He woke up in a tent, made of wood and vines for a roof. He tried to get up, but he was tied to a chair, well if a flat rock counted as a chair. Other than being tied to a rock, and hit in the face with a staff, he felt fine. He wasn’t tortured or eaten, were these people really savages?
Two of the tribal people walked in, side by side holding spears. One grunted like it didn’t approve of James being there. The other just stood there, like it was waiting for something. Then, a man walked in from behind them.
He didn’t look like any of the people James had seen on this planet. He was roughly the same size as the tribal people, who were about six foot. He was just a few inches taller. His skin was black, African. He was human. He had pitch black hair and a short black beard. Both had small touches of grey. He wore a black shirt; it was sleek looking like it was for a set of high-tech battle armor. The rest made him look like the average bounty hunter. Leather pads on his shoulders and legs as armor, with torn up jeans. He had a leather belt around his shoulder to his waist, holding laser cartridges… and lead, 50 caliber. His face was rugged and scarred, yet it had a high intelligence look to it.
He dismissed the tribals and looked down at James, hands on his hips, “When I saw your friend, I could hardly believe it, another human… another man.”
James looked up at him, “Who are you?”
The man smiled, “Private Douglas Daly, Third Regiment, U.S. Army.”
James gaped, “U.S. Army? Like, the Army, the branch of the military for the United States, before the invasion?”
“Which other did you have in mind?” Douglas sighed, “Shame such a great nation fell, but, nothing escapes the grasp of those demons, nothing.”
“Jupitains? You know about them?” James asked.
Douglas laughed, “Do I know about em? I knew what those bastards were before the entire planet of Earth did, or at least I think so, I might not be the only one.”
“What do you mean only one?” James asked, frustrated, “What are you talking about?! And jeez, can you untie me, it’s not like I could do anything.”
“You’re a loud one,” Douglas grunted. He cut the vines holding James, with an Army combat knife.
“You said that you were a part of the Army, how? Every single person on the planet that was even slightly associated with any kind of armed forces were killed. I should know especially,” James sighed, thinking back.
“Well, maybe I wasn’t in the invasion,” Douglas hinted.
“Not a part of the invasion… that’s not possible. You couldn’t be here if you weren’t abducted…”
“Oh, I was abducted all right, just not by the Demons. Have you ever, heard, of the Third regiment?” Douglas asked.
“No,” James replied.
“1968, Vietnam War.”
“No,” James said firmly, “No, no, you’re lying, you… you’d be dead, die of old age, a… and how, how would that make sense, how could you explain that?”
“I was abducted,” Douglas replied simply.
“By who? By what? You’re not answering anything!” James shouted, getting worked up.
“Kid, have you ever heard of the Martians?”
“They would never…”
“Not the Kelisians you idiot, the Martians. You know, the little green men, the Area 51 kind of stuff.”
“Those kinds of Martians don’t exist,” James argued.
“You can’t say that to someone who’s been abducted by them,” Douglas grimaced.
“You’re trying to tell me that there are in fact little green men, they exist?”
“Yea, and they are not the type that take little primitive worlds, and create giant out of pocket alliances, like… the United Worlds. The Martians I’m talking about have obliterated entire Earthly civilizations, just to see what would happen, luckily, they were wiped out by a civil war that cleared all life from their entire planet in 1952. They used these type of bioweapons, and it got well, out of hand. The surface of the planet just, evaporated really.”
“So, you're telling me, that you were abducted by little green men, fought in Vietnam, and are still alive, somehow got across the Galaxy to this jungle, and- and… know about these things that happened, plus, I’m pretty sure N.A.S.A, and other people would’ve found out there was life on Mars, before 1952…”
“Oh please? Why do you even think Area 51 existed, conspiracy kid, the damn Egyptians even knew about em… I know that it’s a lot to take in, but it’s true. All the disappearances, people gone without an explanation, or just a made up one to calm the masses down… it’s all true,” Douglas turned around, “I’ve traveled so far, seen so much, things that I would have never imagined existed. I can assure you, this war has been going on since before both our times.”
“What are you talking about?” James asked.
“I’ve been at war with the Demons, or at least, what you call them… Jupitains, for over forty years. I’ve sided with countless rebels, all fighting for the same thing, with men I’ve called brothers. Seen every fancy piece of tech they’ve ever had, been in battles that you would never even be able to comprehend and seen things that would make any ordinary man go insane. There’s no war here, not one you can win. This isn’t some kind of conquering empire, that just takes over planets, trying to get power, no no, this… this is worse. The Galaxy’s seen its fair share of tyrants and overlords, but the Demons… they’re unstoppable.”
Douglas sighed, “Dark and Gold matter, are substances known to the Galaxy, as the most powerful sources of energy, that will ever exist… they lie below the surface of every planet, in small pools next to their cores. The rarest substances in the Universe maybe, but all you need, to make one Jupitain, is a drop of Dark matter. A drop, that’s it. Then the visor scans it, and the code forms the drop into a perfect, world exterminating soldier. They wipe out entire species, leave some alive to mine for more Matter, but then when it’s all gone, they kill everyone, and move on to the next, in a never-ending cycle.”
James wasn’t going to try to convince him. He knew it would be a lost cause, “I won’t ask you to come with me, but I will ask you this. Can you get me and my friend off this planet?”




A.C.O.L.Y.T.E
In 1947 the United States discovered that there was intelligent life outside of Earth… moreover, that discovery changed the course of technological advancement in the country, and on the planet, forever. A Martian flying saucer crashed on a ranch near Roswell, New Mexico. The inhabitants of it, three refugees trying to escape from the civil war raging on Mars. The FBI reached the site in forty-seven seconds, and the entire flying saucer was entirely removed from the area in less than two minutes.
At first, these Martians were treated with extreme caution. The government officials were cautious of any diseases or weapons of mass destruction the species might have been hiding, but then, one of the aliens pulled out a translator sphere, and told the United States government everything they wanted to know, cooperating fully. They revealed the various details about the Martian civil war, the fact that they had been abducting humans for millennia, and, the Jupitain outbreak that had spread across the entire Galaxy.
A massive project was started, the construction of Area 51. It was a large facility buried two-hundred feet below the surface, with over twenty aircraft hangar-sized floors, built to house the three Martians, and any other object from space that could be a national security concern… or an asset. For years United States astronomers associated with the secret facility observed the civil war on Mars, and even though it ended in 1952, resulting in the extinction of all life on Mars, the U.S’s agenda towards space exploration and defense, only got stronger.
In 1958, NASA was founded. In the eye of the public, it was meant to compete with the Soviet Union in the space race, but in reality, under the cover of NASA’s shadow, A.C.O.L.Y.T.E was born. A.C.O.L.Y.T.E, standing for Advanced Covert Operation on Labile Yields of Technological Extraterrestrials, would become the staple of every top-secret experiment and project for dealing with matters in outer space. The moon landing, was merely a side project.
The U.S however, lost its closely guarded secret after a Soviet spy successfully infiltrated A.C.O.L.Y.T.E and obtained dozens of files, filled with detailed descriptions and data about Martian technology. The Soviets started to study the documentation and were soon able to understand a set of complex blueprints seized from Berlin in 1945; a Nazi Ion cannon prototype. The project was scrapped however, after the Soviets realized that the power needed to operate the cannon would be far too immense to even be considered logical, and they soon turned their attention back to ICBMs.
England discovered alien life in 1962 after A.C.O.L.Y.T.E and the U.S government decided it was safe to disclose classified information with their closest ally. A.L.C.O.L.Y.T.E’s members, consisting of various highly intelligent and gifted military officials and scientists, displayed a video recording of Jupitain warships firing their Ion cannons on a world unknown to them at the time, called Kalaria. It was the closest planet to Earth that they had ever seen the Jupitains near.
For decades A.L.C.O.L.Y.T.E worked in immense secrecy, and was the most confidential organization not only in the United States, but on the entire planet. Anyone who disclosed information about the program would be killed. Anyone who risked the program’s security would be killed. Anybody who even made a mistake inside of the program, like a coding error or small slip up, would be killed.
Only the best, of the best, of the best, could even qualify for A.C.O.L.Y.T.E, and even then there was no way for enlistment. The government, went to you. Anyone working for the program had to have no emotion whatsoever, absolute discipline, and the acceptance that their name would never be remembered due to secrecy.
China was the last major power to discover alien life, in the year of 1966, when a Martian flying saucer crash-landed in the Himalayas. The four Martians were dead, but that didn’t stop the Chinese government from using them in a… different way. For decades the Chinese government took greater and greater strides in the field of genetics, and much like the U.S’s A.C.O.L.Y.T.E, the program studying the Martian data and genetics were kept under immense secrecy, and anyone even slightly thought to be disloyal to the genetic program was killed without question.
Using Chinese prisoners as guinea pigs, the genetic program, under the name; 雅利安總理活力防衛隊, or Aryan Prime Vitalization Defense Corps, performed tens of thousands of inhumane genetic experiments, eventually creating heavily mutated, twelve foot tall super soldiers by 1993. They never saw the light of day until Arrival Day, when the Chinese military released them as a last ditch effort to defend the capital. They and the rest of the genetic experiments were obliterated by the Jupitains.
As for A.C.O.L.Y.T.E, it would go on through the decades leading up to Arrival Day, creating highly advanced technological monstrosities. Through the end of the twentieth century and beginning of the twenty-first century, A.C.O.L.Y.T.E created Ion Neutrolite Compressors, dozens of advanced laser, anti-missile defense cannons, and, an invisible juggernaut patrolling the entire ocean, codenamed; The Eleventh Fleet.
The Fleet contained over twenty, heavily armed destroyers, thirty ballistic missile submarines, two aircraft carriers, and one, incredibly advanced, dreadnaught. The dreadnaught, or; USS Immortal, was shaped like an aircraft carrier, but triple the size, and on its hull was an invisibility field projector, that kept the entire fleet completely invisible to sonar, satellite, thermal detection, and the naked eye. Even the waves created by the ships, and the noises made by the waves and engines… were all invisible, undetectable, and completely silent.
After the fleet’s creation in 2015, the United States was quite literally invincible to any other nation on the planet, until Arrival Day when the Jupitains destroyed the entire fleet with only six warships and three devastatingly powerful and massive terrestrial assault craft.
The four nations that knew alien life existed, even though they prepared to the best of their ability, still fell no matter how much precaution and effort had been taken. Then, the Kelisians were able to rescue humanity from the ashes and create a new order — the United Worlds.




CHAPTER 14
“I’ve never seen a Skyframe before… they haven’t been around since the days of the Fallen Empire, and even then, they were on our side,” The Queen said. That was the closest to panicked Claire had ever heard her before, “The Ion cannons have held off the warships for too long. The AI is planning something.”
Claire had recently woken up, her energy had been drained from the fight with the Skyframe, and she had to get medical attention when the Queen’s ranks regrouped with the other battalions. She awoke to find out that the Jupitains had stopped pressing their attack, and had retreated through the Lore’s gate, but they surrounded the entire outside of the Lore with warships. They only lost about sixty.
“The shields that defend the Ion cannons are under the Temple, how could they possibly reach that without getting blown out of the sky?” Claire asked.
“The Demons have invaded much more complex defense systems then ours, the only reason we’ve held out so long is because our power is greater than theirs,” An officer said.
“We use Gold matter. Gold matter counters Dark matter,” The Queen explained, “No other society in the Galaxy has it because it’s so rare, and extremely difficult to harvest. Our city protects the three planets that have unharvestable deposits of it, but I fear that the AI who controls them will find a way around our defenses, eventually. The Demons have had… impressive feats throughout their rein.”
“So? We have two Meta-Cores, six Ion cannons, and an army of highly trained soldiers,” Said a merchant near the tent.
“No one gave you permission to speak!” Shouted one of the officers, “This is a royal, military discussion.”
“We’re in tents! Your city is burning! You said that you could keep us safe, yet my trading ship is buried under a mountain of rubble, and the entire outskirts are covered in the Dark’s warship wreckage!”
“Silence!” Ordered a Lore Commander, who was holding a sleek, metal staff. He was Repatitorum, “You have insulted her majesty long enough, any more out of you and I promise you when this is over…”
“No… he’s right, I promised them safety. The Lore promised them, and now all you have to do is look around to see how much those promises are worth.”
“Your Highness, no one could’ve been prepared for this kind of offensive, they destroyed our entire fleet with technology the Cyrisians never even had. They broke through our only Photon cannon… It had been operational for over a hundred years!”
“Magriguard would’ve. He- he would’ve known what to do.”
“I’m sorry to interrupt, but you keep talking about some kind of AI… I don’t know if you’ve realized this, but the Jupitains, or, Demons, are controlled by a blue man, named Karalus. I’m pretty sure he’s from Neptune.”
“What?” The Commander stroked his scaly chin, “A Neptunian, controlling the Demon Horde? Meta-Gene, I’m sorry but that seems impossible.”
The Queen looked down, thinking, “The Demons, have technology that the Cyrisians never did, and it’s possible that they figured it out because of this… Neptunian, that controls them. The AI syndicate always thought outside of the box, and would’ve never pulled such a reckless strategy like the one that destroyed the Royal Fleet.”
Before anyone could say anything else, a skinny alien, with fur, ran frantically into the tent, “The Demons! The Demons are coming!”
Everyone rushed out of the tent, to see a line of Jupitain warships in a V formation. The one leading the formation was slightly larger, and had thicker armor and shields, with a giant Tesla cannon on the top of the hull, but it looked different.
The Ion cannons fired relentlessly. Click, click, click… booom! One shot after the other, the Ion cannons concentrated fire on the warships. One ship at a time the formation shrunk, one warship shot down after the other. The one in the center, with the giant Tesla cannon, didn’t give in though. It kept its path, until it was in firing range of the Temple… of the shield generator.
“What’s it trying to do?” A soldier asked, “No type of energy is getting through that shield, especially not from a Tesla cannon.”
When some of the dust from the blasts of the Ion cannons cleared, the Queen noticed what the difference was.
She gasped, “It’s using Dark matter!”
The energy at the tip of the barrel started to spiral around it, but instead of blue electricity like in other Tesla cannons, this one combined the extremely deadly energy with Dark matter, which made it incredibly more powerful.
“T-that can’t break through the shield can it?” Claire asked, genuinely concerned.
The Queen didn’t respond; she just watched, in horror.
Zooooouuum... phooooooooom! The energy imploded slightly before it launched from the barrel in a stream of Dark matter and electricity. It smashed into the shield. A chain reaction occurred. Immediately after the beam hit the shield, it collapsed, and destroyed the shield generators beyond repair from the force of impact, leaving the Ion cannons, and the Temple with over a hundred thousand citizens hiding in it, defenseless.
The massive gravity shield projectors were still protected by the Temple’s main shield generator, buried beneath it. The Jupitains were going to try and destroy the entire Temple, which would leave those projectors vulnerable, and the whole Lore susceptible to being sucked into space.
The Jupitains didn’t hesitate. Hundreds of fighters streaked through the sky, ready to rain down fire on the Temple.
“I knew this day would come,” The Queen’s expression stiffened, into hard, cold, rage, “But not today, not during my reign.” She threw her staff into the sky, and it immediately started to transform into, a ship.
It slightly resembled a Jupitain fighter, but it had four wings. One at the top of the cockpit, one at the bottom, one to the left, and another to the right. The wings were long and thin, and at the tip of each wing was a laser cannon. The cockpit looked like a pyramid tilted to its side. There was a door to the cockpit on the back, and two engines at the bottom of the ship. The entire craft was covered in golden patterned paint.
“Woah,” Claire was still amazed by what the Meta-Core could do.
“Claire, help the soldiers, defend the Lore till your last breath, and I promise you, if we claim victory today, we will do everything in our power to save your world,” She jumped to her ship without waiting for an answer, and flew into the fight, blasting Jupitain fighters out of the sky with her quad laser cannons.
Claire looked at the crowd of soldiers, all of them were beaten up, some gravely injured, but they still looked up to her, waiting honorably for her command.
“Well, you’re the Meta-Gene,” Said the Commander, “Our mission is only possible with you.”
Claire gazed at her Meta-Core hand, feeling nothing but strength and confidence with it there. She looked up at the crowd, even some of the citizens that didn’t make it to the Temple were listening, like they were about to fight alongside her.
“Alright, I obviously have less experience in this than all of you…” A Jupitain fighter that was shot down crashed dangerously close to the campsite, trailing a stream of smoke behind it. Everyone ducked. Claire continued, and stood on top of a heap of wreckage, now standing above the crowd, “But I’m ready to fight alongside you all… our shields are down, and we only have two Ion cannons left…” A squadron of Jupitain fighters swooped in and blew one of the Ion cannons to rubble, also destroying a few pillars from the Throne room in the process, making the entire building collapse.
“Make that one, but the main shield generator that protects the Lore from getting sucked into space is still active, and it’s buried beneath the Temple, our mission… is to protect that with everything we’ve got!”
It wasn’t the best speech Claire could give to a bunch of aliens she had just met, but it seemed to of worked enough. They all shouted enthusiastically, ready for battle. The Jupitains tried to deploy troops and hover tanks by the Temple, but the Lore fighters were too powerful, so they had to start from the middle part of the city, just slightly ahead of the destroyed trench line. 
“This has to be the entire Jupitain army…” A soldier said, petrified.
“Just… aim for the visor,” Claire replied, not sounding too confident herself.
“Bombers!” Another soldier shouted.
Three Jupitain bombers, escorted by a few Jupitain fighters were speeding straight for the Temple hangar, where thousands of citizens were hiding.
After a few of the fighters went down, the bombers increased their speed. They were going to kamikaze into the hangar. The Queen didn’t let them. She put her fighter into the dead center of the hangar entrance and started firing her fighter’s quad lasers at an incredibly fast rate of fire.
The bomber in the center of the formation exploded, causing the others to do the same. It was blinding. The remaining fighters that were escorting the bombers fled to regroup, but the Queen chased them relentlessly, blowing them all into smoldering metal debris.
“Damn,” A soldier remarked.
These translator spheres do a really good job, thought Claire. She saw the horde of Jupitains through the smoke, “Alright, get ready everybody.”
People found cover behind ruins and wreckage. They took aim and got ready for the impending battle. However, Claire didn’t find cover. She stood at the center of the gate. Her Meta-Core was the only thing she needed; she wasn’t an asteroid clearer anymore. She was a Meta-Gene.
The road leading to the Temple ended at a wide marble staircase, with torch lighted pedestals on the sides, some destroyed. The Jupitains ran through the clearing like animals, charging towards the nearest living thing, roaring. Bloodthirsty. Some held laser rifles, and others just charged with nothing but their claws.
“Fire!” A soldier yelled, two seconds before a Jupitain grabbed his face, slammed it to the ground, and kept pushing until their skull was crushed.
Claire winced and quickly turned her hand into her regular laser cannon. She fired, and hit the Jupitain’s stomach first, which did nothing. She shot again, and blew the visor in two, turning the Jupitain into a puddle.
“Throwing grenade!” A soldier announced from behind a ruined wall. They lobbed it over, into three Jupitains, destroying them. The explosion hurled debris everywhere, hurting the eyesight of some of the soldiers in the front, and giving the Jupitains an advantage. With their visors, they could see through most gaseous substances. They pushed through. Soldiers shouted in pain as the Jupitains viciously gained more ground.
Claire imagined an adjustment to her weapon, and it clicked, forming everything piece by piece, gaining more material from the infinite supply the Meta-Core gave it. She added a second barrel below the first one, and they both turned into miniature Tesla cannons. They started to spin rapidly, energy being emitted from the two barrels until she fired at the center of the Jupitain charge.
A massive pulse of energy disintegrated any Jupitains five feet within the radius of the blast. Any further from that blew them away slightly. The explosion dismembered their ranks until a heavily armored hover tank came in through the smoke.
It aimed, making an automated turning sound whenever it moved.
Claire shrieked. The tank fired. Her Meta-Core seemed to of defended her by reflex because at the speed of sound it projected a strong metal shield, propelled by a small engine, to block the fire, and then immediately wiz into the marble from the blast.
Claire grunted, slamming her Meta-Core hand into the ground. Before the tank could fire again, Claire had created a heavy Gatling gun, lifted by a metal support beam that was connected to the marble. She made a handle for it, grabbed onto it, and held the trigger. Its barrel spun around quickly, then hurled red lasers at a rapid rate of fire, like a minigun. She yelled while firing, aiming at the cloud of smoke that the tank had come from. The tank blew up from the overwhelming firepower, and several Jupitains were blown to the ground, shredded like paper.
After a few seconds of firing, Claire stopped. The wave had ended. Then she heard it, the haunting engine roar of the Jupitain fighters. Three swooped in at the right of the gate’s defense, but before they could rain down fire, they were shredded by the Queen’s overwhelming power. She zoomed through the smoke of the fighter’s explosion, leaving a trail of smoke behind her ship. The remaining soldiers roared with prideful enthusiasm.
The second wave of Jupitains charged in, but they were different. They were something Claire had never seen before.
“Dominators!” Someone shrieked before the claws sliced their throat.
“What the hell… what are those things!?” Claire yelled.
These Jupitains had four arms, and the visor was a small, red glowing circle in the center of their head. Not only was the target to hit smaller, but the four arms made them even more deadly.
They roared and screeched like savages, killing Lore soldiers left and right. Claire’s Gatling gun was emitting smoke from the barrel, and wouldn’t fire.
“Rrgghh,” Claire grunted. Her eyes were starting to get heavy. She aimed her hand towards one of the Jupitain Dominators and turned it into a laser cannon. After she fired once, the barrel flipped back into the sphere, charged for two seconds, then went back to the firing position, and shot again. She killed two before she looked at the crowd, dazed.
A soldier was on fire, screaming. Jupitains were everywhere, climbing the stairs, tearing through soldiers, civilians. Everyone.
“Not today,” Claire grunted, “Not-today…” Phoom, phoom, phoom! Three shots, three dead Jupitains. A regular Jupitain jumped at her, but she smashed its face with her laser cannon, and cracked its visor, then destroyed it completely when it fell to the ground. She blew her hair out of her face and kept walking down the stairs, blasting every Jupitain in the way. Another tank came through the clearing and fired at Claire before she saw it.
The Meta-Core didn’t react this time; the split second responses required her to have energy, and hers… was all used up. She was blown back by the explosion, and the Temple gate exploded, leaving a giant hole in the center. Blood trickled down Claire’s forehead. She coughed up blood and put her normal hand on her stomach. It was warm. Too warm. Blood streamed out of a large hole in her stomach. She laid there, at the stairs.
She wasn’t ready for this. Wasn’t prepared to die. She let out a tear, grunting desperately.
“No…” She whispered. 
The Queen shouted a battle cry from the cockpit of her ship. She blew the tank up; all quad lasers focused on the same target. The turret of the tank exploded, and the hover tank fell to the ground with a clunk.
The four wings on the Queen’s fighter inverted, and the ship landed by the destroyed tank, crushing a few Jupitains in the process. The Queen jumped from the cockpit, and used her Meta-Core staff as a sword, slashing through the Jupitains until she could clear a path to Claire.
She rushed to her and kneeled by her side, “You’re not going anywhere.”
Claire raised her eyebrows, nothing but intense fear in her expression, then closed her eyes. The Queen snatched a tiny vial of Gold matter out of her war jacket pocket, with a needle connected to the tip of it, and stabbed her arm with it. Then, she grabbed Claire’s forehead and closed her eyes. Gold matter illuminated them with a blinding glow through her eyelids, making it seem like they weren’t even closed.
The shining Golden fluid flowed through her veins, through her hand, and into Claire. Claire’s eyes started to glow bright golden yellow. She coughed, then gasped for air. Energy flowed through her veins. The Queen kept her hand on Claire’s forehead.
Connect with me! The Queen thought to Claire, through an ancient Lore, mind-connecting technique, created by the Repatitorums.
Wha-are… are you in my head? Claire thought back through the mind-link.
Do exactly what I tell you to, this will only work if we are connected, as long as the Gold matter flows through you and me, we can make a limitless creation… The Queen answered.
Claire stood up, next to the Queen, her mind linked to hers. She held the Queen’s hand, and her Meta-Core expanded into two rectangular metal beams. They aimed them sideways. They were making a giant Tesla cannon. Support beams smashed into the marble and planted themselves. The weapon started to charge, electricity sparking and whizzing everywhere. They aimed towards the closest Jupitain warship in the sky and fired.
Zoooouuuum… boooooooom! The energy streaked through the sky, making a quick sonic boom sound at the speed of light before colliding with the nearest Jupitain warship’s bridge. It exploded, and the electricity made a chain, blowing through every ship nearby, until the energy whizzed through the gate, destroying every ship in the entire Jupitain fleet, and some of the Lore’s. The power from the Gold matter and the two Meta-Cores connected to each other made the energy so strong that the electricity blew entirely through the Jupitain’s shields, and destroyed every single warship. Every. Last. One. The entire fleet surrounding the Lore, was gone.
The mind-link disconnected after the Gold matter ran out. Claire fell over completely, while the Queen bent over, holding her head. Claire’s wounds seemed to of been, sort of sewn by the Gold matter.
“W-what just happened…” Claire grunted, while trying to get back to her feet, “What happened?” She tried to keep her balance, but she was dazed. She couldn’t comprehend what she had just done. Her ears were ringing.
There was a stunned pause, and then the entire Lore erupted in cheers. Citizens flooded out of the gate and started to hug and thank the dazed and confused Claire.
The Queen let out a heavy breath of relief and sat down on the steps, exhausted, and frowning. She looked distressed, while she gazed at the ruins of the outer city. The soldiers and citizens celebrated and hugged each other. Aliens of all kinds celebrated and embraced each other with pure joy.
The Lore still looked, horrific. Skyscrapers had collapsed. Giant fires were still covering some of the streets and destroyed buildings. Ruins of both side’s ships were scattered across the once beautiful city.
Claire sat next to the Queen, and after a short pause, looked at her, “H-how did you save me?” She asked.
“I used the last amount of Gold matter I had left from my inauguration, as ruler of the Lore. I told you it was rare, and powerful,” She replied.
“Yeah, no kidding…” Claire said while rubbing her head, still stunned, “We did it huh? We really did it.”
“That wasn’t even the entire fleet,” The Queen sighed, “They’ve ruled over the Galaxy for too long, two-thousand warships aren’t all they had. She looked back at Claire, and stood up, “And sadly, we won’t be able to make another kind of attack like that again… that was the last ounce of pure Gold matter I had left… I don’t know how we’re going to defend against another attack again.”
Claire stood up, “You won’t have to. We’ll bring the fight to them, there has to be some group out there that can help us.”
“As far as I know, and as far as the Lore has explored, deep in the universe, no civilization out there has advanced enough technology to fight the Demons… the Ghourse are strong, and plentiful, but not strong enough to defeat them, and their allies aren’t powerful enough either. If we had lost today, they would’ve been overcome in a matter of months…”
Claire kicked the ground, “There’s no way you’ve been protecting the rest of the universe without some kind of payment back, they owe you,” Claire said, “Look around, your fleet is crippled, probably only have a dozen fighters left, you haven’t been defending nothing, we need to go out there for help!”
The Queen grabbed Claire’s hand, sternly, “Follow me,” She whispered.
She led her into the same tent they had been in before the Jupitain’s second attack.
“The reason some people leave there and come here is because they want a sanctuary from out there as well.”
“Wait, what? What’s out there then?”
“Well, not nearly as bad as the Demons, but still uncivil. Pirates, savages, slave traders, abductors… the list goes on. We never truly fought the Jupitains because we were trying to create, a sort of order out there, making colonies if you will. Talon, the successor of King Magriguard, started to conquer planets throughout nearby Galaxies, but he got too greedy, started invading worlds he didn’t need to. The Ghourse and their allies took notice, and led a surprise attack on the Lore’s territories, killing Talon in the process, and giving the Lore a bad reputation. I was sworn in afterward and recalled all of our remaining forces back here, and to this day we remain, protecting the edge of the Galaxy like a wall, the other side of the Galaxy leads to… well, nothing as far as modern scanners can see.”
“So… the people you're trying to protect, hate you because your former boss tried to imperialize the universe?”
“That’s-somewhat correct,” The Queen reasoned, “The Nova-Alliance’s dying wish was for us to defend the rest of existence, and not risk anything to help the rest of the Galaxy.”
“Well that can’t matter now, if the Lore dies, they die, and we have to tell them that! Since this attack failed, who knows what Karalus has planned next? Once he loses power, the Jupitains will start to kill relentlessly again.”
“I know, I know,” The Queen sighed, “If you weren’t a war hero my commanders would’ve tried to execute you for me revealing all of this to you. I-I know someone, it’s shifty, but… It might work.”
“What might work? What are you talking about?” Claire asked.
“There’s a man who can help us get ships, enough to mount a major offensive against Karalus, they’re not strong enough to face his fleet head-on, but, a sneak attack could prove very effective…”
“Alright, alright, so… how does this guy have so many ships? Armed ships anyway.”
“He’s a… trader.”
“What kind of trader?”
The Queen paused, awkwardly, “He’s… an Intergalactic drug dealer.”




CHAPTER 15
“This isn’t what we agreed on,” The technician growled.
“Oh, I know that,” Karalus sneered, “But it’s the only option I’m giving you, you’re not exactly in the position to make choices here,” Six Jupitains stood by Karalus, along with Imp. They stood there menacingly, in case the dealer didn’t live up to his part of the bargain.
The technician sighed, “So if I give you this cache, you’ll spare my crew?” He asked, almost begging.
“You have my word,” Karalus smirked.
He hesitated, but after a few seconds complied with Karalus’s demands. He typed in a few symbols on a keypad attached to his arm, and a heavily fortified metal vault door slid open, revealing a medium sized crate.
Karalus gestured for a Jupitain to check it out. It complied and walked towards the vault without hesitation. It flicked both the locks open and opened the crate. Inside, was a small, high tech, complicated looking tube.
Karalus clapped once, with fake enthusiasm, but his smirk was pure evil. “Dareious, you’ve done it again!” Karalus glanced back at one of the Jupitains, “Let’s give the man what he asked for. Open hallway latch 9B.”
The Jupitain’s visor turned green, and a few meters away at the Jupitain’s warship docked next to the dealer’s, a compartment door flew open, and two dozen people were sucked into the vacuum of space.
“Nooo!” The technician lunged at Karalus, but Imp pulled out a laser pistol and shot him between the eyes. He fell to the ground; arm stretched towards Karalus, dead. Imp lowered the gun, the barrel steaming.
“That went well, we got him to open the door, and it didn’t cost a thing,” Karalus chuckled at his cruel logic, “You two, bring that crate to the main hangar. I want the construction on my reactor finished, pronto!”
One of the Jupitains walked towards the one that was already there, and they carried it into the dock connecting the dealer, and the Jupitain ships.  
Imp watched them walk by, then looked at Karalus, “What is that?” He asked.
Karalus looked up at him, bored, “That, my Martian mistake, is a Tesla Amplifier, and since I don’t have any Meta-Gene carriers or Photon cannons just lying around, I’m going to copy what the Lore did to my fleet, with the next best thing…” He sighed, thinking for a second, “The Lore wasn’t completely destroyed, and that’s fine, I only needed their fleet eradicated anyway, and now that it is well, I can move on... with Objective Overload,” He shoved past Imp, and walked through the airlock to his ship, without looking back.
“You were in Vietnam?” Mark asked, astonished.
Douglas snorted, “Boy, I’m this deep in the Galaxy, and you’re asking me about a war that happened eighty years ago?” How about all of my battles, hopping from one rebel setup to the next, tracked by Demons every time, only to repeat the same process over and over, attack, fail, run, repeat.”
Mark gulped, “Oh. My bad.”
Mark, James, and Douglas were walking through the primitive settlement. Houses were built into the tall jungle trees, made of thin vines, and sticks. The inhabitants were going about their everyday activities, cooking wild animals above a fire, crafting together weapons and tools.
Douglas sighed, changing the subject, “So, you call the Demons Jupitains? Why? Last I checked those bastards didn’t come from anywhere near Jupiter.”
“That’s just where satellites first scanned the Jupitain fleet coming towards Earth. It made it seem like they came from there,” Mark replied.
“Welp, they were lying then,” Douglas said simply.
“Lying, what do you mean by that?” Mark asked.
“The governments… the Soviets, Chinese… whoever the hell had advanced tech back then, even in my day satellites would’ve spotted a fleet that big before it entered the Solar System,” Douglas grunted, like it was obvious.
“That doesn’t make any sense, w-what reason would any government have to lie about an alien invasion?” James asked, in disbelief.
Douglas stopped walking abruptly, making Mark almost bump into him. Douglas turned around, “What are you, stupid or somethin? Them’ higher powers woulda’ had every reason to lie. Imagine the newspaper headline, New York Times, alien ships spotted by the planet Pluto, one week until arrival. It would be anarchy! What? You think people are just gonna calmly sit down together, get in a lil’ circle and start praying? They’d rip each other of everything, all trying to survive for themselves, shootings on the streets, looting, fires everywhere. By the time them’ Demons would arrive half the world would be dead already.”
“Pluto isn’t a planet,” Mark blurted, sarcastic toned.
Douglas shot him a menacing look, “Don’t toy with me boy, just remember this lil’ fact, stupid people outnumber pure people ten to one… always, so if you think mankind would’ve toughened up, and took on the impending doom with balls, your dead wrong.”
“Alright alright, off topic,” Mark said, “You said that you could help us get off this planet, so how?”
“Why do you think we’re walking boy?” Douglas asked.
The three of them stopped at the edge of the village and left through the gate. They followed a faded dirt road until they reached a cave entrance.
“There a ship in there?” James asked sarcastically.
“Better,” Douglas said.
The entire cave was outfitted in ruined alien tech. Sleek-crusted black metal walls covered some of the cave’s exterior, while other parts were destroyed and had moss growing out of it. Mark looked up to see an ancient-looking laser cannon perched on the roof of the facility. It was tilted down, broken beyond repair like it was hit by something. The entire weapon was covered in rust and moss.
“What is this place?” James asked.
Douglas walked over to a metal security door in the center of the cave entrance, entered some symbols into a nearby keypad, and the door opened. He walked in and gestured for James and Mark to follow.
“This place,” Douglas started, finally, “Was, a Fallen Empire bunker, stored a lot of weapons and tech for their rampage across the Galaxy. Place was put down by the Lore centuries ago, but, the guns in here still work.”
“What was the Fallen Empire?” James asked.
“I dunno, heard stories from a few rebels… back when there were rebels. Said that a Meta-Gene went rogue, decided to use his power for evil, tried to take over the entire Galaxy, but even a Meta-Gene can’t take on the Lore.”
“That reminds me,” Mark said, “In the note I read, that told me where you were, it was to a guy named Daphor… who’s he?”
Douglas sighed, “One of my friends during the rebellion, I ditched when I found out the Demons invaded the Nova-Alliance, an incredibly powerful, advanced… honorable race. They used medieval like tactics, but don’t let that fool you, they were one of the most advanced civilizations to ever exist in the Galaxy… They built an empire, dedicated to peace and prosperity. The Demons completely destroyed them, with a fleet of over one-hundred thousand warships. I knew everything was hopeless after that, but he stayed, said we still had a chance. He was a good man, but an idiot… It’s funny though, If the Lore had helped even a little bit, during some of our operations, we might have been able to destroy those monsters, for good.”
“So, the Lore could’ve helped the Galaxy at any time, but didn’t?” Mark asked loudly, “If they didn’t help you guys with the Jupitains, why’d they help take out this, Fallen Empire?”
James gulped.
“Demons are different. They’re not like all of those tyrants, and dictators that have come and gone.”
Mark looked like he was about to argue more, but James butted in, “So you were talking about weapons… why do we need those exactly?”
Douglas walked towards the end of the bunker hallway, and opened another security door, leading into a huge, gymnasium-like room, with shelves packed with dozens of crates filled with old alien weaponry.
“Because I simply don’t have a ship,” Douglas said, “But I know who does.”
“Who?” Mark asked, interrupting Douglas.
“The Demons, they have a fueling outpost, about thirty miles out from here. One warship’s docked to the compressors, and half a dozen fighters are stationed by it. Whole thing’s walled off, with a few laser Gatling defense posts.”
James gaped, “How long have they been there?”
“A week, three warships have come and gone, I tuned into the communication channel for the visors years ago, always static, or animal-like growling, normal Demon type crap, but now there’s a guy talking, ordering them to go place to place, like they’re getting ready for an attack.”
“Karalus,” Mark whispered angrily.
“Whatever they’re planning, it’s gonna be big. I haven’t seen so many Demon warships cooperate in decades.”
“Wait-did that voice say anything about Jupiter?” James asked, his voice sounding slightly fearful.
Douglas thought for a moment, “Yeah, yeah, said that was their base of operations for some kid of… I dunno, something, didn’t understand too well, I did hear that there were massive deposits of Dark matter mist in the atmosphere though.”
Mark looked at James, figuring out what he was talking about, “You mean the mothership that we saw? You don’t think they’re planning on…”
“They’re rallying they’re forces…” James said, “I think that they’re gonna attack the United Worlds.”
Douglas smirked a little and then started to burst out laughing uncontrollably.
“What the hell could be so funny at a time like this?!” Mark yelled, “Earth, your home is probably going to be invaded by the entire Jupitain fleet!”
“First off, Earth isn’t even the planet I care the most about anymore, I’ve had tons of new homes better than that planet will ever be… and second, there’s no fight to even care about. I tuned into the invasion of the Lore, happened a few hours ago. Two-thousand Demon warships, gone. The leader of em, whoever he is, is probably more than pissed. They’re gonna throw everything they’ve got into this, invasion of your ‘United Worlds,’ completely steamroll it. There’s no fight, I’m sorry to break it to you, the Demons will win again, and there won’t be any more enemy organizations. It’ll be back to square one.”
“Two-thousand, destroyed?! Why don’t we just do whatever they did to the rest of the fleet?” Mark asked.
“Kid. It’s the frickin’ Lore, who knows how they did that. They have Gold-matter tech, it one-ups Dark matter every time, but they’re still gonna stay in their safe little city, like the pussies they are, and I doubt you have any Gold matter in your pitiful little alliance thing, do you?”
James and Mark looked down at the floor awkwardly.
That’s what I thought,” Douglas said, “Which means that you two are getting off this planet guns blazing.”
“Wait, I thought you were coming with us!” Mark shouted.
“Why would I risk my life for a cause that I already know is worthless? You don’t know what I’ve been through, what I’ve seen. These things'll rip you apart. Take down one, and ten more take its place. There’s no end. No fight. If only I had realized that sooner.”
Mark looked anxious, and mad at the same time. James looked at Douglas in the eyes, sternly, “I get it. I do. I know that the horrors I’ve seen probably don’t even come close to what you’ve experienced, but that’s no excuse to give up. Your friends died… so did mine. My dad died too. It’s no excuse. As long as people, like you, just give up, the entire Galaxy, maybe even the universe, will die out, because they’re not gonna stop. They’ll hit the United Worlds, then the Lore again, and then whoever else is out there until there’s nothing left to kill. Karalus won’t be able to keep control over them forever…”
Douglas looked down for a second, chuckled, then looked back at James, “Kid, that’s not the first time I’ve heard that speech, countless rebels have said the same thing over and over again… don’t quit, have hope, and we can win! Or, as long as we keep tryin.' The list goes on. I’ve been inspired and led to believe in false hope more times than I’ve been shot at, and I’ve been shot at a lotta’ times. I’ll help you get to a ship, but after that, you’re on your own.”
James sighed, “Deal.”
“Well, I’m guessing you didn’t bring us here just to talk,” Mark said, looking around at all of the old crates.
“Nope,” Douglas said simply, “See all these boxes? Fallen Empire weaponry. Lasers, rocket launchers, laser launchers, grenades that’ll make you crap out your organs.”
Mark winced.
“My point is, this place has everything, or at least close to that. It’s easy to get ahold of stuff when you can overrun heavily defended markets just by creating something to take them over, with your mind.”
“So, guns, and… other stuff, but what about like, vehicles? Tanks, light battle craft. Anything?” James asked, desperately.
“Lore and its allies scrapped all that years ago. This is all that’s left. Gonna have to make do with what we’ve got.”
“So, we have to go into a heavily fortified Jupitain base with nothing but these? We’ll get blown up before we even reach the flight deck,” James wined.
“This ain’t my first rodeo kid, hell I don’t even wanna do this, but I am because of the kindness in my heart,” Douglas quipped, sarcastically, “So you better get your act together and follow my lead if you really wanna get outta here. Besides, what happened to the guy who made that speech five seconds ago? Prove to me your more than just talk.”
Mark leaned over and picked up a clunky barreled, blocky laser rifle from one of the crates, “James, we either die here, fighting for Earth, or what’s left of it… or later knowing that we did nothing to try and save it. Which one do you want to do? Captain,” Mark asked.
James stared at him. He had changed so much since the last few hours… or days, he lost track of time, “Your right,” James snatched a laser rifle from the floor, “Let’s do this.”
Douglas rolled his eyes, “Ah yes, here we go, so motivational you two, really somthin,’ now how bout’ you guys grab the stuff that’s actually gonna work, like… I dunno, a laser launcher, grenades? Anything explosive?”
The three of them walked out dragging two crates with them, filled with three rifles, some grenades, laser and rocket launchers, and much more. James and Mark had to pull it together, struggling. Douglas pulled one by himself and snickered at the two of them. They walked through the streets of the village, everyone working on something, cooking, cleaning, making tools, and weapons.
“Why don’t you share your tech with them?” Mark asked.
Douglas shrugged, “At first, thought they were gonna try an’ kill me in my sleep, thinkin’ I’m some demon from the sky. Now, just don’t see the point, I feel better if they just stick with spears anyway.”
They reached Douglas’s hut, “We’ll stock up on anything we need here first,” Douglas said. James and Mark went inside. James noticed more than he did when he was first in there. There was an old M14 rifle hung to the wall, the kind used in the Vietnam War, how Douglas still had bullets for it was a mystery to him. There was another laser rifle; it had a dozen tiny squares on each side of its rectangular barrel, charging cells. Mark started walking towards it.
“Be careful with that one, Tempest rifle, very powerful, in energy and recoil,” Douglas warned, “I’m fine just with good ole’ Cathy.” He grabbed his M14, and a pair of Military Grade binoculars, and walked outside, “Let’s get going boys!” Mark followed, smirking because of his cool looking new gun. James just took one of the clunky laser rifles.
The three of them walked through the Jungle, the vegetation getting thicker every few feet, “You know, Sergeant Baker, my old Platoon Commander, told us that when you focus enough on your target, the enemy won’t hit you in time before you hit them, cause your concentration will be better than theirs. Course though them Vietnamese bastards were always behind us, so his theory didn’t really pull off too well, he died pretty early. Didn’t help that I had saluted him either.”
“How the heck is that supposed to make us feel better?!” James asked, frantic.
“It’s not… I just thought it was funny,” Douglas grinned.
After a few miles of walking, Douglas heard faint footsteps. He lifted his head slightly, then quickly dropped to the ground on his stomach, “Get down!” He ordered, quietly, yet sternly.
Mark and James got down, “What is it?” James whispered, panting.
Douglas raised his binoculars. He cursed, “Demons, lots of em, they’re walking towards the village… They’re going to attack.”
“What do they have with them?” Mark asked, concerned.
“Three light Hover tanks, and two Heavy tanks behind em, with a couple dozen Demons in front of em.”
“Why are they attacking now?!” James asked, a little too loud.
“Quiet you idiot, I dunno, how bout’ you ask em? Probably just spotted the villager’s life signatures while they were scanning for Dark matter,” Douglas whispered, harshly. 
“I thought you said all the Dark matter was drained from this place?” James asked.
“I thought it was,” Douglas snapped, “We have to head back to the village. Now!” He said it in an orderly military-like way. They ran back for the village, the Jupitains not too far behind, they were going to flatten the village just for being there.
The sound of jungle trees falling to the ground, ran over by Jupitain hover tanks was getting louder, as they cut their own path through the jungle.
Douglas, James, and Mark reached the village about a half a mile before the Jupitains did, “Battle stations; move, move!” Douglas hollered, “Get the children inside, take your posts, this is not another drill, the Demons are coming!”
The villagers didn’t waste any time. They scrambled around, taking their posts, and looking for weapons. All they had were spears, bows and arrows, and primitive swords.
“How’d they know what to do when you said that?!” James asked.
“When the Demons landed, I started training the men, and some of the women for an attack, I never thought it would happen, I just did it to make em’ feel safer cause they kept chatterin… damn, I should’ve gotten more guns from that bunker!”
The natives took their posts, some along the village walls. The walls protecting the village were made of vine and jungle wood, the Jupitains could mow through that like paper. Others took bows, and positioned themselves on top of the trees. The arrows were strong enough to destroy a visor, but landing a shot was easier said than done.
Douglas took position at the wall, and took aim with his rifle; he didn’t take his eyes off the jungle. It was too thickly covered in plant life to see anything, but of course, he was far too used to that. Mark climbed up a ladder to the top of the wall and stood next to Douglas. There was a platform for them to stand on, just beneath the wall enough for defenders to see over it, and have a clear shot at the enemy, on the high ground.
“Are you sure these people can take on the Jupitains?” Mark gulped.
Douglas looked at the jungle, sweating, and deeply focused. After a long silence, he said, “No.”
James took position in one of the tree houses, he looked down on Mark and Douglas, then at the jungle.
The crunching and grinding of trees falling stopped. The hover tanks stopped. It was quiet.
“Horde,” Douglas growled, hate burning within him.
Mark knelt down for extra cover and breathed heavily. He took aim, sweating, and in an instant. Roars.
Loud, devastating, ear piercing roars. The Jupitains charged at full speed, unarmed, claws out, flailing everywhere. The tanks came from the back, mowing down the rest of the trees. One aimed, slowly, and fired into the wall. It was a low powered laser cannon, barely anything compared to most Cyrisian tech, but it blew a devastating hole into the wall, making a path into the heart of the village.
“Auugh!!” Douglas fired shot after shot into the mob of Jupitains, reloaded, then fired again. With every cartridge only holding twelve bullets, he took out twelve Jupitains every time, not wasting a single bullet. His M-14 was semi-automatic. The Jupitain’s visors exploded, and they turned into puddles of Dark matter. Jupitains started to spill into the village where the tank had made the hole, and the villagers were there to meet them.
“Aye aye augghh…” A native was sliced through the throat by Jupitain claws. Another native leaped into the air and threw his spear, piercing two Jupitains at the same time that were in a line for a split second. Jupitains with laser rifles started to pour out into the clearing. They shot off natives armed with bows, some from the trees.
One a few feet next to James was hit in the stomach. He watched him fall to the ground, making James lose his breath for a second. He grabbed hold of the branch tighter and aimed his laser rifle at one of the Jupitains. He fired, but missed. He fired again and missed. He bit his lip and used anger as fuel for energy. He fired a third shot, and it hit a Jupitain in the torso, not doing anything.
That Jupitain was holding a missile launcher. It looked up at him, aimed, and fired. The launcher made a loud 'phooom' sound. James didn’t have time to curse. He shrieked and kicked off the branch as hard as he could into the window of the tree house. The missile exploded a few feet away from him, destroying the wall where the window was. James landed on his back, on a dining table made of wooden logs. He groaned from the pain of his landing, but he was lucky to be alive.   
“Oh God, James!!” Mark yelled.
“No time to worry bout’ that kid, you’re carrying a miniature Tempest cannon, fire that thing!” Douglas ordered.
Mark, teary-eyed, obeyed. He aimed, Jupitain shots barely missing his face. The large rifle charged, in an unusual way. The cubes came together in the center of the barrel line, compressed, and gained energy immensely while he had his finger on the trigger. He fired at a Jupitain’s visor by letting go of the trigger. The cubes decompressed, and went back to the edges of the barrel, cooling down. The surge of charged up energy hit the Jupitain at full force, and the visor exploded into millions of little pieces.
“Are you frickin’ kidding me?! Charge that thing all the way, and fire on one o’ those tanks!”
Mark held the trigger longer, the rifle not only getting harder to aim with but also hotter. Finally, it was too unstable to hold onto any longer, he fired on the tank and a bright surge of energy, moving at the speed of light hit the tank dead in the center. The front of it exploded, causing the hovering motors to deactivate. Then a chain reaction occurred, and the tank shriveled up into ruin after two more explosions blew it to pieces. The rifle’s recoil almost made Mark fall off the wall.
A Jupitain tried to climb up, but Douglas grabbed its visor and ripped it clean off. The Jupitain fell like rain. He looked at the visor, crushed it, and threw the two pieces behind him.
Mark watched in awe for half a second, until explosions forced him back into the fight. Mark fired his Tempest rifle again, blowing a hole between five Jupitains, scattering them by the force of the blast.
“Toss me one of those grenades!” Douglas yelled at Mark.
He reached into the crate they had grabbed from the bunker and took the closest one he could get his hands on. He picked his head back up from looking in the container, then quickly ducked back down to avoid a few Jupitain shots. A native perched on one of the tree branches shot his bow, and pierced the Jupitain in the center of its visor with an arrow, keeping Mark out of enemy fire.
Mark looked back and gave him a thankful thumbs up. The native didn’t notice, he was too busy notching kills. A Jupitain hover tank slowly moved its turret to face the tree. It fired dead center into the spot holding all the branches together. The blast obliterated the tree, vaporizing the top, sending all the natives on it whirling towards the ground, some missing limbs.
Mark winced, then growled angrily.
“Grenade boy!!” Douglas screamed.
Mark completely forgot. He lobbed it over to Douglas, who bit off the clip, and threw it into a horde of Jupitains. After two seconds the grenade exploded in a hurl of boiling dark blue particles that expanded around the ground extremely fast, but didn’t go higher than a few inches off the ground.
The particles disintegrated the Jupitain’s footing, and eventually their entire bodies until they were eroded so much that their faces slammed into the ground and the visors were dissolved as well. The grass and plant life was gone, and where the grenade had burst, a two-inch deep hole was dug into the ground, everything burnt in an instant.
“What the hell was that stuff?!” Mark asked.
“Tersakian Oil, compressed with Carbon dioxide, very lethal,” He answered smartly. He got up from his cover and shot off a few more rounds, then reloaded. He took down a few more Jupitains, but still, about two dozen remained, along with two tanks.
They were starting to spill into the village, killing everything in sight along the way. They began to crash through houses, walls made out of Jungle wood. They killed everyone they could reach, woman, and children too.
“Dammit!” Douglas cursed. He kept firing, but now he and Mark had to fight on two fronts.
“Any more miracle grenades in here?” Mark asked.
“Nope,” Douglas grunted. He leaped down from the wall and grabbed the nearest Jupitain’s visor through the back of its head. He smashed it, his hand through the Jupitain’s face. He didn’t have to move it; the Jupitain melted into a puddle of goo. He kept firing, unloading round after round into the Jupitains, trying to keep them from attacking the natives. His gun clicked. Empty.
“Argh!” He growled. He dropped the rifle and grabbed a laser pistol out of his thigh holster. It had two slanted pieces of smooth metal, one above, and below the barrel. They spun around it, switching spots each time it fired, charging after each shot. It fired a green type of energy, sending Jupitain visor pieces flying. A body shot still kept them off balance, from the force of the blast.
Native soldiers were starting to charge towards the tanks. They poked at the thick shielded hull with spears, but they didn’t even dent them. One of the tanks aimed its barrel at the ground where the natives were attacking it, and fired, killing most of them, but also destabilizing itself, destroying one of its hover motors, making the tank lean to the left, it’s side colliding awkwardly with the ground, disabling its shields. Mark didn’t hesitate. He charged up his rifle, until it was too unstable to aim, then released the trigger.
The surge of energy collided with the damaged side of the tank and sent half of it flying to the right, and caused the other half to explode. The explosion caused the other tank to recoil slightly, but it only made the shields flicker for a few seconds where the blast had come from. The tank moved its turret immediately, aiming directly at Mark.
“Think I pissed it off!” Mark yelled.
It fired, but Mark jumped from the ledge on the wall before the blast hit. The explosion blew the wall into oblivion, including the weapon crate filled with ammunition and grenades, causing an even bigger explosion, sending the village gate crashing into the dirt. Mark landed on his feet for a split second and then was launched forward from the force of the explosions.
There was a small chain reaction, a few more pieces of the wall started to fall, and a fire began to spread around the village. Mark fell to the ground, on his side. His face was scratched up and bleeding. His left arm hurt, but he couldn’t tell if it was broken or not. He looked through the flames, where he saw the tank, slowly running over the shriveled wall.
His ears were ringing, but he could hear the faint sound of Douglas shouting nearby. He couldn’t make out any of what he was saying. The tank moved its turret slowly towards Mark, in a close enough radius to hit Douglas too. Mark realized that Douglas was sprinting towards him.
Then, right as the tank was preparing to fire, the turret whizzed, then slid to its lowest position. The turret exit hatch opened, and out popped James, smiling broadly. He was holding the first aid knife they had found earlier, and apparently, it had a function that would turn the sharp edge into a laser, able to cut through metal.
“There’s a back hatch on this thing… who knew?” He said, cockily.
Mark let out a sigh of relief and laughed a little. Douglas stopped, and leaned over on his knees, panting, but obviously smiling.
The Jupitains were exterminated, but at a cost. Douglas counted with the people, twenty-four natives had died, among them woman and children, out of the few hundred villagers.
Douglas looked down at one of the bodies, a pained expression in his face, “This was a waste,” he said to James, who was walking nearby.
“There was nothing you could have done better. We got lucky; a regular squad of Jupitains would have steamrolled us.”
“No, there was. A whole arsenal of weapons, just a short hike away from here, I could’ve told em’ the code, got em’ armed, been prepared. Instead, I let these poor bastards charge into those monsters with sticks, all for my own safety.”
James didn’t say anything; he just looked down. He was guilty, and James knew there wasn’t going to be a way to comfort him, “I’m gonna go check on Mark,” he said.
Douglas nodded. James walked to the hut where Mark was laying on a table. His left arm wasn’t broken, but he had multiple wounds around his body from the tank’s blast that needed bandaging. He had bandages wrapped around his chest, one on his leg, another around his left arm. He had small cuts on his face, but nothing dangerous.
“Feeling better?” James asked.
“Wasn’t ever hurt,” Mark sat up, grunting.
“Hey, don’t hurt yourself more by doing that bro.”
“You a doctor?” Mark asked sarcastically.
“No.”
“Then I’m not listening to your treatment plans.”
“Doctor or not, you got shot by a Jupitain tank.”
“Grazed, by a tank.”
“Whatever,” James said.
“So, is he coming with us… to Earth?” Mark asked, changing the subject.
James looked down, “I doubt it, the deaths here made him even more guilty about, well everything I guess. He did say he was a rebel against the Jupitains since before we even heard of them. Before we were even born, He thinks we can’t change anything.”
Mark didn’t say anything. After a short silence, he said, “We don’t need him, we’ll regroup with the fleet, and attack Karalus head on.”
“Yeah, us, the asteroid clearers attack with the fleet, maybe in our dreams, they’ll probably send us back to Earth for reassignment while they attack, not giving us any credit. That’s how it works isn’t it?” James asked.
“Are you fricking kidding me?! We’ve been through more action right now in a day, maybe less, than the highest-ranking assault troopers have ever been in their entire careers! There is no way I’m going back to Earth without being awarded a medal of honor or something! Not only did we discover that the Jupitains weren’t controlling themselves, but are instead being controlled by some blue maniac, we found a mothership! Inside of Jupiter! We’ve been to the edge of the Galaxy! We go home heroes, fighting for our world, or we don’t go home at all, we didn’t come this far to be janitors damn it!”
James smirked.
Mark leaped from the table, grunting while attempting to stand until he got up straight. He turned to James, “We’re taking that Jupitain warship and ending that scourge. Today!”
Mark must have been louder than he thought because he and James could hear Douglas laughing hysterically outside. He barged into the hut, and grabbed Mark by the collar of his shirt; laughter turned to rage.
“There is no end to their reign! Earth is doomed, the Kelisians are doomed! There is no fight, not one we can win!” Douglas shouted frantically.
James snapped at him, “What the hell is wrong with you!? If you really cared about saving lives, you would be on that warship with us right now! You don’t want to fight; you don’t want to save lives, you're just some coward, hiding till the Jupitains snuff you out!”
Douglas let go of Mark, and grabbed James’s neck, choking him with one hand, lifting him off the ground, “I’m no coward you son of a bitch!” He shouted, piercing James’s ears.
“Let him go!” Mark yelled. He tried to get Douglas off of James, but he was too strong.
“You have no idea what I’ve been through! The pure horror I’ve witnessed!”
James gasped for air, and cackled, “A true rebel- auugh… would never give up. Even when the odds…”  He cackled again, “Were a hundred percent against them…”
Douglas let go of him, panting. James gasped for air, grabbing his neck.
“Oh my God man, are you ok?!” Mark rushed to him, keeping him upright.
Douglas didn’t look sorry at all; he was still fuming. Then, a fast beeping alarm started to sound, from Douglas’s hut.
“Frequencies…” He murmured. He sprinted towards his hut, Mark looking after him.
“Frequencies, what frequencies?!” Mark yelled after him.
Douglas opened his hut door. It slammed outwards, almost flying off its hinges. He tuned the modified radio for the channel — Jupitain frequencies. The voice of Karalus started playing.
“All E6 units, 2.7 through 2.9s, report to the Red zone immediately, sector B6Gemos, terminate all non-visored slaves, lock down all mines and bases. All warships group up in invasion formation. Target: Yellow star, medium class. Repeat, all forces group up in sector B6Gemos, lock down all other operations, Evacuate Non-Citadel class bases. Terminate all non-visored slaves. Objective ‘Overload,’ will be completed. Today.”
Douglas switched off the intercepted transmission; static echoed from it. “Objective Overload…” He whispered. He remembered hearing about it during the days of the rebellion. The primary objective of the Jupitains, to finish harvesting resources and completely wipe out all intelligent life.
He stood there, in silence, until he heard Mark say from outside, “What was that?”
Douglas turned around to face them, “Grab everything you can from the bunker. Everything.”
“Woah, woah,” James said, “Are you coming with us?”
Douglas didn’t respond. He kept walking towards the destroyed gate, to the bunker.
“If you are, why’d you change your mind?!” James called out after him.
Douglas stopped there and turned around slightly, “Because you were right kid, a true rebel’ll face insurmountable shit to fight for what they believe in, just took the threat of trillions dying to remind me of that,” He turned back around and kept walking, “Coming?!” He shouted.
“Trillions, where’d he hear that from?” James asked Mark.
They turned to the radio, “Wait… was he talking about Karalus? Karalus is gonna kill trillions?” James asked, dumbly, “Why… and how?”
“I don’t know, but it might be possible…” Mark replied, “We have no idea what he’s going to do with that mothership.”
“This guy hacked the Jupitain’s system, so what? He can’t kill trillions, that would take centuries… and there’s no way there’s advanced enough tech to do that…”
“Well, possible or not, Douglas is coming to Earth with us, and with him, we have a way better chance of saving the United Worlds,” Mark started jogging towards Douglas.
“Yeah, hooray Douglas, our hero… just tried to kill me thirty seconds ago,” James muttered.




Douglas, 1978, Deep Space
“Rise and shine buddy!” Said a taunting voice from outside of the cell.
Douglas woke up, slowly. He still had no idea where he was exactly. It was all a blur. He could see slightly, the metal bars, a jail cell. It led into a brightly lit hallway.
Another spaceship, thought Douglas. His escape pod had accelerated so fast that the speed had knocked him out. Now, he must have run into this ship, and who knew what the crew was like.
The cell door swung open, and an alien came to greet him. His skin was light yellow, and his eyes lit up bright white where his pupils were. He wore a beat up Yorisican military uniform; an old planet government from before the Jupitains, that had black fabric and a grey zipper through the middle of the shirt, the pants just looked like black jeans.
“Huh, you don’t come from around here do you?” He asked.
“No,” Douglas said, half conscious.
“Well, your obviously not with the Darklings,” He bent over and grabbed Douglas’s hand to help him up, “Sorry I had to keep you in the holding cell, we don’t get many visitors, I was afraid you were a spy.”
Douglas ignored him, “What are Darklings?” He asked, getting to the point.
“Experiment Six,” The alien said, like it was obvious, “One of the Cyrisian’s pet projects gone wrong… like, bad enough to wipe out entire worlds.”
“Wipe out?” Douglas asked.
“Yeah, they just fly to a planet, kill everything, an’ then go to the next, truly horrific,” The alien said.
“So- what’s stopping them?” Douglas asked while rubbing his head.
The alien grabbed Douglas’s shoulder, and gave him a broad, confident smile, “That’s where we come in.”
“We? There’s more here?” Douglas asked.
“Well, of course there are, come on, lemme introduce you to my crew,” The alien said, warmly.
The two of them walked up a short set of stairs into the cockpit of the ship. It was junky and poorly put together, random wires and circuits hanging from all over the place. Levers and buttons were on the dashboard, with a control panel to steer with. The crew was also unique themselves.
Sitting in a chair to the left was a robot. It didn’t notice them because it was too busy flying the ship. In the other chair was another alien, only it looked different from the Captain. His skin was dark orange, and he had a cracked orange gem sticking out of the right side of his forehead.
The dark orange alien looked at Douglas, skeptic, then at the Captain. “Rapf I thought you said we weren’t letting new crew aboard until we got out of this system, the Alliance’s rules strictly, and clearly…”
“I know the rules just as well as you Ullen, but this one is from a prim’ world from the looks of it, gear I snatched off him looked ancient. He’s no threat.”
“Eh, I dunno, looks kinda shifty to me. Where’d you find him anyway?”
“He was inside a burned out escape pod, wasn’t a Cyrisian one so I put it on board, found this guy, an’ put em in the holding cell.”
“An escape pod? How’d a prim’ get into an escape pod?”
“I was taken,” Douglas finally said. He paused for a second; his mind still foggy, “What’s a prim?”
“Primitive,” Ullen said, taking notice that Douglas could speak, “Taken huh, hmm, you must mean abducted, that’s the term we use. Well, some weirdo races like to use their superior tech on prim’ worlds to abduct the inhabitants, sell em’ on the black market as slaves, or for experiments. That market’s kind of plummeted since the Cyrisian’s monsters got loose; now the only markets are mining, slavery, and inevitably, death.”
“Death?” Douglas asked.
“Oh yeah, murdered, eradicated, killed, whatever you wanna call it. After yer’ world’s resources are depleted, they aim their Ion cannons an’ fire till’ the only thing left is ash, or sometimes if they don’t want to damage the planet they’ll just invade it and kill everybody themselves,” Rapf said.
“So, you said earlier that you were… trying to stop them?” Douglas asked.
“We’re trying to save the Galaxy before there’s no Galaxy left to save,” Rapf replied strongly.
“Our Galaxy has seen countless horrors before, dictators, tyrants, empires… Meta-Gene carriers have been especially ruthless, but there has never, been anything like this. They aren’t some power hungry empire trying to get beings to fall in line. They don’t accept surrender. They don’t care about territory. They’re simply, animals. They kill anything that moves, and right now, they’re trying to wipe out the entire Galaxy. Lucky though’ for the rest of the universe, as long as the Lore is still around the Darks can’t get out of the Milky Way, unlucky for us, we’re trapped in the cage with them.”
“Darks… those visor wearing things?” Douglas asked, “Can’t you just… shoot the visor?”
“You’d think it would be that easy wouldn’t you?” Rapf asked sarcastically, “Well you see, The Darks need a drop of Dark matter to be made, along with the programmed visor, and Dark matter can be harvested from either a rock, or gas planet’s core, or from the inner void of a black hole in mass quantity; although, black holes are a lot harder since you gotta use some type of Darsakian teleportation drill or whatever. Anyway, the Darks outnumber everyone in the Galaxy a hundred to one. Second, they have access to Cyrisian tech, which is some of the most advanced weaponry in the Galaxy; Nova-Class laser turrets, Ion cannons, Plasma Decinerators, Obliterator-Class hover tanks. It’s a miracle they don’t have Photon cannons, or else we would’ve all died a long time ago…”
“I’m gonna pretend like I know what you’re talking about,” Douglas said. “Months ago, maybe even years ago, I don’t know… I was fighting on Earth with what I thought was the most advanced technology… ever, and now you’re telling me that this whole time, there have been… Nova Turrets? And Plasma Decinerators?! What the hell is a Decinerator, or-or a freakin’ Hover tank?! The last time I checked tanks had tracks… and were on the ground!”
Douglas fell on his knees, gripping his military-grade cut hair with both hands, panicked, “It-It’s all coming back to me now… the crane, the giant crane… claw, the metal claw that grabbed me from the battlefield, and-and into that- thing! The table… the chamber, the straps… the needles. Oh God, oh God, not the needles!!!” He started crying on the floor, unable to stop. The United States military didn’t prepare him for this.
“Oh yeah, looks like you got the experimental kind of weirdo race, slavery’s a lot worse though, those people do some weird crap…” Ullen started.
“Take me home! Take me home, please!” Douglas yelled. The memories of the past few months were flooding into his mind like a river, “I-I want to be back home, w-with Cathy, my Mama, hell even Sergeant Major, I don’t care, just take me home!!”
“Son, you have no idea how selfish that just was,” Rapf said, anger in his voice, “I don’t think you understand what me and my comrade were telling you… only about five percent of the Galaxy hasn’t been taken by the Darks, which means that in due time your world, will be invaded, enslaved, and eventually… wiped out. Now I don’t know what you want to do, do you wanna go home to your mommy? Or fight in something that’s bigger than yourself, bigger than all of us? The choice, is yours.”
“Uh- Rapf, I don’t think we have enough fuel to consider bringing him home, wherever home is exactly…” Ullen said.
“Well then that leaves you with one option, be noble and brave, and join the crew in the fight against evil,” Rapf said, like he was a knight at the round table.
“So what are you? Some kind of resistance movement or something?” Douglas sniffed, getting back to his feet.
“Heh, you could say that. We, my friend, are the Rebellion.”
Douglas snickered, “Don’t rebellions have more than two people in them? And a weird, robot thing,” Douglas glanced at the grey, rusty robot.
“We will reach our destination in three seconds,” Said the automated voice of the grey, rusty robot.
“You’re about to see what our ‘resistance,’ really is,” Rapf smirked.
The ship’s super speed function powered down. The engine cooled, and sent steam out from its pumps; it was more rag-tag, primitive looking than what technology before the Jupitains looked like. The aura of energy around the ship faded, and the speed was decreased drastically once they reached the destination. It was a graveyard.
“No…” Rapf whispered.
Ullen was speechless.
“Damn...” Douglas murmured. 
An entire fleet of warships, all having different looking shapes, and sizes, reduced to rubble. In the center of the mess, was what seemed to be a destroyed command center, that had a sphere bridge in the center, connected to an outer ring by a series of thick metal poles. The entire thing was painted white, except now for the blast marks that tore the whole thing into scrap. Debris floated everywhere, gliding into the void of space in every direction.
“They found us…” Rapf said with eerie disbelief, “T-they really did it…”
“Scanning… scanning,” Said the robot, “Multiple Cyrisian warships entering the AO, exercise extreme caution.”
“They must have kept scanners in the rubble to find any stragglers trying to regroup,” Ullen gulped, “Cause they know we’re here.”
Rapf was still trying to cope with the reality he was seeing, “Get us out of here… get us out of here now!”
“The engine is still cooling from that last Hypotonic, and our current amount of fuel won’t be able to take us far away enough to lose those Cyrisian-grade scanners!”
Rapf let out a loud, frustrated grunt, “Divert all power to the escape pod, shields, engine power, fuel, even the emergency Sonic-Cores, everything!!”
“Diverting all available power to escape pod,” The robot said. It pressed a series of buttons and flicked a few switches.
Ten Jupitain warships boosted into the battlefield, leaving I-Hypotonic warp, then they held their position, looking for the object that had triggered the alert.
“Ullen, listen to me, I want you and this prim’ to get as far away from here as possible, don’t look back. Remember these coordinates, 2913, 6771, 8578. That’s the location of the most secure rebel operation I can think of right now.”
“W-why would you want me to take that prim instead of you?!” Ullen asked with absolutely zero amounts of sympathy for Douglas.
“Hey!” Douglas said, although, he knew he had a point.
“My fighting days are done, I’m done. Been waging this war long enough, you-you're young, still got some fight left in ya,” He looked over at Douglas, “And him, well I just have a good-feelin' about em.”
One of the Jupitain warships spotted them and shined a blindingly bright red beacon at their bridge.
“Run! Run now!!” Rapf shouted.
Douglas didn’t have to be told twice. Ullen got out of his chair, patted Rapf on the shoulder, sniffed, and followed Douglas into the small hull. The escape pod was hooked up to a series of wires that were feeding it power. Ullen ripped them out and opened the door of the pod with a grunt. Douglas followed him inside. It was cramped. Ullen reached out into the side compartment, and a keyboard snapped out of the wall, above Ullen’s lap. He typed in the coordinates, teary-eyed, and the ship started to move. The engines hummed to life, and the pod exited the hangar.
“Darsakian Holo Warp transportation sequence… active, beginning warp in ten seconds,” Said an automated voice.
“10,” The click of a giant Jupitain Ion cannon echoed through the void of space, charging the atoms. Preparing to fire.
“9.”
“8,” Click…
“7.”
“6,” Click…
“5,” The cannon was at maximum Ionic charge. The loading contraption released, and the weapon fired.
“4,” Booom! A blinding flash of red light shined through the viewports of the escape pod.
“3,” The entire rebel ship, and Rapf exploded, in a massive burst of energy and flame.
“2… 1,” A field of energy surrounded the escape pod, and in an instant, it teleported away from the battlefield.
“Oh my God,” Douglas said, “Those are the things you guys were talking about?”
Ullen didn’t say anything for a few seconds, he just stared into space, until Douglas grabbed his shoulder.
“Y…” He choked, “Yeah… those are them, kill everything,” His grief turned to anger mid-sentence, “They, are why we fight, why we will always fight, until either we free the Galaxy and win, or we die.”
“Count me in then,” Douglas said. He looked Ullen directly in the eyes, nothing but confidence in them.
“You know, you’re not like the usual kind of people we tend to pick up,” Ullen gave a stiff smirk, “Maybe it’s just the less understanding of the situation but, you’re willing to risk your life for a cause you just heard about.”
“Any other options?” Douglas asked.
“Heh,” Ullen chuckled, “Nope.”
The pod had reached its destination the second it disappeared. They were hovering towards a new fleet of ships, all of them looked different, each had things that made them unique. The largest ship, in the center, had a huge Tempest cannon at the bottom of its hull. The Tempest cannon was a type of laser weapon that charged up into a ball at the tip of the barrel, until it had amassed so much energy that it would burst into the target as a stream of energy, obliterating most types of shields and armors with ease, the only problem was the long charge up time.
Ullen sighed, “Time for our new mission.”
Douglas stared at the fleet, which was soon going to be his new life. He wasn’t just fighting for America anymore. He was fighting for the Galaxy.




CHAPTER 16
“All the people out here, and the only ones who can help us are drug dealers? What kind of drugs are even sold in space? That must be a huge industry out here…”
“You’re getting off topic Claire,” The Queen said. She sat on the left side of the cockpit, flying the Royal Fighter out of the Lore’s gate. Claire sat on the right, officially holding a temporary title as the Queen’s bodyguard, “These people are yes, criminals, but they make deals, and stick with them. If we trade something valuable, then they’ll give us their services, in this case. Fighters.”
There were four other Lore ships following the Queen’s, and they were in a diamond formation, “These are all of the ships your bringing?” Claire asked.
“Those are all the ships we have left,” The Queen grimaced.
“Oh… great. So you're hoping that they think you guys are still the all-powerful Lore, and not completely crippled.”
“Yes, that’s the plan,” The Queen replied.
She activated the ship’s communication panel and spoke in its direction, “We’re in position Commander Holft, launch the portal generators.”
“Yes, ma’am,” A deep voice replied. The Commander’s ship, and the three others the Lore had left, each had their own sets of portal generators. The Queen decided to bring them all, just in case. The Commander’s ship launched the cubes into space, and they fired their own engines, one going up, the other down. They stopped a few meters above each other, and fired a laser beam at each other, the energy colliding in the middle. It amassed into a giant portal.
“That’s gonna keep amazing me,” Claire said, with awe.
The Queen smirked. The two cubes deactivated, then flew back into their cannon’s barrels. The four ships flew through the portal, and into deep space, leaving the Milky Way. They reached the other side of the portal in an instant. Claire saw their destination, and it wasn’t like what she had imagined. It was beautiful. A giant space station, with a massive, curved shaped, citadel looking tower in the middle, with a ship dock in front of it, and a giant holding deck behind it, roughly the width of ten aircraft carriers. A big duel barreled Ion cannon was positioned there as well, to keep guard of the ships.
“Those are the ships we need,” The Queen pointed at the ship bay. It was lined with advanced spaceships, but the difference between them, and a regular fighter was that these spacecraft had the mechanics of a bomber, and a fighter, rolled into one. They were large, technological monstrosities, called GT-67s.
Each wing, one on each side, were fifty feet long and were shaped like any other plane’s wings. Each of these ships had high-powered laser turrets mounted on the top of their hulls, above the cockpit, with a gunner position in the middle of the hull, armed with dual laser Gatling guns.
On the bottoms of the ships were large holding compartments, filled to the brim with rapid-chain reaction explosives, that could cripple almost any warship they came into contact with, shields and all. The ships were all painted dark grey, with a little half circle decal on the left side of their cockpits — the Ghourses’s symbol. 
The ship bay also had dozens of other fighters, owned by the drug dealers as their official spacecraft. They looked like United States F-22 Raptors, but they were much sleeker and more advanced looking. They were painted white and there was a streak of light that glowed blue on the bottom of the fighter. The streak went from the bottom tip of the cockpit to the bottom of the ship’s two engines. 
“Shouldn’t the outpost of a drug dealer be… I dunno, a little more shady, run down?” Claire asked, “Not in the middle of space, completely unhidden.”
“They have… many, many friends in this system, who protect them in inter-systemary policies, and, there isn’t a supreme constituted authority ruling this part of their galaxy, which means he has free rein. Trust me; he’s indestructible.”
“And how do you know this guy?” Claire asked.
“He helped us retreat from this system, during the colonization attempt. In exchange for Gold matter.”
As the Lore ships got closer to the docking bay, the duel Ion cannon kept aim at the approaching ships, but the Citadel recognized who they were.
The Queen’s ship landed in the center of the docking bay, held from the void of space by an energy shield that blocked it out. Two Lore fighters positioned themselves on both sides of the Queen’s ship.
The Queen stared blankly outside of the cockpit window.
“What is it?” Claire asked.
She sighed, “I’m putting the legacy of the Lore, into the hands of drug dealers, that I can’t even trust… It’s a disgrace to what we are, what we stand for.”
Claire put her hand on the Queen’s shoulder. She had no idea how to comfort that, “Hey, it’s okay, nobody could’ve held against an attack like that, not even the United Worlds. Besides, I have the strongest weapon in; I guess the universe, attached to my arm right now, there’s no way this goes south.”
“Don’t tell them you have it; say it’s a prosthetic,” The Queen said quietly.
“Why?”
“They’ll kill you on sight…”
“They can’t kill me; I’m too…” Claire couldn’t finish her sentence.
There was a woman on the opposite side of the hangar, walking towards them. She was in heels, and had white skin… a human. She was wearing a red, high tech, advanced looking top, skintight, a black line running through the middle. She had a red skirt also, it was long, and showed every curve. She stopped in front of the ships, and waited there, patiently, holding an advanced holo-pad device. No one was there with her. The hangar looked empty.
“If they ask you about yourself, just say that you're my bodyguard and that your hand can only turn into that laser cannon you were using. If they figure out that you’re a Meta-Gene, this whole plan will be ruined.”
“Well, then why don’t I go marching in there with my freakin’ minigun, or tank that I can literally think into existence?”
“Because the last thing anyone in the universe wants is for another Meta-Gene to go rogue, to kill innocents without reason. I know you don’t know about the Fallen Empire, but I’ll just tell you that a Meta-Gene like you went rogue, and killed hundreds of billions, something remotely close to that ever happens again, and the forces of the universe will attempt to hunt you down into obliteration.”
 
Claire sat there, stunned, “Guess that’s a good reason then.”
The Queen and Claire stepped onto the boarding ramp. It lowered itself and hit the ground with a subtle clunk. A few Lore soldiers and pilots followed. Commander Holft and a few others stayed in their fighters, to watch the ships.
The woman looked at them, expressionless. She tapped a few buttons on her tablet and looked up to address them, giving an obviously fake, and weak smile, “The Imistice has been expecting you.”
The Queen’s blood ran cold, “What do you mean, expecting? We came without any alert to you.”
“The Imistice knows when all shall arrive,” She gave another weak smile, like that was something she was forced to say.
The Queen gave a subtle sigh of relief. It was just an ego thing, they didn’t know that the Lore had been attacked.
“Please, right this way…” The woman gestured for them to follow her. She led them out of the hangar and through a wide hallway. People passed by, all of them were species Claire had never seen before. Most of them looked like scientists. They wore techno looking lab coats, with a patch over the left pocket that read in small letters; Infinity.
Some were pushing hover tables, with strange plants that looked like they had mutated from a nuclear winter for a couple of centuries. Some were glowing. Other scientist carried vials of chemicals or more tablets.
They came to the end of the hallway, to a large doorway. The woman put her hand on a DNA scanner, and the sleek white doors opened, quietly and majestically. In the center of the room, was a long and smooth looking desk, and a humanoid looking figure sitting in a chair behind the middle of it. He had his feet on his desk and was slouching in the chair.
“I present to you, the Imistice... legend of the Universe,” The secretary woman said, a little dramatic.    
His skin was blue, and he had black hair, cut into a short Mohawk. He was also wearing patrolman cop-type sunglasses, and his face had the details of... stars. Bright specks of dust and light, like a picture of the constellations, only it was all on his face.
There were two guards, carrying laser rifles, and had advanced looking battle armor on, with flight helmets and pitch black deflector glass where their eyes would be. The armor was black and dark blue, unusual for such a pure looking place.
He gave them a broad smile and said, “Welcome! Welcome! Please, have a seat I insist, don’t want to keep the ruler of the Lore standing up like that, no. No, no, no,” he said it fast, like a businessman going door to door, trying to say everything before he got denied.
The Queen sat on the opposite side of the desk. Claire awkwardly did the same in the other seat.
“So, what brings her majesty all this way, to see me?” He asked.
“I’m willing to make a deal. I have something you would find most valuable.”
“I’m listening,” The man sat up and put his hand on his chin.
“I know you have a brand-new fleet of GT-67s, from the Ghourse, advanced, and highly maneuverable… I want to buy them, for study purposes only, to advance my fleet.”
“Why? So you can try to take over the system again?” He asked in a severe tone.
The Queen went silent.
The man smirked, then suddenly started to burst out laughing, “Aye… I’m just messing with you, little joke that’s all… however, um, why do you need all of them?”
The Queen answered calmly, “So that we can study different parts of the ship intensely, at the same time.”
“Interesting, so you're telling me that you don’t have a type of scanner that can say… look at every part of the ship at the same time? Because if you can afford all of my new ships, then you can definitely afford a piece of junk like that.”
Before the Queen could answer, he asked another question, “Who’s she? I’ve never seen her before.”
“I’m her bodyguard,” Claire said automatically.
The man blinked, “Bodyguard? You look like you just went through the Avens orientation process.”
The Lore body armor that the Queen had given Claire didn’t cover her face. She had dried blood on her forehead, and bruises everywhere. Her clean, and smooth blond hair was a mess.
“What do you take me for? I have eyes… she’s no Lore special ops or soldier. She’s just some girl,” He looked down at her Meta-Core hand, “What? Lose your hand in the process too?” He sighed, “You know, I have a lie detector right here,” He pointed at his eye, “I can sense when someone isn’t telling me the truth. How do you think I got all of this?” He gestured at the room they were in with both hands, “So tell me everything you're leaving out, or I’ll find the truth… myself.”
The Queen looked at him in the eyes, “We are telling you the truth. All of it.”
The man didn’t look calm anymore; he looked angry, frowning menacingly. He pulled a bulky, and clunky laser revolver out from his pants holster, and aimed it at the Queen’s head.
“I don’t believe you.” 
The Lore soldiers aimed their rifles at the man, and the man’s guards pointed their guns at the soldiers.
“I’m telling you the truth Infinity,” she said, in angry desperation, she knew that she wasn’t, but it was for the right reasons.
“I saw the faint zap from here, a speck, but I saw it! We all saw it! You have nothing. No fleet, no power…” He cocked his revolver with his thumb, “And no escape.”
He fired, and in the microseconds of the energy leaving the barrel, Claire’s Meta-Core acted on its own, faster than she could even think. It launched the tiniest piece of metal, at a speed so quick that it intercepted the laser bolt just at the right microsecond, and dissipated the energy, flying into the wall, and staying engraved in it from the force of the launch, just like what had happened on the operation table on Karalus’s ship.
Infinity sat there, stunned. Everyone was too shocked to be firing, “Meta-Gene!!” Infinity shouted, ear-piercingly loud. At that, the Lore soldiers fired, and Infinity dove under his desk to avoid the shots. The woman behind them pulled out a small dagger from her skirt and stabbed one of the soldiers in the neck. He went down, and Claire saw her before the woman could kill her too.
Claire turned her hand into her regular laser cannon and fired a few shots at her. She dove to the ground, did a front flip and kicked Claire in the face with the side of her heel, causing her to bleed. Claire wiped the blood angrily and punched the woman in the face with her Meta-Core fist. The punch sent the woman flying backwards into the wall.
The two guards fired at them, but the Queen made a shield with her Meta-Core staff. She made a hole in the middle and transformed the gap to be a laser cannon. She hit both the guards in the stomach and then sprinted for the exit. Claire and the other soldier followed after her. 
Emergency exit doors started to slam into the ground, blocking the hallway. Claire transformed her Meta-Core and blasted away a hole in one of the doors, but another one closed behind it.
“This way!” The Queen shouted. She went through a door on the side of the hallway, leading to a laboratory. The Queen and the guard followed her. They ran past hover tables, all with strange vials and exotic plants on them. Scientists and workers shouted, and jumped out of the way as they ran. Two of Infinity’s henchmen followed behind them. One stopped and started to fire his laser rifle at them. Streaks of energy whizzed by Claire, hitting close by. She grabbed one of the hover tables with her Meta-Core hand and threw it down sideways to block the bullets.
The vials filled with seemingly hundreds of different chemicals fell and spilled onto the floor. The Queen jumped over the table, and the guard went around. The one henchmen that didn’t stop leaped over the table, barely reacting to the spilled chemicals. He sprinted and grabbed the guard by the back of his collar, and slammed him into the ground.
The Queen turned around, grunted, and fired a burst of energy at the henchman with her staff, sending him flying backward into the table. The guard stumbled up and started to inch a little further before he was shot in the back. He fell to the floor, dead. One of the workers screamed.
The Queen was about to fight some more to avenge her guard, but two more workers, armed with laser rifles, and outfitted with heavy high tech battle gear came through the labs after them, forcing her to turn around. Claire and the Queen ran out through one of the side doors and were back in the main hallway.
“Your Highness, what’s going on over there?” The voice of Commander Holft buzzed from a transmitter on the Queen’s arm.
“Commander get out of here! It’s a trap; I repeat it’s a…”
Commander Holft’s fighter exploded, hurling debris everywhere, hitting other ships. A laser cannon attached to the top of the hangar was raining down fire on the docked ships. It fired at the Queen’s, destroying it. The wings flew from the ruined hull. Before the cannon could destroy the last ship, Claire shot through one of the cannon’s barrels and blew it up. The other was destabilized from the blast, and forced in a locked position, sparks of energy whizzing from its turret.
“Commander? Commander Holft can you hear me?!” The Queen yelled, frantically.
Suddenly, a large locking mechanism clinked and snapped, and a huge metal gate started to cover the exit to the hangar. The Queen and Claire watched as it closed, while the woman that they met when they had first landed strolled slowly towards them, twenty fully armored soldiers behind her, all carrying laser rifles.
She smirked, an evil, menacing smirk, “You thought it would be easy? Just take what you want, and everything would be fine. You should have learned the first time that that never works. Now… your legacy comes to an end.”
The Queen didn’t even flinch when the soldiers aimed their rifles, “I’m going to make a run for that fighter… you, distract them,” She whispered.
Claire was about to ask a question, but the Queen broke into a full sprint towards the fighter.
“Kill them!!” The woman screamed. The soldiers started firing non-stop at Claire since she didn’t run. She reacted quickly, forming a shield into the ground, big enough to cover her entire body. She grunted as the shots zigzagged, and rippled off her shield, or dissipated on it. She didn’t know how strong her Meta-Core hand was, but so far she was able to lift anything with one hand and keep the shield stable. One of the soldiers made a gesture for them to move up. They continued firing, but five of them started to advance slowly towards Claire.
The Queen took off, and sped out of the hangar before the door could close, leaving Claire alone.
The soldiers advanced slowly, firing as they took careful steps to try and flank her. She wasn’t going to let that happen. Two soldiers, one on each side of her almost had a clear shot. She transformed the sides of her shield into small laser cannons. They fired one shot simultaneously, sending each guard flying backward from the blasts. Another stopped advancing slowly and got dangerously close. The two cannons slid to the middle of the shield, and slammed into each other, combining to form into one large laser cannon. It fired a surge of energy at the guard, sending him flying backwards.
Barely thinking, she converted the shield, piece by piece, all in the span of five seconds, into a weapon resembling a laser light machine gun. Two supports drilled themselves into the ground to hold the laser gun. It took a few seconds for the soldiers to realize what was happening, and react. Most of them didn’t react quick enough.
The sound of machine gun fire echoed through the hangar, as Claire fired round after round of lasers at the soldiers. The secretary woman dropped to the floor, filled with rage. Soldiers fell to the ground simultaneously, while others ducked for cover. After a few seconds, Claire’s eyes were starting to get harder to keep open, and her muscles were feeling weak. The Meta-Gene was beginning to drain her energy. She stopped firing and looked at the group of soldiers she had just mowed down.
Two had successfully found cover, but they ran away when they realized she had stopped firing. All that was left, was the secretary. Claire squinted at her body, trying to figure out if she was dead or not. She wasn’t. The woman leaped from the ground, and onto her feet, looking angrier than ever.
“You savages have limits…” She pulled out two rectangular handles, one in each hand, small enough to fit in a pocket, and pressed a button on each. A sharp, rectangular blade, with instead of having a sharp point, had a hole at the top of it popped out, and then a thinner one just like it popped out right after until the small handle grew into what looked like a sleek, white, polished katakana, “And you just reached yours…” The woman growled. She charged at Claire, wielding dual katanas.
“Oh shhi…” Claire disconnected her Meta-Core hand from her creation and raised it to block the blade. The secretary woman lowered the other and tried to thrust into Claire’s stomach. Claire swept to the side, dodging, and held her Meta-Core hand up to keep the other sword away. Claire’s Meta-Core hand carved a hole through her palm, and generated a small ball of energy in it, then fired after charging for a few milliseconds. The beam hit the secretary in her shoulder, causing her to recoil from the pain.
Claire backed up as quickly as she could, but it was getting harder and harder to stay attentive. She was getting droopy, while the secretary was just getting angrier. The woman felt the burn mark on her shoulder where the beam hit. A small trail of smoke was coming up from it. She looked at it, closed her eyes with an eerie smirk, and looked back at Claire challengingly.
“Your dead already,” She leered. She spun her dual swords around menacingly, the sharp points hitting the ground, and causing sparks to fly. Claire’s Meta-Core hand transformed into a small, clunky laser cannon. She fired relentlessly at the woman, but she started to block the lasers with her dual swords. She spun them around so quickly in front of her that they were preventing the lasers from hitting her. She kept blocking, stepping closer, and closer towards Claire, until she was close enough to strike. She tried to slice right through the middle of her torso.
The Meta-Core reacted fast, as usual. It turned into the only thing it could of fast enough — a pole. The gun was disassembled to make it longer. The woman swung incredibly fast, and Claire could barely keep up with all of her movements to block them. When the woman had an opening, she took it. She slashed the side of Claire’s left thigh. When she winced in pain, the woman went for her chest, but a plate of armor stopped her from causing any damage. It was the perfect time for Claire to strike. She smacked the secretary over the head with her pole, causing her to fall onto the cold, metal hangar deck. She roared, and kicked Claire in the face with her heel, sending Claire backward, and causing her nose to bleed. Claire held her nose with one hand and wiped the blood.
The woman got up and charged at her again. Claire knew that she was too exhausted to fight anymore; she couldn’t hold on any longer. The Meta-Core had taken too much of her energy. Claire fell to her knees, the tiredness making her just want to fall asleep, and never wake up. The secretary gave a loud, menacing laugh, and leaped at Claire, ready to cut her throat, but before she could, a piece of debris from the overhead of the hangar fell to the deck, and caused the entire building to shake, making Claire and the secretary off balance.
Another piece of the overhead fell, and an emergency shield was activated where the remnants of debris were so that the entire hangar didn’t get sucked out into the vacuum of space. The other piece that fell was bigger, and the slam into the deck rippled through the hangar and made an explosion.
The woman roared and thrust her sword through Claire’s stomach. Claire grunted, then whimpered slightly. The woman knelt down, a huge smile on her face, and got up close, looking Claire right in the eye.
She grabbed her chin, tauntingly, forcing Claire to look at her, “This is for  Cozaria,” she said, “My home, that your kind destroyed…”
Claire’s head was too filled with pain, and fear to think straight, but the Meta-Gere was focused on only one thing. Survival, and it did that without her having to do anything. With all of her strength left, she grabbed the sword with her Meta-Core hand, looked the secretary in the eye, and grabbed her other sword out of her hands, and threw it. Then she grabbed her neck, energy from the Meta-Gene fueling the little she had left in her body. Her real hand choked the woman with an iron grip. She raised slowly, standing up, the woman cackling for breath, struggling, but too stunned to do anything more.
Claire grabbed the sword by the blade with her Meta-Core hand, and slowly pulled it out, but she barely felt the pain due to the adrenalin rush coming from her Meta-Gene. She winced slightly. Her eyes were focused on the woman who tried to kill her. When the sword was all the way out, half of it stained in blood, she flipped it around and quickly thrust it into the secretary’s stomach. The woman choked and winced. Claire let go of her neck, and let her fall to the ground, to bleed out.
Claire looked down at her, realizing what she had done, then looked at her stomach, suddenly feeling all the pain. She fell to the ground and closed her eyes, but the Meta-Gene had another failsafe. It carefully, piece by piece mended the hole in her stomach with tiny micro pieces of Meta-Core, stopping the bleeding, and filling in the cut organs in her stomach, leaving Claire to fall asleep, in a hangar that was being destroyed.
The Queen sped out of the hangar and into space, looking for a way to safely get the small fleet of GT-67s that were docked on the massive ship bay. She hoped that Claire could fend for herself, because there was no other option. She flew past the front of the tower, to see the dual barreled Ion cannon aiming right at her.
Click click click, booom! The Queen dove down quickly to avoid the shots. They barely missed. It fired again, and the Queen rotated the ship on its side to dodge again. She was a clear shot, in empty space. The Ion cannons were going to fire relentlessly until they hit their target. Suddenly, three of Infinity’s fighters took off from the landing bay and sped towards the Queen’s fighter. They fired a volley of lasers at her ship, but the Lore’s fighters were equipped with extremely durable shields.
One of the things the shields couldn’t block, was an Ion burst. One hit and the fighter would explode on impact. She had to take fast evasive maneuvers to outperform the Ion cannon’s targeting system. The three fighters were still on her too. They split up and started to use a pincer attack to hit her at multiple angles.
“Auugh!” The Queen grunted as a stream of lasers hit the bottom of her fighter. The ship that fired them flew up, right next to her, and turned around for another attack. A back compartment on it opened, to reveal a Gen-87UI missile. Sold on the black market, outside of the Milky Way, the missile would open twelve small compartments on itself, to deploy even smaller missiles, that would hit the target before It did in a circular formation, penetrating the outer shell of the target, and leaving whatever inside vulnerable to the main missile, causing devastating damage.
An alarm blared from inside of the Queen’s fighter, and a caution warning appeared on one of her control boards. The missile was locking on.
“Otaos’s beard!” The Queen cursed. She did a 360 degree spin twice and pulled up to do a 180 split, trying to avoid the lock on best as possible. The enemy fighter adjusted and spun around too. It fired, and the missile sped towards the Queen’s ship. She grunted and forced a lever to its maximum limit. The fighter was going as fast as it could. She looked over at the Ion cannon’s tower. It was still firing at her. She turned towards it, missile still following her, and aimed her fighter right at the center of the tower structure.
She flew for it, as fast as she could, missile barely a few yards behind her. It released its smaller projectiles, and they flew in a ring formation, flying just before the tip of the main missile. The Queen got as close as she could, and swerved out of the tower’s way. The missile deviated too, but not enough, and hit the edge of the tower. The explosion was massive, but when the smoke cleared, there was no damage done.
The Ion cannon’s tower had a shield surrounding it. It was invincible. The Queen panicked for a few seconds until she remembered. Her artillery shields were underground. So that would mean, that if these weren’t above ground, they were under as well. The only problem, if the turret was shielded, the bay floor probably was too. The Queen looked around desperately, Claire’s, and her life hanging on the balance. Then she saw them. Sleek, thick metal fuel tanks. Small enough to have to be looking for them to see them.
“Here goes nothing,” The Queen said. The enemy fighters behind her sped at full speed towards her, firing relentlessly, making her fighter shake and thump. She growled, then roared, shouting. She swooped down, firing everything she had at the fuel tanks.
She kept yelling, getting dangerously close. The pilots of the enemy fighters must’ve realized what she was trying to do because they started to press harder onto their attack. The Queen was only a few meters away before the last laser bolt did the trick, and she pulled up, the explosion covering her ship.
She flew out through the smoke, into the clear void of space, and turned her ship around to see the damage. The explosion caused a chain reaction through the bay floor, and sure enough, the back area of the ship launch bay was blowing into flame. The chain of explosions reached the tower, and the duel Ion cannons blew to pieces, debris flying everywhere. Some of them collided with the fighters and GT-67s on the bay, but there was still enough for the mission the Queen and Claire needed them for.
The destruction of the Ion cannon tower was so distracting, the Queen had forgotten about the three fighters still harassing her. She smirked, while laser bolts collided with her windshield.
“No one screws with the Lore,” She grabbed a control lever and pushed it to the max. The engine roared, and her fighter flew past the three enemy ships, and she turned around to face them.
She fired a stream of lasers at one of their engines. The enemy fighter tried to escape but didn’t get far. The engine was on fire. It spread and blew up the entire ship. The other two fired two Gen-87UI missiles at her. The Queen dodged both and flew towards another enemy ship. She rammed right into it, her shields keeping her fighter intact, but destroying her target.
The missiles turned around and were still after the Queen. They unleashed their smaller missiles. The Queen flew next to the last enemy fighter and chased it. It was trying to escape. The Queen wasn’t going to let it. The missiles made a whistling sound, getting close to the back of the Queen’s ship. She pulled a backflip at the last second, making both missiles hit the enemy fighter. The explosion caused the Queen’s ship to recoil, and be pushed away from the blast.
She looked around, the area calm, and the sound of fire churring at the ship bay. She panted, and collapsed in her chair, sweating. Then she remembered.
“Claire!”
Claire woke up and instantly felt for the hole in her stomach. It was hard, like metal. She looked at it, to see that the Meta-Core had sewn itself into her skin.
“That’s insane.” She gasped. She looked around. The roof above her was collapsing, and if it did any more, it would leave her unprotected from the vacuum of space. There were no ships left in the hangar; the Queen had taken the last one.
Did she abandon me?! Thought Claire.
“You!” Yelled Infinity, “You did this?!” He was holding a laser rifle, with a group of scared looking scientist behind him, armed with what looked like whatever they could find. He aimed the gun at Claire, shaking, clearly overwhelmed with anger.
“I had to you… you idiot! The entire universe is at stake here, and you try to kill us because of my, my hand?!” Claire yelled back, “I don’t know if you can see clearly, but I’m no warlord!”
She said that as there were dozens of dead bodies on the floor.
“Ok, those guys tried to kill me first!”
“I don’t care who you are, what you are… I just know that you might not be a savage now, but you will be, the power will go to your head, and the massacre will happen again!” He charged his rifle, the energy spilling out of the barrel like an electric cloud.
Claire couldn’t make anything out of her Meta-Core hand; it wouldn’t let her. Her energy was used up. She raised both of her hands nervously.
“You seriously think I’m gonna let you live… oh, I’ll kill you just for thinking tha…”
Booom! The Queen blew through the blast door, and had the landing gear down, with a ramp leading to the entrance of her fighter. She made the hole too big, because the air was still being sucked out into space. The entry made everyone in the hangar fly towards the hole, towards the vacuum of space. Claire grabbed the floor with her Meta-Core hand, and dug into it, holding on, trying to position herself to land inside of the fighter.
Infinity hung onto a storage crate. Some of the scientists were caught off guard in the wrong place and flew into the void of space screaming.
Claire looked back at the fighter, and let go. Infinity was roaring behind her, firing lasers at her desperately. Then, she missed. She missed the landing ramp and was sucked into space. She was screaming, so scared out of her mind that she didn’t realize she wasn’t dead yet. She wasn’t dead yet. She should’ve frozen to death in the fraction of a millisecond by now. Her lungs should’ve exploded… but they didn’t. She didn’t die. She was just floating through space. Warm. The UV rays from the distant sun, millions of miles away, didn’t even bother her.
Infinity climbed to the hallway doorway, and shut the door, grunting angrily.
The Queen detached from the broken hanger blast door and turned the ship around slowly. Her grief turned to shock. She gaped, looking at Claire, floating, and in perfect condition. Claire felt her arms and looked at the Queen. She waved jokingly.
The Queen slowly pulled up close enough for Claire to grab the boarding ramp. Claire climbed in, and the ramp shut. The airlock sealed, and the door to the cockpit opened.
“How?” The Queen asked, mouth wide open.
“I have no idea,” Claire said, “But what if I couldn’t do that, was barging into the hangar-like that really the best option?”
“It was the only option… I had assumed that you might create some sort of… spacesuit or something, not just let go without any protection…” The Queen grumbled. Claire sat in the seat next to her.
“Well, whatever… I’m fine anyway,” She paused for a second, “You think it was my Meta-Gene?” She asked.
The Queen didn’t say anything.
“Hello?” Claire asked.
“In the final battle against the Fallen Empire, Lord Eraus, The Meta-Gene that led them. The man that murdered billions in his crusade across the universe, was killed by a torpedo that hit the bridge of his mothership, and sent him into the vacuum of space, killing him instantly,” The Queen said, “He was incredibly powerful, able to create a Gigantium-Class warship in minutes… but not even he could survive the void. However, you did.”
“How long ago was that?” Claire asked.
The Queen looked at her, “Let’s just say that back then, the Cyrisians, were our allies…”
“Maybe the gene, mutated or something?” Claire guessed dumbly.
“Maybe… or maybe something else,” The Queen shook her head slightly, “Either way, we need to get these ships back to the Lore… somehow.”
“What about Infinity? Isn’t he still dangerous?”
“The damage we’ve done today, he might as well already be dead. We don’t have time to worry about him anyway. It’s time to avenge my kingdom.”
Claire nodded, “And save the United Worlds. Karalus isn’t going to leave them alone.”
The Queen looked at the burning ship bay, and the twelve GT-67s they needed that were on it, “We’re gonna have to make a lot of trips to the Lore and back,” She sighed, while pressing a button to release the teleportation cubes.
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CHAPTER 17
“Sir, we’re being hailed by an unidentified signal… should I accept?” Asked an Asian United World’s recruit. They were in the bridge of an Asteroid Belt Checkpoint base. It was one of the main stations on four sides of the inner asteroid belt, a giant ring of outposts surrounding the entire inner part of the Solar System. He was wearing the standard white, United Worlds uniform, with the Earth pocket patch.
“Unidentified? What is this? Another, ‘miss-call,’ from Aculus 5?” Asked the Admiral. He was Kelisian and was wearing a more official, sleeker uniform, with more pins and awards on it, “Answer it,” he said, annoyed, like he had better things to do.
A holo-screen appeared over the windshield, with the smirking face of Karalus.
“Now you listen here; I don’t know who…” The Admiral paused abruptly, in dead silence when he saw the face on the screen, “Neptunian…”
The human who had announced the call looked confused.
“Ah, you recognize my face do you? Feel any guilt? I would. Anyway, you listen here my Kelisian friend. I’m here to kill you, plain and simple. I’m going to kill you, and everyone on that little rock of yours, and then I’m going to kill the rest of you filth, and erase your stench from existence,” Karalus paused, seeing the flustered face on the Kelisian Admiral, “Sorry, I just get a little… riled up sometimes, anywho, last words?” Karalus gave a fake smile.
“Who the hell do you think you are? Listen, I need you to…” The Admiral was cut off when the holo-screen deactivated.
“Who… who was that sir?” The recruit asked, a little nervous.
Before the Admiral could answer, the Jupitain mothership came out of I-Hypotonic warp, revealing itself to the United Worlds. It was one hundred times bigger than the base. Four thousand Jupitain warships came in behind it, gathered from all of their occupied worlds and bases. Almost every Jupitain force was there.
Everyone on the bridge was speechless, “Evacuate the asteroid belt… evacuate now!!” The Admiral ordered, panicked. The rest of the crew on the bridge were humans. Everyone was screaming.
Karalus was sitting in the bridge of his mothership, watching the frigates and fighters on the asteroid base flee. He smirked broadly. Imp was standing next to him, “I’ve waited decades for this day, my day. It’s time to avenge my people,” There were dozens of Jupitains under him, piloting the entire ship.
“Have all frontal warships focusing fire on escaping ships, crush their hope of escape. They’ll call for reinforcements soon, and then the real battle will begin.” All of the Jupitain’s visors turned green. They were communicating with the other ships. Fifty Jupitain warships flew to the front of the formation and fired their Ion cannons and laser turrets at every escaping ship. Nobody got away. Bodies, all mostly human, were floating through space. Debris were everywhere.
Karalus just watched, fire in his eyes reflecting from the exploding ships. He had his hand on his chin, in a thinking position. Smiling.
Vheeeew! Lewis’s highjacked Jupitain warship arrived at the fleet. It had just flown in at the speed of light. It almost smashed into another Jupitain warship. It screeched across the side of it before it could stabilize.
“What the hell man, I thought you said you knew how to fly this thing!” Lewis shouted from the Captain’s chair.
“I said might know, might!” The alien, Reverend, butted back. He had light red skin, and dark red eyes that otherwise looked like a human’s. He was wearing a brown cloak, with a dirty white undershirt underneath.
“I don’t think they noticed,” The robot-looking alien said, “They probably think we’re late.”
“Why are we in the back? What’s going on up there?” Lewis asked. All he could see were other Jupitain ships, firing on something, “Wait a second,” Lewis said, “This… this is the middle asteroid belt, which means that they got past the Alpha checkpoint… h-how’d they get past that without the United Worlds sending the whole fleet?”
“Kid, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but these are the Demons… they steamroll anything in their way.”
“There was a heavily armored asteroid base, miles away from here, that could detect, anything, and now they’re attacking the Checkpoint… this-this isn’t good at all,” Lewis said, “We have to get into position before the fleet gets here.”
“I thought that we had to wait for the fleet to get here before we got into position?” An alien asked.
“Not if they're breaking through this fast… if they destroy defenses at this rate, then they’ll reach the sun before we can do enough damage. They’re going too fast.”
“I don’t get it. Why don’t they just go full speed, and reach the star before the fleet even knows about them?” The grey skinned alien asked.
“I… have no idea actually,” Lewis realized, “This guy’s just crazy I guess.”
“If this man really wants to destroy everything, just cause of that, then I sure can’t wait to shoot him into oblivion,” Another alien said. He had yellow skin, with a blue line running down the right side of his face.
“He’s the mastermind behind all of this… and he’s gonna pay,” Lewis said, “See if we can move out of the fleet a little, enough to get in range, but not enough to get them suspicious.”
“Easier said than done, there’s a Demon warship to the right of us that’s barely a few meters away, and to the left, there are two of them, one on top and one on the bottom. There’s also one maybe a half a mile above us, and below us. We’re boxed in,” The grey alien said, still sitting at the control board.
“I once saw a Jupitain warship fly sideways and smash bow first through a skyscraper on my planet. After the building collapsed, it got upright again, like nothing happened, so I know it’s possible to get out of this,” Lewis said.
“Sure, it’s possible… however, before the Demons invaded my world, I was a Quantum Plasma weapon designer. I’m no pilot,” The alien said. He looked around the bridge, “None of us are,” He pointed at the two ships to the left of them, “There’s a small gap under the top warship, big enough for us to turn sideways and go through, only problem is that we’re also trying to keep up with the accelerating fleet.”
“Why can’t we just go backwards?” Lewis asked.
“Because then, they’ll think there are a bunch of malfunctioning Demons, trying to be deserters, and shoot us out of existence.”
“They’ll think that if we do a frickin’ flip under their ships too,” Lewis argued.
“It’s better than looking like we’re retreating, if we go backwards we’re dead for sure.”
There was a long pause, then, “I can do it,” Lewis said.
“Might as well just have em’ blow us up now! No way this guy’s gonna be able to do that!” A grumpy looking, robot-like alien said. Unlike the other animatronic on the bridge, this one was rusty, and looked beaten.
“Hey!” Lewis shouted back, “If I remember correctly, I rescued your ass from that Jupitain cell, so how about you put a little more faith in your Captain?”
“Captain? You can’t just give yourself that rank,” The rusty robot-looking alien said.
“Oh yes, I can,” Lewis said. He stood up out of his seat, “I’m the Admiral of this ship, and I’m the one who’s gonna get us through those two ships.”
The alien scoffed. Lewis looked at him for a second but didn’t think it was worth it to keep arguing. After all, the whole Galaxy was at stake. Maybe more than that.
A different alien butted in, “Ok then, ‘Captain,’ I don’t mean any offense by this… but how are you qualified to fly this vessel so proficiently. You told us you used to be an asteroid clearer,” The Kalarian woman said.
Lewis smirked, “I’m not qualified, I was a nobody before this, still am… but I know I can do this. I’m the only one here with a fraction of experience probably. Simulators, tests. Video games.”
“What’s a video game? Sphere’s not translating that,” Reverend said.
“Alright then. It doesn’t look like we have any objections, right everybody?” Another alien said. He was sitting on a far side of the bridge, wearing a brown, hooded cloak, that hid his face and entire body. The only parts of his body that were visible were his hands, which were pitch black.
Everyone in the bridge looked worried or mad, but no one objected.
“Let’s do this,” Lewis said. He walked over to the control pad. The grey alien stepped away to let him take control of the console. Lewis looked at the controls, scanning the entire board. Non-translated symbols, and complicated looking holo-images of the ship’s features, and their status, covered the board. Lewis put both hands on the control board and took a deep breath.
“So, we have to turn the ship sideways, while it’s moving, and slide under another warship, but high enough to not hit the warship underneath it… while those two ships are moving as well?” The cleaner looking robot-like alien asked.
“Yeah,” Lewis breathed.
“We’re so dead,” The rusty robot-like alien muttered.
Lewis slid his hand up on the control pad, “Alright people, increasing engine power, speeding up,” The hijacked Jupitain warship started to slowly advance towards the ship next to it. It’s bow started to reach farther than the other’s.
“There they are,” Lewis sighed. He jerked his hand slowly against the control pad. The ship started to lean to the left slowly. Lewis didn’t even realize that he was holding his breath. Reverend grabbed frantically for his seatbelt.
The warship went completely sideways and started to stabilize itself with small thrusters all around the hull of the ship. Lewis decreased the engine power, and the ship began to glide slowly, the lack of gravity helping ease the vessel into position. The sideways warship was starting to approach the two warships to the left. The gap between them was big, but it would be easy to slam into either of the two ships. The hijacked ship was moving forwards, and slightly to the left at the same time, barely going faster than the two warships.
“Come on, come on,” Lewis mumbled. He was biting his lip. He turned off the main engine booster, and the stabilizers were the only thing propelling the ship, but it was enough. The ship reached the gap and started to go through slowly. They were under another warship’s hull, while over another one’s. The bridge went dark from the shadow made by the top ship, and in a few, heart pounding seconds, the bridge saw light again, as it left the gap, unscathed.
Lewis made it turn upright again, next to the two ships so that it looked like it was still in formation, then collapsed into his chair, sweating. The bridge was silent for a few seconds and then burst into celebration. Aliens whooped and hollered, patting Lewis on the shoulder, and hugging each other.
“If we get out of this, that United Worlds of yours is giving you every medal it has!” The grey alien said.
Lewis gazed into space, dumbfounded, and… happy. Those feelings quickly faded, “We’re not done,” Lewis said. Everyone stopped cheering and looked at him, “We’re not done,” he said again, quieter, “Get us into position.”
The grey alien nodded and took control in a seat next to Lewis.
“Did that ship just slide between those two other ones?” Karalus asked, looking at a high tech version of a sonar, next to his control board. It showed everything on the battlefield, in 3D detail.
“Yes, Alpha,” Imp confirmed.
“Well, that’s odd,” Karalus said to himself sarcastically.
“Should we destroy it, sir?” Imp asked.
“Don’t destroy it, but uh… send a boarding party to investigate. Go with them. I don’t want any ships destroyed for this fight. I need everything If the ground invasion of Mars and that other little rock next to it are going to do any damage, I want them to suffer, worse than I did. Worse than I am.”
“Yes Alpha,” Imp replied. He walked away for the main hangar, leaving Karalus to watch his forces obliterate the rest of the asteroid belt’s space stations. Imp reached the hangar and communicated with the Jupitains through his visor. He took forty, and boarded a transport ship, along with the Jupitains he ordered to come with him. After a few seconds, the ship’s engines roared, and the ship lifted from the hangar floor, and into space, escorted by two Jupitain fighters.
The three Jupitain ships started to approach the highjacked Jupitain warship.
“What the…” Lewis cursed, “Those aren’t ours, they’re coming from the mothership.”
“Aw crap, they did notice us,” The yellow alien said, frantic.
“Don’t panic,” Lewis said, “They haven’t shot us into pieces yet, so that means they probably don’t suspect much…”
“Don’t suspect much?! How many times does a Jupitain warship on protocol turn sideways…? They probably have a hundred Demons on those ships, ready to slaughter us!” The rusty, robot-like alien said, frantic.
“Shut up… There’s only three ships,” The cleaner robot-like alien said, “And two of them are fighters, so whatever’s on that thing… we can probably handle it.”
“They’re gonna dock with us…” Lewis realized.
“Dock us?!” The frantic alien cried, “That’s it guys, it’s been a great run, but we’re dead, we’re just dead.”
“I haven’t even started the damn run,” Lewis remarked, grunting, “Get the fighter pilots in the main hangar notified, they’ll be coming for them first.”
“Yes sir,” Reverend said. He pressed a button on a control board, and held it down, “Attention fellow crew-mates, we have a Demon boarding ship docking with our airlock, they will be approaching the main hangar in minutes. Brace yourselves.”
An alien cursed. He walked out of his Jupitain fighter cursing the whole time and banging the walls above his landing gear ramp, “They’re gonna kill us before we have time to fight back!” He cried. He had dark orange skin, and an orange gem on the right side of his forehead.
“We’ll fight back from here and in space,” Abigail said, “It’s not time to give up. This is, just a little setback.”
“A little setback?!” The alien repeated, hysterical, “They’ll flood through here and kill us! Just like they have every other force in the Galaxy! We’re…”
Pzzoouch! Another alien stunned him with a laser rifle, making him fall to the ground like he was tazed.
“Damn tired of people like that, no room for em’ in the rebellion,” It was the soldier alien, from the warship that had originally abducted James’s crew, “We’re all ready to fight, and I personally, am ready to die, if it leads to a chance of ending the horde.”
“Good, then take positions,” Abigail said, “These fighters can provide support, even while they’re in a landing position. We can fire their cannons from the ground, while others find cover behind them with laser rifles.”
The soldier alien looked around at everybody. They were all whispering to each other, “Well? What’s everybody standing around for?! Move!”
The Jupitains blew through the airlock door, causing it to fly into the wall behind it. Imp walked into the warship first, followed by the Jupitains, who quickly flooded in from behind. He looked around the hallway. It was dimly lit, and quiet. Too quiet.
“Find a heat signature,” Imp ordered, “Search every room, control center, compartment. Everything. This ship needs to be in perfect condition!”
The Jupitains grunted to show compliance and split up to search the ship. They walked through hallways and tore up everything in sight. They ravaged the place, opening every compartment, and scanning through every data server. Then, they found a visor on the ground, surrounded by a puddle of ruined Dark matter. Whenever a Jupitain died, the Dark matter that had been duplicated via the one drop, would be impure, and useless, therefore making duplicating Dark matter impossible.
A Jupitain picked up the visor, and called Imp over with a loud roar. Imp took it and looked at it. It was in perfect condition; the visors were so tough that even hitting the ground abruptly wouldn’t scratch them.
“This visor was untouched,” Imp thought for a second, “An energy surge… must’ve overloaded the visor and reset it, causing the E6’s code to glitch. This ship must have had a power failure of some kind, but how?”
A Jupitain’s visor blinked, to communicate with Imp’s visor, “Keep searching. There’s no way this ship malfunctioned without there being a saboteur on board,” Imp ordered.
The Jupitains obeyed and inspected more of the ship. One stopped abruptly and turned around. It’s visor turned green.
“Heat signatures? Where?” Imp asked.
“Hangar…” It growled eerily.
Imp pressed a button on his own visor. He saw it too. Dozens of them. “They’re in the main hangar,” Imp said, “Kill them.” 
The Jupitains roared savagely with excitement, and sprinted towards the main hangar like animals, roaring the whole way.
Abigail could hear the faint sound from the hangar, “Shit,” She mumbled, “Already?” She turned towards the rescued aliens, “Get ready everyone. They’re coming!” She yelled.
There was a line of three fighters, in the landing position, laser cannons aimed at the hangar entrance, with aliens inside of them. Other aliens were behind the wall of fighters; laser rifles pointed at the entrance as well. Everyone was sweating or breathing heavily. The roaring got louder, and louder, like death itself was getting closer and closer. A Darsakian man grimaced, and tried to straighten up. Then, all of a sudden, the roaring stopped, and it was quiet for a few seconds. Everyone tightened up.
Then, booom! Jupitains blew through the hangar entrance with a laser launcher, flinging the door pieces into the wall of fighters. They poured in, shooting and roaring at the same time, killing three people in seconds. The pilots inside the fighters used the laser cannons to fire at the crowds of Jupitains, making them have to split their ranks, and blowing some into different directions. None of their visors broke though.
The Jupitains advanced onto the fortification, shooting so much, that all people could do was take cover. Someone grunted stressfully, hands holding his head while laser bolts hit against the part of the fighter he was hiding behind. Some of the Jupitains started to separate from their ranks, and sprint towards the wall of fighters without any weapons except for their claws. The fighters provided lots of firepower, but not enough. Jupitains started to climb over the fighters and reach the people behind them. They started to impale people with their claws, but it was easier to hit their visors now.
The soldier alien shouted something and fired a stream of energy bolts into one Jupitain after another, hitting their visors and leaving them into nothing more than a puddle of goo. A Jupitain with a laser launcher came through the ranks and fired on the center of one of the fighters. The laser hit through the middle of the fighter and blew it up completely. Debris were scattered everywhere, and the people that were taking cover behind it were blown backward, some missing limbs.
Abigail cursed and shot off two Jupitains amidst the chaos. She was sweating, and getting overwhelmed, but then, she saw… him.
Imp moved through the horde, armed with a laser pistol, and shooting one handed at the enemy, without any concern of being shot. He moved calm and smoothly, the visor perfecting his combat skills. He shot an alien through the forehead. The alien next to him screamed.
“Nooo!” He knelt down next to him, “Damn it Neflim!” He saw his forehead wound and knew it would be hopeless to try and save him. The man shouted angrily and took position above the fighter. He sprayed bolts of energy into the crowd of Jupitains; anger fueling his fight. Jupitains fell in rows, visors exploding. The alien inspired others, and people started to shout simultaneously, and jump over the fighter wall, or rush through the hole made by the laser launcher.
People started to cut through the Jupitains, and make some ground. The Jupitain with the laser launcher fired again and blew a crowd of people away, but they kept advancing.
Abigail couldn’t tell for sure since there was a visor covering his eyes, but the rest of him, his face, his features. It was all him. It was all Imp. Through the sound of laser fire and explosions, Abigail shouted as loud as she could, “Imptanius!!”
Imp paused, for a brief second, and lowered his gun. He kept his guard down, just for a second. He looked up at Abigail, and briefly, the visor lost control. He stood there, just looking at her, expressionless. It was long enough for someone to hurl an energy pulse grenade into the crowd of Jupitains. It surged, and exploded, sending sparks everywhere. Imp flew backwards, along with some of the Jupitains. Others were disintegrated.
The alien that had thrown the grenade dived back into cover, Jupitains now targeting him. An alien next to him asked jokingly, “You couldn’t have found those five minutes ago?”
The Jupitains started to gain the upper hand again and were beginning to advance towards the hole blown through the wall of fighters. Then, yelling echoed through the hangar entrance, and Lewis came in from behind the Jupitains, flying in on a hover speeder, shooting through the back of the Jupitain’s heads, trying to hit their visors. People from the bridge spilled in, shouting battle cries and tackling Jupitains from behind.
The Jupitains had to fight on two fronts now, and they were being shot at without cover from two sides. They were overwhelmed almost immediately. The Jupitains had to stop their advance to protect themselves from behind, and then were shot in the back anyway. Imp sat up and looked around all the chaos that was surrounding him. He watched Jupitains fall to the ground and turn into puddles of goo. He heard the shouts of injured aliens, and battle cries. His visor was cracked and was emitting static sound. It wasn’t controlling him anymore; it was too damaged.
He pulled it off, sweat pouring down his face. He looked at it, a giant crack down the middle from the impact of the grenade. He dropped it and tried to sit up, but everything around him was too overwhelming to take it. The explosions, the fighting. The colors. He got up, hands on his knees, panting. Then, Lewis hit him over the head with the butt of his laser rifle. Imp fell on his back, eyes closed, moaning. Lewis went from angry to surprised in less than a second.
“Oh my God, Imp?!” He yelled. He jumped off of his speeder and held him, “I-I thought you were dead, what the hell are you doing here?!”
Imp couldn’t speak. He tried to say something, but everything was just so… overwhelming. This was the first time he had his own conscience, in, he didn’t know how long.
Lewis dragged him out of the hangar, passing the advancing aliens. They fought relentlessly, charging and shouting. The Jupitains became surrounded until the aliens started to pick them off one by one until there were none left. Dark matter covered the hangar floor, so did debris, and the blood of the aliens who had fought to protect the mission.
They had won, but nobody was celebrating. They had lost too many people. Abigail wasn’t fazed by the battle though, all she cared about at the moment, was Imp. She jumped off the Jupitain fighter and ran towards where Lewis had dragged him. She stopped next to them, breathing heavily. Lewis was talking to Imp, trying to get information out of him. He turned his head slowly and looked at Abigail.
He coughed, and whispered, “Abigail…” Then his head rolled, and he fell asleep. Lewis looked at him for a second, confused, then looked at Abigail.
“You two know each other?” He asked.
Abigail was quiet for a second, then said, “I-I don’t know. I, I just remember his face. His name. It’s so clear in my head but… I-I can’t remember who he is… or what he did, but I feel like I know him.”
Lewis blinked, “Well, that’s… weird, but we have a problem. Karalus must’ve taken over his brain after he abducted me and the rest of my old crew, but I don’t know why he would’ve needed him, other than the fact that he’s Martian, or Kelisian or whatever,”  Lewis stood up, “Anyway, since he’s not under Karalus’s control anymore… he’ll know that the attack failed and that something went wrong, then he’ll blow this ship up.”
“What if… what if we put another visor on him, and had him check in with Karalus to tell him everything’s ok?”
Lewis thought for a second, “That could work, but how do we know he’ll buy it? This guy hacked into the Jupitain’s control system and took the entire army for himself. The man’s not an idiot.”
“Ok, but it’s the only option we have. We can hail him on the bridge to show he’s taken control, and that everything’s fine,” Abigail said.
“Ok, but how are we gonna wake him up?” Lewis asked.
Abigail shrugged, “A doctor? There’s gotta be some kind of medication that can wake him.”
Lewis walked into the main hangar. Everyone was either hugging each other, attending an injured alien or laying against something, resting, “Listen up everybody, is anyone in here a doctor or something… or someone who’s familiar with medicine?”
An alien slowly got to his feet. He was a little chubby around the waist, and had dark red skin, with a fat looking face. He had been talking to another alien, “I used to be a chem trader, best substicides in the Nefulide Quadrant… some of the stuff I sold were medicines,” He answered back.
“Alright, that’ll do, follow me,” Lewis said, pretending like he knew what that meant. The alien nodded and followed behind.
Lewis lifted Imp by his arms, while Abigail took his legs. They picked him up and started to take him to the med bay.
“What’s going on here?” The alien asked. He looked at Imp, who was wearing clothes that visor controlled organisms wore. Black, high tech, sleek looking armaments, “You want me to fix this, this Demon sider? This traitor?” He asked.
“Not a traitor, he was a friend of mine, ours,” He looked at Abigail, “He was kidnapped by Karalus, forced to do his dirty work, I guess. We were hoping you could find something that’ll wake him up, with a lot of energy too, so that he can talk. Basically, make him sober.”
“Ok, ok,” The alien said, “I can do that, but you owe us all an explanation after this. My name’s Samung, by the way.”
“Lewis,” Lewis said, “Over there’s Abigail.”
Abigail didn’t acknowledge him; she just looked at Imp.
They reached the med bay and set Imp on a hard metal table.  It was meant for prisoners, not crew. Samung looked through medical compartments, most of what he found were poisons, or biological torture chemicals used in the early days for Jupitains to get important prisoners to spill critical information.
“Found something!” Samung said excitedly, “This stuff is called Nexcieventum, it overloads the body’s blood cells and nervous system increasing awareness and energy, for a variety of uses, from faster brain activity to improved sexual performance.”
“Ok, enough explaining, just put it in him,” Lewis said.
Samung put the vial into a sleek, high tech looking needle, and put it into Imp’s arm. He winced, then breathed out loudly. It took two seconds for him to sit up abruptly, and look around frantically, “No no no!! Don’t do, don’t- who… where… Lewis!?” The two of them were hardly close, but Lewis was the only one Imp had really talked to on the asteroid clearing ship.
Imp jumped off the medical ‘bed,’ and hugged Lewis. Standing up straight, he was over a foot taller than him, “I-I thought he killed you. He said he did… he said you were dead…”
“I… I thought you were too, how, why were you wearing a visor, why were you fighting alongside the Jupitains?”
Imp’s smile faded quickly. Memories started to stream into his head. He let go of Lewis and sat back down. “I-I killed, I killed people… hundreds of people.” Innocent people. He shed a tear.
“Whoa now, that’s not your fault!” Lewis said, “You were forced to, that visor, it took control of you; there’s nothing you could have done.”
“I still did it though,” Imp said, “Nothing changes that.”
“Imptanius…” Abigail said, “I, I feel like I know you… or, did, know you. I just… I just can’t remember exactly, who you are, or how I remember your name.”
Imp was hit with a feeling of fear, and relief at the same time, like he was glad she didn’t remember him, “You… you were a refugee we picked up, from an old Martian facility. Not my kind but, the ones that inhabited Mars before us… They abducted you from Earth years ago, we found you in an abandoned facility, kept alive in a cryogenic pod. You left because you didn’t want to sit by and watch as the E6s ravaged the Galaxy. You were disgusted, so you left to, to help,” He lied. He only told her half the truth. The truth that they were once a couple, and had gone to Earth together to attempt to free it from the Jupitains themselves.
He didn’t want her to know. He didn’t want to make her ashamed of him. He gazed at her, longingly, and noticed how it looked like she hadn’t aged since 2027.
“Oh,” she said, like she was expecting something different.
“Sorry to say that that doesn’t matter right now,” Lewis said, “Karalus is waiting for a report back from you, to see how the attack on our warship went, and if you don’t answer soon he’ll have no choice but to blow us into oblivion. That means we need to find you another visor and have you hail Karalus from the bridge, saying everything’s ok.”
“What?! No, no no no I-I can’t put on another visor! Not again! Not after what it made me do!” Imp said frantically.
“Imp I don’t have time to explain, but right now the fate of the entire Galaxy is at stake. Karalus is going to destroy everything just because of his hatred of your kind. This, this is the only way.”
Imp was panting.
“We’ll be there, we’ll take it off if anything goes wrong, I swear,” Lewis said. He looked Imp in the eyes.
“Ok,” Imp said, his mouth dry. “Ok, I’ll do it.”
“Samung, I’m gonna need you to find a perfect conditioned visor, they're littering the place, meet us at the bridge when you find one.”
“You got it, boss,” he said. He left the room, walking quickly.
“Boss,” Lewis repeated quietly. He grabbed his shirt collar, self-absorbed for a second. “I like the sound of that,” he looked at Imp and Abigail, “Alright people, let’s move.”
“You couldn’t even play checkers last time I saw you, now you’ve taken charge of a crew of strangers,” Imp smirked.
“Amazing what you can do when your life depends on it,” Lewis said. They started for the bridge. Imp watched Abigail, who was staring at the ground while she walked, arms crossed. She couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more than what Imp told her.
When they reached the hangar, The Jupitain fleet was speeding up. They had destroyed the entire asteroid belt defense, that had been lined with over a hundred bases.
“God…” Lewis said openmouthed. Debris floated aimlessly in every direction, banging against Jupitain warships.
“Captain, the Demons are starting to speed up, I’ve kept up with them for this long without any complication, but they’re not going fast enough to reach the star in even twenty-four hours… they’re not going after it for some reason,” said Reverend. 
Karalus’s fleet was going really fast now, and they passed the asteroid belt completely, but they weren’t going fast enough to reach the sun anytime soon.
“What’s your game Karalus?” Lewis asked himself, “Reverend.”
Reverend turned around, “Yes sir?”
“I’m gonna need you to hide, at least under the controls or something. We’re gonna hail Karalus.”
“Hail Karalus?!?” Reverend repeated, stunned.
“Don’t worry, it’s all part of the plan,” Lewis assured him, “Imp, while he’s talking, don’t act like anything’s out of the ordinary, talk calmly, you Mar- Kelisians are good at that, pretend you’re still under his control.”
“How’d you know about Kelisian?! That’s a national secret…” Imp sighed, “Ok… whatever, let’s do this.”
Samung rushed in with a visor, “Found one,” he said enthusiastically. He gave it to Imp, “Good luck buddy, we’re counting on you,” He hit his shoulder, friendly.
“Ok everybody, hide somewhere,” Lewis said.
Samung and Reverend hid under the bridge, in the control area. Lewis and Abigail hid behind two thick metal support beams. They were hidden from the hail camera.
Imp took a deep breath and put the visor on while exhaling. He didn’t hail Karalus yet. He had to make sure it wouldn’t take control of him. He skipped the ‘new Jupitain presentation’ by willing it so with his mind, and the visor went to its regular function.
His vision was enhanced, and he had a targeting system. It scanned for heat signatures and analyzed Samung and Reverend while they were under the bridge floor. It could scan through walls, he remembered. It did everything it was supposed to, but he wasn’t forced to do anything. He had free will.
“All good,” he said, “Hailing in three… two…”
Lewis gulped.
“One.”
Imp pressed a button on the control pad, and the screen went from clear glass, showing the Jupitain fleet, to pitch black. Then, it whizzed, and the broad smiling face of Karalus appeared.
“My Kelisian killer…” He smiled, “You have no idea how thrilled I am, the entire belt destroyed without losing a single ship, and the entire United World’s fleet in one place, defending Mars… everything, is going according to plan,” he said it insanely, like the excitement from finally accomplishing his goal was overwhelming him, “Anyway, how’d the… inspection go? What was the problem?”
Imp tried to talk in the deepest voice possible, “Sir, the ship was hijacked by a group of rebels before it’s departure from its base. They were overrun,” He paused, “They were trying to get into a position to sabotage the fleet, but we apprehended them before they could do any damage.”
Karalus paused for a second, raising an eyebrow, then responded, “Rebels? Thought I took care of that scum a long time ago, but of course, there are always a few pockets showing up here and there,” Karalus’s smile faded. “They tried to mess with my fleet? I hope you killed every last one of them… even though death is too merciful of a punishment when it comes to plotting against me.”
Lewis clenched his fists. 
“Kelisian I want you back to my ship immediately, I need you to be on the front lines for my invasion of Mars. They built a city. Can you believe it? A whole city, under their Mothership to celebrate the unification of humans and Kelisians, it’s kind of funny actually. Unification. Your scum of a species lies right through their teeth every word they say. I’m going to burn that city to the ground, and then every city on that other rock before I make my final move onto their star. The remaining Kelisians will watch, watch as I fly into their last controlled star, and blow the entire Galaxy into nothing with it. Watch, as I destroy everything they ever stood for, everything they ever were. I will clean the universe of their scum, their lies… their very existence.”
He laughed a little, “Oh, and tell ‘Red’ to say hello to that Heavy fellow for me, will you? Lewis Blake.”
Imp gaped. Shocked. The screen went dark, and cleared, revealing the view of the fleet again. Every Jupitain warship nearby was aiming their laser cannons at the ship.
Lewis leaped from cover, “Dammit!” He yelled. He took the controls, “How the hell did he know we were here?! Brace yourselves everybody!”
“We’re gonna die, we’re gonna die, we’re gonna die!” Samung climbed out of the lower controls, “There’s no way we get out of this!” His cheery personality had disappeared.
“Keep your shit together, I got this!” Lewis yelled, “I hope.” He strapped into the control chair and slammed the control panel, adjusting everything he could. “Buckle up everybody!” He tapped into the ship’s intercom, “Attention crew, our ship will be experiencing heavy firepower, everybody hold on to something, it’s gonna be a rough flight!” He let go of the intercom button and set the shields up to full power.
The Jupitain warships unloaded their full wrath on the hijacked one, shooting every cannon in their arsenal. The sound of Ion cannon clicks echoed through space. Click click click… booom, sounded repeatedly. The constant drum of laser cannon fire was all anyone could hear, besides the roar of the warship’s engine. The shields went from ninety-eight percent to forty in less than two seconds.
“Lewis you better have a plan!” Abigail shouted.
He didn’t respond; he kept flying the warship. He made it turn towards the fleet, and fly directly towards it. He groaned angrily, each surge of energy from Jupitain canons making the ship shake. He turned the ship sideways at the last second before it could collide with the other Jupitain warship, and flew under it, while above another.
He was flying between the middle of the fleet. The Jupitain warships couldn’t fire at them without hitting their own forces. They did anyway. They made a few hits, but most went past their target and hit another warship under or above it.
Lewis kept moving the ship. If they stood still, they would be instantly obliterated. He maneuvered past dozens of warships, laser fire just barely missing them and hitting other ships.
“How are you missing?!” Karalus screamed, losing his temper, “It’s over a thousand to one!! Scramble the fighters! Don’t let that scum live!”
“We got company!” Samung yelled. Over two hundred Jupitain fighters started to fly towards their ship.
Lewis cursed. He didn’t fire any weapons, but instead sped up. He kept maneuvering between warship after warship, trying to stay close enough so that they weren’t too easy of a shot.
“We have to get out of here!” Reverend yelled, “Can we make an I-Hypotonic jump!?”
“No, we’ve taken too much damage…” Lewis started. Booom! An Ion burst hit the last of the shield, causing it to disperse and break.
“That was the last of our shields!” Abigail yelled.
“We need to deploy every kinetic surge missile towards the back of the ship!” Reverend yelled.
“I have no idea what the hell those are, but do it!” Lewis screamed.
Smoke was starting to emit from the back of the ship from constant Jupitain fire. Most shots were missing, but the few that weren’t was enough. To make things worse, Jupitain fighters were starting to reach the warship and were raining down fire.
Samung and Abigail released every Kinetic surge missile on the ship. They were meant to clear asteroids from an area to clear transportation routes. Twenty of the rockets left the ship but weren’t turned on. Once they left their torpedo tubes, they drifted aimlessly, while the ship sped past them. Once the warship’s engine booster passed them, Abigail set the missiles to blow. They all exploded at the same time.
Pa-phoooom! They released a colorless surge of energy in every direction, so powerful that it propelled every Jupitain fighter and warship backward, including the one Lewis was piloting.
The surge blew the warship through space at an incredibly fast speed since the engines were also at full power. They flew past the asteroid belt, and out of range of the Jupitain fleet. Because of the lack of gravity, they kept moving away at the same speed, until they could barely see the fleet anymore. The missiles had also made a giant hole in the Jupitain fleet. The ships had banged into each other, and fighters had slammed into anything nearby, blowing up. Other than a few fighters, Karalus’s fleet was unscathed.
“Clever,” Karalus said simply to himself, “Keep moving forward. There’s nothing they can do, but ah, just in case. Send five warships after them. I don’t want them coming in from behind to shock us.”
The Jupitains complied and started to send messages from their visors from the bridge of the mothership.
“Nothing will get in my way,” Karalus mumbled.




CHAPTER 18
“You know how to fly this thing?” James asked Douglas. They were inside the bridge of a docked Jupitain warship. The base had been abandoned since all the Jupitains in it had tried to massacre the village.
“Yeah, I know how,” He replied, “One of my successful missions with the rebellion, can count all those with my fingers,” He chuckled. “Me and a buddy had to hijack one o’ these buckets to get into a heavily guarded Demon weapons vault. Made it out, barely. Still didn’t make a difference in our odds though, probably just delayed our inevitable destruction.”
He tapped a few buttons on the control board, and the ship hummed to life. The engine roared, then stabilized, quietly. It was almost peaceful.
“You two realize that what we’re going into’s gonna be pure hell, right?” Douglas asked.
“Don’t care,” Mark said, “I just wanna save my home, no matter the cost.”
“Yeah yeah, that’s what I said,” Douglas rolled his eyes, “But hey, long as there’s hope right?” He chuckled like it was a joke.
“You don’t have to come with us,” James said.
“And what kind of a man would I be if I didn’t go? I turned my back on my home, all of em, on my friend’s dying wishes… but I can’t turn my back on trillions. Not something a man can do. A human could do,” Douglas said. He turned to face James and Mark, “Enough with this sentimental shit, let’s get this bucket in the air.”
Douglas was sitting in the control chair, while James and Mark had taken positions next to him, at different control boards.
“Now I’ve got flight controls, but James, you’re my co-pilot, and Mark, you’ve got weapon systems. Anyone gets too close before we reach the mothership, give em’ hell.”
“Yes, sir,” James said automatically. He was used to saying that when someone took charge. “This is for you dad.”
Mark nodded at Douglas and took the controls. The laser turrets calibrated, and the Ion cannon whizzed to life.
“Alright cadets,” Douglas joked, he’d been through this too many times to take it seriously, “We’re gonna make an I-Hypotonic jump, move faster than light, and end up somewhere in the fleet. Before they can blow us up, we’ll use an escape pod, and teleport into the mothership’s hangar. There should be some extra visors around here somewhere.”
“What about our clothes?” James gestured at his rugged United World’s uniform.
Douglas glanced at it, “That’s in such bad condition a Demon slave could be wearing’ something’ better, we’ll be fine.”
“Why can’t we just teleport into the mothership from here?” Mark asked.
“Kid if you want to try and get the coordinates right from this point in space you be my guest, but we’re half a Galaxy away, without any exact idea where the fleet’s ships are except for this very faint energy signal coming from them, so any teleportation from here to there would most likely result in a destabilization in the molecular travel, and our immediate deaths,” Douglas said.
“You could’ve just said no,” Mark said.
“I could’ve, but I had to put you in your place,” Douglas said, “Alright people, get ready.”
The warship lifted from the dock, and into the air. It reached a few thousand feet into the sky, and stopped, hovering.
He tapped a few buttons on the control board and pulled a few levers. “Coords in, buckle up if you wanna live.”
James and Marked laughed.
“No, I’m serious,” Douglas said, “You’ll be fine in the chair, but you’ll probably disintegrate into atoms standing up.”
James and Mark buckled up abruptly, stunned.
He pushed the last lever, “Just kidding.”
The engine roared ear-piercingly loud, and the warship zoomed into space faster than the speed of light.
“One of you find three visors. We’ll be arriving at the fleet in… about a minute.”
“A minute?” James said, shocked.
“Better find those visors quick,” Douglas said calmly.
James looked through every compartment he could find on the bridge. There weren’t any.
“I can’t find any!” James yelled.
“Check the barracks. There’s usually some extras in there. Had to use em’ a few times,” Douglas said.
James ran over to the barracks and searched around. It was dimly lit, not meant for sleep or comfort, more like, storage. It could house at least a hundred Jupitains, keeping them in individual pods. He found a storage compartment, but it only had two visors in it. He frantically searched the rest of the room, but couldn’t find anything.
“Hurry up kid!” Douglas shouted from the bridge, “We’ve got twenty seconds!”
“There’s only two!” James shouted back. He ran back towards the bridge. “What are we gonna do?”
“Looks like we’re gonna need a prisoner,” Douglas said, like he’d done something like this before, “Now now, which one of us is the least hated by the Demons? I’ll go first. I was a rebel for forty years.”
“Karalus knows me by name, he talked to me when he took us hostage,” James said.
Mark sighed, “I guess I was knocked out when Karalus took us… he knows me the least.”
Douglas took a visor from James, “Looks like we have ourselves a prisoner,” he said. “Here’s how the prisoner game works. Once we board, we say we’re visor slaves escorting this special high level of importance prisoner to a cell block. When we get past security, we make our way down to the main engine room, and rig it to self-destruct, get out of there, and save the day,” Douglas said. “Cause that’s how it always goes,” He whispered to himself sarcastically.
“How will we get out?” Mark asked.
“We’ll set a count down, while everyone’s frantic and all hell’s breaking loose, we’ll sprint for a hangar and get out of there before the thing blows.”
“We’re here,” James said. The ship whined to a halt next to the fleet, and without hesitation, the three of them ran for the nearest escape pod. Jupitain warships nearby were already aiming their laser turrets at the extremely late ship. Douglas lifted a compartment piece from the floor that turned out to be an escape pod entrance. They climbed in and closed the hatch above them.
Douglas put in the mothership main hangar’s coordinates, “I calculated this earlier, the thing’s built just like any other Jupitain warship, only about a hundred times bigger. I estimated where the hanger would be based on data from regular Jupitain warships.”
“What if it’s wrong?” Mark asked.
Douglas put on a visor, “Then we’ll suffocate inside a thick metal wall,” he said simply.
“Oh. Great,” Mark said, sarcastically.
James gulped and put on his visor.
“Darsakian Holo Warp Transportation sequence started… … please wait,” said the voice of a robotic woman.
“Oh shut up you stupid thing.” Douglas hit the speaker with his fist. It buzzed, emitting a static sound. After three seconds, energy started to flow around the pod, and it teleported away from the Jupitain warship, just as the others stated to blow it into pieces.
The pod landed smack in the middle of the mothership’s hangar, and smashed into the ground, dangerously close to another Jupitain fighter.
“You think we’re in the right place?” James asked.
“We’re in the right place,” Douglas said, confident in himself. He looked at James’s uniform and pulled off the patch that had the picture of Earth on it. He hadn’t looked at it close enough earlier, “You might’ve well had been wearing a shirt that said kill me now,” Douglas said.
“Should I take my patch off?” Mark asked.
“No, you’re a prisoner, remember,” Douglas said, “We don’t have any handcuffs, so just keep your hands behind your back, and we’ll hold your arms, it’ll have to do.”
Douglas opened the escape pod hatch, and looked out, to see a hundred Jupitains surrounding them.
Without hesitation, Douglas said, “Do not be alarmed, we are escorting this prisoner, to cell block, B5, for interrogation.” 
One of the Jupitain’s visor’s blinked and turned green. Symbols appeared on Douglas’s visor screen that only he and the Jupitain he was communicating with could see. Douglas could read the symbols fluently.
The symbols read, “All prisoners were to be terminated, and prisons abandoned.”
Douglas said back, “This is a special prisoner, one who has critical last minute information that Karalus can use for his campaign.”
The Jupitains looked at each other, “The prisoner holds valuable information… must inform Alpha himself about valuable information. Come with. Will be escorted to see Alpha.”
“I assure you, an escort won’t be necessary…”
“You will be escorted to Alpha via E6 2.7 soldiers. Argument… … Denied.”
“Damn it,” Douglas murmured.
Twenty Jupitains waited at the exit of the escape pod to escort them to Karalus.
“This is gonna, complicate things,” Douglas said to James and Mark.
“How are we gonna lose them?” Mark asked.
“Wait for my signal,” Douglas said, “I’ll get us out of this, trust me. Been through worse than this.”
Douglas and James went out first. Douglas grabbed Mark viciously, trying to act like he hated him. He dragged Mark out of the escape pod and lifted him to his feet.
“Move it scum!” Douglas yelled.
The Jupitains smirked, liking Douglas’s brutality. They started to walk towards the exit. James looked up. The hangar was huge and incredibly high up; it was probably taller than the length of an entire Jupitain warship. What was taking up most of the space was, was something horrible. Most of the hangar was holding a massive container, filled to the brim, with Dark matter.
“That’s enough Dark matter to make trillions of Demons,” Douglas whispered, for the first time, shocked. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”
“What do you think it’s for?” James asked, whispering.
“I dunno, but if even a spark hit that it would be enough to destroy this entire fleet…” He repeated himself, “A spark.”
“No wonder there aren’t many fighters in here, the whole place’s empty,” James said.
“Surprised they didn’t shoot us on sight,” Douglas whispered. He was talking so quietly, James could barely hear him from a few inches away. He was being precautious of the Jupitain visor’s enhanced hearing.
The Jupitains marched into a dimly lit hallway, and Douglas slowly looked around. No cameras. No other Jupitains. Just pipes. There were pipes on the overhead, and on the walls, pumping Dark matter through the ship, towards the hangar.
Douglas slowly reached into his military grade trousers and pulled out the same laser pistol he had used to defend the village.
“What are you doing? There’re twenty of them,” James whispered frantically.
“Bouta-be-ten,” Douglas replied. He aimed his laser pistol quickly, at the head of the last Jupitain in the formation. They were walking in a column of twos, ten in a row. Douglas fired, and the green burst of energy blew through ten visors in less than a second. The ten Jupitains in the row fell to the ground as a pile of Dark matter goo. Douglas aimed for the other row faster than the Jupitains could completely turn their heads. He fired, but could only hit three before the rest of the Jupitains savagely jumped out of formation, and charged him.
Douglas punched another Jupitain in the face with his free hand, cracking the visor, and causing the Jupitain to malfunction, looking like it was having a seizure.
Mark tried to punch a Jupitain too, but it grabbed his arm, and threw him into a wall, slamming his back against a Dark matter pipe. It didn’t even dent, but Mark winced painfully, holding his back.
A Jupitain noticed him and tried to go for his stomach, but James tackled it. He tried to throw it on the ground, but the Jupitain grabbed him and slammed him on his back. It roared in his face, but before it could kill him, Douglas shot it through the center of its visor. It disintegrated into a puddle, the goo getting all over James.
He looked at Douglas, who had taken care of the rest of the Jupitains. He hadn’t broken a sweat, “Don’t let any a’ that shit in your bloodstream,” He put his laser pistol back in his trousers, “It’ll kill you instantly.”
James’s face turned to a frantic expression, as he hurriedly wiped Dark matter off his uniform.
“Ugh, I think something’s broken…” Mark moaned.
“Shut up you baby; it’s just a surface wound,” Douglas grabbed Mark’s arm and lifted him to his feet. “We’ve gotta find where that engine room is, James, tap your visor, see if it gives you any info based on our location.”
James tapped his visor, “No, no engine room, at least I don’t think so. It’s not showing me the location of anything specific, but-ah, I see these red dots. Thousands of them, hundreds of thousands… they’re moving through the ship…”
“It’s telling you where the Demons are,” Douglas concluded. “Keep watching that. We don’t wanna run into a patrol.”
The mothership suddenly came to a stop, and Mark was pushed into James from the abrupt halt.
“What the hell was that?” Douglas asked.
“It’s time,” Karalus said. He smiled a broad, evil smile, “Look at them… it’s pathetic.” He wasn’t speaking to anybody specific. He just liked to hear himself talk.
The entire United Worlds fleet was waiting for them. For Karalus. There were over eight hundred, state of the art United Worlds warships, barely orbiting Mars. Each ship looked different but yet had the same design in some places. They all very closely resembled the smooth and modern shape of a United States' Navy warship but were much sleeker, and high tech, improved by Kelisian innovation.
The top of the hulls looked like the bottom of a boat, with  sleek command bridges sticking out above the bows. Every ship was painted white. There were mounted plasma turrets, and Ion cannons on top of the vessels as artillery, and smaller laser turrets surrounding the hulls. Some had missile silos or large torpedo tubes underneath their hulls. 
The warship that stood out was the U.W.S Titan. It was huge, more significant than any of the other United Worlds ships, and the bow resembled the look of a United States Air Force drone. The Head-Admiral of the vessel was none other than the only human Admiral in the entire United Worlds. Admiral Edward Smith.
The Titan had three Ion cannons positioned on the top of its hull, with a variety of other weapons everywhere. It was a technological marvel. Against the fleet, was a force of over four thousand Jupitain warships, and a mothership ready to release hell onto Mars… Earth, and soon, the entire Galaxy. Maybe more.
Behind the United World’s fleet, was the last Kelisian flying saucer, housing over nine hundred thousand Kelisians, and under it, below Mars’s atmosphere, was a gigantic city. A city with the sole intention of uniting humans and Kelisians. The first Martian colony, filled with diversity, and beauty. Karalus wanted to destroy it all. Slowly.
“Hail the big one,” Karalus smirked, his voice sounding eerie. A Jupitain pressed a few buttons on a control pad, and a holo-screen appeared on the bridge, showing the face of Admiral Smith. He had a neatly trimmed white beard, and his face was toughened, and weathered. Deeply focused.
“Well hello there,” Karalus said simply, “Know why I’m here?” He asked, jokingly.
Edwards looked at him, entirely serious, “I don’t know why you’re here. I don’t know what you want, or what your reasoning is, but what I do know, is that somehow you're controlling these… these monsters, and you didn’t shut them off.”
“I’m not here to discuss morals. Admiral,” Karalus smirked, “I’m here to kill the insects. The scum that hides in the cracks. There’s nowhere else to go. I’m going to kill them, and you, and anyone else who stands in the way of justice! Justice, and vengeance… for my people, and it’s gonna be slow, so so painfully slow! I could’ve killed everyone, in the fraction of a second, but I didn’t, because I want you to watch. Watch as I destroy that city,” Karalus gestured at the one on Mars, below the giant flying saucer.
“And the rest on your world as well. I did that already but, you built them back up so fast. It would be a shame to leave them like that,” Karalus paused, staring into space. “Then I’ll kill everything. Just in case anyone made it out. I won’t just massacre the Kelisians,” He looked at Edwards. “I’ll make them extinct.”
Karalus made a Jupitain shut off the holo-screen, leaving Admiral Smith in silence, his entire crew, mostly Kelisians, left looking at him. He turned around, to face his crew. He didn’t say anything, just looked at all of them. A beeping sound started to come from a control board.
A Kelisian answered the call, “Sir. The Main Leader has issued an evacuation of all…”
“All what?” Edwards asked.
“All Kelisians. All Kelisians sir, to the mothership, she wants every Kelisian from the city of Insignia to evacuate to the mothership. They. They’re fleeing to deep space, sir.”
Edwards stood there, shocked, “What about the human citizens?” He asked.
“She- she didn’t say anything. Just. Just Kelisians.”
Before the Admiral could argue, the blare of a thousand Jupitain war horns echoed through space, making everyone’s blood run cold.
Edwards exhaled loudly, “Battle stations! Battle stations!! Prepare everything we have, everything! This is a Definity-01 level emergency!! Fire the Ion cannons!”
The Ion cannons on the U.W.S. Titan aimed at Karalus’s mothership and fired. Click click click… booom! The shots collided with the warship three seconds after the firing sound was heard. Three massive explosions hit the ship, and blue energy particles spread everywhere. The other hundreds of warships did the same, unleashing every weapon they had in their arsenal.
“So it begins,” Karalus said, serious for once, “Scramble the fighters. I want every single one out there,” He ordered, “And get every Tri-Tank we have, deployed onto the surface of Mars, ten miles away from that city, I want them raining down fire on those skyscrapers, and the oxygen generator. Then when they get close, they’ll stomp on the ashes until the only thing left is rubble and smoke.”
A Jupitain looked at him, “Three, primed and waiting,” It growled.
“The defense that city has, we would only need one, but this… this means more fire.”
“Yes, Alpha,” It screeched.
Tri-Tanks, Cyrisian war machines. Three giant metal legs, each ten stories high, that stomped and demolished anything under it. One leg in the front, two in the back, with a command center that resembled a blocky, clunky, high tech triangle, with a high powered Ion cannon positioned on top of it. The giant craft were slow, heavily armored, and explicitly made for invasions. They were the same type of heavy invasion craft that was used to destroy the United States’s Eleventh Fleet on Arrival Day.
The Jupitain warships returned fire. The sound of Ion cannons echoed through space. Plasma turrets fired nonstop, emitting a constant sound of, phoom, phoom, phoom, then recalibrating. Laser fire was everywhere. Explosions blinded every area. Every Jupitain warship opened their hangars, and fourteen thousand Jupitain fighters came zooming towards the United Fleet.
“Deploy every fighter squadron we have!” Edwards ordered, “Defend the fleet! We’re the only line of defense the United Worlds has!” He ordered a Kelisian officer. “Please tell me the Main Leader will deploy Special Forces, she-she has to!”
The officer didn’t say anything. He just looked away.
Edwards grabbed his shoulders and shook him, “Tell me! Tell me she’ll do it!”
Suddenly, the engines of the Kelisian mothership sparked and lit up. The light was blinding. Edwards and the officer watched it fly away into space, at I-Hypotonic warp… abandoning the city under it.
“Oh my God,” He breathed. He let go of the officer and turned around towards the front of the bridge. He looked out at the battlefield. He saw Jupitain fighters overwhelm his own. He watched them get shot down and explode. He watched two United Worlds warships slowly blow up in a chain reaction, debris flying everywhere. All he could do was stare. Just like Karalus wanted.
However, he didn’t want the humans to watch. He wanted the Kelisians to, but he knew that most of them would flee, just like they did to him thirty-nine years earlier, but he had a plan to make sure they would die anyway. There was no way the Kelisians could get out of the Galaxy fast enough, before the supernova caught up with the mothership, and vaporized them.
Another ship was being destroyed. The Admiral onboard was Kelisian, and he was giving orders on the bridge, relentlessly, “Deploy everything onto those two Cyrisian warships, fire the Ionuclear torpedoes!” The Admiral was supposed to keep the Cyrisian name a secret, but at this point, he didn’t care.
“Sir, s-some of the debris could hit us; we’re too close!” A female Weapons-Operator yelled.
“I don’t care how close we are, all you need to do is follow my orders, and just maybe we can all live a little longer!! Fire those torpedoes!” He shouted while pointing at the Jupitain warships outside of the bridge.
The ship’s engines had been disabled, and they were flying without control towards the Jupitain fleet. She nodded, tears all over, trying not to sob. She flicked a switch on her control board, and released twenty Ionuclear torpedoes aimed for ten nearby Jupitain warships.
Ionuclear torpedoes were advanced hydrogen bombs, upgraded by the Kelisians to do more damage, all while being able to penetrate shields.
The torpedoes collided with the warships, through their bows, destroying the fronts of the ships, and sending the rest of the crafts into a devastating chain reaction. Instead of creating a mushroom cloud, the explosions just looked like balls of fire because of the lack of gravity.
“Direct hit!!” The Admiral screamed. Before they could attack more, a Heavy-class Jupitain fighter, in thick armor fired a Gen-87UI missile at the bridge. The tiny missiles on the side of the main one disconnected from it, and spiraled and hit the bridge’s weak shield. It broke, letting the main missile slam right into the deck. It exploded, sending the rest of the warship into even more disarray, and killing everyone that was on the bridge. After the fighter made it’s hit, it was shot down by a United Worlds fighter jet. The Jupitain fighter blew up, and it’s two support wings went flying in separate directions.
“Take that you son of a...” The pilot got shot down by three Jupitain fighters behind him before he could finish the sentence. He slammed into a nearby U.W’s warship in a ball of fire.
Karalus’s mothership opened a giant hangar from the bottom with two giant metal drop doors.
“Start the invasion,” Karalus growled, “There are still tens of thousands of Kelisians down there that will feel, what I felt.”
“Alpha…” A Jupitain started.
“What?!” Karalus yelled.
“There is… a line of defense surrounding the city,” It growled, “Trenches. Filled with human soldiers.”
Karalus looked at the Jupitain, then blinked. He started to laugh hysterically, “March those Tri-Tanks straight through the most heavily defended area of their lines, this… this is gonna be fun.”
The Jupitain obeyed and sent the order to its fellow soldiers through its visor. The three Tri-Tanks were still floating in the hangar, bay doors open under them. They had to be pushed by stabilizers to fall to Mars’s atmosphere. They started to descend.
“Admiral, l-look!” Shouted a human U.Ws Analyzer. He pointed at the falling machines, headed for the city of Insignia.
“What the hell are those…” Edwards gasped, “Tell the ground, tell them they have three enemy assault craft headed for the city… tell them to defend. Defend by any means necessary!” He ordered. 
A Kelisian officer nodded, and started to alert the defense on Mars by activating a communications link on his control pad.
“Wha… Ion cannons? Your sayin’ the damn things have Ion cannons on em?” A human Commander was holding a sleek looking, rectangular device, talking to the crew of the U.W.S. Titan. “You do realize that most of my men, my men, are on Earth right now, because they can’t get a damn transport to take em' here, why?! Cause our fearless, or should I say, your, fearless son of a bitch leader, just fled this suicide zone! Some of my people here are volunteers. volunteers!! Are you hearing me right?! I’m telling you I have an untrained volunteer militia, with maybe a couple thousand actually trained soldiers! If you don’t give us some air support, we’re screwed!”
“Sir what’s going on?” Asked a female soldier. She was wearing white United Worlds military combat gear, with a sleek, white, and high-tech helmet that covered and protected her entire head. There was a piece of glass in the front of the helmet, allowing for her entire face to be seen. The helmet was also airtight, and circulated oxygen. The soldier’s gear had to have that function since the trenches were outside of the range of the oxygen projector, in the center of the city. All of the soldiers in the trenches were wearing the same type of armor as she was.
“Not now Private! Keep your…” The Commander and the soldier next to him watched as the Tri-Tanks fell to the ground, surrounded by fire from the atmosphere. They landed with a loud phooom, and a giant explosion of rock and dust covered the giant machines for a few seconds, making a shockwave fly through and collide with the trenches. Nobody said anything. Everybody, was scared.
“The Martians were supposed to protect us…” The soldier said, “L-like last time.”
“God.” The Commander breathed. He tuned into his communication device, “I’m going to repeat myself. We critically need air support. Right. Now.”
The voice answered back, “We know, we know! There’s just nothing we can do right n-auugh!” The voice grunted, “We don’t have enough to support anyone right now, I’m sorry, but you’re on your own.” The device clicked. The officer had left the channel.
“Hello? Hello! Officer! Officer?!” The Commander yelled frantically. He cursed, and threw the device, breaking it.
“What’s going on?!” The soldier asked.
The Commander sighed, “We’re on our own.”
The dust cleared, and the three Tri-Tanks were in plain sight. The clicking and churring of their gears could be heard from even ten miles away. They were massive. They started to move forward, the front legs stepping out, then the back doing the same, one by one. They moved slowly, but intimidatingly. Then they stopped, and the metal feet of the legs shot out structures of metal into the red rock, attaching themselves to the ground, like an impact stabilizer.
“What’re they doing?” The soldier asked.
The Commander had a pair of high tech binoculars; he was looking at the Tri-Tanks. “I dunno, I think they’re attaching themselves to the ground…”
The Ion cannons on top of the Tri-Tanks fired, with a loud click click click… booom that echoed across the battlefield. The shots were bigger and had more Ionic energy in them. They hit the trenches and exploded, blue particles scattering everywhere. The Ion shots blew up laser turrets, manned by soldiers, and scattered supplies. The explosions ruined parts of the trenches and blew people everywhere.
“Fire!” The Commander yelled. The trenches had artillery, and a few low powered Plasma cannons, with plenty of single barreled laser turrets, that had to be manned by a person, sitting in a chair next to the barrel. The United Worlds forces fired everything that could reach the enemy at such a far distance. The laser turrets were always in use, constantly firing, the controller usually yelling.
Three rapid clicks, then, booom! Another volley of Ion bursts was fired onto the trenches. More turrets and soldiers went flying. People were killed instantly, disintegrated. Others lost limbs and were blown out of the trenches.
“Where the hell’s the heavy artillery!?” The Commander yelled, “Call in a satellite strike!”
“Sir the Plasma laser Rays were destroyed!” A soldier yelled back.
“Get the base to fire the heavy Plasma cannons then!”
Before the soldier could call it in, the three Tri-Tanks fired a volley of Ion bursts into the city, hitting the center of the artillery base. A burst also hit the oxygen generator, completely destroying it. With that, every building in the city started to activate their emergency protocols. The buildings were airtight, and they had emergency blast doors that would seal the building shut incase the oxygen generator malfunctioned. Thousands of citizens frantically sprinted for the buildings if they weren’t in one already. If they were locked out, they’d die in minutes as the oxygen inside of the city fleeted away. 
“Shit!” The Commander yelled. He looked at the streak of smoke left from the Ion burst in the sky. The Tri-Tanks were getting closer now, close enough for the soldiers to start firing their laser rifles at them.
“Send in a full invasion force,” Karalus murmured.
The sound of Jupitain fighters filled the air, “Sir, sir look!” A soldier pointed at a small fleet of Jupitain boarding ships. They were headed right for the trenches. They flew over them and dropped Jupitains from above. They fell to the ground, roaring the whole time. The soldiers were too stunned to react in time. The Jupitains were right on top of the trenches and started to overwhelm the U.W’s forces.
A Jupitain landed next to the female soldier and tackled her. She screamed and started hitting it, frantically. The Commander shot it in the visor, and it disintegrated into goo right on top of her. Jupitains kept coming in by the hundreds. Most were unarmed, which made it easier to kill them, but there were so many of them. It was getting overwhelming. Soldiers were yelling orders or screaming in pain. Laser turrets got overturned, blown up, or abandoned. The trenches weren’t wholly overrun yet, but the Jupitain boarding ships started to fly into the city.
“They’re going for the streets!” The Commander yelled. He shot a Jupitain in the visor.
“Commander behind you!” The female soldier yelled. He turned around to see a Jupitain charging at him, claws out. He hit it’s visor with the butt of his laser rifle, but it didn’t break it. The Jupitain picked him up, and threw him at the soldier, roaring the whole time.
The Jupitain boarding ships started to unload Jupitains onto the streets. They were abandoned, everyone was hiding in buildings, underground, behind walls, or under desks — anything they could find to stay alive. The streets were filled with abandoned hover cars. Jupitains looked inside them, and some shot into the air, frustrated. The corpses of civilians that had suffocated also lined the streets.
The Jupitain’s visors found heat signatures when they got close to a large group of people. They flooded the floors of skyscrapers, tearing through the blast proof security doors, and ravaging everything. When they found people, they didn’t save them for slavery. That time was over. They killed anyone they saw. Mercilessly.
Boarding ships started to drop Jupitains from midair, into skyscrapers through the windows. One Jupitain landed into an office building. A woman by the window screamed and ran away. Before it could go after her, a man came from under his desk and hit its face with a clipboard. It did nothing. The Jupitain grabbed the clipboard from him and thrust it through the man’s forehead. The man fell to the ground, and the Jupitain started to search through the cubicles.
In the trenches, the soldiers were starting to gain the upper hand. They took position low enough so that they could hide under the cover of the ditch, but still be able to fire at the Jupitains trying to charge in. Twenty Jupitains dived on top of two soldiers and started ripping them apart.
“Rocket launcher!” Someone yelled.
A soldier carrying a rocket launcher came over. It was sleek, and high tech looking, with the code 5-V7 imprinted on it. The soldier fired it, and the rocket flew out of the barrel with a loud thoom! It flew into the Jupitains, and exploded, blowing them all into every direction, visors destroyed by the explosion.
The Commander lifted himself off of the female soldier and punched the Jupitain straight in the center of its visor. It broke, and the Jupitain dissolved into a Dark matter puddle. The Commander looked at his hand, knuckles bleeding.
“Nine years, all they give us are a few fancy rifles and a clean lil’ uniform,” He growled. He picked up his laser rifle and started to shoot at more advancing Jupitains.
The streets were chaos. United Worlds hover tanks were starting to give support to the defenseless citizens from the military base, but the Ion burst had destroyed most of the military equipment, so the soldiers there didn’t have much to work with.
A battalion was moving through the streets, supporting anyone nearby. The Jupitains hadn’t hit their sector yet.
“Stay sharp!” A soldier ordered. He was inside an exo-suit and was walking in front of their hover tank. The rest of the soldiers with him were wearing space-proof armor.
“Easy for you to say, you’re the only one here that can take more than one laser blast,” A soldier shot back.
“Now’s not the time to argue, we’ve been training for this for nine years, so how about we all try to keep our heads in the game unless you wanna lose this city,” The exo-suit soldier replied.
“If we’ve been training for this for so long,” A chunkier soldier said, “Then why were we so unprepared… for God’s sake they blew up our Plasma Rays, and Plasma cannons, and we didn’t even know they were invading!”
“Yeah, you’d think communication would be better!” The other soldier said, “And where the hell’s the Special Forces?!”
Before the exo-suit soldier could reply, a Jupitain hover tank dropped in behind them, and fired in seconds, catching the battalion off guard. The shot blew up the U.W’s hover tank before it could turn its turret.
“Get down, get down!!” The exo-suit soldier yelled.
The others didn’t have to be told twice. The three of them scattered and dived for cover.
The tank slowly moved towards one of the soldier’s positions. It stopped in front of it. The soldier behind it was the one who had started the argument. He was sweating and panting hard, trying not to completely lose it. The chunky one ran out of cover and began to wave his arms frantically.
“Hey, you Jupitain jack-offs, you don’t want him, you want me!” He taunted. The turret to the Jupitain tank turned towards him, slowly, “Yeah that’s it, come on now!”
The turret was aimed directly at him.
“Michael no!” The exo-suit soldier yelled. He sprinted out of cover and tackled him, covering him from the tank’s fire. It shot at them, and the laser exploded on the back of the exo-suit soldier. He flew backwards, holding Michael the whole time. The suit was damaged, but he was alive.
“Oh my God, oh my-you, you saved me!” Michael yelled.
The exo-suit soldier didn’t say anything. He knew he had to get them out of the tank’s sight. He picked up Michael and limped for the entrance to a partially destroyed building. The tank shot again, hitting the soldier’s back. The suit was completely disabled now. He grunted painfully, hitting the ground as soon as the burst hit him. He dropped Michael, who started to sprint for a nearby building. The tank aimed at him, but the other soldier got in the tank’s way, trying to distract it.
“Come on now, you know you don’t wanna kill him, you want me!” He yelled at it, in an almost sarcastic sounding voice. Before the tank could aim at him, a grenade exploded by its hover track, causing it to hover into a building next to it abruptly. Electricity zapped around, and circuits were showing from the damaged section of the vehicle. The tank was too damaged to function. A Jupitain jumped out of the turret hatch and roared. It was shot in the visor before it could start shooting. The goo spilled all over the tank’s ruins.
“Need help?!” Another soldier shouted. He was Hispanic, and was holding a laser sniper rifle. He smiled broadly.
The rescued soldier laughed, but stopped when he heard, an unfamiliar sound. The two of them looked up at the sky, where the sound came from. It, it looked like… a dragon.
“What the hell is that!?” The sniper yelled.
Skyframe, and it was headed for the city.
The battle in space was getting worse and worse. Karalus had only lost less than two hundred warships, while the United Worlds lost over six hundred. The battle couldn’t last much longer. The U.W.S Titan couldn’t take much more. Every Ion cannon was shot off. Debris was everywhere, floating in all directions. Fighters couldn't maneuver through the battlefield anymore without crashing into wreckage, or being shot down by a group of Jupitain fighters.
Karalus stood there, on the bridge of his mothership, watching everything. Smiling. The Tri-Tanks were only four miles away from destroying Insignia, and soon they would be deployed onto Earth. Meanwhile, his fleet was obliterating the only stand the United Worlds had, Kelisian tech or not, he was more advanced now, and everything… was going according to plan.




CHAPTER 19
“I realize that by asking all of you this, that it would mean leaving your home. It would mean taking a risk, and leaving our great empire undefended. Undefended, and susceptible to invasion. Again. However, that’s where I have to say, you either join this mission, or you stay here, and defend a lost city from its inevitable destruction.” The Queen was speaking to a crowd of people. Not only soldiers. No one noticed anybody’s status during this desperate time. The Jupitain invasion showed the Lore that they weren’t invincible. Not anymore.
“A man named Karalus, a Neptunian, is planning to bring devastation to the entire Galaxy because he thinks it will avenge his people. He thinks that it’s right, to oppress trillions, for the dignity of his own civilization. I plan to show this bastard a taste of reality.”
She looked at Claire, “And so does she,” She held her hand and raised it in the air, “We are the symbol, of all that is good in the Galaxy, we are the hope, of a better future, in peace, and prosperity, where all can be free from the slavery, and destruction that the Demons have brought onto every civilization in the Milky Way! However, we cannot become the shining beacon of good, that the Galaxy once recognized us as, until we destroy the evil, that seeks to obliterate us all!”
The entire crowd ruptured into thunderous cheers and shouting. It was interrupted by someone in the crowd, “How will we amass such a force, strong enough to defeat the Demons that did well…” He gestured at the ruins around them, “We’re not equipped.”
The Queen patted Claire’s shoulder, “That was before we had her!” She shouted, “And a small fleet of a dozen Ghourse battle craft, ready to take the fight to the Demons. We have enough firepower, and if we use it right, we can cripple Karalus’s forces!” She looked around, “You don’t have to volunteer, you don’t have to fight, but you won’t live if you don’t anyway. You can either die fighting, with honor, or watch as everything collapses, right on top of you.”
That shut the person right up.
“So,” The Queen said, “Whoever wants to avenge our city, our name. I suggest you step up. These ships aren’t hard to control, but we still need somewhat experienced pilots. The GT-67 can take out a hundred Demon craft, and come out barely scathed, even when piloted by an amateur.”
Almost everyone in the crowd stepped forward.
The Queen smirked, “Good.”
They walked into the Temple hangar, and passed by Lore fighters that had been destroyed before they could take off. The Queen took twenty-four people, who were all highly skilled pilots. Each ship had room for a pilot and a gunner. When they approached the fighters, the Queen stopped them and made them stand into a formation.
“I want each of you to pick a partner, this person is going to assist you in the heat of battle,” she said, “One of you will be the pilot, while the other takes the weaponry, and fires everything, from the laser turrets to the bombs below. I won’t lie, we’ll be under heavy fire, by hundreds of waves of Demon fighters, but not to worry, these modern craft were designed for all-out chaos. You’ll be able to resist the enemy’s firepower with the ship’s advanced shields.”
A volunteer raised his hand. He was a Lore soldier survivor, “Your Highness, what is our primary objective, if you don’t mind me asking… besides destroying Karalus’s fleet.”
The Queen squinted, and smirked at the same time, “That’s simple. While all of you are bombing the Demon warships, Claire and I will go for the one Karalus is in. We’ll storm the bridge, and kill that monster. Once and for all. Hopefully, with him dead, the Jupitains will go haywire, and stop pressing the attack. Maybe even shutoff.”
Claire looked at her, “Are you sure they work that way?”
“I don’t know if they’ll all shut off, but I do know that if we kill him, and destroy whatever he was controlling them with, the Demons will probably frenzy, and go savage, aimless. They won’t focus on what Karalus wants anymore.”
“And that’s all a theory?” Claire asked.
“Yes,” The Queen growled, “But it’s better anyway to aim for the leader than his endless hoard of monsters,” The Queen looked at the volunteers, “Pick your partners? Good. Get ready for takeoff.”
The volunteers all said, “Yes your highness,” and ran for their ships. They strapped in, fired up the craft, and awaited further instructions. The Queen got into her own fighter with Claire. She used the last true Lore fighter left. They sat down in the cockpit, and the Queen took the controls.
“You ready?” She asked.
“Definitely,” Claire said, “I’ve seen that monster close up. He’s the one who killed my sister, and he’s going to die. Today.”
The Queen nodded but didn’t say anything. She started to flick switches above them, “This isn’t just for revenge. This decides that fate of the Galaxy. Let’s not let our people down.” Claire nodded. The Queen tapped into a communication frequency, connected to all of the ships.
“Prepare to take off on my command,” She ordered. She took a deep breath. “In three. Two,” She exhaled, “One.” The engines on every ship roared, and the Queen went first. She flew out of the hangar, followed by the dozen behind her. They flew out of the Temple hangar in a V formation. The crowd of people under them all cheered and roared, flailing their arms and jumping.
They flew past skyscrapers, and the ruins of buildings. Trails of air showed at the tips of the ship’s wings. They flew gracefully past the city, over the once beautiful land.
“Take a look people,” The Queen said, “This, this is your motivation.” A thunderous agreement from the pilots of the GT-67s blared through the microphone. The Queen smiled, “Time to go. Time to go to war,” she said to herself.
They flew through the gates of the Lore, the Meta-Core worm still inside it, torn in half, but stuck in the wall. Electricity zapped and whizzed from the punctured gate. They flew out of the Lore, past the debris left by the five hundred destroyed Jupitain warships.
“Get ready people… beginning portal activation sequence,” The Queen said, “Claire, where would Karalus be right now?”
Claire tried to think. She knew that the Kelisian mothership would be orbiting Mars, and it would be a hard fight to destroy that.
“Mars,” she said confidently, “He’ll be by Mars… there’s no way he could’ve broken through yet.”
“Unless he hit them with the same tech he did my fleet,” The Queen said, angry from remembering that moment, “He has fleet killing weaponry. He probably destroyed the Kelisian’s mothership with the flick of a switch.”
“No. He’s still there. He has to be. The Mar- Kelisians wouldn’t go down that easily.”
“If you’re so sure,” The Queen said. She pressed a few buttons on her control board, and two teleportation cubes shot out from her ship.
“This is a one-way trip,” The Queen said, while watching the cubes fly into formation, and make a giant portal, “If we fail, we don’t come home.”
“I’m already going home,” Claire said.
The Queen nodded. Their V formation converted into a double column, and the Queen’s fighter, along with the twelve GT-67s, flew through the portal.
The United World’s fleet was almost completely destroyed. There were only fifty warships left, fifty and a half if you counted the one that had been blown in half, but the bridge was still functional. The thousands of Jupitain warships rained down fire on the crippled United Fleet, constantly. 
Edwards looked out the bridge. His ship was on fire on the outside. Hundreds of compartments had been blown up. Thousands of his own crew had been thrown into the vacuum of space by Jupitain fire. Some had even deserted. The battle seemed lost. On the surface of Mars, the Tri-Tanks were approaching the trenches. They were so close that the troops could see their towering command centers in full detail.
Edwards stared at Karalus’s mothership, and without letting one eye off of it, he said, “I once lost a thousand lives due to a lack of lifeboats,” He sighed, “I was cocky because I was Captain of the ‘unsinkable’ ship.” He put his head down and looked at the floor. “The Kelisians made me Head-Admiral of this ship because they knew from my past, and old Martian psychological data, that no matter what, I would never make the same mistake ever again. I still won’t, because we’re not going down in vain.”
“But sir, wha-what can we do?” A Kelisian officer asked, not caring that he had just revealed two highly classified, Kelisian national secrets.
“We can ram that ship,” Edwards pointed at Karalus’s mothership, “We can ram it, destabilize it… and slow that bloody bastard down, giving the rest of the fleet cover to escape.”
The bridge was silent, but there weren’t any objections. The Admiral was about to order a full speed collision until a giant explosion stopped him. He looked out the bridge, stunned. Thirteen unidentified flying objects had just flown out of a portal, above Karalus’s fleet, and were diving towards the mothership, firing weapons that were getting past the shield.
“Holy shi… battle stations, battle stations immediately! Concentrate fire on that mothership with every gun we have left!” Admiral Smith ordered.
The Titan fired everything it had left. The shields on Karalus’s mothership were destabilizing. Some spots were even broken.
“Who’s breaking my ship?!?!” Karalus screamed. He tripped slightly, due to the dozens of bombs that were crashing into the ship constantly. High powered laser bursts were slamming into the mothership as well.
“These things really work!” A pilot yelled.
“Stay focused,” Another pilot said, “We’ve got company!” A thousand Jupitain fighters started to swarm their formation.
“Oh, here’s the fun part,” The Queen grinned. She did a backflip with her fighter and shot into the swarm of Jupitain fighters following them. Claire button mashed the gun controls, shooting everything with a volley of lasers. Golden streaks of light collided with Jupitain fighters, piercing their shields with ease, and blowing them up quickly.
“No no no no!!” Karalus screamed, “You’re supposed to be dead!!” He looked down on the Jupitains controlling the ship, under him, “Focus everything on those ships!!” Their visor’s blinked green. They gave orders to all the other Jupitains across the fleet.
“Alpha,” One said.
“If you need to talk to me, then finish your sentence!” Karalus roared.
“Yes, Alpha.”
Karalus waited, impatiently, “Well?!?!”
“There are three unauthorized E6’s trying to gain access to hallway G-2,” It screeched.
“Wha- G-2? That’s the main engine room… why would they…” A hit of realization, and for the first time, real fear, hit Karalus. “Show me a camera view of that access port.”
A volley of missiles hit the mothership’s side. Karalus stumbled, then growled. “Now!!” The Jupitain obeyed and pulled up the holo-screen. It tuned into the hallway’s access terminal camera, and showed the face of visored Douglas, trying to get past the firewall.
“Oh… oh no, no, no you don’t. No, you don’t, no no no you don’t!!” Karalus yelled, “Send in every Jupitain we have to intercept them! Kill them!!” He looked at the Queen’s fighter, while it was shooting down more of his forces. “And obliterate those ships,” He growled.
The Jupitain warships stopped firing on the U.W’s fleet; instead, they started to focus fire on the Lore’s ships. The laser fire began to overwhelm the formation.
“Evasive action!” The Queen ordered, “Take out their heavy artillery!” The other pilots obeyed and spread out. They started to dive towards the Jupitain fleet.
“Guns hot, let’s get in there boys!” A pilot shouted.
“Watch out for those turrets,” Another said, “Take out the heavy cannons first!”
The GT-67s swooped in and started to cause immense damage to the Jupitain fleet. One ship could disable an entire Jupitain warship, and fly away unscathed. A ship swooped in above one of the warship’s hulls and destroyed every surface turret on it. Then the pilot fired a Gen-87UI missile at its Ion cannon. The tiny rockets spiraled into the gun, blowing it off its foundation. The primary missile finished the job, completely destroying it.
The Lore’s forces kept repeating this method, destabilizing over fifty warships, before they lost their first craft.
“There’s too many on us, I-I can’t shake em!” A pilot yelled. His gunner was sweating, working hard trying to destroy every Jupitain fighter on their tail, but it was impossible to get them all. Thirty Jupitain fighters were trailing one of the GTs. They blew its engine, and the ship abruptly smashed into the Jupitain warship under it.
“We lost one!” A pilot yelled.
“Keep the strategy going!” The Queen ordered, “Don’t let them get the upper hand on you!”
While shooting down a Jupitain fighter, Claire saw a dozen Jupitain frigates flying towards the city of Insignia on Mars. They were invading.
“That monster,” Claire said to herself. “Karalus, he-he’s sending Jupitains to Mars!”
“There’s nothing we can do about that right now…” The Queen said. She jerked the ship to the right and destroyed five Jupitain fighters that were flying in a line, “We’re too busy trying to destroy that… mothership.” She looked at it. The ginormous ship was going to take more than twelve fighters to destroy; she knew that. “We have to defend your fleet so that they can take out that atrocity before it causes any more damage.”
Claire looked at it too, “That ship’s not killing millions of innocent people right now.” She gestured towards Mars, “But I know what is.”
The Queen looked conflicted but didn’t say anything.
“I can help them down there. You don’t need me…” Claire said.
“Claire… this, this is our only chance of killing Karalus,” The Queen looked at the mothership, then back at Claire, “I need your help to take him on.”
“Do you really? He’s one person, and you have a Meta-Core, just like me.”
“It’s not the same…”
“Remember what you said about that tribute of glory thing? Well I’m about to earn mine, for my own people. You need to do the same for yourself. The United Worlds needs me down there, and the fight against Karalus, that’s yours. Take him out, for the both of us.”
The Queen paused, and looked away for a second, “How’ll you get down there?” She asked, bitterly.
Claire smirked, “I can breathe in space… remember?”
“But the rays from your star…” The Queen started.
“I can live through that too, somehow,” Claire smirked, “Open the exit bay.”
The Queen destroyed two more fighters, “Fine. Do what you have to do; just don’t get yourself killed down there.”
Claire nodded. She got up out of her seat and stood on the airlock floor. A door closed in front of her, to seal the rest of the ship from the vacuum of space, then a drop door opened underneath her. She was sucked into space, in a pencil formation, arms crossed tightly. She could breathe, and she felt warm, even though she wasn’t even wearing a spacesuit.
Spacesuit. She didn’t think about entering the atmosphere. Space was cold and unlivable, and she could still be millions of miles away from a star without being burnt to a crisp, but she had a good feeling that she wasn’t going to be able to resist the heat from an atmosphere. She imagined the kind of high tech, metal armor a special operative soldier would wear. She envisioned a helmet, high tech, sleek, and of course, heat resistant. She didn’t know if it was resistant enough to resist the heat of a planet’s atmosphere, but, she had a gut feeling it was. She fell through space, towards the surface of Mars, thousands of meters below her.
She barely had to imagine the details of the suit; the Meta-Core did it for her. Her Meta-Core hand expanded, and broke off repeatedly, sending pieces of the suit to different parts of her body like a puzzle. She wasn’t scared of the fall. She knew that she had a power, that would keep her safe.
She felt, for really the first time in her life, not just confident, but… powerful. The entire suit was made, except for the helmet, and she was getting closer and closer towards the atmosphere, Meta-Core thrusters on her feet pushing her through the gravity lacking void.
She looked at the red rocky surface of the planet, then at the city, Insignia. She’d never been there, but she’d heard stories. It was supposed to be beautiful, but dozens of skyscrapers were on fire. Some had even collapsed. She could see that the oxygen generator had been destroyed as well. Rage filled inside of her, as the helmet finally covered her face. She was wearing a high tech, thin, yet heavily armored, Meta-Core suit, that was resistant to the heat and extreme cold in the atmosphere. It would even keep her from being hurt from the fall. A day ago she would’ve called something like that completely impossible.
She entered the atmosphere, and at first, it was cold, then, fire started to spread across her body, and soon she was a ball of fire, falling through the sky, about to slam into the red surface of Mars. She couldn’t feel any of the heat. She wasn’t tired yet, not too much of her energy had been used. She got close enough to the ground to see the Tri-Tanks. She had just burst through the clouds.
What the hell are those? She thought. She thrust herself into a full dive, then, did something that made her feel like some sort of… superhero. She positioned herself with her Meta-Core thrusters, lifting her legs, one higher than the other, then clenched her Meta-Core hand into a fist. She went into a striking position, while in midair. She was going to punch the closest Tri-Tank to the ground.
“Sir, they’re getting too close!” A soldier yelled at the Commander, “We have to retreat!”
“And go where? Go where dammit!?” The Commander screamed back, “They’ll trample us either way!!” The Tri-Tanks were in a triangular formation. One was in the front; while the two others were slightly behind it. They were only yards away from the trenches, the shockwaves of each step were hitting the soldiers, sending dust into them. Some were running away, even though they weren’t supposed to. Others were manning laser turrets, shooting relentlessly without any effect. The Commander shouted angrily, the front Tri-Tank about to stomp on the trench. He fired at its command center relentlessly.
Then the faint sound of a whistle echoed through the battlefield, and suddenly Claire smashed through the command center of the Tri-Tank, completely destroying it in a massive explosion, sending all three legs into separate directions, each slamming into the ground, the front one landing on top of the trenches. Claire slammed into the red, rocky dirt, making a giant crater. She wasn’t even slightly hurt by the fall, because her suit was made out of Meta-Core. She was almost invincible. She got to her feet, full of energy, and looked around. She landed far away from the Tri-Tanks, but that didn’t stop her.
She used the suit to energize her joints and muscles. She felt a surge of power from her activated Meta-Gene flow through her body. She felt more than alive. She felt unstoppable. She went into a full sprint, then used her leg thrusters to propel her to the top of one of the Tri-Tanks.
“What the hell is that?!” The Commander asked.
“No,” The female soldier gasped, “Who is that?!”
“Well, don’t just stand there; help that thing!” The Commander yelled. The soldiers fired at the Tri-Tank Claire wasn’t on, trying to distract it. The Tri-Tank fired an Ion burst at Claire, making her have to lean against the back of the Ion cannon she was next to to barely dodge the burst of energy. She breathed out heavily and grabbed the Ion cannon. Her Meta-Core could lift anything, far as she knew, and it was all she needed to move the gun, and aim it at the other Tri-Tank. 
She positioned it, then made her Meta-Core hand generate a mass of energy. She touched the cannon, grabbing the metal, and had the energy zap into the gun in a fraction of a millisecond. The power reacted with the cannon, releasing the Ion burst without the gun even having to be activated by a Jupitain inside the command center. The reaction was so strong that it fired the gun, but at the same time blew itself up, launching Claire backwards, off the Tri-Tank, and into the ground.
She landed on her back, and looked around, her vision hazy from the Ionic explosion. The cannon fire blew the other Tri-Tank through the middle and caused it to split apart, the front side falling forward, the other backwards. It hit the ground, covered in fire and smoke.
“Go see If that guy’s ok!” The Commander ordered, “And somebody bring that last walker-thing down!”
The soldiers fired at the last Tri-Tank relentlessly. It was unarmed now, but still heavily armored. A dozen people climbed out of the trenches and started to sprint towards Claire. When they reached her, they stood around her crater, completely still. Claire was sitting upright, rubbing her head. Her helmet was on the ground next to her. She looked up at them, shocking herself, almost shooting one of the soldiers with her Meta-Core hand. She put her hand down and started to breathe slower.
One of the soldiers finally said something, “Who are you?” He asked.
Claire looked at him, and smirked, “I’m just an asteroid clearer.”
Another soldier didn’t think her comment was funny, “Bullshit, you just crashed from the sky, and destroyed two of those giant… things! You did it w…with your bare hands!”
“Are you like, Jesus in disguise or something?!” Another soldier asked. She sounded completely serious.
“Guys!” Claire shouted, stopping their chatter, “I’m one of you. I’m human. I’m here to help,” She stood up, “I don’t have time to explain my power to you, but I do have time to make sure that this city stays alive.”
The last Tri-Tank was almost on top of the trenches.
“One second,” Claire said. She pushed through the crowd and shot down a piece of Meta-Core into the ground. It spread through the red rocks and created support beams and a barrel. She made a high-powered laser artillery piece, took control of it, aimed at the Tri-Tank, and fired. It recoiled and made a loud creaking sound. The burst of energy slammed into the Tri-Tank’s already damaged command center and blew up the right side of it. The massive war machine collapsed on its side, right in front of the trenches.
Claire let go of the artillery piece and turned to face the crowd. She looked casual until she saw the group’s stunned faces.
“You-you… you just made something, t-that, out of thin air, like it-it expanded from- from nothing! How’d…” The recruit couldn’t finish her sentence.
“We have work to do, and no time to talk about… that,” Claire said, “I’ll explain it later…” She pointed at the city. “How many Jupitains are in there?” She asked.
“Maybe ten-thousand,” A soldier shrugged, “Twenty-thousand? We killed most of em. Those giant tank things were our biggest problem. After a few hundred, the dropships just started to pass us and drop them into the city.”
Before he could say anything else, a loud, ear-piercing roar erupted from the sky. Claire looked up and saw the dragon-like creature flying in the air above the city. It was swooping through skyscrapers, and destroying floors.
“Skyframe,” Claire cursed.
“What the hell’s a Skyframe?” A soldier asked, frantic, “The Martians never told us about those…”
“The Kelisians never told us about a lot of things…” Claire corrected, “Where are they anyway? The flying saucer’s supposed to be above the city at all times.”
“They left,” The female Recruit said.
“Left?!” Claire asked, stunned, “Wha-what do you mean left?!”
“They evacuated most of their own, then made a Hypotonic jump, and fled,” A soldier confirmed.
“They did the same thing to us that they did to Karalus…” Claire guessed, quietly, “Well we don’t need them, we’ve got each other… start getting into the city. Clear it of every Jupitain force, show them we’re not going to be just as easily beaten as last time. Give em’ a fight they’ll regret starting.”
The group cheered, and as soon as Claire started to run for the city, the others followed, “Why’re you following me?” She asked.
“You took charge,” Someone said, “You’re the Commander now… plus you just took out all three of those war machines.”
Claire nodded and led them back to the trenches to regroup with the other battalions.
“Who the hell are you?”  The Commander asked when Claire ran up, “You better have a great explanation for…”
“We don’t have time for any explanation,” she said. She pointed at the Skyframe that was tearing through buildings, “That thing and thousands of Jupitains are trying to repeat the same destruction that happened on Arrival Day. They’re trying to bring us down, again, and I’m not gonna let them.”
Claire extended her hand, for the Commander to shake it, “Help me save our people, and whatever’s left of the United Worlds after all of this,” Claire said. The Commander looked at her, confusion showing in his face.
He grabbed Claire’s hand and shook it, “I don’t know if you have a tint of military experience, but the way you came in like a goddamned space Jesus and destroyed those walkers… I’ll follow yer’ ass every step of the way.”
Claire smirked, then started to give orders. The battle of the Lore had prepared her for this, “Listen up people, I need three groups, to split up, and clear different parts of the city, storm every building and every corner until every single last Jupitain is a puddle!” She looked around at the soldiers. Every one of them was beat up, scratched, bruised, or covered in red dirt, but none of them were frowning. “Well? Tell everybody else and move out!”
They split up, and the soldiers left the trenches and moved through the streets. Jupitains had cornered civilians and killed them. They were still mobbed around their corpses. When the soldiers came through, they’re disgust and anger fueled their fight. They overwhelmed the Jupitains and took back the city, street by street.
Claire made it to the skyscraper that the Skyframe was attacking. She looked at the ground. There was a burned out exo-suit, that looked like it was almost dug into the cement. There was also a Jupitain tank, smashed into the side of the building, and a destroyed U.Ws hover tank in the middle of the street. There were three corpses, and each looked like the Skyframe had dived into them, and had torn them apart. A man with a laser sniper rifle, and two others. Their remains were split open in places, torn open.
“Savages,” Claire grumbled to herself. She looked up at the Skyframe. It dug into the skyscraper, causing a woman to fly out of the broken window. She screamed during the entire fall. Claire couldn’t do anything to save her. She could only watch her from the other side of the building. She grimaced, disgusted, and turned her Meta-Core hand into a laser cannon. She yelled and shot the beast in the stomach. The metal creature looked down on her immediately and swooped down towards her in a fraction of a second.
It flew faster, and faster, right at her. Unlike last time though, Claire, was ready. She made two metal beams, leaning sideways on both sides of her, and, the second the Skyframe was about to swoop down and kill her, she launched them both into its body, making it get stuck. It roared and fired a ray of energy at her from its mouth.
She blocked it by making a Meta-Core shield. She transformed the shield into a laser cannon and fired a beam directly into its mouth. She kept the laser firing for ten whole seconds until the Skyframe’s metal insides melted, and the Meta-Core exploded. The Skyframe disassembled into millions of tiny pieces. Claire looked around, and sat down, panting. Then, she exhaled loudly, collapsed, and fell asleep.
“Auuugh!!” Karalus cursed for almost an entire ten seconds straight. “Three?! All three, gone?!?!” He held his head, screaming silently, “I’ve had enough of this. The Meta-Gene can have that battle… but I’ve won the war already…” He chuckled to himself, insanely, “It’s time to do what we came for, start charging the Tesla Amplifier,” Karalus growled.
Even with the Lore’s help, the United Fleet was still losing the battle. The Jupitains had only lost a hundred warships out of their four thousand. However, Karalus didn’t care. He wasn’t taking any more chances.
“I don’t want that Meta-Gene anywhere near my ship, or my mission,” Karalus growled, “She’s the only one that could change anything.”
“How have you still not broken through this yet?!” Mark asked Douglas. He was trying to get through the third security terminal’s firewall, and they were getting harder and harder to break.
“You wanna try?” Douglas asked sarcastically, “This isn’t just simple hacking, I have to break through highly classified, Cyrisian code, and those nut jobs were almost as high on security as they were on war. Almost.” He fed it some more passwords, and the door finally opened. Douglas sighed a breath of relief.
“Um, guys…” James started.
“What?” Douglas and Mark quipped grumpily at the same time.
“My visor’s picking up Jupitain signals… and there’s a lot of them.”
“How many?” Douglas asked, frustrated.
“Ten thousand…”
Douglas’s eyes widened, full shock showing on his face. Suddenly the faint sound of roars and screeches started to echo through the hallway.
“Shit boys, shit!” Douglas said, “Run!” He started to run past the opened security doors, and into an empty hallway. “Don’t just stand there! Run!!” Douglas burst into a full-blown sprint. Mark and James followed behind him. The Jupitains saw them and started to roar, filled with pure rage.
“H-has this ever happened to you before?!” James asked, panting.
“No!” Douglas shouted back.
The hallway they were running through was enormous, wider than an aircraft hangar. There were Dark matter pipes attached to the walls, flowing through the entire hallway.
Douglas looked at them while they were running, “I’ve got a plan!” He shouted.
“And what would that be?!” Mark yelled back.
The Jupitains were behind them now, roaring like savages, ready to rip them apart.
“I’m gonna shoot one a’ those pipes!” Douglas shouted, trying to be louder than the ear-shredding roars of the Jupitains.
“Shoot the pipes?! Isn’t that stuff like…” James didn’t have to finish the sentence. He knew what Douglas meant.
They sprinted for the end of the hallway, the Jupitains getting closer and closer. Douglas got to the end first, his hand hovering next to the door’s controls.
“Come on, come on!!” Douglas yelled.
James was panting, trying hard not to collapse. Mark was sprinting, controlling himself in a deep focus. Mark ran through the doorway, and stopped, standing in the middle of the hall’s intersection. James dived through the doorway, breathing hard. Douglas looked at the mob of Jupitains. Too many to count. He closed one eye and aimed his laser pistol at one of the Dark matter pipes. As soon as he pulled the trigger, he slammed the door’s control button, and it closed, trapping ten thousand Jupitains inside one hallway.
The blast hit one of the pipes dead on, and it instantly exploded, causing a chain reaction that only lasted a second. Every pipe on the right side of the hallway blew up, destroying the wall they were attached to. Every Jupitain in the hall was instantly pulled into the vacuum of space. The explosion was loud, and then a split second later, silence.
“Holy…” James trailed on.
“Keep moving,” Douglas mumbled, “Karalus knows we’re here.”
Karalus stared at a holo-screen, showing the damaged part of his ship. Red emergency lights were shining everywhere, blinking on and off repeatedly. Sirens were blaring, but Karalus was so shocked he didn’t even notice.
“They have no idea, the pain they’re about to go through, for interfering in my mission,” he said, finally. He turned around, and started to walk out of the bridge, until he heard… the faint sound of an engine booster in the distance. It got louder and louder, until Karalus turned around, and realized that it was the Queen’s fighter, headed right for the bridge.
Karalus gaped for a second, then dived for a nearby control console. The Queen’s fighter flew through a gap in the mothership’s shield, and smashed right into the massive bridge. The fighter screeched while it scraped against the metal floor. It destroyed some of the bottom sections of the bridge, crushing dozens of Jupitains. The vacuum of space started to suck the air out of the bridge, but an emergency particle shield quickly formed to cover up the large hole the Queen had made in the bridge’s glass windshield.
Karalus got up slowly, infuriated.
The Queen used her Meta-Core staff to blow a hole through her fighter’s windshield. Then, she jumped out, and landed on her feet, yards away from Karalus, slightly below him. Two Jupitains rushed her, but she destroyed both of their visors with ease, shooting one with and energy burst from her staff, and slicing another through the top of the head.
“Whatever your planning to do here, I can assure you, it will fail. The Lore has fallen, and it doesn’t feel too good does it? Watching your own city burn, helpless to put out the flame.” Karalus said, rage boiling inside of him at the thought of his plan failing. 
“You’re going to die for what you did to my kingdom, Karalus,” The Queen grimaced.
“Karalus chuckled, “Well, at least we have something in common I guess,” he said simply, while brushing the dust off his war jacket with his hands, “You’re fighting for the wrong cause. You can’t see it now, but I’m freeing everyone, from the suffering the Demons have brought them. Can’t you understand that?” Karalus asked, his voice wavering.
The Queen snickered, “You’re not doing this for anyone else Neptunian, you’re a self-righteous, egocentric, psychopath. And soon… a dead man.”
“Now now,” Karalus said, panicking a little, “Is that what Elena would’ve wanted? For you to make a helpless race like mine, extinct?”
The Queen’s expression went from smug to infuriated, “How the hell do you know that name?”
“Does the… Galaxy’s edge ring any bells?” Karalus taunted.
The Queen transformed her Meta-Core into a sword, and went into a battle ready stance, “Tell me… how you know her name,” She growled, enraged.
“It wasn’t the AI who attacked that day your highness. It was me, and killing the heir to the throne… the throne of the Lore. It was nothing but exhilarating. I wonder what would’ve happened if she had become Queen instead of you, maybe she would’ve been able to defend the, ‘magnificent’ city of the Lore, without losing the lives of millions…”
The Queen roared, and charged at Karalus, but he cockily waved his arm in the air, and pressed a button on a wrist-module touchpad connected to his right arm. He turned invisible the second he pressed it. The Queen slashed at where he had been, but she wasn’t quick enough. He had disappeared.
“She begged me you know, begged me to make the pain go away…” Karalus taunted, from the shadows.
The Queen lunged at where she had heard the noise, but didn’t hit anything. She was furious.
“If only you had agreed to surrender, maybe then, she could’ve still been here. Been the ruler, of a completely free, and prosperous galaxy, away from this Kelisian… stain.”
The Queen lunged at the direction the voice had come from again, but, hit nothing. She was panting, and looking around frantically, her hair out of place, and frazzled.
Then, she was punched in the face by an invisible force, and her Meta-Core sword was knocked out of her hand. She stepped back, holding the side of her face that had been hit. She growled, and started to look around, but then, she was kicked in the back of the knee, and fell slightly. Before she could get back up, she was punched in the face again, and this time, fell completely to the floor, spinning a little.
Karalus started to laugh hysterically, “No wonder that compass didn’t choose you first, the Lore’s a bigger joke than I thought! I’m one man, one man who has kept the entire galaxy on its KNEES, for almost forty years! All the innovations, all the advancements, nothing, has stopped me, and nothing will ever stop me, from claiming the virtuous end my people deserve!
The Queen grunted, and wobbled as she tried to get up, but Karalus kicked her back down to the ground. He bent over, and grabbed the back of the Queen’s head, then slammed her face into the ground. He whispered into her ear, “You lost a sister. I lost my little Ranoah, along with fourteen billion different futures.” He let go, and stood up straight, and shut-off his invisibility field. “Fourteen billion people, with aspirations, and dreams. Raw, limitless potential. You have no idea what that kind of pain feels like. To lose, everything. You should be grateful, because I’m going to make sure that everyone goes out with a bang, as quickly as possible. It’s not fair for me, because I’m granting everyone else a quick, painless end. I… I wasn’t so lucky.”
The Queen stammered, then roared. She kicked Karalus over, and jumped to her feet. She grabbed her Meta-Core sword, turned it into a spear, and thrusted it towards Karalus. She was able to stab him right through the stomach just barely.
He shrieked, tore the spearhead out of his chest with both hands, and kicked the Queen away. Then, he clenched his right fist, and the module he had used for his invisibility field, formed a small ball of blue energy around his fist. It spun around his fingers and wrist wildly, blindingly bright. Then, he punched the Queen in the stomach. The energy inside of his fist, made from the module, sent the Queen flying through the bridge’s windshield, into the vacuum of space.
The bridge fixed itself with an emergency shield again, leaving Karalus there, standing in the center of the bridge, holding the hole in his stomach, and panting. He looked at his hand, which was burned by the electric-like blue energy, and covered in blood. He shook it slightly, then said to a nearby Jupitain, “Start the Amplifier.” After he said that, he limped out of the bridge, his right hand steaming.
Suddenly, the mothership’s engine booster started to spin around rapidly, the trillions of gears and mechanisms all snapping and clanking together. A surge of electric energy erupted from the engine booster, and the blue particles whizzed and snapped in every direction. The booster was starting to spin around at the speed of sound.
Admiral Smith watched the ship from the bridge, squinting. Then he saw the giant sparks of electricity being emitted from the engine booster, and his eyes widened, “Shields! Shields at maximum power towards the…”
Pwooouuum! The mothership burst into I-Hypotonic warp in a fraction of a millisecond, but Karalus made a tweak. The burst of energy was charged by the Tesla Amplifier, causing a ball of energy to expand at the speed of light in every direction, destroying both fleets like an incredibly fast tsunami. Large ships like the U.W.S. Titan took massive damage, but almost every other United Worlds ship was utterly obliterated, along with over six hundred other Jupitain warships.
The Queen had formed a Meta-Core shell around her body, but she wasn’t blown away from the blast. Karalus’s mothership had passed both his own, and the United World’s fleets, which meant that the back of his ship, where the engine booster was, had only effected what was behind it, and not what was in front.
More heavily armored Jupitain ships were blown away from the battlefield, but still functioned. Every fighter, except for the Queen’s, and all the GT-67s, and a pocketful of United Worlds and Jupitain ones, were destroyed by the blast immediately.
Karalus didn’t care about his own fleet. He just wanted to make sure no one could chase him.




CHAPTER 20
Lewis’s hijacked Jupitain warship had taken significant damage. Barely any of its functions were working anymore, and a fire had started in the engine booster, causing a cloud of thick smoke to emit from it. Almost all the weapon systems were offline, and the laser turrets that had covered the hull were now wreckage. Their Ion cannon had been blown through the middle of the barrel, and all that remained of it was the foundation.
Everyone in the bridge was silent, panting, until Samung broke the silence, “That could’ve gone a lot worse.”
“Or a lot better,” Reverend mumbled bitterly.
Samung jabbed him with his elbow slightly.
Lewis didn’t say anything. He grunted angrily, then hit the useless control pad with his fist. Part of him wanted to just sit down in a ball, and cry, “They’re doomed…” He finally started, “Nine years of preparation couldn’t even stop them, it’s… it’s pointless. We’re done, finished.”
“Woah woah now,” Samung started, “We can’t just give…”
“No, no!!” Lewis interrupted, “I had hoped, that the genocide I lived through would never happen again… I grew up watching humanity rebuild from literally ashes, and now it’s all over,” Lewis chuckled to himself, “To think I thought a nobody like me could stop some genius with a trillion Jupitains… it’s a joke. He won, we lost.”
Abigail slapped him in the back of the head, “Get your shit together!” She yelled, “Five minutes ago you were the most inspirational person I had ever met, and now you’re willing to give up cause of a little setback?!”
“It’s a pretty… massive setback, actually,” Reverend said.
“Shut up,” Abigail snapped at him, “Lewis, for an asteroid clearer or whatever, your one hell of a pilot, like seriously, you just swerved through Karalus’s entire fleet, and we’re all still alive… as long as we’re still breathing, we’re fighting. Fighting not just for Earth, or for the United whatever, but for the entire Galaxy! I don’t think I can stress that enough.”
Lewis looked at her, still feeling helpless. “How?”
She frowned. She didn’t really know either, but that didn’t stop her inspiration. Before she could come up with an answer, the faint sound of the clicking of an Ion cannon echoed from a distance. Imp ran to the bridge’s windshield and looked out. The ship had turned during its glide away from Karalus’s fleet, and it was angled enough to have the crew on the bridge see five Jupitain warships, coming right for them. Imp’s eyes opened wide from shock. Before the first warship fired, he shouted, “Ion cannon!!”
Everyone in the bridge looked at Imp, frantically. They didn’t have time to react. An Ion burst collided with the hull of the warship, and without any shields, the entire ship shook. The armor was thick, but an Ion burst could break right through the hull if it didn’t have shields. A series of hallways were blown up, leaving a giant hole in the ship.
Lewis sprinted for the central control pad. He turned on everything that worked. A few stabilizers turned on and propelled the ship. It veered to the left, dodging another Ion burst just barely. Abigail started to run towards the bridge exit door.
“Where are you going?!” Lewis shouted.
She didn’t look back, “The hangar.”
She sprinted through hallways, the lights constantly flickering, and emergency alarms blaring. She made it to the hangar entrance, but an explosion from outside of the ship pushed her into a wall. She grabbed it and hoisted herself upright. She looked in the hangar. Everyone was panicking, some of the aliens were in Jupitain fighters, yelling.
“Everybody follow me!” She yelled, “We’re under attack, get in your fighters now!”
Nobody argued, and if they did the sound was drowned out from the explosions outside. Abigail jumped into the first functioning fighter she saw and started tapping the control pad. The fighter’s engine roared to life, and in seconds, she was upright and hovering in the air. She tapped into the communication channel and started talking, “Once everyone’s inside a fighter, we need someone to go to the hangar’s bridge, and open the exit gate.
“I got it,” Someone said. An alien got out of his fighter and ran to the hangar bridge’s elevator. It was broken, “It’s jammed!” He said through a communication link.
Abigail bit her lip, “One sec,” She turned around, and hovered slightly above the ground. She flew, barely above the alien. “Grab on!” She yelled.
“You're serious?!” He asked loudly.
“Yes, grab on!” She shouted, getting frantic that this was taking so long.
He jumped up and grabbed the tip of the fighter’s bottom wing. He held on tight, easing his fingers into one of the wing’s creases. The fighter lifted itself higher until it was high enough for the alien to get into the hangar’s bridge. He swayed back and forwards, then leaped through the bridge’s glass windshield, shattering it. He fell to the ground inside it, rolling over control boards.
“Are you ok?!” Abigail asked frantically.
The alien got up, and looked around, but didn’t say anything.
“What’s wrong?” She asked, “Are you hurt?”
“If I open the hangar doors… there won’t be anything protecting me from the vacuum.”
A grim realization washed over Abigail, “You… you don’t have to do this…” She started.
He shook his head, “No, I do… have to activate this shield that forms around the bridge in case of an engine heat overload in the hangar.”
Abigail gaped, “Are you frickin’ kidding me?!” The alien smiled broadly; his teeth were shiny white. He pressed a button on a control board, and a thin shield developed around the control center. “Good to go!” He shouted.
Abigail shook her head smiling. An explosion from outside turned her attention back to the battle, “Is everyone ready?!” She asked through the communication channel. A few dozen voices answered back affirmatively.
“Open the gate,” she said.
The alien in the hangar’s bridge nodded. He opened the hangar gate, and the two massive double doors started to open, revealing the five Jupitain warships firing at them.
“Attack!!” Abigail shouted.
Thirty-six Jupitain fighters flew out of the hangar and sped towards the five warships. The communication channel was flooded with strategic ideas, and commands, and also people expressing their doubts. The fighters formed a small spiral like formation, speeding towards the warships in a line. The Ion cannons picked off two of them in seconds.
There were four regular Jupitain warships, and another one that stood out. It was heavily armored and had more weapons. It was bigger too.
“Go for the one to the far left, all together! We’ll take out the little ones first!”
“Hear you loud and clear, moving in!” Someone said.
“Oh, we’re so dead…”
“Let’s do thi…” Boom! The fighter the person that was speaking was in blew up after a laser cannon fired on it.
“Evasive action!” Another alien said, “We can’t just focus on one target, I need half of you to follow me, we’ll take on one side of the warship, while her half destroys the other!”
“Who’re you?” The voice of the rusty robot-like alien asked, “Why should we do that?”
“Just trust me. I know what will work!”
“Alright,” Abigail said, “Split up and follow him, we’ll attack both sides of the warship. I hope your right about this.”
“I know I am,” he said.
The fighters split up into two lines and descended above both sides of the Jupitain warship. The turrets fired relentlessly, destroying a few fighters while they were trying to get into position, but not causing much damage to the formation. The two lines of fighters started to fire barrages of laser fire at the hull.
The shield wasn’t strong enough to resist an attack on both sides, and it broke before the first attack even ended. When the fighters reached the stern of the warship, they turned back around and fired on it again. They blew through the hull and destroyed the main engine booster. The ship was dead in space, bested by its own technology.
They tried the same tactic for the second warship, and it worked. Jupitains were sucked into space as the hull walls were breached, but artillery from the other three warships was picking off the fighters faster than they could attack. They were down to twenty-five.
“We can’t keep using the same strategy; we’re losing too many people!” Abigail said as she dodged turret fire.
“I know, I know, just let me think…” The alien that had taken charge said. He didn’t say anything for about five seconds until he suddenly got an idea, “I got it!” He said excitedly, “These fighters have the capability to go into I-Hypotonic warp, but they can’t collide with anything at that speed because the molecules simply ignore it…”
“Where’re you going with this?” Someone asked.
“We can activate the fighter’s Hypotonic engine, but not go at light speed… if enough of us push on the hull, the speed should move that giant warship, and smash it right into the other two.”
“Like a battering ram…” Abigail finished.
“Sure, whatever that is,” The alien said, “From the size of that thing, we’ll need about twenty fighters.”
“How do you know the force against the hull won’t just crush us?” Someone asked.
“It won’t, the forward shields will block the integrity.”
“This guy just knows everything,” someone said.
The alien didn’t say anything.
Two more fighters were shot down, but the closest to the heavily armored Jupitain warship went through with the plan. Twenty of them slammed into the hull of the ship, causing the pilots to shake from the force of the collision. Abigail was one of them.
“Alright, see the blue symbol on the bottom left of the control pad? Press that, but don’t hold it! That’ll take you to Hypotonic, and you’ll go right through without scratching it,” The alien took a deep breath, “Three… two… one!!”
Everyone pressed the button, and from the outside it looked like a ripple effect, everyone starting at a different time. The engine roared and spun around at the speed of light. Blue fire began to come out of the engines, and the entire cockpit lit up with blue light. The fighters were too low for the turrets to hit them, so they pushed the warship with ease. Without gravity, the warship glided perfectly, the twenty fighters making its path inescapable. The warship tried to activate its main engine, but it was too late.
It slammed into the first Jupitain warship to its right, sending fragments everywhere, crippling its hull like a piece of glass. Its heavy armor was breaking through its own ships. Then it slammed into the last warship, causing explosions through the entire structure. The hangars were all destroyed before any Jupitain fighters could get out to defend. They pushed the warship until it had rendered the other two completely useless.
“This one’s still working! It’s a heavy-class, extremely durable… we won’t be able to destroy it with the weapons we have right now, but, but we could destabilize it, cause it's systems to deactivate!” The alien said, “Everyone break off, and shoot where I tell you!”
“Alright, you heard the man,” Another alien started, “Let’s do this!”
The fighters swooped down, following the alien that kept calling the shots.
“Fire, fire here!” He yelled. He started firing at a gap between the warship’s heavy armor, and the other fighters followed.
“Fire missiles!” He yelled. They did. Dozens of standard-Cyrisian missiles flew from their launch tubes, and crashed into the gap, blowing a massive hole through the bottom decks of the warship. The entire ship made a loud doouum… sound. Its power was failing, and the whole ship was deactivating. After a few seconds, the lights flickered off, and the warship was dead in space.
Lewis watched as the last Jupitain warship was defeated. Everyone in the fighters were panting. They didn’t lose one person with that technique. They headed back for the hanger of their highjacked warship. The alien in the hangar bridge was waiting, hitting the control boards softly, like drums. He watched with relief as the fighters flew into the hull. He closed the hangar gate after the last one, expecting more. Everyone landed and were celebrating. Even though there were heavy losses, everyone was lucky to be alive.
Abigail hugged a few people too, but what they were waiting for, was for the alien that had taken charge to come out of his fighter. They all stood outside of it, waiting for him. It was weird why he wouldn’t come out.
“What’s he waiting for?” Someone asked.
The door opened after a few seconds, and he walked out, wearing a brown cloak and hood, hiding his face.
“Hey, you ok?” Abigail asked, walking up to him. She put her hand on his shoulder.
The alien took a deep breath and took the hood off. He had pitch black skin. Tattoos all over his face…
“Oh God,” Abigail said, stepping back.
The alien was Cyrisian. Everyone was dumbfounded, some people gaping.
“The only reason I don’t kill you where you stand,” someone said, “Is because you’re the only reason we’re all alive.”
“Cyrisian scum,” someone else mumbled.
“That’s how you knew your tactics would work. They were your damn ships!” Another person yelled, “If it weren’t for your kind, we wouldn’t even be here!”
Angry mumbling turned into mindless yelling. Then Abigail asked a question.
“How’re you alive?” She asked, “Your entire planet was wiped out in minutes.”
The Cyrisian finally started to talk, “Hundreds of us, are still alive… there were…” He paused, “There were evacuation ships, scattered across the planet, just encase the experiments were to go, wrong.”
“Shocker, they did,” someone said, sarcastically.
“Please, just… I knew this would happen, I’m not personally responsible for the outbreak of the Demons, I swear it, but I know I carry the responsibility simply by being Cyrisian.”
“Damn right,” The same sarcastic alien said.
“Please, just listen to me, we’re in this together… I know the Demons have done things across the Galaxy, that are simply unforgivable. They killed senselessly before Karalus hacked the AI, and whoever they didn’t kill, they enslaved. What we need to focus on, isn’t me, but Karalus’s plan to destroy the Galaxy! The. Entire. Galaxy. If we do that, we can focus on ridding worlds of the Demons as well!”
There was silence among the crowd, then Abigail said, “He’s right guys, and trust me I’m not a fan of the Cyrisians either, I used to be a rebel, constantly fighting their tech… but we don’t have a choice. We either focus on how he’s a Cyrisian and hate him, burn him on the stake, or we focus on killing Karalus, the guy who had every opportunity to destroy the Jupitains, but instead is a psychopath and wants to destroy everything. I think that’s a better person to hate, instead of the guy who just won us this battle.”
“Fine,” someone said, “But don’t expect me to start liking you anytime soon.” He looked at the Cyrisian, grimacing.
“Thank you,” The Cyrisian said, sincerely grateful.
“What’s your name?” Someone asked.
He looked at the crowd, “Arron.”
Lewis was trying to reboot the engine systems, to get the main engine up and running again. He was constantly pressing buttons on the bridge’s control pads, and rerouting energy flow towards broken off circuits.
“Um, Lewis…” Reverend said, “A giant shockwave just came from the battle next to Mars… both the Jupitain and United Worlds fleets were destroyed… instantly.”
“Wait, how?!” Lewis asked excitedly, “Are you saying Karalus is dead?!”
“No… I’m saying Karalus went to Hypotonic via, some kind of Tesla force engine… it sent out a shockwave so powerful that it destroyed everything near him. He’s headed right for this system’s star…”
“He didn’t want any loose ends…” Lewis said, realizing what he was saying. “How long do we have?”
“The battlefield is one hundred fifty million miles away from the sun… so with a ship that big, I'm guessing maybe... five minutes?”
Distraught washed over Lewis’s face, “It’s over,” he said. “He’s really gonna do it…” Reverend and Samung didn’t have anything to say. They just looked down.
He tapped into the hangar’s intercom and started telling everyone about their fate. “Everyone… it’s been; it’s been a hard fight but, it’s too late.”
Everyone in the main hangar just looked at each other in disbelief.
“Karalus is now on his way towards the sun, my sun… and he’s going to destroy the entire Galaxy. We've fought hard, but, it’s over. We have roughly four minutes…” He kept speaking, but Arron didn’t waste any time. He pushed and shoved people out of his way, and sprinted for the bridge.
He ran in, and asked, “Who’s the Commander here?!”
Samung pointed at Lewis.
“It’s not over prim,” he said, “I know how we can delay this!”
“Well, by all means, do it!” Lewis said, not wasting any time. Arron took the main control board, and started furiously tapping buttons, and pulling switches. He knew exactly what he was doing.
“How’s he so good with the controls?” Samung mumbled.
Then suddenly, the main engine roared to life, and a blue energy surged through the entire ship, lighting up the hallways in a dim blue light. The engine spun around, clinking and clanking, blue fire emitting from it.
“What’re you doing?” Lewis asked, shocked that the ship was shaking a little. “How’d you turn the engine back on?!”
“I’m getting us to your star first,” Arron said. He carefully maneuvered his hands on the control pad, and gracefully flew the warship towards the one they had deactivated, “This ship is dead, but that one… heavily armored, faster, more advanced, we’ll use it to get to Karalus.”
“But it’s deactivated!” Lewis said, while Arron slowly piloted the ship next to the deactivated one.
“We’ll board it, and I’ll reroute the power through an alternate hallway… we don’t have time to talk more though; we only have four minutes left!” Arron said. He carefully maneuvered the warship right next to the disabled one and docked them together. He leaned into the intercom, and said, “Everyone, everyone, we are taking control of the enemy ship. Get to the airlock immediately! We’re taking that ship. Grab whatever weapons you can find on the way there, we need everybody! We’re rushing the bridge; we only have a few minutes!”
Everyone sprinted for the airlock, grabbing various assortments of weapons, from black hole grenades, to a few sleek Cyrisian laser-Gatling guns.
On board the deactivated ship, a Jupitain was inspecting the airlock, after hearing the sound of another ship docking. Suddenly, the door was blown open, and it flew into the Jupitain, crushing it, and its visor. Out came dozens of aliens, shouting and shooting at everything around them. Arron had taken a small laser pistol and sprinted ahead with Lewis trailing behind. Arron shot a Jupitain through the visor mid-sprint. They had to get to the bridge… fast.
Everyone pushed through the Jupitains. They had caught them off guard. One of the aliens used the laser Gatling gun to clear the entire hallway while shouting the whole time. Another threw a black hole grenade into a Jupitain patrol, causing them all to be sucked in.
Arron and Lewis blew through the bridge’s entrance and killed two Jupitains that were about to leave it. Arron shot visor after visor, clearing a path for the control board. Lewis tackled a Jupitain that was about to impale Arron. He struggled with it, but Arron shot it in the visor, making Lewis fall a few inches where the Jupitain had been, now just a pile of goo.
“I hope you know what you're doing,” Lewis said, concerned.
Arron didn’t say anything back; he was fully concentrated on the controls. He pressed a few buttons on the control pad, then flicked the administer switch to grant access to his command. A loud hum echoed from the ship’s engine, and it started to spin rapidly, turning back on. He had rerouted the power. Without wasting any time, he tapped a few more buttons on the control pad, and a blue light started to glow through the entire ship.
The ship turned around, to face the way where Karalus’s mothership was, and sped into space at the speed of light, destroying the docking mechanism with the other hijacked Jupitain warship.




CHAPTER 21
“Where does the visor say to go next?” Mark asked Douglas.
“Hallway B15,” He replied, “I haven’t seen any Demons around here. I think this part of the ship is a clear zone.”
“What does that mean?” James asked.
“It means Karalus wanted this area to himself… I dunno why, if he had Jupitains here we probably would’ve been dead already.” Suddenly, a faint beeping sound came from the floor. Douglas looked down and saw that he had stepped through a laser tripwire.
“Oh, shi…”
A laser spread close to the hallway’s roof then lowered itself to the level of where Douglas’s head would be, then it moved through the hall extremely fast, ready to decapitate anyone near.
“Everybody duck!” Douglas ordered. They all hit the floor, and the laser sped over their lowered heads. The laser disengaged and turned off.
“So that’s why it’s a clear zone,” James said.
“Watch out for tripwires,” Douglas mumbled sarcastically.
They got up and started to walk slowly along the hallway. Every time they saw a laser tripwire, they stepped over it, until they encountered something a little harder. A laser field that would be utterly impossible not to hit.
“What now?” Mark asked frustrated.
Douglas shrugged and threw a Jupitain laser rifle he had gotten earlier into the laser field. It hit about ten of the laser beams, but it didn’t activate any of the traps.
“I’m gonna go up there, and I’m gonna touch the lasers… really, really frickin’ fast, then we’ll keep our heads low, and see what happens.”
“Are you serious?” James and Mark stammered at the same time.
“Any other options?” Douglas asked.
They didn’t argue there.
Douglas walked over towards the laser field, slowly, and put his hand through one of them. It fazed, then turned off. Nothing happened for about five seconds, then all the lasers turned off, one by one.
“Huh,” Douglas said simply. Then, a laser gate formed fifty feet behind them, making a little cage that would trap anyone under that part of the hallway, with no way to escape.
“Run… run!!” Douglas yelled. He sprinted away, and Mark followed him. James was a little slower.
Douglas sprinted for the end of the hallway and made it to the entrance of the B15 sector. Mark was right behind him, but James couldn’t keep up.
“Pick it up; come on!” Douglas shouted.
Mark made it, but the laser cages were getting faster and faster, and before James could make it, a laser grid formed in front of him and trapped him. He punched it multiple times, but it didn’t phase. Douglas shot the laser’s projector with his laser pistol, but it was shielded.
He cursed.
“W-what are we gonna do?!” Mark asked frantically.
“I… I’m sorry, I just couldn’t…”
Douglas bit his lip, “No need to be sorry kid.” Without any hesitation, Douglas reached for a dart in his pocket, loaded it into his laser pistol, and shot James in the shoulder with it.
“Wait… what was that…” James didn’t have to finish the sentence.
“Darsakian Holo Warp transportation sequence, activated,” an automated voice said from the dart.
“No,” James said. “No no no no! I’m not letting you guys do this without me! I-I have to help, somehow!”
“Get outta here kid,” Douglas said simply, “Besides, I wasn’t gonna let you just die, stuck in there.”
“But-but it’s not fair. You guys should’ve had that, not me! I… I don’t deserve it, I, I didn’t even deserve to be a Captain…”
Mark looked at him, straight in the eyes, “I’ve been waiting to do this for nine years cap,’ but you, you’ve still got a future. Still got family.”
James didn’t cry. He just looked at Mark, a completely different person from when he first knew him.
“3… 2… 1. Holo Warp sequence… activated.” A bright, purple-blueish aura whizzed around James, and then, as quickly as it had formed, it dissipated, and he was gone.
“Where’d he go?” Mark asked.
“Vietnam,” Douglas said, “Only coords I could think of… now, if your done feeling all, heroic and sacrificial, let’s keep moving.”
Mark nodded, and Douglas gestured for him to follow him. Douglas started for the main engine room, while Mark looked behind, where James had been, turned back around, and followed Douglas.
“So… what are we gonna do when we reach the engine room?” Mark asked Douglas.
He didn’t reply for a few seconds. “I dunno,” Douglas said honestly, “That Dart could only transport one person anyway, and I only had one...”
Mark looked straight ahead. They walked fast, until they reached the entrance of the main engine room. The doors were tall, about ten feet. Douglas took the control pad and cracked the code in less than ten seconds. Karalus was a genius, but Douglas had decades of rebel experience. They walked through the doors, and what they saw was impossible not to take their breath away.
Thousands of Dark matter pipes, everywhere. Hundreds of generators, metal walkways, and a towering ceiling. Below them was a hole that went down at least a thousand feet. Generators were everywhere, lining the walls. In the center of the room, was a large control station, with thousands of switches, buttons and control modules. A dim light emitted from the very bottom of the hole below the engine room walkway. A loud hum from the engine constantly echoed through the room.
“This place is… massive,” Mark said.
“One of the most technological engine rooms I’ve ever seen… definitely not Cyrisian.” Douglas walked over to the control board and analyzed it.
“How’re we gonna stop this thing?” Mark asked.
“Wait a second,” Douglas gasped.
“What is it?” Mark asked.
Douglas dug through the data on the control pad, “Oh my God,” he said, sounding shocked.
“What?!” Mark asked, getting frustrated.
“All of these Dark matter pipes… they’re leading to that giant container we saw earlier, Karalus… he’s gonna fly right into the sun…”
Mark went quiet.
“He’s gonna put all of this Dark matter, into a giant ball of gas…” Douglas and Mark both knew what that meant. “He’s gonna cause a matter rupture so strong it’ll… it’ll destroy the entire Galaxy.”
Before Mark could reply with anything, a familiar voice echoed through the engine room from the entrance.
“Impressive, isn’t it?” Karalus leered. He looked horrible, his veins were pitch black, from the Dark matter that was flowing through him. He was wearing an exo-suit, with Dark matter pipes flowing around it. Tubes were connected to his arms, and legs, powering the suit. It clanked with every step. He was carrying a heavy, bulky looking laser rifle. He also had a power source on the back of his suit, that was glowing bright blueish white. A blue fire like energy, surged through the torso of his exo-suit, powering the core, and flowing through the rest of it.
Douglas knew immediately that there was no time for discussion with this psychopath. He raised his laser pistol and fired three shots of green lasers at Karalus. All three hit his suit, with no effect.
“Pathetic,” Karalus said simply. He charged for Douglas, Mark diving out of the way. Karalus picked up Douglas by his back and threw him into the wall. Douglas grunted and lifted his pistol to shoot Karalus again. He did, and this time, he hit one of his pipes, causing it to leak, but not do any damage. Karalus roared, and grabbed Douglas again, and slammed him into the wall. When he looked knocked out, Karalus turned around and started looking for Mark.
“I’m doing this for you-you know. You need this just as much as me!” He tore apart crates and lifted energy containers, “They left your entire fleet, to die! The Kelisians, they didn’t care. They never cared!! You should be happy. You should be helping me! Helping me make their kind extinct, you don’t have to die for nothing, you can know that you did the right thing, by just letting me end the Kelisian’s existence forever!!”
Mark jumped out from his cover and shot Karalus with Douglas’s Jupitain laser rifle. Karalus grimaced and shot Mark in the stomach. Mark grunted, then fell to the floor, bleeding out.
“Such a waste,” He picked up Mark, smiling at the pain showing in his face, and threw him against a wall on his back, next to a Dark matter container. He fell on his stomach.
Douglas looked at Karalus slowly, closed one eye, aimed his laser pistol, and fired at Karalus’s power cell. He hit it dead on, and the back part of the suit exploded, destabilizing the entire right side of it.
Douglas laughed a little, coughing up blood at the same time, “Take that you son of a bitch.”
Karalus screamed and looked back at Douglas, “Someone thinks he’s a hero…” He limped over slowly to him. “I’m the only hero here,” He growled. He grabbed Douglas by the back of his head, lifted him up, and slammed his face against the wall, over, and over again.
Mark squinted his eyes, conscious. He couldn’t look at Karalus. The constant bang was horrifying enough. He was drooling blood, and he could tell one of his legs was broken. His stomach was burning so bad that he winced after every movement he made. He looked at the control station, grunted, and started to crawl for it. Each time he lifted his arm to crawl forward, he could hear the haunting sound of Karalus slamming Douglas’s head into the wall.
Part of him wanted to cry; the other part wanted to die… but he knew he had to keep going. Keep pushing, or else everything, everything, would cease to exist. He found the motivation to keep crawling, deep in his heart. He groaned quietly, spitting blood.
Karalus finally dropped Douglas. His corpse hit the floor. “Oh right… you.”
Karalus slowly limped towards Mark and picked him up. He looked him in the eyes, choking him. “Why,” he said, “Why do you struggle when it’s hopeless… I’m not the evil one here, you are, for trying to…”
Right as Karalus’s mothership slowed out of I-Hypotonic warp, to be able to actually go into the sun without the frenzied particles being vaporized, another Jupitain warship slowed out of I-Hypotonic warp, and on perfect coordination, sped for the front of Karalus’s mothership.
“All shields transferred to the bow!” Lewis shouted.
The warship collided with the mothership with extreme precision. It had intercepted the mothership and exited light speed right before the mothership could pass it, turning it to the left slightly. The ship had been going so fast, that the sudden impact at the perfect time turned it off course dramatically.
The Jupitains couldn’t compute with what was going on. It was all happening too fast. The mothership glided off course so dramatically, that it slammed headfirst into Mercury, splitting right through the planet, completely destroying it, and causing significant damage to the entire ship. Debris from the planet flew everywhere. The mothership had hit Mercury so hard that it flipped over, it’s main engine blinking on and off.
Karalus dropped Mark and crashed into a wall. Mark grabbed hold of the grated floor and held on. The entire structure of the massive mothership creaked, the metal making a seeming ‘groan’ sound. Mark climbed for the control station, yelling with powerful motivation, pushing through the mind-boggling pain. He remembered his entire family… murdered by Jupitains… by Karalus. His sister killed for being too small. His mother, and father, for trying to defend her. He remembered them all dying, while all he could do was watch. Telli… Uliski… He reached the station, and hoisted himself up with both arms, groaning loudly. He looked at the functions, star struck.
Then he saw it. The symbol that he knew would work. He had to overload the engine so that the Dark matter would ignite with the power of the engine first, blowing up the ship early. Douglas knew from the beginning this was a one-way trip… he just didn’t know how. Mark groaned, flicking switches, and pressing symbols on a control pad. It started a silent countdown.
Karalus jumped behind Mark and lifted him up by the throat. “You think you can stop this, everything I’ve built?! Everything I’ve achieved?! There’s nothing you can do to stop JUSTICE, from taking its course. You’ll die-” Karalus leaned into Mark’s face, looking him in the eyes, “You’ll die knowing that.”
Mark goggled blood, and it spilled onto Karalus’s exo-suit. “Look at you,” Karalus said simply, “It’s pathetic. What is it, what’re you’re last words?”
“Fo-for… gah… f... family…”
“What family? Yours? They’re dead, and I can assure you it wasn’t in vain. They died to avenge my own family. My own people. This, this was for the greater good, and now, now I can be at peace, knowing that the last of my kind, will go out with all the rest.” He looked down at the control station, chocking Mark even harder. Then he saw it, and his eyes got so wide from shock they nearly popped out of their sockets, “No… no, no, no, no no no no no NO!” He dropped Mark and frantically started to hit buttons on the control board. He started to whimper while he smashed the seemingly infinite amount of control buttons. They did nothing. He pressed a few more, then, sniffed, and slid down the control board, onto his knees, “I… I’m sorry, my little Ranoah.”
The engine blew up, then a loud zooouuum sound echoed through space. The entire mothership dissembled into a trillion pieces, like a piece of glass breaking, then sucked itself all into a black hole. The black hole sucked in everything nearby, including all of Mercury, and a tiny, tiny little sliver of the sun, that was smaller than a Jupitain fighter. Then the black hole disappeared for a few seconds, then blew up like a supernova, sending a force so strongly into every direction, that it pushed the sun for almost ten seconds, not moving it, but causing it to split in half between the top and bottom temporarily.
The explosion instantly destroyed Venus and stopped halfway between the distance of it, and Earth. Lewis and his crew left at I-Hypotonic warp faster than the speed of light to a safe distance. The explosion dissipated, and the sun reverted back to normal.




CHAPTER 22
Three weeks later.
James was sitting on his bed, inside his quarters at Earth’s capital. The giant temple-like structure, above the center of the Atlantic Ocean. They were honored guests. Usually, important politicians or engineers would stay in the quarters for permission to talk to the Continental Congress. This time, it was Claire, Lewis, and himself.
Claire knocked on the door. “Ready? The ceremony’s in two hours. You should be in that suit by now.”
James didn’t say anything.
“You know I can get in here if I want to, right?”
James groaned, and walked up to the door, and opened it. Claire was wearing a clean, white, United Worlds military service uniform, with her hair made up perfectly. She looked beautiful.
“Can I come in?” She asked.
“Yeah,” James said simply.
She walked in and looked around. He had the room dark, the only light coming from the doorway. She turned on a light, “Why’d you have it so dark in here?” She asked.
James shrugged. “I dunno, liked it that way.”
Claire shook her head. “For the thousandth time, it’s not your fault Mark, or the soldier you were talking about died, you would’ve too if you stayed.”
“His name was Douglas… but it’s not that,” James said, a little angry, “It’s not that.”
“Martians?” Claire asked simply.
James sat on his bed, “They’re bastards, every one of them. They left us Claire, and now, we’re having a ceremony, to welcome them back? What kind of crap is that? We should be banning them… if they had stayed, they could’ve helped us kill Karalus. If they stayed, Mark… Mark could still be alive!” A tear rolled down his eye.
Claire paused, “You don’t know that…”
“What do you mean I don’t know that?!” James yelled, “They could’ve stopped that mothership before we even got on it, but they ran… don’t tell me you're actually siding with those cowards. You sound like one of those mindless supporters, that keep waving those welcome back signs everywhere… they didn’t see what happened that day.”
“I’m not siding with them… I’m just saying that, well, we still need them. We’re lost without them, and nobody will ever forget what they did for us on Salvation Day.” Claire argued.
“That’s their excuse. We saved you from extinction… well, that was nine years ago. We saved ourselves this time. They should be on their knees, begging for our forgiveness, besides we don’t need them anymore, we have the Lore now, they can help us, be our new main ally.”
“The Lore,” Claire veered, “The Lore, needs to rebuild, they got it way worse than us, I should know, I was there.”
“Oh yeah, where you learned how to use your magic hand,” James joked. “Your whole life you never asked what a Meta-Gene was, you never even noticed?”
“Shut up,” Claire rolled her eyes, “How was I supposed to know?”
James laughed, “Walk out of the airlock of our clearing ship and see what would happen.”
“Yeah,” Claire smiled, “Sure.”
They looked at each other, just laughing, then smiling, until James said, “So, where’s Lewis?”
“Probably out with Abigail.” Claire shrugged, “He doesn’t want to go to the ceremony at all, but if he doesn’t he might not get his own ship so…”
“Blackmail.” James grunted, “Outrageous, they’re just gonna come and retake control of everything, and nobody even cares.”
“People care,” Claire said, her expression hardened, “They just can’t do anything about it, most people don’t want them back… but everyone needs them back.”
“We don’t need them.” James mumbled, “Besides we have you, you could just make us a new fleet with your infinite supply of resources… I still have no idea how that works…”
Claire sighed, “The Dark matter from the Meta-Core combines with the Meta-Gene, and compounds itself, forming anything that’s not organic, I basically have the two most powerful elements in the Galaxy, maybe even the universe inside my left arm.”
“Still doesn’t make sense,” James said simply.
“It doesn’t really to me either, that’s just what the Cyrisian scientist told me before, well before he died.”
“Guess I should get ready for the ceremony huh?” James asked, bored, even though anger was still boiling inside of him about the Kelisian’s return.
“Yeah, guess you should.” Claire was about to walk out, before James said something.
“Hey, just so you know,” He smiled, “I’m glad you were assigned on that asteroid clearing ship with me.”
Claire smirked, “Well I’m glad you were the Captain of that ship, even though we like, didn’t see each other the rest of the time.”
James chuckled, “Yeah,” he said dumbly.
She smiled and walked out. He watched her walk away, wishing he had said more. He sat there and just thought to himself. Thought about everything.
The ceremony was held in an outdoor stadium, the largest on the planet, built by the Kelisians for worldwide sporting events and ceremonies. It was on the North American Continent, where Washington D.C. had been. There were memorials everywhere. James, Claire, Lewis, and Abigail had exclusive access to a V.I.P. section.
They sat next to billionaires, and other prominent figures at the time. The continental leader of North America was there. He was black, and his hair was completely white. Cut, clean, and well kept. He was wearing an all-white suit, and had two special operative guards standing behind him, armed with sleek looking laser rifles.
“This is a mistake.” He said firmly. He looked at Claire, “You, and your friends… your all the real heroes.”
“You can’t do anything to stop this, sir?” James asked.
“Don’t call me sir… you’ve done more than I ever have for this organization… No, I can’t do anything, I’m just a symbol for people to think they aren’t completely ruled by the Martians… or I should say the name they kept from us. The Kelisians. All I can do is sit back, and clap for their glorious re-arrival. It’s not exactly a dictatorship, but it’s not freedom either.”
“Dude, we’re sitting next to a continental leader… how cool is that.” Lewis whispered to James enthusiastically.
“We’re sitting next to a pawn,” James said, grumpily.
“Hey, it could be a lot worse; we could all be dead.” Lewis said, “I don’t want the Kelisians back either, but at least now, we can put all of this behind us and rebuild. We’re not nobodies anymore, we’re hero’s bro, time to get used to a new life.”
James was about to reply, but then he heard the humming sound of the Kelisian mothership. It descended slowly through the clouds, and a sudden wave of cheering roared through the stadium, echoing in every direction. Only Claire and a few others in the V.I.P. section clapped. Everyone else just looked up, silently knowing that this wasn’t right.
An intercom blared loudly from the mothership. It was the voice of the Kelisian main leader, “Humanity, we have returned.” The speech went on, and the stadium’s cheering got louder and louder, but it was all just a blur for James. He just sat there, staring. Lewis looked at Abigail and whispered something in her ear. They laughed softly and kissed each other. Deep down though, Lewis was troubled too. The Jupitains were still out there. They had dozens of major bases around the Galaxy, occupying the capital cities of once prominent advanced alien civilizations. The war, wasn’t over yet.




Cyrus.
Beep… beep… beep… pzzzccch. Static.
“AI control… approved. Experimental Subject control… approved, rebooting… rebooting… rebooting.” A computer voice said, repeatedly.
“Rebooting… reboot complete, beginning system scan… complete. Authority over mainframe… accepted. Beginning reactivation procedure… three… two… one… welcome back… Alpha.”
The AI that had spread the Jupitains across the Galaxy, reactivated. Karalus’s hack had officially been broken. The AI had been trying to break the firewall Karalus had set up for years, and now, without any updates for three months, it broke the code. The AI had full control of not only the Jupitains, but every other Cyrisian experiment as well.
The head screen of Alpha blinked, and it sat up. It had been sitting on a throne, where the Cyrisian Overlord once sat. It looked around, and got up, standing on its feet in front of the throne chair.
Its face glowed red, and it said, “It’s been too long.”
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