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Chapter I - Five Pilots, One Destiny, And A Bottle of Whiskey
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Five men sat in heavy silence around the polished, round table in the Captain’s office at the Galactic Police Force Headquarters. The air was thick with unspoken words and the scent of peppermint whiskey. The dim glow of the overhead lights cast long shadows across the metallic walls, flickering softly against the insignia of the Galactic Police.

To the Captain’s left and right sat Daka Jar and Kumza; their postures relaxed, but their eyes were sharp. 

Across from them, Tatu and Omiddu waited, tense and expectant. The two pilots exchanged glances, Omiddu’s antennae twitching in quiet anticipation. The whiskey in their glasses remained untouched, swirling lazily under the office’s artificial gravity.

Daka Jar leaned back, a subtle smirk playing at his lips, but he remained silent. Instead, he gave a small nod to Kumza, signaling him to speak.

Kumza exhaled through his nose, swirling the amber liquid in his glass before finally taking a slow sip. When he spoke, his voice carried the weight of something far more significant than an ordinary mission briefing.  “This will be the hardest job you’ve ever taken.” His deep tone reverberated through the room. “More difficult than any battle you’ve fought, any enemy you’ve faced.”

Omiddu’s emerald-green eyes narrowed, his antennae twitching in irritation. “Without lasers? Sounds boring.”

The Captain let out a hearty laugh, shaking his head. “Oh, you have no idea.”

Ever the pragmatist, Tatu kept his expression neutral, though his fingers tapped lightly against the edge of the table. “What’s the mission?” he asked finally, his voice calm but demanding. “And why us?”

Kumza took another measured sip before answering, his gaze steady. “You have to rebuild the future.”

Omiddu blinked. “What do you mean, rebuild it?” His green eyes flicked between the four men, his mandibles clicking slightly as he processed the words.

Though silent, Tatu was already scanning their expressions for the meaning and weight behind the mission that had brought them all here. His gaze settled on Daka Jar, then shifted to Kumza.  He knew whatever lay ahead was far more than either Daka Jar or Kumza expected.

Kumza leaned back in his chair, exhaling slowly as he began to speak. His voice carried a weight that sent a chilling sensation through the room.  "In 17 years, our galaxy will face complete annihilation at the hands of the Bode Galaxy. They will unleash an unimaginable fighting force, unlike anything we've ever encountered. 

“In just 15 years, their strongest planet, Uni, will take absolute control over all habitable worlds within its reach. The governors of those planets, instead of resisting, will submit to this deranged ruler, turning their resources against us. Two massive war factories are already under construction, designed to mass-produce weapons and interstellar battleships at a pace that we cannot match.”

He paused briefly, letting the gravity of his words sink in before continuing.  “Their army will grow to be larger than anything we’ve ever seen. When the time comes, they will strike using two teleportation gates to launch a full-scale invasion of Andromeda. Their objective is simple: seize all habitable planets, strip them of their resources, and repopulate the planets with their own kind."

Kumza leaned forward now, locking eyes with Omiddu and Tatu. His expression darkened.  "You’ve never seen anything like them. They're monstrous, these twisted little creatures. They are bats with tiny, useless wings that should have left them crawling in the dirt. Instead, they possess a technology that far surpasses ours. This technology, if left unchecked, will turn our worlds into dust and our people into slaves."

Silence followed.

Tatu and Omiddu exchanged an uneasy glance. Tatu shifted in his seat, rubbing his chin as if trying to process the madness of what he was hearing. Omiddu, on the other hand, flicked his antennae in irritation, his green eyes narrowing.

"Let me get this straight," Omiddu said, his voice tinged with skepticism. "You're telling me that 17 years from now, we’re all going to be wiped out by a bunch of wingless bats? And instead of calling the entire fleet to prepare for war, you’re sitting here telling us,  two pilots,  about it over a drink?  Without lasers? Sounds like the most boring mission ever."

The captain let out a huge laugh, shaking his head.  "You have no idea how hard this will be, Omiddu."

Still processing what he was hearing, Tatu leaned in, his sharp gaze settling on Kumza.  “I'm not even going to ask how you know the future, but I do have a question.”  His voice was calm but firm. "What do Omiddu and I have to do with any of this?"

Daka Jar finally took his first sip of whiskey, letting the burn settle before he spoke. He met Tatu’s gaze, his expression unreadable.  "Kumza and I have returned from the future," he said, his voice unwavering. And you two are the only ones who can prevent this future devastation.

Omiddu’s antennae twitched. Tatu’s fingers tightened around the armrest of his chair.

Daka Jar let the words settle before he continued,  "You two are the ones who will infiltrate Uni and destroy its central command. You are the only ones who will succeed where others fail. You are the heroes that history remembers."

Kumza gave Daka Jar a firm nod and then returned to the two stunned pilots. "Now," he said, his voice quiet but intense, “Let me explain how."

Time Travel Is Possible

Kumza leaned forward, his fingers tracing the rim of his glass as he spoke. His voice was steady, but the weight of the mission made every word feel heavier than the one before it.  

"We have two options," he began. His sharp eyes darted between the two pilots. "Option One: You can infiltrate Planet Uni right now and assassinate the governor, Mopp Hagga, a dictator who rules the entire Bode galaxy through terror. But let's be honest, that might not be enough.

“Kill one leader, and another, just as ambitious and ruthless, will likely take his place. We could take the risk... but if you fail, we might alter the future in ways we can’t predict."

Omiddu huffed, folding his arms. "Great. So basically, we either change history or screw it up entirely."

Kumza smirked, ignoring the comment. "Option two," he continued, "we reconstruct the future. We ensure that by the time our suicide mission begins, we’ll have the best possible chance of success.

With six two-man crews, alongside the Chief, Mr. Daka Jar, and myself,  an attack will be launched on Uni’s headquarters.”  He paused, taking a slow sip of whiskey and letting the idea sink in.

Tatu rubbed a hand over his smooth scalp, his expression dark with confusion. "We still don’t understand, Mr. Kumza."

Kumza exhaled, setting his glass down with a soft clink. "Patience, Tatu. Now comes the real madness, something no one else in this universe can explain except my old professor, Lubban Tonn. The man is a genius, the greatest scientific mind of our time. He’s the one who proved that time travel is possible."

Tatu and Omiddu exchanged bewildered looks, but Kumza pressed on.

“The Chief and I told him everything about the explosion, the teleportation gate, and what happened to the two of you when we blew it up. We ended up going back in time... seventeen years ago. That was the exact moment in time when you two enrolled in the Galactic


















Knowing The Future Before It Happens




	Tatu and your son, Dudu.

	Omiddu and your son, SipSip.

	Mallu and his son, Lukka.

	Murrat Dyr and his son, Mikky.

	The Farr twins.

	Jack and Siby,  who is your brother Mallu's old high school classmate, Tatu."

























The Unwritten Future































A Mission Like No Other
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