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Long before I was born, my species, the Malonics, engaged in a space race to bring much-needed supplies back to our homeworld of Malonius as well as prove which nation among the great powers was the strongest. During that time, our messages looking for life outside of our solar system attracted a visiting species known as Humanity. After we took in their ambassador, Annagletha, they invaded us and oppressed us for four generations of turmoil. Now, over a century later, I, Mathezr Bresak, have taken part in the Malonic Liberation Army to drive out Humanity and overthrow the puppet government. After reflecting on the qualities of an animal known as a fox that is similar to Malonics in appearance and is native to Humanity’s homeworld of Earth, we employed the tactics and attitude of the fox in order to overthrow our oppressors. That was, until we lost an important bastion in a wave of traps set up by Humans when they realized their conventional tactics were failing. Now, we returned to our hideout around the gas giant Tessiab in order to plot our next steps.

I stretched in my capsule bed as the bombs shook the ground. Luckily, our bunker was located eighty-seven rhat under the surface of the small moon we had claimed, far enough away to resist the impacts.

Two of my comrades rolled out of their capsules. 

“They’re shelling us,” I told them.

Zvonirak Leurszak responded to me.

“Looks like duty calls,” he said. 

Zvonirak is a good teammate, as he’s always sacrificing himself for us and keeping our focus on the mission. When I promote him, I know he’ll be a good commander. 

I saw the other soldiers under my command, Tieksey Zundin, Thyrios Lepsaksiun, and Chula Krebinaf, stand up and stretch. After we dressed ourselves in our uniforms, I began the generalized morning exercise routine before I sent everyone to different gymnasiums to target their specialized skills. After engaging with a hand-to-hand combat training robot for an hour, I joined my men in the canteen.

As we drank our vitamin-dense juice and devoured our variously-portioned servings of breaded hedra meat, berries in prebiotic cream, and mushroom caps, the courier for our legion commander arrived at our table.

“Squad commander Bresak,” he requested, “Legion chief Mrak wants to see you.”

I nodded as I drank the last bit of my juice. I gestured with my hand to my men and we ascended the steps to the Mission Control Center.

The dark light of the multi-storeyed room illuminated by the teal light of the CRT displays conveyed its importance. At a table sat legion chief Torioz Mrak, the commander of the five hundred soldiers at this base. 

A direct descendant of ambassador Tevr Mrak, who had been on the team to intercept the human probe bearing our deceiver, Torioz was the leader of the Malonic Liberation Army. He had accessed a document containing the skills gained from his progenitor’s service in intelligence and employed the skills in order to construct his army. His most impressive action was his deception of Naikor Hyo, the puppet leader of our original homeworld of Malonius. Naikor had provided Torioz’ company Malonic Refueling the three moons of the gas giant Tessiab so that the Empire of Sol with enough hydrogen for nuclear fusion and spacecraft fuel. However, Naikor was unaware of Torioz’ plan to train up a resistance army. So, when Torioz had begged for numerous expansions to the residential and refueling stations so each moon could sustain two million, numerous three-dimensional printers, and fifteen industrial soldering machines, Naikor agreed. 

While Tessiab is far from our home, Torioz had made a clever decision. The moon Kiratah is rich in iron, titanium, silicon, nitrogenous stones, and magnetic rocks, which we use for the manufacture of starships, fertilizer, and railguns. The moon Disad had an ocean under its surface and numerous pocket-ecosystems in caverns and grottos, which enabled it to become a giant in food production for both Malonius and the Malonic Liberation Army. Finally, the moon Liriae, where I stand, has numerous veins of uranium, which we use for nuclear weapons and armor-piercing bullets.

Meanwhile, Tessiab has supplied our resistance with large reserves of hydrogen, which we use in our fusion reactors for power and starships for propellant. Additionally, because it is explosive, we’ve also been known to use it as a way to sabotage our Human oppressors.

“Squad commander Bresak,” Torioz began, “I need you to perform our biggest, riskiest mission yet.”

“Go on,” I replied cynically. The last time he had said that, we had been ambushed by being presented Kesark Bastion. When our ships rescued us from the surface, the Humans obliterated half of our fleet and drove all Malonic Liberation Army soldiers off Malonius and back to Tessiab, where we now are being shelled into submission.

“We’ve been able to travel to two other systems using our knowledge of bi-directional wormholes to colonize two planets,” Torioz continued. “I think it is time we evacuate to our colonies. We can use the resources there to rebuild our movement.

“The Asykampa system is a good place. Raise families, build our strength up, teach the goals of our rebellion to your children. One day, I know we will return Malonius to its free state.”

“What about you?” I asked him, concerned.

“As the Gzoyne saying goes, every good warlord fights with his army. When you all leave, me and the commanders on Kiratah and Disad will initiate the self-destruct sequence so they can’t obtain our mathematical formulae used for bi-directional wormholes and our special stargates that employ this technology.” The room shook vehemently, causing cables to burst out of the walls and dust to fall from the roof. “They’re getting closer. Take the subterranean wormhole to Excelsior Citadel on Asykampa Primus.” The room quaked again. “Go, now!”

Me and my men rushed for the emergency staircase and took it to the armory, where we donned our armored uniforms and took up our microwave guns. Afterwards, we descended the staircase again to the very bottom of the base, one hectorhat under the surface. Afterwards, we charged down a hallway to the personal stargate. Unlike the portals used to transport large ships between star systems, the personal stargate was intended for people to pass through. And boy, were there many people who wanted to pass through.

Thyrios went first, followed by Chula and Tiesky. I insisted that Zvonirak go before me, but he refused. Reluctantly, I passed through the portal. 

After I passed through the chrome-colored sphere that reflected the hallway, I stepped out into a large room with a vaulted ceiling. 

Zvonirak followed me.

Then, the portal closed. A chrome sphere that reflected the room we had teleported into rapidly shrunk until it was too small for us to see with our naked eye.

“Were there any others?” I asked.

“Forty,” Zvonirak exhaled, his bulky shoulders sinking. “Several weird creatures with claws and drills in their snouts came at us. One of the soldiers pushed me through before he initiated the portal’s self-destruct sequence.”

The Humans had utilized one of their artificially-created organisms to burrow into our base. Now, forty soldiers were dead from the attack.

I stepped out of the large chamber and descended a flight of stairs. That was when I beheld the sight of Excelsior Citadel. 

My great-grandparents had told me what the Mkedrin capital city of Ossiraks was like
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