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Chapter I - The Present 
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Flies buzzed incessantly, forming chaotic swarms over the table, littered with scraps of food, half-eaten fruit, crusted bread, and streaks of dried liquid, the origin of which Tatu could not care to imagine. 

The stench was oppressive, a vile cocktail of rotting food and stale sweat, magnified by sticky humidity that seemed to cling to every surface in the room. The whole place was an indescribable mess, a veritable war zone of neglect. 

Tatu surveyed the scene, his nose wrinkling in disgust. 

At the center of the chaos lay Omiddu, a towering, grotesque figure slumped forward with his massive head resting on the filthy table. His hulking body, an intricate amalgamation of flesh and metal, rose and fell with his heavy, uneven breaths. 

The right hemisphere of his head gleamed coldly under the dim light. A titanium plate covered the wounds he received from a near-fatal crash. 

The titanium plate was a haunting reminder of how close he had come to death. Omiddu’s single exposed eye was half-closed, fluttering as if he was caught in the grips of a nightmare. 

Sticky slime oozed from his grotesquely large mouth. The slime pooled on the table and dripped lazily onto the floor. Flies feasted greedily on it, their tiny bodies gleaming under the dim, flickering overhead light. 

The scene was so disgraceful and revolting that Tatu, who had seen his share of unspeakable horrors across the galaxy, stood momentarily paralyzed. Tatu shook his head, trying to shake off his revulsion. 

Despite the spectacle before him, Omiddu was obscenely wealthy. He could easily hire an army of cleaners to sanitize this disaster of an office. 

However, Omiddu, ever the eccentric, allowed no one into his sanctuary except Tatu. He stubbornly enforced this rule, and Tatu often teased him about it.

Amidst the filth, Tatu’s sharp eyes caught sight of a glimmer.  There was a bottle of mint whiskey, its crystalline surface almost sparkling there in the grime. Beside it, a single crystal glass reflected the faint light, a lone beacon of sophistication in the sea of squalor.   

With a mischievous grin, Tatu poured himself a generous glass, swirling the amber liquid enticingly. “This’ll drive him mad,” Tatu thought, chuckling. 

Omiddu’s favorite whiskey was like liquid gold to him. Tatu savored the moment, knowing full well that Omiddu would erupt like a volcano when he woke up to find his prized bottle defiled. Tatu swirled the glass again, his grin widening as memories of their first meeting came rushing back.
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Chapter II - Remembering The Beginning
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They met at the Interstellar Galactic Pilot Academy years ago. Tatu had never seen anyone, or anything, quite like Omiddu. Standing as tall as Tatu, Omiddu was an imposing figure resembling an enormous, fur-covered caterpillar. 

Omiddu’s dense, untamed hair seemed alive, bristling with movement, as though each strand was infused with energy. His massive, segmented body was a marvel of precision and engineering. Each of his seven limbs on either side moved with uncanny synchronicity.

Despite his intimidating form, his glowing green eyes contained intelligence, a piercing curiosity that demanded attention.

Yet, for all his alien features, Omiddu’s wild, unkempt hair stood out the most. It shot out in every direction, a chaotic halo that gave him the look of a deranged genius. 

“A hairy caterpillar,” Tatu had called him, his voice dripping with amusement. Omiddu, unfazed, had fired back with equal fervor, dubbing Tatu “a bald fish-faced hunchback.” From that moment, a rivalry was born, a mix of playfulness and competitiveness.

Their banter became legendary at the Academy. Though their insults were biting, the harsh words were always accompanied by laughter. Their camaraderie drew cadets like moths to a flame. The training grounds would erupt in cheers whenever their antics began, and their peers would gather to watch the spectacle. 

Yet, beneath the jokes and jabs lay a deep, unspoken respect. They were the best pilots in the Academy, and their skills were unmatched even by the senior cadets.

One particular evening, during the meal break, the two were locked in yet another spirited argument. They sat in the noisy dining hall, plates of flavorless porridge before them.

“Sure, Omiddu,” Tatu said, his tone dripping with mock superiority. “You clocked the same time as me today, but did you notice how I flew the last stretch of the canyon backward? Next time, I’ll fly the whole route in reverse. Maybe then you’ll have a shot at winning.”

Omiddu’s segmented body bristled, his furry limbs twitching as he grabbed his plate of porridge. His enormous eyes narrowed mischievously. Tatu could already see what was coming: a face full of bland, tasteless goo. But just as Omiddu raised the plate, the dining hall doors swung open with a thunderous clang.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter III - A Demonstration of Skills
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“Attention!” a cadet near the entrance shouted. “Commander present in the room!”

The hall fell silent in an instant. All eyes turned toward the imposing figure of the Academy’s commander, Daka Jar, in his crisp uniform adorned with insignias that gleamed under the bright lights.   

Beside the commander stood another more intimidating figure.  He was a gorilla-like being, dressed in an immaculate black suit, every inch of which was adorned with medals that jingled softly as he moved.

“Attention, cadets!” the commander barked, his voice echoing off the lofty ceilings. 

“This is the captain of the Intergalactic Police Force,” he said, gesturing to the gorilla-like figure. “He has come to our Academy with a request to recruit two of our best pilots for a special mission.”

A ripple of murmurs spread through the hall. The cadets exchanged nervous glances. The commander continued in a grave tone, “You have the right to choose this mission or refuse to take it. Surviving this mission will be nearly impossible. It carries with it the highest risk and may very well result in your death. 

The gorilla captain’s cold, calculating gaze swept over the cadets, lingering briefly on Tatu and Omiddu. “The captain wishes to see a demonstration of your skills, which a run-through of the training canyon will display. You have ten minutes to suit up and board your crafts,” the commander added. 

The dining hall erupted into a frenzy of movement. Cadets scrambled to prepare for what could be the most significant and dangerous moment of their lives. Tatu and Omiddu locked eyes, their competitive fire igniting once more.

"I guess we'll see who's the best pilot today, you hairy caterpillar," Tatu said, grinning. 

"Don't be cocky, you balding fish-faced hunchback," Omiddu retorted, his massive body already heading for the exit.

For all their banter, they knew one thing for sure: this was their moment to shine.

Tatu grabbed his flight suit and gear, his mind buzzing with a mix of excitement and apprehension. 

Despite his unkempt appearance, Omiddu moved with surprising speed and focus, his fourteen limbs a blur of efficiency as he prepared for the run. 

The two had spent countless hours in the training canyon, but the stakes were higher this time than ever. The thought of impressing the captain of the Intergalactic Police Force, an entity known for its rigorous standards, sent a thrill coursing through Tatu’s veins.

The training canyon was a marvel of engineering, a labyrinthine stretch of jagged cliffs, narrow tunnels, and death-defying drops designed to push pilots to their limits. 

Every cadet feared the canyon, and every cadet respected it. The instructors once said the canyon had “no room for error.” 

For Tatu and Omiddu, that challenge was an invitation. As the pair made their way to the hangar, the din of the other cadets faded into the background. 

The cavernous space was filled with the hum of engines running and the hiss of hydraulics as the crafts prepped for takeoff
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