	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

BEYOND​


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


a novel

DAVIS NJOROGE

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright ©Davis Njoroge, 2022. All rights reserved.

[image: ]


The moral right of Davis Njoroge to be identified as the author has been asserted under the Copyright Act Cap 130 Laws of Kenya and the international copyright laws.

This novel is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, personalities, real locales, organisations and institutions are used fictitiously or are a product of the author’s imagination; and any resemblance to actual events, locales, organisations, institutions, or persons living or dead is entirely coincidental and not intended by the author.

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in any form, by any means, is strictly prohibited without written permission from the publisher or the author.

Paperback Edition by Mystery Publishers – 2022
Smashwords Edition, by Mystery Books – 2022
Kindle Edition, by Mystery Books – 2022 
Published by:
Mystery Books, an imprint of
Mystery Publishers Limited
P.O. BOX 18016 – 20100
Tel: +254 718 429 184
Nakuru, Kenya
Email: publishing@mysterypublisherslimited.com 
www.mysterypublisherslimited.com  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

For:​

[image: ]


Dad, my number one supporter and fan; 

and

my readers, both new and old

CONTENTS

TITLE PAGE

COPYRIGHT PAGE

DEDICATION

EPIGRAPH

CONTENTS

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

EPILOGUE

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​

[image: ]


Earth is a small town with many neighbourhoods in a very big universe.


~Ron Garan
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DEEP ANCIENT SILENCE filled the vast space. A dark blanket contrasted with deep blues, blacks, yellows, occasional circle-shaped whites, and sometimes shining spots. The bright spots were the stars that were light-years apart yet still formed intricate patterns. 

From a distance, enjoying the ancient peace, was Earth, one of the rarest planetary bodies in the universe capable of supporting human and plant life. A blink of light appeared miles away from the blue planet, disturbing the ancient peace. The light continued to blink rapidly until, finally, a swirling vortex emerged. A gigantic fiery vessel emerged from the swirling space hole, which then closed as sudden as it had appeared once the whole vessel had passed through it. Bits of the vessel’s body fell off, leaving behind a trail of smoke and burning metal as it advanced towards Earth with neck-breaking speed.

The convoy of military jeeps and a truck made its way around the third tallest mountain in Africa, Mt Manga. The cold night air blew, brushing across Earth’s rocky surface. Thick nimbus clouds clothed the charcoal sky, announcing an approaching storm. From a distance, thunder boomed with might as flashes of lightning raced across the heavens, lighting the sky with brilliant streaks. Heavy fog embraced everywhere, including trees and every square inch of the ground. Winds blew with might, forcing trees and other vegetation to flail and moan wildly, creating an uncanny atmosphere.

Observing all this was a man in one of the vehicles, and he cursed the coming storm inwardly. The chilling night was beginning to get to him. He was seated in the leading jeep right next to the driver. The man tried drawing his pullover tightly to his body, but it was no use. The cold just seeped through his clothing to embrace his body. Neon lights flashed and flickered in the sky once more, leaving imprints on the back of his eyelids. He turned to the driver on his right. The man was doing worse than him. The driver’s face was rigid with concentration as he tried to see through the thick fog while focusing on driving along the mountain’s steep edges. The man looked away, hoping the rain won’t fall until they arrived. Soon, the yellow glow of sodium arch lights greeted them yards away. The lights were from NSA Intel, a new research base for Numia Space Agency. The man couldn’t help but smile—they were almost there. A sudden shuffle from those seated behind showed him he wasn’t the only one excited for their journey to be over. 

Immediately, a loud rumbling sound from the sky came to their ears. They exchanged curious looks, and all eyes turned to the heavens except the driver’s. At first, they could see nothing, but then they saw a yellow glow that pierced through the clouds, leaving a trail of orange as it descended while sailing across the sky, growing more prominent as it approached the ground.

“What the heck is that? A shooting star?” one of the men asked, but none answered. The man strained his ears. The sound emanating from the object was strange, although it was hard to tell, thanks to the wind’s noise. It almost sounded like the humming of engines, but he couldn’t be sure. Suddenly, the object’s trajectory changed abruptly towards them. That’s when all hell broke loose.

“Faster!” the man screamed at the hapless driver since their jeep led the convoy.

“But the sharp edges and the mist ....”

He didn’t finish what he was saying. A loud crackling sound, which could be heard miles away, followed as the fiery object hit the mountain’s side above them in a flash, sending chunks of gigantic rocks flying sky high. The whole mountain shook from the impact, causing alarm cries from wild animals and birds below to rent the night air. The driver needed no further motivation; he crashed his foot on the gas pedal, accelerating the jeep. The other vehicles followed suit from behind, headlights blazing. The mountain continued to tremble, releasing an avalanche of rocks that rolled down, smashing everything in their path. The leading jeep swayed madly as it zigzagged around the sharp edges while avoiding the advancing rocks. The man’s heart raced as rocks weighing tonnes rolled past, missing them narrowly. The road the vehicles were travelling on was a spiral murram that snaked about the mountain, meaning one misstep would lead to a fatal fall off the cliffs. However, what worried him most was the truck. It carried the equipment they were transporting to NSA Intel and was the most vulnerable because of its massive size. He decided to look back, and immediately, one of the rocks smashed into the jeep behind them, sending it lurching off the road into the oblivion of emptiness below. 

The man watched with horrified eyes as the jeep rolled down the steep mountain cliff, stone, metal and flesh colliding until finally, the vehicle burst into raging flames. The truck was next. It smashed into a rock rolling in its path and was sent jetting into the air. It came down hard, crashing into the road, head first. The jeep behind it braked a second too late and collided into it, blocking the road totally for the other vehicles behind. The man watched all this together with those with him in their jeep. There was nothing they could do for their comrades but watch as they fought to make it through.

In front of them, an explosion of rocks and fire occurred, and the driver hit the emergency brakes madly. A vast vessel, the size of about two cruise ships, ploughed through from the mountainside and destroyed everything, including the road in front of them, and began to slide over the cliff slowly. Paralysis gripped them all as they saw the alien vessel. Loud groans and painful creaks emanated from the ancient vessel, making their ears throb. Never before had they seen something as terrifying as that.

“Go back!” the man screamed, snapping them out of their paralysis. The vehicle jumped into a shocking reverse. More rocks and soil began to rain. Thunder boomed as lightning flashed, making the scene before them more terrifying. The man couldn’t believe his eyes. What sort of an object was this that could plough through a mountain and remain intact?

“Brace yourselves!” shouted the driver above the groaning of rocks, drawing the man from his thoughts.

“What?” he shouted, but the creaking above answered him. He looked up as the massive rocky section advanced with neck-breaking speed. Marcus Bura closed his eyes as the man seated behind shouted ‘incoming’; their end had come.
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MAXWELL BARASA HASTENED to class, bumping into whoever was in his path, leaving them swearing behind him. He shouted apologies while checking his watch. It was half-past nine, and he was already late for the lecture. Sweat trickled down his face and armpits as he began to run short of breath. This was rather embarrassing because all eyes followed him, checking him out. But he didn’t care; he wasn’t ready to stain his clean school record. Even missing one lecture was intolerable to him. Maxwell was a first-year student at Millennial University, taking a computer science course.

“Bloody stairs!” he swore as they came to his view in the science block where he was heading. Unlucky for him, the elevator had broken down days ago and was under repair. Quickly, he began his ascent around the spiral staircase to the top floor. Once on the top floor, he wiped the sweat cascading down his face with his bare hand as he approached the lecture room. When he entered the room, all three hundred pairs of eyes except the lecturer’s greeted him. The lecturer continued teaching as if she hadn’t seen him. Maxwell couldn’t help but smile at that. That was one of the things he loved about the university—no one followed you around, unlike in high school. He squeezed into a seat next to his friend Vitalis who had it reserved for him.

“Where were you, man?” Vitalis whispered, his eyes still trained on the lecturer. “Your lateness has really cost me, you know.”

“Quit your whining. Didn’t I tell you on the phone I would be late because of last night’s acting gig?”

“All in all, you still cost me a chance to sit with Janice.” Janice was the hottest girl in class and, like most hot girls, attracted a lot of attention from most boys, Vitalis included. “She should be the one occupying that seat if it weren’t for you.”

Maxwell snorted. “Are we really talking about this right now?”

“It’s not funny, dude. You owe me lunch for that, Max.”

Vitalis whispered a little bit loudly, making the girl in front of them silence them with a chilling glare. Soon, the class came to an end, and there was excitement in the air now that there would be no more classes till the coming week. Their lessons usually ended on Thursday mornings. Max and Vitalis made their leave to a local hotel for a late breakfast.

“So, how was yesterday’s acting gig?” Vitalis began as they sipped their tea.

“It was alright, though I didn’t do much. The audience loved our performance; I wish you were there.”

“Me too. I really wanted to taunt you with the picture of you and your silly costume you showed me,” Vitalis said, and they laughed.

“Was it really that bad?”

“Hell yeah, bro!” Vitalis said, and they laughed once more.

“So, do you have any plans this weekend?” Vitalis asked, changing the topic.

“Well, there is this research I’m planning to read on. It’s kind of my own personal research, something about space-time ....”

Vitalis groaned loudly.

“Stop right there, bro, because you are beginning to bore me. How do you even manage to read all this nerdy science crap and still maintain good grades? Sometimes I forget that you are a computer science student.”

“Really?”

“Yeah! Because it is usually expected that we computer science students should discuss and show more interest in computers than other stuff, it is the opposite for you. With the kind of reading and researching on various topics such as the space-time as mentioned earlier, one would think you are an aspiring physicist.”

“But I told you my interest has never been in computer science. My dad sort of forced the course on me.”

“And you are doing amazingly well for a guy who isn’t interested in it.”

“Well, if you live in a family like mine, where everyone is a genius, you can rest assured of having good grades regardless of whatever course you pursue.” 

“Okay, but as you know, I’m not fully into this nerdy stuff, and it seems to me you have no plans for this weekend. So, you and I will be going over to Mike’s party this Friday.”

“But ...”

“No buts. You read all the time, and it is not like your books will go anywhere. You know you’ll paint a bad picture if you are the only one in class to miss our class rep’s party.”

“But I’m not the partying type, and I’m not social.”

“Stop with the excuses; there is no way you will escape this. Besides, Elizabeth will be there; or do you not want to be there because Mike is dating her?”

Maxwell stared at him, and Vitalis just winked at him.

“Come on, I’m your best friend. I know you like her.”

Maxwell agreed to attend Mike’s party to stop Vitalis from taunting him further.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about.” He paused before proceeding, “Tell me, how did you end up like this? I take it you are some kind of a brainiac, but that’s not an excuse for not going out for parties, social events, or chasing after a girl. How do you survive with such a kind of lifestyle?”

“What are you trying to say because I don’t get your point? I mean, you just said I like Elizabeth, so ....”

“You know what I mean, Max. You don’t usually behave as a normal hormonal youth should. I’m your friend, but still ... I can’t understand you at times.”

Maxwell stared at his cup, which was half-full, as he thought carefully about what to answer. Before he could utter a word, the screen in the hotel interrupted with breaking news. Headlines: ‘Aliens in Numia?’

The newscaster was saying, “... an unidentified flying object has been reported to have crashed on Mt Manga yesterday a few minutes to midnight. Locals residing close to the mountain claim the object was a meteor. Others claim that they heard the running of engines emanating from the object. The object is speculated to have caused a great deal of damage, but the damage size is yet to be known. So far, the Numian government has kept the mountain off-limits as it acts upon the situation, which leaves us with two questions: Is the fallen object a meteor or could extraterrestrial life have visited us? Send your comments on what you think as we play the footage which one of the locals recorded ....”

The image of the news anchor vanished, and video footage caught on the phone appeared. Tranquil silence filled the hotel as everyone paused what they were doing, their eyes fixed on the screen on the wall. The footage was grainy, an indication it was recorded in darkness, but they could see a giant orange ball falling from the sky with strange sounds emanating from it. Whoever had taken the footage had obviously been recording the night storms on Mt Manga at a far distance before the mysterious object got in the picture. Maxwell didn’t wait any further. He got up quickly, drawing a curious look from Vitalis, paid for his breakfast and left in a hurry, his heart racing wildly with excitement.
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PLANET MORDEK, ANDROMEDA GALAXY

A heavy war was waged on Mordek, a giant terrestrial planet with a radius of at least six Earths and a Neptune. The planet was located on the deepest ends of the Andromeda, far away from the strong gravitational pull of L220ZN, which was hungrily absorbing all energy around it, including that of stars. L220ZN was one among the many supermassive black holes found only at the centres of galaxies and was being drawn to Sagittarius A, the Milky Way’s own supermassive black hole.

According to intergalactic reports, Andromeda, the closest neighbour to the Milky Way, was slowly heading towards it. It would take just a few more billion years for the two galaxies to collide and form a super-merger. Of course, the results would be devastating, especially for beings inhabiting the two galaxies.

Floating miles away from Mordek’s exosphere were thousands of ginormous motherships, battleships, and planet-sized destroyers. They were the answer to humanity’s question of whether there is the existence of another life form in the cosmos. The monstrous ships, which were invisible and far from the radar of powerful human telescopes, remained afloat. They released millions of smaller fighters and battleships, which advanced toward the planet to wage war with its inhabitants. 

These ships belonged to the Raxobusians, an ancient and aggressive race dominating the Andromeda for millennia. The Raxobusians were nearly eight feet tall with hardened greenish reptilian skin. They were humanoid in nature with four hexagonal eyes as black as coal. Long, thickly muscled arms, a pair on each side, protruded from their bodies. They wore robotic suits and carried massive space guns to war.

Inside one of the destroyers was one of the many Raxobusian planetary commanders, Commander Razar, leading the invasion. Following him close behind were two other Raxobusians who acted as his guards. They were heading to the ship’s hangar located on the lower deck of the destroyer.

The three beings got into one of the mini starships named Cosmic Havoc V, a menacing battleship with a triangular shape. Once in, the ship’s interior glowed red as its Artificial Intelligence (AI) came to life, embracing their presence.

“Welcome, Commander Razar. What are your orders?” the ship’s AI asked in Raxobusi, their language, as they all set themselves in suitable positions. Razar sat in the command deck while his guards took positions in the flight deck.

“Deploy launch to Mordek and ready the ship for any sort of assault.” He commanded with a clipped voice. 

The destroyer’s spiral hangar doors slid open immediately, and the space vacuum began to pull everything towards space. The Havoc V’s engines came to life, and, slowly, the craft started to float lightly towards the hangar doors. The doors slid shut once the Havoc V exited the destroyer.

“Undocking manoeuvre completed,” the ship’s robotic voice announced, “Initiating course to Mordek.”

“Advance towards Mordek at full throttle,” Razar ordered. The ship aligned itself and then took off in Mordek’s direction at high speed. Mordek was a dangerous planet for habitation. It was toxic and a wasteland. Its orange colour was because clouds of sulphuric acid and ammonium hydrosulphide with an atmosphere composed of thick carbon dioxide covered it. The planet had an immense gravitational pull with vast amounts of crushing pressure. How the Mordecians survived in such a place was a mystery, but it was known that they could adapt to any environment regardless of how harsh it seemed. 

However, the planet’s toxic conditions weren’t enough to stop the Raxobusians from making their attack. Flashes of light streaked across the atmosphere. These were lightning storms caused by the highly electrically-charged sulphuric acid droplets. Cosmic Havoc V plunged into the planet’s corrosive atmosphere. Although the toxic clouds obscured what went on below, the ship’s sensors guided them.

Soon, they appeared in the lower atmosphere, and everything below them became visible. Orange, yellow, and traces of red were the only dominating colours. Large mountains stood erect, spewing molten lava and poisonous smoke continuously, toxifying the atmosphere. Havoc V continued with its high-speed motion, zooming past the mountainous landscapes with speed approaching that of light and soon, they arrived at their destination. Aratha, Mordek’s capital, was in flames. The city was so large that, even from above, its end was not possible to spot. 

“Approach star Lord Zur-Hur-Ek’s castle and make ready for a drop. Destroy anything in our path.”

Havoc V shot above Aratha at high speed, firing beams of projected energy at the speed of light, disintegrating any Mordecian craft caught in its path. The Raxobusian ships swarmed all over as dark spots in the orange sky blasted chunks of Aratha to oblivion, sending Mordecians scampering and screaming. The fired energy beams brought down huge buildings and structures in flames and rubble, sending dust and tremors everywhere. Rapid explosions occurred as blasted ships lost control and fell to the ground, incinerating anything close to them. Dark smoke rose over the city, giving it the look of a post-apocalyptic age.

Aratha wasn’t the only place under attack; all cities in Mordek were facing a similar situation. Loud rumbling sounds echoed from the skies. The rumbling sounds came from the powerful engines of the Raxobusian motherships as their giant forms made entry into the planet’s space, sending more Raxobusian reinforcements and further panic among the Mordecians. As Commander Razar’s minions flew Havoc V past the collapsing structures, warning alarms broke out, signalling that two enemy battleships were pursuing them.

The enemy ships fired energy beams immediately as they began chasing Havoc V, which manoeuvred dangerously as structures fell around it while avoiding the sailing energy. Razar fumed with rage; they didn’t have time for this.

“I’m taking command of flying the ship,” he said, “Taurus and Namnuk, ready the Black Nova power bots for deployment.”

His companions did as ordered and abandoned the flight deck for the battle chamber. A control panel appeared immediately in front of Razar in the command deck as he manually took control of the ship. He could just allow the ship to fend for itself if he wanted to, but it had been long since he experienced the taste of battle.  He grabbed the ship’s oval holographic joysticks, which had suddenly been displayed by the control panel and pushed them forward to the maximum level, making the ship’s plasma engines flare up and shoot the ship forwards. It was impossible to control the ship at such high speed at sharp and abrupt ends, but Razar did it easily. 

The enemy crafts followed suit from behind, their firing getting wilder. One of them fired four self-propelled photon missiles that advanced towards Havoc V dangerously. Razar lowered the ship further and flew it at almost ground level before lifting it and zigzagging between buildings at impossible angles. Two of the missiles hit a building during the pursuit, sending parts of the building flying; some hit one of the enemy crafts that had flown too close, sending it crashing. Razar pushed the joysticks downwards and sent Havoc V sailing vertically upwards to a higher altitude, the remaining photon missiles and craft still hot on his tail.

From the readings of his ship’s sensors, the missiles were approaching quickly, and Razar released flares that got hit and exploded together with the missiles. Quickly, he turned the ship and had it facing where they had come and got the ship’s cannons ready. As soon as the other craft emerged from the explosion, he fired and watched it as it blasted into molten bits of metal, then aligned the ship towards Lord Zur-Hur-Ek’s castle.

Leaving the ship on autopilot, he exited the command deck to join Taurus and Namnuk in the battle chamber occupied by three giant robotic suits. These were black nova power suits, the new model. They were taller than the Raxobusians and weighed close to a tonne. Their armour, powered hands could crush metal easily while their armoured legs could cover a hundred metres within three seconds, a feat not easy for heavy machinery. The power suits would ensure their prowess in combat and protect them against the harsh conditions in Mordek that they could not survive if they went out bare. The power suits hissed open for them to get in.

Soon, the targeted castle came into view. Few defences were left after the damage other Raxobusian ships inflicted upon it. Havoc V continued firing as it flew over the castle and opened the hook doors in the battle chamber. The three power bots were shot down like cannons, their heavy weight smashing through the castle’s roofing and landing heavily in a room full of Mordecian soldiers. The surprise hit them, each too shocked to react. The Mordecians weren’t hulking like the Raxobusians but were still dangerous. However, they couldn’t hope to outmatch three Raxobusians in powered robotic suits. Razar observed them behind his suit’s helmet. Red holographic projections crossed his helmet’s visor as his computer-inked power bot made its calculations.

“Fire!” one of the Mordecians shouted. Plasma beams were fired at once, hitting the power bots but having little effect. Razar leapt forward, a mechanical mass of death. His minions followed suit. Razar thrust a robotic arm before him as he ran, grabbing one of the Mordecians’ head and smashing it towards the wall. A sickening crunch echoed, and he turned to another as the lifeless body flopped to the ground. A pair of right-sided mechanical fists connected to another Mordecian, flinging him backwards as life seeped away before the body could crash. Turning to six other Mordecian soldiers, he pointed one of his left arms, and its metal plates diverged to reveal a single hidden repulsor blaster. Hot beams washed over the six figures, crumbling them to dust. He turned to his guards; a pile of bodies littered beneath them.

“Taurus, find the star lord!” Razar gave the command, and one of the bots vanished.

Razar and Namnuk turned to face a new advancing group of Mordecian soldiers behind them. They were about twenty and didn’t pose any serious threat, but Razar was in no fighting mood. He was there for the star lord, not a fight. He looked at the advancing group and noticed that pillars supported the ceiling above them. He quickly ran computer scans on the pillars and noted they were weak. 

“Namnuk, target the pillars.”

Both figures pointed their repulsor blasters and fired at the pillars, disintegrating them completely. The roof above the Mordecians came crumbling down, sending them to their inevitable deaths.

“Commander Razar, here is Lord Zur-Hur-Ek,” Taurus returned with his prize.

Taurus roughly threw the star lord to the ground. The star lord looked up at them with hatred and hissed.

“Such pride and arrogance,” Razar switched to Mordecian language as he rounded the star lord, “I am Razar, one of the many Raxobusian planetary commanders here on behalf of star lord Agorab.”

“State quickly whatever brought you or let me die!”

“Very well, straight to business,” he turned to Taurus and Namnuk, signalled for them to leave, and turned his attention to Zur, “I come to you for information.”

“Did you have to attack Mordek for that? You could have asked nicely without all this chaos!”

“You had it coming. Your species was beginning to rebel against our system, and you know very well we couldn’t allow them to get away with it. We have to remind you that we are still in charge. You thought your little wasteland of a planet would protect you from our clutches but alas! This invasion is nothing but punishment for your reckless actions and will serve as a warning to any species that may dare challenge our rule.”

“We rebelled only because your rule and system are harsh and full of bloodshed! Andromeda was doing fine until your race came up and forced your disgusting culture upon us.”

“Lord Agorab saw it fit to wipe your race,” Razar continued as if he hadn’t heard him, “but I convinced him otherwise as long as you cooperate and give me what I want. I’m looking for a weapon, Annihilate, believed to be the most powerful weapon in the universe.”

“How should I know? The last time I heard, you Raxobusians had possession of the weapon.”

“Don’t play smart with me! We all know we never had our grasp on Annihilate. It vanished thousands of cycles back during the big war, and no one has ever seen it.”

“How, then, do you expect me to know of its location when you have just mentioned that no one knows where it is?”

Razar smiled, which was more of a snarl though it was hidden behind his helmet.

“We know of your secret alliance and activities with the Sirians.” 

Zur’s triple eyes widened with fear.

“We also know that you have been looking for Annihilate for cycles, and you now have a lead on where to find it. It will be wise to give me the information, for your species’ survival depends on it. As for your partners, the Sirian spies whom your men were with at the asteroid field, we ratted them out, but they barely managed to escape. I cannot say the same happened to your men.”

Zur remained silent for a while. Although the Raxobusians were evil, merciless killers, they always kept their word. But he still wasn’t going to give the information to them, not even when the lives of his entire race were on the line. He was one among the few who had seen the horrors of Annihilate, and he didn’t want history to repeat itself. He just hoped his men had done as instructed and warned the Sirians.

“I’m not going to give what you want,” he spoke as Razar’s minions returned with two struggling Mordecians. From their dressing, Razar knew they were the chief advisors. 

“Well, I know your advisors will give me what I want, which means I have no use for you.” And with that, Razar lunged for his neck and snapped it with one mechanical hand. As Zur’s lifeless body collapsed, he turned to the advisors, who trembled violently.

“We do not know much,” one blurted out immediately. “We know not of the location of Annihilate, but we managed to find a link that will point us to it.”

“A link?”

“We are not quite sure, but this link is some kind of ancient technology. You find this link, you find Annihilate.”

“Where is this link now?”

“We traced it to a planet in the Milky Way, beaming with intelligent life even though these beings aren’t highly civilised. Their planet is named Earth. If those Sirian spies you attacked are still alive, then that’s where they will be heading.”

Razar became quiet, absorbing all he had been told.

“Thank you for the information, but I wanted Zur to be the one revealing that to me and not you. Because of that, he already sentenced your kind to death.”

Taurus and Namnuk snapped the advisors’ necks, killing them instantly.

“Taurus, go inform the army to evacuate the planet. We take no prisoners of war and call in the World destroyers,” Razar commanded as he observed the dead bodies. “Today is the end for Mordek and its inhabitants.”

“What about the Sirians?” Namnuk asked.

“Don’t worry. We will be going for them.”
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WELDON WOODS, USA

IT WAS APPROACHING 4:30 a.m. in Weldon Woods, a small country town in the US since the 1980s. The town was built on a highland with scattered shops, restaurants, farms, rustic cabins, and apartments. Trees stood up like spikes, stretching across the grassy hills as rivers streamed down the deep valleys, sending echoes of gushing water all over. From a distance, the town looked deserted, almost empty like a ghost town. 

Edward Clint, 64 years old, woke up early as it was his new routine. He got up slowly from his bed, leaving his wife, Margaret Clint, undisturbed. He decided to watch her sleep for a few minutes before exiting their new rustic apartment, which had stood for almost three decades, yet was in good condition.

Edward was a former US Navy pilot and had just begun his retirement. All he wanted was to enjoy his retirement days by spending more quality time alone with his wife, far away from the city, and Weldon Woods seemed like the right place for that. 

The smell of fresh country soil hit Edward’s nose, sending a feeling of warmth through his body. He walked a few metres away from the apartment and turned his eyes to the early morning sky; it was beautiful. This was what made him get up early since arriving in Weldon Woods. The sky was a constellation of artificial lights in the cities, which took away the beauty. As he continued watching the sky, imagining what interstellar mystery could possibly be existing beyond, a moving pulsating white spot caught his eye as it moved across the sky.

It must be a satellite. He observed the mysterious glowing spot, which seemed to be losing altitude as it continued sailing across the sky. Curiosity got the better of him, and he removed a small telescope within the folds of his clothing to observe it well. 

He noted that the object was heading in his direction at high speed through the telescope. Panic gripped him, and he readied himself for a run. Suddenly, the advancing object went dark, vanishing entirely from his sight. Edward remained rooted on the spot, his eyes still fixed in the direction of the now missing shining object. He tried looking again using his telescope but got nothing. Tranquil silence hung over the place as his heart drummed within his ribcage. He shook his head to clear it, then rubbed his eyes.

I must be seeing things, or it might have vanished.

“Edward?” his wife’s voice called, startling him, “Is everything okay?”

He saw Margaret standing at the door, a blanket draped over her shoulders.

“Yes,” he lied.

“Come join me in bed, or you’ll catch a cold if you stay out here.”

“Sure,” he replied, gave one last fearful look at the sky, and then walked towards his waiting wife.

Hardly had he reached the door when a bright white light exploded above them, temporarily blinding them. Edward fell down, gritting in pain. He heard Margaret’s voice from a distance calling him. 

“I’m fine!” he shouted. 

“Edward, what’s happening? I can’t see!”

“Stay calm, honey! Listen to my voice!”

Warm wind gusts washed over them as low humming sounds registered in their ears. Edward stretched his arm before his eyes to shield them from the piercing light and managed to have a glance. Floating above them was a thirty-feet high dome-shaped object. His eyes widened at the sight, his being weak to do anything. 

“Margaret! Get in the house and lock yourself in!”

“What? Not without ...” a loud rumbling from the dome cut her short.

Margaret forced herself to open her eyes slightly. She saw Edward on the ground metres away; his eyes fixed upwards to whatever was emitting the blinding lights. She followed suit, squinted, and saw the shining dome. A blue light shot from the dome’s underside and rested on Edward as she continued staring. Suddenly, with everything under the blue light, he floated upwards towards the dome.

“Edward!” she screamed his name. Edward turned his head to look at her as the beam whisked him upwards. A small peaceful smile crossed his face as he mouthed, “I love you.”

In a flash, he was beamed up, and the dome shape shot silently skywards, vanishing entirely in the night, never to be seen again.

––––––––
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WASHINGTON DC, USA

MATTHEW Fox hastened towards the Oval Office. After a press conference concerning America’s relations with Russia, the president demanded his presence. Matthew Fox was the Secretary of Defence. As he hurriedly made his way to the Oval, he felt he knew why the president was demanding his audience unexpectedly. The door to the president’s office, guarded by Secret Service agents in dark suits, came to his view. The agents paved the way for him, letting him in. 

“Morning, Matthew,” the president greeted him without turning. He was standing with his back to Matthew as he looked through the window.

“Good morning, Mr President.”

The president remained silent and then turned away from the window.

“You know why I called you?” he asked.

“Extra-terrestrials, sir.”

The president nodded and ushered him to sit as he also did the same.

“And how is that going for us?”

“Not good, sir. The abduction cases are increasing, and so are the reports about the ‘new man’. In a small town, Weldon Woods, an incident occurred where a former US Navy pilot was abducted. His name is Edward Clint, and his wife is the one who made the report. She claims she saw the UFO abducting her husband right before her eyes. It is the most recent abduction report. People are demanding answers, Mr President, asking if the government ....”

“I know,” the president sighed. “If only they knew how clueless we are. We have known of these beings’ existence for more than a decade, but we are still having trouble contacting them.”

“I think we haven’t made contact because they choose to ignore our communication. Luckily, we aren’t the only nation facing the extra-terrestrial problem. Another extra-terrestrial report came in from Africa, Numia. Something fell on one of their mountains, speculating that it was either a UFO or a meteor. I have the footage, but I’m still unsure whether it’s a UFO.”

“What does the Numian government say?”

“They are still investigating. From the look of things, the probability of the object being an alien craft is high.”

“Perfect. I want you to send a team from the World Space Agency to go to Numia and find out whether this is true. I feel something big is about to happen, and we must all be prepared.”

“What makes you say that, sir?”

“Based on the increasing abduction cases worldwide, I have a bad feeling. I don’t know for how long we will keep the existence of these beings a secret from the people.”

“Don’t worry about that, Mr President. Most people still believe them to be fictitious.”

“Maybe,” he observed his hands. “You may leave. Go and do as I have instructed.”

***
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ONCE Matthew had left him to himself, the president sighed. It was time he communicated with other world leaders concerning the extra-terrestrial issue; they had to be ready for an invasion should it come to that.

***
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THE powerful roar of a helicopter engine rented the midday air. A figure in dark glasses and a helmet hunched over the controls in the cockpit. The passengers were four men and a woman. They were all dressed officially in grey and black suits except for one man in blue jeans, a white sleeveless shirt, and a pair of black sneakers. The woman couldn’t help but stare at the man oddly. The man caught her staring and smiled.

“It’s rather a hot day, Michelle. I can’t wear suits all the time,” he said over the roaring engine, and Michelle Bisa smiled at the reply. The man dressed casually was Martin Odero, the Principal Secretary heading the National Space Secretariat in Numia. The remaining three men were his bodyguards, while Michelle was a scientist working at the Numia Space Agency.

The chopper headed towards Mt Manga, where an alien craft had reportedly crashed. So far, only the government knew of its identity, but they couldn’t risk releasing such information to citizens. The mountainous landscape appeared, and they landed at NSA Intel’s vast compound within no time. Michelle spotted a figure below in a lab coat, waiting for their chopper to land. As the chopper lowered on the ground, the man shielded his eyes and held his breath as the powerful blades sent a cloud of dust all over. He dropped his arms only when he heard the roar going down. 

Martin Odero and his entourage got out of the chopper. The man in a lab coat walked toward them, grief on his face. This was Peter Hongera, lead scientist at the Ministry of Defence and chief supervisor of the construction of NSA Intel, which was halfway done, but most of its operations had halted thanks to the alien vessel. The alien craft was the reason Martin Odero and the others were there. 

“Welcome, sir,” Peter said, receiving Martin’s hand and shaking it with a firm grip.

“Glad to see you too,” he responded. Martin looked around—though halfway done, the new space centre’s development was outstanding. Starting from the building’s unique architecture to the giant dish satellites. The architectural work comprised a main building surrounded by nine other smaller buildings with orb-like flat roofs, forming a ring shape. 

“I love the work you’ve done on the place.”

“Well, we could have been patching up the finishing touches if it weren’t ...” he left the sentence hanging and clenched his fists. It was clear Peter hadn’t gotten over the deaths of Marcus Bura and his team.

“Did you manage to locate the bodies of Marcus and his crew?”

“Yes, sir, though there wasn’t much to find.”

“Have you contacted their families yet?”

Peter nodded and then decided to change the topic.

“Alright, please follow me. We are going for a drive.”

He led them past the people working towards a car park with jeeps.  

“I thought I heard the alien vessel destroyed the road,” Michelle said.

“True, but it isn’t the only road we use.”

They got in and drove off. Ten minutes later, they arrived at their destination. As they got out at the impact site, their eyes widened at the sight before them. The ship was much more alien than what they were expecting. It was mammoth, towering above the trees.  

The alien ship was grey in colour, making it seem dull under the bright sun. It had an irregular shape, its body damaged though not that much for an object that had fallen from the space. The starship rested within a deep furrow, and Martin Odero noted that it originated from way up the mountain partially hidden by clouds. 

“Remind me again, Peter; at what altitude are we currently standing?” 

“We are at 2,994 metres, almost at 3,000, sir.”

Martin whistled.

“You mean to say this vessel hit somewhere near the mountain top and slid down here?”

“Yes, sir, and as you can see, it isn’t quite damaged. In fact, it ploughed through the mountain.”

“Interesting,” Martin observed. “What kind of metal is its body made of?”

“Now, that is the most interesting part. We could not find the metal in the periodic table, meaning it is alien.”

Martin nodded slowly as his gaze washed over the ship. “What could have caused that?” he asked, pointing at a part of the ship. “Friction?”

“For the charred marks, probably. For the missing parts, it might have been due to its collision with the mountain.”

“I doubt that,” Michelle said, and they all turned to look at her.

“What makes you say that?” Martin asked.

“Look closely at the section missing parts. It looks as if it was blown up by some kind of weapon or probably due to some internal explosion.”

“That might also explain why it crashed,” Peter said. “They might have probably lost control of the ship.”

“Exactly.”

Military tents had been pitched around the giant vessel but at a safer distance. Scientists were busy studying the alien ship while the soldiers secured the site. Peter led Martin’s team to a command post tent where three operators sat behind computers that filled up almost half of the tent. Different sections were highlighted on a giant screen showing different images.  

“This is a smaller version of TLX 3000, the latest supercomputer model, the new generation Command Post Computer Environment (CPCE) technology.” 

“What are they doing?” asked Martin, pointing at the three scientists using his chin.

“They are trying to communicate with the ship using different frequencies. Since landing here, there has been no communication from the ship. We have tried to establish comms, but the frequencies are blocked every time we seem to be making headway.” 

“What could that mean?” Michelle asked.

“Either they are blocking us, or its occupants are dead, and the ship’s failsafe system is active to block anyone trying to gather intel about the ship,” Peter replied. 

“Or it’s some sought of an organic ship,” Michelle added.

“I disagree,” Peter responded. “Being organic doesn’t mean the technology is lacking. Actually, organic ships are a combination of AI and
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