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I loved college; it was much better than high school. In high school, I was constantly made fun of because I was a nerd and loved science fiction movies and cartoons, but here, I found myself and was happy with my friends.

Lamont was my roommate at the dorms; at first, we didn't hit it off because he thought I was homophobic. After the first few weeks of getting to know each other, we became best friends. Then there was Lativia, my other friend, who was strong-minded and had a beautiful soul.

Many people didn't like Lativia for being a strong, independent black woman, but I liked her for everything she was, even when she put me in my place.

There were other friends, but these two were my best friends.

"Glad you could make it!" Lativia said as we sat down in the stadium to watch our college football team.

"Yeah, forgot how long the line gets," I smiled.

Our team was finally ranked in the polls; after many years, we were finally in the top twenty-five.

"How's it going?" I asked.

"First quarter, still," Lativia smiled.

"Shush!" Lamont yelled.

"He can't hear you or see you," I laughed.

Lamont had the hots for one of the running backs. The stadium was packed, so the chances of Damien, the running back, seeing us all the way up in our seats was slim to none.

"He has been doing well this season," Lamont said. "I just hope he isn't nervous, playing against another ranked team."

"Everyone is nervous," Lativia said. "It's a big game."

I looked around the crowd. "She's over there," Lamont grabbed my head and turned it.

There she was, the woman who made my heart flutter and me a nervous wreck: Natalie Agamond. She used to be a cheerleader but gave it up last year. Now, she was up here with us regular folks.

"When are you going to talk to her?" Latvia shook her head.

"He won't," Lamont shook his head. "Too scared."

"I am not scared," I shook my head. "She's popular, I am not," I shrugged.

Natalie was a member of one of the biggest sororities on campus, and there were always guys hanging on every word she said. She was drop-dead gorgeous and had the body to match.

"Well, if you won't talk to her someone else will," Lativia stated the obvious.

"I know," I turned my attention back to the game.

Throughout the game, I kept stealing glances at Natalie and her friends. 'Was it my imagination, or was she looking my way also?' I thought as I caught her looking at me.

"That was a mythical finish!" Lamont said as we walked out of the stadium.

We had pulled off an upset, and everyone was sure it would make our team jump up in the rankings—a number twenty team beating a top ten team. I was happy for Lamont, as I knew his running-back boy toy would be happy, too.

"She's mythical also," I stared across the parking lot at Natalie as she walked to her friend's car.

"Mythical is a strong word," Lativia said as she stared at me. "Amazing, beautiful, extraordinary, those are more like it."

"Mythical is definitely the word," I stared at her.

"Nope, not mythical," Lamont said as Natalie got in the car. "Natalie is amazing for a white girl, but the whole red hair, blue eyes and pale skin, doesn't do it for me."

"Yeah, we know," I smiled at him.

"Tall strong men, wearing tights and chasing a football, that's your thing," Lativia stated as we walked toward her car.

"You damn right!" Lamont smiled. "Talking of which," he said as he looked at his phone. "Someone wants to meet me for some after game celebrations, if you know what I mean."

I smiled as he took off.

"I took the bus," I smiled at Lativia.

"I am meeting Lex, or I would take you back," Lativia said.

"I will be fine," I said as I saw the campus bus pull up to the stadium.

I headed for the bus stop.

"Jamal!" Natalie said her friend's car pulled in front of me.

"Hi," I said, staring into those blue eyes.

"I was just wondering...." Natalie said, but her face turned into fear as she looked behind me.

"What the fuck!" I said, staring at the sky.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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I could barely breathe as I woke up. I looked around; I was under the rubble; there was screaming and yelling. I tried to turn or move, but I was trapped under concrete.

"Help!" I yelled.

"Someone there," a voice said. It sounded like it was close to me.

I couldn't see in the darkness.

"I am claustrophobic, help!" the voice said.

"Ian?" I said recognizing the voice.

"Jamal?" Ian replied.

"Yeah," I said. Ian was Natalie's friend. He was the one driving the car as they had pulled up to me.

I tried to piece what happened when we saw the large object in the sky. Military jets screamed toward it, they fired on it, and we all started running as debris started falling.

I remember seeing Ian's car hit another car, and everyone got out and started running.

"I can't breathe," Ian said.

A small amount of light was coming in, and my eyes started adjusting to the darkness. We were underground. 'The stadium collapsed,' I thought as I remembered some of us making a beeline toward it, hoping it would be safe.

"I am right here," I said as I pulled myself out from the slab of concrete and crawled on my stomach toward him.

I could see him before me; he was trapped, also.

"I can't," Ian said.

"Yeah, you can," I said as I yanked my leg free of more falling debris and concrete. "See, it's easy," I said as I reached him. "In and out slowly," I said, looking around.

"Anyone down there?" a voice yelled.

"Yes!" I yelled as I pounded on the rocks and cement above us.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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It took two hours, but they got us out. "Thanks Jamal!" Ian said as the ambulance took him away.

The scene above ground was like something out of a sci-fi movie. The campus was gone, bits of jets and other aircraft were everywhere.

I looked around for my friends, the rescuers took us away in school buses. I didn't see Lamont or Lativia on any of the buses as we drove away.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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That was eight months ago. The day Earth realized we weren't alone in the galaxy, and we weren't the biggest fish in the pond.

The attackers came from a planet far away. They didn't give a warning or a reason; they attacked with ferocity. None of our weapons had any effect on them; they had superior weaponry and advanced technology that shielded them from all human-based weapons. Even when the military dropped a nuke on their base of operations in the Pacific Ocean, it had no effect.

"Jamal!" my commanding officer said.

"Yes sir," I stood to attention.

We were at war, and we were fighting for our lives. There was no draft or asking if we could fight; there was only one option: fight or die.

"We have intelligence that some of the Rifters are setting up camps alongside our border," my office stated.

The military was annihilated after the nuke drop. They used our technology against us. Harnessing the might and explosive power of the nuke's energy, they took out the remaining bases in one attack.

Now, all we had was each other. All around the world, people formed cell groups, small groups that ran tiny maneuvers and quick recon missions. 

Our first duty was to learn about our enemy, something the world's military did not do. 

They attacked strength against strength, believing they could outmuscle the attackers. They were wrong.

Rifters, as our group had called the aliens, were more innovative. They knew they had the technological advantage, and they used it. 

We called them Rifters because that's how they traveled. Small rifts in the air would open up, and their ships could pass through. It was how that large ship in the air that first day appeared. One moment, it wasn't there, then it was, dropped off its attack squad, and was gone in the blink of an eye.

We had seen their ground troops do the same. They could appear and disappear in a second. One moment, they were in front of you, the next blink of an eye, and they were behind. The armies didn't stand a chance.

Whole regiments were killed off in a few moments.

"We want you to take your squad, and gather numbers, plans and any information you can gather," my commander said.

"Yes sir," I nodded.

After the first month of joining the rebellion, I had my own Command. I didn't want my friends' deaths to be in vain. There were no citizens in this war; no one sat back and wanted to wait around to see what the Rifters wanted.

We had seen them kill innocents who they found, women, children, old, young; it didn't matter. I had watched a whole family get slaughtered even after surrendering. Rifters took no prisoners. They only wanted to exterminate us.

"Natalie," I nodded as my second in Command met me as we walked toward our barracks.

Who knew the old mall would be the base of operations? "What's our mission?" Natalie asked.

"Same as usual," I said as I went inside what used to be Cinnabon, where my squad was now based.

"Sir!" the twelve members of my squad stood up.

"We head towards the border in two hours," I told them. "Some Rifters are hanging out there, and I plan to find out what the party goods look like," I stared at them.

"Hope they got the good weed this time," Rafael smiled.

"If they do, we want to know how much, is it good and what it smells like," I said.

"Any chance of messing up their good time?" Trevor asked.

"Not this time," Natalie said. "Just being the old Karen across the street seeing what the teens are up to."

They all groaned.

It was always like this: recon, watch, but don't engage.

Even though we knew we didn't stand a chance in a firefight, many of us wanted the opportunity to be on the offensive for once.

"Get packed and ready to go in ten
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