Part I
The following is a real-life story of the Great War between our galaxy and theirs, which took place in the future, in the year 3056.  It was during this period of opposition when five Elite humans, the last left of their race, arose from the smoke and debris of our ruined land known as sacred Earth and overcame the forces of evil in a desperate stand to save all of humankind from certain destruction.  This is their true account of what transpired.
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“So… what you doing over there, Larry?” asked Derrick inquisitively.


“Oh, I’m just trying to finish making this saddle for Jessica out of toilet paper.  Ya know,” said Larry, stopping now in mid-sentence and cocking his head to one side as if trying to bring a distant memory back to life, “I once made a robe out of toilet paper during the Homecoming pep assembly during my senior year of high school.”


A pin dropped and all ears heard it as four gaping mouths opened, astonished at what was just revealed to them.


“Yep.  We won the games that year.”


A cricket chirped and its music echoed throughout the halls of the school.  Actually, it used to be a school.  Now all that was left of the once thriving learning environment was an old skeleton of bricks and mortar.  Grass had sprung up through the cracks in the concrete parking lot, desperately reaching higher and higher towards the warm sunlight.  Dark, green vines had mischievously crawled slowly over the years up the rough sides of the ancient building.  Old doors and windows were broken or cracked, which led into many musty classrooms.  In some of the rooms, desks still remained, reminiscing about the old days when little children would sit and squirm in their seats all day, dreaming of what the afternoon would soon bring to them.  It was in one of these rooms where five men now met together.  It would not be right to call these men old, for they had not grown a day older outwardly since they were teenagers.  I say “outwardly” because based on their appearances they seemed to be no older than twenty years old, but inwardly they had discovered enough knowledge and wisdom to fill over a thousand books.  Therefore, you could not safely say that these men were young either.  The cause for their peculiar predicament dates far back into history to the year of 1995, when a select group of individuals, numbering only to one hundred, were specifically chosen to act as experiments for a government science project.  To understand what the science project was, however, you would need to travel back another fifty years to 1945, when World War II had concluded.  After the war, the United States government poured literally billions of dollars into hundreds of secret, underground tests in an attempt to develop the world’s only super humans, or “Elites,” to be used for military purposes.  This military and governmental project was known as “Project Alpha.”  Finally, after many failed experiments and billions of dollars spent, one scientist discovered a way to mechanically alter the human genetic code, known as DNA, to form indestructible humans that would never be able to die a natural death.  (They could still die, but only by lethal injection or explosion or bullet, and so on.)  Then, in the summer of 1995, after perfecting the earlier tests, one hundred humans were selected to have the altering DNA tests performed on them.  Five of those one hundred “lucky” people selected were the same five who now sat in a circle in an old, broken down school building.

“Hey,” David gasped, “why don’t we go save the world like we used to do in the good ole days!?!”  The other four Elites simply gave him a piercing stare and continued their discussion about the days when they were the kings of the Earth.


“Man, those were the days, weren’t they?  Remember when we fought in World War III?  Man that was fun.  Basically just because we kicked some serious buttocks and won the war in only a few months,” stated Derrick.


“Too bad most of our buddies had to die though,” said David, recovering from his earlier humiliation.

“You just had to bring that up, didn’t ya,” pondered Steve.

During World War III and the wars that followed, all of the ninety-five other super humans had been killed, which lead to Project Alpha’s disposal in the year 2012 after the nuclear war with North Korea.  Now, with only five Elites remaining and of no help to the military any longer since the project had been terminated, they were once again involved in a government project, this time one known as the “Witness Protection Program.”

“Things sure have changed since I was a boy,” addressed Mitchell, the youngest, if I may say that, of the five close friends, as he looked intently out a dusty window.  “Back in those days I used to walk home from school, not ride hover crafts or fly using my personal jet pack.”  Things certainly had changed since the time the five Elites were young boys.  There humble homes as a child were simply made of wood, brick, and plaster.  But now, homes were constructed like mini-skyscrapers out of hard plastics and steel.  If you were to look across the horizon at sunset, you would see many tiny spikes, all nearly equal in height, and glistening in the bright rays of sunlight.  The houses and other buildings were tall and did indeed appear to be spiked at the top, which aided in protection against wind damage.  The buildings were of a design structure that is almost impossible to describe in writing: they were smooth on the outside, circular in shape, and sat upon something like large posts, which made the buildings themselves somewhat raised above the ground.  You would only be able to enter the buildings through a clear, hollow tube located at the bottom of the building that rose steadily upwards into the very center of the structure.  The hollow tube would close its automatic sliding door and then raise the floor up beneath you to raise you into the building.  You could almost compare this action to the sucking of a liquid through a straw, as the liquid slowly moves through the straw until it reaches the top and comes out into the mouth.  Of course, this hollow tube did not lead into an open mouth to be swallowed, but an opening to a building.


Inside the buildings, unlike at the time when the five Elites were young children, everything was electronically operated by computers and numerous programs.  For instance, even a task as easy as opening your refrigerator was now operated by an electronic signal that mechanically opened the door for you.  Yes, many things had changed, and technology continued to advance.


Simple gas automobiles were replaced by water-powered space crafts, starting at the early part of the twenty-third century.  The basic models of this mode of transportation were made of smooth, aerodynamic plastic and looked very similar to a flying saucer.  Actually, the typical craft did look almost identical to a flying saucer.  The only minor difference was that instead of aliens controlling the crafts, people did.

Jet packs, fueled by a water and hydrogen mixture, were also used as a way of transportation.  First developed for military purposes, the jet pack was now a mere toy for most youngsters.  Many different sports had even been developed to accommodate the demand for jet packs, including racing and even basketball, with twenty foot hoops instead of ten, had been invented.

The five Elites were not, however, living in the age when they were young boys; there were living in the future.


Suddenly, as the small group of friends sat in their aged fortress, they began to hear a low rumble of distant thunder.  Each man’s mind began to swirl in a frenzy of thoughts and nightmares.  The distant thunder grew closer, and the sky grew darker.

Every Elite, even those who had passed on to the afterlife, were always somehow aware of other beings.  Throughout their lives, they would often awake randomly during the darkness of night and telepathically communicate with these other beings.  Most Elites believed these other beings to be from distant galaxies.  What was confusing to the super humans nevertheless was the fact that they could only communicate with these other beings during the night, when they would randomly wake up from their peaceful dreams, becoming like robots being magnetically drawn up from their beds of rest to an upright, sitting position.  Now, however, the five Elites found themselves having the same telepathic readings; this time during midday.

Steve slowly got up and walked over to the nearest window, which was cracked and dirty.  He looked out upon the glistening city that was slowly being covered up by a sheet of darkness.


“What the…” uttered Steve as he gazed out the window.  The others had joined him now and all eyes were focused on one object that hovered in the black sky.  It was a humongous rectangular floating object that was highlighted with many flashing lights.  The ship, if it was a ship, was at least fifty thousand feet in length and approximately ten thousand feet high.  It was obviously impossible for a ship of such size and magnitude to have been built by humans.  There was no way that any engineer on Earth could possibly have made a ship that size to hover, let alone have even considered such a masterpiece.

“I have a bad feeling about this,” declared an anxious Larry, who had stopped his construction of his toilet paper saddle for his pet goat.

“Let’s go,” Derrick calmly said from behind the others.  As the four turned around to question him, they saw him in his bullet-proof, dark green army uniform.  The uniform, which each Elite acquired after the experiment, consisted of dark green colored face plates covering the boots, lower and upper legs, abdomen, chest cavity, back, shoulders, and arms.  The head was protected by a helmet of the same color, with a see-through copper colored lens that covered the front of the face.  Grenades, although different from the grenades you are probably familiar with from war movies, were strapped on the black belt that covered the waist.  Gloves covered by the ductile plastic protected the hands from any mild danger.  Weapons included a semi-automatic SRT-57 and a small handgun holstered on the belt.  The semi-automatic rifle was short and light.  The rifle was charcoal colored and included a laser scope and fired numerous powerful bursts of hot lead.

Soon, all five Elites were fully dressed in their armor and armed with their few weapons.  They slowly descended the cracked stairwell that led down to the first floor of the school building in silence.  When they reached the first floor hallway and exited the doors, they had no idea what they were headed in to.


Already the damage was great, and the hovering object, which they were certain of now was an enemy ship from another dimension, had obviously been responsible for it.  Sirens blared and people scattered from their tall, circular houses in panic.

Without warning, a huge green beast landed in among the group of Elites, wielding a strange looking weapon and firing random red lasers into the abyss.  David quickly unloaded his magazine on the creature, almost by instinct.  The Elites then studied the creature intently, not knowing yet for sure what had just happened.


The creature was tall; at least eight feet in height.  The weapon it wielded was something not from this world.  It was disc-like and had a flat surface on the top side of it.  The handle was curved and the trigger was located under the silver, disc shaped barrel.  The creature itself had two sets of clear leathery wings, which were encased inside a hard outer shell located on its back.  The creature had six arms, three on each side.  The arms were long and rubbery.  At each end of the arms were three long, pointy fingers.  Or at least something that looked like fingers.  It was obviously nothing Earthen, but something of the Unknown Worlds.  The body was of a light green color all around its long body, except for one part in the middle of its anterior surface.  This small part was a brownish color.  The creature wore no clothing, but it also had no need to.  Instead, it was covered with many tiny, smooth scales.  The creature’s legs were long and thin.  On the bottom of the legs, or the feet, were four, flat claw like structures.  The head of the creature had a very grotesque appearance.  It had two huge, black eyes that emerged out of its head on the top.  Its snout was long.  It had many small, sharp teeth that ran along its narrow mouth.  Overall, the creature was hideous and very sinister looking.  The Elites morale declined, as they all knew that there would be many more of these creatures to fight.

The Elites then raised their helmet covered heads, as if in unison, and gazed upon the chaotic city that lay before them.  Smoke rose from many buildings.  The sky reflected glowing orange and red colors dancing in the clouds.  Deathly shouts rose above the many gun shots and engine roars.  A squadron of the triangular shaped fighter jets screamed by overhead leaving a long trail of exhaust behind them in the sky.  Giant hover tanks glided steadily over the terrain, stopping unanticipated to release a barrage of rocket shells upon a group of violent attackers.  Suddenly, the sound of a gun being loaded was heard very near to them.  Four Elites turned to look at the one whose weapon had made the sound.


“I guess this means war,” Steve said calmly to his friends.

Steve was a man of shear strength unlike any other.  His bulging muscles rippled under his uniform as he prepared for the company’s assault.  Steve was one of the most adventurous and, sometimes, most careless members of the company.  He would always follow his orders, however, when they were given.  These orders were given by none other than the leader of the company: Derrick.

Derrick was one of the most intelligent members of the group, which he had to be since he was the Captain.  A Captain needs to have control of his followers, a sense of leadership, fairness and justice, and the willingness to lay himself down for others; all of these qualities Derrick possessed.

The company of five led by their Captain, immediately started off down the street to engage the enemy in combat.  Hover crafts were in flames along the side of the road and many homes were in ruin, even though the battle had just begun.  The Elites did not yet know who they were fighting against, but they knew that these creatures needed to leave.  Soon.


As the company rounded a corner to begin their path to the west, heading downtown where the heat of the battle seemed to be raging the fiercest, they were stopped in the tracks as a battalion of the green creatures marched swiftly towards them.

Wasting no time, Derrick ordered his men into position and the skirmish began.  Steve charged directly at the head of the battalion, blindly firing his weapon into the mass of monsters.  The front line of the creatures fell, as if they were dominoes, as Steve continued to charge.  Derrick, who was standing about ten yards away, lobbed a grenade towards the back of the marching beasts.  The explosion landed many creatures on top of hover crafts.  Some slammed into the sides of buildings and slid down them, leaving a dark, gooey liquid behind them.  Mitchell and David had successfully managed to flank the battalion, which was now in a frenzy, firing countless, mindless laser blasts at the fast moving company of Elites.  Larry, on the other hand, had removed his pistol and, holding it in one hand and his rifle in the other, had followed Steve into the very center of the battle, aiming and firing at the giant heads of the beasts.  Soon the skirmish was over.  The Elites had suffered no fatalities, but the green, unearthly creatures had suffered many.  The road was masked under many huge, menacing bodies.  A small hole was now embedded in the ground where Derrick’s powerful grenade had landed.

As the Elites continued down their path, following the sight and sound of the abounding smoke and sirens, Mitchell happened to glance up into the sky, which was now missing a very important factor.  The huge rectangle that was once hovering in the clouds above them was now gone.  It appeared to have vanished almost as quickly as it had appeared.  Likewise the veil of darkness that had covered the hard earth was now lifted.  Mitchell figured that the gigantic ship had blocked the sun, which was now shining down freely upon them.

The company raced speedily towards the heart of the city, where hundreds of United States Army troops had already been deployed to counterattack the large army of creatures that had landed on Earth.


“THEY’RE EVERYWHERE!” screamed a fleeing soldier, flinging his sniper rifle in the air.  It landed at Larry’s feet.


“Hold it there, soldier.  Where do you think you’re going?” interrogated Larry.  The soldier stopped and looked at the tall man in the tough uniform.  Larry casually flipped open his visor and said sternly, “Your country needs you.”  The company of five and the one lone soldier, with his metal weapon in his hands, took off down the street.


They arrived in the middle of the overpopulated city not a moment to soon.  The city was in a state of panic and chaos.  Buildings were ablaze, their sharp, pointy tops swaying as the building’s base began to topple.  Local citizens ran in terror from the creatures that pursued them.  Bodies were strewn all across the ground, making it even difficult to walk.  The soldiers were doing all that they could to stop the opposing threat, but they continued to give ground.  The hideous scene was like that of a horrible nightmare, but one might say that this savage onslaught was a nightmare.

The soldier had by now left the company, heading off towards his own unit, sometimes stopping to take a quick, well-aimed shot at one of the many creatures that had now engulfed the city.  Derrick, by this time, had once again sent out his troops, all of them trying their best to stay fairly close to one another so as not to become separated.  Suddenly, Derrick and his followers spotted a small group of the creatures chasing a few soldiers.  The Elites pursued the group and soon were engaged in battle.  Larry, who favored his pistol above his semi-automatic SRT-57, fired the first shot, cradling his pistol with both of his hands.  The creature fell and black blood poured out from between its eyes.  Immediately the other creatures stopped and began to fire laser blasts at the Elites.  The soldiers had also stopped, after seeing that they were no longer being chased, and decided to engage the enemy from behind.  The creatures were now being sandwiched by the soldiers and the Elites.  The Elites and soldiers were bearing down hard on the treacherous beasts.  Victory seemed to be near for the Earthlings and their hope was high.  All of the sudden, great wings were unleashed from beneath the creatures’ hard shells.  Soon the great beasts were high above the troops, raining heavy fire down upon them.  One soldier was shot, then another.  Steve was still shooting, raising his weapon in sync with the creatures as they flew steadily into the sky.  Without warning, one of the creatures fell out of the sky and landed in a heap and with a hard thud near a body of an already deceased soldier.  A shrill shriek was heard and another creature fell, this time landing atop of Mitchell, who shot and killed the fell beast.  He pushed the heavy object off of him just in time to see the remaining three creatures flutter away into the distance.  The company regrouped; the soldiers with them.


“What are these things?” asked one of the remaining soldiers as he gazed down upon one of his lifeless companions.

“They’re ‘Insectoides,’” said a new voice from behind the soldiers.  The Elites turned and saw that the voice belonged to the General of the United States Armed Forces.  The General gave a long, hard look at the Elites, studying closely their attire and weaponry, almost as if he recognized them.

“But why are they here and what do they want?” inquired Derrick at length.

“No one knows for sure what they are doing here, but some scientists believe that they just happened to be traveling through our galaxy and just felt like dropping in and paying us a visit.  Basically, they don’t know.  No one ever knew for sure that other life existed in this universe, but obviously it does.  Whatever the reason though, I am confident that we will soon be rid of these giant insects....”  The General’s deep, hoarse voice faded away as another squadron of jets zoomed by overhead.

The General, like all those of his rank, was not new to the concept of Elites.  Although he had never seen one before, he had often read about them in history books and longed to meet one face to face, even though all his peers and teachers told him that the Elites were no more real than the Greek gods.  After all his years of waiting and believing, he had finally set his old eyes upon one of them, and he was glad.


The company of Elites and the General exchanged only a few more brief words.  Soon the Elites and other soldiers were off to fight more Insectoides, the green, flying giants from one of the Unknown Worlds.  The ruined city below them continued to billow endless smoke from among the heaped rubble and the never-ending sirens could cause almost any sane man to become in-sane.


Suddenly, as the Elites prepared themselves to fight against a fast-approaching horde of Insectoides, the sky became extremely dark.  The Elites’ heads jerked up and their hearts sank with despair.  The Elites recognized at once what caused the darkness to come over the Earth: the huge rectangle had returned to the sky above them.  Without the slightest sound, the ship had entered into the atmosphere of sacred Earth, no one daring to guess where it had gone to and what demolition it had accomplished in the few hours it had been gone.  Nevertheless, it had returned, no doubt bringing with it many more of the menacing Insectoides.


It is difficult to describe exactly how our Heroes felt at this time.  After viewing the great rectangle-like ship in the sky above them, they felt a heavy sense of doubt creep over their fast-beating hearts; doubt that can only be described when one is hopelessly outnumbered against a great foe.  A great feeling of desperation also came upon the fearful Elites.  It was desperation and fear for all of humankind, and what disasters awaited the whole world.  Yet, in this state of great anxiety, a glimmer of hope arose within the very inner depths of each of the man’s hearts; a hope that quietly told them that victory could be achieved.

There was little time to think about the ship that loomed in the sky overhead, as many Insectoides were quickly advancing on the Elites position.  The Elites groped for their SRT-57s and opened immediate fire upon the enemy.  The enemy, in turn, fired numerous well-aimed laser blasts at the company.  At one point, Larry, in order to avoid the lasers, dove behind a burning hover craft just in time to save himself from a deadly laser blast.  Derrick, once again, had lobbed a successful grenade sending a few Insectoides flying through the air, some of their bodies in flames.  One Insectoid attempted to sneak up behind Derrick, the Elites’ fearless Captain, and shoot him in the back, but Steve caught the him in the corner of his eye and, while emptying his magazine on another creature who was nearby, grabbed his pistol with his gloved, left hand and fired a direct shot at the sneaking beast that went straight through its large head.  Derrick spun around upon hearing the creature screech behind him.  He looked up at Steve.  They both nodded in affirmation.  The fight continued for only a few more minutes until all Insectoides had been eliminated.

“I think we all know what we have to do,” stated Derrick, kicking an Insectoid over onto its back.

“Right.  But how are we gonna do it?” David asked.


“Well, what I was thinking was that we would get some jets, fly up to that ship and destroy it.”

“Of course, it’ll be harder than that,” added Mitchell, who added a little reason to the group.  “This isn’t gonna be as easy as you might think.  There are probably hundreds, if not thousands, of Insectoides onboard that thing.  This will require a little more planning than just flying up there and destroying it.”

“Obviously,” mocked Larry.

“Here’s what I think we should do: we should get some jets, like Derrick said, then fly up there, shoot at it for a bit, find an opening in the side of it, maybe where they fly their ships out of, and blow it up with a bomb.”  All eyes turned to face Steve, the one who had just spoken.

“Right…” said Mitchell.

“Hold on.  Steve might actually have a good point,” Derrick thought aloud.

“Really?” said Steve.

“Yeah.  Here’s what we do….”  The Elites circled together around their Captain and listened intently to his plan of attack.

Soon, the plan was underway, after contacting the U.S. Air Force to borrow five of their fastest jets.  The Elites, awaiting the arrival of the jets, paced anxiously, sometimes easing their anxiety by firing a few rounds at nearby Insectoides that still wandered the outskirts of the city in search of any civilians who still drew breath.  Not long after the attack on the city had erupted, while the Elites still remained in their hideout, civilians turned into refugees as many tried to flee from the vicious attackers.  Some had escaped, and if the Elites had been there, they would have seen something that looked like an ocean moving quickly away from the city.  The ocean, of course, was the multitudes of people who were desperately trying to survive.  Many civilians, however, did not escape the attackers, as the streets and homes now covered with decaying bodies told their sad story.
At last, the five jets had arrived, landing on a nearby highway that had been unscathed by the battle.  The Elites jumped into their ships and gently began to hover above the ground, sending dirt and dust spinning violently into the air.  Once they had reached the proper height, the jets turned slowly in mid-air and speedily took off towards the huge, rectangle ship that was dimly illuminated by the setting sun.
