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​SUMMARY
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In a futuristic mess where hope looks like it's on clearance, one flicker of honor still burns. This isn’t the hero’s origin tale. No — this is the true, unknown story of a ragtag group of renegade badasses who kicked cosmic ass and actually saved the universe.

They scored a shit ton of cash from the President of the U.S.A., assembled an unstoppable team, and launched into space. They fought hostile aliens, solved impossible physics problems, and someone found love on a planet far past your GPS. Love, it turns out, is not just for humans; it’s a universal force — even a seahorse loves its babies after birthing them from its own belly. Don’t ask the female seahorse for child support; that’s a yarn for a rainy day. (Speaking of rain: if it’s not raining while you read this, that last sentence loses all contextual integrity.)

These badasses meet an ancient alien species — one of the original lifeforms in this dimension — then join forces in a steamy interstellar sauna. Together they try to stop the worst thing in existence: Malumest, a grotesque entity that consumes entire dimensions. It’s coming. The dimensional-hopping crew decides to help us — for reasons nobody sane can fully trust. Shady? Absolutely. Dramatic payoff? You bet.
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​Dì yī zhāng — The Team!
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Earth is new to this cosmic bureaucracy. Humans are primitive — still obsessed with money, religion, territory, and race. Profitable, dramatic obsessions, but primitive. We dropped a probe here ages ago. Humans called it an invasion when it crashed; conspiracy forums flourished.

That probe wasn’t a war machine. It was a scout, searching for intelligence capable of operating its tech — even at a “primitive” level. The probe harvested data, crawling the internet and logging everyone who touched it. The colonized humans were easy to read: fighting, scheming, and still terrible at interstellar etiquette.

Enter General Alexander Grimm — the first to notice the probe sending and receiving signals. Harvard-trained communications and tech hotshot: top of his class, part nerd, part jock. He was the full package, except fate gave him the face of a mangled alley cat and a perpetual sourdough-vinegar aroma. Banished to a windowless lab (think: janitor’s closet with clearance badges), he fiddled with ultra-secret programs that 99.99% of readers would glaze over and then forget. So we’ll skip the tech-speak.

One day, while decoding arcane radio waves, he traced a signal to its source. He barged into a classified meeting at the White House like a man carrying a lit grenade of optimism. Security hissed, “Get out of here,” but Alexander dropped the evidence like a mic: the probe was talking. He could trace it — if the President would fund him.

The President said yes. Not a “maybe” — a “you bet your sweet fucking balls I am.” Alexander pocketed the cash and got to work.

He pulled out his black book and called the people who could actually make a mission happen.

Dove Nutri — rocket engineer / feng shui assassin

When NASA needed rockets and Nazis weren’t available, they called Dove Nutri. He’s the world’s leading rocket engineer and a master of feng shui sabotage — he can rearrange your house so hard you develop a chronic illness without noticing. Known for mountain-climbing nude expeditions in search of Yetis, he always has a phone tucked into his beanie. He answered Alexander’s call with a single, emphatic “yes.” He skied down Everest on the hands of dead climbers (maybe), and then he headed to Washington.
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