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A group of five silver-armored beings rocketed through the sky, en route to their main base. 
At the head of the group, was Jason Betz. Jason was one of few soldiers who had fought to 
retake Earth from the Teazonian Empire, and had been fortunate to survive. Being one of the few 
who survived the massacre, Jason was a renowned fighter, and one of the co-leaders to Travis 
Shaw’s team of elite fighters, who the new government had been referring to as Kastronians, 
named after the alien Kastron Virus, which had given them amazing abilities. Currently, Jason 
was leading a group of Kastron-exposed Humans back to the base, which had become their 
home. 

For the last three weeks, he and his group had been staying in the Canadian wilderness, 
cleaning up a group of Teazonians who had been hiding out there. Jason turned his head towards 
the closest armored being on his right. He was a boy, about twenty years old, and although he 
couldn’t see his features, Jason knew he had shaggy blond hair, and a small scar over his right 
eye. He had received the injury during his first encounter with a Teazonian Warrior when he had 
been found, almost four years ago. 

“Hey, Brett,” Jason said, “how far away is the base?” 
With a minor use of his radar power, Brett mentally projected an image of the planet within 

his mind. With this image, he could ‘see’ every being, structure, and landmark on the planet, and 
he instantly knew how far away he was from each one. 

“We can get back in ten minuets if we keep this speed.” Brett said. 
“Thank God!” another armored boy shouted from the back of the group, “The first thing I’m 

gonna do when I get back is get some real food. I’m starving!” 
“What’s wrong Chase?” another hero asked in an Australian accent without turning to face 

his friend, “Raw animal meat ain’t yer cup of tea mate?” 
“Hell no!” Chase snapped. “Did you like it, Seth?” 
“I rather enjoyed it.” Seth said with a grin as he demonstrated his ability, twisting his neck a 

half circle, so he was looking Chase in the eye. “Tasted like the meat I had when I was hiding 
from Teazonians.” 

“Figures.” Brett muttered without looking back at Seth, “A disgusting freak likes disgusting 
things. 

“That’s repulsive.” Chase snapped, “Turn your neck back around.” 
Seth grinned as he completed the turn, having twisted his neck in a full circle. Seeing this, 

Chase gagged. 
“You’re my best friend, but I still find it disturbing.” Chase muttered, “Hey, Jason! Can you 

switch Seth out of this group so we don’t have to see him do that kinda stuff?” 
“Not happening.” Jason shouted back, “He’s a good asset in a fight. He doesn’t complain 

when things get bad.” 



“We were away from the base for weeks!” Chase snapped, “Of course I’m gonna complain 
when-” 

“You’re doing it again!” Jason shouted back. 
“Then why do we have to listen to you bitch and moan about Ron.” Chase muttered, causing 

Seth to laugh. 
Jason cringed at the mention of his brother-in-law. Glancing at his twin sister, Sarah, Jason 

could not help but wonder what she saw in the immature Kastronian sniper. Ron, like Jason and 
Sarah, had survived the War against the Teazonian Empire, but never took any situation 
seriously. Always cracking jokes and screwing around, Jason hated Ron with a burning passion, 
and had been enraged when Ron purposed to his sister, even more so when Sarah gave birth to 
their son. 

Brett sighed as Seth and Chase began to laugh. Next to Jason and Sarah, he was the oldest 
person in the group, falling just less than a two months younger than the twins, and almost a year 
older than Seth and Chase. He tried to act mature around the twins, knowing Jason was, much 
like the element he controlled, cold, rude, and stubborn, yet easily angered. It was this reason 
Brett tried his best to not join in on the younger teen’s antics. He quickened his speed slightly, 
moving up closer to the two. 

“So are you two excited to get back?” Brett asked. 
“No.” Jason spat. 
“Yes.” Sarah beamed, “I haven’t seen Trenton or Ronald in three weeks. I hate that you keep 

signing the same group up for hunting jobs across the planet. Why do you do that?” 
“Simple.” Jason said as he glared at his sister, “So I can get as far away from Ron as 

possible. Who knows what would happen if I left you two back at the base. For all I know, I’d be 
gone for a month, and come back to find another nephew.” 

“Or niece.” Brett muttered quietly, causing Jason to glare at him. “Hey, I’m just-” 
“Let’s just get back home.” Sarah sighed, “I wanna see Ron and Trent.” 
“Assuming they’re alive.” Jason muttered. 
“Pardon?” Brett asked. 
“You left Ron to take care of five year old.” Jason said, “Frankly, between those two, I’m not 

sure who is taking care of who. Ron can barely take care of himself, what makes you think he 
can take care of his own son?” 

“Trent is your nephew, and Ron is your brother-in-law.” Chase said from behind. “Would it 
kill you to be a little nicer to them?” 

“Yeah.” Seth said with a grin, “I mean, the bloak is a joker, but give him a fair go.” 
“You all seem to forget that I hate Ron.” Jason snapped, “You can’t blame me for speaking 

negatively about the fool.” 
“In Ron’s defense,” Sarah said, “he isn’t that careless anymore. I know he is very responsible 

of Trent, and he would never let anything bad happen to our son.” 
  
*                                                                      *                                                                      * 
  
Trenton watched as his dad toyed with a sharp stick, and pointed behind him. Trent followed 

his father’s finger, which was pointing at a large, limbed, snake-like alien, sleeping in the sun, 
outside the base. Trent looked back at his father happily as another Kastron-exposed Human, 
Andy, approached, looking concerned for his own safety. 

“Alright Trent,” Ron said, “do you see Toxic?” 



Trent grinned and nodded. 
“Good.” Ron said as he handed his son the sharp object, “Now, go over and poke him with 

this. Be careful, got it?” 
Andy visibly cringed and slapped his forehead as Trent walked over to the sleeping alien. 
“I can’t believe you are a parent.” Andy muttered, “You do know Toxic could eat him in half 

a mouthful, right?” 
“I told him to be careful.” Ron reminded Andy, causing him to cringe again. “Besides, you 

can talk to dead people, right?” 
“Yes, b-but…do you have any idea what Jason would do if-” 
“Freeze me in a block of ice so thick, I’d never thaw out.” Ron said in a mocking tone, “I’ve 

heard it all before, now be quiet, he’s there.” 
Andy looked in front of him. Sure enough, Trent was right next to Toxic’s sleeping body, 

looking back at Ron and Andy. Andy shook his head, trying to coax the boy out of his actions, 
but Ron nodded and gave his son a thumbs up, prompting the toddler to lightly jab Toxic with 
the stick. Nothing happened. 

“I can’t watch.” Andy said as he turned away, “Bloods gonna fly everywhere.” 
“Not so loud, you’ll wake him up.” Ron sniggered, “And if you can’t watch, I’ll tell you in 

vivid detail what happens.” 
“Please, don’t.” 
Trent, seeing that the alien did not react, jabbed him again, only much harder. Toxic’s eyes 

snapped open, and he hissed angrily as he go to his feet, and looked down at Trent, who was 
looking up at the alien, grinning from ear to ear. Standing at his full height, Toxic several feet 
larger than Ron, and capable of swallowing an adult human whole. 

“Ronald!” Toxic snapped venomously, “Get your brat out of here before he becomes my next 
meal!” 

Trent laughed, obviously not intimidated by the alien, and convinced that Toxic was joking 
with him. Ron and Andy, however, knew better. Toxic was a member of a barbaric alien race 
known as Reddas. Reddas were known for being cannibalistic, flesh-eating aliens who were 
feared across the universe for their war-like nature. To make matters worse, Toxic had been 
exposed to the Kastron Virus centuries before they had, giving him acidic saliva…Not at all a 
being a five year old should be playing with. The two quickly broke cover, and rushed up to the 
young boy, prompting Toxic to hiss angrily at Ron 

“Trent!” Ron said, pretending to scold his son, “What did I tell you about Toxic?” 
Trent grinned, “To poke him wi-” 
Ron placed his hand over his son’s mouth, preventing him from speaking. 
“No,” Ron snickered as Toxic stared menacingly at him. “I told you not to listen to Andy, 

and leave Toxic alone.” 
“Dude, what the hell!?” 
“Wow, look at the time!” Ron said as he looked at an imaginary watch on his wrist, “Sarah 

and Jason should be back soon. We should go greet them.” 
The two watched as Ron and Trent walked away. Toxic spat at a chunk of rock, and watched 

as his acidic saliva dissolved it. Andy heard the Redda’s stomach rumble, causing him to back 
away nervously. 

“I can’t stand either of them.” Toxic hissed. “That little snack irritates me more than his 
father. They’re both a disgrace to your species.” 

“At least we aren’t related to him.” Andy sighed, “Poor Jason has that to deal with.” 



  
*                                                                      *                                                                      * 
  
Jason’s team touched down just outside the Hero’s Base. Chase and Seth rushed inside eager 

to tell their friends about their adventures. Only Sarah, Jason, and Brett remained. Brett looked at 
his surroundings. The base was located in the forests of Montana. The majority of the base was 
underground, but portions of it were located above ground. The base was made out of a special 
Teazonian metal, which kept the base insulated from the cold winters. Brett remembered the first 
time he arrived at the base. It looked so calm, and peaceful, that he wanted to do nothing more 
than to just sit outside, and look the majestic scenery. Then he got to know some of his 
teammates. Some of them, like Ron and Seth, he could handle, but there were others he inside 
who he knew he could not tolerate. 

“Welcome back!” Ron said as he approached the group, with his son in his arms. Upon 
seeing his mother, Trent triggered his own power of telekinesis, picking himself up, and guiding 
himself up to his mother. Sarah smiled and caught her son as Ron threw his arm around his wife. 

“So,” Sarah said as she looked up at Ron, “did you keep busy while I was gone?” 
“I managed.” Ron said as he lightly punched Jason’s shoulder, “My bro-in-law wasn’t here to 

screw around with, right Trent?” 
“I poked Toxic with a stick!” Trent said with a laugh. 
Brett slapped his forehead as Jason looked at Ron in disbelief. Sarah merely laughed. 
“You let your four year old son poke an easily angered, acid-spitting Redda with a stick?” 

Jason asked. “Are you crazy?” 
“Oh relax Jason.” Ron said calmly, “Andy was with me the whole time.” 
“Andy is slowly going crazy.” Brett said, “Last I checked, he was arguing with some dead 

guy named Adam, and only God knows who that is.” 
“Hearing that makes me think you aren’t cut out to be a parent.” Jason muttered. 
“I act like a child, and never take anything seriously.” Ron said as Jason pushed past him, 

and made his way into the base, “Of course I’m not cut out to be a parent, but he’s my son, so 
I’m trying to make an effort! Hey, are you even listening to me!?” 

Sarah, Trent, and Brett watched as Ron followed Jason into the base. Brett sighed and started 
after them. 

“Well…at least he’s honest.” 
 

JUDGE’S COMMENTS 

Another well-written piece that suffers from being an excerpt. The focus is on Ron and his 
stupidity. As a reader, I don’t care enough about him to connect with him. Why am I reading 
about him? 
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