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      The storm raged over Zeron Island, a black spot of forbidden land on the map of the Atlantic Ocean. It was just one hundred miles off the Florida coast. The place had long been condemned by the governments of the world because the history of chemical and biological weapons testing that had gone on here in the past.

      

      This storm was filled with a terrible and strange rage as it lashed the black sand shores of the island. The chaos on the outside of this place was nothing compared to what was going on deep in the underground base. A group of madmen had taken up residence in this place of death to conduct a long-forgotten ritual.

      

      The dark secrets of a world lost to the ages were meeting up with the ambitions of a man who had tasted what it was like to be powerful. He became addicted to this power, and like any addict, was willing to cross any line to get more of it.

      

      The soldier stood there, bleeding from his eyes and the corner of his mouth in a badly lit round room that was filled with strange symbols carved into the metal walls.

      "He says…he says it isn't enough blood.” Those would be the sacrifice offering's last words as he fell to his knees and slumped over to his side, dead before hitting the ground. The ones surrounding the pair in the circle they made dared not say anything.

      

      The golden-eyed man standing mere feet away from the dead man, was furious, he had all that he needed. Everything this old book said, he’d followed its instructions to the letter. As he stared at this old tattered leather-bound book in his left hand had half a mind to throw it across the room in frustration, but resisted the urge.

      “Okay, we’ll try again but that was a waste of a life,” he said quietly to himself.

      

      He closed his eyes as those around him began to share quiet whispers about yet another failure in the summoning ritual. Each time it was attempted, the result was always the same.

      It was a dead man or woman in the middle of the floor and the feeling of wasting their time over silly occult tomes in the air that just wouldn’t go away. The golden eyed man did his best to ignore them. He knew the power was real, he was living proof of it. It was the only reason they followed him.

      

      The Codex was something he had searched many years for and spent a few more years studying and perfecting its main ritual, to summon one of great power, infinite power if the book was to be believed.

      This old thing still wasn’t working for him, and he couldn’t understand why. He just had to be doing the ritual right.

      The energy from the black words he spoke charged the sacrifice so full of negative energy that it ended up killing them from the inside out. It was supposed to create a vessel suitable for Gusion, the teacher of secrets. A powerful demon that would tell him just how to get what he wanted.

      As he reread the memorized passage to himself in his mind, he opened the book once more to glance at the instructions, it was something he did every time.

      “You will need mortal blood,” he read it to himself and aloud but still had no idea why the book used the word mortal. The only reason he could think of was that this book existed in a time when immortals walked the earth in abundance.

      “Sir, may we retire for the night?” a big man asked him in the crowd, covered in a cloak to match the faceless others.

      He was ignored, without permission, no one dared go anywhere.

      

      He did not know how long ago that must have been, but now he was sure all of the blood was mortal these days, besides his own at least.

      He didn’t quite understand the forces that he was dealing with, but no one in the room did or could understand it any better either.

      "Damn it. What does it take to call it? I would kill a million men to summon him, a billion,” he ranted in frustration to himself.

      

      The subordinates in the room dared not say anything after this, and their whispering came to an immediate end as he slammed the book close.

      He was about ready to call this session to an end for the night as he needed time to think about what his next move would be.

      

      The last time this ritual failed, the one who complained was killed and his body was put there for all to see in the middle of the room with the sacrifice.

      No one wanted to risk that happening to them, so they waited quietly in fear.

      

      Someone dared to break the silence without a hint of fear in his voice from out of nowhere. The golden-eyed man looked up with fury and had his next sacrifice picked out, but it appeared that no one defied him in the room. By their body language alone he could tell they were just as confused by the disruption.

      

      "A billion people, don't you think that's just a bit extreme, even for you?" the pale blue-eyed man in black asked, leaning up against the far wall across the room from the would-be ritualistic magician.

      He had said the words as if he had a smile on his face and one could even describe the tone of his voice as inhuman in the primordial sense.

      

      The room was dark, the stranger’s outline was much darker than the shadows it held within. That seemed impossible to everyone who dared to look upon it for the first time.

      Instantly the mood in the room changed from failing to an intense kind of nervousness. No one dared breathe in the wrong way in fear this stranger would be attracted to them instead.

      

      The men and women of the occult gathering took a step back, breaking the circle they might have made.

      The stranger continued to say, "I dislike the needless killing of perfectly good soldiers. You've done these rituals about one hundred and eighty-eight times. That leaves you with what fifty or so good men left? What a shame.”

      The stranger slowly pushed himself off the wall, his intense blue eyes reflecting what little light there was in the room for a brief second.

      

      The golden-eyed man was at a loss for words as he stuttered and took a step back; not believing what was taking place.

      "You…came? I didn't expect you…the text says that I have to,” The stranger snapped his fingers and cut the summoner off in mid-sentence.

      “Rituals bore me and the rest of us to death, what I like is a man with a goal, a desire and, most importantly, a dream,” he said with a smile, and walked into the dim light, revealing his completely unimpressive form.

      He was thin, weak and shorter than the one who had summoned him by six inches. The air around him seemed to be heavier, and the whole room was just beginning to feel oppressive, it was getting hard to breathe.

      "And you have all three. What can I do for you today?" he asked, as he crossed his arms and kept that thin smile on his face.

      

      Those pale blue eyes never wavered in their intensity. It was as if this being, whoever he was, had done this many times before. Despite his frail appearance, he had a terrifying sense of confidence about him. It was something that did not belong here in this world or perhaps no other.

      No one in the room dared speak, never more than any other point in their lives did they want to run from this feeling of terror. His presence screamed at their instincts that this was just wrong and repulsive.

      Despite what he looked like to them, there was something infinitely worse just beneath that flesh they couldn’t see.

      

      There was no question, not even a hesitation in the answer. The golden-eyed man fought the repulsion that he felt and gathered the courage to speak.

      "Gusion, I want the power, the ability to destroy the world, to take it and make it into my image, I want to fix it," The golden-eyed man said, with too much enthusiasm.

      

      It was a practiced speech he had in his mind for years, but it was one he had looked forward to ever since he gained this unique gift from his past encounter with the Cyranthis Stone.

      His immortality twisted his mind and made him feel superior to everyone, yet he knew he knew his limitations very well, he hated them.

      

      "Oh, so you want ultimate power to take over…blah, blah, blah. If I had a dollar for every time I heard that. Nevertheless, you want power, and I'll give you the power to do it,” the stranger said, as he snapped his fingers in a very casual way, seeming to hope for a bit more creativity than this and was disappointed.

      

      "There, you now have the power and all the resources you need to wage war against the entire world. Oh, by the way, my name is Bob, not what did you call me, Gusion, it’s not that,” he said.

      No one was going to dispute it. The onlookers seemed shocked that something so obviously inhuman had given itself such a simple name.

      

      The warlord instantly felt his mind open up in ways never before possible. Ideas and strategy came to him. Things new, ancient and otherworldly, designs for armors and weapons that could potentially destroy everything that came up against him.

      It was as if a dream had come to life, and now it seemed that not only this world could be his, but all worlds.

      

      "Thank you---" he was cut off in midsentence by Bob.

      "Oh, kid, don't thank me yet. I just gave you the power to do it. I never said you'd be able to accomplish it. That part you do on your own. When the right time comes, I'll collect on this deal,” he said to his summoner.

      

      His laughter echoed throughout the room, but Bob had already vanished.

      No one had seen him go, but the feeling in the ritual room had returned to its natural state. The alien thing from beyond left and took its living aura of horror with it.

      

      The golden-eyed man looked around at the others in the room.

      “Now, we have some work to do but first get rid of this sacrifice, put him with the others, we won’t need to do this anymore. It will be a nice little surprise for anyone who comes looking,” he said to his men, and turned around and walked out of the room in a hurry, with the Codex still under his arm.

      “And someone get me in contact with Sgt. Strom and his men, I have a job for them,” he said, just before he left.

      

      “Yes sir, it will be done,” another cloaked figure said as he and another moved towards the dead man. Just about anything was better than staying in here.

      With any luck, they would never have to come back in here again after the grisly work of moving the body to where all the others were being held.

      

      The storm still raged outside, and its winds were relentless, howling, only to be drowned out by the crash of the thunder that briefly interrupted the wicked sound. Was the storm hiding the dark actions here tonight or was it the result of something terrible being let into our world and tipping nature out of balance?

      No one could say, and the truth was no one wanted to know. Now that the ritual had been completed, anyone who was there knew the world would never be the same.
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      Terrorism is the world’s second oldest profession. Wherever there would be a population, there would be someone out there who would try to scare them.

      

      Modern technology had made the spreading of fear much easier. tried and true tactic was now being used against the whole world.

      

      “Hey, we have another one,” Bill said, as he opened the black package.

      “From 188, yeah CNN just sent it over the wire, they got the same thing,” Joe replied from across the hall.

      “Why does he bother sending this stuff to small fry like us out here in Texas, it’s going to get national coverage anyway. Well, let’s see what is going to be on the national news today,” Joe said, and walked over to Bill’s station as he put the DVD into the player.

      It would have been seen by billions already by now.

      After three months of messages like this at such a rapid pace it was pointless to try and hide it.

      “The biggest story should be how this maniac manages to mass produce these videos and no one knows how he manages it or who sends them,” Joe said, as the video began to play. Neither one of them had ever seen a messenger.

      The messages came in the mail but no one had ever admitted to delivering a package. Nothing about it made sense, it was as if they appeared out of thin air.

      

      The video began like all the others did, a black screen with the sound of a raging inferno behind the black. It would fade into a gray background and the silhouette of a man with only his golden eyes visible, glowing from the shadow, but nothing else.

      

      “My fellow world citizens, we meet again. Let me not waste what little precious time you have left and get straight to the point. I have a question. What use is a child in a broken world? This world is filled with so much despair and hopelessness that my brutal tactics have become your entertainment. None of you seem to realize that you are just funerals waiting to happen,” 188 said and paused.

      

      “Your lives are and always will be pointless, and as long as the world remains broken as it is, you will continue to be useless. I will be your savior, the one you’ve been waiting for all these years. In order to save you, it is regrettable that most of you must be killed. I know, you’re going to call this terrorism or something similar, but I don’t hate any of you and I do not wish to scare you,” 188 continued, with the constant sound of fire behind him.

      

      “I want you to die, give up your pointless and frantic lives because at the end of it all, you accomplish nothing. Only I have the power to fix the world because I am above the human condition. So, I give to all of you a warning. I will raise the most powerful army the world has ever known and I will wage a war, the last war, this world will ever have the displeasure of knowing. My target will be one of the last targets of the last Great War. I expect you to fight. I expect you to be ready for me. You will fight for your ideals and lose because your ideals are corrupted and broken, they will not save you. I’ll see you all very soon,” 188 would finish, saying this in his electronically mangled voice, and the screen would fade to black.

      

      The two men watching this video, watched in disbelief.

      “A whole army, that’s insane,” Bill said.

      “I can’t wait to see what the President has to say after all of this,” Joe said, secretly, he couldn’t wait.

      He, like thousands of others, agreed with 188 up to this point. The world was deeply broken and there was only one way to fix it. It was something Joe had to keep secret, however. Open support for 188 was punishable by law.

      

      The President of the United States wasted no time in responding to the latest terrorist announcement after it was made.

      “As Americans, we must endure this cowardly madness. I promise you that this monster will be stopped, and all of our vast resources are committed to finding this person who is pretending to be a man but is less than a snake in disguise. There is no reason to fear this man or those insane enough to follow him,” he said, and continued.

      

      “We will catch this one, and if he wants to challenge the world, the world will answer his challenge. I promise you that Americans will lead the charge into any fight this maniac wants to start. We’ll finish anything he wants to start,” the speech was short and to the point and it was supposed to make the public feel better with promises.

      The President wasn’t taking any questions today.

      

      The intelligence agencies of the world were already hard at work, seeking out any information they could find on 188. They could not discover much.

      Any suspects and terrorists they captured all seemed to have the same ideology of murdering the current world to make room for the new one. The minions were as insane as the overlord was.

      However, someone else was looking for answers as well.

      

      A captured, red-eyed man was tied to a chair in some underground cement room.

      “I’ll never tell you anything. Even if I did, there is nothing you could do to stop it,” he said into the dark, with one light overhead.

      

      “At this point I don’t care if you tell me or not, my orders are to cause you pain, this is what I intend to do,” a man replied to him from the dark.

      A click of some switch occurred. Instantly, an electric current flowed into him from the wire shoved under the skin on the top of both of the captured one's hands.

      The red-eyed follower of 188 screamed then lost consciousness. It was hard to tell if he was dead or alive.

      “Sir, I don’t think this method is going to work,” the specialist said, as he turned the light on to reveal the room and crossed his arms.

      “Yeah, I think you’re right. We are at war already, even if world doesn’t realize it,” Heath said and walked out of the dark with his Glock in his left hand.

      He walked up to the lifeless one in the chair and put the gun to the soldier’s forehead.

      

      “I know you’re awake. Tell me where your leader is or I’ll just kill you,” Heath said, and stood there motionless.

      “I’ll tell you that all of you are going to die. Maybe I won’t see it but--” Heath pulled the trigger, he didn’t believe in giving the enemy second chances very often.

      The gunshot echoed loudly, and the body slumped in the chair. He turned and walked away.

      

      “Sir, if I may ask, why is the Syndicate getting involved in this mess? This war seems like a common problem,” The operative asked, as the General approached the door.

      “When was the last time you saw anyone with golden eyes, or for that matter red ones?” he asked him, and continued.

      

      “The last time I saw golden eyes like that, well, let’s just say we are going to be needed. Stop asking questions and bring in the next one. Get rid of the body, but leave the blood there. It’ll let them know we are serious,” Heath said, and walked out of the room, worried about what had to be coming next.

      “Last time?” the specialist asked himself. He wasn’t aware of any last time.
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      Just after the President’s speech, he called for an emergency meeting in the situation room. It wasn’t long before everyone had gathered there.

      “Any ideas of where this golden eyed bastard is. I don’t want this to turn into another goose chase all over the world,” the President asked, and for a few minutes there was silence.

      “Zeron Island hasn’t been searched yet,” Bill McRaven suggested, and the others just groaned.

      “How many times are you going to suggest that place, there isn’t anything there. There hasn’t been anything there for decades,” Odierno complained and Bill rolled his eyes as the rest of the people in the room started to erupt into a murmuring mess. Adam rubbed his temples as the noise was giving him a headache.

      “Okay, guys. Let’s search Zeron and just make sure that the bad guys aren’t in our backyards, just to be sure,” Adam said, and the room shut up in a hurry.

      “Yes, sir. I can have a search party there within the hour,” Bill replied to the President with a smile.

      He’d finally gotten his way after months of suggesting it. He was sure they would find something.

      

      The helicopter landed on the beach and the four soldiers rushed out onto the island only to find nothing there but black sand. The wind and the waves of the ocean seemed to break before hitting the black shores.

      It was as if nature itself was trying to keep away from this place.

      

      The island was abandoned, just as everyone had said to them in the very short briefing, they had on the way here, but the descriptions did not do it justice. Two of them began to move towards the eastern entrance. Mills and John were to take the western side.

      

      “This is a damn waste of time, you know,” Mills said, as he looked around. He was a soldier, in it for the long haul, good at what he did and he specialized in seek and destroy missions, just like this one was supposed to be.

      

      “It might be and I hope it is. Last thing I want to do is die here on this rock. A true warrior always prepares for battle but never hopes to see it,” John replied to him. John on the other hand had just joined up for the money and couldn’t wait to get out.

      He had recently had picked up the teachings of the new religion known to the world as the Golden Dawn of Cyranthis or Cyranthism to most.

      

      It was a religion for a modern age, and it was growing quite steadily.

      “That sounds like more of that new age stuff you see on television. Don’t tell me you fell for that stuff?” Mills said in disgust, as they moved to the western entrance of the old underground base.

      

      “Fell for it, how could you not? Everyone saw what happened,” John said, as he reached the doors of the base that were rusted and left hanging open.

      

      “I’ll take point, and no, I didn’t fall for it. Someone invents a new God on this rock daily, and some of them just catch on. Some television special effects are not enough to convince me,” Mills replied and carefully stepped through the doors.

      

      The smell of death and decay was much stronger here on the inside than the faint presence it had outside. It was not a good sign of what was waiting for them in this hole. Chemical weapons testing or not, this place was not one anybody would like to come to for any reason.

      

      “Do unto yourself as you would want others to do unto you,” John said, and smiled as Mills stepped into the dark.

      “Alright focus,” Mills said, and motioned for two of his subordinates to take the left path. The right path was impassable, caved in, and the one ahead of them seemed to be weakened.

      “We’ll go straight, Cyranthis willing we won’t get crushed,” John said, and looked at the rotting walls.

      “Yeah, right, Cyranthis. Let’s keep moving,” Mills said, starting to get sick of the new age god talk. The two of them were leading their teams, moving through the wet tunnel into the dark. They had no idea what they were going to find.

      

      Fifteen minutes moving in the same direction without incident, the two of them entered into a circular chamber first. As they shined their lights on the walls and the floor the two of them discovered the source of the terrible smell.

      

      The ground was littered with bodies in various states of decay. On the walls of this place, from what they could see, seemed to be occult symbols that neither of them could understand.

      

      “I don’t care what god you believe in, this is evil,” Mills said, and John was stunned by the sight.

      “Agreed, I am going to call this in. Let’s get out of here,” John said, as the two of them didn’t want to spend any more time in this place than they needed to.

      This death chamber was not the nothing or the enemy they expected to find. Sending only four men, it was clear no one really wanted this mission to happen in the first place.

      

      The two quickly made their way back down the tunnel and towards the light. Once they got back to the helicopter, John contacted his home base

      “Yeah, listen, we didn’t find any hostile forces but we did find something. We’re going to need someone down here, it’s some kind of ritual chamber, over,” he said, trying to breathe in the slightly better air.

      

      “Understood, get your team out of there, we’ll send in some experts,” a voice on the other end said to them. Who in the world would be an expert in stuff like this, John thought to himself. The other two came back from the base.

      

      “Find anything?” Mills asked them, “No, just a bunch of broken down machines, nothing of any real use,” the one on the left replied.

      Just as soon as it began, the first search of Zeron Island was over. The findings would be kept classified.
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      It was a Thursday evening across the United States. Like any other one that came before it.

      Another message was delivered from 188 to the rest of the world and the internet during primetime television hours.

      Some channels refused to play them at all but others couldn’t resist the ratings boost every time they showed it. The media loved 188 and his ramblings and, all over the country, people’s favorite shows were being interrupted by the all too familiar ‘breaking news’ television screen.

      

      Some took these ravings deadly seriously because they had lost loved ones in the attacks of his insane followers over the past three months at the mad man’s request to wage war on the old world.

      

      The unaffected of the world just found it entertaining to see someone rant and rave about impossible things from their safe places at home and each message was something everyone could talk about and make fun of, despite the occasional maniac doing his bidding to tragic results.

      

      The video would play all around the world in all kinds of languages, but the message was the same in all of them. The black screen with the unseen inferno raging in the background soon gave way to the very familiar image of a golden-eyed shadow man everyone knew by now to be 188.

      

      Deep in the middle of the United States, a man was sitting at his house watching his favorite sports documentary about the Packers for the third time, when in the middle of it, the program cut out with the breaking news screen.

      “This nonsense again,” Cody said to himself, annoyed, as he took a sip of the coffee from his blue mug.

      “I sure hope they found someone to take care of this mess,” he said, and hoped that this week’s message of crazy didn’t last too long. He hated that they didn’t stop playing the show he was watching while this was going on. He knew that after the President got done yapping, it’d be over.

      None of this made him happy.

      

      “Welcome to another speech. I am so glad you could join me on such short notice. I do apologize for interrupting your pointless lives, but I think you will be interested in what I have to say. I am going to give you my target city. I am going tell you where I am going to attack you first. I mentioned the last Great War and a target and well it’s going to be Berlin. Everyone wanted this city in the past. I want it now. Why you may ask, it’s just as good a target as any,” he said to them, and continued on.

      “I will not tell you when I will attack, or how. Just wanted you to all know that I am coming, and there is nothing you can do about it. This will only the beginning, and you will see that this is never going to stop until you are all dead, or you give up. I might just kill you all anyway even if you did. I haven’t decided yet. See you all soon and for all of you watching. Stay tuned you’re in for a show,” 188 paused, almost ending the message but continued on as if he wasn’t sure where to quit.

      

      “Before I go, those of you in Berlin should enjoy the peace while it lasts. Be seeing you soon. Oh, one last thing, a message for the self-defense forces. Don’t bother, you can prepare for me but in the end, you’ll be useless. I know you can’t wait to get into a fight with me but like everyone else, you’ll have to wait. It’s my move now so be patient and enjoy the last minutes of peace you have left,” the man on the screen said, with an almost gleeful tone of voice as it faded out.

      

      Once again, the President had an immediate response to this madness in order to ensure the people and make them feel safe once more, but this time he was addressing the entire world from a podium.

      “Today I come to you as a citizen of the world and not just an American,” Adam said into the cameras.

      “The shadows pose no threat to us. The world will prevail over this madness, and all of you will see this threat and you will see it is stopped, this is a promise. Even the possibility of the enemy having an enemy force this size is not possible. I will say right here and now that any hostile threat against any ally will be met with the full extent of our power. We will be as we always have been, vigilant and steadfast. This terrorist will not win anything, he and his followers will be hunted down to the ends of the earth, and no city will fall to his insane threats,” he said into the camera and continued.

      

      “We are already in talks with our German allies and are ready to assist them in any way we can. So, as another day comes to a close, I want to wish you all a good night,” the President said to them, and even his speech was full of confidence. His eyes told another story entirely.

      Those close enough to see it, and those who knew him, could see that he was anything but confident. He was far from telling the whole story, but it was the only story the public would get on the matter.

      

      The man left the podium in a hurry, leaving all the reporters with so many unanswered questions. Another man came into the view of the people, and the clamoring of the reporters settled down, it was the Secretary of Defense, Byron Carter.

      

      “I know all of you have the same question in mind and that is:  Where would this terrorist get such an army? The truth is we have never even obtained any credible information from any part of the world that such an army can even exist. Nothing the size needed to take a city could be hiding in the modern world such as this for very long. The man known as 188’s only army is likely a few misguided followers and some broken ideals,” he said to them, and continued.

      

      “Every attack he has committed up to this point has been horrific but has been on a small scale compared to the threats made today. The threat level is still considered too low for anything to take place. The public is still advised to watch and report any suspicious behavior to the local authorities, as usual,” he continued.

      

      “We don’t expect anything to happen, and neither should you. It’s business as usual. It’s best not to spread panic and stay calm. If we panic, the terrorists win,” he said what he needed to say and quickly left the podium. There would be no more speakers today.

      

      Cody was right. As soon as the programming returned to normal, his show was over.

      “Figures as much, but I wouldn’t bet on the impossible not happening, Mr. President. You’d be really stupid to do that,” Cody said, and shut off the television. He expected a phone call any day now, he was surprised it hadn’t come yet.

      

      Americans across the country had a new topic to talk about. Halfway around the world, the city under threat would find it hard to believe that a terrorist would dare attack like the one he claimed.

      Nothing changed much in Berlin.

      The armed forces increased their level of security, but honestly, no one was expecting that much could, or would, happen at all.
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      It was a cold and dark Sunday morning in the city of Berlin. The streets were quiet and the Saturday night crowds had mostly retired for the night. It was the quiet time in the city like so many hours just like this that had come before it. Stars filled the clear sky, and it was peaceful in just about every sense of the word if one didn’t look too closely.

      

      It was just before dawn when the planes tore out of the black sky. They did not approach the city and did not use superior stealth technology.

      The war planes literally tore out of the sky from some other place with a violent green light that had no obvious point of origin.

      

      Radar screens detected their presence mere seconds after they appeared in the sky.

      “Sir, are you seeing this?” A very surprised radar operator said, and nearly stood up from her chair.

      “I see it, I’m not blind. Are they ours or?” The superior officer asked.

      “Negative. Their signature is unknown, you’ve got to call this in immediately,” she said, as the number of blips on her screen began to increase steadily at an alarming rate.

      

      The man couldn’t agree more and he ran to the phone on his desk, picked it up and pushed a red button on the top right side of the phone.

      “Yes. I know what time it is. We are in trouble. Sound the alarms, alert the commander, now!” The officer said, and his grip tightened on the phone as the panic rose.

      

      “Yes, I still know what time it is, no, this isn’t a joke. Sound the civil defense alarms, now. It’s too late, but we might save more. Do it,” he said, and slammed the phone back down, nearly breaking the old thing in the process.

      

      “Sir, will they react in time?” she asked him as the radar screen only got worse.

      “I don’t know. I don’t see how much of a difference it’ll make anyway. It’s too late, this is impossible. How do planes just appear out of nothing?” he asked himself, in a growing state of worry.

      

      Neither of them knew how and no one stationed in this base did either. All they could do from here is watch as the seemingly impossible attack began. It was all happening so suddenly that there were no orders being issued to anyone.

      The city was on its own.

      

      The sirens sounded just before sunrise, and even then, it was only a precious few seconds before the first wave of aircraft delivered their attack into the city.

      The strange black aircraft soared over the city. The engines drowned out the klaxon alarms blaring over the city.

      The black fighter jets launched missiles, fired into the ground and buildings below at random, the target was everywhere  The majority of them fell on to sleepy residential areas of the city that would never see it coming.

      

      Anyone unfortunate to be caught in this attack only had one form of mercy. That they would be obliterated by the power of the missiles and die in their sleep.

      Those unlucky enough to be awake in those early hours of the attack tried to get away in a rushed panic.

      

      “Come on, mom, we need to get out of here,” Jason screamed at his mother, trying to pull her out of bed.

      Jason’s mother wasn’t going anywhere. A shock wave from a nearby explosion shattered the bedroom window. Shards of glass tore through her body. In the dark he couldn’t see this. His hand moved up her arm and it was then he felt a thick coating of blood.

      

      “Mom?” he asked quietly as he drew his hand back.

      Once the thirteen-year-old realized what was dripping off his hand, he panicked even more and did what he should have done first, he turned on the light that somehow still worked, and screamed once he could see the full extent of the damage that was done.

      

      Jason ran out of the room and straight outside, he had no idea what to do.

      “Haack, is that you?” a voice asked from the dark beside him as another jet passed over head.

      “Alex, It’s me. Mom is dead and I—“ Jason stopped talking as, down the road, explosions started to erupt and move rapidly towards them both. Jason started to run away, but it was too late.

      Within seconds the fire consumed them both, they never had a chance. This scene was repeating itself thousands of times all over the city.

      

      For fifteen horrible minutes, fire rained out of the sky, relentlessly. The missiles and bombs spread their death and destruction in all directions with no patterns or reason. The random strikes had turned large parts of the city into nothing more than oceans of fire, smoke and rubble.

      Just as quickly as it started, the attacks stopped. The screaming jets in the sky soon faded out, only to leave the droning sounds of the air raid sirens that still worked to fill the void. The cries of the injured and the dying could be heard on almost every street.

      

      Nick was an unfortunate teenager, sleeping in bed at the time of the attack. He woke up just in time to experience what it felt like to have his room, a place he always considered safe, collapse on him. He didn’t even have time to scream as he was pinned to his bed by a large plank of wood.

      “Help someone,” he cried out into the dark, but no one responded to him.

      He was bleeding from somewhere but he couldn’t see where and because everything hurt, it was impossible to tell where it was. In the dark, he thought he could hear people outside.

      He wondered about his parents and his little sister. He was sure somewhere in his heart that they were dead. Time moved differently in the darkness, and he felt as if he would lie there forever.

      

      Forever turned out to be fifteen minutes, he figured it was that long. He was sure that he had passed out a couple of times, but he couldn’t be certain. Just as his eyes had become accustomed to the darkness, it was just in time for his television to come on with a bright and surprising flash.

      All he could do was close his eyes to ease the shock of the change in the light. He was surprised anything still worked in this disaster to be honest.

      

      Soon he discovered who was on it, and Nick could only assume everyone else was seeing the same message, he was forced to watch the golden-eyed terrorist as he spoke in his sinister electronic voice.

      Nick wanted to push the wooden plank off him and punch the screen as hard as he could, but he was helpless and only getting weaker.

      

      "As you can tell, you are under attack, doesn't take a genius to figure it out. Normally, I'd give you a chance to surrender, to give up and live. But I don't care about any of you. I am going to send my General into your precious city and kill you all. I must set an example, you see? I must show everyone that I am deadly serious, and better yet, there is nothing anyone can do to stop me. If I could give you any advice, it would be to run,” 188 said to the population, in German, and Nick figured it was strange it had English subtitles with it.

      

      That would be his final thought as his heart pumped its last, and his last breath escaped him as his body went limp. Yet another victim of a senseless attack.

      

      Everyone was in a panic, yet at the same time countless thousands were able to document the aftermath with their phones.

      Each person was providing a unique view of the disaster and uploaded their images and videos directly to the Internet for the world to see. At the time, most of them figured that the worst was behind them.

      

      It was not more than five minutes after that sinister transmission, did strange blue flashes of light began to appear all over the city streets, hundreds of them, thousands. It didn’t take long to realize that the soldiers in black uniforms armed with rifles and machine guns were teleporting into the city.

      

      Two paramedics were loading an unconscious man into an ambulance when five blue flashes appeared down the road from them.

      They stopped what they were doing and looked at the red-eyed, black uniformed soldiers standing there, looking around at the sky. They seemed in awe of something. It wasn’t clear what.

      Seconds later, the five invaders looked at them, pointed their weapons at the medics.

      “Sorry about this,” the red-eyed man in the lead said to them, then they all opened fire, cutting the medics down where they stood, and killed the one they were trying to help, too.

      “We have our mission. Let’s get to it,” their leader said, and they walked away.

      

      “Come on, we need to get keep moving,” Jack said to his friend, who was just behind him and had just tripped himself up on debris and cut his leg, and the metal was twisted in the wound so it could not be pulled out without help.

      “Damn it, man, I’m trying the best I can, but apparently, I have a shard of metal sticking in my leg. Would you like to help me out here or just stand there like an idiot?” his friend asked trying to pull the shard out and clenching his teeth in pain.

      

      “Against all rules of common sense, I’ll come back for you. I shouldn’t, but I will,” Jack said and immediately went back to his friend, despite what he just said. Jack ran over and did his best to ignore the blood.

      

      “This is going to hurt,” Jack said as he reached down and pulled the leg off the spike of bloody metal. His friend held back a scream, and he was free in less than a minute.

      

      “Thanks, but we need to get off the streets and, in that condition, you’re not going to make it very far,” Jack said, and quickly looked around for places to hide when the earth itself began to shake all around them, but it had no visible source.

      The two of them looked around as Jack helped his friend to his feet, slowly. As they started to hobble away, there was a terrible blue flash of light behind them and the two of them turned around to see the form of a massive black tank rolling into their view.

      

      The two of them did not even have time to scream as the tank rolled forward, crushing them into a formless red mess amongst the burning wreckage.
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      War had come to the world, and the enemy was showing how ruthless it could be and no doubt would be against everyone. If 188 was to be believed, this was just a preview of the nightmare to come.

      

      “Are we live?” she asked, as the camera came into focus.

      “Yes? This is Rose Potts reporting live for WBS. I can’t believe what we are seeing here tonight,” she said, as the sounds of battle erupted in the distance.

      “We are only able to do this because our flight got delayed,” she said, as a bright orange wave of light flashed behind the camera.

      

      The camera turned around just in time to see a black tank with bloody tracks coming around the corner.

      “Oh god,” Rose said, and the two of them, with the camera moved to cover. Anyone who might have been watching would have gotten motion sickness at the sudden movement they were forced to make. The camera quickly steadied itself and peeked around the corner.

      

      Two black uniformed troopers walked from behind the tank.

      “Did you see anyone, I could have sworn I saw someone,” one said to the other. The camera closed in on their faces and their eyes were deep red.

      “Oh well, the boss wants as many people to see this as possible, let’s keep going on with the mission,” the other replied.

      

      “For the homeland,” the first replied and the other nodded. With that, they both walked to catch up with the tank as it continued to roll away.

      Despite them saying homeland, it was clear that one was Asian, and the other looked as if he was from any American town. It didn’t make any sense.

      

      The camera spun back around.

      “I don’t know where these people came from but I’ve never seen eyes like that before,” she said into the camera as an explosion echoed in the distance.

      “Listen, if you can hear my voice, this is rapidly turning into a war zone. I’ll broadcast as long as I can but I have a feeling 188 is going to do his best to commit genocide here and—“she was cut off.

      “No!” she said as the feed was cut off just after the sound of gunfire, the camera fell to the ground.

      “I knew I saw someone sneaking around here,” a voice said, just as the camera was crushed, ending the broadcast.
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      The Syndicate had always been an organization dedicated to two things. First, was and is dedicated to being a collector of dangerous military secrets. Second, it is the organization that is responsible of the near mythic Delta Squad.

      Ever since the Union army won the Civil War, members of the military began to report sightings of an elite unit that called themselves, the Delta Squad. Although it was just a legend, the story grew among all the branches of the armed forces.

      

      They had been compared to the legendary knights of old. The Delta Squad was seen less as an actual group of people and more as an ideal, something to aspire to be and to always do your best in any situation that came up.

      

      Like the knights of old, the ideals and code of the squad became so lofty and impossible that no man or woman could hope to get even get close to the ideal. It did not stop anyone from trying, however, to be the best they possibly could.

      

      It was a highly guarded secret that the Delta Squad was real, but they did not work for any country. This situation the world faced now easily qualified to be a mission for this team of legend. However, there was a slight problem.

      “So, the impossible is really happening again? It looks like this one-eighteen character just moved to the next level,” Emily said, as she stood up from her chair. Seeing the violence of the enemy army unfold before her on the main screen of the command center.

      Even after all this time, a surprise attack of this ferocity still got to her, and she was in shock.

      

      “It's One eighty-eight, and yes, I see this. What do the people in charge plan to do about it?" Heath asked her, it was his way of asking for a report nicely. He shook his head, snapping out of his shocked state as best as he could to think of a plan of how to react to this.

      

      "Usual protocol, they are taking a wait-and-see approach. The entire world is worried that this is a distraction, and if the other countries go help, we'll be given the same treatment. Everyone else is on high alert," Emily said, as she intercepted international communications in a hurry.

      In many languages, the situation and decision were the same.

      

      Heath just closed his eyes; this was insane and he knew it was only going to get worse. The situation was giving him a headache as these kinds of situations always did. Now was not the time to hesitate and he knew it, he couldn’t help but wonder why they didn’t see it too.

      

      At the same time, he could hardly blame them for not wanting to act. It was a hard choice and right now the world was choosing to let the city burn. Heath didn’t believe in lost causes, nor did he believe in giving up.

      

      "We can't just sit here and watch, but that is what the High Council is saying. We have to sit here and do nothing but watch people get slaughtered, we just can't just--" Heath rubbed his temples and was getting frustrated as he trailed off.

      "We could try to send them in, you know. They are made for this kind of mission. They might be able to save thousands of lives," Emily said the only thing she could come up with.

      

      "Yeah, they'd be perfect for this, but, well I don't know if they'll want to do it after last time. If they say no, no force on the planet can make them do it. But I’ll see. We don’t have a choice but to try everything,” he said, as picked up a red phone to his right and he began to dial.

      

      She watched him do it, and both of them were wondering if they were making the right choice.

      “Tell Erin to get the armor ready,” Heath told Emily, and he began to dial.

      The problem with the Delta Squad after the 2012 mission ended so badly was that none of the team ever wanted to work with or even see one another ever again.

      

      Heath had no idea how he would convince them to return to the fight. This version of the team was unlike any other that had come before. But that didn’t change the fact that they left on bad terms and still likely hated one another.

      

      Cody was still waiting for some sign of better news in the small house he lived in while watching the news network on TV.

      “Oh, come on, you really went ahead and did it, you just couldn’t resist,” Cody said to himself, as he watched the news.

      The situation on the news seemed to be getting worse by the minute. It made no sense, and it was impossible. It wasn’t the first impossible thing like this he had seen in his life.

      

      He expected something like this to happen as soon as he saw the terrorist’s golden eyes all those months ago. Those wicked eyes belonged to only one other but that maniac was far from immortal, the connection was unmistakable.

      Someone else had to have inherited some aspect of Cyranthis, the true monster and not the watered-down version of a religion that was taking the world by storm in the current age.

      

      He heard his black phone ring from inside the chest he kept it in.

      “Now you call?” he asked no one.

      

      Cody walked to the thing and opened it up. He looked at the thing for a little bit, knowing what was on the other end.

      On the third ring he picked it up, scattering the thin layer of dust it had collected from being in disuse for quite some time now.

      

      “Yeah, it’s me,” Cody said, knowing who it was on the other end.

      "You expect me, after last time, to try this again? With them, you do remember why we don’t work together anymore, right?" Cody asked.

      

      He listened some more and closed his eyes. Something on the other end was getting to him, and he changed his mind on the situation.

      “Yeah, fine. I saw the golden eyes too. I thought you would have long replaced us by now, but you know where I am. If the car isn't here in ten minutes the deal is off," Cody said, and hung up the phone. He tossed it back in the same place where it was before and closed the lid.

      

      He looked around the little house he had called home for at least a year now, since that week in December. Cody turned off the television and walked out onto the front porch, but he was in no big hurry to leave.

      He looked to his left to see a column of dust coming down the gravel road, they must have already been on their way.

      “Syndicate punctuality, nothing else like it,” he said to himself, and walked down the steps and started his way down the dirt path to meet his ride that would take the form of a classic black, nondescript car, however, all of its windows were black as well.

      As it pulled up to him, he could see that it did not even have a brand name to it or even a license plate.

      

      “They must be cutting back on the budgets,” Cody said to himself as he approached the car, not impressed with the ride, but it would do. He knew he had a long trip ahead of him. He just wondered how the others would react if they showed up.

      Whatever happened next was not going to be anything he was going to want to remember, just another living nightmare waiting to happen.

      

      He got in the car and shut the door, taking one last look at his home before they pulled out of the driveway to head on down the road. It was now he wished they had some music for the ride.

      

      He couldn’t see the driver because the backseat was screened off but likely this was so the driver couldn’t see him. His true identity was a secret to everyone else but the highest levels of the Syndicate.

      

      Wyatt was playing Devil’s Heart on his PlayStation Four, blindfolded. In his small apartment in Providence, Rhode Island, a place he had called home for a while now. He had a winning streak of 68 kills and one death at this point, and he always tried to lose his first match on purpose, it was tradition.

      This was not his first match.

      The sounds of the game alone were enough to guide him at this point because he had memorized the maps, all of them.

      

      It wasn’t like it was a challenging thing to do. Game designers made such simple layouts these days. Wyatt just figured they had stopped trying some time ago.

      

      He was quite a legend in the multi-player world these days and more of a scary story that elitists and professional gamers told one another at conventions and tournaments to scare one other into making a mistake.

      Some have claimed to see the Hell Razor in action. It was what he called himself online, and it was his screen name that usually that struck virtual fear into the hearts of gamers everywhere. This is what he imagined, anyway.

      

      That one death bothered him far more than it should have. It annoyed him, it didn't make sense.

      He wore the blindfold to make the game fairer to others. The match was over, he could see who killed him when he took off the blindfold. ZodiacX2 either got in a lucky shot or was skilled. It was only one of four kills they had. It bothered him and he wanted to talk to the other player, but they did not have a voice chat or and left as soon as the match was over.

      He was going to leave a message when the black phone he kept on the stand next to his chair came to life, he jumped a little.

      

      He reached for the phone as it rang. Wyatt was not aware of what was going on in the world. He went months at a time without turning on a tv, listening to the radio or even getting online very often. But he was mildly aware of the weirdness going on, it was practically unavoidable, but he did his best to not care.

      ”Uh, yeah?” he asked, as he answered. “Wait, you want what, again? Come on. You really expect me to fall for that?" he asked, and was shocked what he heard.

      

      This was not the distraction he wanted.

      “I don’t think I want to see them again. No, I don’t watch the news. In fact, I basically cut myself off from the world. I don’t like to know what’s going on because it’s never anything good,” he paused and listened.

      

      “Golden eyes, really? I thought we took care of that situation,” Wyatt said, and he pretended that couldn’t believe what he heard, but he knew the deal was sealed.

      “Alright, you know the drill. I'll be waiting for you, I assume you know where I live already and, oh the car is already waiting, I’ll be out in a few minutes,” he said with a sigh, and wondered how things got this bad so quickly and turned off his PlayStation to see what was on every news channel.

      

      He could not believe this at all and stood up. He had always stuck to Netflix for entertainment. When gas hit five dollars a gallon, he figured that was really bad, but now seeing this, he knew that the world was falling apart all over again.

      He had no idea who would cause such a disaster, or why.

      

      Wyatt was sure that nearly everyone connected to anything died in those early days, and there was no one left. Apparently, he and the rest of the team turned out to be liars in their report and Wyatt hated being wrong. He was more than willing to go back and fix this mistake.

      

      His little apartment was all he needed, it was a simple life that was about to be broken and he was not looking forward to that. He got up and changed his clothes to something that would be presentable. He hadn’t seen the others, well, at least a year by now, anyway.

      

      He often wondered how they were doing but was not exactly willing to pick up the phone and call anyone. Now he would get a chance to catch up, if anyone else showed up. He proceeded to get ready to go outside to see the world in a whole new way. He took one last look at his little place, smiled.

      “Don’t go anywhere. I’ll be back,” Wyatt said to his PlayStation, and left the apartment to go meet his ride waiting for him outside.

      

      “Nice color at least, black is always in style,” Wyatt said, and got into the back of this car. “For a Syndicate transport, it seems pretty, average to me,” he said, while looking around.

      “Goodbye, Providence. I’ll miss you. Stay out of trouble,” Wyatt said to the place he had now called his home for a while. He had no idea when he would come back, here again, if he would be back at all.

      Blake held a steering wheel in one hand, in the other was a picture only he could see, but he never took his eyes off the road.

      His white Saleen twin turbo was going over two hundred miles an hour and he was blaring some obscure Norwegian black metal band from his speakers but this was a normal day for him.

      Blake was a fan of all things metal when it came to music. He was sure this music was a clear reflection of what lay beneath of the illusion of civilization. Chaos and destruction were the true rulers of the universe and all living things, yet he liked the idea of fighting them anyway, just to make a stand against the unstoppable.

      

      Since what had happened back in 2012, he’d been living life on a brutal edge on the road, seeking all kinds of thrills wherever he could find them.

      His services to the Syndicate had awarded him and the others an amount of money that meant they would never need to worry about it again.

      

      Even he could have had a good life if he wanted it. Blake missed the excitement for some reason he could not explain and life was getting to be dreadfully boring as the days just blurred into one another.

      

      He had been expecting a call from the Syndicate for months now as the Golden eyed freak show made threats, but it never came. Nothing else seemed to be enough to keep things interesting and the thoughts of joining up with the regular army to fight in the war he knew was coming increased by the day.

      

      He was easily dodging traffic on the interstate, leaving the snail paced drivers in the dust. The only thing that came close to a thrill was when some cop tried to pull him over, tried to.

      He always was able to outrun anyone who dared to try and catch him  here on the open road, at this speed. The cops usually just gave up the chase as he disappeared.

      

      His special phone rang and strangely, he could somehow hear it over the blaring music he had going on.

      

      “At last,” he said, and smiled. He put his knee to the wheel to hold it steady, not slowing down. He turned the music down and got the phone off the seat next to him, replacing it with his picture, then he answered it.

      

      "I don't know why you are calling but believe me I don't want in," Blake lied. He just wanted to make Heath work for it a little bit. Nothing happened for a bit, and he was ready to hang up the phone, but stopped.

      “Yeah, Golden Eyes I know, who wouldn’t know by now,” he said, and swerved to avoid a beaten up green Geo. “The meeting point is where?” he asked.

      

      “Well I can be there in two hours. I’ll see you at the meeting point,” Blake said, and hung up the phone, he put it on top of the picture on the passenger seat.

      The picture was one of him and the rest of the team on Blackfire Island just before they left for their very first mission, before it all went so very wrong in the 2012 disaster.

      

      Blake was happy for the first time in a long time and smiled. He cranked up the music again and put the pedal down to the floor, now he was in a hurry to get somewhere.

      Life was finally going to get back to normal and all he had to do was get there in one piece.

      He figured that now would be the time when he’d crash because now he was trying to get somewhere.

      

      It was how his luck usually worked but for now, he just tried not to get worked up and make a stupid mistake. He put both hands on the wheel and put all of his attention on getting to where he needed to be.

      The only question he had now in his mind was if he would have to stop for gas, anything else could wait.

      

      Dustin was sitting in his usual bar, it was an old and depressing kind of place where regulars usually came after work and tended to chase off anyone new.

      He had called this place his second home for some time now and when he did show up, he always came in before the regulars did and was often one of the last to leave.

      

      On days like this, when the world was going to hell, there was no doubt that it was here. He’d come to try and forget all of the nightmares of the past, it was going pretty well too until somebody was talking too much for his tolerance to handle.

      

      He was not sure when they had started, but the constant stream of words coming out of his mouth was getting on Dustin’s nerves in a hurry. This guy seemed to be trying to hit on some girl or something, Dustin couldn't tell at this point.

      It was all sounding the same to him; he had most of his attention on the muted television screen depicting scenes of violence a world away, a world all too familiar to him.

      

      Annoying him with every word that he had to listen to made him feel even worse than he already did. His attention was finally diverted, and now it was the time that he decided to try to make it stop.

      He turned to face the person, someone he did not know, and had never seen this one before. He was a little surprised that no one else had said anything yet, either.

      

      He looked at the girl who he was talking to; she clearly was not interested in anything this guy had to say, just like everyone else. Dustin got up and sat in the empty seat next to the talkative one.

      "Kid, listen. I don't think that approach is going to work, you should give it a rest," he said slowly, trying not to care, just trying to keep things civil.

      For the first time, she turned to look at was going on and seemed interested that someone else was just as annoyed as she was and willing to do more than just try to tolerate the constant talking. The man turned around, he was already in a bad mood, and this didn't help anything.

      

      "Kid, me? No, you listen to me. Talk to me again and I'll make sure it’s the last thing you do, ok?" Strange words from somebody so angry and desperate. Apparently, he was trying to sound superior.

      Dustin was not interested in words or threats and threw his bottle. It slammed into the left side of the stranger's head and he fell to the ground as the pieces of glass landed beside him.

      "I better make sure I don't let you hear me talk to you again if that's the case," Dustin said to him, narrowing his eyes slightly at the one he dropped. The witnesses didn’t seem to care too much about what he did.

      

      Violence, any kind, made his blood boil, but he could ignore it this time.

      “Thanks,” she replied to him and he turned to look at her.

      “Welcome,” he said, and was going to say more, but his phone rang and he sighed at the timing.

      “I have to take this,” he said, and he took it out of his pocket, but he had no idea why he always kept it with him, it was nothing but trouble.

      

      “Hello,” he said, as he answered the phone.

      “Oh now, I have no idea what you’re talking about. What do you mean the squad needs me?” He asked and looked around, no one was paying too close attention.

      “Yeah, I’m watching it right now. Don’t you think it’s a little late for us to be, I mean, don’t we usually act like a month before the disaster takes place to make it not happen. This isn’t our show anymore, the world is watching,” Dustin said, walking away from the crowd even further now.

      “What do you mean we failed? You mean the leader is connected to that? It’s not possible. No one lived through that,” Dustin said, and felt dizzy all of the sudden.

      

      “Fine, just to be sure I’ll come back. Give me ten minutes,” he said, but the drinking was catching up to him, his healing factor hadn’t kicked in yet and he sat down in the nearest chair. “Make that fifteen minutes,” Dustin said, and hung up the phone.

      In his haze he could hear people talking at the TV, the images of war and death seemed to break through even to this crowd.

      “Someone should do something about this,” Dustin heard someone say as he stared at the table.

      “Someone will,” he said quietly to himself. “Someone always does,” he said, and stood up to go get some fresh air, he just hoped that his ride would show up before the cops did.

      

      He was sure the Syndicate knew just where he was. As he walked down the street a few steps, a police car turned the corner in front of him and just drove on past. He wondered If they were going to stop, but they didn’t. He looked a little farther up the road and saw a familiar looking black car coming down the street.

      

      “So much for fifteen minutes,” he said to himself, and stopped walking to wait for his ride. It pulled up, and he opened the back door and got in. On the seat beside him was a black bottle of something, he wasn’t quite sure what it was. The car started to pull away, and he picked up the bottle and opened it. He took a whiff and couldn’t believe it.

      “Heath must want me back pretty bad. This is some pretty rare stuff,” he said, before he took a swig and with this, he was sure he’d enjoy the rest of the ride there. He just wondered and was a bit nervous about seeing the guys again, but right now he didn’t want to care about anything.

      

      Josh was looking into a dark alley, alone. It wouldn’t be the first one, but these places tended to be all the same. If you’ve seen one and you’ve seen them all. He supposed they couldn’t be that different from one another.

      "They must be down there. I can see now why they’d pick here. Seems perfect for these types, and very typical too," he said to himself, thinking back to how he had gotten here.

      

      The frightened parents had lost their kids three days ago. The cops had no leads and neither did anybody else. The case seemed hopeless and crime in this city, like all the others seemed to be on the rise. There were countless missing children cases all over the country. When the cops produced no results, it was then that they hired the best they could find.

      

      He had to wait for the cops to clear out and give up on the case as they often tended to do these days. Their budget had been cut so many times, caring wasn’t in the job description much anymore. When it came to the more dangerous gangs, their apathy seemed to increase that much faster.

      

      The police had rules that prevented them from doing what needed to be done, the criminals and the monsters had no rules to follow, and that gave them an advantage. Josh didn't have any rules, not officially.

      He often thought about joining up with the cops after his Delta days were over, and even tried for it, but just couldn’t handle being constricted by the broken rules of the system.

      

      Now, after following some leads that the cops had no way of getting, by using a variety of threats and employing the use of various broken bones, he found himself here and now. Josh didn’t mind hurting people to get what he wanted, he didn’t even mind killing a few of them. Josh was no kind of hero and never claimed to be one either.

      

      He seemed to think the underworld of any city as a second home. It was more real to him than any illusion of order that seemed to exist. Down here, the people felt much more alive than the suits and the businessmen that seemed so fake to him. In the underworld, the currency of the realm was violence and Josh spent as much as anyone did, and it served him well.

      Josh was being watched, and he could feel it on his skin as he stood there. The information he had obtained was good. He walked in the front door, so to speak, of the Viper’s alleyway they called their main territory. Josh wasn’t afraid of any gang; they would need to be a higher class of an enemy in order for him to be worried about it.

      

      "I know you are there. Come out and say hi,” Josh said to apparently no one. The Vipers had been the scourge of the city for years, or at least that is what he heard from his sources, people not to be messed with.

      He would need to see this for himself to believe it. It wasn’t long before they started to come out of the shadows, guns and chains in hand, dressed in tattered clothes.

      

      Not a single one of these kids looked as if they had eaten in days, it was no wonder they were so desperate for money to resort to this kind of stuff. As Josh looked at them, he was sure they would all be better off dead. He had no problem making this happen if they wanted a fight, he was more than ready to give it to them.

      

      The phone on his side rang at exactly the wrong time, Josh was not happy about this and looked around, and taking his eyes off these people now would get him into some moderate trouble. With all the bad stuff going on in the world lately, he figured he might be getting a call sooner or later. The Syndicate just happened to have bad timing.

      "Er, um…hold on a minute," Josh said and held out his hand as if calling a timeout to the action and he slowly picked up the phone from his pocket answered it.

      The Vipers just opened fire and Josh ducked out of the way, running as fast as he could to get behind a garbage dumpster for some cover. That worked for now. He kept to his original plan of what he was going to do before the call came in.

      He was fully aware that walking down this alleyway, into the heart of Viper's territory, he was going to get shot at, he planned on it, but the phone call not so much.

      

      “Sorry, you’ll need to wait a minute and call back. I am busy right now,” he said over the gunfire that was chaotic, and hung up on the Syndicate. They’d call back he was sure, as he put his phone away.

      These gang bangers sure had a lot of firepower, but they had terrible aim. Not to mention he was being shot at while he was behind a steel cover with no way to be shot, he found it rather funny.

      

      He put his hands on the metal side of the container. Took a deep breath and pushed the thing down the alley. The red dumpster rolled down the alley and took their attention only for a few seconds, so they shot at it as it came at them.

      Josh made sure not to be there, and the shadows became his as he stood up against a wall as flat as he could, and the darkness concealed him completely.

      

      He used the darkness to avoid detection, and with their blazing guns they never seemed to notice that he wasn’t where they thought he was anymore. He took a deep breath as the gunfire slowed down and sprinted from the darkness at his new enemies as fast as he could.

      Someone got lucky and hit Josh three times in the chest as he did this. To their surprise and horror, he ignored it and the bleeding that came with it.

      “Oh my god, did you see that, I hit him, I swear I did,” some girl screamed out of the dark. Josh smiled and the light of the street light reflected off his now bloody teeth.

      

      There were seven of them and they were all that shooting at him, but he was moving, and they weren’t used to shooting a moving target. This caused their bullets to harmlessly slam into the ground. The fear infected them as a now blood covered person was marching in their direction, unfazed by being shot. There wasn’t much more than Josh enjoyed than making the enemy afraid of him before he killed them.

      

      The first one Josh caught up with had a look of terror in his beady blue eyes as Josh grabbed his gun away from him with his left hand. The right hand gripped the scrawny neck and squeezed. In one swift motion Josh snapped his neck.

      The body went limp, and he dropped it to the ground with a soft thud. The remaining six couldn’t believe what they were seeing and stopped shooting in complete shock. Josh stood over the body, looking at it only for a second before turning his attention back to the others.

      He inspected the weapon. It was a cheap twenty two caliber piece of trash. If all the weapons were like this, he wasn’t surprised they weren’t able to drop him at least once. It would have to do for now.

      

      “My turn,” he said and pointed the gun back at the rest of the Vipers and fired one shot. The group scattered to avoid being shot as Josh started to shoot back at them with a terrible fury in his eyes.

      

      This job was more of a hobby for him but these no named punks managed to shoot him, managed to draw blood. For this, they would all have to die. There would be no escape for them. They took cover in the dark and prepared to fight back yet again.

      Josh hoped they would do this. They still knew they were powerful because they had guns, what they didn’t know was that guns made you stupid if that was all you counted on.

      

      Josh thought at least one of them would have gotten smart and would try to run away from him instead of trying to find better cover to shoot back from, like they were doing. There was no telling what kind of chemicals their minds were on.

      For all he knew, it could have been brake fluid. Not that he cared as he walked after them. He waited until the first shot was fired, then he broke into a dead run straight into the gunfire.

      

      Josh was moving so fast and with instinct that to him it seemed far too easy. To his victims, who did see him coming and were shooting at him wildly in hopes to hit him, couldn’t believe anyone could be so fearless or relentless.

      

      The gun felt good in Josh’s hand, it was a cheap weapon but effective, and he used it to shoot two more in the back as they turned around. He watched them fall to the ground as blood came from them. He knew they wouldn’t be getting up again. There were four left in full retreat now, and they realized that there was nowhere to run.

      Their only choice was to get to the other end of the alley and into the main public.

      “Go, man, go, get to the end, find the cops. This freak intends to kill us all!” one of them screamed in terror. Josh fired twice as he heard that, and two more went down.

      “No escape,” Josh said to them, he didn’t care if they heard him or not.

      

      He needed the so-called leader alive, so he had to be careful who he killed next. The leader was easy to see because he was closest to the exit, which he figured as much. He used his last two shots to finish off the girl that the leader had left behind to get to the other side of the alleyway.

      He shot her in the back of the head from a fair distance away.

      

      Josh didn’t even take a second glance at his victim as he ran past her. He ran up to the leather clad kid and put his right hand around his neck. Pulled him back and slammed him against the brick wall, disarming him with the left with ease, just mere feet away from the exit, and dragged him back into the blood-soaked alley.

      

      The kid watched as his only hope faded away from him but from here it didn’t look like anyone was out there. Surely someone would have heard the gunshots by now or maybe it was just that no one cared to report it and figured getting involved with gang business was a dangerous idea.

      Now all he knew he was face to face with, what was to him, a monster unlike any he’d ever seen before and was helpless before him. It was time to get down to business, at last.

      "I’ll make this quick and easy. You'll set the kids free, if you don't, you'll die. It's simple, and everyone wins. You live, the parents that refused to give in to your ransom get what they want. Interested?" Josh said in a very cold voice, yet for the situation at hand he was very calm.

      

      His eyes showed something different completely, and he was furious and smelled of blood. The gang leader was shaking and could barely speak. The kid in his grasp couldn't speak, but he pulled out his cell phone in his right pocket. Josh took this as an acceptance of the deal and loosened up his grip on the kid’s throat.

      

      The former leader carefully dialed a number and made the call as Josh stood over him with his bloodstained shirt and long black jacket.

      "Deal's off, let the kids go," he said to someone else on the phone as best as he could, despite his throat being nearly crushed.

      "I don't care, just do it. Now man, do it right now!" he said in a shaking, terrified voice.

      

      Josh smiled at him but did not let him go as he was waiting for confirmation. Soon the cell phone rang again with some wannabe rap ringtone that made Josh twitch, it was a bad ringtone.

      "Are they gone yet?" The leader asked into the phone.

      "Good. Good, let's meet back at my place in twenty minutes and- -" The other end of the phone went dead. In the distance, explosions could be heard, and the kid’s eyes went wide as he realized what just happened.

      Josh did not mess around on any job when you hired him, you hired the best and he was into curing problems as much as he was in preventing future ones.

      

      "Oh, by the way, I just destroyed the rest of your little gang; your time is over, but hey. You'll get to live just like in the deal,” Josh said, and against his better judgment was going to keep the deal, he wasn’t sure why.

      The former leader of the Vipers knew he was alone, and he knew he would never sleep well again.

      Josh threw him to the ground and walked back into the dark from where he came from in the first place as the sounds of sirens began to fill the air. He took his phone back up and called the Syndicate back.

      

      “Yeah, I was busy taking out some trash. Are you still interested in having my help?” he asked, and waited for a few seconds before replying.

      “Good, I’ll need to change my clothes. These are bloody. Have a car waiting for me at my office and I’ll be there as soon as I can,” he said and almost smiled.

      

      “What do you mean I sound eager? It’s just that it’s been quite a while since I had a real fight. Hell, I’ll even fight Wyatt if I have to. It won’t be much more of a challenge, but it’ll be better than the stuff I’ve been messing with now. See you soon, Heath,” Josh said, and hung up the phone and put it away.

      

      He couldn’t wait to get back into a good fight as it’s been too long since the last one, and he needed something that would hit back for a change. He looked down at his shirt and shook his head.

      “I never liked this shirt anyway,” he said as he wiped away some of the blood to reveal the holes, but the wounds had long since closed and the bullets had been pushed out, he didn’t even feel it. He walked back the way he came from and did not give his victims a second glance as he walked past them.
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      General Heath hung up the phone after making his last phone call to the team.

      "We got lucky this time, they all decided to come back. I sure hope I have made the right choice,” Heath said quietly, and knew that this was the last thing that he wanted to do, but the world had left him no choice. No one was willing to make a move against the enemy. Emily stood up and knew what to do now.

      

      She would be the one to greet them at the place they would meet.

      “You had no choice and it was the right thing to do. I will teleport to the meeting place and wait for them,” Emily said, and tried to smile just as she walked out of the control room. The world hadn’t asked for their help yet, and chances were if it did, the team wouldn’t have even considered it.

      

      He liked to think they would have come on their own, but he had to keep believing in the better sides of them, even with this disaster looming over them all.

      They were not heroes in any sense of the word, just soldiers with a great capacity to take punishment and happened to be the ones who were chosen and made it through the trials this time.

      

      The only thing that would have brought them back together would be a personal favor. He just found himself hoping that it was enough to end this war before it could get started.

      

      The more Heath and his analyzers viewed the rare videos of how the enemy was getting into the city, the less it looked like teleportation and the more it looked like something much more sinister.

      “Heath, I’ve been studying the videos and using the Black Knight satellite to monitor the situation. However, they are getting into the city, it’s not with traditional energy,” Erin said over the intercom. Heath narrowed his eyes at the view screen.

      

      “Someone get me in contact with the Guardians. I need to know if they have any angles that might be helpful,” Heath said, and he didn’t like having to call them for anything. He found their kind weird and mostly creepy but science was failing him, and he needed answers as soon as he could get them.

      

      The five members arrived at the meeting point not more than two hours after the last phone call finished. This meeting point was nothing more than an abandoned dock; it was isolated, just what they needed. Four black cars pulled up to the lonely place and they all got out at about the same time.

      

      “Well look at that. Mr. Perfectionist in his fancy car is the last one to show up,” Dustin said, mostly to himself.

      Noting Blake wasn’t here yet and laughed as the powerful, rare black bottled liquor continued to take hold.

      As if on cue, the sound of a highly tuned engine could be heard coming down the road.

      

      Blake arrived in his white supercar and Dustin waved at him as he got out,

      “Long time no see, bro,” he said, with a wavering voice.

      Blake never heard him as he killed the car and the blaring music along with it. Cody and Wyatt wasted no time in staring one another down as all the tension from the past returned.

      

      Dustin took another swig of whatever was in his bottle again. He was a bit too wasted to care about the tension. Something in their past came up to their memories instantly that they would have rather forgotten.

      Wyatt was just about to say something to Cody when Emily came walking out from behind them, cutting Wyatt off quickly to avoid any conflict that might arise just in time.

      

      “Hey guys, it’s good to see you again,” Emily said to them, and before any of them could say another word, she pushed a button on the wrist of her jacket. Everything around them shifted.

      In a second, they were on Blackfire Island, more importantly the teleportation room of the command center, for a minute they hardly noticed that something had changed.

      

      "Ow," Dustin said, as he rubbed his arm when a woman in a black suit injected him with a detox shot; it was not surprising that he didn't see it coming with the state he was in.

      "You know, you should give that to the public. An instant sobering shot would make billions overnight," he said to her, but she did not return a smile or offer any reply. Typical Syndicate employee. She had no idea who these people were and was just following orders to not talk with them.

      

      Against his better judgment, he gave his black bottle to her. Dustin was sad as she walked away with it. It was rare to get a sample of Atlantean Black Wine. The Guardians sometimes find stuff in the ocean, old and ancient things that come loose from the cold seabed. They presented three bottles of it they found to the Syndicate as a peace offering ages ago, a gift. It seemed to work.

      

      “Since you’re all here I guess we all agreed that we have something we need to deal with. Since I don’t want to put up with you any more than I have to, I am sure the feeling is mutual for all of us, so let’s get this over with,” Cody said with a heavy heart, and wished he was back at home.

      “Sir, yes sir, always to the point mister commander Sir,” Wyatt replied to him and saluted sarcastically.

      “So, we’re doing this already, guys? It hasn’t even been five minutes,” Blake said, and interrupted them.

      “Guys, shut up and follow me,” Emily took control of the situation.

      “Lead the way,” Cody replied.

      

      They followed Emily as she turned to lead them into the place. The others followed her out of the teleporting room. The hallways to the command center were brightly lit and not at all how most people might imagine a secret base to look. The way to the briefing room was one they knew by heart.

      “Gentlemen, I have work to do. I assume you know the way from here?” she asked them.

      “Yeah, I know the way,” Cody replied, and couldn’t help but smile.

      “What has you so happy?” Wyatt asked him as she left. “Don’t forget what you did, you don’t deserve to smile that much,” Wyatt added. Cody scowled at him.

      “Come on, let’s go,” Blake interrupted them as he walked past towards the briefing room. The others followed him, words right now wouldn’t help anyone.

      

      The briefing room was as lonely as it ever was. It hadn’t changed a bit since the last time they had been here. Heath was standing there, watching a screen of current events. The news, and every news channel in the world, was focused on the horror that was just beginning to unfold, to say nothing of the flood of internet coverage.

      

      Heath watched this with his back turned to them, and he heard them come in as the door opened.

      "The Delta Squad reunited at last. After last time, I thought you'd never want to see one another again. Let alone ever come back here," he said, never turning around.

      "Get to the point,” Wyatt replied what all of them were thinking.

      "Very well, as you can see, that threat we all were sure was taken care of has come back to haunt us in ways we'd rather not think about. The world will do nothing, so I called you. I figure you can appreciate the situation,” Heath replied, and knew what was coming next, just like clockwork.

      

      "This really isn't our problem. Are you suggesting that we screwed up? All of us saw what happened. No one could be left on the site. All the avatars of Cyranthis were destroyed we made sure of that. This must be a trick of some kind,” Dustin said coldly, nearly desperately and was just about ready to leave.

      

      This was a Syndicate problem he had to believe that.

      "Yeah, normally you are right but I figured you'd be interested. They are saying the general of the invaders wears golden armor,” Heath said, as he turned around with a blank stare that never wavered from any of them.

      "Didn’t Rizan wear golden armor, given to him just before the Cyranthis incident? The description seems to fit as if it’s all happening again, just like before, but this time the world is at risk," Heath said to them, and it seemed official now, despite what every single one of them knew to be true.

      

      The five of them couldn’t believe what they were hearing. It didn’t seem possible.

      "Well, I suppose, if it is the same guy, we should at least go check it out," Blake said, and continued, "I'm guessing we are going all out for this mission, armor, and everything?” Heath just nodded in response.

      

      "You know what to do and where to go. Erin never stopped upgrading your armor, she always figured you'd come back some day. Or at least be useful for someone else,” Heath said, and left the room through the sliding doors closest to him.

      He was happy they had all decided to work together, he could not help but wonder if it was going to be enough.

      

      “He acts like she never stopped working on those suits for our benefit, we all know she’s obsessed with those things,” Wyatt said after he left.

      “Come on, let’s go,” Cody replied, ignoring him.

      

      The armor room was not too far from here.

      It was someplace they really didn’t like because of all the machines that were in there. It was filled with so many wires and mechanical parts and felt as if they could come to life at any second.

      Because of their first mission back in 2012 with the armor in Los Angeles, they had very good reasons to hate machines as much as they did.

      

      “Do you really think it’s Rizan, or an avatar of Cyranthis that has returned?” Dustin asked.

      “Damn, I sure hope not. The last time was miserable, and what happened for all of that work? Cyranthism became a worldwide religion without anyone knowing the truth. Figure that one out,” Wyatt said, but it was an easy one to figure out.

      

      “The world was never told the truth of what happened. We ended that real threat while no one was looking. It can’t be Rizan, but I’ll bet you twenty dollars it’s related,” Josh said, and didn’t care if it was an old or a new threat.

      “I’ll take your money,” Blake replied, as they approached the armor room and the doors slid open and they walked in slowly.

      

      Wyatt was still a bit worried about being ambushed by a horde of living metal wires, but that didn’t happen and the place seemed much more open than last time and they were relieved by this as they ventured further into the room. Here were people working on various projects all over the place, gazing into the flashing screens.

      

      Erin was at her station, inputting information into a computer when she saw the door open. Her green eyes lit up as she saw them walk in.

      “Well if it isn’t my favorite five guys. Welcome back,” she said with a smile. Erin was the resident mechanical expert and medic of the base. She was the chief of both departments and had whole teams working for her in various parts of the Island.

      

      “Nice to see you again. I wish it was under different circumstances and that we had more time but we need to get down to business,” Cody said to her. She smiled, it was the first time she had in a long while.

      “Of course, typical guy, all want and no conversation,” she said, and walked towards the back and the team followed.

      Dustin didn’t quite understand what that all meant. He would have been happy to talk if an entire city wasn’t under attack right now. He would make a note to talk later to make up for being so typical.

      

      “The armors have been upgraded, you can use them longer and they have more power than before. The armor madness is taken care of as well, also, no more wrist mounted weapons for Josh and Dustin. You two get real life mini guns this time,” she said and turned on a light, revealing them for the first time.

      

      “They look great, Erin. I like what you did with them,” Blake said, and walked up to his white armor. It was as if it was an old friend that he knew could turn on him in an instant but he had to trust it.

      “Suit up, boys. You need to get you out of here,” Erin said, and pushed a button to make the capsules slide open with a hiss.

      

      “Oh man, I wore my good shirt too,” Wyatt said, as he turned around and walked backward into his armor. It closed around him much like it did with the others.

      Cody’s was a bit different as it was a tube of dark blue goo. He picked it up and opened it.

      “Just pour it on,” Erin said to him, and he sighed and obeyed. The nanite armor only took a few seconds to expand and form around him instantly. The others stepped out of their capsules seconds later.

      

      “Is everything is working alright?” Erin asked them.

      “Just like old times. I hated old times,” Josh said, and Dustin was testing his armor out, moving around. It all seemed to be checking out just fine.

      “Dustin, you still look like orange ice cream, you suck,” Wyatt was making fun of his color scheme that was like fire dark orange at the bottom getting lighter as it moved up like a fire. Dustin was taller in his armor than Wyatt and looked more like an orange knight from the future with a minigun attached to his back.

      “You look like a rejected…something,” Dustin had nothing to comment on, he liked Wyatt’s black armor with its golden outlines, he always had.

      

      Nobody dared comment on Josh’s armor. It looked horrible, as if someone had been skinned alive and had crawled out of a bloody pit. It was designed to make people afraid, and if anyone saw it, they would think twice about attacking such a thing, just because of how big it was, it was seven and a half feet tall while the others were just over six feet tall.

      

      “Well, Commander, do we go now?” Josh asked Cody and stared right at him. The word commander had a harsh edge to it with his mechanical voice.

      “Yes, let’s get out of here,” Cody replied, trying not to look directly at his brother’s armor. It always gave him the creeps and he wasn’t sure why Josh liked stuff like this so much. The only one who really appreciated it was Blake.

      

      “Good luck, Delta Squad,” Erin said to them, as they started to walk out.

      “Luck? With Dustin on our side we’ll need something stronger than luck, maybe a miracle would be more useful,” Wyatt said, as they left the room and Dustin was quick to slap him in the back of the head for that remark.

      Not knowing his own strength, Wyatt was knocked off his feet and sent face first into the floor.

      

      “All we’ll need is luck, you need to watch what you’re saying or someone like me could really hurt someone like you, just a piece of friendly advice,” Dustin said to him, and Cody looked at the two of them.

      “Are you two done yet, we have a plane to catch,” Cody asked them, and could not believe that just happened.

      “Yep, all done now,” Wyatt said, and lifted himself off the ground, not showing any amount of pain outwardly, and would never admit how much that hurt.

      “Good. Get it together and keep it that way,” Cody said and walked away.

      “See you later Erin, we’ll be back,” Wyatt said, and followed the others. She waved and shook her head at what had just happened and bet that some of them would end up killing one another before all this was all over.

      

      The five of them navigated the confusing hallways until they reached the exit for the airfield. The airfield was not like normal ones found elsewhere in the world. It had a short black runway that seemed impossible for any plane to take off from. This runway was made for one airplane, an Aurora X7, the fastest plane in the world that officially was never built.

      

      It looked like an old stealth bomber and still black but wasn’t near as angular in design. Instead it was curved and smooth, easy to look at and could easily be mistaken for a work of art if it was put on display anywhere else. The cargo hatch was open, and the five of them looked at it.

      “It looks like just about all of the UFO videos I’ve ever seen on the internet,” Wyatt said as he saw it.

      “Come on now, you know aliens aren’t real,” Dustin said, looking at him.

      “Don’t kid yourself, boys, we are not alone in this universe. I can attest to that. Now your ride is waiting for you, get going and do what you do best already,” Emily said, as she walked towards them.

      

      “Aliens are real, who knew? Emily is right. We need to get out of here,” Dustin said, and walked toward the plane and up the ramp.

      “See you later, thaw the steaks, so when we get back, we have something good to eat. That’d be nice,” Josh said, and walked forward, and the others walked into the plane after that. The door shut behind them with a hiss.

      Heath came walking out to the runway as the door closed.

      “Do you suppose they know what they are doing? I mean, you never gave them a plan,” Emily said to him, as he walked up beside her.

      “Yeah, since when have plans ever worked in the past? These five are the most uncontrollable squad I’ve ever seen. All we can do is unleash them into the mess and let them settle things on their own, all we can do is assist them anyway we can from here,” Heath said to her, and she just shook her head as she picked up the radio.

      

      “Viper you are clear for lift off, get the packages there safe and get out,” she said, and remembered that any transportation the Delta Squad took was given the code name of Viper. It was tradition after all and they watched as the plane came to life with a strange unearthly scream of the engine and took off down the short runway at an incredible speed.

      Within seconds it was airborne, to be quickly out of sight. Heath turned around to go back in to monitor the situation. Emily went with him and could only wonder how this was going to go from here on out.
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