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The Ionian Empire has lasted for a thousand years.  This grand tenure is due in large part to the league of super soldiers known as the Soljunae.  Each Soljuner has devoted his whole life for the preservation of Ionia.  While these great warriors defend the Empire, there are those who wish to destroy it. 

Any man who takes part in a revolution against our government must be dealt with severely.  World peace can only be achieved through Ionian power.  Let it be known.  


-  Emperor Hektor Oktavene 
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A Pivotal Day
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On the Eve of Founding Day of Ionia, together with the input of the Emperor Hektor Oktavene himself, three leading but aged men convene in the High Chamber of a building disguised as just another marble establishment of the government.  They are here to discuss whether or not to destroy a city of the Middle East that they deem is wicked.  These three older men are what is known as the Oracle, the prime leaders of the Soljunae and counters of the emperor.  They are separated into three tiers of leadership called the Three Ones of The Oracle.  

It is the end of their polite meeting.

With his curly white hair shining in the light of the room, The Second One makes a statement that reflects his benevolence.  His face is worn and tired from warfare.

“My fellows, we are not ones to kill civilians.”

The Third One has retained his vigor in his age and has grey eyes wide with ferocity.  He is forthcoming in all his acknowledgements and convictions and asks the other men in the room, “Are we to sit back and watch as the decibels of the city’s abominations reach the heavens?”

Emperor Hektor Responds, “Oh First One, that city is X-tian.  It is not satanic.  But because it is X-tian it must be destroyed nonetheless.  We are pure Menarelists, are we not?”

The Second One intercedes, “My fellows, suppose there are ten law abiding citizens living in that city.  Are we then to destroy them?”

The First One has a wide but studious face, and when he talks, he has a stern voice. 

“Gentlemen,” he says, “tonight I will ask the all-understanding duet of Zues and Minerva what we are to do.  Until then, we wait for tomorrow morning.”  His arms are outstretched and his palms are facing the marble octagon table he and his fellows are sitting at.

With that, the five men stand up from their armchairs and proceed towards the closed door.  The security sentries are waiting outside. The fifth man in the meeting is an Epokueltor of Soljunae known as Lord Silverhair.  His eyes are blue and his face is thin and subtle looking.  His lengthy silver hair is kept just past his ears.  He wears a light grey cloak down to his knees and tough olive work pants.  The handle of a pistol is visible protruding out the top of a black holster that is attached to a leather waistbelt, outside his cloak.  An Epokueltor is the highest rank of all Soljunae directly under the Three Ones of the Oracle.  The meeting with the Oracle has left Lord Silverhair concerned but pensive.  All five men go out the door into the great hallway that is lit up with blue-hued beams of sunlight shining through diagonal skylights of the high arched ceiling.  The floor is made of black marble, and it looks ominous to Lord Silverhair as he walks over it.  Ionian mining colonists had found more black marble deep beneath the surface of Earth’s Moon and dug quarries to pick it.  Planet Earth was running out of this ornate stone.

Silverhair caught up with the First One as they walked down the hallway.  "My Supervener, the Emperor Hektor lies to you.  He tells you that that city is Christian when indeed he is Christian himself.  Hektor would not vote to destroy his own kind."

The First One replied, "That is enough Silverhair.  I will ask our deities what we shall do, and in the morning, I shall act accordingly."

Silverhair stopped walking and stared at him.  Then he turned to walk into a school room that was on the left side of the hall.  He entered the classroom and in it were twenty children with a teacher who read out loud from a paper.

The teacher read to the twelve-year-old children like a wise old man reading to a choir.  

"Is this life and everything in it all that there is?  Everything around me, everything that can be seen and touched seems too dull.  I shout like a field tenant of olives under an overcast of cloud which oncomes after seasons of grievous rain.  Now the birds gawk at me as if they think it all matters."  

The teacher paused and looked with amazement at Silverhair standing there in the classroom amongst the last row of children.

He resumed.  "What foolery comes with them is too much for me to tolerate.  I walk away in deep thought.  To think that this world is the only thing that matters is to be absentminded, thus enshrouds the man to the point in which his spirit lacks power and is faded.  Perhaps this is the reasoning of the men of this world..."

The teacher paused and looked at Silverhair again before continuing.  Silverhair found the one boy he should talk to.  

"They cannot see through the material world because they lack the amount of wisdom to do so.

“Their—” Silverhair interrupted and talked to the boy.  "Dear lad, the Emperor Hektor says that he is not a Christian, but really he is."

"Hektor is a Christian?" The schoolboy questioned.

"Yes, I have read his personal writings.  However, I just met with him and the Three Ones of the Oracle, and they plan on destroying an entire city in the Middle East.  Be sure to talk about this to your fellows."

Silverhair then looked at the teacher and listened.

The teacher finished up the thesis.  "...their reasoning is as dull and faded as the dirt path they walk on.  As they walk, their souls are left in the null dust they kick up, and wind carries them into a void.”

Silverhair said to the boy, "Be sure to talk about what I have shared with you to your fellows."

"Silverhair! Is there anything you'd like to share unto the class?"  the teacher shouted.

"No, I will be going now."

Lord Silverhair really had nothing else to say and therefore left the classroom.
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That government meeting was in Athens, Greece.  Now, behold, it is the next day, and a convoy of Terranaxorae is driving into the morning sun-lit horizon of Arabia.

The convoy is led by a Haljuner, a tall and black-haired man by the name of Mik.  A Haljuner is the highest-ranking tier of Soljunae for combat roles.

Mik gripped the upper right-side bar of the passenger seat of his Terranaxor—a highly durable, bullet proof, four-wheeled combat vehicle made to drive on all terrestrial places, including asteroids.

He yelled to his subordinates, “This is the area we veer right toward the cliffs!”

The silhouettes of six skyscrapers were just beginning to form in front of the sun.

All three drivers of the convoy responded by turning their steering wheels fifteen degrees to the right.  After five minutes, they turned their Terranaxorae sharper until they reached the foothill of the first cliff.  Mik got out of his seat, unhinged a sniper rifle from the corner of the windshield frame, and slammed the door of the Terranaxor behind him.  With the rifle he got into a position leaning over the hood of the vehicle and configured a specialized scope.  The scope had two settings, one for aiming at moving targets, and one for aiming at steady ones.  Mik quickly switched to the later choice and put his left pointer finger on a secondary trigger that was exclusively for the scope.  He then peered his left eye through the glass of the scope until he could fit in it the tallest tower in the middle of the city.  Sweat dripped down over his brows and neck.

He pressed the trigger.

Then his heart sank like a stone fallen in water.

The engines of the three fighting vehicles turned off.  The only sound the men heard was of the wind blowing on the base of the cliff.  Then the wind stopped.  Mik could swear the seconds ran like hours before he heard what he was waiting to hear from outer space: the voice of the spotter of a great cannon on a warship of the Empire, in his communications headset. 

“Shot out.” The voice said.

Mik stood up from his aiming position, put on a helmet from his combat armor and looked at the towers in the distance.  All was quiet.

Just then what appeared to be a flash of lightning shot down at the tallest skyscraper and the whole eastern skyline lit up in a great yellow ray.  Mik and his men shook once and then regained their stances. They looked like scarab beetles that just felt the shockwave of an elephant’s stomp.  Mik took a deep breath and got back into his passenger seat.  His driver was already in the driver’s seat, ready to leave the scene.  All the men got back into their seats and rode off back to where they came from, a wilderness of sand and rock, opposite the sun.  The first driver looked into the rear-view mirror.  All that showed was a big yellow blaze growing on the horizon.  Not one tower was left standing.  Mik felt sick to his stomach.
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It is Monday, October the 18th, Founding Day, and a small, grey-plastered house sits in the mid-lands of the Imperium of Ionia, a few dozen kilometers North-East of a city by the name of Falconera, neighboring the Boot of Italy.  This is Vernon Titanneon’s house.  Vernon is a six-foot, three-inch tall male Soljuner, dark-haired and handsome.  He is twenty-four years old, the perfect age for an Ajuner to turn into a Vanjuner.  

Vern woke up from his deep sleep to the sound of his alarm clock that he set at eleven o’clock the night before.  He made it so that he could sleep in a couple of hours.  This was his first day back to training from a week’s break.  However, he did not have to be at the Imperial training facility for another hour and a half from now.  Vern got up from his bed, put on a black T-shirt and quarry worker pants and walked into the kitchen.  Last night he had eggs and toast.  This morning, he planned to make himself a strawberry-carrot smoothie.  He fasted most of last week to get his body attuned to the coming three days, though the next few hours would determine whether or not he will become a Vanjuner.  Grabbing a television remote from the counter, he turned on a small T.V. to the news channel.

“—hope all is well personally where you are as you watch this program today, this Founding Day, but we have some terrible news.  A city in Arabia has just been destroyed.  The destruction is said by scientists to be caused by a large asteroid...”  

Vern quickly turned off the T.V. then sat down on his bar stool at the counter.  He pondered what he just witnessed in the news channel’s small cube screen: huge flames and rubble covering the desert valley ground as a commercial Helixer flew over the camera’s operator.  Before he knew it the hour was up and it was time to take part in his last group of training days.  The hour went by fast.  It is not good for time to fly by in a Soljuner’s mind.  A Soljuner needs to keep his wits, even in times of catastrophe.  Even when, of course, the catastrophe is at the doorstep.  However, in this case, it is a thousand miles away.  Vern noticed this and disciplined himself mentally.  Then he heard a knock at the front door.  It was his comrade, who was given the name: Radii.

Radii was also an Ajuner rank and knew closely the youngest brother of Mik, whose name is Treylostior.  Mik had two brothers, both Soljunae such as himself, and now of course two more supreme warriors join the scene, Radii and Vern.  

Vern answered the door and there immediately stood a seven-foot tall, muscular, red flat-top haired man.

“Hey! How was your week off? Spoiled!” he said.  Radii perhaps had the only Siberian accent in all the Ionian military, which was not surprising since Imperial officers are, for lack of a better word, ‘racist’ against people from Siberia.  This was how it was, especially in the military. 

He walked right in past Vern.  Vern followed inside and shut the door.

“I am almost ready.”  He said to Radii.  He then proceeded into the kitchen, made himself the smoothie and packed his rifle in a gun case.  Radii held out the front door for him.  As they walked outside towards Radii’s vehicle, they saw that the whole sky was in a calm yellow haze.  It looked vintage and tranquil against the silver-green pine trees.

Radii’s vehicle was a Tarterraxor, essentially a smaller version of the Terranaxor.  Vern got into the passenger seat and began to sip on his smoothie, and Radii cranked the engine.  It was time to go.  It was time to finish their training in a final, hectic and grueling three-day mission.  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Ghost Brigade
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Maybe it was his adrenaline, but Radii drove fast.  All and all it took him and Vern about half an hour to get to the training facility.  The countryside near Falconera was dotted with a conglomerate of Imperial buildings of various types and a few commercial facilities of the Free Market.  Some of these commercial buildings were built by companies that were patrons to the Ionian Empire.  They sold their products to the Ionian government whether anyone liked it or not.  There was a considerable aggregation of citizens who prided themselves as ‘rebels’ of Ionia and would burn the imperial flag to protest in public demonstrations across the Mainland continent.  These protesters would spit on warriors like Vern and Radii if given the opportunity. 

Radii pulled into a parking spot next to another Tarterraxor, most likely owned by another dear Soljuner.  Vern and Radii got out of the vehicle.  This area of grass in the wide valley was surrounded by different types of pine trees with the occasional big oak.  In the middle of this small grassy plain was a tall but wide cylinder that appeared to be made of glass.  This cylinder looked to be about twenty meters in diameter and thirty meters tall.  The curved glass panels of the walls of the cylinder had to be at least a foot thick.  There was something to the side of the cylinder up a small hill a few meters away.  The two men walked up to this object, and it
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