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	Conqueror of the Sun Series

	by Jason Marcus Torraunt

	 

	Foreword
This story comes from a writer who had visions of an alternate timeline under the many-worlds interpretation of quantum mechanics theory.

	 

	Read Order for the Conqueror of the Sun series:

	 

	Conqueror of the Sun – 5 Book Main Story

	01. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 1 - Seed of an Orchid

	02. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 2 - Mass Conspiracy

	03. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 3 - Reign of Terror

	04. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 4 - Queen’s Chaos

	05. Conqueror of the Sun - Book 5 - The IIIrd Tear

	 

	The two “Prelude to Destiny” books are not technically part of the numbered 5 Book Main Story. Instead they tell the background story for the two main characters of the series for those that want to know the history prior to the central 5 Book Saga

	 

	Prologue Chronicles Two Book Set – Read Order:

	Conqueror of the Sun - Prelude to Destiny - 1st Light

	Conqueror of the Sun - Prelude to Destiny - 2nd Light

	 

	 


For most first-time readers, it is recommended to start with reading Book 1 – Seed of an Orchid and continue in number sequence until Book 5 – The IIIrd Tear of the Main Story Saga for the Conqueror of the Sun series. Once the numbered 5 books are completed, the Prologue Chronicles – Prelude to Destiny two book series is meant for those readers that want “more” and are interested in learning about the early background story for Shawn and Sabrina Arc.

	The two Prelude books are not required to understand or read through the main 5 novels for the Conqueror of the Sun stories. However, reading the Prologue Chronicles can greatly supplement those 5 main books. In addition to this, they can add a lot more depth and go into a lot more detail about references made in the main 5 book series.

	Besides the recommendation for most readers finishing Book 1 through Book 5 first, of course, the reader can choose to “take a break” and go back to the Prologue series at any time before finishing the main story. The best times to do this would be either after finishing Book 3 – Reign of Terror or Book 4 – Queen’s Chaos. 

	Alternatively, a reader can start with Prelude to Destiny stories as they are chronologically first according to the series timeline. However, this read order is only really “ideal” if a reader decides to re-read the series.

	If you enjoy this saga and perhaps already finished it, there are, at the time of the completed 7 book main series, an additional 115 side story books planned for the same universe and series. Some of these side stories are already partially complete, most are only at the concept stage, and some may be cut all together. Two of the side books are already published. Please follow Jason Marcus Torraunt’s official social media pages for updates on these other projects.

	 

	 


Special note for this particular book in the Conqueror of the Sun series: Book 2 – Mass Conspiracy has a chapter or two that uses some Japanese. Wherever possible I have made the translation of what is being said in Japanese into English soon after any Japanese language use. Other times, context via character actions and responses can relate the meaning. Thus, the reader does not need to know any Japanese in order to get the story. Additionally, a small and relevant Japanese-English dictionary section has been included in the appendix of the book for those that do wish to know what is being said in Japanese.

	Finally, this story also introduces an author invented language that is very occasionally used for the rest of the saga. Once again, translations are usually given immediately after this fictional language use. Furthermore, a Desakar to English dictionary is included at the end of the book.
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	Fragment 1
The Call Beginning

	 

	The IRF semi-truck rolls down the road of the I-495 Beltway. The Washington DC area traffic is light at this time of the day, and so the truck proceeds on without delays to its intended target. In the back of the semi-truck, the timer continues to tick.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fragment 2
Chaos Comes Quickly

	 

	“God damn it! I want accurate reports here on everything that is going on,” President Gibson yells at the people around him as he slams his hands down on the oval office desk in front of him.

	“We are trying, Mr. President,” the Joint Chief of Staff replies to his commander.

	“Doesn’t anyone have a decent report to give me?!” the President bursts out in frustration.

	Suddenly, a White House staff person dressed in a black tie and white dress shirt comes into the room holding a piece of paper. “Mr. President,” the man addresses the nation’s leader, “this is what we got so far.” The White House staff person drops his head to read the paper in his hand. “Russia is under a coup attempt which is all but likely to succeed,” the young man doesn’t stop reading but continues. “And Germany is still in the process of conquering up Europe again.”

	“My God,” the President gasps at the words he is hearing.

	“The IRA has launched a massive offensive unlike any that has previously been seen. British forces are being mobilized to deal with the situation there,” the young man continues to pour over the report. “Finally, although not completely confirmed, North Korea is once again making actions against South Korea. We also believe China is getting involved.”

	“My God,” the President again repeats. After a long pause of quiet in the room, the United States president announces out with a somber tone, “ladies and gentlemen, we have another world war on our hands.” Again, the room goes mostly silent in response to the words. “How in the hell did this happen?!” President Gibson questions as he turns to his Joint Chief of Staff.

	“We don’t know, sir,” the Joint Chief simply speaks out, baffled himself. And indeed, the rest of the world is with him on this as they watch their television sets. Only Shawn Arc and his conspirators are not in the dark as to what is going on, and why it happened.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fragment 3
The Most Destructive Bomb Set in Place

	 

	The unmarked, plain-looking, dirty, white semi-truck slowly pulls up to the curb of a street nearby the White House and parks. The IRF truck driver jumps out of the cab and shuts the door. He quickly runs across the street to a waiting IRF black Cadillac with its engine idling. The driver gets into the back of the Cadillac, and the car is quick to pull away, heading for the airport.

	Inside the back of the semi-truck’s cargo trailer, the nuclear device’s timer continues its countdown, unbeknownst to the rest of the world. The digits of the timer tick pass 30 minutes. 

	 

	The IRF Cadillac pulls up to the private jet section of the Ronald Reagan National Airport and comes to a stop. Both the driver of the Cadillac and the former driver of the truck carrying the nuclear bomb quickly jump out of the car. Leaving the doors open, they run for an IRF chopper with the pilot already in seat and blades already twisting.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fragment 4
Ever Imagined?

	 

	 A serviceman of the US Air Force reclines back in his comfy chair while sipping his morning coffee and reading the Anchorage Daily News. His feet lay atop the radar monitor console that he sits in front of. The man is at a USAF radar base installation within the Alaskan borders. His eyes scan through the classified ads section of the Alaskan newspaper when really they should be scanning the radar screen just in front of him. However, none of the shifts generally paid much attention to their assigned duty since the cold war ended decades ago. 

	Staff Sergeant Scott drops his coffee cup at the sound of a warning chime abruptly invading his quiet reading of the newspaper. This, too, he drops, moves his foot off the radar console, and begins to lean toward the radar screen. Sergeant Scott’s mouth gapes open in disbelief as he witnesses over a thousand return signals from the radar. All the little green squares on the screen are coming from the west and heading in an easterly direction.

	Although used to hundreds of uneventful days, Sergeant Scott’s soldier’s discipline kicks in immediately, and he grabs the phone right next to the radar screen to call up his superiors at the Eielson Air Force Base. Just as the sergeant is lifting the phone to his ear, a massive explosion rips through the room.  

	A Kingfish air-to-ground missile had been fired from a Russian Tu-26 Backfire bomber. With the Kingfish missile’s 300 nautical mile range, it had been fired even before Sergeant Scott had noticed the incoming attacking aircraft on the radar. And though other radar stations are hit in the same fashion, the USAF is able to get the alert out to the Eielson Air Force Base.

	Immediately, USAF pilots scramble to their fighters and begin takeoff procedures. F-15 and F-16s make the bulk of the intercepting fighters that quickly launch from the airbase. But the number of US planes is nothing compared to the oncoming onslaught of Russian fighters and bombers. In fact, the Russian attacking forces seem to be made up of the entire Russian air forces. The strike wave is made up of MiG-25s, MiG-29s, MiG-31s, Su-25s, Su-27s, Su-30s, Su-35s, Tu-22s, Tu-26s, and Tu-95s.

	A futile aerial battle ensues between the US fighter jets and the Russian escort fighters. The US Air Force pilots fight viciously and bravely, but it is to no avail. Eventually, the last USAF F-15 is hit by a Su-35’s A-A missile and explodes in a giant fireball. The invading Russian air armada then returns to formation and continues on to the US shoreline of Alaska.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fragment 5
The Center of Power Wiped Out

	 

	“Sir! Mr. President!” a White House staff member tries to gain the president’s attention in the midst of the chaotic talk going on in the president’s office. “Mr. President!” the young man finally yells out in a thunderous tone.

	The room goes dead silent, and the president turns to look at the young man. “What is it, son?”

	“Sir, we just got reports in that Russia is attacking Alaska with a large air offensive and has already wiped out Eielson Air Force Base!”

	“What?! How many aircraft are attacking?”

	“From reports, sir, over a thousand, easy.”

	“What in God’s name is going on here?! Now we are being attacked?!” The president then quickly turns to his chief of staff. “Assemble our generals immediately! I want a cabinet meeting now and a full response!” The chief of staff turns to leave the president’s office. “Why would Russia attack us?! It’s not right. I don’t believe it. Someone else must have instigated this, probably just like what happened in the Middle East. But what? And who? Who dares attack the United States–” these are the very last words that come out of the president’s mouth.

	There is a distant cracking sound from outside the Oval Office. Then there is a tremor that rocks the room. A flash of white light so bright as if a white dwarf just appeared outside the White House. Finally, there is a blasting force that is so massively powerful that it cuts through the Oval Office as if it is paper. All the occupants of the room are erased from the face of the earth, and the nuclear detonation’s shockwave careens across the D.C. landscape, decimating everything in its wave of power. A sick-yellowish colored mushroom cloud looms over the US capital…

	 



 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fragment 6
Freighter of Death

	 

	At a port on the east coast of Florida, a dock supervisor’s eyes widen as he sees a massive freighter sailing at high speeds directly for his dock. No ship was expected at this time, and thus the reason he had not kept an eye out for any incoming vessels. Now, it was too late. The freighter is heading, bow first, and at full steam directly for the dock’s concrete wall line. The dock supervisor sounds the hazard alarm to alert his workers, but there is nothing he can do to actually stop the over-sized non-explosive torpedo heading for his dock. Alert sirens begin to blare throughout the dockyards, and the dockworkers look up from their tasks to see the same horrific sight that their supervisor had first noticed. Everyone, immediately, begins to turn and run, scrambling for their lives. 

	The black, red, and white painted freighter is now a mere few meters from the dock’s wall, yet there is absolutely no sign of attempting to stop the vessel. Nor did the ship ever call out its blow horn in warning. The mammoth freighter of Arc’s shipping fleet careens into the concrete blocks of the dock, yet this does not stop the ship’s movement. The freighter continues to blow through solid concrete as if it were a knife cutting through a cake. However, the density of the concrete and laws of physics start to slow the ship’s drive into the dock.

	An eerie and deafening creaking sound resounds throughout the dockyard as it comes to a full halt. The dockworkers stop their flight and turn back to see the massive freighter having just cut halfway into their dock. They are all baffled by the seemingly completely lifeless ship as if not a single soul was aboard. This thinking would make sense as to a possible reason why a freighter would drive headlong and full speed into a dockyard. However, this is not the case. 

	The dockworkers are startled by a new, loud creaking or cracking sound. The sirens had been killed by the dock supervisor after the freighter had come to a stop, so this is the only sound to be heard. This is the moment that Arc’s specially designed freighter’s purpose comes to play. 

	First, there is a muffled pumping sound that comes from within the front of the dock-embedded vessel. Then a horribly loud screeching noise echoes into the air, causing the dock workers to cup their hands over their ears. The sound of metal cracking and splintering concrete comes to play as the front bow of the ship begins to split open! Millions and millions of pounds of pressure from Arc’s highly designed hydraulic pump provide the muscle for the metal door of the freighter to break up the concrete of the dockyard. The PSI is so high that even if the dock were made of steel, the pump would have allowed the doors to burst an opening out for itself.

	The grinding of the massive steel doors and ear-piercing sound of the crumbling concrete force the dockworkers in the yard to cover their ears again and even crouch down to the ground. The doors finally come to a stop once they have reached a roughly 35-degree angle. The yard turns to dead silence, and thus, the workers stand once again and un-cup their ears. The men and women stand to see nothing but a massive steel wall in the “opening” of freighter’s bow. For what purpose would a tanker have a bow opening door only to reveal a sealed front? This is the thought that plays through many of the dockworkers’ minds as they just continue to gaze on at the ghostly ship.  

	The attacks of loud sounds return within a few seconds, again one of grinding metal, this time, seeming to be the working of gears rotating. Yet the noise is not so loud on this occasion as to make the dock workers cower again. But this would soon change. They see that the steel wall is actually a ramp, and it is beginning to lower toward the dock’s surface. The work crews look on anxiously to find out what is inside. A couple of workers step up on their toes, trying to get a peek inside as the ramp continues to grind downward. Yet once again, they are disappointed as the ramp comes to a clanking stop upon hitting the concrete ground only to see blackness within the bowels of the gigantic freighter. Clearly, the lights within the ship are turned off, this adds to the feeling of the tanker being completely lifeless. A shiver runs through one of the dock worker’s body as he thinks of the eerie silence that now prevails after all the terrific events that had just occurred. 

	Again, the silence does not last long. Soon, there is a sudden uproar of yelling war cries coming from within the darkness of the freighter’s bow. Seconds later, thousands of Arabic men charge out of the blackness and run across the ramp while firing off their M-16s, AK-47s, and M-4s at the utterly taken off guard dock workers. Shock and disbelief even cause the workers to lose both flight and fight responses, allowing them to be mowed down by the Arab attackers in very rapid succession. The Arab army quickly kills off every man in the dockyards, yet they do not stop there. They begin to flood into the streets of the city behind the port that they had arrived at.

	 


 

	 

	Fragment 7
Electromagnetism

	 

	Arc sits in his chair in front of the main control console of the underground IRF operations base in the southern desert of Nevada. Inside the control room, several large monitors hang out in front of Arc. The place is filled with computer equipment, electronics, and IRF personnel to provide overwatch for it all. Behind Arc stands Sarah, Horatio, and some IRF soldiers. “Bring me the remote detonators, Captain Jennison,” Arc orders. IRF Captain Jennison walks away for a moment. “It is now time to really heat things up and bring the U.S. to its knees,” Arc folds his hands in front of his mouth and pauses. He sits up a moment and turns his head slightly backward, “Horatio, any word on the Chinese army?” 

	“Yes, sir, ETA within one hour,” Horatio responds.

	“Excellent. Perfect timing.”

	Captain Jennison returns with a large rectangular electronic box device with many switches on it. “Sir, the remote detonators control box,” the captain says as he hands them to Shawn Arc.

	“Thank you, captain,” Arc replies and then places the box on the table in front of him. “Well it is time,” Arc says with great accomplishment. “Put the map on the main screen, captain.”

	“Yes, sir,” Captain Jennison acknowledges and then turns to an IRF operator and barks out the order, “Detonation map on screen, now!” The central monitor switches screens and brings up a large, green digital map of the United States.

	“Shall we?” Arc suggests as he looks up to Horatio briefly and then turns back to look at the remote detonator box. Arc starts by placing his fingers on the far-right red switch. He pushes it down. A blinking and pulsating green light appears on the digital map of the United States. The location is New York City.

	 

	New York City, traffic is packed into the narrow streets. A massive conventional explosion rips up the road of a downtown New York City street. Two or three cars directly under the explosion are blown into the air. Commuters on foot in the general area dive for cover, yet some get caught in the blasts. Vehicles careen out of control as they slam on their breaks before the massive fireball rising ahead of them. The flames are quickly followed by a secondary explosion, this one bursting out into electrical arcs. The electromagnetic pulse bomb’s shockwave streams through the city, shorting out all electronic devices in its path. 

	All the lights go out in New York City, and the electricity stops flowing. Every single car, truck, and vehicle of any other kind in Manhattan stops working. All watches die, all cell phones cease to work, all computers for a 150 kilometers radius shut down. There is a cold, deadly silence amongst the traders of the New York Stock Exchange. The subway system is also now in pitch blackness and the train still. Every hospital in the radius of the EMP’s bomb effective range has lost all its power, and thus, along with it, a mass number of patients. Not even backup electric or lighting systems work since everything electrical is completely fried by the massive overload of electromagnetic energy. 

	 

	Arc starts flipping down the row of switches on the EMP detonator’s control box in rapid succession. Each time Arc flips down one of the switches, a small green light appears on the electronic map of the United States. By the time Arc has detonated every IRF buried EMP device, there are not just hundreds of green square lights on the screen but thousands. Arc hits every major city, military base, naval port, or government command center in all fifty states. New York City’s case thus is being repeated over the entire nation.

	“Ladies and gentlemen, we have just crippled the entire United States infrastructure,” Arc announces with elation, pride, and confidence.

	“Well done, sir!” Horatio congratulates.

	“Mission accomplished,” Arc says, and cheers are heard around the control room. “I am officially promoting myself to Commander-in-Chief, Horatio to General of War, and Captain Jennison to Colonel.” Horatio and Jennison nod in acknowledgment to Arc. “Gentlemen, start phase three of the operation.”

	“Yes, sir!” both Horatio and Jennison give their confirmation of their orders.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fragment 8
Empires Fall

	 

	Arc has virtually single-handedly brought down the entire United States to its knees. This is also in the face of Arc’s prearranged and timed arrivals of both the Russian air armada and the fleet of freighters landing all over both coasts of the US with its cargoes of outrageously infuriated Arabs and Islamic fanatics. With all the US military’s technological might being rendered entirely useless, the US Armed Forces are forced to mobilize with ground troops alone, even then no soldier is able to make use of night-vision gear or the like. The only thing that each soldier can rely on is their M-4 or M-16. 

	Thus, the massive amount of Russian military aircraft begins to spread out across the entire United States, unhindered, unharassed, and bombing any target they want at will. Under Arc’s suggestions to General Rudakov, the Russian bombers start to systematically take out every US military threat that was not disabled by the wave of EMP bombs. The Russian bombers also nuke some of the biggest US cities and military installations, even those that were affected by EMP attacks. This action, again, was an order being put into practice under Arc’s suggestions to Rudakov. The primary purpose of actually nuking the major civilian and military populations was, as Arc well knew, to further demoralize the American people.

	On top of all of this, is the massive army of Islamic jihadist fighters running through the streets of American cities, killing both innocent civilians and attempting to fight back US military personnel. With bombs dropping from the sky, masked invaders firing off machine gunfire, mushroom clouds looming over the US landscape, and with the US military fighting back with all its efforts, the country is in complete and absolute chaos. The war and gun fighting rage on for hours and hours, late into the night. By this time, both the Islamic crusaders and US military were even running out of ammo supplies. Many soldiers were resorting to bayonet and hand-to-hand fighting even. Complete destruction and the ending of the war seemed imminent. 

	However, this was not enough for Arc. As General Atef had said of him, Arc is a man that plans so well in accounting for every possibility. Shawn Arc is also more than overly decisive. Night had begun to fall over the United States, and under cover of this darkness, a new uncountable freighter fleet was arriving at various ports across both coasts of the US. This time, the freighters came in completely undetected. Everyone else is either in the midst of battle or hiding from it in their homes. 

	With a combination of both more of Arc’s freighters and China’s entire freighter fleet, the secretly constructed Chinese clone army is now unloading all along the west and east shorelines of the United States. Arc’s conspiracies had not stopped, and even those that were co-conspirators were about to be turned upon. Once again, under Arc’s charm, charisma, and influence, he had instructed that Princess Chu-Hua make her armies attack both the US and Islamic fighters.

	While the US and Jihadist forces were reaching a high level of fatigue from all the fighting they had already been doing, they were now facing a rush and onslaught of a fresh, vigorous, and extremely high-trained mass of new enemy forces. Arc had created a three-way chaos of fighting. Chaos had become Chaos, and the Triangle had now been completed. The level of battle can no longer even be explained. The loss of life on all fronts, across the whole country, and including civilians are beginning to overshadow the death tolls of all previous wars in history. There is still fighting going on in Europe, England, Northern Ireland, and even Asia now as the Koreans begin to attack Japan once again.

	There was one small consolation in the ongoing anarchy. Once completing their assigned missions and running out of ordnance, the Russian Air Force was returning to its Motherland. Again, this is to Arc’s design and for a future purpose that would create even more wars.

	However, these other wars meant nothing to Arc. They were mere entanglements created by his form from behind the shadows to complete his own goal without other possible influences. His Triangle in the United States had been completed, and now is the time for the Scorpion to enter into it, to create a circular, defensive, perimeter and eliminate all those outside of the Scorpion’s circle who were still entrapped within Arc’s own Triangle. 

	Under the cover of the passed midnight hour, the waiting IRF forces begin to roll across the Mexican border and into the southern United States. And the size. The size of Arc’s troops far overshadows the combination of all three embattled forces. Arc’s International Rebellion for Freedom army literally stretched from the Pacific Ocean to the Gulf of Mexico, all of them rolling into America at the same moment in time. 

	Instead of Arc using his massive amount of forces to crush all three armies, Arc’s true chess play strategy conspiracy is about to come to its ultimate level. Although the US military forces were nearing their ends and instead of Arc finishing them off, Arc orders that the IRF begins to resupply the US Army and assist them in their defense of the nation that he had just brought to its knees. Arc supplies the US military with tanks, APCs, and new ammunition. Thus, this gives an advantage back to the US forces, for the Chinese army was only trained in hand-to-hand combat, which was working very well, up until this time. And finally, the Islamic fighters were out of all ammunition but without their own resupplies.

	Though lesser in number of men, the US forces are now coming from the brink of absolute decimation to one of winning on all sides. For just as Princess Chu-Hua had pointed out to Arc, an army only trained or having the ability to use hand-to-hand combat would have no chance against a well-organized and equipped army. This was another thing Arc had done. He used his IRF generals to reorganize and rehabilitate the recently disarrayed US Army.

	Now reorganized, reinforced, and having gained back a high level of morale due to the two previous factors, the US military is pushing the two enemy invading forces back toward the oceans from which they came. However, even though Arc is resupplying the United States forces, he played his next brilliant chess move. He keeps his own military hardware and soldiers back, at least for the most part. Shawn Arc allows some of his forces to help the Americans, but he wants the US forces to take the brunt of the counter-offensive. Thus, even though Arc is assisting the American military, it was this very action that is causing a further decrease of numbers while also increasing casualties on all three sides of the triangle of fighting.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Fragment 9
Leading Troops into Battle Against an Enemy of His Own Creation

	 

	Shawn Arc learns that a number of the top surviving US Military generals had gathered at the Marine Corps Logistics Base at Barstow, California in order to organize the fighting effort around the Los Angeles area. To approach in such a fashion as to not seem overly intimidating, Arc goes by helicopter, lands nearby, then walks toward the base with only two of his IRF guards.

	 

	A US Army lieutenant enters into the hastily put up Generals HQ tent at the base in Barstow. “Sirs,” the lieutenant starts while saluting and trying to get the generals’ attention. In the tent are three high-level US military generals, representing the US Marines is General Terry Jones, for the Army is General Seth Bolle, and finally for the USAF is General Edwin Finney. Being as how almost the entire US Air Force had been disabled or destroyed, General Finney figures he can best assist by leading and coordinating some ground forces. “There is a general outside wishing to speak with you generals. He isn’t US Military though, sirs. He is wearing the insignia of that mysterious army that has started to help us. What should I do with him, sirs?” 

	“What’s his name?” Army General Bolle inquires.

	“Shawn Arc, sir.”

	“Colonel Shawn Arc?” General Bolle then asks, “The war hero from the Second Korean War?”

	“Yes, I know him,” USAF General Finney affirms. “Let him in, lieutenant.”

	The US Army lieutenant leaves the tent and starts to walk back to the gate where Shawn Arc is waiting.

	“Wasn’t he dishonorably discharged, though, general?” General Jones of the Marines asks in suspicion.

	“You are correct, Jones, but he should not have been because he was clearly justified in his actions.”

	“What happened?”

	“He shot and killed another pilot that was in the midst of raping his sister.”

	“I see…”

	A few moments later, the lieutenant from before opens the tent flap and motions for Shawn Arc to enter. Once inside, General Finney goes up to meet him and shakes his hand. “It’s good to see you again, Colonel Arc.” Finney pauses a moment while looking at Arc’s black officer uniform. “Or should I say, General Arc?” The USAF general had noticed the five stars on Arc’s shoulders.

	“Either is fine, general. More importantly and urgently, I would like to offer my assistance in any way I can.”

	General Finney also notes the black flag patch with a red scorpion within a red triangle on Arc’s uniform. “Arc, are you the leader of that mysterious army that has been helping us?”

	“I am, general. And although I am sure you men all may have a lot of questions, I will have to give the briefest of explanations for now, given the crisis of the situation.”

	“Yes, of course.”

	“After my time in the Air Force, I started to work for the CIA,” Arc starts out. And although officially not working for the CIA, this wasn’t completely a lie. “During my time there, I learned of most of these planned events that have befallen our country. But both the director and our now dead leaders refused to listen to my warnings and urging to prepare for such events. Thus, I set about preparing on my own, for years, until the time I knew that was sure to come. And here it is.”

	“So, you built your own army?” General Bolle asks in disbelief.

	“A small, private one, yes,” Arc modestly answers.

	“By the reports from our units, it doesn’t seem small,” General Jones interjects.

	“Generals, please, instead of talking about how and why I have my units. I’d much rather talk about me offering them to you in order to save our country.”

	“You are offering your units to be under our command?” General Bolle asks.

	“Yes, of course. Although, if I may be able to make suggestions of my own that would be appreciated.”

	“Yes, of course,” Finney echoes the willingness to work together, and he motions for Arc over to the table with a map on it. “Right this way, general, have a look at the situation yourself.” 

	Shawn Arc looks over the chart for a moment, locating the various known positions of both US and Chinese forces. “If I may, I can show you the positions of my units, so that you men may better coordinate.”

	“Please,” General Bolle agrees while handing Arc a pencil. Arc then goes about starting to mark the positions on the map. “You have armored units?” Bolle notices that Arc is using the standards symbols that show if the unit is infantry or armored, etc.

	“Yes. Better, yet, general, they are in working order since most of my units were south of the border, and thus not damage by the many EMP attacks we suffered. Furthermore, I have working trucks with ammo to help resupply as I am sure you must be hurting for ammunition by now. I even have a train that we can run right into this depot with and unload.”

	“That is great news, General Arc, and yes, we are very low on ammunition and supplies.” General Jones affirms.

	“Then, if I may? I have two liaison officers that can help with all the supply and coordinating issues. Two men, which whom at least I know General Finney knows.”

	“Who are they?” Finney asks.

	“Joshua Rikes and Horatio Wells, sir.”

	“Ah, yes, but of course, your two wingmen from the Second Korean War. This is almost too good to be true?!” Finney adds with elation.

	Arc looks somberly back at General Finney, “No, general, what would have been good is if our leaders would have listened to me from the beginning and we wouldn’t be in this situation in the first place.”

	And since none of the three generals have sufficient information to know that Arc is the one to have caused all of this to happen, they look down for a moment in sadden reflection. Soon, General Finney realizes the current crisis at hand that they have to deal with. “But where are your men? Bring them in. So, we can start!”

	“Oh, I’m sorry, General Finney. They are not here at the moment. I didn’t want to assume I could just barge in with my staff and expect you gentlemen had to have my help. Especially, considering we are no longer US military.”

	“But we do need your help, General Arc, and desperately so,” General Jones appeals in return. “I don’t even think it is a choice at this point. We must. Hell, we will take help from wherever we can in this situation, even if it was from the devil himself. America is about to be wiped off the face of the map if we don’t do something miraculous soon.”

	If only General Jones knew the terrible irony of the words he chose to utter to the man he is speaking to.

	“I apologize, general, that I didn’t prepare better. But if I may, I will call them right away so they can arrive as soon as possible.”

	“Yes, please, general.”

	With these words, Shawn Arc pulls out his cellphone and calls back to his IRF command center. 

	“Horatio, sir,” Horatio answers the phone and identifies himself to Arc.

	“Horatio. I need Joshua and you to come down to the base at Barstow right away. We need your help. Take a helicopter so you can get here as quickly as possible.”

	“Yes, sir. Right away, sir.”

	Arc hangs up the phone and turns back to the generals. “They are on their way.”

	“Good,” Finney acknowledges but then suddenly looks a bit sadden when he continues, “I don’t know if you want to tell him Arc or let me, but I received a report that Joshua Rikes’ father, General Rikes is dead. Apparently, he was killed while still working at the Air Force base in LA when the enemies invaded.”

	Shawn Arc also lowers his head and expresses a look of melancholy. Although Joshua’s father had pulled strings for and helped Shawn on several occasions, Arc is not so much specifically sad about General Rikes passing as he is grieved due to the association Shawn makes with the general. He is reminded of the time that General Rikes had allowed Shawn to take Sabrina up in one of his F-16s when she was 16, and Arc was still in the USAF. 

	Despite the actual reason for most of Arc’s sorrow written across his face, the other three generals can only see the deep hurt and regret. And thus, it imprints on the generals’ minds that Shawn Arc is a man capable of great sympathy.

	“I apologize, General Finney,” Arc suddenly says as he shakes off his thoughts and looks back to Edwin Finney. “If you could tell Joshua the bad news, as I wish to personally lead one of my groups on the field.”

	“You are going to personally lead them on the field, sir?” General Finney asks in disbelief but at the same time with awe.

	“Yes, general, I was thinking I would like to lead my units here,” Arc points to the map below San Diego. “My intel reports that the Chinese were using the ports there to unload, and also that your men are in desperate need of reinforcements, particularly in that area.” 

	“Yes, general, you are correct,” General Jones solemnly states. “Specifically, my men to be precise. US Marines. I would be deeply grateful if you can indeed find a way to save them as I had already told them to hold their ground and that there are no reinforcements. And knowing the situation, I had even already told them that they should not expect to survive before any reinforcements could be gathered up.”

	“I will do my best, general,” Arc confers to Terry Jones. “And with that, I better leave right away. If you gentlemen will excuse me.”

	“Of course. And good luck, general,” Terry Jones adds.

	Arc turns to leave but is quickly stop by a hand grabbing his arm. Shawn turns to see General Finney. “Thanks, Arc. You are most certainly the miracle we needed.”

	Shawn Arc simply nods then continues his way outside the HQ tent.

	 

	Arc rendezvouses with some of his IRF units just a bit southeast of San Diego. Upon arriving by
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