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Prologue

 


In 2095, famine and disease ravaged
the population. Years of greed and pollution made most of the
planet unlivable. The survivors of the Great End were scattered
throughout the states and on the brink of death. Under President
Manuel St. Claire, three towers were built with the last of the
government’s money and power. The wealthiest Survivors were given
residence within the Triple Towers. A wall of steel was built to
surround them, to keep the dry sand at bay. As the world became
more barren the people within the towers thrived, and this became
the center of the United States. However, with success came
enemies...

 


 



Chapter One

 


In the cold of the night, Kallen J.
Forth crept through the ruins that once comprised a lush and
thriving New York City. He told himself it was the weather that
made his hands shake and not the fear. The gun in his hand was a
Class One laser shot, with the option to add a laser targeting
system. Not that he had one. The uniform he wore was dark in color,
with splashes of green. He carried a heavy pack on his
back.

Kallen was a soldier, for what
remained of the United States. He wasn’t exactly a volunteer for
this war, either. This was his third week out. After five years,
he’d be free to live in the Triple Towers. Away from the
degradation and violence outside those steel walls. The enemies
were a group of radical assholes trying to overthrow what was left
of the government and bring down the triple towers. They were also
the people he was trying to avoid––at all costs.

A noise rang out to his left, the
clatter of a scrap of metal and he froze. Kallen swallowed hard and
eased back behind a building nearly crumbled by decay. Glass shards
remained littered all around, and the moon glinted off them like
shiny miniature spikes. Kallen watched for each piece, jumping when
he had to and finally making it behind the big chunk of wall still
standing. He waited, his hand shaking more as it held the gun. His
throat, so tight he could barely breathe, let alone swallow. After
nearly thirty tense seconds, the night remained quiet. He moved
from cover, deciding to go through the building rather than toward
the noise. Clouds decided to move over the moon at that particular
second and the light that had spread across the ruins grew more and
more eclipsed. Kallen bit his bottom lip, took a deep breath and
stepped from the building.

It was the best and worst decision of
his life.

A laser shot illuminated the darkness.
The red glow reflected off a car window, leaning against a wall.
Kallen shoved back as hard as he could. He prayed, in the
half-second that passed, not to be killed in this forsaken place.
His back hit the ground. The pack cushioned his fall. The gun was
still in his hands and he rolled. He scrunched up as tightly as his
five-foot, nine-inch frame would allow behind some kind of a half
wall. He had no idea where the wall came from, but it stopped the
next two laser shots that lit up the night.

“He a
soldier,” someone yelled in broken
English.

Kallen shuttered, gripping his gun
closer. Of course, he had to be the one who met the foreign
conquerors. Those stupid idiots would use the old laser shots. They
had a red glow because of the radiation lingering from the ancient
weapon. “Don’t shoot!” Kallen yelled, as if that would help. Two
more blasts lit up the night.

“You are spy?” A voice
rang out.

What the fuck did that mean? What were
they talking about? “Yes,” Kallen yelled. What did he have to lose?
Maybe he could make a run for it. He was one hell of a runner. The
shots stopped. Footsteps edged closer to his position.

“You bring stuff?” the
same man asked. He popped his head over the wall, a toothless mouth
lifted in a grin. His lips were stained green, the results of
eating tainted food.

“Yes.” Kallen stuttered
the word. He couldn’t move as more radicals surrounded him. He was
so fucked. He didn’t even want to be in this stupid fucking war and
now he was going to be a nameless, faceless casualty forgotten by
all.

The toothless one waved his crooked
finger and pointed to the pack on his back.

Kallen nodded. His muscles tensed as
he whipped the pack off and tossed it in their direction. The
minute they went to grab it, he took off. With his feet pounding
the ground, he hauled his lean body as fast and as far as he could.
He didn’t make it but a few feet before a red shot rang out and hit
the long, high wall standing before him. He hit it hard, hoping by
some miracle that he could knock the ancient thing down. Instead,
he scratched up his hands and slammed his nose so it bled. Kallen
spun around. He had dropped his gun when he ran and was now
weaponless. Some soldier he was.

Kallen gathered what was left of his
strength. He felt the chills run up his spine and images blurred as
tears filled his eyes. He survived a childhood outside the towers,
something rare, only to die just as pathetic. His bottom lip
quivered and he lifted his chin.

The toothless one moved closer,
squinted and baring his gums. “Kill ‘em.”

Kallen took a deep breath, bracing for
the pain. His eyes closed involuntarily. He couldn’t even think
about his family. They all died in The Sickness.

The sound seemed to be echoing slowly.
Kallen heard the click of the gun and the quick burst of energy as
it exploded from the barrel. The laser would surely be aimed for
his head. Would it hurt terribly, or would he just cease to
be?

A scream rang out and it wasn’t his.
Kallen’s eyes popped open. An angel, a savior, a muscular gift from
some obscure god came jumping from the wall. He shot four times,
striking each man with precision aiming. A dust cloud puffed from
the dry dirt as the guy landed beside him.

“Never drop your weapon.”
The guy held his gun and then grabbed his crotch. “Either of them.”
Kallen noticed the man’s deep blue eyes as he winked.

He was speechless. Words wouldn’t
form, but he managed to nod. He was alive. Kallen would live
another day… the joy was so overwhelming he smiled and threw his
fist at the sky. The laser went right past his uplifted arm and
struck the savior. Blood, warm and copper smelling, splashed
everywhere. Kallen screamed, deep and long. He fell back, landing
so hard the air rushed from his lungs.

“Shitter!” the attacker
yelled, running at Kallen.

What was he supposed to do? How was he
supposed to survive this? At that moment, the dark clouds broke and
the moon glinted down. The gun seemed to wink at him, much as that
stranger’s gorgeous blue eyes. He rolled at the last moment, the
man flipping over him, the knife the man held falling to the floor.
Kallen crawled to the gun fast, his knees scraping against the
ground. His fingers dug into the dirt and blood. He reached for the
weapon, the exterior smooth under his hands.

The guy––‘Mr. Toothless’––rushed at
him, and swung with the knife.

Kallen fired once. The shot was a
bright light slamming into the man’s midsection. It happened so
quickly. The gun just went off and then the blank face was falling
toward him. Kallen dropped the weapon, holding his hands up, and
managed to catch the corpse before it landed atop him. He shoved
hard, sending the body over, its weight landing with a squish on
the dead savior’s remains.

Kallen was shaking so hard and nausea
was so thick that he spun to his knees and dry heaved. His lungs
were gasping. A scream tore from his lips that would have made any
little girl proud. Adrenaline pumped so fiercely through his system
that his heartbeat echoed in his eardrums.

“Don’t move! Triple Tower
Security... Do not move.”

Kallen froze and held his breath as
figures emerged from the darkness.

“Identify
yourself!”

“Pri...Private Forth,”
Kallen sputtered.

“Sir! This is the guy,”
someone yelled. He was staring intently at the dead body.
“This is the guy.”

“What did you say your
name was, kid?”

“Private Kallen J. Forth,
Sir.”

“Well, Forth, you just
took down the leader of the foreign enemy and found the spy in the
towers. You’re a hero.”

***

Kallen didn’t feel like a hero. He
felt like a coward and a liar. Every time he thought of the event a
hole burned in his gut and his heart slipped a little lower into
the depths of hell. Although, he hadn’t really lied… He didn’t know
who any of the men were. Kallen told them he was shot at while
searching for the radicals and fired back until Security arrived.
It wasn’t a complete lie. Security had determined that Private
Brusk, his savior, was the traitor…and how was he supposed to know
if that was true or not? Maybe the guy was on the radicals’ team
but then, why did Brusk save him? Kallen frowned. All he did was
skim over the events of what happened. Private Marcus Brusk was
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