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They went to bury the nightmare. They left nothing but stardust.

Beneath the Nevada desert lies Eureka Base—a labyrinth of cages, laboratories, and horrors engineered by Kaigan hands and human collaborators. Ariel, Jenna, and Iris—warriors forged from blood, technology, and myth—are sent to do the impossible: infiltrate, dismantle, and erase it from existence.

What they find is worse than any mission before. Prisoners drained of life, hybrid monstrosities stitched from alien alloy and human flesh, and an old enemy returned from the Abyss—Elizabeth Bathory, the Bloody Countess herself, with a court of vampires eager to feed.

To survive, they’ll need steel, sorcery, and the fury of gods. But destroying Eureka will mean triggering a runaway fusion reactor—turning the base, the Kaigan below, and themselves into a newborn star burning beneath Nevada.

From cybernetic warfare to ancient rivalries, from the Bifrost to the depths of the underworld, Infiltrates Eureka Base is a relentless fusion of high-tech action and mythic vengeance—where the line between science and sorcery burns away in the heat of battle.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Wings on Ice
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“The Isabella II is beautiful!” Iris shouts over the gusting wind, her voice echoing off the cavern walls like a hymn to forgotten gods.

She hovers just above the glacial floor, wings blazing with radiant color—brighter than Ariel or Jenna have ever seen. Each beat trails a luminous spectrum, a straight beam of light without bend or arc, truer than any arrow Artemis ever loosed.

“She’ll fly,” Iris says, spinning midair with reckless joy. “I know she will.”

The Isabella II gleams beneath the icy light, every curve an expression of speed and precision. Built upon a carbon composite hull twenty-three meters long, she is sleek, sinuous—a myth born of science. The hull’s skin is blackened silver, five times stronger than steel, yet light enough to float on a breath. Nanotech filaments shimmer just beneath the surface, pulsing faintly with violet light as if the yacht has a heartbeat of her own.

Ariel raises an eyebrow, arms crossed. “It doesn’t look a thing like the original Isabella.”

Iris lands gracefully beside her, hair catching the wind. “She, not it. Don’t hurt her feelings.”

She runs a hand lovingly along the hull. “Of course she doesn’t look like the original. The Isabella II is an ice-yacht. Built for speed, not for show.”

A trident of shock-mounted blades lift the craft slightly off the ground—one near the bow, two flaring at the stern. Her single mast rises high, forged from a lightweight alloy etched with Nephilim runes. The ultralight sails—mainsail, and jib—flutter like breath, each woven from Nephilim silk and infused with nanites that glow with shifting iridescence. When the wind catches them, they ripple like water, like wings.

Jenna eyes the icy wasteland beyond the open vault doors. “You’re not worried about Persephone?”

She doesn’t shout, but her voice cuts through the anticipation like a blade. “Out there, we’ll be outside Ganzir-Kur’s shield bubble. She could reach for us.”

“She might try,” Iris says, shrugging as if the goddess of the dead were no more than a bothersome gnat. “But she and Hades both loathe the cold. They rule fire and rot, not frost and light. They won’t dare.”

Her eyes gleam. “We belong to Ereshkigal now.” That truth still hangs uneasily between them.

The change in clothing is subtle but absolute. No longer the midnight stolas of trial-bound servitude—now they wear tailored dresses that shimmer with understated tech, fit for citizens. Still sensual. Still dangerous. But no longer uncertain. The fabric hugs their bodies like memory, like proof that they belong. Not as servants. As sisters of the city.

There was no ceremony. No formal pact. Just quiet acceptance after the trials ended. No one asked them to swear fealty—because in some dark, inevitable way, they already had. The alternatives were death... or crawling back to Persephone. So, they stayed.

They chose this—didn’t they? Ariel still isn’t sure. But the city accepts them now. The people of Ganzir-Kur, once cold and wary, nod in passing, salute with open palms, speak their names with reverence. They’re no longer outsiders. They're saviors. Ever since Project Phoenix. Since Enki walked the Earth and first called them chosen.

Credit and merit flow like water here. And over the millennia—whether they remembered earning it or not—they’ve accumulated a fortune. Enough to build the Isabella II from myth-tech and dream light.

Klaxons sound. The inner doors groan open.

Steam hisses as the ancient hydraulic gate lifts, revealing a curtain of white beyond. The cold surges in like a living thing, slapping them with a blast of air so sharp it burns. Snow devils swirl across the frozen plain, illuminated by the dim glow of a sunless Antarctic sky.

The fabric of their dresses ripple, then shifts. Hemlines drop, sleeves extend, necklines rise. Thermal threads activate. Warmth pulses around their bodies—not magic, but tech. Elegant and seamless. Nanofiber clothing reacting to environmental stress in real time.

Jenna watches, lips parting with quiet awe. “Still freaks me out when it does that.”

“You’ll get used to it,” Ariel murmurs.

A dozen men in dark thermal uniforms haul on the bowline, pulling the yacht into position. The Isabella II glides from the protection of the cave, her blades cutting clean through the icy crust. She emerges into the open like a predator sniffing wind for prey.

The world outside is bleak, vast, and blinding. The Antarctic ice shelf stretches endlessly beyond the shield perimeter of Ganzir-Kur, Ereshkigal’s hidden city beneath the Earth. Iris steps forward, face alight with pride. Once, she flew with divine purpose. Now she sails with fire in her wings. The bow line is released. The shakedown begins.
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Chapter 2: The Mirror of Epochs 
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Persephone is in a foul mood. She has been in a foul mood since the moment her avatars escaped her grasp—Ariel and Jenna, so radiant once, now gone. And that other one... the little ambrosia thief. What was her name? Glow Wings? Glitter Bug?

She scowls. No matter. The name is unimportant now. She is gone.

Dionysus, her new servant, makes for a lackluster replacement. Untrained. Undisciplined. Still too drunk on past glory to serve properly. But with a few more beatings—and perhaps some time strung from the ceiling—he might learn obedience.

What he lacks, though, is messaging finesse. The kind of delicate persuasion her former servant mastered with every flicker of her wings and every whispered lie.

Persephone lounges on her obsidian throne, draped in a gown of molten onyx that clings and flows like oil. Her eyes burn with pale fire. Beside her, Hades sits silent—bare chest bronzed, his goatee sharply trimmed, long black hair slicked back from his skull like the shadow of night itself. He broods, as he always does now.

He hasn’t forgiven her. Not for the escape. Not for losing them.

“They were special,” he’d said once. “Different.”

She scoffs quietly. “All they had to do was kneel. One gesture of humility. One whispered plea.”

The thief did. Crawled on her belly, kissed Persephone’s feet, begged for mercy like a wretched dog. And was stripped of everything. Her divinity, her radiance—gone. She was broken, useless to
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