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​Children and Their Toys

Years had passed since the fight with the angels, and Michael had spent much of that time touring with his band, trying to regain a sense of normalcy. He had left the Shadow Wolves in Arthur’s command, with strict orders to let him know if anything happened that they couldn’t handle on their own. Michael figured that with his extensive military background, Arthur would have no trouble handling things while he was away.

The rest of the band had also become Shadow Wolves. Michael and Alan reasoned there was no way of hiding how much they had changed. So, once they filled the other guys in, the band jumped at the chance to join. They, of course, took advantage of the learning programs to make their skills on their instruments of choice that much better. The band gained a lot of fame quickly, but the fun was short-lived. Rising tensions in the world forced them to head back home and brace for what Michael feared would be an inevitable war.

Over the time they had been gone, the Shadow Wolves forces had grown to 50,000. They had bases all over the Northwest region of the US, with divisions dedicated to science, medicine, military, and technical advancements, all running under the name Thunder Tech Industries. Angela no longer lived at the main base. Michael had bought his mother a house in the forests of Sandy, Oregon, far away from the fighting that he feared would someday plague Portland. Plus, now that she was married to Eyeball, he figured he didn’t have to worry about her being protected. When Eyeball couldn’t be around, Canis and Lupus watched over her. The two enormous wolves with their smoky appearance still creeped Angela out from time to time, but it brought her comfort that they were there to keep her safe.

It was now late July of 2026. Michael stood in the training grounds, overlooking his troops as they honed their skills. Arthur would critique a recruit every once in a while when he saw that they weren’t taking the training seriously enough or their form just looked sloppy. Michael looked distracted, like he could sense something was coming. Almost on cue, Lisa’s voice came over his headset.

"Babe, there’s something on the news you’re going to want to see."

Michael walked out onto the training grounds, and as he did, Arthur gave the order for everyone to stop what they were doing. He told Sky Wolf to display the local news channels. Holographic monitors began turning on all throughout the training grounds. The news reports spoke of Russian battleships on the ocean moving toward the East Coast and North Korea battleships moving toward the West Coast. Arthur laughed a little.

"Well, I guess they’re not fucking around, are they? So, what are your orders, my lord?"

Michael raised an eyebrow as he smiled a little and shook his head.

"For now, continue training, but be prepared to mobilize if need be. This isn’t our fight at the moment. However, if they do push into our territory, we’ll make them regret it."

Arthur nodded as he went back to training the troops. As Michael walked out of the room, he had Sky Wolf connect him with the Shadow Wolves' technical division that was working on nanotechnology. He told them he had a hunch about what the outcome of this battle was going to be, so he had them program their nanotech to search out and render harmless all nuclear weapons worldwide. He also had Sky Wolf keep track of the North Korean battleships with orders to alert him as soon as they entered Shadow Wolf territory.

The battle on the ocean raged on through the night, and although the US forces held their own, a few battleships did manage to make it through. Sky Wolf alerted Michael, so he gave the order for Arthur to prepare the troops for battle. Once the selected troops were ready, Michael deployed one thousand troops to five cities along the Oregon and Washington coast. He told them all to stay in the shadows until the need for them to join the battle appeared to be imminent.

Michael and his Shadow Guard led the division of troops heading for Seaside, Oregon. They used the shadows to teleport nearly a mile at a time, allowing them to move very quickly. When they arrived, it was nearly sunrise, and they could hear the battle still raging out on the water. Seaside looked like a ghost town after the evacuation, so it wasn’t difficult for the Shadow Wolves to sneak in undetected. They monitored the military radio frequencies of the US and Korean forces so they could plan how to proceed.

Once the Korean battleships were close enough, they began bombarding the beach with their long-range guns. US troops ran for cover, but those who weren’t fast enough were torn apart by the artillery. Michael ordered his wolf priests to shield the US forces. Once the shields were erected, all the troops looked around in confusion. Michael had Sky Wolf patch him through to the US troops.

"This is Lord Carrigan of the Shadow Wolves; we’re here to help."

The US troops weren’t sure what to make of the assistance. Some were happy to have such powerful reinforcements, while others took the stance of their superiors and considered the Shadow Wolves to be terrorists. One such general even voiced this sentiment.

"This is a United States military frequency, and you represent a terrorist organization. The US does not negotiate with, nor do we accept assistance from, terrorists. If you interfere any further, you will be fired upon."

Michael smiled in amusement at the typical arrogance he expected but hoped they could overlook in this case.

"Yes, sir, General Pinhead. I completely understand you’re willing to risk the lives of all your troops in your dick-swinging contest. We will happily comply. However, we will continue to monitor this frequency, and when you come to your senses—or one of those rounds shreds your dimwitted ass—your next in command is welcome to ask for our assistance. We will be waiting patiently."

Michael gave the order for the priests to drop the shields, and Arthur fell laughing. Once the shields dropped, the bombardment continued, and the US troops did whatever they could to find cover. Arthur looked over at Michael once he picked himself up off the ground.

"So how long are we going to wait before we move in?"

Michael looked out at the battleships from their rooftop perch and shook his head as one of the heavy rounds harmlessly exploded against the shield covering the Shadow Wolves.

"We wait to see how this plays out. If they ask for our help, we help. If they don’t, we clean up the mess, take out the Koreans that make it through, then heal the US forces that are still breathing before we leave."

Arthur nodded.

"Sounds like a plan. After all, they did say to stay out of their way. Wouldn’t want to upstage them or anything."

Michael smiled.

"Exactly."

The Korean military took advantage of the small amount of panic they had caused and seized the opportunity to move in. As the bombardment ceased, troop transport boats began landing on the beach. Fifty-caliber guns kept the path clear while the troops exited the boats and filled the beach. US forces opened fire, but between the gunners on the boats and the troops on the beach, they were pinned down. They began taking heavy casualties, but still, they refused to ask for the Shadow Wolves' help. Michael admired their bravery, yet at the same time, he shook his head at the foolishness of their leaders.

"I’ve seen enough."

Michael gave the order for the Shadow Wolves to move in. While the Korean forces began to take up position, thinking they had taken the town, they saw soldiers in black wolf armor filling the streets. They panicked and opened fire, but their panic only grew when they saw that all their rounds bounced harmlessly off the Shadow Wolf armor. The Shadow Wolves returned fire and began leveling the Korean forces. All of their rounds were explosive, so as they impacted, the Korean soldiers lost limbs, and some were even blown in half.

The rest that were still standing made a hasty retreat back to their boats. Once they were clear, the gunners on the boats opened fire. The fifty-caliber rounds began to knock back some of the Shadow Wolf troops, but they still couldn’t penetrate their armor. Arthur told the heavy gunners to take out the guns on the boats. Shadow Wolves carrying railguns stepped forward, and as they opened fire, the rounds shredded through the hulls of the boats. Not only did they take out the gunners on the decks, but as the rounds went through the hulls, they were tearing apart troops who were taking cover inside. The boats that were still able to retreat pulled out of port and made for deep water. Once they were at a safe distance, the bombardment from the battleships resumed.

The Wolf priests raised their shields to protect the Shadow Wolves as Arthur approached Michael.

"What are your orders?"

"Send in War Wings, Soaring Wolves."

War Wing’s real name was Chris Roberts. He was Michael’s cousin and a former Air Force Captain. When his plane went down over Afghanistan, his injuries left him paralyzed from the neck down. His career and life pretty much felt like they were over. Not to mention the pension he got from the military was barely enough to cover the bills. So, when Michael offered him a chance to walk again and get back in the sky, he took the offer with very little hesitation. He had his doubts, but growing up together, Michael and he were more like brothers than cousins, so he knew Michael wouldn’t steer him wrong.

The Soaring Wolves took to the air and flew out to stop the battleships. Their armor was much heavier and larger than the ground forces, so they could take more damage if need be. They were also equipped with two railguns and four fusion implosion rockets, which pulled in everything within their blast and disintegrated it. The Korean battleships didn’t stand a chance against the Soaring Wolves’ advanced weaponry.

Not long after the Soaring Wolves engaged the battleships, more US Air Force jets flew overhead. Michael contacted Chris over the radio.

"You got company coming your way. Looks like your old Air Force buddies wanna join the party."

"Thanks for the heads-up. I’ll try not to make them look bad."

Michael laughed. He continued to monitor the battle over the radio, but he was now also listening to the US frequency. When the US jets saw the Soaring Wolves engaged in battle with the Korean battleships, they called in to base. When their superiors heard that they were "donning wolf head armor," they instantly labeled them terrorists and ordered them shot down. The US Air Force Captain in charge of the squadron radioed back.

"But, sir, we’re fighting the same enemy. Isn’t the Korean fleet the bigger threat?"

"You have your orders, Captain."

"Yes, sir."

Michael broke in on the conversation.

"This is Lord Carrigan of the Shadow Wolves, and I am warning you: do not fire on my men!"

The general on the other end laughed.

"The US does not negotiate with terrorists. Fire, Captain!"

Michael’s only response was a growl that unnerved the captain of the squadron, but only made the general laugh as he cut the transmission. War Wing came over the radio.

"What are your orders? Are we firing on the US planes or focusing on the battleships?"

"Focus on the battleships, but if those jets open fire, they’re fair game."

As the Soaring Wolves focused their attacks on the battleships, US jets closed in from behind and opened fire. War Wing gave the order to engage, and two of the Soaring Wolves broke off from the group to deal with the new threat. Amid the dogfight, two of the six US jets were shot down, although their pilots escaped. One of the jets managed to fire off two Sidewinder missiles. One missed, but the other hit War Wing’s armor and took out his thrusters. The call went out over the radio as he fell from the sky and plunged into the ocean.

"War Wing has been hit! He’s in the water!"

Arthur looked over at Bloodfang, but he was already in the air and heading out to sea. 

As Bloodfang approached the fight, he contacted the Soaring Wolves over the radio.

"Handle the battleships! I’ll deal with the Air Force."

Some of the Soaring Wolves looked back to see Lord Carrigan flying in at top speed. As he reached out his hands, he caught the US jets in a telekinetic field and dove into the ocean, dragging them down with him. The weight of War Wing’s armor was dragging him to the bottom, and with no thrusters, there was nothing he could do about it. Michael continued to plunge further into the ocean, dragging the jets with him. The pressure was beginning to crumple their hulls, so all the pilots ejected. Michael looked back momentarily to see the sudden thrust from the ejection, which was quickly halted by the resistance of the water. The pilots began to panic as they struggled to free themselves from the harnesses that attached them to their seats. With a twist of Michael’s wrist, all of the harnesses were released. Then he waved his hand and teleported them to the surface. He continued to swim down, trying to find War Wing.

Michael could feel the ocean’s pressure against his armor as it began to get crushed in spots, putting him in pain. His Bio-Regeneration quickly healed the damage, but it was becoming a seesaw battle between his power and nature’s fury. He wasn’t sure how long it would be before his environmental systems failed, so he put up a force field and continued. The only response he could get on the radio from War Wing was static, so he was sure his transmitter had been damaged in the blast. He knew War Wing was alive because he could sense him, so he just kept diving.

As Michael approached the bottom, he focused some energy into the palm of his hand, causing it to glow. It wasn’t enough to illuminate much, but he hoped that if War Wing was conscious, he would see it and be able to signal. Luckily, it worked; although War Wing could barely move, he managed to squeeze the trigger on his railgun. Michael saw the flash from the muzzle and moved toward him.

From the glow of the energy in the palm of his hand, Michael could see War Wing’s armor was badly damaged. The parts of the armor the missile didn’t destroy were now crushed around him, and he could see air bubbles coming from the neck piece, so he knew water was getting in. Michael extended the force field around War Wing as he picked him up and kept moving toward the surface.

As they approached the surface, they could see the twisted wreckage of two battleships passing by them as they sank into the ocean, followed by their crew who were desperately trying to escape their watery death. Sounds of cheering came over the radio, and the Soaring Wolves Sergeant said the third battleship was retreating. Michael answered.

"I’ve got War Wing, and he’s alive. We’re almost to the surface. There should be six US Air Force pilots floating around up there somewhere. Pick them up, and we’ll see you in the air."

Sounds of cheers, along with an energetic, “Yes, sir,” came back in response over the radio. As Michael and War Wing crested the water, they could see the last of the pilots being rescued. They didn’t seem too enthusiastic, but they couldn’t struggle against the Soaring Wolves' strength, so they held on, glaring at all of them while they awaited their sentence. Michael gave the signal, and they all made for the beach.

When they landed, the wolf priests were going around healing the US soldiers. They had been stripped of their weaponry to keep them from doing anything stupid once they were able. The Soaring Wolves set the pilots down next to the other military members as they loomed over them, almost daring them to make a move.

Michael disengaged his helmet as he walked through the groups of US soldiers being healed. He scanned their minds for the face of their remaining commanding officer. When he found him, he approached the sergeant and shook his head.

"Well, this turned out well for you. Should’ve taken the help when it was offered."

The sergeant started reciting his name, rank, and serial number. Michael laughed.

"You’re not a POW."

Michael looked around at the rest of the soldiers.

"Your men are healed; you’re free to go. Stay alert, though, because this is only going to get worse. I can guarantee the North Koreans will be sending more."

The sergeant looked confused.

"Why would you let us go when you know we have orders to shoot you on site?"

Michael looked at him and smiled.

"Because I know you’re just men doing a job for short-sighted politicians. Besides, the Shadow Wolves aren’t anti-US; we’re anti-evil. Think about the role you play in that fight. You’re not evil men and women, therefore you’re not our enemies."

While the sergeant thought about those words, Michael looked back at his Shadow Guard.

"Let the men stay here and guard the coast. I have a feeling we need to head back to the city."

Just as he gave voice to his feelings, North Korean jets flew overhead. Sky Wolf confirmed that their trajectory was taking them towards Portland and that the US Air Force was on an intercept course. Arthur looked over at Michael and shook his head.

"As usual, no need to speculate about your feelings. They always turn out to be on target."

Michael raised an eyebrow.

"You mean there was a time when you doubted me?"

Arthur nodded in amusement as he turned to address the Shadow Wolves. Michael turned back to the sergeant, who was looking toward the sky and seeming very anxious. He signaled to the wolves that were guarding the guns, letting them know to rejoin the ranks.

"Your weapons are yours to do with what you will. Hopefully, you make the right choice next time."

Before the sergeant could respond, Michael and his Shadow Guard were moving out. The rest of the Shadow Wolves took up concealed positions while they waited for orders or battle. Arthur had called for some SUVs from the closest coastal base to rendezvous with them for transport back to Portland. Though they could shadow teleport during the day, the way the sun cast the shadows made them less reliable for transport.
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​Urban Chaos

The highways were blocked with people panicking, looking for any way to escape the chaos in the cities. The SUVs took to the shoulders and sometimes had to ram through abandoned cars from people who decided to continue on foot. One group of Nazi militiamen decided they would try to take control of the chaos by forcefully directing the fleeing civilians to leave their belongings and vehicles, informing them that they were now the property of the NW Patriot Party. Anyone who refused was shot. Anyone of Asian descent was pulled out of their vehicles and detained as POWs, even though very few of them were Korean.

As Michael and his Shadow Guard approached, they all audibly groaned in annoyance. The Nazis, figuring they had hit pay dirt with the armored SUVs, quickly surrounded them and ordered everyone out of the vehicles. Arthur looked back at Michael with a smile that was begging to be allowed to play. Michael nodded.

"Well, I’d hate to disappoint them."

The doors to the SUVs opened, and the Nazis instantly opened fire when they saw the Shadow Wolf armor. All the bullets bounced off harmlessly as the Shadow Guard moved through their ranks without effort, using hand-to-hand weapons. There was no need to waste ammo on such a ridiculous group of amateurs. Michael didn’t even bother to step out; he just remained comfortably seated while he listened to reports over the radio and watched the local news on his visor. He only broke his concentration momentarily when he heard the sound of tank treads. They were a little more armored than he had anticipated.

Michael could see the tank barrel coming into view off to the left as the tank took up position on the shoulder. Soul Fang stood next to the SUV, looking at Michael, who was seemingly unimpressed. As the turret turned to aim, Michael held up his hand and created a force field inside the barrel, then another one around the tank to contain the blast. When the tank fired, the barrel blew up. He continued to hold up his hand and focused on all the remaining shells with his pyrokinesis. A few seconds later, the entire tank exploded inside a force bubble. Michael smiled in amusement while Soul Fang laughed, shaking his head.

The Shadow Guard finished their game of cat and mouse and then returned to the SUV to continue toward Portland. The rest of the trip was rather uneventful, other than the firefight going on overhead. The jets, however, were just a distraction. Seven commuter planes had been hijacked by the North Koreans, loaded with troops and supplies, then flown to the West Coast. Before the decision could be made to fire on the civilian planes, paratroopers and supplies were dropped over major cities all up and down the western US.

Michael and his Shadow Guard could see the paratroopers dropping from the sky even before Sky Wolf relayed the message from the US government feeds that were being monitored. Michael contacted all the Shadow Wolf bases through an open radio transmission that Sky Wolf set up.

"All Shadow Wolves: deploy and eliminate every North Korean military member in our territory."

Eyeball laughed.

"Wish we could be there to see this. It’d be fun to watch the little parasites run."

Michael nodded.

"Yeah, I kind of want to see it for myself. You guys sit tight."

Michael opened his door and climbed out on the roof of the SUV. The driver looked confused but didn’t dare question him. Michael lifted into the air and then grabbed both SUVs with his telekinesis. He pulled them up off the ground and flew at top speed towards the city. He called his Shadow Guard on the radio.

"Thank you for cruising Bloodfang Air, where we make Chevys fly. Please buckle up and enjoy the ride."

Michael could hear simultaneous laughter and howls coming back in response.

As they were flying towards the city, a North Korean jet came in for a closer look. The pilot realized the mistake as soon as Shade leaned out of one of the doors with a railgun and opened fire. The pilot did his best to dodge, but the railgun rounds ripped the plane apart. As the pilot ejected, Shade fired one last round and nailed him in the chest.

"Ooh, that had to hurt."

He laughed as he pulled the door closed and laid the gun across his chest. Shadow Blade looked at him and shook her head.

"Are you enjoying yourself?"

Shade laid his head back on the seat, closed his eyes, and smiled.

"I don’t know what you’re talking about."

As Shadow Blade laughed and grabbed his inner thigh, Michael stopped and began lowering them down over Overlook Park, just outside of downtown. From his vantage point, the city already looked like a war zone. There were buildings on fire and some crumbling from impact. He could hear the screams of people running from the fighting and the sound of gunfire ringing out all around.

Once the SUVs were on the ground, the Shadow Guard jumped out, and Arthur ordered the drivers to head for the nearest base and wait for further orders. Once they took off, Michael and the Shadow Guard began to teleport through the shadows to find a better vantage point. The rising billows of smoke created many more shadows for them to move through, so they spent the next few hours bouncing around town watching the Shadow Wolves in action.

It was a massacre; even the US troops stood in awe of the ferocity and sheer numbers of the Shadow Wolves. They quickly began to understand that this was no small terrorist cell—this was a military organization. The North Koreans stood no chance, and each group that tried to run was cut down. It was only hours before Portland and its suburbs were completely clear of any threat.

Once the fighting was done, everyone cheered until the ones commanding the US troops reminded them that the Shadow Wolves were still considered terrorists, and they had a duty to bring them down. Reluctantly, the US soldiers raised their weapons in the Shadow Wolves' direction as they ordered them to disarm and get on the ground. All the wolves broke into laughter. Some soldiers were disheartened, while others got angry. One sergeant was so bold as to fire off a few rounds over the Shadow Wolves' heads to stress the seriousness of their intent.

This only provoked the wolves as they raised their weapons, snarling and growling at the soldiers. Just as the US troops started to open fire, Michael teleported in between the two groups and erected a force field. His eyes were flaring with bright red energy as he glared at the US troops while all their rounds bounced off the force field. The gunfire slowly died down; some troops started to shake in fear, and some even pissed their pants. The embarrassment was not settling well with them, but the reaction to Michael’s energy was uncontrollable. It affected some more than others.

"ENOUGH! This entire country is at war right now, and you want to fight the only allies you have at the moment!?"

One of the US lieutenants spoke up.

"The Shadow Wolves are enemies of the state as well as terrorists, and we have orders to bring you in. Now we can do this the easy way or the hard way; the choice is yours."

Michael started laughing as he flexed his energy and sent out a telekinetic wave that shook the ground underneath them.

"You think your orders give you power? I have been charged with protecting this planet by the decree of the Gods! I have tried to be nice. I have even tried to fight alongside you out of some antiquated sense of patriotism, but no longer."

Michael turned to his Shadow Wolves.

"We’re done here. We’ve made our point. Head back to base and let the US deal with the rest of this on their own."

The Shadow Wolves all nodded and turned to leave the area with an affirmative, “For the wolf!” The lieutenant stepped forward and raised his sidearm in Michael’s direction.

"Maybe you didn’t hear me—you’re not going anywhere!"

Michael turned around and faced him.

"Here, let me make this easier for you."

He dropped the force field and stepped forward. The lieutenant stepped even closer and pointed the gun right at his head.

"Get on the ground!"

Michael wondered what was making this lieutenant so confident, so he landed in front of him and sniffed him. He laughed.

"Super soldier?"

Arthur shook his head.

"Not part of any program I’ve heard of. The super soldiers are part of their own unit; none of them hold ranking positions in any basic military branch. This one’s just a mutant."

Michael cocked his head to the side.

"Well, you must have had fun hiding yourself from Uncle Sam’s best and brightest. I bet they’d love to get you on a table and do all kinds of experiments on you."

Some of the lieutenant’s men started getting uneasy. "Sir, what’s he talking about?"

The lieutenant got face-to-face with Michael.

"I’ve survived three tours in the Middle East, been shot, blown up, and even had a building dropped on me. The Army just chalked it up to fool’s luck, but nothing can hurt me. So, give it your best shot."

Michael disengaged his helmet and smiled at the lieutenant, baring his fangs.

"That’s commendable, and it’s an honor to stand next to someone who’s served this country so admirably. Now’s not the time to be stupid and try to play hero, though."

The lieutenant couldn’t be reasoned with, however. He reared back and hit Michael in the jaw with a loud crack that made his head dance to the side. Michael looked at him and smiled as he spat out some blood. The Shadow Guard started to step forward, but Michael just held up his hand.

"Looks like someone needs a lesson in humility."

Michael punched the lieutenant in his chest, taking him up off his feet as he almost folded around his fist. He flew back into the ranks of his men and knocked a few of them over in the process. As he picked himself up, he coughed up some blood and looked a little worried. No one had ever made him bleed before, but he wasn’t about to look weak in front of his men.

He punched the ground and yelled in rage as he ran towards Michael, trying to tackle him. Michael easily sidestepped the attack and tripped him, which made the Shadow Wolves laugh. This only made the lieutenant angrier as he jumped back up and turned around to attack again. This time, however, he turned right into Michael’s attack as he grabbed the lieutenant by the throat, lifting him off the ground. Then he slammed him down so hard that the concrete cracked underneath the force, leaving the lieutenant in a small crater, unconscious.

Michael looked at the lieutenant for a second before glaring up at the soldiers, who were trying desperately not to meet his gaze. He pointed down.

"Clean up this mess; that is, unless anyone else has something to say."

No one responded. They just slowly walked over and surrounded the lieutenant, wondering what to do with him. One of them even checked to see if he was still breathing and looked shocked when he was. Michael shook his head and signaled the Shadow Wolves to move out.

The battle wasn’t faring so well further down in California or on the East Coast. The US was beginning to lose ground, and they feared what might happen if the fight went on much longer. The president warned Russia and North Korea’s leaders that if they didn’t stop the assault on the US, they would be forced to use their nuclear arsenal. Russia and North Korea threatened to retaliate, but no one would back down. When all options seemed exhausted, the president reluctantly gave the order to fire.

Once the US fired its arsenal, Russia and North Korea fired theirs. Other world leaders felt that the use of nuclear weaponry was an inexcusable act of war, and since the fallout from these countries would already reach them, they fired their arsenals as well. They laid the fate of the world in God’s hands and waited for the results.

People everywhere panicked, wondering who would survive the blast. Those who had them hid in basements and bomb shelters. All the others were either out looting or in their homes with their loved ones, praying to their gods to see them through. As the moment of impact approached, everyone sat in tear-filled anticipation, waiting for the inevitable; but when the time came, nothing happened.

World leaders and citizens alike looked at each other in confusion, unable to process exactly what happened. Most wondered if the bombs did go off and they were dead, trapped in some sort of purgatory or limbo. Michael sat looking at the television, seeming amused at all the confusion. Lisa was snuggled up close to him, looking at his expression with a smile and a bit of confusion of her own.

"What did you do?"

Michael smiled.

"I broke their toys, or I should say, the nanotechs broke their toys."

Lisa jumped into his lap and hugged him tightly, kissing him in excitement. Michael laughed and held her close as he continued to watch the news. He shook his head as he watched the reports. Every country that fired the nukes had another country to blame for the sabotage. There was no chance of anyone coming to an understanding.

For the first time since the attack on the U.S., Russia and North Korea officially declared war. Even though the nuclear warheads didn’t explode, the rest of the countries in the world were ready to fight as well. Africa, China, Japan, Iraq, Iran, and Afghanistan aligned with Russia and North Korea in the fight. South Korea joined them for survival. They also felt wronged by the U.S. firing at North Korea, because a nuclear explosion that close could have inevitably affected them as well.

The U.K., Canada, Germany, Turkey, Saudi Arabia, Israel, Mexico, and all of South America stood by the U.S. They all felt that the attack on U.S. soil by Russia and the North Koreans had forced their hand, even if the choice to use nuclear weaponry was seen as hasty and careless. Michael watched it all unfold over the following week through news reports and intelligence that Sky Wolf collected. The day he had hoped throughout his entire childhood would never come was quickly approaching. WWIII was here, and it was just the beginning.
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