
Prologue: The Flames of War 

~The monsters and Demons aren’t hiding in my closet or underneath my bed: I’d be fortunate if they 

were that far away: no, they are all running amuck inside my head, and they’re relentless! 

 

GThe guns roared, and the engines revved. BThe bullets fired from all directions, striking metallic debris 

of crashed helicopters in planes. BThe blood painted the desert sand of Nevada crimson like death, and 

limbs were sprawled over the sand mounds. Humvees were blown to pieces, and there were arms hanging 

outside, burning with flames as they consumed the corpse inside. 

Ghost ducked behind the bags of sand, his heart pounding so fast, not with just sheer adrenaline, but the 

vision he saw was so horrible, he knew he wouldn’t want to be alive to see this, again and again. And again! 

He covered his hand with his mouth as Slithers, Ticker, and Butcher crouched to the side, hiding behind the 

sandbags. The gunfire finally subsided. Slither’s mouth was covered in her own blood covered hand as she 

stifled a cry, knowing that even the slightest sound would give away their position from to the Americans. 

The Americans they swore to protect and fight for! Didn’t they? 

Ghost took measured breaths as he tried , trying to control himself. He knew his decisions weren’t as 

nearweren’t nearly as calculated as they were in the past, as this incident was beyond unprecedented. Today, 

now, these last two months led him to question, why? Why was this all happening? And then he remembered 

what General Snells said, right before he gave the order. Treason. The words echoed inside his mind like an 

empty chamber. It repeated itself inside his mind, again, and again, and again, so frequently that he forgot 

the temporary, and last mission he was sending them on. Area 51.  

“We need to go.” He said, his eyes scanned the horizon, while peering his head just above the sandbags. 

“Ghost,” Butcher’s face was grave, her hands trembling at her side. “Why did we do nothing? They are 

dead because we did nothing. What did you do?” She turned her head to him, her blood-stained hair 

swinging in the air as she snarled at him. 

“I did nothing. You did nothing. They did nothing.” He replied, knowing full well, and bearing the guilt 

of killing the four that were down there. That was his fault. He let them die! All of the blame was on his 

shoulders and he would not bear it if he could. But he had no choice. He never had a choice. “You and I both 

know, none of us were making it out a live tonight. These last few moments are going to be the most 

defining moment in our time. We were born to live and die in obscurity. But we need to go. We—we’ll see 

them again before the night is over; on the other side.” A tear escaped his eye and he choked on it, “But 

damn it all, we are blowing up Area 51, and taking every last one of those sons of bitches with us. That will 

be our legacy, and perhaps they’ll learn their lesson to not repeat this mistake ever again.” We were just 

unlucky. That’s all. We were just thirty-two men and women who got the unfortunate short stick.  

“Ghost! That is not enough. We need to do more than just—”  

Bang! 

Ghost saw a flash in the distance. He grimaced as the flashing bullet grazed his cheek from behind. His 

heart raced as the shot missed him, and his pupil watched the bullet in front of him, spinning as it soared 

through the air. He was dazed, not knowing how they knew they were here, watching. Or was hewere they 

watching all along? 

The bullet penetrated Butcher’s eye. Ghost’s brown eyes opened wide as he gasped. Blood sprayed all 

over the place as she was knocked down with the bullet shards entering out the back of her head. Fortunately 

for her, though blind in one eye now as she was, and in excruciating pain, all the shards miraculously missed 

the brain. Ghost blinked as the blood sprayed. 

She laughed. “Pain. It hurts. Ghost, it fucking hurts! Isn’t it great! I can feel pain.” Her tone became soft. 

“Did they—did they feel it too?” She sat up and ripped off a piece of her sleeve and wrapped it around her 

eye. “I bet I look fucking dashing.” 
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Ticker ducked down immediately, pulling out his barrett M82, relaxing his grip as he caught sight of the 

sniper. He immediately fired back, forcing the sneaky sniper out of his hiding place. The gunfire was so 

loud, that it nearly deafened Slither’s ears, who covered them with both of her hands, her face grimaced and 

tears streamed down her face. Her limbs trembled, and her eyes were gaped open. Her brown hair drippled 

blood on the ground from her sides. 

“Damn it all. We can’t sneak back there then.” Butcher struggled to get to her feet and drew her MK 16. 

“You said it. We are not getting out of this alive. Not one of us. I’ll buy you time. After tonight, we’re gonna 

make sure they know never to mess with Task Force 7 again! After all, there won’t be a Task Force 7.” 

She jumped behind the sandbags and started firing her rifle at the unsuspecting soldiers running at them 

from the basin. Many of her bullets impaled the vests of many soldiers. Many of whom immediately dove 

behind their vehicles. As she reloaded, she threw a flash bang to the other side of the cars, and dropped a 

smoke grenade at her feet, shrouding herself. “RUN DAMNIT!” 

“Move!” Ghost pointed his finger west, his gazed turned from where the sniper was, scanning any 

movement from them. He saw none, but there was no blood on the horizon. “Ticker, take point!” 

Ticker moved swiftly, aiming his MK 16 down with iron sights, as he sprinted over the scorching sand. 

Slithers was right behind him, and finally Ghost who was scanning the area around them, listening with 

those sensitive ears. He could hear the whirring helicopter sounds above as they passed over them to 

Butcher. Who was still alive, surprisingly as any normal soldier would have been easily overwhelmed in 

those conditions, but to those who knew, overwhelming even one from Task Force 7 was a feat worthy of 

the history books. 

 

They kept sprinting at their inhuman pace, sprinting through the sands,kicking up sand which shrouded 

behind them. Area 51 was not far from them, the base which kept so many people away successfully would 

be penetrated and devoured from within with the rage that filled what remained of Task Force 7. The sand 

got into their boots, heating their feet. 

Ghost knew now, with absolute certainty, Butcher was now dead. He could hear the whirring of the 

helicopters and could feel the rumble of the ground with tanks and armored vehicles with heavy machine 

guns mounted on them driving in this direction. They left with such haste they couldn’t hide their tracks. It’s 

okay. It’s okay. Nothing is going to change tonight. We are all going to die, and I have accepted it. Butcher, 

I’ll see you soon. He blinked his eyes and tears streamed down it, and his face cringed as he stifled another 

childish cry. 

“Ghost,” Ticker said from the front. “Do we have a plan, or am I just blowing a hole in the front?” 

“I don’t have time to come up with a long, convoluted way to get in. They are behind us, and by the time 

we would get there, we may have fifteen minutes tops to get in. Blow a hole through the main hull. They 

will create enough disarray to get us inside relatively safely.” 

“You seem oddly concerned about safety.” Slithers replied, never taking her eyes off the horizon in front 

of them. “Don’t hide it Ghost. Don’t give us hope where there is none. There never was. That promise was 

bullshit.” 

“We can’t blow it up if we’re dead, now can we.” Ghost answered sarcasticallyback. “Ticker, Slithers, 

switch. Ticker, while you’re running, I need you to prep that bomb. We won’t have time to do it when we 

get there.” 

Ticker let out a deep sigh as he shook his head, his brown hair dropping crusted blood from his blond 

hair, slowing down to let Slithers pass him. “If I screw up, we’re going to be dead before we started.” 

“You’re the best at it. I trust you.” Ghost frowned. “We’re dead anyway, what difference does it make.” 

Ticker sneered. “Those might be the last words you ever say.” 
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