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March 1973 
 

 
 
Sergeant Jacob Goldman, codenamed Blue Star, and Captain Marvin Johnson, 

codenamed Prometheus, were flying over the jungles that covered the border between 
Cambodia and South Vietnam. They were mutants blessed with the gift of flight, as well as 
other superpowers, and were members of Nova Corps, the US military’s mutant force. Jacob 
took in a deep breath and enjoyed the serenity of the moment. It was nighttime and below 
them the jungle canopy formed a dark sea. It was cool and peaceful. Jacob hoped that they’d 
be lucky and have a quiet patrol, but with Prometheus as his wing mate that wasn’t likely. They 
had flown six patrols together and on four of those patrols Prometheus had found the enemy, 
or people he claimed were the enemy. Wherever Prometheus went was a free strike zone, 
regardless of the reality of the situation.  

“Cue Viet Cong, boredom exit stage right,” said Prometheus who was a national hero 
stateside. He was a big time superhero based out of Los Angeles. He had supposedly cremated 
the mutant serial killer Morgue Man and defeated rampaging mutant sequoia trees that 
threated Sacramento.    

“What do you see?” asked Jacob who knew Prometheus could see differences in heat 
from miles away. He had more super powers than any other mutant Jacob had worked with and 
was truly first tier, but was also an arrogant son of a bitch. It didn’t help that he was a 
superhero volunteer to Nova Corps, which made him an officer and a part-time soldier. 
Prometheus just had to spend a few weeks a year in Vietnam to be regarded as a hero for his 
efforts. Jacob had been drafted. This was his third year in Vietnam and as a mutant draftee 
with useful superpowers he was rarely allowed away from the frontlines, let alone to go back to 
the States. In three years, he had only been back once for just a few weeks to see his wife 
Gwen and young daughter Jennifer.   

“About a score of Viet Cong fuckers marching like cattle at the base of that ridge,” said 
Prometheus who started checking his uniform and his hair. Jacob smirked. Every member of 
Nova Corps had their own routine, mutants were a superstitious lot, but Prometheus was also 
vain. Prometheus had his own personal fatigues, supposedly hand-tailored, which included 
elements from his gaudy superhero costume. Jacob was pretty much wearing the same field 
uniform as any other Army soldier toiling away in Vietnam. Prometheus also didn’t carry any 
weapons. Jacob had his M-16, .45 sidearm, a few grenades, a combat knife, and also brass 
knuckles, though actually made of silver and enchanted by one of the wizards of Nova Corps. 
The Viet Cong loved the supernatural.  

“The Colonel said we should call in any contacts tonight before engaging,” said Jacob 
who already knew that Prometheus would do nothing of the sort.  

“The Colonel is a pencil-pushing dumb ass,” said Prometheus as he dove for the jungle 
below.  Jacob could taste his stomach acid as he followed Prometheus, pushing his nerves and 
fears as far down as he could. In a flash, Prometheus had exploded the jungle below into 
flames. Jacob hated fire or, more accurately, hated the smell of burning flesh.  

“Everyone in Southeast Asia knows where we are now,” muttered Jacob as he watched 
Prometheus turn a swath of the jungle into a raging inferno. A few shots rang out from below 
but they were drowned out by the screams of people being burned alive.  



“Saves us the hassle of finding the bastards, if they come to us,” yelled back 
Prometheus who Jacob had forgotten had incredible hearing to match his vision. “I’m going 
down to make sure the job is done.” Prometheus flew into the roaring fire below to inflict who 
knows what torment on the enemy. The volunteer superheroes were usually pretty violent 
when they rotated into the field; Jacob’s two weeks with the vampire Count Courageous were 
something he would never forget, though he wished he could. Stateside, superheroes had to be 
restrained but here in Vietnam they could let loose. Not that it had helped win the war, which 
was pretty much over as the US was in the process of withdrawing. Jacob was pretty sure he 
was going to be the last one allowed to leave and responsible for turning out the lights.   

“I think about 18 or so,” said Prometheus flying back up. “All deep fried, but definitely 
Viet Cong.”  

“So about 90 we killed then,” said Jacob bitterly. It was pretty much standard policy that 
the efforts of Nova Corps were multiplied by five when reported to the press.  

“Not bad, huh, for a night’s work?” laughed Prometheus. He looked off west farther into 
Cambodia. “Shit, I wonder what that is?”  

“What?” asked Jacob who looked west but couldn’t see anything. His vision wasn’t 
super; in fact, he was a little near-sighted.  

“I’m not sure, but it looks like three burning objects about the size of helicopters moving 
in our direction pretty damn quick,” said Prometheus with a touch of concern in his voice.  

“I should be able to see flaming helicopters,” said Jacob.  
“Yeah, so hot but not burning...magic probably,” said Prometheus, beginning to gain 

altitude.  
“Shouldn’t we stay near the jungle?” Jacob hated flying too high. Deep down inside, he 

always feared at some point his mutant powers would just disappear.  
“Altitude gives us room to maneuver,” said Prometheus. “You know, Jake, for someone 

with three years in Nam you’re one prissy mutant.”  
“Well, I’m still alive,” said Jacob.  
“Surviving is the coward’s strategy; I’m about winning.” Prometheus focused his eyes on 

the west. “Shit, they’re dragons! We have fucking Viet Cong dragons!”  
“Hell Wyrms… Prometheus, these are dangerous; we should fall back.” Jacob had yet to 

face Hell Wyrms, demon lords bound in service to North Vietnam, but he had seen what they 
could do. He remembered all too well reaching what was left of an entire marine company that 
had been burned and gutted by a single Hell Wyrm.  

“Please, who am I?” said Prometheus with a flourish.  
“Captain Marvin Johnson, soon to be KIA by Hell Wyrms.”  
“No, dumb ass, I’m the King of Fire,” said Prometheus who summoned burning flames 

to his hands. “You fight fire with fire, and I am Fire. Why don’t you find some tree to hide 
behind, I don’t want to have to carry your charred ass back to base. ” 

“Yes, sir,” said Jacob who surprised Prometheus by beating a hasty retreat towards the 
jungle as the three Hell Wyrms closed in on their location. They were horrific creatures with a 
burnt red and black coloration, massive wings, a long serpent-like tail, and four arms that 
ended in clawed hands. The head was the worst. There were no eyes or features besides a 
gaping maw of teeth. From out of the maw plumed smoke and their whole body radiated waves 
of heat. They were one of the most potent weapons of the Viet Cong, supposedly given to 
North Vietnam by China.  

Prometheus, to his credit, didn’t flinch. He hurled a column of fire at the lead Hell Wyrm. 
It exploded around the creature but didn’t slow it down much. The demon charged straight for 
Prometheus, breathing a brilliant blue flame that Prometheus mentally deflected away from his 



body. Then Prometheus rocketed forward and slammed into the chest of the Hell Wyrm, using 
his incredible strength to knock the demon back, but it was clear the attack was less effective 
than Prometheus had hoped. The situation only got more alarming as the two other Hell Wyrms 
arrived to join the fight.  

Jacob fled to the nearest non-burning part of the jungle canopy and landed. Once he 
felt he was secure, he pulled out his radio and called back to base. He looked up to see 
Prometheus sparring with all three Hell Wyrms through a massive cloud of smoke and fire. 
Explosions and rays of fires kept erupting from the battle zone and it looked like some twisted 
version of the 4th of July.  

“This is Blue Star. We’re under attack by three Hell Wyrms. We need reinforcements and 
I need to talk to a wizard,” snapped Blue Star as he pulled out his map to provide their 
coordinates. He wasn’t exactly sure where they were as Prometheus liked to improvise their 
flight path.  He made his best guess and waited for a wizard to pick up. Back up above, 
Prometheus was giving the fight his all, but it was clear he wasn’t gaining much ground and 
probably losing it. Jacob had to admit that Prometheus was an incredibly powerful mutant, 
unquestionably stupid, but pretty damn impressive in a fight.  

“Evening, Captain Dan Lehman,” yawned someone.    
“Captain, this is Sergeant Goldman with Prometheus. We have encountered three Hell 

Wyrms. I need to know how to kill them.”  
“Hell Wyrm? That’s not very helpful, that would be like me telling you I have a rifle 

thingy and want to know how to load it! Could you describe it?”  
“Yes, big wings, mostly black, four arms, snake-like body, giant mouth for head, and it 

breathes fire,” said Jacob, who saw Prometheus crash into one of the Hell Wyrms and send it 
flying into the jungle. It just as quickly shot back out.  

“Hmm, well, a cold iron spear through its heart usually works, but I bet you don’t have 
one of those, do you?”  

“No, not quite standard issue,” said Jacob who wondered why it wasn’t. Half the time he 
talked to wizards about some demonic creature, they mentioned cold iron spears. Though he 
suspected he would be crucified by the rest of Nova Corps if he started carrying one around. He 
was already mocked enough for all the conventional weapons he carried.  

“Then your best bet is water,” said Captain Lehman. “Extinguish the flame created by 
blood and anger that is their heart and you will banish them from this world.”   

“That might be doable.” Jacob started looking over the map, wishing he knew exactly 
where they were.  

“You can also break their connection to this world by damaging their vessel sufficiently; 
gunships can bring one down, well, sometimes,” offered Captain Lehman. “Since they’re flying, 
artillery is probably out.”  

“I’m leaving this line open, stay there in case I need you,” said Jacob who quickly put all 
his gear back into place and made sure everything was properly secured. As a flier, he had 
learned the hard way of the necessity of securing gear. He flew towards Prometheus who was 
actually falling back from the Hell Wyrms with his uniform clawed and burned. He was showing 
some wounds but they were healing right before Jacob’s eyes.  

“Blue Star, where the hell have you been? I could have used some backup!” yelled 
Prometheus as he led the two of them flying away from the Hell Wyrms that were surprisingly 
quick and keeping up.  

“We need to extinguish their hearts of fire,” said Jacob, ignoring Prometheus’ 
complaints. “I’ll lead the way to a river I think is nearby.” 

“Jake, your ice powers might be able to extinguish the fire.”  



“Or get me eaten,” said Jacob. “So let’s make that Plan B.”  
“Your fear is what holds you back,” said Prometheus sagely. “Most Jewish mutants are 

skittish; I get that, survivor’s guilt with the Holocaust and all that, but supposedly Jewish 
mutants in Israel are pretty bad ass. You need to be less New York and more Israeli.”  

“Thanks for the insight, I’m sure it’ll change my life,” muttered Jacob. His father had 
been at Normandy, not a concentration camp. Jacob knew his skittishness was simply because 
he didn’t want to die in Southeast Asia tilting at windmills for a war that was already lost. He 
smiled when he saw a small river come into view below. “There’s the river. Can you drown one 
of them in it?”  

“Who am I?” asked Prometheus with a smile.  
“Dragon shit in training.” Jacob nervously looked back at the closing Hell Wyrms.  
“Funny guy,” said Prometheus testily as he turned and raced toward one of the Hell 

Wyrms, flew around its gaping maw and flashing claws, and smashed into its back, grabbing 
one of the wings and guiding it crashing down towards the river below. Jacob had to admit that 
as much of an arrogant blowhard Prometheus was, he was also singularly incredible. 
Supposedly, only Ms. Omega and Paragon were his match in terms of power and both of them 
were anti-war so neither had come to help kill Viet Cong.  

Prometheus managed to push the Hell Wyrm into the river, which flowed into its gaping 
maw. Then the whole thing turned into smoke and disappeared, dropping Prometheus into the 
water. The other two Hell Wyrms began breathing fire onto Prometheus, which didn’t bother 
him in the least, but they were evaporating the river. Jacob noticed that Prometheus was 
struggling in the boiling river and hadn’t taken to flight yet. He was in trouble.  

“Fine,” muttered Jacob as he pointed himself like a torpedo and started flying towards 
one of the Hell Wyrms. As he flew, he plummeted the temperature around him and started 
manipulating the freezing water vapor. He covered his body in ice, trailing ice and sleet behind 
him. He couldn’t move when encased in ice but could still fly and use his powers, though with 
his face covered he couldn’t breathe, so he had to act fast. The Hell Wyrm he closed on opened 
its maw and he flew straight down the gullet. He found the burning orb that was its heart and 
crashed into it. His ice armor melted and he felt the fire burning through his uniform and skin 
as the ice and sleet he trailed crashed in and extinguished the burning orb. There was smoke 
everywhere and then he was dropping until he remembered he could fly, but by then he’d hit 
the churning river. He flailed about until he broke the surface and attempted to survey the 
scene.  

“Not bad,” said Prometheus who was standing in the river not far away. “You’re not a 
complete lost cause, Jake. The third one took off after you took out his brother.”  

“We should get reinforcements and hunt it down,” said Jacob. He didn’t like the idea but 
felt he had to say it.  

“Are you shitting me? I’m beat, let someone else hunt dragons tonight,” said 
Prometheus irritably as he walked for shore. “Let’s go back to base and call it a night.” 

“Sounds good to me.” Jacob followed Prometheus out of the river and began pulling out 
his radio to inform Captain Lehman of the situation. “We’ll still be the ones they send after it, 
but I’d rather have a good night’s sleep first.”  

“I’m done with dragons; we’re going to Saigon for R&R tomorrow,” said Prometheus.  
“If only,” smirked Jacob. He hadn’t been off duty for over five months as he was ‘too 

valuable’ for operations. The few flying mutants in the Nova Corps were considered strategic 
assets and there was no way they would let both him and Prometheus go to Saigon for R&R. 
Volunteer superheroes didn’t really grasp the realities of war or military service.  

“Seriously, I’ll tell the Colonel we need to go to Saigon for a mission.”  



“He won’t buy that and it’ll come around and bite you down the road.”  
“Jake, who am I?”  
“Someone who isn’t going to Saigon; you know there is a war going on.”  
“This isn’t a war, it’s a political statement,” said Prometheus with a laugh as he took to 

flight and headed back towards base. Jacob returned his attention to the radio. He would love 
to go to Saigon and get away from the war even for just a few days, but it wasn’t happening. 
Prometheus might be a celebrity back home but here he was just another mutant soldier.  

 
 
 
Jacob woke with a massive headache. He slowly got up and looked around what was a 

rather elegant room. He remembered that Prometheus had gotten them to Saigon and put 
them up in the nicest hotel in the city. Jacob couldn’t remember the name; it was French he 
thought. Prometheus was an arrogant ass but he was a generous arrogant ass.  

“Damn,” muttered Jacob as he got out of bed and his head continued to pound. He was 
naked, which was odd as he preferred to have something on when he slept, then again he 
usually didn’t have a room to himself. He nearly fell as he stepped on a beer bottle. The room 
was trashed and he could smell cigarette smoke. He remembered that his room had become 
party central last night. Prometheus was smart; trash Jacob’s room so his room stayed clean. 
Jacob walked over to the windows and opened them to let the daylight pour into the room. 
They were up a few stories and he could see the harbor. It was a pretty sight.  

“Close the window and come back to bed,” whispered a female voice.  
“What the fuck?” said Jacob as he looked back at the bed and saw a young Asian female 

looking up at him. She was also naked.  
“Not now, maybe later, I need more sleep,” said the girl yawning. 
“Oh shit,” muttered Jacob as he remembered more of the evening. He couldn’t 

remember her name; it was an American name, something with an S, like Sarah, Susan, 
Something.  

“Come back to bed, it’s too early,” she said as she pulled the sheets over her head. 
Jacob checked his watch and realized it was nearly 10:30 in the morning.  

“I’m hungry; I’m going to get something to eat.” Jacob started scrambling around for his 
clothes.  

“Just order room service,” she protested from beneath the sheets.  
“Ah, you can do that, I’m going downstairs, I’ll see you later.” Jacob knew he had to get 

out of the room and quick, but first he checked his wallet. He’d heard plenty of stories of people 
being cleaned out in situations like this, but all his money was still there. Prometheus had been 
the one paying for everything last night.  

“Come back soon,” muttered the girl as she rolled over.  
Jacob found Prometheus downstairs at a table in the hotel’s restaurant flanked by two 

more local girls with a feast in front of them. Prometheus had an incredible appetite for both 
food and women it appeared. “Prometheus, we need to talk,” said Jacob angrily. He had told 
Prometheus he was married and had a daughter back home, but Prometheus had pretty much 
tossed the girl at him.  

“Relax, Jake, have a seat, get some food,” said Prometheus amiably. The two girls 
smiled at Jacob and that just made him angrier.  

“Prometheus, I’m married,” said Jacob who decided to remain standing.  



“Yeah, I know, so am I, or so I was, it happens to the best of us.” Prometheus grabbed 
the girls by their hands. “Girls, I need fifteen minutes with my buddy here. Is that okay?” The 
girls smiled, got up, and walked towards the bar.  

Jacob was still standing. The more he thought about it, this was all Prometheus’ fault. 
“Prometheus, you got me drunk and threw that girl at me!” 

“You weren’t that drunk,” laughed Prometheus. “Come on - sit down, get something to 
eat, you have to be hungry; I suspect you worked up an appetite last night.”  

Jacob glared at Prometheus and he felt the temperature in the room drop and the 
glasses on the table began to frost as his anger increased. “I have a wife and daughter, I love 
my family, and you shouldn’t be manipulating me to break their trust.” It was all very clear that 
Prometheus was jerking him around like a plaything.  

“You almost have a backbone when you’re angry, Jake, but you weren’t using your 
backbone last night, were you?” said Prometheus smugly. “I was worried. But I’m glad you 
know what happens when a women spreads her legs, I had my doubts -” Jacob didn’t let him 
finish. He flipped the table to the side and then hit Prometheus across the jaw, knocking him 
from his chair. As soon as Prometheus hit the ground, he was back up. He hit Jacob with the 
flat of his hand and hurled him across the restaurant into a table where a group of Americans 
had been sitting and likely watching the dramatics.  

“Fuck,” muttered Jacob as he got up from the wreckage of the table. His hand was 
bleeding as he pulled it painfully from the shattered shards of a glass. Everyone in the room 
was watching him as he struggled to stand. He suddenly realized that he’d just decked an 
officer. Sure Prometheus was an ass, but he was an officer who was an ass. Jacob’s anger 
faded and panic took its place. Mutant draftees who went rogue weren’t court-martialed; they 
just disappeared, never to be seen again. 

“Come on, Jake, let’s rumble,” said Prometheus who was bouncing around on his feet 
ready for action.  

“I’m sorry, sir,” said Jacob standing up and saluting as blood ran down his arm. “I 
hereby submit for any disciplinary action warranted by my misconduct.”  

“Jesus Christ, you are fucked up, Jake, totally fucked up!” said Prometheus laughing. He 
turned and looked at the terrified wait staff hunkered near the entrance to the kitchen. “I need 
a new table for me and my buddy here.” He walked over to the bar and talked to the girls who 
unhappily left. Jacob took the opportunity to grab a napkin off the floor to wrap around his 
bleeding hand. He healed quicker than many but he wasn’t like Prometheus; bruises and cuts 
hurt and lasted. Two waiters quickly set up a new table while a team from the kitchen moved in 
to sweep up the broken glass and plates from the two demolished tables.   

“Sergeant Goldman, get your ass over here,” said Prometheus. Jacob frowned but 
walked over and sat at the table. He looked back and saw the three Americans whose meal he 
destroyed glaring at him angrily.  

“I’m sorry, sir, my conduct was inappropriate.” Jacob realized Prometheus had all the 
cards. He was an officer. He was rich. He was also a far more powerful mutant.  

“Drop the shit, Jake.” Prometheus called over a waiter and ordered a new feast for the 
two of them. Everyone in the room was watching but Prometheus paid them no heed. “We 
partied last night and after a few beers, you’re almost a real person. I don’t get it; you had 
some fun with a pretty girl, what’s the harm in that?”  

“I’m married,” said Jacob.  
“I see, so you’re planning on leaving your wife and marrying what’s her name?”  
“No, are you insane? I don’t even remember her name.”  



“Then what’s the big deal? Your wife is safe in America while you’re off at war dealing 
with life and death shit. Sometimes you need to blow off steam; you’re a guy, it’s what we do.” 

“Marriage means something, at least to me,” said Jacob crossly.  
“You are wound too tight, Jake, way too tight. You need to loosen up.” Some of the 

food arrived and Prometheus started filling up his plate. “Now let me explain marriage to you. 
For a guy, marriage means guilt-free sex – when you can get it. For a girl, marriage means 
security. Women are screwed in our society. They need a man to do just about anything. So 
when it comes to marriage, they try to look for a guy who isn’t a complete loss, can provide for 
them, and ideally doesn’t beat the shit out of them.”  

“They also want a man who doesn’t cheat,” said Jacob.  
“Really? I don’t think so,” said Prometheus. “Wives are always checking up on their 

husbands and watching them like hawks for any signs that some other younger, prettier woman 
is moving in on their territory. The reason for this is that they know guys like to fuck and aren’t 
particularly choosy.”  

“You’re the one who’s fucked up,” said Jacob. “You might be describing your wife but 
my Gwen is nothing like that.”   

“You’d be surprised, I bet your wife is bonking the postman while you’re off at war,” 
laughed Prometheus.  

“No, she’s not,” said Jacob icily.  
“Hey, I’m a feminist,” said Prometheus. “If I cheat, then it’s okay if my wife cheats.” 
“Does your wife cheat?”  
“How should I know?” asked Prometheus. “We’re separated and she’s filing for divorce.”  
“Because you cheated on her,” said Jacob smugly.  
“She may claim that, but it really comes down to the fact that she can get as much 

financial security by divorcing me as staying married. I respect that, though, between you and 
me, it would have been a lot cheaper for me to just put a hooker on retainer.”  

“You don’t know shit,” said Jacob.  
“Jake, no one knows shit, but if you can talk shit, then people might think you do,” said 

Prometheus. “Buddy, I’m sorry I hooked you up last night. Though in my defense, she was the 
prettiest girl in the batch and I think I should get some points for letting you have her.”  

Jacob just stared at Prometheus. “You’re insane.”  
“Perhaps, but America loves me,” said Prometheus. “When you join the Prometheans, 

you’ll be a celebrity too and the girls will be crawling all over you. Everyone wants a little of that 
mutant magic nowadays.”  

“Prometheus, I don’t want to become a superhero; it’s stupid. Mutants who want to 
make a difference should be soldiers or cops, not freaks in costumes.” Jacob remembered that 
Prometheus spent most of last night yammering away about his idea for a superhero team to 
operate in California, which had no major superhero team. For some reason, he wanted Jacob 
on his team.  

“People need their heroes, Jake, and I’ll admit the costumes are fucking stupid, but you 
have to give the people what they want.” 

“I can’t join your team, anyway, I’m a mutant draftee,” said Jacob.  
“Who am I?” asked Prometheus with a flourish. “That’s easy to deal with. I can 

guarantee serious cash too; your wife and little girl can live like royalty. You can have as many 
girls as you want on the side, your family spoiled senseless, and occasionally you’ll even get to 
make a difference. I don’t understand why you ‘re hesitating!”  

“I have my doubts.” Jacob wondered if all that was worth it if he had to deal with 
Prometheus on a daily basis.  



“Superheroes can’t afford doubts; they’re far too expensive,” said Prometheus. “If you 
agree, I can get you on a plane back home to your family in a few weeks; honorable discharge 
and everything.”  

“Bullshit.”  
“Jake, I’ve been on the Tonight Show, I’ve been to the White House, and millions adore 

me, so when I say I can get you home in a few weeks, I can get you home in a few weeks.”  
“Fine, I’ll join your team if you can get me home in a month.”  
“Deal,” said Prometheus. “Just don’t get yourself killed before I get it all sorted out or 

the deal’s off.”  
“That’s usually the case when people die,” Jacob retorted.  
“Not always, Jake, not always,” said Prometheus with the smug look that Jacob was 

truly beginning to hate.  
 
 
 
Jacob switched his bag to his left shoulder as he walked towards the Boeing 747 that 

would take him and most of the remaining Nova Corps to Hawaii and then the States. Tan Son 
Nhut Air Base was always busy, but today it was approaching the absurd. It seemed like every 
plane from Australia to Japan was here. Prometheus had known that the US was fully pulling 
out of Vietnam so he hadn’t needed to do anything special to get Jacob heading home three 
weeks after they made their deal. The honorable discharge still wasn’t arranged and there 
seemed to be some snags, but Prometheus was pretty confident it would all work out once they 
were in the States and thus far he had been right about everything else.  

Jacob hated airplanes. Unlike most people, he wasn’t afraid of crashing since he could 
actually fly, but he hated having to be flown. It was a necessity though; while he could fly at a 
good speed for several hours, there was no way he could reach Hawaii, let alone California.  

“Blue Star, right?” asked a skinny man carrying two duffel bags that looked like they 
were about to flatten him. He was wearing a garish Hawaiian shirt with shorts. There was 
something familiar about him but Jacob was sure he didn’t know him.  

“Yes, I’m Blue Star, let me help you there,” said Jacob taking one of the man’s bags and 
swinging it over his right shoulder.  

“Thanks, I’m Captain Lehman, you can call me Dan, we’ve talked a few times over the 
radio.” The man extended his hand for Blue Star to shake. “I’m an occult specialist.”  

“Right, good to put the face with the voice,” said Jacob uncomfortably. Wizards were an 
odd lot and he tried to avoid them as much as possible. Talking to one over the radio was one 
thing, chatting in person completely different.  

“Three Hell Wyrms, that’s quite impressive, wish I could have seen you all in action,” 
said Dan.  

Jacob smirked. “I think you might find things a lot more terrifying and a lot less 
interesting out in the field.”  

“Oh, I’ve been out in the field,” said Dan defensively.  
“Good, how many Hell Wyrms have you brought down?” Jacob realized he shouldn’t be 

razzing a captain but wizards were treated like royalty, yet, as far as he could tell, they hadn’t 
done anything to help win the war other than give advice over radios.  

“None thus far, but I’ve dealt with my fair share of lesser demons and undead,” said 
Dan. “There was another war within this war which was just as intense as the one with guns 
and bombs.”  



“Good, you stick to your war and I’ll stick to mine,” said Jacob as they reached the ramp 
up to the plane. He handed Dan’s bag back to him and then headed into the plane. He had 
heard the stories of what occult specialists did and, if even half the stories were true, he didn’t 
want to have anything to do with them. Dan seemed nice enough but so did everyone in a 
country where kids and girls could be enemy agents and combatants.  

There were a surprising number of people on the plane. Nova Corps crossed branches 
so there were mutants from all the services here. A good number were from the mutants and 
freaks division, which was the derogatory term used for those mutants who didn’t look human. 
Jacob had been born lucky; he had super powers but looked normal, which made life easier for 
him. He knew he shouldn’t be, but he couldn’t help feeling uncomfortable around obvious 
mutants.  

All of the people he recognized on the plane were either with the Army or Marines. He 
didn’t know any of the Air Force or Navy mutants. The Air Force was the only branch that took 
female mutants and there were four of them sitting together at the front of the passenger 
compartment. One of them had skin that was entirely black and blue; she looked as if she was 
completely covered in nasty bruises. Another had grey wings that moved and twitched behind 
her. The other two women looked normal but he knew they were probably anything but. Still it 
was interesting to see female mutants; they were a rarity in Nova Corps.  

“Blue, take a seat,” said Grey Wolf. He was a draftee and a sergeant like Jacob. He was 
also a werewolf and the two of them had been on a number of missions together in the Iron 
Triangle the last few years. He was only a couple of years older than Jacob though his hair was 
grey and he always looked tired, but he was about as reliable as they came.  

“Thanks,” said Jacob stowing his bag and dropping down next to Grey Wolf.  
“We’re finally heading home,” offered Grey Wolf noncommittally. Jacob knew that Grey 

Wolf had gone local. He had married a Vietnamese girl and settled down.  
“Your wife coming as well?” Jacob couldn’t remember the girl’s name.  
“They’re flying her back next month,” said Grey Wolf uncomfortably. “I should’ve forced 

the issue and had her and my son come with us.”  
“They’ll be fine,” said Jacob who hadn’t known about the son. He wondered what he 

would have done if he had to leave Gwen and Jennifer behind in Vietnam. He doubted they 
could ‘force’ the issue. He and Grey Wolf were military mutants and that meant they did what 
they were told.   

“I don’t know. I talked to Jim, one of the clairvoyants; he says we’re being pulled back 
because of some pending catastrophe.” 

“Clairvoyants are full of shit, the war’s been over for months; it’s just that we’re finally 
closing the book on it.” Jacob had noticed that the exit of Nova Corps and other military units 
from Vietnam felt rushed, almost a little panicked. He suspected they were just pulling out 
quickly before North Vietnam went all out in invading South Vietnam, but, despite what he’d 
just said, clairvoyants and their prophecies bothered him.   

“Yeah, about time, isn’t it?” asked Grey Wolf with a tired smile.  
Before Jacob could answer, Prometheus entered the plane. “Everyone can now relax, 

Prometheus is here.” There were some groans but also a few cheers from a couple of the male 
mutants on the plane.  

“I would have relaxed more if you’d missed the plane,” said one of the women. She 
looked pretty normal with her brown hair and blue eyes and was a major in the Air Force. She 
was somewhat familiar, probably another superhero.  

“Skyfire!” chortled Prometheus. “You look better in a uniform than in a costume if you 
don’t mind me saying so.” Jacob knew Skyfire was a member of the Infinity Team based out of 



Chicago and was a national hero like Prometheus. He thought she was shorter and a little 
plainer than she looked in magazines.  

“You look like crap no matter what you’re wearing,” retorted Skyfire. Jacob couldn’t help 
laughing at that as did much of the rest of Nova Corps. Prometheus irritably took a seat, 
ignoring the laughter, though he did give Jacob an annoyed look.   

Grey Wolf had ignored the entire exchange and was now looking back at the open hatch 
with an air of desperation. “I shouldn’t be leaving.”  

“It’ll be alright,” said Jacob. “Plus if you don’t return to the States, you’ll get in trouble 
and that could make it harder for your wife and kid to come over.” 

“I guess,” said Grey Wolf reluctantly. Jacob didn’t know what else to say so he just 
pulled out the magazines he had bought for the flight. It was going to be a long trip to Hawaii 
and then to Los Angeles. Gwen had moved to California last year to be closer to him, not that 
California was really any closer than New York in the grand scheme of things. She would be 
waiting for him at the airport with Jennifer. He was excited to see them but also nervous, 
actually, he was scared about coming home. He wasn’t sure why but the feeling was definitely 
there.  

 
 
“Blue, wake up,” said Grey Wolf as he nudged Jacob who had fallen asleep a few hours 

into the flight.  
“We’ve reached Hawaii?” Jacob looked around and tried to shake off his sleepiness. It 

was nighttime and it seemed half the passengers were asleep but the other half were waking 
up.  

“Not yet but something’s happened,” said Grey Wolf sitting up and alert.  
“What?” asked Jacob as he stretched.  
“I don’t know but one of the cockpit crew came back to get Skyfire and Prometheus 

about thirty minutes ago and they haven’t returned.”  
“Probably just radio messages with their schedules for parades and stuff when they get 

back to the States.”  
“Maybe, but Jim over there is acting weird.” Grey Wolf pointed at a thin man in a suit 

who was pacing back and forth in the aisle.  
“He’s a clairvoyant, right?” Jacob was starting to feel tense. Something was wrong, 

something was very wrong.  
“Yeah,” said Grey Wolf grimly.  
“Hey, Captain,” said Jacob to Captain Dan Lehman who was sitting across the aisle and 

was also awake. “What’s going on?”  
“Hell if I know,” said Dan worriedly as he watched Jim pacing the aisle. “I might as well 

find out though, I guess.” With that, Dan stood up and headed towards Jim. Grey Wolf gestured 
for Jacob to follow and soon they were behind Dan as he approached Jim who was unsteadily 
pacing back and forth in the aisle.  

“Jim, how’s it going?” asked Dan in a casual tone.  
“The church atop the rock burns and all roads lead to ruin,” said Jim distractedly. There 

was a look of confusion and madness about him.  
“Clairvoyants,” muttered Jacob contemptuously. They often spoke in riddles and 

sounded more like fortune cookies or gypsy palm readers than anything that might be of use to 
the military.  



“Quiet,” snapped Dan who all of sudden looked rather serious and intent, though the 
Hawaiian shirt was undermining the effect. “Jim, what’s happened? You need to be more 
specific – has something bad happened?”  

Jim turned and stared at Dan and for a moment clarity swept across his face. “Dan, 
Rome is gone. The invasion’s begun.” Then his clarity was gone, replaced by the wild look of a 
madman who continued his pacing and muttering nonsensically. He looked at Jacob and his 
eyes went wide. “Two go and one comes back, cold, so very cold.”  

“Who’s invading us, Jim?” Dan grabbed Jim by the shoulders and tried to stare into his 
eyes. Jacob realized that Dan was probably using magic, but it wasn’t having any effect as Jim 
simply became more and more distant and distracted. His mumblings were incoherent. Jacob 
noticed that a lot of their fellow Nova Corps passengers were staring intently at them standing 
in the middle of the aisle.  

“Dan, what’s going on?” asked an obvious mutant whose skin looked like melted candle 
wax. He was a marine but Jacob didn’t know him. A lot of expectant faces looked at Dan, which 
clearly made him self-conscious.  

“Ah, well, Jim says Rome is gone and that an invasion has begun,” said Dan awkwardly. 
This launched a chorus of questions and whispering that silenced almost immediately as 
Prometheus returned from the cockpit.  

“Ladies and gentlemen, if I could have your attention,” boomed Prometheus. “Come on, 
let’s make sure everyone is awake so I don’t have to repeat myself.” People moved to nudge 
those who were still asleep or maybe pretending to sleep. Jacob could tell Prometheus was 
worried but also excited, not a good excited, but the psycho way he got before he moved in to 
slaughter someone.  

“Good, alright,” began Prometheus when he was confident everyone was awake and 
looking at him. “Here’s the situation. A fleet of alien spaceships has arrived in orbit and are 
demanding the Earth’s immediate surrender.”  

“Dinky dau,” shouted someone. 
“I wish,” said Prometheus. “Nope, we have some aliens who call themselves the Vanghel 

and say that they’re here to conquer Earth. Though they’re broadcasting their message in 
French so I wouldn’t worry too much about them.” 

“Jim said Rome is gone,” said Dan.  
“Well, yes, there’s that,” Prometheus admitted awkwardly. “It appears the Vanghel, in 

an attempt to convince us to surrender, sort of destroyed Rome.”  
“How?” asked Grey Wolf.  
“Don’t know, probably nukes or something like that I imagine, the city is pretty much 

gone,” said Prometheus with a shrug.  
“Is the Pope dead?” asked a voice.  
“Probably, and millions of others as well,” said Prometheus.  
“How the hell do we fight that?” asked Jacob testily. They had to surrender. If these 

aliens could just destroy cities from orbit, there was no way to stop them. He thought of Gwen 
and Jennifer in Los Angeles, his parents in New York - they could all be dead instantly if the 
United States didn’t surrender. 

“Honestly, I don’t know but we sure as hell aren’t surrendering the United States of 
America to some goons with ray guns,” said Prometheus proudly. He didn’t get much of a 
response from the rest of the people on the plane. “We’re going to regroup in Hawaii and then 
respond to whatever these Vanghel do next. Nova Corps will be at the front of the action so 
everyone will need their warrior spirit.”  

“Death by fire,” said Jim staring oddly at Prometheus.  



“That’s me, death by fire,” said Prometheus smugly. “Why don’t you take a seat there, 
my friend?” Jim nodded and sat down mumbling to himself.  

“We should sit down too,” said Dan. Grey Wolf and Jacob followed him back to their 
seats.  

“So is Jim always like that?” asked Jacob quietly.   
“No, usually he’s a pretty normal guy,” said Grey Wolf. “He told me that when his gift 

kicks in, it’s what he calls temporal epilepsy. His mind is picking up things from the future and it 
can overwhelm him.”  

“Sounds like gibberish to me,” said Jacob.  
“It is,” said Dan from across the aisle. “It’s like a song on the radio you’re trying to make 

out but the signal is really weak and garbled. That’s what it’s like to Jim, and what we hear is 
him trying to hum the song for the rest of us to guess what it is.”  

“Seems worthless,” said Jacob.  
“He knew Rome was destroyed,” said Grey Wolf.  
“Yeah, he beat Prometheus telling us by a few seconds but did it with a lot more 

drama,” scoffed Jacob.  
“Jim’s a good clairvoyant; you should heed what he said,” advised Dan. “It’s gibberish 

now but it might make more sense in a few hours or days when you get closer to whatever he 
foresaw about you.”  

“About me?” Jacob knew what Dan was talking about but didn’t want to admit it.  
“Two go and one comes back, cold, so very cold,” said Dan. “Don’t try to figure it out 

but remember it and your mind might well connect the dots down the road.” 
“Dan, can you see the future with magic?” asked Grey Wolf.  
“Not quite,” said Dan vaguely.  
“We need to worry more about the present and less about the future,” said Jacob.  
“I shouldn’t have left,” said Grey Wolf who looked out the window with a worried 

expression. Jacob wasn’t sure if he was worried about where they were going or what he had 
left behind. Jacob wasn’t going to ask though and instead pulled out his magazines. He looked 
for any stories on aliens but there weren’t any in the magazines he had. He knew there were 
aliens; aliens first visited the Earth in the 50s, but none of those aliens had been out for 
conquest. He didn’t think he’d heard of Vanghel before and he suspected Prometheus would 
have said something if he had ever heard of them. The lack of information made guessing 
pointless, so if he wanted answers he would have to wait till they got to Honolulu. 

 
 
 
“So we can’t go forward and we can’t go back,” said Grey Wolf angrily as he walked 

back to where Jacob was sitting at the terminal waiting area at Hickam Air Force Base just a 
few miles from Honolulu, right next to Pearl Harbor Station. Dan and Baxter, the wax-skinned 
marine corporal, were sitting with them. Jacob tried not to stare at Baxter but was 
uncomfortable being so close him, though Grey Wolf and Dan seemed nonplused.  

“That’s probably for the best,” said Dan. “The deadline is in an hour so if Nixon doesn’t 
surrender, they could shoot us down before we get to California.”  

“Do you think we’re going to surrender?” asked Baxter.  
“I don’t know, but fifty nations have already surrendered,” said Dan.  
“You know, this could all be some elaborate Russian trick,” offered Jacob who doubted 

that was the case but it would be a hell of a lot more reassuring fighting Russians than aliens.  
“I thought about that, but I don’t think they could pull it off,” said Dan.  



“Sitting here is a bad idea,” fumed Grey Wolf.  
“Like you said, we can’t go home and we can’t go back to Vietnam,” said Jacob.  
“Yes, but we shouldn’t be sitting here, this base is an obvious military target they can 

probably eliminate from orbit,” said Grey Wolf. “They sent the fleet out to sea; they should send 
us into the wilderness.” 

“It’s Hawaii,” laughed Baxter, “there isn’t much of a wilderness.”  
“There’s always a wilderness if you know where to look,” said Grey Wolf.  
“Does Colonel Audrey have a plan?” Jacob hadn’t been impressed with the gung ho 

marine placed in command of the Nova Corps forces brought from Vietnam.  
“Probably not,” said Grey Wolf. “He stinks of fear.”  
“We all stink of fear,” said Dan.  
Grey Wolf laughed. “Good point, Dan, but I don’t think he has a clue what to do with 

us.” 
“He’s a mundane and can’t even look at some of us,” said Baxter bitterly. “Mutants 

should lead mutants.” Jacob was suddenly ashamed at his own reaction to Baxter; he seemed 
like a nice guy and it wasn’t his fault he looked like a freak. 

“Skyfire and Prometheus took off, so we’re stuck with Colonel Audrey,” said Jacob 
bitterly. As much as he disliked Prometheus, it was reassuring to have him around.  

“Shit, Dan is probably the senior Nova Corps officer now,” laughed Baxter. Jacob found 
that idea terrifying. Dan was smart, probably too smart, but he wasn’t a leader. If a crisis came 
with him in charge, Jacob figured they would all be dead in twenty minutes.  

“You should organize everyone into teams,” said Grey Wolf. “Get permission from 
Colonel Audrey for us to practice our mutant powers and then get us the hell away from this 
base until we see what happens at the deadline.”  

“We can’t abandon the base, that’s pretty chickenshit,” said Baxter.  
“A soldier’s job isn’t to die, it’s to kill the enemy,” said Grey Wolf. “No matter what, 

they’re probably going to land troops, but they’ll likely soften us up before they bring the troops 
down. They can destroy this base from orbit and if we’re here, then we die for no reason.”  

“So we run and hide while all the soldiers here get killed?” asked Baxter.  
“Yes, if it allows us to strike back at the enemy,” said Grey Wolf. “Dan, we don’t have 

much time, you need to do something.” 
“Yeah, I know, but Skyfire and Prometheus are in charge - they’re the highest-ranking 

members of Nova Corps and I’m just a wizard,” protested Dan.  
“You aren’t a sunshine patriot; you’ve been in Nova Corps for five years,” said Grey 

Wolf. “Everyone here knows you, and I trust your judgment more than Colonel Audrey’s.”  
“I don’t know, Peter,” said Dan who looked at Jacob and Baxter.  
“Better you than Prometheus,” said Jacob automatically though he wasn’t sure if that 

was how he felt or not. He didn’t have Grey Wolf’s confidence in Dan but he did see Grey Wolf’s 
point that sitting around waiting for something to happen was a really bad idea.  

Baxter shrugged, but that was enough for Dan, who got up. Jacob expected Dan to 
march over to Colonel Audrey who was stationed on the other side of the large room, away 
from everyone, talking on a phone. Instead, Dan started to move among the members of Nova 
Corps. Jacob overheard Dan asking people to form up into groups of five and get ready to move 
out. Obedience was the rule for mutant draftees so everyone was falling into line.  

“You sure this is a good idea?” Jacob whispered to Grey Wolf.  
“Dan is sensible,” said Grey Wolf.  
“I’m not sure sensible is what we need.”  
“You’re a pessimist, aren’t you, Blue?” asked Grey Wolf.  



“Probably,” said Jacob with a wry smile.  
“So am I, so when the deadline hits are we going to surrender?”  
“No,” said Jacob quickly.   
“I agree and then what will the aliens do?”  
“Beat the shit out of us.”  
“What will we do?” asked Grey Wolf.  
Jacob paused and shook his head. “We can’t do anything to them until they drop troops 

on the planet or we find a way to get to space…so we need to be alive for when that happens, 
if we’re going to do anything.”  

“So Captain Dan’s plan seems like a good one to me,” said Grey Wolf.  
“I guess so.” Jacob wasn’t completely convinced, but he knew that Rome had been 

destroyed without anyone being able to stop it. He wished they would just surrender. Gwen and 
Jennifer were in Los Angeles and if the Vanghel could destroy Rome, they could easily destroy 
Los Angeles. Then again they could also destroy Honolulu. He wondered how many cities they 
could hit at the same time. 

Dan walked over to Colonel Audrey and the two of them started talking. All eyes were 
on the two men as they had what looked to be a rather amiable conversation. That in itself was 
odd; Colonel Audrey was a serious man, but there he was smiling and laughing at something 
Dan was saying. Dan wasn’t that funny.  

“He’s using magic, isn’t he?” asked Jacob in a whisper.  
“Everyone likes Dan,” said Grey Wolf.  
“Is that because of magic or personality?” Jacob was pretty confident that using magic 

against a superior officer had to be a serious violation of the rules.  
“Does it matter?”  
“Yes, it does; using magic isn’t right and you know it,” said Jacob. Grey Wolf didn’t 

respond and just watched the conversation across the room. Colonel Audrey shook his head 
and said something to which Dan nodded and then turned back to the members of Nova Corps.  

“Alright, we can’t leave the base, but the Colonel has agreed we can leave the terminal 
to practice maneuvers and powers until we get further orders,” said Dan. “So we should set up 
a radio system and everyone can deploy in groups of five, but we have to stay on the base for 
the time being and check in every 30 minutes."  

“Better than nothing,” muttered Grey Wolf. Jacob nodded. Anything was better than just 
sitting around waiting for Armageddon.  

 
 
 
“So the Air Force does send girls into combat?” asked Baxter as their team was walking 

outside between two rows of hangars. It was truly a beautiful day; it seemed odd that it would 
be so beautiful considering what might happen in just a few hours. 

“Only us mutant girls,” said Scythe who was the female mutant with grey wings that 
seemed to twitch and move on their own.  

“Yeah, we actually don’t count as girls; if you’re a mutant then gender doesn’t really 
factor into assignments,” said Bruiser, the black-and-blue-skinned female mutant.  Jacob had 
nearly protested when Dan put these two with their group, but Dan had been fairly forceful 
about it. Of course, Dan had taken the only normal-looking female mutant into his group. There 
were some perks about being the senior officer. Baxter had grumbled a little as well about it, 
but was now making an effort to engage them. Jacob didn’t blame him; his best chance of 
hooking up with any woman was probably a fellow obvious mutant.  



“So you’ve seen combat then?” asked Baxter incredulously.  
“Only a little,” said Scythe.  
“Don’t let her be humble,” said Bruiser. “Scythe’s a hero. She does recon behind enemy 

lines and has rescued several of our pilots who got shot down.”  
“What about you?” asked Baxter.  
“Me? Well, I’m mostly attached to medical units; I can control pain and have some 

ability to help people heal.”  
Grey Wolf, who had been quiet, spoke up. “Bruiser has saved many a soldier with her 

gift. I saw you at work about a year ago, truly impressive.”  
“I lose as many as I save,” said Bruiser grimly.  
“You all have such useful powers,” laughed Baxter. “I just don’t feel much pain, that’s it, 

so I’m like a pretty worthless member of Nova Corps.”  
“Not feeling pain, that’s a true gift,” said Bruiser.  
“Sure, but Blue Star and Scythe can fly, you can heal people, and Grey Wolf, well, he 

can go all wolfy,” said Baxter.  
“Does the full moon affect you?” asked Scythe.  
“It makes it easier to see at night,” said Grey Wolf, who Jacob knew would never give a 

straight answer about his powers or their origin. Jacob had worked with him enough to know 
that Grey Wolf was never a savage beast like the werewolves in the myths. In wolf-form he was 
just more focused, though when he took his man-wolf form he was incredibly strong and fast. 
Never feral, though a little less civilized in his manners when he was wolf-like.  

“Why are you two away from the terminal?” called Skyfire as she flew up to them. The 
two girls quickly saluted, but Grey Wolf wasn’t much for saluting and Jacob and Baxter followed 
his lead.  

“Captain Lehman assigned us to this group,” said Scythe whose wings all of sudden 
went rigid as if they too were at attention.  

“Yes, I’ve talked to Captain Lehman, but I believe I told you to stay at the terminal,” 
said Skyfire glaring at the two girls.  

“Yes, sir, I’m sorry, sir,” said Bruiser who looked guilty beyond belief.  
“We felt it was better to do something than just wait, sir,” said Scythe.  
Skyfire frowned. “I think following orders is doing something, but perhaps I’m 

mistaken.”  
“No, sir, it won’t happen again,” said Scythe.  
“Good, things are about to get nasty and I need everyone on the same page,” said 

Skyfire. She looked at Grey Wolf, Baxter, and finally Jacob and didn’t seem too pleased with 
what she saw. “Everyone should get back to the terminal for orders.”  

“Ma’am, are we going to fight?” asked Baxter. Jacob knew the answer was yes and felt 
ill and hoped Gwen had the good sense to flee Los Angeles.  

“Yes, but first we’re going to surrender,” said Skyfire. Jacob didn’t like the sound of that 
one bit and he could tell he wasn’t alone.  

“You can’t be serious?” asked Grey Wolf.  
“Tricky Dick has a plan and it gives us a good chance of hurting the enemy,” said 

Skyfire. “This is of course secret, so don’t tell it to anyone outside Nova Corps, but in a few 
hours the alien fleet will deploy forces to take possession of the US and Russia. Once they land 
and deploy, we’ll destroy them.” 

“We’ll catch them with their pants down,” said Baxter approvingly.  
“Their retaliation will be brutal,” said Grey Wolf.  



“Perhaps, but if we take a good number of prisoners then we have bargaining power,” 
said Skyfire. “I agree it’s a risky plan, but it’s not a bad one for us to have half a chance of 
winning this war.” 

“Are the Vanghel coming to Hawaii?” asked Jacob.  
“Yes, they’re sending a force to secure Honolulu and our military bases here,” said 

Skyfire. “They haven’t given us specific details but we have three hours, right around sunset, 
until they arrive.”  

“So we welcome them with the key to the city and then blow them to hell?” Jacob was 
disgusted with this plan. Fight, if you’re going to fight. Surrender, if you’re going to surrender. 
Both didn’t work together. This was wrong and probably going to lead to the extinction of the 
human race.  

“Yes, that’s the plan,” said Skyfire. “They’re the bad guys, Goldman; they’re the invaders 
and they’ve already killed millions. The gloves are off and we’re fighting to win.”  

 
 
 
Two spaceships approached Honolulu. As Jacob followed them in with his binoculars 

from his perch on the roof of a building, he could clearly see the differences between the two. 
One was using some sort of rocket or jet propulsion to move through the atmosphere. It was 
the larger of the two and was nearly twice the length of an aircraft carrier but flatter. It had a 
dull grey color to its hull and adjusted its approach to head for Hickam. Jacob figured that if 
that was the one that was supposed to land at Hickam, it would probably destroy the entire 
airfield in the process. The second spaceship was smoother, more streamlined, and its hull was 
a greenish color. It seemed to just be magically flying through the sky without any visible 
means of propulsion. Jacob wondered if it worked by the same principles that allowed him to 
fly. No one had ever been able to accurately explain to him why he could fly. It didn’t make 
sense but he could do it. For the first time ever, he saw a machine that did the same thing. It 
just flew.  

“Alright, Jake this is the big leagues,” said Prometheus who was standing next to Jacob.  
“They probably know we’re going to attack them,” said Jacob.  
“Probably not,” said Prometheus with a laugh. “To them, if we’re a smart species, we 

surrender and if we’re a dumb species, we fight. What they don’t realize is that humans are 
capable of being incredibly smart and stupid at the same time.” 

“They’re probably monitoring our communications.”  
“They should be but we know how to communicate secretly when we need to; nope, the 

real trick is if they have psychics. Which is why everyone down at the reception area to 
welcome the Vanghel has no clue an attack is planned. Across the world, there are clueless 
bureaucrats organizing welcome committees that are probably going to be shelled by our own 
people. Really, it’s fucking brilliant. They’ll stall for us till we’re ready for a coordinated action 
across the world.”  

“I guess,” muttered Jacob as the bigger spaceship came to a clumsy stop over Hickam 
and various rocket systems lit up as it lowered down. It was an awesome sight. Jacob felt the 
heat waves emanating from the spaceship even though it was landing well over a mile away. 
He looked for the green spaceship and was surprised to see it land in the ocean. It dropped into 
the water with a splash and then rose to float like a naval warship with a very exotic profile, but 
not that different from their warships.  

“I wish that one had landed in the harbor,” said Prometheus.  
“I tell you, they suspect treachery.”  



“You are such a worrier, Jake! They probably suspect a lot of things - like crap is 
overpriced in Honolulu.”  

“I’m allowed to worry, I mean what the hell are we supposed to do against warships 
that large?” said Jacob angrily. “Even you probably can’t blow your way through their hulls and 
no doubt they’re covered with death rays.”  

“I know, doesn’t that sound like fun?”  
“We’re going to die,” said Jacob.  
“Hey, who am I?” asked Prometheus with a flourish.  
“Alien target practice,” said Jacob.  
“You know, as my sidekick, you’re supposed to work with me here,” protested 

Prometheus.  
“Who the hell said I was your sidekick?” snapped Jacob.  
“Clearly, you’re the scared shitless sidekick I keep around because I feel sorry for you,” 

said Prometheus. “Jake, this is what we do! We do the fucking impossible. We beat the aliens, 
save the girl, and 9 times out of 10 even get to screw the girl afterwards, but what we don’t do 
is moan and bitch about how we’re going to die.”  

“I don’t have your powers - I can die pretty easily,” said Jacob.  
“I died once; it’s anticlimactic.”  
“Good for you, but I don’t want to die.”  
“Jake, we all die, but few people die while attempting the impossible,” said Prometheus. 

He punched Jacob in the shoulder. “That’s the way to go. I don’t want to die as an old man 
taking a shit or something pathetic like that. I want to go out in a blaze of glory that will be 
remembered for centuries. This is our Alamo! I’m Davy Crockett and you’re Daniel Boone and 
we’re here to kill some aliens!”  

“Everyone at the Alamo died,” Jacob pointed out.  
“Yeah, but think of some battle the Texans won - can you name anyone who fought in 

that battle?” asked Prometheus with his patented smirk. “Hell, I don’t even know what we call 
that war, but I do know that at the Alamo they kicked ass.”  

“Somehow I’m not finding this very encouraging.”   
“That’s because you’re Jewish, but you’re also American, so you need to get your head 

into the game. We’re here to do the impossible and I for one intend to do it.”  
Jacob wondered how Christianity, a religion that had spawned such freaking stupidity, 

had come to dominate the world. He ignored Prometheus and looked across to the spaceship 
that had landed and was in the process of opening its hatches and unloading personnel. The 
people coming off were big, close to seven feet tall, various shades of grey and brown skin, big 
eyes, and no hair by the looks of it. Many of those coming out were wearing armor of some sort 
and carrying weapons that looked like laser rifles right out of some science fiction movie. There 
were also vehicles rolling down from the ship. Jacob smiled when he saw that they were just 
wheeled and tracked vehicles, which weren’t very advanced in his opinion. He expected their 
tanks and trucks to fly or something, but they moved the same as the ones everyone on Earth 
used.  

“I wonder what super powers they have,” said Prometheus.  
“You’ve got to be kidding; you think they have super powers?” Jacob hadn’t thought 

about that, but thousands of aliens with powers like Prometheus and they were pretty much 
doomed.  

“Probably, but we’ll see soon enough.”  
“Are you two ready?” asked Skyfire who touched down next to them, followed by Scythe 

and Thunderbolt, a flying marine who had the ability to manipulate electricity. Jacob had 



worked with him before. The man was psycho and a friendly fire disaster when he unleashed 
his powers.  

“Jake here is wetting himself,” said Prometheus with a laugh. 
“That means he has more sense than you,” said Skyfire.  
“What’s the plan?” Jacob wanted to change the subject and not sound chicken. He didn’t 

know why he shared his thoughts with Prometheus so much; it kept coming around to bite him.  
“When the signal is given, we move in and disable the ship,” said Skyfire.  
“How are we going to do that?” asked Jacob.  
“No clue,” said Skyfire.  
“The hatches are down,” said Prometheus. “We fly into the ship and rip it apart from the 

inside out.” 
“There’s a plan to nuke it,” said Skyfire.  
“Nuke it?” laughed Prometheus. “That would take out our entire base here and irradiate 

Honolulu; nope, they won’t do that.”  
“If they use electricity in that ship, I can do a lot of damage,” said Thunderbolt.  
“It seems we have a plan then,” said Skyfire uncertainly. They waited in silence as aliens 

continued exiting their ship, unloading equipment and vehicles. The green ship off the coast 
showed no signs of unloading anything and merely floated silently.  

“What about the ship in the water?” asked Scythe.  
“It’ll probably be sunk by our warships and fighters,” said Skyfire. “Our focus is securing 

this ship.”  
There was a beep from each of Prometheus and Skyfire’s walkie-talkies. They both took 

them off their hooks and listened. Jacob knew that the order was being given. He didn’t want to 
attack that ship but he also knew that at this point the die was cast. If he was going to protect 
Gwen, Jennifer, his parents, and everyone he knew from destruction, they needed to win this 
battle by disabling that ship and taking as many of the Vanghel prisoner as possible.  

“We have two minutes,” said Prometheus, looking at his watch. A few artillery shells 
suddenly came from overhead, hitting the spaceship and exploding on impact. “Or maybe we 
go now.” With that, Prometheus was in the sky and flying very quickly for the spaceship; the 
rest of them leapt off the ground and gave pursuit.  

 
 
 
The Vanghel troops responded to the shelling by opening fire on any and all humans in 

the vicinity. Some were using laser-like weapons but most seemed to have projectile weapons. 
Vanghel tanks and vehicles also began moving out and firing at buildings and anything they 
could get a lock on. The reception committee collapsed into chaos and fled, though many were 
dropped by Vanghel weapons. Then the American infantry forces opened up on the Vanghel 
and more artillery shells came crashing down on the spaceship and amongst the deployed alien 
troops. 

With the battle raging in front of the starship, the Vanghel weren’t looking up as the five 
fliers closed on their spaceship with the darkening sky giving them cover. Prometheus was 
leading the way and he erupted the ground below him into a wave of fire that swept over 
hundreds of Vanghel troops and broke their ranks. Some fell, many ran to escape the fire, but a 
few held their ground, looked up, and began firing. Skyfire created and launched orbs of fire. 
Thunderbolt came next and arced electricity across the area below him as he flew; Jacob 
thought he saw some of the Vanghel weapons explode. The three mutants could do a 
staggering amount of damage. The Vanghel were responding to the attacks but the fliers were 



hitting and flying so quickly the enemy was struggling to even track them as they flew into the 
spaceship. 

“You’re dragging, Blue Star,” said Scythe beating her winds and pulling alongside him.  
“Just letting the big guns clear the way.” Jacob followed Thunderbolt through an open 

hatch into the ship. Jacob didn’t get to close to Thunderbolt; the man could barely control his 
own powers and was just as likely to electrocute someone next to him as an enemy.  

“Not a bad plan.” Scythe was carrying a carbine and seemed as weighted down with 
weapons as Jacob. The other three were carrying no weapons, other than their own powers of 
course. He noticed that Scythe, like him, wasn’t using any of her weapons and was trying to not 
draw any attention. Clearly, she was a fellow survivor.  

“It stinks in here,” said Jacob as they passed through the hatch and entered what had 
to be a cavernous cargo bay. Massive explosions of fire were erupting to the left as Prometheus 
cut towards the engines of the spaceship. Jacob had a vision of Prometheus exploding rocket 
fuel and sending them all to hell - death by fire.  He also realized that he and Scythe had 
become a team and there were two of them; would only one of them make it out alive?  

“They’re crammed in here like sardines,” said Scythe. Jacob looked down at the Vanghel 
who were in a complete panic. The crowds were pushing in all directions, some wanted out of 
the ship, some were fleeing farther into the ship, and most were trying to escape the fires 
created by Prometheus in any direction they could go. There seemed to be children here as 
well. Some were pointing up at him and Scythe but they seemed to be more panicked than 
determined to attack.  

“What type of invasion force is this?” asked Jacob.  
At that, some sort of projectiles rang out around them. One of the bullets ricocheted off 

Jacob’s helmet and he dived down as Scythe went up. Jacob looked around wildly and saw one 
Vanghel standing calmly in a mass of pushing and shoving comrades; he was shooting up with 
some sort of large handgun. Jacob pulled out his pistol and fired at the Vanghel soldier while he 
flew, but he missed his target and hit another Vanghel nearby. Jacob dived low, right above the 
terrified Vanghel masses. They weren’t screaming; they had a muffled moaning that was 
somehow even more disconcerting than screams. Scythe fired from a perch above and hit the 
Vanghel soldier twice; he staggered and dropped to his knees. Jacob gained altitude and moved 
to regroup with Scythe.  

“Good shooting,” said Jacob appreciatively.  
“These are civilians,” said Scythe surveying the crowds below them. Jacob had to agree. 

Many of them were staring up at the supers now. He saw a child looking up at him and crying. 
Then the lights went out. The whole area was plunged into darkness except for the light from a 
swath of burning flames leading farther into the spaceship. The moans of the Vanghel created 
an eerie echo. “I guess we should move up and join the others.”  

“Yeah, that was the plan,” said Jacob reluctantly. He followed Scythe as she looped 
through the darkness, following the trail of fire. Jacob focused on the flames and as they went 
he extinguished most of them. There were hundreds of burned Vanghel, many dead and many 
more dying. Ahead, sheathed in flames, Prometheus was floating and surveying the area that 
was covered in fire and smoke.  

“Jake, I wondered what happened to you, these guys are pussies,” said Prometheus. 
“They may be good at blowing up cities from orbit but on the ground these guys are a joke. 
I’ve routed probably a regiment or two without breaking a sweat.”  

“These are civilians,” said Scythe, looking at him with disgust.  
“Really? That could explain it. Man, I was looking for a challenge. Skyfire and 

Thunderbolt are moving through the ship with Thunderbolt blowing every circuit in the place. 



I’m supposed to keep the pressure on the troops, but hell, it’s not worth the effort if these are 
just alien civilians.” 

“There were troops released when the ship landed, maybe civilian personnel are here to 
colonize our world or something?” Jacob thought the Vanghel were idiots to send so many 
civilians to land on Earth before they’d secured things.  

“Good point, Jake, let’s get out of here and see how that fight is going.” Prometheus 
took off towards the exit hatches.  

“Shouldn’t we stay and help Skyfire and Thunderbolt?” asked Scythe.  
“Sure, you stay here. Jake, with me,” said Prometheus. Jacob looked at Scythe and 

shrugged. She smiled and gestured for him to go. He flew after Prometheus and soon they 
were out of the ship and up in the night sky. The Vanghel were putting up a good fight and 
forming a circle with their tanks and troops around the spaceship. Most of the buildings around 
the area had been destroyed and the Vanghel were driving the American infantry forces back 
from the area.  

“Now this is more like it,” said Prometheus. “Jake, just follow me and I’ll do the heavy 
lifting.”  

“That’s fine with me,” said Jacob. Prometheus flew down and exploded an area into 
flames as he landed next to one of the Vanghel tanks and flipped it over. A Vanghel soldier hit 
him with a laser that burned through his fatigues and flesh, causing him to drop to the ground. 
Jacob acted quickly to plunge the area’s temperature. Prometheus’ fire was extinguished and 
snow flurries appeared everywhere. Several Vanghel saw Jacob and opened fire on his position. 
He stopped flying and dropped. The trick was to catch himself before he hit the ground, but he 
was too panicked to think clearly and instead smashed hard on the broken pavement.  

A nearby Vanghel soldier yelled something, possibly in French, but Jacob had no clue 
what he’d said and concentrated on using his powers to fuel the snowstorm. The Vanghel 
soldier fired at Jacob, who felt his left leg jerk back. The alien was pushing through the snow 
towards Jacob when a fireball hit the Vanghel and sent him crashing to the ground covered in 
flames. Prometheus walked forward. His uniform was burnt and ripped but otherwise he 
appeared to be perfectly fine. He sent a wave of fire out in a circle from their position.  

“I’ve got you figured out, Jake,” said Prometheus as he looked down. “Hmm, don’t look 
at your leg.”  

“I can’t feel my leg.” Jacob felt himself becoming lightheaded.  
“Not surprising, well, I guess I should carry your ass to be saved or something,” 

muttered Prometheus lifting up Jacob. “Hey, your leg is still mostly attached, that has to count 
for something.” At that, Jacob passed out.  

 
 
 
Jacob awoke groggily to find himself lying on a bed. He was in a hospital ward lined with 

beds of wounded soldiers filling the room. He looked down at his leg, which was in a cast. He 
sighed with relief; at least at the moment he still had his leg. His head was throbbing and 
everything was foggy, but he didn’t want to go back to sleep. He saw several nurses but they 
were busy and clearly understaffed. There was a soldier in the bed next to him who was awake 
and reading a magazine. Jacob coughed and spoke up, “hey, so did we win the battle?”  

The soldier was practically a kid. He turned and smiled. “Yes, sir, we defeated the 
bastards, sunk their ship, and whipped their army.”  

“Good,” said Jacob quietly. “Any news from back home?”  



“I heard we took out their entire fleet as they landed,” said the kid confidently. “They 
never stood a chance against us, did they?”  

“No, I guess not,” said Jacob sitting up. 
“So what unit are you with?” asked the kid.  
“Ah, army,” said Jacob.  
“Sure, but what unit?” laughed the kid.  
“Nova Corps,” said Jacob who used to lie about that question but got reamed out by an 

officer once for claiming membership in other units.  
“You’re a mutant?”  
“Yeah, you have a problem with that?” asked Jacob testily.  
“No, sorry, didn’t mean anything,” said the kid turning back to his magazine. As if on 

cue, Dan walked into the ward, heading for Jacob.  
“How are you doing, Jake?” asked Dan as he came up.  
“I don’t know...will my leg heal?”  
“Yes, Bruiser did a bang up job on it and I even carved a glyph, right here,” said Dan 

pointing to a spot on the cast. Jacob looked but couldn’t see anything too distinct. He wasn’t 
comforted by the idea that magic had been used on him.  

“Bruiser? She healed me?” Jacob was nearly as uncomfortable with the idea of a mutant 
healing him. Sure, a mutant had cured FDR of polio but there were plenty of horror stories 
about mutant healers making injuries far worse.  

“Yes, she’ll have a limp for a few weeks, but she was happy to do it for you,” said Dan.  
“Why would she have a limp?”  
“Her powers have limits, well, all powers have limits. She was able to rebuild your leg 

but she had to mangle her body a little to make it happen.”  
Jacob didn’t know what to say. He didn’t think he would have been willing to cripple his 

leg even for a few weeks to heal someone else, but there was no doubt he owed Bruiser just 
like he probably owed Dan for whatever he carved on the cast. “So I hear that we won?”  

“More or less, I guess,” said Dan. “We took the spaceship that landed and captured 
thousands of Vanghel, but the ship off the coast slipped underwater and escaped. So this was a 
victory but there’ve been battles across the planet and most didn’t go well. The Vanghel hit D.C. 
and Moscow; they didn’t wipe out the cities completely but they did take out the White House, 
Kremlin, and other targets. President Nixon is dead.”  

“Shit,” said Jacob. “So the VP is now President?”  
“Nope, he’s dead too, most of the cabinet as well. The Speaker of the House, Carl 

Albert, is President. It’s a real mess.”  
Jacob looked over at the young soldier, suspecting this was not information that should 

be circulated, but the kid looked completely oblivious to his conversation with Dan, which was 
suspicious. “You’re using magic right now, right?”  

“Jake, a wizard is always using magic,” said Dan with a shrug. “It all comes with a price 
though, so I can keep our conversation private but I’m going to be tone deaf for the next few 
hours.”  

“I see, well, did we lose anyone?” Jacob had been trying to avoid the question but felt it 
had to be asked.  

“Seven members of Nova Corps,” said Dan handing over a piece of paper. Jacob 
scanned the names. Most he didn’t know, but Baxter was on the list as was a grunt named 
Henry he knew pretty well.  

“Scythe was wounded but is recovering in a ward down the hall and Thunderbolt has a 
concussion.”  



“We should have stayed with them inside,” muttered Jacob.  
“No, not really, Thunderbolt ran into a vent or something and had to be carried out by 

Skyfire and Scythe,” said Dan. “Scythe got hit by one of our people who thought she was a 
Vanghel.”  

“Vanghel don’t have wings,” said Jacob.  
“Now we know that, but the poor soldier who shot her was away from the fight so we 

can’t blame the guy too much I suppose.” 
“He shot her,” said Jacob. 
“She’ll recover,” said Dan with a sigh. “Anyway, you’re going to be out for probably a 

week, which is incredibly quick given the injuries to your leg, but then you’re off.”  
“Where?” asked Jacob. 
“Wherever you’re needed, the Vanghel Invasion has begun and it won’t stop until we’ve 

beaten them.”  
“I want to go home,” said Jacob angrily. First Vietnam for years, then this - it was all 

crap. 
“Not an option, I’m sorry,” said Dan. “We’re cut off from the mainland, except for a few 

limited forms of communication, but I can get a letter to your wife; it’s the best I can do.” 
Jacob sighed. He was more tired than angry. “Fine, I’ll try to get a letter done in a few 

hours; I guess you’re sending it by magic or something?”  
“It’ll get there, that’s all that matters. I do have some good news though.”  
“What’s that?” Jacob suspected any good news was really more bad news.  
“You’ve been promoted to lieutenant,” said Dan. “It’s a brevet promotion so it probably 

won’t stick, but Prometheus pulled some strings.”  
“I don’t think that’s good news,” grumbled Jacob. “Why the hell would they promote 

me?”  
“Don’t ask me, after five years I still can’t make sense of the military. Get some rest, 

and I’ll pick up that letter this evening. I’ll have a nurse bring you a pen and paper, but focus 
on healing.”  

As Dan got up to leave, Jacob couldn’t help but feel miserable. He just wanted to go 
home and live a normal life, but it seemed that wasn’t in the cards. He couldn’t imagine why 
Prometheus would arrange for him to be promoted, it didn’t make any sense. He hated being 
responsible for other people. He wasn’t a leader and more importantly didn’t want to be a 
leader. Prometheus was a complete ass.  

“Life sucks,” said Jacob.  
The young soldier next to him laughed. “Sure, but death is a lot worse.” 
 

  

 



THE END
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