


EPISODE #289: Takedown
Jerusalem: May 6, 2035

our blocks away from the industrial building that emitted the frightening purple

haze, Crosshill’s Gray Team unit was in a pitched street battle in the ghetto of
East Jerusalem. A garrison of Revolution troops impeded the CONTRA obijective,
picking apart the NATO team. Laser tracers streamed over the street where two
wounded CONTRA soldiers were being dragged to safety. The soldiers had taken
serious hits. One looked fatal.

A cluster of bullets slapped into the wall above Crosshill’s head at the street
intersection. The Revolution sent volleys of gunfire at Raption who hunkered
helplessly behind a van across the street. The vehicle was pockmarked with more
bullets, windows shattering.

" O Apache helicopter providing cover overhead took multiple small arms
hits. Its Active Protection System destroyed three surface-to-air missiles in midair
with counter-projectiles before a laser shot found its way through the cockpit. The
attack helicopter wavered and pulled away. CONTRA would have already been
overwhelmed without the air cover strafing Revolution positions.

Watching the attack helicopter depart, Crosshill sighed and leaned back against
the wall. They had been stuck for the last twenty minutes trading shots with a dug-
in enemy perched on rooftops running down the entire four blocks to the target
building. The other half of the Gray Team was probably already in position, waiting.
Either Crosshill’s unit needed to push through or pull back. They could not stay
where they were.

Breakdown took Red and a squad of men through a restaurant adjacent to the
intersection to get on a rooftop of their own. Inside the Syrian diner, they found a
stairwell winding upward. Breakdown gave Red a hand up the last step and they
crept onto the restaurant rooftop three floors above the fight. Breakdown poked
his head up to get a look around.
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He saw Raption clinging for cover directly across the street and a group of
CONTRA soldiers trying to circumvent the main fight a block away. The soldiers
were moving toward the intersection through an alley one block north to get better
positions in the fight.

Several Revolution soldiers on a balcony eyed the Gray Team troops coming
down the alley. They were waiting for the CONTRA troops to get closer for an
easy kill. Breakdown tapped Red on the shoulder and pointed to the ambush
about to unfold. She nodded. Breakdown and Red did not hesitate. Synchronized,
they opened fire on the balcony, spraying it with bullets until all the Revolution
soldiers dropped. Their shots broke a glass sliding door behind the soldiers. One
of the enemy fighters fell backward onto a large, jagged shard——his hideous death
shriek did not sound human.

Two miles away, Diamond, Satellite, and Colonel Ranin got their team into
place at the eastern perimeter of the target building. They saw little resistance but
could hear the gunfight raging to the west. Diamond instructed the troops to hold
their positions. She would take Satellite, Colonel Ranin, and five soldiers to recon
Crosshill’s position.

“We’ll cut across the back streets and see if the others need our help. If so, we’ll
send a man back and wait for reinforcements to take this building,” Diamond said
before they broke off jogging through the ghetto, staying close to the sidewalks
and walls.

As Diamond led them two blocks down, they turned upward on another deserted
street. “Where are all the people?” she wondered.

“It’s peculiar,” Colonel Ranin said. “I noticed the silence on our way through
here prior.”

“Maybe everyone is aware of what’s happening and they’ve locked themselves
inside?” Diamond thought aloud.

“Thousands of people live in this ghetto. I don’t see how everybody
could’ve gone into hiding,” Colonel Ravin said.
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The small group continued for two more blocks, making it halfway to the ongoing
gunfight and Crosshill’s team. Satellite did not speak a word.

“We're getting closer—” Diamond began.

Suddenly, in an area of the slum lined with rows of coffee shops and cafés, gunfire
showered down. They dove for cover by a café, hiding behind whatever they could
find. Relentless bullets laced the café’s windows and door.

Diamond edged herself to a table stacked with menus. Colonel Ranin slid next
to her, lowered to the ground. The hail of bullets did not cease. One of the CONTRA
troops lay hit on the sidewalk. Diamond looked around the café table. Revolution
troops fired on them from down the block. “They’re everywhere,” she muttered.

“Bastards came from nowhere,” Colonel Ranin added

“How does The Revolution sneak such an army into Jerusalem? How does that
happen under the IDF’s watch?” Diamond said confused. “I thought security was
at a maximum.”

“We got the whole bloody world securing this city with us. It’s not just the IDF.

'”

There’s a gunner in every window. I-—Aghh!” Colonel Ranin cried out reaching for
his shin.

“Are you hit?” Diamond asked.

“Don’t know. Sharp pain.. .. like someone’s pushing a nail through my bone.”
Red blotches formed on his pant leg. “Yeah, I'm hit.”

Diamond spotted dark visors peering down from a window across the street
and fired on them. Near her, Satellite was shooting at anything that moved. She
heard a thud and Satellite’s hard grunt. Something knocked him over and sent his
gun into the middle of the street. Satellite was gasping for breath crawling on all
fours toward his gun.

Diamond grabbed his collar and pulled back.

“You'll be killed! Stay back and get your bearings,” she insisted, kneeling down
to check if he had been shot. “You're hit ,but it didn’t penetrate your armor. That’s
a large caliber round. It’ll give you a nasty chest contusion if nothing worse
happens.” Diamond pulled his side arm out of its holster and put it in his hand.
“Use this for now.”
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Diamond leaned up against the café table, aiming her rifle at an enemy soldier
in a doorway thirty yards away. One shot. The dead man fell sideways, onto the
sidewalk. Bullets zapped over her head shredding the menus with a phffffft sending
ribbons of paper flying in every direction. The CONTRA soldier next to Diamond
took a bullet in the neck and fell face first on the pavement between her and Satellite.
She shot three more Revolution soldiers and ducked for cover.

A dead Revolution soldier was sprawled out less than six feet from them on the
pavement. Satellite must have gotten his bearings back. He reloaded the side arm
Diamond gave him and shot another enemy soldier coming out of a side door in
the coffee shop behind them.

“This is no good,” Diamond said, calling out to Colonel Ranin. “We need to try
a different way. Getting killed won'’t help Crosshill.”

“Let’s get the hell back,” Colonel Ranin answered. His shin was a bloody mess.
“I have enough scars for the day.”

“Satellite, can you help Colonel Ranin?” Diamond asked.

He nodded.

Diamond ordered the three unscathed CONTRA soldiers to provide cover. One
of them had an automatic grenade launcher. “On my mark we all go. Let it rip, and
then you three fall back. I'll help our wounded soldier. We’ll have to come back for
the dead,” she said. “Unload!”

Running for their lives, they provided each other with cover and scrambled
back out of The Revolution’s gun sights. Diamond worried The Revolution would
trail them. “Don’t stop until we make it back to the eastern perimeter of the target.”
Only blocks away, it seemed like forever before they reached the dusty narrow road.

Diamond almost threw down her sniper rifle in disgust. She panted hard and
wiped the sweat off her face, leaving dirt marks. She looked up at the apocalyptic
purple darkness imprisoning the sky and continuing to spread across the city.

Colonel Ranin sat on the dirt road. He looked exhausted as he wrapped his shin
with medical tape. A chunk of his cheek was missing. His wrist was gnawed, and
now his shin had a bullet in it. Diamond gave him a fresh roll of tape. “Use it all.
You need it,” she said. A small metal round jutted out slightly from his shinbone.

SCONTHARA
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He ran a finger over the round. “Only surgery can remove this.”

As a result of Colonel Ranin being ravaged with injury, and Satellite acting
distant, Diamond felt she needed to make all of the decisions. There was confusion
over what they should do next. Their radios were still jammed. The CONTRA troops
waited for her to give an order.

As a female commanding officer, Diamond felt more pressure to have a quick
answer. She could not find one. The truth was Diamond had no idea what they
should do. Wait there, hold the perimeter like the original plan called for, or go and
try to support Crosshill again? Satellite needed to get involved and help her out. He
was third in command of the Gray Team, after all.

“Satellite?”

He rubbed his chest, but did not respond.

“Satellite, damn it!” Diamond repeated to get his attention.

“Yeah.”

“What the hell is a matter with you? Are we going to stay on this dirt road or
what?”

“Scattering further won’t do anybody any good. We should wait here.”

Diamond eyed him closely, not liking his monotone. She studied his face and
awkward mannerisms. Satellite was not acting like himself.

“Look up!” a CONTRA soldier yelled.

Three Israeli attack helicopters flew in low and stopped several hundred yards
from their position. The joint command center must have gotten word NATO troops
were in trouble. As the fresh attack choppers hovered, their gun turrets pointed
toward the ongoing CONTRA battle blocks away. The helicopters unleashed a cache
of missiles and cannon fire, lasting for well over a minute without any let-up. It
brought cheers from the CONTRA troops.

“Get those son of a bitches!” Colonel Ranin shouted.

On the restaurant rooftop, Breakdown nudged Red and pointed east to three
incoming attack helicopters. He could see them through the haze emanating from
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the top of the target building, which looked like one of those large smoke bombs
he remembered from Fourth of July parties.

The attack choppers hurled a burst of firepower down the street at the target
building.

“Get down!” Breakdown shouted.

Missiles, explosions, and heavy gunfire bore holes through the dilapidated
apartments lining the blocks between Crosshill’s team and the target building.
Yelling and destruction lasted for what felt like an eternity before the blazing
cannons finally stopped.

“Looks like we might get somewhere after all,” Breakdown said to Red who
crouched next to him. They crawled back to the edge of the rooftop and peered
through the smoke and dust to get the full picture. Every window on the block was
blown out. Glass was everywhere. There were pockmarks the size of grapefruits all
along the walls, and one entire apartment building had collapsed two blocks down.

“Is everyone okay down there?” Breakdown shouted.

“Fine . . . I think!” Crosshill yelled back. He went forward into the open street,
motioning for everyone to follow. “Now is the time!” he shouted.

Raption obeyed orders with several CONTRA soldiers right behind him. They
moved fast, shooting Revolution soldiers who'd fallen into the street and were
stumbling out of half-destroyed buildings shot by the helicopter gunships.

“We need to join that forward rush,” Breakdown said, doubling over for a moment,
almost tripping over an exhaust fan on the roof.

“Let’s get down there!” Red exclaimed, with an excitement that caught Breakdown
off guard. Justice would have been proud.

The CONTRA team progressed for two blocks, making it halfway to the target
building without pause. Crosshill was at the lead. He shot his sixth Revolution
soldier on the surge. “Make sure they'’re all dead!” he yelled.
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Crosshill could see the front of the target building now. From the street, it
looked like any other office building—except for the ominous dark purple
smoke spewing from its top. A haggard Revolution gunner staggered out of the
doorway at the edge of the third block. Crosshill was reloading. He and the soldier
saw each other at the same time. Crosshill dropped the MG4 automatic in his hand
and grabbed the shotgun off his back strap. Cocking it quick, he shot the enemy
soldier’s head off. The body thudded to the ground like a bag of rocks.

Crosshill inserted the shotgun back into its holster and picked up his MG4 off
the ground. He reloaded it and fired at a gunner sniping at the team from his perch
atop a burning apartment complex to his right. As shots, rang out, splashes of blood
burst between Crosshill’s shoulder and neck. A second armor-piercing bullet went
through his right thigh. The bullets made impact at virtually the same time, sending
Crosshill to the pavement in a slow fall.

He heard Raption cry out behind him and rip a dozen rounds in the sniper’s
direction. Smoke must have camouflaged a second shooter that Crosshill could not
see. He found himself staring at the pavement from an odd side angle. Smoke, rubble,
and shouting surrounded him. It took a moment to realize what was happening.
He thought of his daughter, Margaret, in their London home watching him leave
for missions, not crying, not waving, and just watching Daddy go. Then he saw
the cross on the hill in Tibet where he buried Winston Blair, his best man and first
mate on all things.

Up until Winston died, Crosshill thought death implausible for men like
them. They lived through so much in the Special Air Service. Death happened to
other soldiers, but he and Winston were the best. Untouchable. When he buried
Winston on that rocky, cold Tibet mountaintop, all his bravado dissolved. Crosshill’s
best friend was gone. His CONTRA codename represented the cross he carved at
the burial site.

Unable to lift himself off the ground, he kept feeling around his neck in disbelief.
Warm blood, sticky blood was thick between his fingers. A slow panic for survival
washed over him. He wanted to see his family again. All these thoughts passed in
clear perfection within mere seconds, because Raption was on top of him that fast.
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“Crosshill! Stay down,” Raption begged falling to his knees. He pulled Crosshill’s
gun gently over his head and out of the way. Crosshill was panicking, Raption could
tell. He tried keeping him calm watching Crosshill gape at the blood on his hands.

“We’re gonna need to get you out of here. MEDIC!” Raption yelled frantic.

There was fighting on both sides of the street and a tornado of action around
them. Gunfire, screaming, fire, smoke, explosions, rubble, and troops engaging at all
angles on the narrow ghetto block of Jerusalem’s Palestine sector. CONTRA soldiers
rushed forward. Their radios were still mysteriously jammed and the bizarre purple
smoke covered the entire skyline above them. It was crazy, but oddly, Raption did
not want to be anywhere else.

A CONTRA medic ran to Colonel Crosshill. “We’ll take care of him,” the medic said.

“‘I'm fine . .. Justwrapitand letmebeon...I...amfine... really,” Crosshill
slurred. He was in shock, confused, and pleading to stay in the fight.

“You're losing lots of blood. It’s best to get you out, sir,” Raption agonized, eyeing
the pools forming under Crosshill. Raption was not a trained doctor, but had seen
enough wounded men to know when bullets hit a main artery. Raption looked to
the medic. “You take him out of here. He’s wounded bad enough to get out of this
fight. No bullshit about him hanging around.”

The medic looked at Raption as if he was stating the obvious.

Raption checked the RFID badge of the medic. Kenny Montano. He knew him
from training. Nice kid, and the youngest of the medics in CONTRA. Kenny was
already at work, immune to the fear of being killed by the bullets snapping overhead.

Raption grabbed Crosshill at the forearm. “I'll see you back at wherever we end up.”

Crosshill swallowed hard, unable to reply.

Raption took one last look, hoping he would see Crosshill alive again. There was
not much time to think about it. He hopped over some rubble in front of him and
tried to get a bead on the action. The Revolution fortified around the main building
as CONTRA closed in.
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As they made it out of the diner’s front door, Breakdown spotted Raption kneeling
next to someone in the street. He wanted to catch up and be at the front. The rest of
team advanced halfway to the building in a fighting sprint. The pitched battle had
turned in CONTRA’s favor since Israeli’s helicopters blasted The Revolution.

Breakdown could not tell what was happening in front of the target building,
nor could he see Diamond’s half of the Gray Team. He did not know a Revolution
soldier was aiming an Anti-Tank Guided Missile (ATGM) from a gaping hole in the
apartment building cattycorner to him. Trailing smoke of the ATGM headed in
Breakdown’s direction. Red bull-rushed him into the street as the missile struck
the front side of the restaurant they just left.

The missile exploded. Its impact knocked the restaurant’s large neon sign off its
hinges, sending it crashing toward the sidewalk in a burst of sparks and electricity.
Breakdown watched the very top of the sign, shaped like a sandwich, toppling down
toward Red. The sharp tip was coming right for her head.

He grabbed Red’s collar with his good arm and heaved her out of danger as the
sign collapsed and ruptured in a shower of thundering wreckage next to them.
Sparks danced burning speckles on their faces. Part of the sign jabbed out hard,
hitting Breakdown in the ribcage of his battlesuit.

The Revolution soldier who fired the ATGM round was loading another missile.
Breakdown spotted him. He rolled over on the ground, grabbed the trigger of his
M249, and unloaded an entire clip, letting the rounds continue to hit and tear the
enemy soldier to bloody shreds after he was already dead. Breakdown’s finger still
pressed hard against the trigger when the rounds stopped spitting. Red put her
hand on his shoulder. He looked up.

“Thank you,” she said.

“Nice tackle,” he managed.

Two CONTRA soldiers ran by carrying one of the wounded away from the front.
Red’s eyes lit up. “That’s Crosshill. Wait!” she yelled, getting up and running to his
side. Breakdown dragged himself up and followed.
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He looked Crosshill over, but could not find a comforting word.

Crosshill stared at them both. “I'll be fine. Just need to get some more bandages,”
he whispered. “It doesn’t even hurt.”

Red held Crosshill’s hands with both of hers, looked him in the eye, and nodded
encouragingly to her friend and leader. The medics rushed him out. Crosshill was
fading to sleep. “C’'mon Red. We gotta go.” Breakdown tugged at her arm.

While the Israeli attack choppers dumped their ammo, Diamond shouted for
the CONTRA troops to move forward toward the target building. “We are taking
that building and we are taking it now!” she yelled, ferocious and confident in her
orders. “Move!”

CONTRA would obey—or die trying.

Next to her, Satellite still seemed detached, as if it was not his battle. Bad timing
given he was in the midst of the most intense combat of his career. So much was
at stake. The ground beneath them shook from the rocking of explosions, heavy
cannon fire, and machine guns unleashing their wrath from the attack
helicopters on a single three-block stretch infested by The Revolution.

Multiple rockets, small arms, and lasers traced back to the three hovering
gunships. Diamond thought the choppers were too close to the scene. They should
have been positioned further back. As she rounded the corner in front of the
industrial building, Diamond shot three Revolution soldiers who were firing at the
helicopters.

Incoming rounds from the top floors riddled the ground near her feet. Laser
fire came close to hitting her face. A hot tracer singed a blonde strand of her hair.
Diamond felt the heat pass and hit the ground for cover, rolling next to a wall twenty
yards from the front entrance of the building. Diamond’s unit turned the corner
and engaged with The Revolution. The Israeli choppers let their final missiles fly
behind them, completing their destruction of the entire street block in front of the
target building.
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A CONTRA soldier in front of Diamond ducked near the same broken wall.
Leaning his gun over the edge, he kept firing. Standing up for a better angle, bullet
shells flew out of his MK-17 clip. An unseen Revolution soldier must have waited low
on the other side of the wall. In one motion he knocked the gun out of the CONTRA
soldier’s hand while, to Diamond’s horror, thrusting a large dagger into his face.
The soldier let out a mortal scream. Diamond shot the enemy soldier twice in the
head. He dropped onto the wall next to the dead CONTRA operator he just killed.

Satellite watched, amazed at how many Revolution troops were dying to protect
the building. How many aliens were on Earth? This was an alien army after all, not
a rebel militia. The reptilian skin of The Revolution soldier continued to plague his
psyche.

A loud sputtering noised started up. He turned to see two of the attack choppers
pulling away. The other started in a spin, its back rotor smoked from a Rocket
Propelled Grenade hit. The pilot maneuvered, trying to save the copter as it spun
to the ground.

Spiraling to one side, the top rotor blades snapped off like a throwing star and
flew toward the CONTRA troops. Satellite heard the zweep, zweep, zweep of the blade
as it passed near him. The blade missed several CONTRA soldiers by a matter of feet
and smashed into the side of the target building. The downed chopper exploded
in flames.

Satellite jumped the wall and followed Colonel Ranin into the final charge. They
entered the thick of the fighting, firing at the windows occupied by Revolution
troops who shot back, peppering the ground with bullets. Satellite glimpsed the
tooth marks engraved on the side of Colonel Ranin’s face. Blood had soaked
through the bandage on his wrist. Satellite hoped Lydia found a good reason to
leave Jerusalem early and miss the action. He and Colonel Ranin faced the front

entrance of the target building, firing into it.
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Raption explained how Crosshill got hit to Breakdown and Red when they
reached him at the target building. “Look,” he said, pointing. “It’s Satellite near
the foot of the building, fighting to the front.” They were within shouting
distance. Satellite looked right at Raption.

Raption was about to yell to him when a thunderous blast from the turret of an
Israeli Merkva tank decimated a Revolution firing position across the street. The
tank rounded the corner two blocks down flanked by Israeli troops. Raption
turned to see fresh Israeli troops on either side of it, funneling down the street.

Satellite crept across the street from the building, running low around to where

Raption, Breakdown, and Red were. He looked pale.
“Are you okay?” Red asked.

“When this is over, I'll be fine.”

“We're gonna blow a hole in the side of this puppy,” Raption said. “Front attack’s
too deadly. I want in that building bad. Come on, let’s get to the side.”

They moved to the side of the building. Two CONTRA soldiers attached detonators
to the wall and hid behind a garbage container away from the discharge. The
detonation blew a clean hole to the inside of the building’s lobby.

Raption and Satellite were first in, ready to fire. Raption spotted a dying
Revolution soldier near the entrance trying to reach for his weapon and ripped
five rounds into his back. Other soldiers were against the wall nearest the entrance,
crawling to their deaths.

Satellite scanned the room, ready to fire at the first threatening movement. A
patch of bloodstained white fabric amid the destruction caught his eye. Satellite
progressed with gun pointed toward what appeared a civilian.

“Lydia?” Satellites voice trembled. He crashed down to the floor, mashing his
knees on a pile of rubble and glass, never feeling the pain.

“How?” he asked bewildered, staring at his sister.
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There she was, Lydia Lewis, in front of him—in The Revolution target-building
lobby. Cut. Bleeding. Distraught. She just stared back at him. For a second time that
day, Satellite could not believe his eyes. He embraced his sister who struggled to
recognize him.

Lydia sobbed, “You're w-wearing weaponry and . . . armor. The same uniforms
as the captured soldiers. Prowess . . . she’s still upstairs.”

“What captured soldiers? Who is Prowess? What are you doing here Lydia?!”

“I'have so much to tell you, Nathan,” Lydia whispered to Satellite weakly. “There
is poison in the air. You have to hurry. It will infect us all unless we hurry.”

“We have protection. I have a mask for you and I'm going to take you
home, Lydia. Just hang on.” Satellite could not let go of his sister. They sat on the
destroyed lobby floor holding each other until CONTRA and Israeli troops fully
secured the building.

Outside, the sky darkened completely. A light purple mist started to fall over
Jerusalem. The world did not know it yet, but the Global Revolution had begun.

Prowess made her way through an escape passage deep below the building.
The tunnel exited miles away into the outskirts of Jerusalem where a black
sedan waited. Prowess dusted herself off. She would check in with Ripster and
let him know everything went according to plan.

Then she would initiate her Assassination Agenda. 4






