Down south

    A hot, arid wind blew fine grains of sand into 66’s eyes. But he didn’t notice. Instead he involuntary pulled down his black flame-resistant facemask. Deep in thought, 66 could not hear any movement around him; he only focused on the job at hand. The five other heavily equipped Gen-Egs were mirror images of him; no one would move before the signal was given; it was the discipline. They had been waiting in that stinking, shallow hole for hours in the blazing desert heat. Strike Six was waiting for their prey.
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    Strike Six had infiltrated into the Northern Territory of the Central American Union the day before. The objective area was a small series of buildings and an adjoining airfield, ten miles from the coast. Dropped into the sea by helicopter, the team had to swim over the horizon to the beach. It had been a hastily planned mission, but not one beyond the capabilities of the Gen-Egs. That’s what they, had been designed and created for.

    Strike Six’s target was a drug shipment for the powerful Martinez Cartel, identification and timing, were critical. The cartel was one of several that had been operating for decades in one form or another, without any significant interference from the Central American Union government. Money talks. These organizations were earning as much money as their country’s government. The repressed population of 66’s country, Westfor religiously paid top dollar for various smuggled illegal products. At home the Internal Security Directorate was in mortal combat trying to cope with the ever-growing drug black market trade. It was beyond the I.S.D. to handle the source of the drugs, that’s where the military came in.

    Operation Ghost Walker was intended to inflict damage on all of the cartels operating in the CAU. Targets ranged from drug shipments, to distribution centers, to individuals. Thirty-six targets were to be hit tonight.  

     The Gen-Egs, had been created for covert missions, including infiltration into foreign countries. So Gen-Egs were sent into the C.A.U. to destroy a scheduled Martinez drug shipment. Strike Six was only one of several dozen direct action teams in place against the cartels.

“Strike six… convoy ETA two minutes, over.”

“Roger, Skywatch.”

    From forty-two thousand feet up and one hundred miles west of Strike Six a four-engine cargo plane orbited in continuous oval patterns over the Pacific Ocean. Code-named Skywatch, the Westfor military jet provided real-time intelligence by using onboard sensors, unmanned aerial drones and by tapping into the dozens of spy satellites stationed above the Earth. For the aircrew this was simple and uneventful duty; all they had to do was maintain a racetrack flight path and ensure that the plane did not stray into another country’s airspace. The real work onboard was conducted inside the vast cargo bay of the jet. From there, twenty-four men and women collected information from dozens of sources, analyzed it and issued updates and commands to subordinate units, in this case Strike teams.

    Major Roe sat staring at the electronic map displayed in front of her. The symbols represented the two teams she was responsible for and all of the filtered intelligence as it was updated. 
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By using the state of the art satellites, unmanned drones and onboard optics, she would see the target moving into the kill zone long before either team ever could. Roe knew her duty, and had lived most of her life as a soldier. At the same time, her family had raised her to be very devout and conservative, teaching her that it was wrong to kill. This had been a constant source of heartache for the young officer; she often questioned her beliefs and her role in Westfor. But she knew that no one resigned from the Officer’s Corps in the Westfor Military; it was a coveted position, one that fed her parents and family. Nothing in the civilian world matched the salary she made and the privileges she had. So, once again she kept her conflicts to herself and continued to control the two teams as they prepared to kill other men. That was the other thing that confused Major Roe; she knew the two teams were more than likely Westfor Special Forces. But even the highly-trained soldiers she had seen couldn’t cover the distances she had witnessed. Both teams had been dropped by chopper far off the coast, swam, and ran to get into position within minutes. This was far beyond the capabilities of most men, even the physically fit Special Forces troops. She had heard rumors about super soldiers, but she never repeated or inquired about them.

    With a nervous twitch Major Roe refocused herself on the task at hand, there was no time for mistakes, and she had two teams to run.

