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PREDATORS MADE PREY. 1

Azote was a commander in the Iraqi army. He was personally manning a 50 cal machine gun with a steel shield that blocked him pretty well. He was a common looking Iraqi man with an impressive military record. But as he looked through his night scope at the oncoming army of terrorists, fear ate in his guts. His two hundred available men were facing almost two thousand terrorists entering the city. Behind Azote innocent civilians were being warned to flee north of the city away from the invading army. The civilians were marked for death as punishment for assisting and supporting the American troops. Now with the Americans gone, the terrorists sought vengeance. Azote’s soldiers launched their rockets first in phosphorescent flurries of flight to strike terrorist targets. The strobing smites created blinding lights accompanied by colossal"kabooms" that shook the soil and stone like an earthquake. Each side's arsenals unleashed maelstroms of missiles and bullets blazing with tracer rounds. The bombs ballooned with broiling bonfires and searing shrapnel shredding soldiers. The major machine guns chattered and spattered shots, ripping through the ranks of each army.

Azote’s 50 cal massacred men in short spurts of shots as he repeatedly took his finger off the trigger to lower the leaping muzzle recoil and aim again. His steel shield kept clanging under the onslaught of ramming rounds and slamming shrapnel. Like a pair of pugnacious pugilists both sides hammered each other broadcasting bombs and bullets in a horrific hail.

Azote’s body armor and helmet were blasted by shrapnel shards and a force wave walloped him unconscious briefly. He became aware again with one of his men toting him in a dead man's carry. He couldn't hear much over the ringing in his right ear where his combat earplug had fallen out.

He was suddenly dropped down behind a building. Almost simultaneously his men triggered the detonators in a series of starbursts on the street. In retaliation, the enemy lobbed their bomb mortars hastily. The mortars whistled while plunging to the planet and pounded the ground like crashing comets that murdered men in mass graves, leaving smoldering crater bonfires behind and stench of boiled human flesh.

Azote’s soldiers made another stand after their brief retreat. The crushing concussions, dicing debris, and raking rounds whacked the enemy back. They were forced to retreat and reassemble their wrecked organization.  Asoka hoped that he'd bought the Americans enough time to eliminate Ali A Shard.

***
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SCOT LANCER COMMENTED quietly to Sharon on the ridiculousness of him leading a CIA team in Iraq.

“You’re not really leading them. I am."Sharon reminded him.

"Right." Scot agreed. But in reality only Scot could see Sharon's glowing astral soul. In life she'd been a pretty woman and in death remained so with long blond hair and blue eyes. She was busty bosumed and waspish waisted. Her soul rippled with radiance that changed in brilliance from lighter to brighter without warning. In life, Sharon was a FBI agent. After being murdered, she used Scot to get her killer. Sharon chose to remain on Earth hunting the worst killers and rapists. She made prey out of the predators with Scot's help.

Scot survived a severe cranial fracture when he was only 16. He woke up from surgery able to see and hear astral souls that chose to remain on Earth's dimension instead of entering the tunnel of light or being seized by the demons from hell.  At age 20 he'd already watched thousands of souls enter the light tunnel. He'd also seen many evil souls that were claimed by the dark demons that opened their own wormhole to seize the chosen souls and drag them to Hell's dimension. For over four years Sharon helped him cheat gambling at cards in casinos to make money. In exchange, he helped her catch killers and rapists.

He tried to just phone in tips to cops, agents, and military contacts when he could. But there were many times he had to risk life and limb getting directly involved. He was a good looking guy with buzzed short blond hair and blue eyes... He stood only five foot six, but he was impressively muscled from his hobbies of weight lifting and martial arts.  His left hand was a state of the art robotic hand. He'd lost his hand on a prior military mission. He sported significant scars on both sides of his face, limbs, and body from bullets and bombs. Now he was once again a psychic consultant on a CIA mission to assassinate the ISIS prophet that went by the name

Ali A Shard. Scot wore Iraqi clothing to blend in. He even carried an AK-47 like the terrorists preferred.

"What's wrong?" CIA agent Kelly OShanohand whispered to Scot. He glanced at her somewhat irritated. Kelly greatly resembled Sharon. Currently her features and figure were hidden by the Iraqi garments she wore to look like a local. Her six man team dressed the same. Kelly and Scot had been on many missions together. They'd been lovers, friends, and almost enemies on many occasions. It was a turbulent relationship to say the least.

"I'm waiting for Sharon to come back. She just flew ahead to be sure Ali's there." Scot whispered.

“Well Asoka just called in. His men managed to halt the terrorists coming into his section of city. But he can't hold them out long. The best chance we have is to eliminate Ali. If we lose him they'll be less confident. "Kelly commented.

“I know. We wait for Sharon. “He insisted against Kelly's impatience.

Ali was considered quite a prophet to the terrorist people that believed in their holy war. Ali had stimulated a huge new resurgence in the ISIS army and they were on a winning streak retaking cities and countryside no longer occupied by American soldiers. The Iraqi people had wanted the Americans out so that the Iraqi people in the military and law enforcement could patrol their own country. Unfortunately the Iraqi people were quickly losing the ground they'd gained with America's help.

Ali displayed some kind of evil genius.  He knew in advance where his enemies were positioned and in what numbers, along with what firepower they had. Ali had a Hitler kind of charisma that brought people from all walks of life to provide him with information and assistance. To make matters worse, many of his holy warriors were child soldiers. Boys that existed in poverty that saw a chance to rise up and did so by following Ali.

"I wish we could have just hit him with a drone strike." Scot muttered again.

"Me too." Kelly agreed.

Ali always kept lots of children around him. He displayed great expertise in hiding from easy assassination. He traveled in disguises through tunnels, caves, and other surreptitious avenues. Few knew where he'd be or when. He kept both boys and little girls near him, so if any drone or jet air strikes nailed him it would make him a martyr, murdered with a bunch of children by the evil Americans. Sharon found him after almost a week of constant flying and spying.

Scot and Sharon needed to get the CIA team close enough for a well-directed bullet to execute the evil prophet.  Sharon abruptly returned looking conflicted." He's moved into the bedroom. He's having sex with a woman. The children are resting three rooms away. They're about forty feet from him with stone walls and wood doors blocking them. A well placed rocket could kill him. The kids are likely far enough away and shielded enough that they wouldn't be hit. But they could be hurt or killed. I can't be sure. The woman would die with him though. If Kelly wants to go ahead we better move quickly. He doesn't let the woman sleep with him. He has sex and sends them away. Then he'll have the kids come sleep outside his door as shields. Who knows when this chance will come again? As usual he's got over fifty soldiers directly around him and more spread out. I can get you close enough for a rocket attack. But decide fast."  

"Damn." Scot sighed.

"What?" Kelly urgently inquired.

"Kelly found him. He's having sex in a room with a woman. The kids are about forty feet away from him three rooms over. There's stone walls and wood doors that would likely help shield the kids. Sharon thinks a well-placed rocket would kill him likely without killing the kids. But no guarantees. The woman he's fooling around with would be killed. It's your call, but we have to act fast. He has sex and sends women away. Then the kids will sleep outside his door as living shields, like usual. He's got over fifty soldiers directly around him and more spread out. Sharon can get us within rocket range. But decide quickly." Scot explained.

Kelly considered it quickly. The mission was to kill Ali without killing the kids he used as shields. If she launched a rocket and killed the kids with Ali he would die a martyr with children. The American government didn't want to kill kids in order to kill him.

"If I bomb him and the kids die it'll be my fault. But I'll take responsibility. Let's do it." Kelly agreed.

"Tell your people then and let's go." Scot replied. Kelly went back to whisper with the six agents along. They'd all been American Navy Seals and Special forces before becoming CIA field agents. They gripped their guns and gear ready to move.  

"Lead on," Kelly urged him.

Sharon waved Scot on and he followed her through the dim night. A pale half-moon hung in the heavens offering some visibility, along with the sporadic city lights. The team wore their night vision equipment allowing them to see quite clearly in greenish glows. Sharon led Scot in a circular swing on a side street and alley that rose steeply. There were other civilian pedestrian people all over the area. Some were armed and some weren't. Kids played on the sidewalks and streets. People talked and walked exchanging conversations. Traffic was light because many streets were closed off with guarded barricades.

They did the best they could blending in. They moved through a block full of bombed out broken down buildings. Homeless people were gathered there with fires going. The journey was an eerie experience. The smoke from homeless folks' fires drifted like ether over the moving team. The trek would remain a surreal dreamscape in Scot's mind until he died.

Sharon could zoom at supersonic speed while stopping or turning almost instantaneously and cruise through any obstacles as ghosts can do. That allowed her a lot of leeway as she spied on the world. She zipped back and forth as she kept scouting for any new enemy arrivals. The coast remained clear as Scot followed Sharon's soul from the streets into a bombed out four story apt building that was in a dilapidated state. The scorched structure sagged, left barely standing. The team used the stairs inside. The interior was scorched and smashed.  Homeless people were shifting shadows as they tried to evade the armed invaders moving though the ruins. The stairs were full of debris and entirely blow away in some spots. But the local transients had built their own stairs in spots with wood and stone. The team reached a room on the fourth floor that was missing its side wall. It offered a long look over the city spread out below and ahead of them.

"The roof's a deathtrap." Sharon warned." I can point out his room from here. Get the rocket up here."  

"This is where you aim from." Scot whispered to Kelly.

Kelly took the rocket launcher from one of her people. Scot pointed where Sharon was indicating. He whispered directions in Kelly's ear. She had a good eye.

"That second building south of the intersection, first story, and third room from the right with boarded window." Kelly repeated back. She wanted to be absolutely sure.

"Yes. Sharon, make a final check that he's there." Scot ordered.

Sharon nodded and disappeared with supernatural celerity. She swiftly blurred back." He's still in bed with her. They're smoking now. Better hurry."

"He's there. Your call, Kelly." Scot stated.

"I'm taking the shot." Kelly replied and carefully aimed. Sharon flew back to Ali's building in an eye blink. Moments later the rocked jettisoned on a fiery tail streaking across the sky. It flew true and punched into the place. The explosion blossomed big, showering the streets with raining rubble. Smoke and fire poured out the side of the house. The whole building seemed to sag as the load bearing walls were destroyed. The upper story room and roof corner collapsed under the concussion and blast damage. It was an awe inspiring eruption.  Sharon swooped back from Ali's building." Ali's dead. Blown apart with the woman. Kelly killed some of his people. Some kids were hit by rubble. A little boy is likely dying from it. He's pretty tore up."  Scot cursed.

"What?" Kelly was worried.

Scot decided not to tell her for the moment. Maybe later. "Ali's dead. Let's get the hell out of here."  No one objected.
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Sharon led Scot and the team followed him.

Sharon's supernatural senses and celerity worked well for scouting. She couldn't see through walls unless she ghosted through the barriers. But she'd already preplanned the escape route to use after the assassination. Sharon's lead took them away from the fifty fighters near Ali A Shard. The route cut through available alleys, side streets, home and building yards, along with certain bombed buildings and uprooted tough terrain. It required climbing over rubble, through bomb craters, and some fence scaling in addition to ghosting through the blasted buildings where mainly transients squatted. Things were going well on their escape until a near fatal fluke of fate found them.

"Stop, Scot! Shooters on your left!" Sharon warned.

Scot was caught flat out in the open of a building's back yard. He fell flat yelling," Shooters on left! “He whipped his weapon left.

From about a hundred yards away on higher ground a mob of terrorists spotted the running silhouettes entering open ground. They pummeled Scot's position. Their firearms flickered in frenzied muzzle fire as they fanned fusillades at the figures below.

Kelly and her team still had the big building's edge to scramble behind for cover from the cannonade. Scot was stuck amongst the bedlam of bullets with only a culvert to roll in. The rain of rounds slugged mud quite close to him. A lucky shot socked him. It felt like a bat whacked his back as his flak vest stopped the shot. He couldn't even risk rising up to shoot back.

"Shit!" he cursed from the painful clout. Mud mounds from the whizzing and walloping rounds began burying him. He was pinned in a place they could pepper but not quite pierce.

Kelly was carrying a scoped rifle. Her almost instantaneous expertly aimed enfilade arrowed accurately uphill. She pelted a head and tagged two torsos in her first sustained burst. While she stood leaning against the building aiming, one of her team named Miller took a knee to shoot from below her. He rested his rifle on the corner wall targeting a terrorist and triggered a torrent that tore a terrorist's arm almost in twain. Three foes were laid low. One of the terrorist's weapons woofed out a grenade that bounced on the building exploding. The terrorists' poured floods of fire into the churning smoke and crackling flames hoping to hit any survivors.

The wind was whooshing past Scot towards Kelly's team. That kept the smoke clouds from covering him. But playing dead seemed to have worked for him briefly because the terrorists were focusing their fire after the others. Scot couldn't risk running into that blender of bullets busting the building up. A terrorist's RPG soared on a sparkling tail banging the building in another explosion. Scot hesitated until Sharon hovered low in the culvert face to face. He couldn't hear her. He read her lips and looked where she was pointing. He obeyed her advice. He put his young reflexes into action as he boldly bolted from the culvert. It was only a thirty foot run. But a terrorist's fountain of fire brutally bashed his back and sent him sailing over the edge. 

Scot rolled downhill wildly. It was a steep section where bulldozers had plowed houses down after being bombed. He stopped and moved through the ruins of another blast damaged building. He'd lost his rifle during the fall. He pulled out his pistol that he only had two extra clips for.

His flak vest had saved his back from the volley that would have ventilated his vitals. He couldn't hear. Sharon was there guiding him with finger pointing and waves. Dumbly he nodded and followed her lead. Going back uphill to rejoin the team was a no go. He was dazed and confused. He put his faith in Sharon. He weaved where indicated through a twisting turning route.

Unfortunately he stumbled across a string of jihad soldiers. Sharon shouted and pointed. He swung his gun to toward the terrorists. The terrorists were twenty yards away. They shouted while whirling weapons his way. His Glock popped in a staccato storm of shots as he angled firing for center body mass. He plugged one in the gut and inexplicably pegged another's leg.  He emptied his clip as they scattered while shooting. He followed their example running around another corner.

He reloaded with a spare clip. He darted through darkness along a sidewalk and over a fence. A batch of bullets buzzed by like a hive of hornets and one stung his left arm. He twisted around a turn away from the shooter. Although Sharon was guiding him he couldn't see all the obstacles at his feet. His foot struck an unseen concrete block. He flew face first into a shambles of junk piled up in place. His head hammered something hard. He fought the dizziness. Sharon was urgently pointing and mouthing the word, “Shooters!"

Scot was dizzy in the darkness and didn't have time to search for his dropped pistol. He could see the silhouettes of two shooters against the faint moonlit skyline. They didn't see him blending into the garbage mound. But their path would walk over him. He was down to his knife to save his life. Both barrels were bristling away from his body. He pounced pugnaciously and his knife flared to life, slicing and spiking in lethal low blows. His first thrust drove deep in one guy's thigh severing the femoral artery. Scot jerked the impaled blade free of flesh as he snatched the gun barrel from the man's hands. 

The other enemy tried to turn his muzzle at Scot. Scot dropped the rifle barrel to swat aside the other muzzle. A strobe of muzzle fire scythed the sky near Scot's ear. His stroke slit his foe's throat so deep it almost decapitated him. Scot shoulder slammed the shooter sending the jihad soldier sprawling. Scot was gripping the gun barrel. But the first foe he'd felled and disarmed was pulling a pistol.

Scot dropped atop him with several knife strikes veering into his vitals. Scot got the gun from him and felt the warm spray of blood jetting from his final foe's femoral artery jetting blood. The guy gurgled grotesquely as blood flooded his lungs and throat. Scot gasped with his adrenaline in overdrive. He'd stabbed and slashed phenomenally fast in the fight. He obeyed instinct grabbing one of the AK-47s and patted the bloody bodies grabbing their extra clips. He followed Sharon away from the crime scene. He wondered if Kelly was OK.

***
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WHEN THE HOUSE WAS bombed, Kelly and her team were buffeted by a bunch of bricks and the blast impact ballooning through the barriers. Their body armor saved them from serious injuries. They had some lacerated limbs and minor face and head bumps, bruises, and cuts. Out of survival instinct they all dashed back on their path away from the bombardment bulldozing the building. Kelly hesitated, glancing back where Scot was last seen. Her gut felt punched at the prospect of abandoning him.

The gouts of smoke and fire swirled like a tempest amongst the avalanche of explosives and bullets. Going back was out of the question. Plan B was necessary. The team moved fluidly on their alternate route out of the area. They were forced to use more open streets briefly. The run led them into view of more jihad soldiers sweeping the streets. Kelly's gun spun burped a bunch of bullets that butchered a terrorist's body. Her spray of shots chopped another's chest. Her team mowed the other men down. But some others shooters farther away strafed the street striking three of her team without puncturing their Kevlar. The team spouted shots back at their opponents, tumbling two. Team member Brody sent a rocket racing at the enemy and it exploded amongst them, eliminating the terrorist threat.  

The team kept running. Their winding escape brought them near another cluster of terrorists in vehicles. Kelly looked back to see two trucks racing after them. The lead vehicle was a big commercial type of truck that had over twenty terrorists in back. The vehicle behind them was a smaller truck that had a big 50 cal mounted on back with a steel shield to protect the shooter. Kelly knew they'd be cut down if she didn't stop them on that narrow street. She stopped behind a beat up parked car to lean over it for steadier aim and some shielding. The truck terrorists were spitting swarms of shots that started shredding the car she used for cover. Kelly squeezed the trigger. Her salvo smashed past the windshield to drill the driver of the bigger truck.

His foot stamped the accelerator to the floor as he floundered from the fatal fire. Without him steering, the truck struck a small parked car from its path before banging into a block building. The truck was cruising about fifty mph on impact. The twenty three terrorists riding loose in the big back cargo area were sent sailing with bone breaking ballistics as they struck the streets and whaled against walls. The smaller truck on their tail tried to slow down and squeeze past the crushed truck. The street was a little too narrow there and the driver squealed rubber stomping to a stop. The guy on the fifty cal cut loose in a cavalcade of bullets that forced Kelly to drop down for cover as the car was peeled apart. She was clubbed in the gut as a bullet blew through the car to hit her. If she tried to run, she'd be ripped to bits from the cyclone of shots focused on finding her.

Brody was a block away when he spotted Kelly's pinned down predicament. She'd stayed behind to cover their six and she was going to die doing it. With the enemies aiming at Kelly they failed to spot Brody aiming. His rocket streamed down the street showering sparks and smoke before spearing the smaller truck. The explosion sent the vehicle flipping and men flying through flames, shrapnel and smoke.

Kelly looked at Brody as he reloaded. He launched another missile that mangled more men in another explosion. Kelly used the disaster to jog after Brody as her stomach ached from the bullet that bruised her. As she drew even she spared him a smile. They trotted together towards their team. The rest of the team were engaged in another firefight. The street siege was a brief but bloody battle. Two team members were belted by bullets to their body armor and another's skull was shattered from some shooters on a rooftop and road. The team raked

the rooftop and road with enfilades and grenades that punched the perpetrators. Another team member named Daniels used his grenade launcher to lob a bomb that dropped behind a wall two terrorists were using as concrete cover. Daniels had his leg lashed out from under him by a stray shot from a wounded warrior. It cut through his calf. The sniper didn't surface after that shot. Brody and Kelly showed up. Daniels couldn't walk. Walters helped him hobble along. Kelly felt sick sorrow as she spotted Miller with a shredded head on the street.

They reached the secondary escape vehicle and piled in. They took off driving hoping to evade any traffic stops. They were doomed to disappointment as they cruised through an intersection and a mob of men made a blockade while waving their weapons. Kelly steered aside driving up a narrow alley. She made it two blocks before two jeeps jumped on their tail and closed distance quickly. 

Brody was out of rockets. Daniels had lost his grenade launcher. Walters leaned out the window and made a pretty perfect pitch sending a grenade flying like a fastball. It bounced on the street slinging a swath of shrapnel that reached the first jeep ripping the radiator and other parts apart. The second jeep sped up propelling a whirlwind of lead that lanced into the team's truck. Walters was swatted in the shoulder as he hosed the jeep hood down. The jeep slowed from some sort of damage from Walters' fire. Walters was left gripping his bloody wound. A final tangle of lead cut through the truck like a buzz saw sending glass shrapnel showering and bullets biting into Kevlar and flesh. Kelly had to stick her head out the side window to see because her windshield was spider webbed with damage.

The team made few comments. Everyone was hurt and hyped up with a mixture of fear and fury. Kelly braked near the edge of town on a little used side road. It was blocked by vehicles and numerous terrorists. Kelly speed dialed on her phone." We're blocked. How close is it?"

"We see you. Get ready for some fireworks." the voice on the line assured her.

As Kelly listened, everyone in the truck seemed frozen. The terrorists at the blockade were shouting orders from a hundred yards away. The American drone hurtled through the heavens above to hail the terrorists below with missiles that massacred and mauled the men on the road ahead. The strategic smite by the drone opened the road. Kelly gunned the gas and drove past the flames and over and around the mutilated men and machinery. The team was heading home.
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Kelly was conflicted. Scot hadn't responded over his ear comm. She hastily did a speed text to his phone using her slashed right arm as her left arm drove. She cursed as a bunch of vehicles zoomed through the blown up blockade behind her. It was a convoy of terrorists’ vehicles hard on her dust and mud. Spotlights beamed at her taillights. The enemies were a couple hundred yards away and closing quick. Kelly reached the outskirts of the town's more rural region. It was mainly open area for the next ten miles. Big machine guns started chattering after them and bullets clanged on the tailgate. Kelly swerved.

"We've got problems! Where's the drone?" Kelly called over her phone to the CIA tech woman Karen running the drone team.

"We see. We'll get those bad guys off your tail. Stand by." Karen Lee reassured Kelly over the phone from far away.

The drone had climbed high in a wide swing outside the city away from the SAMs the drone team knew of. The drone ended its climb. It dived, juking and jiving as a variety of SAM's propelled from the planet's surface spiraled up, locked on the drone's exhaust system. The SAMs were jetted from the city's other side and that distance effected their ability to close the range right. The drone's aerial acrobatics and the chaff it spewed out made the SAMs miss their mark. The myriad of missiles exploded amongst the chaff. The drone discharged multiple missiles that zipped and ripped amongst the enemy trucks. The ensuing eruption expanded into a massive mushroom consuming the jihad minded men.

"Thanks you all," Kelly mimicked Karen's Southern drawl over the phone.

"Our pleasure." Karen called back.

Kelly felt her phone vibrate and checked the text. It was Scot. He was alive. Enormous relief overwhelmed her.

***
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"LAY LOW HERE AWHILE." Sharon advised Scot.

"Smells like shit." he complained.

"That's because there's shit over there." Sharon pointed out. She'd led him down a access tunnel in the crude sewer system. Sharon had quickly zoomed around exploring and felt pretty good about it." If any bad guys come snooping this close to the crap I can lead you through multiple tunnels to escape. It isn’t a rose garden. But it'll do."

The tunnel thrummed from the force of multiple missile explosions." Go do a fly by. “He requested." I'll feel better if I know Kelly's OK."

"OK. Be right back." Sharon assured him. She ghosted upwards through the concrete and earth above. Literally faster than a speeding missile she flew away following the explosions and gunfire. She found Kelly and her team driving out of the city with the drone
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