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​The Former State of Somalia
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Since its inception in 1964, Somalia has been a troubled nation. The supposed country is now ruined by political machinations from within and external forces. But it still hosts smugglers and criminals, and the Free City of Mogadishu is a symbol of their power. The Muslim Coalition turns a blind eye to their activities, and the ESU has most of the problems with rumors of the Muslim Coalition paying the Mogadishians to harass the ESU during the occupation of Kush and Mashara/Friesland. With the occupations winding down, there is little profit for the Muslim Coalition to use such people. The rest of the former nation is a wasteland, populated by the Bedouins and other elements, but the warlords own the Free City of Mogadishu. Other terrorist and freelance units hail from there, a mixture of cultures and a place to find the right person for the right job. In effect, the former country of Somalia is just an arid desert with its former ports now catering to space traffic, illegal and semilegal. 
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December 2, 2742

Captain Mirabig couldn’t believe a Leopard could fit inside the Galaxy transport as it entered Earth space. As an ESU-registered ship, it had to broadcast its identity as it made the fall toward former Europe. Or more pointedly, the ship was on its way to land in Israel. A training mission was the excuse for this operation. But the real reason they were coming back home was because the arms dealer was named in the Free City of Mogadishu. As Mirabig read over the file, he shook his head at how vast the universe was. It still felt very small once you had enough actionable Intel to work with. And after all that information was pulled from the databases, they had enough to work on for years. Not at their leisure, but they had many hours and days of travel ahead... (Author's Note: Radio Free Mashara) Personally, he thought the Sayeret should have handled this mission since they were closer, but the Good General had commanded, and he did what he was told. Besides, it would have taken longer for them to prosecute the target. While the dropship shook from the buffeting as it entered the atmosphere, he couldn’t back out now and felt trapped in the whole scheme of things. He also felt trapped since the Galaxy series of ships were steadily being worn out from constant planet hopping, to and fro. If the Dutch approved the Nova, then at least he’d have something more capable and new.

His team rode in the troop compartment of the Leopard while it was secured in the hold of the dropship. The seats weren’t the best, designed for normal flight, compared to the forces that were being exerted on him and the team. Majahal looked the worst, nearly terrified as the vehicle shook, but then again, they were supposed to be ejected as soon as the dropship entered the atmosphere. Slowly the buffeting stopped, and he heard the antigravity drive start. It was almost time to go.

“One minute,” Staff Sergeant Kiels said over the intercom.

Looking over everybody, he made sure they were strapped in. The two door gunners from Anvil’s First Squad looked green, but as the vehicle stopped shaking, they checked their weapons and readied for the move out of the dropship. Normally they landed once the antigravity drive sensed the gravity it was designed to oppose, and it could take care of itself from there. But now, all the dropship had to do was fly a steady profile, and it would be able to exit. He heard the distant rumbling as the securing mechanisms were removed from the vehicle. And with all the equipment they were carrying inside, he could get some kind of room as the vehicle bounced.

“Ten seconds,” Staff Sergeant Kiels intoned.

And after that, he felt forward movement, and the flight was more stable for the moment.

“Clear of the dropship, beginning descent into the continent.” Neither Staff Sergeant Kiels nor her driver had ever been to Earth, or Terra as it was otherwise called. 

The vehicle leveled off and she began the descent. Since it was turned off for the insertion, DJINN was almost going crazy trying to sort out where it was. But the vehicle began to settle as the satellites fed it the necessary information, and it figured itself out and where it needed to go. There wasn’t anything strobing, a term the Electronic Warfare hunk she’d slept with on the way here had taught her, so she thought things were fine. Everybody seemed okay once they reached approximately 300 meters off the coastline of Africa, which wasn’t ruled by anybody, just a former home to a former collection of geopolitical nations. Consequently, it was more dangerous now, and she didn’t know what to think. There were always lines drawn. Even as a merc, she had that idealization. So she started to worry. But for some reason it reminded her of Kearse, and her mind eased and felt much better.

After penetrating one hundred kilometers into the country, she followed Captain Mirabig’s guidance to a safe area that was frequented by ESU Kommando units. As she flew, she maneuvered the Leopard to that area, hoping their travel would go undetected.

An hour later, carefully skulking through the desert, she saw a small village right on top of where Captain Mirabig’s information indicated. Instead of breaking comms, she used the intercom. “Okay sir, we’re just five klicks outside of the location.”

“Okay.” Mirabig turned to the team. “We’re walking in to make sure they haven’t been turned. Majahal, you’re point, I’m second, and the rest follow.”

Amid the charging of weapons and nods, he turned back to the intercom. Moments later, the two door gunners opened the doors and swung out their weapons. The cool air aired out the somewhat cramped infantry compartment. “All right, we’re walking in to make sure that it’s still a legitimate place.”

Why not just comm them? She thought as she scanned the village. To her and the sensors, it was dead. Some small animals were moving around, but otherwise it was lifeless. “Tizin set it down. They’re dismounting, and once they’re clear we’ll stay here and wait.”

“Yes, Sergeant.” The vehicle settled down on its extended landing pads. “Set.”

“Clear of the vehicle. Stay here and support our advance,” Captain Mirabig said moments later as he adjusted the wraparound night vision system built into the helmet. Unlike the generation used in the early twenty-first century, it was a simple pull-down visor that allowed the normal range of vision that humans had. Depth perception was never an issue since it was a simple filter charged to allow the greenish haze that had been the standard since the invention of the system centuries ago. It had a thermal setting, but for now, he used what worked for him. Besides, in a desert environment, the vision was monotone. So he chose the lesser of two evils as he walked behind Majahal and his backpack weapon, which searched left and right as they and the team trudged along.

Twenty minutes later, Majahal reached the edge of the village. And as he approached the village, it didn’t seem like anybody lived there. The smell of death permeated the air, and he searched for any human forms. He didn’t see anything, but the smell was strong. “No movement, though the smell of death permeates the area.”

“Got it,” Captain Mirabig said as he eyed the place. Normally, somebody would have recognized that they were approaching by now. Unknown to Staff Sergeant Kiels, the message was already sent via an encrypted channel, but a response was given. Maybe it had been compromised? But the response was automated, so there had to be somebody there listening. That idea was becoming more of a fact as they crept around the buildings. It comprised a few small buildings and a barn, but he didn’t think the Leopard would fit inside very well. When they found the former owners with their throats slit, he knew he couldn’t use this as a hideout anymore and had to get rid of the electronics. Reaching the electronics room, he saw they were smashed already. He sensed that it was a trap and motioned for the team to leave. Maybe it was a revenge killing of some sort, but this was odd. “Anvil One-One, Tarantula One, anything around?”

“Negative, need us to pull up?”

“Roger, do it.” If it was a trap at least he would have more firepower available to him and a good escape vehicle as well if it did go down. The area stank of death and quietness, and both were overpowering him as he looked around some more.

“One, Four, Anvil vehicle incoming,” Rusty said from his vantage point. “Five minutes.”

“One.” Looking around, he shook his head and found the self-destruct system that was also looted. For all his luck, that’s what it amounted to, but the coincidence was too close since it took an hour to reach here. They hadn’t seen any vehicles approaching, and things weren’t fitting together. He knew that it was compromised, and they had to get out. He saw a few things they could take. With time, they could redistribute the gear around to the outside, but he wasn’t used to a grav vehicle. He preferred humping his stuff, which was more practical in some ways. “Everybody get in the vehicle. We’re going to the secondary spot.” He walked as multiple clicks sounded in his earpiece. Well, that ruined an otherwise good evening.

Moments later, the Leopard showed up, and the team jumped in and sped off into the darkness. “Head to this point.” He indicated the spot on the commander’s screen for Kiels to go to. Maybe they could figure out his next move once they got there. This place was too hot to stick around. Unfortunately, it was a more northwestern point, but he needed the breathing room especially for the mission he had to do. And the need to sequester the Leopard was the first necessity.

A half-hour later, after finally finding a good hiding spot for the vehicle covered in a loose camouflage net and then setting security, he sat and planned while those not watching the area were sleeping. Yawning, as he needed some sleep, he pored over the map, and the first thing he needed was transport. He couldn’t go into the Free City with the Leopard, at least not yet. Pulling out his datapad, he sent a message to Kommando HQ in Bremen:

Local safe house blown. Need transport for Operation Takedown. Any available?

Satisfied with that simple request, he sent the message, leaned back, and rubbed his eyes. Yawning, he had hoped it would take time, but then the message reply icon flashed. That was quick, he thought as he opened it.

Not available. Use local means.

Rolling his eyes, he laughed. He’d have to talk to either Rusty or Anika to acquire those means. Not before a nap, though.

Waking up under the net, he looked around and saw most of his soldiers pulling security or just sitting there. He hadn’t the foggiest idea how to acquire what he needed. Well he did, but not around here. Rusty wasn’t from around here and neither was Anika, so they’d have to go on a run, maybe hijack something, or outright steal it. The safe house didn’t have anything since it was already looted. But who sent the signal? Sitting up, he winced at the hot sun that blared through the holes in the netting. He walked toward Staff Sergeant Kiels, who was sitting near the vehicle, smoking a cigarette. He’d worked with her before, but he’d never noticed she did. She looked at him as he approached.

“Yes, sir?”

“I’m going to need you to send the Spotter out and see if you can find anything,” he said as he looked her over. She wasn’t wearing her top as usual. She had a firm chest, which was nothing special to him anyway. “I need it to search within a two-kilometer radius. We’re looking for some transport, and it wouldn’t hurt to perform a security sweep.”

Nodding, since it was more relaxed than working with the Troop, she simply hopped onto the top of the vehicle. “Tizin, do me a favor and roll up the camo net so I can launch the Spotter.”

“Yes, sergeant.” Standing up from the book she was reading on her datapad, she did as requested, eyeing the Kommando Kess before getting out of the hot sun. “Clear to launch.”

“Thanks.” Still smoking the cigarette inside of the vehicle, Kiels didn’t care about it at this point. She was sure the CO did, though. Punching buttons, she deployed the vehicle, programmed the radius, and let it feed the images down into the commander’s screen.

An hour later, the Spotter detected a caravan heading west, consisting of light utility vehicles covered in rags and various pieces of equipment. Weapons were detected but nothing she would consider a threat to their position. She continued to watch as the caravan exited the area, continuing west away from them. It had been slow since they made camp here. As a matter of course, she targeted them but kept the vehicle’s turret pointing toward the nose. They didn’t look like they were coming this way, so there was no need to disrupt the camo net.

As he watched the drone observe the motley assortment of vehicles, Captain Mirabig decided that they were refugees, and that an ambush was out of the question. Besides, he had dealt with refugees before and winced to himself. “Pull it back. We’re not going to hit them.”

Staff Sergeant Kiels figured it would have been an easy target, but she wasn’t running the mission. “No problem, sir.” She then punched in the commands for it to return to the small base. A minute later, the small drone landed and began the recovery cycle. It had been a long, hot day not helped by the heat, but it was the desert.

“In a few hours, we’ll send it up and see what we can find or what turns up,” Captain Mirabig said. Technically, he had a week to accomplish the mission, but he wasn’t going to just run into the Free City either.

A couple of hours later, the Spotter was sent up again, this time with a radius of five kilometers. Moments later, a small Jeep skimmed the ground as Captain Mirabig watched. It was a military-style Jeep but nothing he was familiar with. As it skimmed the area, he noted it was a patrol of some type, and the Jeep was a fat target by itself. But the question to him was how he was going to lure it into the area for them to ambush and hopefully steal. As he sat there, he watched the vehicle aimlessly drift around without following any pattern. A few minutes later, he watched as it approached within a kilometer of their own position, apparently not noticing the robotic follower. 

“Rusty, Anika, and Majahal, I have a job for you.”

“Yeah, boss?” Rusty said. His undershirt was sweaty from the heat. He stood up and stretched as the sun wore on his body. Eyeing the Asian door gunner who was napping, he walked over to Captain Mirabig.

Anika followed, dressed similarly, and leaned inside the compartment. “Sir?”

Captain Mirabig was still in his equipment and desperately wanted to take it off. He only nodded as he pulled a water bottle out of the cooler they had brought along. There were a few cases in the troop compartment, and the two door gunners taking naps weren’t necessary just yet.

“I want you to set up an ambush so we can get this vehicle.” Mirabig pointed to the Spotter’s feed. From what everybody could tell, the vehicle was on a patrol, perhaps an antirefugee patrol. “All of us, just the four of us, will try and ambush it and capture it.”

“Crew?” Rusty said as he leaned in and watched the feed.

“We’ll kill them and bury them somewhere. I’m sure they won’t be missed. Anika, since you’re the woman here, you’ll be the bait, and hopefully they’ll bite. Majahal, stay put since we don’t need you for this.”

Anika nodded and figured the way she was dressed might bring them in. Women always had that knack, and she often played that role. “I’m carrying a pistol at least.”

“Fine enough. We don’t have much time,” Captain Mirabig said as he crawled from the troop compartment and, like everybody else, prepared for the mission.

“Set,” Anika said after she found a good place to sit. She saw the small Jeep skim the ground while the rest of the team set themselves up in an ambush position. Since she had only the small pistol she used for backup tucked behind her back, she had to play herself off as the lost girl who got left behind or as one of the myriad entrepreneurs that roamed the countryside. To her, she felt as if there was little to hold anyone’s attention, even hers, but she stood up anyway, shielding her eyes from the heat as she waved to the vehicle. A minute later, it started making a beeline for her. To her amazement, they didn’t shoot at her, but then again, she would fetch a good price if she were some other type... like an entrepreneur. She watched as the vehicle slowly advanced. When it was only ten meters away, she stood as the gunner eyed her and then eyed the countryside. To her amazement, the driver’s door opened, and a man walked out with a rifle in his hands pointed at her.

“What are you doing out here, lady?” the man asked with a leer and a toothy smile. There was an obvious lust in his demeanor as he walked up, looking for a trap or another reason to shoot her. Bodies were a dime a dozen in these lands, but he would have his fun first.

“I got lost in the refugee convoy that came by here a few hours ago,” she said, using the shade of her hand to see if there was somebody else inside the vehicle. 

Since the man was blocking her, she couldn’t tell, but she heard another voice emanate from the vehicle. “What do you have out there?!”

“I found a woman. She was with that refugee convoy!” The driver yelled back, still eyeing the supposed straggler with a bit more lust than usual. It had been a few days.

“Well! We found ourselves a good play toy!” the other man said. He exited the vehicle and rounded it, carrying a similar type of rifle. 

She realized they were using NORINCO style carbines. In her mind, they were hideously unreliable, but if maintained properly, they didn’t jam too much. 

“Well, my lady, before we send you back to your owners, we’ll see what you’re made of.” A toothy grin formed across his clean-shaven face. As he approached, his stench also assaulted her. Maybe they were really looking for the convoy, or, more likely, they were purposefully looking for stragglers such as herself.
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