Mindstar

The not too distant future…
We see nothing; only darkness. Suddenly, from behind our solid veil, we hear the unlatching of a massive, iron door. The harsh crack of high heels echo over cement walls as a woman's chilling voice cuts through our blackness.  

Some people say the worst thing in the world is waking up, naked, strapped to a bench, with a professional torturer standing over you lighting his blowtorch--  

With a snap of burlap, our cloak of darkness tears away, washing us with the fluorescent haze of an interrogation room. The woman, as ruthless and sharp as a razor blade, pushes into our face-- 

Me? I say the worst thing in the world is waking up, naked, strapped to a bench, with an amateur torturer lighting his blowtorch... 

This is Suzi. 
What do you think?

Finally, we see her prisoner. Sweating and defiant, he's bound to a metal chair with a twisted bundle of electrodes stretching from his body to a sea of monitors behind him. Suzi turns to the glossy, two-way mirror and invites her consultant to join the interrogation. The heavy door swings open--

Ushering in Gregory Mandel. Strong and exacting, he's the quintessential ex-military specimen. As Suzi defers her investigation to Greg, it takes no scientist to detect a noticeable tension between them; a soured romance. Despite their damaged history, Suzi watches, still fascinated by Greg's cognitive prowess. He resumes the interrogation, but on a very different playing-field; it soon becomes apparent that he employs a strange, mental giftedness--

Greg sits, studying the prisoner. Where is the child? 

Behind him, images flash and peel over a bank of monitors. The screens cycle through a virtual tour of a destitute neighborhood. Individual buildings come into focus--

What part of the city? North? South? 

The prisoner sniffs, obstinate. Suck my chapped ass, Cop. That kid is dead if the money doesn't show up--But Greg's mind is strong, sharp, carving through strong associative memories, locked in the prisoner's subconscious. Greg is relentless. Unnerved, the prisoner twists against his restraints, when suddenly-- 

The details emerge in crystalline clarity.   
1857, Queensgate. Warehouse district. 
Stunned, the prisoner lapses into a conniption. How the--?! How the hell could you possibly know that? 

I read minds. Greg turns to Suzi. You'll need fast insertion. They're heavily armed, but we have initiative.  

That moment, high above the city--

A tilt-fan rotorcraft thunders over the sprawling ghettos and opulent estates; a grim reminder of the city's stark economic dichotomy.  

The aircraft's bay is stuffed with a mercenary Special Forces Team, all ex-military and fitted in light exo-armor. Teddy, the team's steely-eyed commander, studies his PDA as locations and real-time thermal scans of the kidnappers flash over its screen. 

Suzi's voice rings through their comms. I want boots on the ground in 2 minutes, Teddy--

Copy that, en route. He punches an active-power sequence into his exo-armor and racks a round into his rifle's chamber. His team does the same. In and out in 90 seconds. I want this kid back to her mommy by dinner time. 
Suddenly, we find ourselves in a posh hotel suite--

A disgusting, naked woman bounces in front of us, writhing in ecstasy. Is this how you want it, baby? Damn, you such a bad boy-- She rides faster and squeals with delight as we cut to--

A filthy warehouse, where a filthy kidnapper finishes our pornographic experience through his Neural Reality headset. Dirty sweat crawls over the headset's In-View insignia. You know it, baby. I'm a bad--

CRACK! A ballistic round splits his skull, folding his lifeless body over his automatic firearm as The NR headset clatters to the ground.

Like ghosts, the Spec-Ops Alpha team infiltrates the bottom level of the warehouse, their overlaid optics calculating precision measurements for the next contact, and spatial relationships with Spec-Ops Bravo in the upper levels of the warehouse. 

CRACK! CRACK! Bravo's ballistic rounds find their targets as Alpha team drops another, securing the floor level. Teddy coordinates Bravo to a partitioned wall in the warehouse. His optics find the child bound and gagged to a bed frame inside the cordoned room. 

Simultaneously, both teams crash the room. Time turns to liquid as--

The kidnappers jump for their weapons, but the teams instantly, and surgically dispatch all resistance. Teddy clips the restraints from the child as the teams administer medical care. Target safe and secured. We're coming home. 
Back at the Logistics Command Center--

Greg sits with Suzi's team at a bank of relay monitors displaying the Spec-Forces' operational accomplishment. But he doesn't join in the celebration; rather, drenched in cold sweat, he fishes a stabilizer and muscle relaxant from a pillbox hidden in his pockets. Suzi watches as Greg barely manages to choke down the pills.

High above the city--

Toby, a dark observer lurking in the shadows of a high-rise rooftop, watches the tilt-fan rotorcraft punch into the inky night. He turns to his phone, where the image of Kendric DiGirolamo illuminates its screen. It's Mandel. He's rescued the child. Visibly impressed, Kendric leans into the phone to overcome the thunder of applause behind him. You know what you need to do. Kendric terminates the connection as we cut to--

Backstage, the City Convention Center--

Kendric slips his phone into his jacket as his keynote introduction draws a deafening roar. He steps onto the glistening stage as brash and as arrogant as the day he founded Neural Reality. Instantly, he captivates his audience-- 

Have you ever dreamed of being the most famous athlete? Or what about the biggest movie star? Fancy a trip to Mars, or perhaps a journey to the bottom of the sea? Anything you desire, and as far and wide as you can dream…

Later, at the Gala Reception Hall--

Kendric brushes aside the torrent of admirers, fixated on Eleanor Broady, a stunning young red-headed musician playing the party. She is disarmingly direct and ferociously coy; Kendric enjoys the challenge, utilizing his charm to their best effects. They leave for his penthouse.

The next morning--

Eleanor sleeps, lost in the folds of Kendric's bed. From his bed stand, Kendric produces a small medical gun, and with nothing more than a subtle snap, he injects an NR sensor into the nape of her neck. 

Moments later, he receives a text. It's Toby: Signal is good. Subject is in the network. 

Kendric rolls out of bed, and enters the shower. Eleanor awakens to the buzz of Kendric's vibrating phone. She watches it dance over the night stand as CleanGene - head office calling flashes over its display.  Kendric re-enters, toweling his hair. She smiles at him, I think work was calling you, Ken. Without a word, he snaps up his phone and consults the call log. Muttering, he pulls clothes over his head, and as Eleanor watches him dress, she can't help but feel the first chills of Kendric's frosty demeanor. Do you at least want some breakfast? 
Kendric grabs his jacket and exits the bedroom. I don't really like breakfast. 
Suddenly, we find ourselves in a quaint neighborhood--

Kids laugh and play in the street as we move up the brick path to the front door of a beautiful house. As we pass through the front door, we're met by two gorgeous children that scream with delight as we enter the foyer. Daddy's home!

A beautiful woman emerges from the kitchen, smiling. You're just in time, hon! I made your favorite…she twirls in for a kiss as we--

Crash back to reality--

Greg sits alone, wired into an NR headset. His gutted house is as empty as his personal life, filled with little more than bare walls, plastic sheets and dormant construction robots. 

The next morning--

Greg awakens to the growl of a pristine 1950s Rolls Royce pulling up outside the shell of his stalled construction project. Emerging from his house, Greg picks his way to a figure standing in striking contrast to the suffocating backdrop of the bleak and endless swampland; Morgan Walshaw representing the Event Horizon Corporation. Morgan invites Greg into the Rolls with a tantalizing job opportunity from Philip Evans, the Event Horizon Corporation's CEO.

Morgan fits Greg with an NR headset, and transports him to an island paradise. With crystal waters and an endless blue horizon, Greg finds Phillip Evans standing in the white sand at the water's edge, marveling at the foam bubbling between his toes. Amazing, isn't it? Genuine zero-zero perception virtual - none of that fake hacker-shit. Phillip turns to Greg, and despite his vibrant appearance, holds a deep darkness in his eyes. White sand, blue skies. You'd never guess it, but there's a storm coming…

They walk, surrounded by tropical palms stretching to the sky. Greg, I'm dying…all the best gene treatments in the world - legal and illegal - can't save me now. So here I am, walking on this fake beach with you. Ain't life grand…

Phillip, aware of Greg's success in the recovery of the abducted child, minces no words. She was the daughter of a business acquaintance. Obviously, he's grateful. But it comes at a cost, doesn't it, Greg--

Greg turns. Is it possible that Phillip is also aware of the curse, coupled with the gift? 

…Lonely. Hopelessly empty. And you can forget functioning as part of a team. Your ability to see the naked truth creates devastating, emotional rifts. That sound about right? 

Phillip strides over the glistening sand. Quite a programming error.
Greg stops. Programming error--? Meaning what, exactly? 

Phillip studies Greg's face. Meaning, you're the only one left. All the others went mad. Killed themselves, and others. You're a national asset, Greg. 

Phillip continues along the beach. When you were selected for the military's Mindstar program, you were injected with a neural implant, giving you the abilities you now possess. I need those abilities on my side. Hell, the world does--

Phillip relinquishes insight into his latest, and most ambitious project: Slamdown--a space-borne defense weapon, and has recently been made aware of a significant security leak. Suspecting a major competitor of consistently stealing valuable construction data, Philip implores Greg to expose the leak. This is by far the most powerful and dangerous weapon ever created. If it gets into the wrong hands, It'll be the end of the free world. 

Greg gazes out at dark storm clouds churning over the blazing horizon.
Later, at an upscale restaurant--

Greg slips past the Maitre'd, and moves to a table of well-dressed patrons. Miss Homenz? My apologies for barging in on lunch like this--

Surprised, an elegant woman smiles, and waves off her security detail.  
It's just that I'm familiar with your work over at General Astronautics, and I was curious, who's supplying you with stolen data from the Slamdown project? 

Jennifer Homenz's face drops as time moves to liquid. Instantly, Greg acquires the mental association and slices deep into her memories. A face clarifies itself: Kendric di Girolamo. Suddenly--
The security team lunges, but Greg is fast. He instantly evades, slipping himself out of the restaurant. 
As Greg makes his way through the alleys, a car slides to a stop beside him. The window descends, revealing Suzi offering a quick get-away. Reluctantly, Greg accepts. He dives into the car, and they tear off into the night. 

Inside Suzi's car--

Shaking and attempting to cut the interaction short., Greg wrestles with his pills as he expresses his exasperated gratitude. But to his utter dismay, Suzi reveals that Phillip Evans from Event Horizon sent word of Greg's involvement in recovering the Slamdown data, and exposing the information leak. He's enlisted her assistance and resources as part of the recovery team. Fearing a relapse of the past, and the wreckage that followed, Greg declines her involvement. But--

Suzi insists. You're not pushing me away again. I won't let you. 

Back on the tropical beach--

Greg strolls through the sand with Phillip under the canvas of a stunning sunrise. But Phillip is distracted; entangled with the repercussions of Kendric di Girolamo brokering information from someone inside Event Horizon. 
He's a monster, Greg. Even more-so than me. Stop it. Stop it soon. 

The next day--

Greg, Suzi and Teddy meet at their Mission Control Facility to formulate a plan on localizing Greg and Kendric together to initiate a mental association. They focus on Kendric's galavanting, and uncover tabloid pictures of a stunning red-head hanging on his arm as they escape the gala event. It only takes moments to discover her identity: Eleanor Broady. 

Later that day--

Eleanor sips her coffee at a counter in a quaint cafe as she scans her social media. Greg approaches the counter and clumsily introduces himself. The probe begins, however--

Eleanor is disarmingly forward, put off that Greg won’t directly ask what he wants to know. 

Teddy and Suzy, monitoring from a van outside, rib Greg over his inter-frequency earpiece about how poor his dating skills have become. Despite the veritable peanut-gallery in his ear, Greg manages to walk Eleanor through her evening, and with her disgruntled permission for, discovers the association to her memory of CleanGene flashing over Kendric's phone display. At its conclusion, Eleanor leaves, furious at the amateur intrusion.

Moments later--

Greg enters the van and relays his discovery of the link to CleanGene, actively ignoring Teddy's asinine comments on finding a girl that just might help turn him into a human.

That night--

Greg ,Teddy and Suzi arrive in the surveillance van just beyond the CleanGene offices. The team outfits Greg with light body armor, a sidearm, ammunition, and a pair of protective glasses that relay Greg's POV back to the van's mission-control monitors. Greg's target: a computer terminal to facilitate a download of CleanGene records. 

Greg infiltrates the building, and makes his way to the research wing. Unbeknownst to the team--

A unit of mercenaries, armed to the teeth, penetrate the building's innards.  Greg pushes through the building when suddenly--

He catches a sharp pang of consciousness. Greg can feel the men slithering through the building. His acuity alights on a particular member of the Mercenary team arming an explosive charge--

Greg's mind writhes as he cuts through the soldier's memory. Where does the trigger lead? Wait--yes, to the basement. Greg focuses, and finds hundreds of pounds of high-explosives strapped to load-bearing walls within the building's infrastructure. Suzi! Teddy! The building, it's rigged to blow--

Suzi consults her thermal scans. Greg, there are innocent people on the top floors. If this building comes down--Greg's heart skips a beat, as--

He racks a round into his sidearm. In moments, Greg closes distance with the Mercs, and uses their own minds against them. Translating their perspectives, Greg stalks them down, and dispatches them, one by one. As the fight continues--

The Mercs' headsets crackle with their unseen, proxy-control commander: Eliminate him with extreme prejudice. But it's too late - the hunters have become the hunted.

Suzi and Teddy watch as Greg eliminates half the Merc squad with ruthless precision. Greg pushes through to the research wing as Teddy gears up for support. 

Accessing a mainframe terminal, Greg initiates a data download and freezes; his mind wrapping itself around the strangest thing--

A Merc lays, bleeding out from his gunshot wounds on the first floor of the facility. He clutches a trigger in his hand, trying his hardest not to mash the button. A voice rings in the Merc's headset--

Wait for it, soldier. Just a few more moments... 

Teddy bursts into the facility's foyer, when suddenly, Greg's voice pierces Teddy's comms. Teddy, cover! 
Without hesitation, Teddy slams up to a marble pillar, just as a volley of ballistic munitions chisel into its surface. He looks up to the elevators to see Greg through the glass of a descending elevator car, fighting to hold himself steady against a wave of racking convulsions. His voice snaps over Teddy's headset. 6 o'clock-- 

Teddy swings about-face and buries a round between the eyes of a Merc emerging from the main hallway. 10 o'clock. Again, Teddy swings and engages his target - he drops another Merc. 

Sweat dumps from Greg's forehead, and into his eyes. No. They're coming too fast--

With a blistering snap, a round glances off Teddy's shoulder armor. Another round shatters itself over his armored spine, knocking him to the ground. A third round buries itself between the bindings of his leg and hip, shooting a fiery pain through Teddy's body. Blood spatters over the polished floor. 

Ballistic rounds find Greg as they slap and glaze the glass of the elevator. Teddy returns fire, covering Greg as he sprints from the elevator doors--

Again, the overwhelming vision of the Soldier gripping the detonator. Wait for it…

Without breaking stride, Greg grabs Teddy's body armor by the base of the neck and drags him toward the front door. Teddy, sitting while sliding, fires his weapon into the encroaching Mercs. 

With a clatter, Greg an Teddy fall down the steep stairs leading up to CleanGene's facility. As they slam down the steps, Greg feels the last second of the Merc's life--

Now, soldier. Do it now--With terror gripping his body, the Merc mashes the detonator, and with a blinding flash--

CleanGene erupts into a seething ball of twisted steel and pulverized glass. The shockwave pummels the trees and blows a window out in the surveillance van.

Shell-shocked, Greg and Teddy watch the fireball curl into black smoke as it churns upward and becomes one with the night sky.   

Back at Suzi's Mission Control Facility--

The team reviews their circumstances. The intention behind Greg's set-up was obvious: frame him for the disaster, then push him underground to cut off his resources. Doing so would confirm to the world that the Mindstar Soldier had followed the way of his predecessors: an insane, rogue combatant throwing himself off the grid. But that was only the half of it--

With Greg run deep underground, it would be easy to accost a national asset when there's no one around to see; Kendric wants the Mindstar implant for himself. 
The team scrubs through the partially downloaded CleanGene data and discover a link between Kendric and an Event Horizon employee named Angie Garnett. Greg struggles to make sense of the information in light of the circumstances--

He dives into a recall session to address the burning questions left behind by the frantic night of associations: Who ordered the Merc to blow the building? It was obvious the proxy-controller was watching the incursion; why wait for him and Teddy to escape, yet kill all of the Mercs inside? Above all, who knew he was going to be at CleanGene? 

Eleanor…

Greg and Suzi move determinedly down the street and overtake Eleanor exiting a social club. She takes one look at Greg and--

Oh, God. Get lost…

Suzi jumps in. She explains to Eleanor that Greg has deduced that she's been implanted with an NR chip, and she's being ridden; with the implant, the observers can see and experience her senses via Neural Reality. The news hits Eleanor like a freight train as she recalls her single night with Kendric: their torrid romance, ending suddenly in a cold-shoulder, almost as if Kendric had finished using her. 

Greg gently explains that Eleanor is now part of Kendric's security bubble: eyes and ears all over the globe as an early-warning system to detect anyone moving in on his information theft and brokering. With Greg on the trail of Slamdown's data leak, he tripped the alarm. 

Suzi concludes that Kendric used the implant to observe their conversation at the cafe, keeping him one step ahead, ultimately framing Greg for the destruction of CleanGene in order to force him underground, making him ineffectual. 

Suzi and Greg invite Eleanor to help; additionally, the NR sensor can be destroyed non-invasively in the van. She begrudgingly agrees. 

In the van--

Teddy pulses her with an acute emp, destroying the device; however, the resulting headache leaves her groggy. 

Anticipating backlash once Eleanor is no longer detected on Kendric's network, Suzi calls for the team to split up: Teddy and Greg will take Eleanor to the remote swampland where Greg's housing project stands, as she heads back to Command to stockpile resources.

At Greg's house--

With the aid of two small work lights, Teddy sets up a mobile command center to communicate with Suzi as Greg and Eleanor set bedding for the night. She digs into his past, and to her surprise, he's willing to share--

The Mindstar program began in the Psy-Ops division of the military. He was selected along with others; his gift is not a natural ability, rather a super-secret military experiment. Slowly, one by one, each recruit went insane, unable to reconcile the duplicity of human nature that the implant revealed. Detaching his emotions and isolating himself was the only means of recourse to protect his sanity. He rose through the ranks with Teddy as his most trusted friend--

As Eleanor listens, Greg can feel her embracing his weakness. He's stunned: she has no hidden surprises. Still, his fear of broken trust keeps him wary, but Eleanor is altogether different than anyone he's met before. No agendas. Just…openness. 

A drone flies high over the city--

And pins its camera on a singular subject: Angie Garnett from CleanGene. The drone, piloted from Teddy's mobile command center, relays its feed to Suzi at Logistics Command--

And to Morgan at Event Horizon. Behind him, news reports chronicle the recent destruction of the CleanGene facility with images of Greg and the smoldering offices of CleanGene splashing over every news outlet. 

Greg speaks on an encrypted channel. Angie Garnett. She's our connection, Morgan. Her sister can't have a baby, so Kendric di DiGirolamo is paying for CleanGene to illegally sequence a viable embryo in exchange for Slamdown data. 

Morgan winces. You're plastered all over this, and now you're implicating Phillip and all of CleanGene? What is this--? Is this blackmail? 
Greg pushes back. Listen, Morgan--It only implicates Kendric di DiGirolamo of using CleanGene as his own personal baby factory. I'll prove it--

Morgan turns from the screens. You'd better. Because right now, I'm talking to a dead man. 

The next day--

Suzi, Greg and Teddy follow Angie to a massive parking structure in the medical district of the city. The crew parks the surveillance van on the street, adjacent to the structure, as Greg follows Angie up the garage to observe and intercept the possible exchange.

I've got eyes-on-- 

A Merc convoy pulls into the structure. Several vehicles slide to a halt, surrounding a horrified Angie. Greg watches as Angie hands the Team Leader a USB drive. Steadying himself, he probes the Merc brains for information. Suddenly--

What the hell--?! 

Greg turns to a small team of Mercs that have entered from a stairwell. Instantly, Greg engages--

He leaps forward, planting his foot in the face of the nearest Merc. Wrenching the weapon from him, Greg turns it on the two Mercs following, and mashes the trigger. A fully-automatic ribbon of lead rakes the two Mercenaries, almost severing them in half. He empties the remaining clip into the Merc holding his broken face on the ground. The concussive claps of the ballistic rounds echo through the garage like thunder, spinning the entire convoy to Greg's position. 

Horrified, Angie crawls into her car as two mercenaries in heavy-armor battle suits emerge from the convoy. Within steps, they grip her car by the bumper and force the vehicle through the retaining wall of the garage. Encased in her car, Angie can only scream as she plummets to her death on the pavement below. The second heavy-armor soldier spools his mounted guns to speed. Then--

All hell breaks loose. 

Uranium-depleated rounds chew into concrete and parked vehicles as the heavy armor strafe the garage in an attempt to destroy Greg. 

In the surveillance van--

Suzi pounds an access code into an interior storage unit. The rolling door ascends revealing a pair of their own heavy-armor. 

Up in the garage--

Greg utilizes the multiple parking levels to his advantage, creating a deadly cat-and-mouse-game-where-the-mouse-kills-the-cat. Just when Greg's exhaustion is at its peak, Teddy and Suzi join the fray. As they systematically cut down the remaining foot soldiers--

Suzi turns her sights on one of the heavy armor suits zeroing in on Teddy. She buries a volley of HE rounds into the carapace of the heavy-armor, blasting the exoskeleton limb-from-limb. Teddy turns, and through the burning remnant of the mercenary armor, sees the second armored unit behind Suzi, taking aim at a semi-unconcious Greg. Greg! Move!

But it's Suzi that leaps to action-- 

She hurls her armor in front of the Mercenary's spinning vulcan cannon just as the Merc fires--

Suzi's suit absorbs a full compliment of uranium, blasting into her power armor. Greg rolls clear of Suzi's mech-unit, falling through a hole in the ground, toward the level below. 

As he falls, time moves to liquid. Almost without effort, Greg finds Suzi's consciousness, and makes a fleeting association. He's suddenly transported to--

An east-coast beach.

A breeze whips over the dunes, tussling clumps of sea-oats. Greg and Suzi walk, hand-in-hand through the dunes, and just as the beach peeks through the sand, she stops him and pulls him close--

I could be here forever… 

She kisses him, and the horizon churns suddenly, as if on fire. Suddenly--

Greg lands on a car as the parking structure shudders. Suzi's exoskeleton bursts into a raging inferno of molten metal, and Greg loses her forever. He tries to scream, but-- 

As the Mercenary's armor vaporizes under the terror of Teddy's guns, Greg falls into a deep unconsciousness.

Darkness. Then--

A face. Soft…and kind. It's Eleanor--she's speaking in soft, gentle tones, as if to a departed loved one…She gave her life to save you. If that doesn't give you faith in the human race, nothing will…Then--

Blurred nightmares. People with guns, coming from cars. Running up stairs. Familiar stairs, chasing. Wait…is that Teddy? He's sleeping. He doesn't know--

Greg jerks awake, heaving and sweating in his bed back at his house. Greg looks to his left: Teddy stirs next to him in a chair, sleeping. Like the nightmare--

He looks to the other side of the bed, where Eleanor lies on a couch, sleeping. No, this can't be…Greg's eyes dart to the window of overlooking the swampland of his property.  

Teddy awakens and rubs his eyes. Are you up? How do you feel--

Teddy follows Greg's gaze to the front of the house; a hit squad of Mercs pile from several vehicles. Teddy shoots from his chair and charges his sidearm. 

Greg sits up. Listen to me, Teddy. Take her and get her out of here--I'll find you. Teddy wants to argue, but instead wakes Eleanor and runs her out of the back of the house into the swamp.

As the intruders swarm the house, they pass through room after room, finding nothing. Suddenly, the dormant construction robots activate; their circular saws scream to life as they attack rafters and frames of the house. The structure collapses, 

In the darkness, Greg takes a deep breath, and--

Slowly emerges from the basement doors, hands interlaced behind his head. The several startled Mercs waiting at the vehicles, swing their sights onto Greg as he approaches. On his own accord, Greg goes to his knees. 

Still in shock, the Mercs shove a canvas bag over his head as--

All goes dark. 

Greg awakens bound in an interrogation room with Kendric. 

Gregory Mandel. After all these carefully-orchestrated moving parts, I finally have everything where I want it. After I get what's in your head, I will be the ultimate information broker. I'll merely have to stand next to a world leader and the information will be mine. No secret will be safe. Impressed? Well, I don't care - you'll be dead, and I'll still be the man that took down one of the worst terrorists of the free world.

Kendric smiles as one of his aides come in for the gurney. Don't you just love it when a plan comes together?

Before being wheeled out, Greg asks Kendric for the access code to his personal computer. Kendric finds it impressively amusing that Greg can extract such sensitive information, but then again, what good is information to a dead man?
As Greg is wheeled into a surgery bay, he extricates horrible memories from his captor's abused childhood, and provokes him to a lapse in concentration. Greg takes his opportunity and slams his head into the captor's nose, splattering his face. Wrestling himself from the gurney, Greg snaps his captor's neck and dons his operating scrubs. 

Outside in the surgery ward, Greg moves through the halls unabated, until he finds an office with a main terminal. Keying in Kendric's passcode, Greg enters coordinates into a digital interface. He presses "Confirm-Execute".

As Greg steps from the office, the building alarm blares, sending personnel into a frenzy. Greg ducks into the stairwell, and makes for the roof.

An irate Kendrick pounds up the stairwell with a security detail. Bursting out of the roof-access door, Kendric sees Greg on the edge of the roof, eyeing the way down. 

There's no where to go, Mandel. Look, if you jump, I'll just count on your brain cushioning the impact to the implant, but I'd rather not have it damaged--

Greg turns. Kendric, you're going to die today--  

Kendric looks to his phalanx of soldiers on the roof, and can't help but smile. But, it doesn't last long--

With a thunder of blades, Teddy's tilt-fan rotorcraft crests the roof's edge. Before the men can scatter--

The rotorcraft's 50mm guns scream. 300 rounds per second shred the rooftop, blasting metal into the air. Men who aren't severed into bits, dive behind walls and ducts, trying to escape the torrent of death. 

Kendrick, flat on his stomach, can only watch the decimation as Greg jumps into the open cargo bay. The deafening thunder of the guns cease as the rotorcraft thumps away out of reach. 

As it turns away, a piercing star illuminates the night sky, as Slamdown screams into the building. The lightwave shears through the structure like a harpoon, vaporizing metal and glass. As the superheated atmosphere instantly expands, the building buckles like a volcano about to purge earth and fire. Suddenly--

The vacuum collapses, sending a pressure wave rippling through the building, smashing the high-rise like an aluminum can. With a final deafening clap, Kendric's empire bursts into a glittering rain of shredded debris. 

Weeks later at the Command Facility--

Teddy finishes a briefing on their next client. He glances side-long at Greg. Buddy, I don't expect you to jump into this-- 

But Greg stops him. No, I'm good. When do we start? Teddy smiles as Greg glances out the window at Eleanor. She waves and blows him a kiss. 

Teddy packs up his presentational gear. Well, whaddaya know. He's human after all. 

