ENEMY I N THE ASHES

"Monsi eur Chapelle,"” El Farrar said when the Secretary General of the
UN was on the line. "I amsure by now you have heard of the events
whi ch have transpired over the past twelve hours.”

"What do you nean?"

"My nen have in each of the |ocations dozens of small packages of

pl ut oni um attached to hi gh-expl osi ve charges. These bomnbs, which are
arranged so as to do maxi mal danage to the oil fields, will be set off
if anyone tries to attack or otherwise interfere with my nmen."

"But ... but that is insane!" Chapelle argued. "That would ruin npost of
the world's oil supply for generations.”

"I amglad you understand," El Farrar said, all hint of civility gone
from his voice.

"All right, it seens we are at an inpasse. Wat are your demands?"

"Not now, Chapelle. First, | amgoing to airlift in some nore troops to

each location, just to be sure you don't try anything stupid. Wuld you

be so kind as to instruct all of the nations involved not to attenpt any

interference with the planes delivering ny troops?"

"You know | cannot tell sovereign nations what to do with their
ai rspace," Chapell e reasoned.

"Then, just informthemthat if they do interfere with any of ny

transports, | will explode nmy bonbs and render their oil fields useless
to them"

"But that would mean killing your own nen."

"My nen are perfectly willing to martyr thenselves in a good cause. |
wi || contact you once again when ny nmen are in place. And Chapelle

"Yes?"

"I woul d advi se you to keep the General Assenbly in close attendance.
You will soon have sone nonentous decisions to make."
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Claire GCsterman drummed her fingers on her desk as her cold eyes roaned
over the nen sitting in her office. She'd called a nmeeting of her
cabinet officers to discuss their current situation, and she wasn't
happy with the news they'd been giving her

Herb Knoff, her bodyguard and sonetime |over, sat on her left, as usual
He was a large man with broad shoul ders, coal -black hair, and a boyi sh
face that belied his violent and unforgiving nature. The other nen
serving under d aire knew he was nean as a snake when riled, so they
tried their best never to nmake hi m angry.

Claire glanced at Herb, a scornful expression on her face. "Herb," she
asked in a | ow, dangerous voice, "can you believe this shit they're
gi ving me?"

Herb smirked, shaking his head. "No, ma'am" he answered, his eyes
narrow and fl at.

Harley MIlard, daire's official second in conmand in the governnent,
even though he was a weak, mild-mannered man who was conpl etely under
Claire's thunb, held up his hand. "Now, Claire," he protested in his
usual whining voice, "you asked us how things were. It's not our fault
the situation is so bad."

Wal l ace W Cox, Claire's Mnister of Finance, cleared his throat and
added, "That's right, Caire. Things could
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be a lot worse. If Ben Raines and the troops fromthe SUSA hadn't
i ntervened and hel ped us defeat those Mddl e Eastern terrorists, we
could all be speaking Arabic now. "

Claire fixed himwith a steely glare. "How could things be worse, \Vally?
W may have won the war, but now you assholes sit here and tell nme we're
dead broke."

She stared at the other ministers in the room "Hell, what good is it to
win the war if we aren't left with enough noney in the treasury to run
the country?"

Aifford Ainsworth, Mnister of Propaganda, nodded his head. "It's true
that the treasury is at very lowlevels, Claire, but we weren't in good
shape even before the invasion by El Farrar's nmen. I'mafraid if we
don't do something soon, the people are not going to stand for nore
restrictions in governnental services."

"diff's right," Gerald Boykin, Mnister of Defense, agreed. "M/ troops
haven't received a paycheck in over a nonth. | don't know how nuch
longer we'll be able to keep the soldiers in uniformif we don't cone up
with some way to pay them what we owe them"

Claire turned back to Cox. "I thought the United Nations had agreed to a
| oan package, Wally. Wn't that help to bail us out until we can get the
econony novi ng agai n?"

"I't'"ll help some, Claire, but with half the country on welfare, the
nmoney they've promi sed us won't last six months.”

"What the hell's wong with everybody?" C aire asked, rolling her eyes.



"Doesn't anyone want to work anynore?"

Ainsworth smrked. "Wiy should they, Caire, when welfare pays them nore
for sitting hone on their butts than they can make with a job?"
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Claire stared hard at Ainsworth for a nonent, and then she slammed her
hand down on her desk. "Dam it, I'mtired of being told there's no
nmoney in the treasury and the government has to cut back while these

| ayabouts are living off the governnent's tit. diff, | want you to
announce inmedi ately that due to the current emergency, all welfare
checks will be cut by twenty percent.”

Ainsworth's eyes opened wide. "But, Claire, that'll cause riots in the
streets.”

She smled grimy. "Good, then stopping themw ||l give Boykin's troops
something to do to earn their paychecks.™

She got to her feet and | eaned forward, her hands on her desk. "Now, get
out of here and find ne sone way to get nobre noney into our
coffers-raise taxes or levy fines or sonething. The governnent cannot
function wi thout noney!"

Her cabi net menbers rose fromtheir chairs, casting worried | ooks at one
another as they filed out of her office.

Claire took a deep breath and stretched her arnms out over her head.
"Damm, these neetings al ways nmake ne tense,"” she said, glancing at Herb
Knoff, still sitting next to her. She gave hima half smle. "How about
a massage for your boss?" she asked with a | ascivious grin.

He returned the look. "Anytime is a good tine for a full-body rubdown,
Claire."

She nmoved from behind the desk, took his hand, and led himinto her
living quarters adjacent to the office. As she went through the door
she began to unbutton her bl ouse.

Suddenly, a nman dressed all in soldier's fatigues stepped from behind
t he door and whi pped his left arm
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around Herb's forehead, stretching his head back while he put a |ong,
curved knife to his neck

"Holy shit!" Herb grunted, standing still as the razor-sharp bl ade drew
a few drops of blood from his neck

Claire whirled around, her hands going to her face. "Wat the hell's the
meani ng of this?" she al nost shout ed.

"My name i s Muhammad Atwa," the man said in a heavy accent. "lI have a
proposition for you, but | first need your assurance you will not summon
hel p."

"How did you get in here?" Caire asked, her eyes flicking toward the
phone on her bedsi de table.



Atwa noved the knife suggestively. "Please do not attenpt to call for
hel p," he said. "I amnot afraid to die, and I nost surely will kill you
bot h before your guards arrive."

"I asked you how you got in here."

He shrugged, his lips curled in a cruel smrk. "Your soldiers are very
lazy. Anyone in a uniformis allowed to pass al nost w thout questions."

Claire sighed and sat on the edge of her bed. "What is it exactly you want ?"
Atwa reached around Herb's chest, took the pistol from his shoul der

hol ster under his coat, and notioned for himto join Caire on the bed.

Once Herb was sitting next to her, Atwa sat on a chair across the room

and | eaned back, crossing his legs with the pistol resting on his knee,

the barrel pointed at them

"I represent an organi zation called Al Qa' eda, based in Afghanistan."

"Al-Qa' eda?" Caire asked, her brow furrowed. "I thought we got rid of
them back in the early part of the century."

Atwa snil ed again, though w thout the slightest bit of
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hunor in his eyes. "Yes, that is what you thought. You did nanage to
kill our |eader, Osama bin Laden, but we had others ready to take his
pl ace."

"And what proposition does Al (Qa'eda have for the United States?" Caire
asked.

"A friend of our organization, Abdullah El Farrar, has conme to us with a
plan to bring the world to its knees."

"El Farrar?" Herb asked. "Wasn't he the crazy bastard who |ed the
terrorist attack against us this year?"

Atwa shrugged. "A misguided effort, as it turned out. He had neither the
troops nor the materiel to conplete his mssion, though | think he would
have succeeded had it not been for Ben Raines and the SUSA' s intervention."

"l doubt it," Claire said. "W woul d have beaten hi meven w t hout Rai nes
and his troops. It would just have taken a little |onger."

Atwa sniled again, showing he didn't believe her. "At any rate, the SUSA
and the UN. have frozen all of El Farrar's fanmly's assets, and he is
angry. He has come up with a very intriguing scheme to nake them pay for
what they did to him™"

"Yeah? And just what does he have in nmind?" daire asked.

"To take control of the world's oil supply,” Atwa answered sinply.

"Ch, is that all?" Herb asked scornfully.



"Let me explain," Atwa said, moving the pistol so it no | onger pointed
at them "As you know, alnost all of the working oil fields are in Saud
Arabi a and Kuwait since your country destroyed nost of the others in
Iran and lraq during your hunt for Osana bin Laden years ago."

"You're forgetting our fields in Al aska," Cdaire said.

Atwa waved a dism ssive hand. "Yes, you have enor-
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nous reserves, but your environmentalists have so far bl ocked you from
exploiting themto any degree."

Claire nodded grimy. The tree-huggers were the bane of her existence.
She'd been trying for years to get the Congress to |let her open up the
fields to full production, but so far they'd resisted.

"So, how does El Farrar plan to take control of those oil fields?"
Claire asked. "They are under the protection of the UN."

"My organization is prepared to put fifty thousand of our best troops at
his disposal. He will use themto gain control of the oil fields and
oust the U N troops, which are very poorly disciplined."

"So, and then what?" Claire asked. "Ben Raines and his SUSA troops woul d
take themback in less tine than it takes to tell it."

Atwa shook his head. "Not if you agree to help us."

"I'n what way could we help you?" Caire asked. "As much as | hate to
admt it, our troops have never been a match for the SUSA' s."

"We don't need your troops," Atwa said. "W nerely need fifty pounds or
so of the plutoniumyou have in storage."

"Plutoniun?" Caire asked, puzzled. "You want to make an atom bonb?"

"No. W intend to place small anounts of the plutoniumnear all of the
oil wells, rigged to explode if our demands are not met. As you know,
plutoniumis one of the dirtiest of all radioactive materials. If we set
the bonbs off, it will contam nate the oil reserves for thousands of
years and make them unusable. ™

"But," Claire said, horrified, "that would throw the world back into the
Dark Ages."

"That is how we have been living in Afghanistan for
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decades, " Atwa said, shrugging. "But | doubt it will cone to that. Once
the U N sees that we have the neans and the will to destroy the world's
oil supply, I think they will accede to our demands."

"And what will the United States get for our hel p?" daire asked, a
t hought ful | ook on her face.



Atwa spread his hands, a wide-toothed grin on his face. "Wy, you'd get
to be our partners in ruling the world, of course."” He hesitated a
nmonent, and then he added, "And Ben Rai nes woul d have to cone craw ing
to you to get the oil his country needs to maintain their style of life."

The t hought of Ben Rai nes having to beg her for anything persuaded
Claire. She'd hated himfor as |ong as she could remenber, and now was
her chance to get back at himfor all he'd done to make her life m serable.

She stood up and stuck out her hand. "We'll do it!"
14 TWD

As Ben Raines ran, his breath cane in short, gasping bursts and his
chest felt like a giant hand was squeezing it. Sweat poured fromhis
brow and ran down into his eyes. Finally, he stopped and bent over, his
hands on his knees as he gl anced at his nmal anute dog, Jody, who'd been
running effortlessly at his side. She wasn't even breathing heavily, and
was | ooking back at himas if to say, "Cone on, let's run sonme nore."
"Jesus, Jody," he managed to gasp between breaths, "give your master a
break." They'd just jogged five nmles, a trip he used to make wi thout
even breaking a sweat. He | ooked at his watch. They'd averaged
six-mnute mles, a feat nost nmen woul d have been proud of. But not
General Ben Raines, |eader of the Southern United States of Anerica
Armed For ces.

He bent down, rubbed the back of Jody's neck, and ruffled her ears,
somet hing she loved. "It's hell to get old, Jody old girl," he murmnured
to her as she | ooked up at himw th adoring eyes, her lips curled in a
smle of delight.

Maybe it's finally time to step down and gi ve someone younger a chance,
he thought to hinself. H s adopted son Buddy had been chanping at the
bit lately, wanting nore responsibility. Perhaps now was the tinme to
give it to him
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Ben thought as he finally managed to sl ow his breathing dowm to normal
| evel s.

He gl anced back down the road running along the periphery of his base,
and figured he had about another mle to go to get hone. Wth a deep
sigh, he began to jog toward his quarters, hoping he wouldn't have a
massi ve coronary before he made it back. Jody barked with happi ness as
she ran al ongside him keeping a sharp | ookout for a squirrel or rabbit
just in case one happened to show itself al ongside the road.

After a shower and a lunch with his troops in the nmess hall, Ben net
with his teamof advisers in his office. As he sat at his desk, he

| ooked around at the nen and wormen in the room his heart swelling with
pride at the excellence of the teamhe'd formed so nany years ago.

M ke Post, his Chief of Intelligence, sat snoking his pipe as usual
filling the roomwith the aromatic snell of fine tobacco.

Jersey, his bodyguard, who was hal f Apache, sat on a chair near his
desk, her hand resting on the hilt of the K-Bar assault knife that was
her favorite weapon. Her long dark hair was tied in a braid at the back



of her neck and hung down al nost to her waist.

Cooper, called Coop by nobst everyone, was his driver and sat next to
Jersey, where he could whisper insults to her as the occasion arose.
Their constant bantering was | egendary and a source of constant
anusenment to the other nenbers of the team

Anna, Ben's adopted daughter, sat on the couch next to Harley Reno, also
part Indian, with the characteristic red hair and blue eyes of the band
of aborigi nes who were his ancestors.
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Beth, the teamstatistician, sat next to Carrie, who was in charge of
conmuni cations for the team They were quietly talking to Scott "Hammer"
Hamerick, Harley's closest friend and fell ow commando.

On an adj acent couch sat Buddy Raines, Ben's son, who'd led the
speci al -ops battalion until the previous year, when Ben had asked himto
join the team as second in command

The final menber of the group was Dr. Larry Buck, who'd recently taken
over fromDr. Lamar Chase, who'd semiretired to play golf and lie about
hi s handi cap.

It was a fine team one that had fought together over nany canpaigns.

Ben took a sip of his coffee and then cleared his throat. "Okay, boys
and girls,"” he said with a slight grin. "How about a status report on
our current situation?"

M ke Post took his pipe out of his nouth and gl anced down at a sheaf of
papers, resting on his ever-present briefcase on his |ap. The team often
joked that if they ever wanted to separate Mke fromhis briefcase, it
woul d have to be surgically renoved

"Well, to begin with, the good news is it seens all of the terrorists

who i nvaded the United States have either been killed or captured. O her
than a few stragglers who shouldn't be any problemto round up, the

threat of any overthrow of Claire Osterman's government is over," MKke said

"What of the | eader, Abdullah El Farrar?" Ben asked. "Any news of hinP"

Mke's lips curled in a sardonic grin. "The last intel | have says he
returned to the Mddle East, either Iran or lraq, in disgrace for his
failure. I"'malso told his famly is none too happy with his aborted

attenpt to destabilize
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the U S. since it resulted in all of the famly's assets being frozen."
"Ch, darn," Coop interjected sarcastically, "now they'll have to live
like all the other poor people they've been robbing for the past twenty

years."

M ke | aughed. "Well, not really. They still have relatively substanti al
funds avail abl e from bank accounts the U N wasn't able to find, but



their standard of living has definitely gone down."

"How about the governments that supported himin his takeover bid?" Ben
asked. "Are they still behind hinP"

M ke shook his head. "Don't know, since our intel is limted over there,
but | would think not. They're not exactly fond of failure in that culture."

"So you think we can forget about El Farrar as a threat?" Buddy asked,

| eani ng forward, his head cocked to the side in a characteristic mannerism
"I wouldn't go that far," Mke answered. "But | doubt we'll be hearing
anything fromhimfor quite a while. After all, he | ost al npst
twenty-five thousand of their best troops. It should take himsone tine
to reestablish a force we'd need to be concerned with."

"I wouldn't be too sure of that," Harley Reno said.

"Ch?" Buddy asked.

Harl ey nodded. "Yeah. As you know, | spent some time over there a few
years back. There's no shortage of crazy young Muslins who are willing
to take a short ride to meet Allah by bl owi ng thensel ves and any
followers of the Great Satan in the West up with them If El Farrar
survives his return and isn't killed or disavowed by the | eaders over
there, he could rearm and have another twenty-five thousand fanatica
foll owers before you knowit."

"That's a good point, Mke," Ben said, his brow fur-
18

rowed in thought. "Tell your sources to keep a sharp | ookout for any
news El Farrar is trying to raise another arny."

"Roger," M ke said, making a note on his |egal pad.
"Now, " Ben continued, "what of the U S ? How are the conditions up there?"

M ke shook his head. "Sinply terrible. There are shortages of
everything, fromfood to gasoline to heating oil. The country is in the
wor st depression since Claire took office. I"'mtold half her arnmy is not
bei ng paid, and the governnent is so short of funds they've actually cut
their wel fare paynents by twenty percent."

Ben snorted. "Damm! That neans the poor folks up there mght actually
have to go to work and do something useful to help their country's econony."

"Hah," Jersey said. Her feelings about people refusing to work and
accepting wel fare were well known. "That'll be the day. Expect a revolt
anytime if the | ayabouts are cut off fromthe governnment tit."

"Actually, Jersey's not far wong," Mke said. "My sources tell nme there
have actually been food riots in nost of the major cities, and the

uni versity students have been so vocal in opposition to the cutting of
wel fare that Caire has actually gone so far as to suspend cl asses unti
the situation clears up."

"That won't hurt the country much," Cooper said with a sneer. "From what
| hear, about all they teach in those colleges are blatant socialismand



ot her liberal bl eedi ng-heart nonsense.™
"How did the schools up there get so bad?" Beth asked.

"You know the old saw? ' Those that can, do; those that can't, teach'?"
Ben asked. "Well, after the initial wars that decimted the world and
caused us to split off
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fromthe U S, nmen and wonen with skills found thensel ves nuch in
demand. Ot hers, mainly those who spent nost of their tine on the

si del i nes carpi ng about peace and | ove and sharing the bounty, went into
teachi ng. Those were the only jobs whose only requirement was a | oud
mout h and | ots of opinions, none of which had to be realistic."

"That's why in the SUSA, all of our teachers are volunteers who have to
support thenmsel ves at an honest job, huh?" Carrie asked.

Ben nodded. "Yeah. W saw right away that teaching should arise out of a
skill, not just an opinion. Al of our universities teach skills that
are necessary in the real world to make a living or to be useful to
society. All of the so-called liberal-arts curriculumthey |ove so much
inthe US. is still taught here, but only to produce well-rounded
peopl e and only as an adjunct to useful subjects. Here, no one takes

phil osophy or art appreciation unless they're also enrolled in nedicine
or engi neering or sonething they can nake a living at."

"You left out the nost inportant job of all," Hamrer said, putting his
hand on the butt of his Beretta 9mm pistol. "Soldiering."

Ben | aughed. "A prejudiced point of view, but one with which | heartily
agree. Only, soldiering is not taught at universities, but here in the
armed forces," he added.

"And there's nothing Iike on-the-job training," Coop said, glancing at
Jersey. "Wy, just look at Jersey here," he said, smling. "If she had

to earn her living cooking or taking care of a man, she'd starve to death."

In a flash, Jersey drew her K-Bar and put the point under Coop's jaw "I
know how to 'take care of a man,' " she said archly. "Want ne to show
you how it's done?"
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Coop gul ped and | eaned back, noving the knife fromhis throat. "Umm
think I'Il pass, dear."

Jersey grinned and put the knife back in its scabbard. "I thought you
m ght, sweetie," she said.

Ben cleared his throat and hid his smle behind a hand as he said, "Now
that our intel briefing is over, |I have sonme news | want to share with
you all."

The group settled down and gave himtheir M attention, wondering what
was goi ng on.

"I have decided that it is time for this old warhorse to step down," he
continued, his face now serious.



As the group began to speak up, voicing their objections to this
pronouncenent, Ben held up a hand. "Now, hold on," he said, |ooking each
of his friends in the eye as he spoke. "Leading an arny is a young man's
job, and | have recently conme to the conclusion that it would be better
left to soneone younger and stronger than me." He inclined his head
toward Buddy, sitting across the room "After extensive consultations
with ny fellow officers and the joint chiefs of all the commands, as
well as with the various battalion commanders, we all agreed that Buddy
Rai nes should take over . . . effective immediately."

"Wait just a mnute, Ben," Buddy objected, junping to his feet. "No one,
| east of all ne, can take your place!"

Ben shook his head. "You are possibly the only one who feels that way,
Buddy, " Ben said. "You've served an adnirable apprenticeship, if that's
what it's called, over the past couple of years, and you won't be

exactly taking ny place. | plan to stay on board as a sort of advisor
if you agree, but the ultimte responsibility of the day-today
| eadership of the armed forces of the SUSA will fall on your shoul ders."

Coop got to his feet and placed his hand on Buddy's
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shoul ders as he spoke. "I think | can speak for all of us, Ben, when
say we don't think you're quite over the hill yet, but | can also say if
you' ve made up your mind, then Buddy will make a fine | eader."

"Hear, hear!" the other menbers of the teamall shouted, getting to
their feet to crowd around Buddy and shake his hand and pat himon the back

Ben smiled broadly and al so got to his feet. He indicated Buddy shoul d
take his chair behind the desk, and stepped to the side.

Shaki ng his head, Buddy noved to take the commander's chair, standing
for a noment with his hands on the desk. Everyone coul d see the shiny
filmof tears in his eyes at the honor. He glanced at Ben. "I stil
think this is unnecessary,"” he said, his voice hoarse with enotion

"Of course, as the new commander in chief, you'll be able to pick your
own personal team" Ben said.

Buddy | ooked around the room "If it's agreeable to them | can think of
no better teamto help me |l ead than the one you' ve used in the past," he
sai d.

Ben | aughed and spread his arms. "l can't either," he agreed. "And |'m
sure they'll give you the sane loyalty and fine service they've given ne
over the years."

Every man and wonman in the room nodded, and there wasn't a dry eye in
the crowd.
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Muhammad Atwa turned and shook hands with Herb Knoff at the Indianapolis
International Airport. He'd just checked three suitcases onto the



commercial aircraft he was taking to Mexico Gty. Two of them appeared
to be al umi num cases, but were in fact lined with | ead on the inside,
and each contained twenty-five pounds of weapons-grade plutoniumin an

i nner casing. The third suitcase was nore conventional in appearance,
bei ng made of |eather, though it too had a lead-foil coating inside to
hide its contents fromany airport scanners. In it were various assorted
weapons arrayed for easy access once he reached his destination

"Are you sure you wouldn't rather use one of our mlitary aircraft to
take you home?" Knoff asked as they grasped hands.

Atwa snmiled grimy. "Wuld you al so have ne paint my forehead with a
sign saying I amon inportant business with the U S.?" he asked gently,
so as not to give any disrespect to his new ally and friend.

"But will the ... cargo be safe flying comercially?" Knoff persisted as
he gl anced at the bags being | oaded into the cargo section of the plane,
al ong with dozens of others, by the baggage handl ers.

Atwa shrugged. "If it is Allah's will, the bags and | will
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all nmake it home safe and sound. If we do not, then | am sure the people

| represent will send soneone el se to procure another supply of what we
need to bring the U N to its knees."

"I hope it doesn't conme to that," Herb said. "lI'mlooking forward to the
operation you've planned. The U N and Ben Rai nes and the SUSA have been
a thorn in our sides for many years. It will be good to see them beggi ng

for oil for a change."

"There will be many changes once we've gained control of the oil fields,
my friend," Atwa said. "I will send you a coded nessage to |l et you know
when |'ve arrived safely in our headquarters in Afghanistan.”

"So long," Herb said, watching as Atwa wal ked toward the plane as if he
hadn't a care in the world.

Atwa, though a devout Muslim didn't wear the beard of the true
fanatics, or the turban. He was dark-skinned and was fluent in nany

| anguages, Spani sh among them He'd nmade his own flight arrangenents,
flying under the alias Emilio Gonzales. Only he, El Farrar, and E
Farrar's second in comuand, Farid Zamet, knew his travel plans. Once he
arrived in Mexico City, he was to take another comercial flight to Abu
Dhabi in the United Arab Emirates, where El Farrar had arranged for a
private Lear jet to nmeet himand fly himthe rest of the way to their
base near the city of Kandahar in southern Afghani stan. He anti ci pated
no probl ens.

On the plane, when the flight attendant asked if he needed anything, he
ordered a double scotch on the rocks. No al cohol was allowed in their
canp due to Muslim prohibitions against |iquor of any kind. Though
Muslim Atwa was flexible in the parts of the Koran he chose to foll ow,
and he did | ove his scotch
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When he deplaned in Mexico City, Atwa chose to pick up his |uggage

hi nsel f instead of trusting the baggage handlers to transfer it to the
correct flight. It wouldn't do to have his luggage | ost or m splaced and
sent to sone other destination

As he wal ked through the rather dilapidated airport term nal, struggling
with his three bags, Atwa gl anced around to see if there was a bar
somewher e nearby so he coul d partake of another drink or two before his
next flight took off.

Always on the alert for trouble, he noticed two men standi ng nearby who
averted their eyes when his passed over them Atwa's heart began to beat
faster and sweat pooled in his arnpits. He knew the signs of

surveill ance, and he suspected his cover was bl own.

He gave no sign he'd picked up on the nen, and turned into the first
rest room he passed after seeing them He stepped into the | ast booth at
the end of the roomand hurriedly unlocked his | eather bag. He took a
Beretta nine-mllimeter pistol fromits conpartnment, attached a sil encer
to the barrel, and jacked a shell into the chanmber.

Stripping his pants and shoes off, he arranged them over the end of the
toilet so it looked as if he were sitting there. Once that was done, he
peeked out of the door of the booth and saw the rest room was now enpty
of ot her people.

Runni ng as quick as he could, he entered the first booth near the door
and got up on the toilet so his feet couldn't be seen. And then he
wai t ed; sweat dripped off his face and onto his two hands, clutching the
Beretta tightly before him

M nutes later, he heard footsteps enter the roomand the room door being
cl osed and | ocked.

Soft voi ces speaki ng Farsi whispered, but he couldn't
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make out what they were saying. He raised his head and peered over the
stall walls. The two nmen he'd seen watching himwere standing in front
of the booth where he'd left his pants.

They each held | arge pistols, also equipped with silencers in front of
them He saw them nod, and then they both fired into the booth through
t he door several tinmes. The sound of their gunshots was no nore than a
| ow cough.

Atwa had seen enough. He took careful aimover the wall of his stall and
put a bullet in each of their heads, grinning at the sight of their
heads j erki ng under the inpact.

He was out of his booth before their bodies hit the floor. He retrieved
his pants and shoes, put themon, and stuck his pistol inside his belt
at the small of his back. Then he hurriedly dragged the bodies into
stalls and sat themup on the toilets, |eaning them back agai nst the
wal | . To anyone who bothered to | ook under the doors, they would sinply
appear to be sitting on the John



Atwa noved to the sink and washed all traces of blood off his hands,
retrieved his luggage, and casually strolled down the corridor toward
his plane's gate. H s eyes constantly flicked fromside to side as he
wat ched carefully for anyone el se who night be working with the pair
he' d di spat ched.

Just before he got to the check-in area, he stepped close to a trash
barrel and slipped the pistol into it. He doubted the two bodi es woul d
be found before his departure, but he didn't want to be searched and
caught with a gun he'd used to kill them

As he sat in the departure |ounge waiting for his plane to be called, he
read a newspaper. The only sign of stress
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on his placid face was a single drop of sweat that rolled slowy down
hi s cheek.

Seven and a half hours later, he was stepping onto a Lear jet at the
airport in the United Arab Em rates bound for Kandahar. He was | ooking
forward to his nmeeting with Abdullah El Farrar, for blood was going to
fl ow. Someone would be nmade to pay for the security | apse that had

al nost gotten himkilled and his precious cargo stol en

El Farrar, and his ai de-de-canp, Farid Zanet, were standing on the
tarmac i n Kandahar when Atwa depl aned. The hot w nd bl owi ng off the
desert hit himin the face with the power and heat of a bl ow orch,
causing himto reflect on how soon the heat of the desert is forgotten
in cooler clines.

El Farrar's eyes focused on the al um num cases Atwa carried fromthe

pl ane, and his lips curled in a wide grin. He noved forward and enbraced
Atwa, growing in his ear, "I see you have acconplished your mission."
"Yes, though not without some difficulty," Atwa answered gravely.

El Farrar |eaned back, his hands on Atwa's shoulders. "Difficulty?"

Atwa gl anced around at the people mlling about near the plane. "Let's
wait until we are alone and I will give you the details."

Mnutes later, in the arnored |inousine El Farrar used for his trips to
the city, Atwa gratefully accepted the glass of fruit juice El Farrar
of fered himfromthe well-stocked bar of the car-though he wi shed E
Farrar were not so
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fanatically Muslimso he could add a jolt of the scotch he carried in an
i nsi de pocket.

"So, nowtell me," El Farrar said, |eaning back against the fine |eather
of the seat. "What sort of difficulty were you speaki ng of ?"

Atwa gl anced at Farid, and then back at El Farrar. "Two assassins were



waiting for me in the Mexico City airport.™
"What ?" El Farrar exclaimed, his brow knitting in surprise.

"Yes. It was only because they were amateurs that | was |ucky enough to
spot them before they could kill ne and take the plutonium"

"But," Farid said, "that is inpossible! Your travel plans were known to
only a few of our closest and nost |oyal associates."

Atwa fixed himwith a baleful stare. "Exactly how many knew of my trip?"

Farid thought for a monent. "There were Abdullah, me, and the pilot of
the Lear jet that flew you here. That is all."

Atwa shook his head. "There nust be at | east one other. Were the traitor
the pilot, | would never have nmade it here."

El Farrar snapped his fingers. "The only other one is the man who
radi oed the pilot when to expect you in the Emirates."

Atwa took a long sip of the cool fruit juice. "Then | would start ny
guestioning with him perhaps with his famly present as an added
incentive to tell the truth.”

Bl uent Ecevil was sitting in front of his radio, whispering into the
m cr ophone, when the two security guards
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El Farrar sent burst through the door. Ecevil, sweat pouring fromhis
face, jerked a small-caliber pistol fromhis waistband and stuck the
barrel in his nmouth. Before the guards could grab him he pulled the
trigger and bl ew the back of his head off, showering the radio with bits
of skull and brain and bl ood.

El Farrar stepped into the roomas the snoke cl eared. He shook his head.

"He was speaking into the radi o when we entered, ny |leader," the first
guard sai d.

Atwa entered behind El Farrar. "He was probably telling his enployers
that 1'd arrived safely with the pluto-nium" Atwa said.

El Farrar turned to the guards. "Go and get his famly i mediately. W
will see if they know to whomthis piece of canel dung sold his loyalty."
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Buddy Raines told his unit to neet himon the firing range of their hone
base just after the noon neal. As the group gathered, they were al

wondering just what their new | eader had in nind

Coop | ooked around, yawning el aborately to show he wasn't concerned, no
matter why they were there. "Buddy probably wants to check us out on the

targets, to see if we've |lost our edge," he said.
Jersey smirked and gave a |l ow laugh. "In that case, you'd better be
ready for a dressing-down, Coop. | seemto renenber your hit ratio in

our last firefight against those ragheads wasn't all that high."



Coop blushed. "Hell, you know | was under heavy fire that night. | was
lucky I didn't get nmy head bl own off, and you expect ne to hit
everything | ainmed at?"

"Not everything," Jersey said, turning to watch Buddy as he wal ked
toward them "But one or two would have been nice."

"Hey . . ." Coop started to rejoin, but was interrupted by the arriva
of Buddy, who was being foll owed by Hammer Hammerick and Harl ey Reno,
who were wheeling a | arge wagon of what | ooked |ike weapons and ot her
equi pnent .

Anna and Corrie glanced at each other. "You know
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what's going on?" Corrie asked Anna, figuring she m ght know since she
was constantly in Reno's conpany.

Anna shook her head, watching Harley to see if he would give her any clues.
"Hell o, boys and girls,"” Buddy said, a wide grin on his face.

"What's all this about, Buddy?" Cooper asked, staring at the wagon
bet ween Harl ey and Hammer.

"I"ve brought us sonme new toys to play with," Buddy said. "I dearly |ove
Ben, but he was sonmewhat ol d-fashi oned about weapons. He tended to stay
with those he grew up with, and didn't particularly like to experiment

wi th new technol ogy. "

"Ch," Jersey exclainmed, picking up a couple of exotic-looking rifles.
"Whoever said dianonds are a girl's best friend hadn't seen these babies!"
"Easy, girl," Coop said, also stepping close to the wagon. "Don't get
your panties in a bunch."”

"Harl ey and Hammer and | have just come fromthe arnory, where they had
t hese big boys in storage, just waiting for someone with the balls
enough to requisition them" Buddy said. "Now, I'll step back and | et
our weapons experts give you the | owdown on our new toys."

Harl ey Reno nmoved cl ose to the wagon, and began sel ecti ng weapons and
laying themout on a table they'd set up for that purpose.

"Let's start with handguns first," he said. He picked up an automatic
pi stol in each hand. "Though revol vers are easier and safer to use,
rarely jamm ng, | prefer automatics for the field because of their high
magazi ne capacity and |l ess frequent rel oading." He held up a very |l arge
and | et hal -1 ooking one. "This here is the IM Desert Eagle, made in the
U S.A back in the eighties and nineties. The first automatic pistol to
use heavy magnum
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| oads, which nade it a favorite of the Mdssad back in the days before
the big bang. It's a .50-caliber, and will stop an el ephant in ful



charge. Two problenms. It's got a hell of a recoil, and it only hol ds
seven bullets in the clip. Not suitable for troops with small hands,
though it is my favorite side arm"

"Let me see that," Jersey said, taking his warning as a personal chall enge.
He handed her the gun and a clip, which she promptly stuck in the handl e
as she noved over to the firing station. She held it out with both hands
and gl anced back over her shoulder at Harley. "It's really heavy."

He grinned. "It needs to be. Wait until you fire it."

She took aimat a man-sized target fifty yards down the range and
squeezed the trigger. The gun exploded with a sound |ike a grenade and
Jersey's arnms flew straight up in the air, her face screwed up in pain
at the shock of the recoil. Neverthel ess, a two-inch-dianmeter hole was
punched in the chest of the target.

Harl ey nodded. "That's a good shot."

Jersey shrugged and wal ked over to hand himthe gun back. "Alittle too
noi sy for ny taste," she said, rubbing her hands to get the circul ation
back.

Hamer gave a short laugh. "I'mwth you, Jersey." He pulled a
particul arly nasty-Iooking black pistol fromthe holster at his waist.
"I prefer the Colt Python .357. It also holds seven rounds, and unl ess
you' re going up against King Kong, it'll jet the job done with a | ot

| ess damage to your ears and hands."

Harl ey gl anced at himas he held up the other gun, nuttering, "Sissy,"
under his breath. He was perhaps the only man alive who would dare to
call Hanmer Hammerick a sissy and live to tell about it. "This one
you're already famliar with," Harley continued. "The Beretta
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MB3R It fires 9nm parabel l um shells, the nmagazi ne holds twenty shells,
and it can fire three shots on M automatic each tinme you squeeze the
trigger. It also has a small folding stock for your free hand to help
steady your aimon automatic. This is the gun we're currently using, and
I think nost of you should stay with it. Not too heavy and virtually no
recoil on single shots.™

He stepped to the side. "I'll let Hamrer fill you in on the Iong guns.”

Hamer bent over the table and picked up a subnachi ne gun they were al
famliar with. "This, as you all know from previ ous experience, is the
IM Uzi. Thirty-round clip, 9mm easy to control with the folding stock
out, and a bitch to use like a pistol." He smled. "Still, at over six
hundred rounds a minute, it's very intimdating even if you don't hit
anything with it," he added, glancing at Coop, who blushed and | ooked
down at his feet.

"The new guy in town is the Heckler and Koch MP-10. The H&K MP-5 was t he
best on the market in its day, but the MP-10 is even better. Very
reliable, uses 9nmshells in a thirty-round clip, and the recoil is not
too bad. It's one of the favorites of terrorists and SWAT teans, not to
nmention Harley and ne al so."



"What's that big boy there next to the MP-10?" asked Anna.

Hamer grinned. "You nmean this nonster?" he asked, holding up a
| ong-barreled gun with a | arge shoul der stock

"Yeah," Coop said, "tell us about it."

"This is the Calico 45200. It only fires three-round bursts, but it
conmes with an integral hol ographic ai mpoint sight, gun canera,
electronic ignition, gas vents, and a small gyroscope systemthat hel ps
danpen novenents fromrecoil. It's extrenmely reliable and controllabl e,
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has a two- hundred-round nagazine, and fires 4.5mm shells. Not a gun
you'd want to carry around in the field, but a nice addition to have
avai |l abl e when you need |l ots of firepower."

Harl ey noved to pick up a very intimdating shotgun fromthe table.
"Now, for close-in firefights, this is the best in the business. This is
the Franchi FAS."

"That | ooks a lot like the Franchi SPAS we used | ast year," Jersey said.
"Yeah, but with inprovenents," Harley said. "This one is made entirely
of composite materials, and we' ve hacked the chip that controls the
firing mechanismso it's now fully automatic. It fires fiechette rounds
froma helical magazine that enhances the shotgun's precision and effect
greatly, and it can also fire normal buckshot or slugs. And unlike the
SPAS that only holds eight rounds, this baby will hold twenty. W' ve
shortened the barrel and added a | eather strap so it's easy to carry
over your shoul der along with your other weapons."

Anna fingered the gun and rai sed her eyebrows.

"Go on, give it atry," Harley offered.

Anna noved to the firing platformand ained fromthe hip at the target
Jersey had shot at earlier. Wien she fired, the target was literally
shredded by hundreds of nee-dlelike, razor-sharp, steel flechettes.

"Jesus, " she whi spered.

Jersey cl apped her hands, |aughing out Ioud. "Hell, Coop. That's the gun
for you. Even you couldn't miss with that baby."

Coop didn't answer, but his eyes were on the shredded target and a small
smle curled his lips.

"I npressive, but worthless in heavy brush or agai nst men wearing flak
j ackets," Hammrer observed.
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"You wanna show themthe assault rifles?" Harley asked.

"Sure," Hanmer answered. He held one up. "This is the Vektor 5.56mm
CR21. It has an integral Vektor reflex optical sight, and is so accurate



it can even be used for a sniper rifle. It can also be fitted with the
| at est RAPTOR ni ght-vi sion scope, which will let you see in total

dar kness. As you can see, all of the new assault rifles are of the
bul I pup design. "

"Uh, what the hell's that?" Coop asked.

"That means the butt plate is attached directly to the receiver with the
trigger in front of the magazine, and they're usually shorter so they're
easier to maneuver in the field."

He pointed at the table. "W included a couple of AK-07 's, the
successor to the original Kal ashni kov AK-47. The Fi nni sh Val net
Corporation consulted with the Russians on the remake, and they did a
good job. It, like the others, is a bullpup rifle, very short and easy
to shoot, reliable in the worst conditions of sand or nud, and we'll
probably be seeing it in use against us since the Russkies shipped them
to every Third World country known to man in the old days."

"Show '"emny favorite," Harley said, his eyes excited.

"Yeah, mne too," Hamer said. He picked up an exotic-1ooking rifle.
"This is the ECAl, nmade by the European Conbined Arms Initiative. It is
the npbst advanced assault rifle in the world. It's a binary propellant
rifle, so it doesn't need gunpowder. Instead it relies on two volatile
gases that explode when mixed. It used to need to be in wreless contact
with a central conmputer, but our lads at Intel have gussied these up to
use i nbedded chips. It can designate targets; it can coordinate indirect
squad fire. It cones with an integral hol ographic aimpoint sight, tele-
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scopic sight, infrared vision, gun canmera, gas vents, and it also has a
gyroscope to control recoil. It even has an integral grenade |auncher
that can control the grenade trajectory perfectly.”

"Tell "emthe best part,"” Harley said.

"Ch, yeah. The user has his profile progranmed into the gun, so when he,
or she, grasps this rifle, it automatically formats to the individua

sol dier's preprogramed settings. That neans, if the gun is lost or
confiscated, it can't be used by anyone else. It fires 4mm BP shells,
has a four-hundred-round magazi ne, and its gas bottle hol ds enough gas
for eight hundred shots."

"Holy shit," Coop said. "That sumbitch is |ike something outta Buck
Rogers. A conputer gun."

"That's why | like it so rmuch," Harley said, |aughing.

"I have a question," Beth said.

"Yeah?" Hanmmrer replied.

"If these are programed to individual troops, what if the user goes

down and one of us needs to use the gun? Are you saying we won't be able
to?"



"Not at all," Hammer said. "W plan to have several of these along, one
in each assault vehicle, and all of themw Il be programmed to accept
any of our group as a primary user."

Bet h nodded. "Good, 'cause in a firefight, I don't want to pick up a
weapon and have it tell ne, 'Sorry, Charlie." "

"Hey, what the heck is this?" Coop said. He was standing next to the
tabl e where Harl ey and Hanmer had laid out all the weapons. "Don't tel
me we're going back to using bows and arrows."

Harl ey stepped over and picked up the nini-crossbow Coop was talking
about. It was pistol-size, and could be

36
used with one hand. Next to it lay several different types of projectiles.

"This little baby has been included to be used when stealth is
necessary. Quieter than a pistol or rifle with a silencer, and extrenely
deadly at up to a hundred yards. And even better, these new darts we're
using will penetrate a Kevlar vest or a flak jacket better than a bull et
will." He dropped it back on the table. "But of course, we'll probably
never need it. It's really nore for the scout teams than us
front-line-type troopers."”

Hamer | ooked at his watch. "There's nore here to go over. W stil
haven't gotten to accessories and comunications yet, but it |ooks to ne
like it's past the lunch hour. Why don't we neet back here later this
afternoon and we'll finish up and | et you guys have some fun on the
range with the new guns?"

The group all agreed and noved toward the nmess hall, with Coop nuttering
somet hi ng about them finding his bones bleaching in the hot sun after he
starved to death.

37 FIVE

After they'd finished eating, the group reassenbled at the firing range,
wher e anot her table of high-tech equi pnent was on di spl ay.

Harl ey and Hamer stepped up to the table. "Corrie," Hammer said, "this
is mainly for you since you're our conmunications expert, but the rest
of us need to get acquainted with the equi pment too, just in case you
get put out of action.”

"Bite your tongue," Corrie said with a rueful grin.

"This is the AN PRC 132 SOHFRAD, " Hammrer said, indicating a field radio
equi pped with a strap so it could be worn |ike a backpack. "That stands
for Special Operations H gh Frequency Radio. It makes an uplink to any
one of the special tel ecomunications satellites orbiting the earth and
rel ays the signal back down to the headsets the troops wear, as well as
anywhere in the world it's programmed to comruni cate with."

Corrie's eyebrows rose. "You nean that our field comunicati ons woul d be
able to be nonitored by headquarters during a firefight?"

"Exactly," Hamrer answered. "Unfortunately, the signal doesn't have a
scranbler on it, so in a worst-case scenari o, our enemies mght be able



tolisten too."
"The way around that is to change frequencies on a
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preset schedule," Corrie said, a thoughtful |ook on her face.
"Yeah?" Hammer asked. "Well, 1'll leave the details for you experts to
work out with Intel and headquarters,” Hamrer said with a deprecating snile

Corrie nodded as she ran her hands over the radio, obviously intrigued
wi th her new toy.

Harl ey pointed at the table. "W al so have sone ot her goodies for you to
get acquainted with. Those tubes over there are Stinger mssile

| aunchers, and next to them are the new JAVELIN antitank
weapons- | i ghtwei ght, portable, fire and forget, and they fire a
127mm di ameter missile. They'll take out just about anything in their
range, froma ship to a helicopter or tank."

He noved a few feet to his left and indicated sone grenades lying in a
row. "Here we have sone bang-bangs you've all used before: M 76 snoke
grenades, M 25 CS riot grenades, and M 651 tear-gas grenades, along with
t he usual frag and stun grenades. We even have a coupl e of CPAD Tech
rocket grenades for you to try." He |ooked up at the group. "I know

you' ve all used these before, but Buddy wants us to do sone practicing
since it's been a while since we've been in action."

Hamer added, "There're a couple of new night-vision scopes there too.
The best is the RAPTOR, though the BENS 9304 and the Jaguar ain't bad.
Buddy wants us to get used to firing at night using all of them"

"I hope it's better than the old ones,"”
t hrough them"

Coop said. "I couldn't see shit

"And your shooting showed it," Jersey nmuttered, causing Coop to grimace.

"Thi s newer-generation scope doesn't have quite the greenish tinge the
ol der nodel s had, and some can al so be used with thermal inaging so you
can pick out your
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eneny by his body heat. Anyway, tonight after it gets dark, we'll al
give thema try."

"Buddy's gonna join us," Harley said, grinning. "He says he's got a | ot

to live up to taking over fromBen an' he plans to make sure he'll hold
up his end.”
Coop | ooked around at the group. "I'msure | speak for all of us when |

say |'ve seen Buddy in action before and he doesn't have to take a
backseat to anybody, Ben included."

The ot her menbers of the group all nodded their agreement, and they |eft
to get sone supper and get ready for the night's fun and games with the
new t oys.



I n Kandahar, Farid Zamet wal ked into El Farrar's office, finding himin
a discussion with Muhamrad Atwa.

Farrar | ooked up, noticing Zamet's clothing still had specks of blood
and tissue on it.

"How did the interrogation of Ecevil's famly go?" he asked, his
nostrils flaring a little at the stench of excrenent and urine that
entered with Zanet.

"Not well. Neither the wife nor the children knew of his treachery."
"Are you sure?" Atwa asked, clearly not convinced.

Zamet exam ned his hands and idly picked at the bl ood under his
fingernails while he answered. "Believe me, | asked themreal hard. If
they did know anything, they took the information with themto their
graves."

Atwa turned back in his chair to face Farrar. "W nust assune at | east
part of our plan has been conprom sed. | suggest we nove as rapidly as
possi bl e before significant opposition can be nmounted."

"I agree," Farrar said. "In fact, the operation is already under way."
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" Oh?"

"Yes." Farrar hesitated, winkling his nose, and then he | ooked at

Zamet, still standing before him "Farid, would you m nd going to your
quarters and taking a shower and changing your clothes? I find the
continued ol factory remants of Ecevil's famly extrenely annoying."
Zamet rapidly nodded, backing toward the door. "Of course, ny |eader."

"You were saying?" Atwa asked after Zanmet had left the room

"I have arranged for several teams of our nost trusted and able troops
to ship out of the port of Karachi in Pakistan today."

Atwa appeared surprised. "You' re sending them by ship? | thought you
woul d have them parachute into the oil fields."

Farrar shook his head. "No, they need far too nuch equiprment to do that,
and | don't want the plutoniumput at risk that way."

"But how will they manage to take over the oil fields by ship?"

"At this nmonment, there are at least ten oil tankers returning to the

Persian Gulf, enpty after off-loading then-cargoes of oil in various
nati ons. The ship ny nen are on will intercept each of themand claimto
be di sabl ed. When they stop to hel p, squads of our troops will take over
the ships. When they finally call at their home ports in Kuwait, Saud
Arabia, Iraq, and Iran, ny nen will take control of the ports and then
proceed to the oil fields. By the time the UN can send in backup troops,
t he pl utoni um bonmbs will have been set.”

Atwa inclined his head in admration. "lngenious plan, Abdullah."
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Farrar gl anced at his watch. "Wthin forty-eight hours, | my nmen should
be in control of the oil fields in all of the countries bordering the
Persian Gulf." He stared at | Atwa with the glittering eyes of a
fanatic. "Then it will | be tine to present ny denmands to the U N."

Atwa snmiled and spread his arms. "And they will have | no choice but to
accede to them"

"If they do not, we will destroy eighty percent of the |l world' s oi
supply and drive the infidels back into the | Dark Ages."

"Ch, mny dear friend," Atwa said, frowning, "you are | rmuch too negative.
Let us think only positive thoughts, (about how the entire world will be
at our knees in a fortnight."

"You are right, Mihammad," Farrar said. He raised his | glass of juice.
"To success," he said.

Atwa hid his grinmace and returned the toast, choking | down the juice
and again wishing it were scotch

42 Jason Briggs, captain of the oil tanker Exxon Marquis, was in his
quarters going over satellite weather reports when his second in
conmand, Peter Gall agher, entered the room

Briggs | ooked up and saw the worried | ook on Gall agher's face. "What's
up, Pete?" he asked, reaching automatically for his pipe, which he
seldomlit but constantly chewed on, especially in times of stress. "The
weat her reports couldn't be better."

"There's somet hing you oughta see out here, Cap'n," Gall agher answered.
Briggs sighed and got to his feet, wincing as his knees cracked. He was
going on sixty years old, and planned to retire at the end of this year
Hs joints were shot after forty plus years of standi ng on bucking,

j unpi ng decks of ships.

He led the way fromhis cabin to the bridge, which was only about fifty
yards away

When they got to the bridge, Gallagher pointed through the huge
Pl exi gl as front wi ndshield and asked, "Wat do you think about that?"

Briggs | eaned his head to the side, staring out fromunder bushy gray
eyebrows. "Dammed if | know. Has
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there been any radi o contact? SOS or Mayday calls for hel p?"
"No, and that's what | can't understand," Gall agher replied.

Five hundred yards in front of the ship, a rusted-out freighter |lay dead



in the water, billows of snoke coming fromher forward hold and sendi ng
bl ack cl ouds over the water to lay there Iike a bank of fog.

"Has anyone appeared on the decks?" Briggs asked, reaching for the pair
of anci ent binocul ars hanging next to the captain's chair.

Gal | agher shook his head as he stared at the ship. "No, sir."

"Well," Briggs sighed. "There's nothing for it. W have to send a boat
over. Take a few men with sone fire extingui shers and the nedica
officer with you, and go and see what the hell's happened to the crew. "
"Aye, sir," Gallagher said, and started to |eave.

"And Pete," Briggs added.

"Yes, sir?"
"Be careful. | don't like the |ooks of this one bit."
"Don't worry, Cap'n," Gallagher answered. "1'll take ny side arm and

make sure a couple of the men are armed too."

"Good. And take a walkie-talkie with you and I et me know what you find
as soon as you can."

Gal | agher went directly to the | ocked storage cabinet in the captain's
cabin and dialed a conmbination to open the | ock. He opened the double
doors and took out three ML6A assault rifles, a handful of clips, and a
Colt Conmander .45 automatic pistol in a |leather holster. He
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clipped the holster onto his belt and carried the rifles out onto the deck

"Johnny," he said to a junior officer standing there, "take these, find
two other men and the nedical officer, and come with ne."

After Johnny picked the nen and rounded up the medical officer

Gal l agher led themto a thirty-foot tender hanging fromdavits on the
side of the ship. They all clinbed in, and Gall agher signal ed to anot her
crew nmenber to lower theminto the water.

As the boat touched the large swells next to the ship, snoke fromthe
freighter began to swirl and roil around themuntil visibility was

reduced to a dozen yards or |ess.

The officer naned Johnny started the seventy-five-horsepower engi ne on

the tender, and they began to nake their way toward the stranded

freighter, all under the watchful eyes of Captain Briggs.

The trip took alnost twenty mnutes, going slowin the reduced

visibility, until they were next to the side of the freighter that rose
fromthe waters like a great, rusted wall of iron.

Gal | agher was surprised to find a boarding | adder had al ready been | owered.

"That was thoughtful of them" he said, a frown on his face.

"Probably | owered it when they abandoned ship, M. Gllagher,” Johnny



said fromthe helmof the tender

"You're probably right," Gall agher said, "but keep those M 16s handy."
"Yes, sir," Johnny said as he cut the engine and made the tender fast to
the | adder.

Gal | agher, like all good officers, was first up the |ad-
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der, and he clanbered over the rail of the ship with his .45 in his
hand. He saw not hi ng but snoke, and gestured for the rest of his men to
join himon deck

"You men spread out and see if you can find anyone alive," he said.
"I"ll check the bridge and see if they left a log or anything to
i ndi cat e what happened. "

Gal | agher clinbed up a | adder to the bridge and entered the iron door on
the side. He was surprised to find a man sitting in the captain's chair,
cal My snoking a cigar

"Cood afternoon, sir,"
Gal | agher .

the man said, swiveling in his chair to stare at

"What the . . ." Gallagher began, until he felt the barrel of a pisto
agai nst his tenple.

"Pl ease be so kind as to hand your weapon to the gentlenman behi nd you
and you will live to see another day," the man with the cigar said.

Gal | agher handed the Colt over his shoul der and said, "Just what the
hell is this? W cane to try and help you."

The captain spread his hands, a wide grin revealing brown-stained teeth.
"As you can see, we are in no need of help. May | ask what your nane is?"

"I am Peter Gall agher, second officer on the Exxon Marquis."

"Achned,"” the man said, "would you please relieve M. @allagher of that
radio on his belt and hand it to nme?"

As Achnmed conplied, the captain shrugged apol ogetically. "I woul dn't
want you to attenpt to make any inadvisable calls back to your ship. It
woul d only result in nore bl oodshed."

"More bl oodshed?"

"I amafraid the men with you who were carrying
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weapons have been . . . dealt with in the only way possible."

"But | didn't hear any gunfire," Gallagher said, and then he noticed the
pi stol the man called Achnmed was hol di ng was equi pped with a silencer



Gal | agher whirl ed back toward the captain. "You bastard!
and noved toward him

he yell ed,

Achnmed swung the barrel of his pistol in a high arc and slamed it down
on the back of Gallagher's head, knocking himsenseless to the floor

When he came to, Gallagher noted fromhis wistwatch that only twenty

m nut es had passed. He shook his head and got up on wobbly feet. He

| ooked around the bridge, and saw the medi cal officer standing with his
hands tied and his head | owered, a bal eful expression on his face.

"Where are the rest of ny nen?" he asked.
The nedi cal officer |ooked up, and then he cut his eyes to the rear of
the bridge. Gallagher followed the | ook, and saw Johnny and the ot her

two nmen laid out in their underwear with bullet holes in their foreheads.

Standi ng next to them dressed in their clothes, were three dark-skinned
men, all carrying the M6As Gal |l agher's nen had been carrying.

"Just what is the neaning of this?" Gallagher asked the captain. "If
you' re planning on hijacking the ship, I warn you, it is enpty. W were
returning to Kuwait to refill, so you won't be able to sell any cargo."

The smile vanished fromthe captain's face and he got to his feet. "MW

pl ans are of no concern to you, M. Gallagher. Right now, | need you to
radi o back to your captain that all is under control and that you will
be re-
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turning to the ship with several casualties for proper nedical treatnent.”
Gal | agher sneered. "And if | refuse?"

The captain shrugged as he gave a signal with his eyes to Achnmed. The
man wal ked over to the nedical officer and put the barrel of his gun
agai nst his head.

"Why, then | would have no choice but to tell Achmed to kill the officer
and yourself," the captain answered.

"That's better than losing the entire crew," Gallagher replied through a
tight throat.

"If that is what is worrying you, | will give you ny word your crew will
be safe," the captain said. "They will be taken as prisoners and held on
board with no further loss of life, if you do exactly as | say."

"Why should | believe you?"

"Achned, take M. Gallagher to the aft hold, show himwhat we have
there, and then bring himback to ne."

Achned grabbed Gal | agher by the shoul der and roughly | ed himal ong the
deck until they cane to a | adder |eading down. They went down three
flights, and then Achmed opened an iron door



Gal | agher' s eyes opened w de when he saw t he anount and types of
armanent stored in the hold. There was everything from Stinger
antiaircraft mssiles to nortars and heavy machi ne guns, along with
crate upon crate of hand grenades.

Achned smled at the expression of horror on Gallagher's face, and took
hi m strai ght back to the bridge.

When he entered, the captain smled grimy. "As you can see, M.
Gal | agher, we are perfectly prepared to bl ow your ship out of the water
with the resultant loss of all hands. However, if you do as | say, |

wi || guarantee you no one else will be harned.”
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Gal | agher' s shoul ders sl unmped. He knew when he was beaten. "What is it
you want ne to do?"

The captain handed himthe radio. "Here is what you nust say.

Captain Briggs watched through his binoculars as the tender threaded its
way through the soupy wall of snmoke toward the oil tanker. He could see
three nen lying in the gunwal es with bl oody bandages over their heads
and hands.

"Jesus," Briggs whispered to hinself. "I wonder what they're carrying
that could cause such a fire. Probably sone sort of nitrite fertilizer."

Fifteen mnutes later, he saw the tender being haul ed aboard, and sat
back down in his chair until Gallagher could give himhis final report.

He junped out of his chair when he heard the sound of gunfire, and was
nmovi ng toward the door to the bridge when it burst open. Gallagher was
shoved inside and foll owed i medi ately by two nen.

"Captain, I'msorry," Gallagher gasped as he fell against a chair.

"Good afternoon, Captain Briggs," one of the nen said. "My nane is Al
Hazm , and | amtaking control of your ship."

"I"l1l be damed, " Briggs cried, starting to protest.

Hazm raised an automatic pistol and ainmed it at Briggs's head. "Please,
Captai n. You have no choice. Even now ny men are |ocking your nmen in one
of the holds, and | assure you if you do not cooperate to the fullest,
will have themall summarily executed."
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Briggs cast his eyes at Gall agher, who nerely nodded. "He neans it,
Cap' n," Gallagher said, his voice alnost a nmoban. "He's a stone killer

"I will tell you what | told your first officer, Captain," Hazmi
continued. "I mean you and your men no harm |1 just have need of your
ship to gain access to the port at Kuwait."

"They'l|l never |let you dock," Briggs said.



Hazmi smiled grimy. "No, but they'|ll let you dock, Captain Briggs."

Briggs folded his arnms across his chest. "I refuse to help you do anything.'

"Do you really nean to say you are willing to forfeit the lives of al
of your crew and yourself just to keep ne fromgetting into the port at
Kuwai t ?" Hazm asked, his voice silky snooth.

Briggs sighed. "No, | guess not."
50 SEVEN

Buddy Raines was with the rest of his group at the firing range trying
out the new weapons when the cell phone on his belt rang.

He put down the Vektor CR-21 he was firing and answered it. "Raines
here," he said in a |l oud voice so he could be heard over the cacophony
i n the background.

"Buddy, this is Ben."
"Hey, Ben, why don't you come on over here to the firing range and try
out these new goodies we're using?" Buddy asked, know ng Ben |iked

not hi ng better than to spend sonme quality time on the range.

"Love to, but can't right now W've got a visitor fromacross the pond
and | think you and the group oughta give a listen to what he has to say."

"Be there in fifteen," Buddy answered, knowi ng Ben woul dn't interrupt
their training unless it was very inportant.

He signaled his teamto put their weapons down and to follow himto
Ben's office pronto.

"What's goi ng on, boss?" Coop asked as he |owered the Franchi FAS
shotgun he'd been firing at an already shredded target.

"Some brass from Europe here to talk to us. | don't
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know what about, but Ben said to hotfoot it over to his office."

When they entered Ben's office, Buddy and his team found a man dressed
in the conbat fatigues of the British SAS sitting across from Ben's desk.

Buddy wal ked over and held out his hand. "Hi, |'m Buddy Rai nes."

The man stood up, and Buddy noted he nust have been six and a half feet
tall. "Hello General Raines," he said, "My name is Barthol omrew

W1 ey- Sneyth. "

Buddy grinned as they shook hands. "It's Buddy to my friends, and what
do we call you? Major WIley or Smeyth?" Buddy asked, noticing the
major's insignia on his shirt.

The man grinned. "Bart will do nicely, thank you."

Ben explained. "Bart is here as part of SAS Intel, so |I've asked M ke
Post to join us."



Just as he finished speaking, Mke Post, Chief of Intel for the SUSA
Arny, wal ked in the door, his unlit pipe in his nouth and carrying his
ever-present briefcase as usual

"Hey, guys, sorry I'mlate. Had to finish decoding sone conmuni ques from
the U N"

"That's okay, Mke," Ben said. "W were just getting started. Wy don't
you grab sone coffee fromthe pot and we'll et Major WIey-Snmeyth give
us a sitrep.”

"Sitrep?" Bart asked.

"Situation report," Ben said.

Bart smiled. "Ch, in England we call it an oprep for operations report."
"Li ke they say," Ben said, "two countries separated by a comon | anguage.
Once everyone had cups of coffee or juice fromthe
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bar in the corner of Ben's office, Bart |eaned back in his chair and
crossed his legs as he spoke. "I've been sent here to give your people a
heads-up on some recent happenings in Europe and the Mddle East."

He paused to take a sip of the tea Ben had fixed him trying to hide a
grimace at the taste. "Qur Intel had sone infornmation about a possible
pl an to smuggl e sone weapons-grade plutoniumout of the U S.A and into
Eur ope a coupl e of weeks ago."

"Pl ut oni un?" Ben asked. "Does anyone over there besides Britain have the
capability to use it to make a bonb?"

Bart shook his head. "No. That's what got our interest up in the first
pl ace. Why woul d any country risk transporting something so usel ess?"

"What did you find out?" Buddy asked.

"We had information the contraband was going to be flowmn fromthe U S A
to Mexico City and then to sonepl ace in Europe, but we couldn't get any
information on the final destination. W did, however, know the nane of
the man maki ng the carry: Muhammad Atwa. So, | sent two of ny best nen
to intercept himat the Mexico City Airport. They were Hi spanics, but
coul d speak Arabic and Farsi and pass for Mddle Easterners, just in
case they were spotted by the Mexican authorities.”

"Did they make the intercept?" M ke Post asked as he fiddled with
filling his pipe.

Bart's face sobered. "No. In fact, they were found shot to death in a
rest roomstall after Atwa's plane had taken off for Abu Dhabi in the
United Arab Enmirates.”

"Do you think this Atwa killed thenP" Ben asked.

Bart shrugged. "There's no other possibility. My men were extrenely well
trai ned, but he nmust have sonehow spotted them and taken them out."



"From nmy experience, you SAS guys are pretty tough
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You think a nere courier could take out two SAS men that easily?" Coop
asked.

"The only explanation is that Atwa is not a nere courier, as you say,
but a trained terrorist operative," Bart said.

"Do you have any information on where he went in the Emrates or who he
made contact with there?" Ben asked.

"No. By the tinme we found out where he'd gone, our operatives in the
Emirates could find no trace of him"

M ke Post opened his briefcase and wi thdrew a sheaf of papers. "It's
interesting that your man with the pluto-niumhas Mddle Eastern
connections,"” he said. "The nessage | got fromthe U N may be connected
to this plutoniumtransport.”

"Ch?" Bart asked.

"Yeah. The U. N. has sonme intel that factions of the old Al Q' eda,
Hezbol | ah, and Al Nahda terrorist networks are reform ng and joi ning
forces for some as yet unknown m ssion."

"I thought all of those cells were destroyed years ago in the war in
Af ghani stan, " Jersey said.

Bart shook his head. "Not all of them just the leaders at the tine. A
ot of the terrorists nmerely joined in with the refugees and went back
under ground. "

"As you know," Ben said, a thoughtful |ook on his face, "we had a
problemlast year in the U S A wth a man naned Abdul l ah El Farrar. He
tried to invade the U S. A and take over the government there. The

U S. A asked us for help, and the invasion was thwarted and nost of his
soldiers killed or captured, but El Farrar managed to escape and return
to the Mddle East. Do you think this could have anything to do with hin®"

Bart gave a harsh laugh. "Hell, Ben, in that region anything is
possi bl e. The radi cal Muslins have hated any-
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one non-Muslimfor so long, there is no telling what they'd do if they
got the chance."

"But," Mke Post said, "for the Mddle Eastern terrorist organizations
to try and procure plutonium makes even | ess sense than if another
government did it. To our know edge, they have had al nbst no technica
ability with nucl ear weapons since the U S. took out Saddam Hussein
after the war in Afghanistan back in the early years of the century."

"You're right, Mke," Bart said. "But if the terrorists went to all this
trouble to get sone plutonium you can bet they have a plan for its use,



and that plan will probably entail the deaths of a | ot of non-Mislins
sonehow. "

"Are you sure they got the plutoniumfromthe U S A ?" Ben asked.

Bart nodded. "W have that on a very good source."

"If it was stolen, you' d think Claire Gsterman would be yelling at the
top of her lungs for sonmething to be done about it," Ben nused, al nost

to hinmsel f.

"Unl ess she was ashaned that sonething so deadly could be stolen from
her so easily," M ke Post said.

"Somet hing doesn't snell right here," Ben said.

"Surely you don't think President Gsternman could be cooperating with the

same group that tried to take over her country and kill her, do you?"
Bart asked.
Ben snorted. "Hell, if Claire thought it would do her some good, she'd

make a deal with the devil hinself." He got up fromhis desk and poured
hi nsel f anot her cup of coffee, a thoughtful expression on his face.

When he sat back down, he gl anced at Mke. "Mke, | want you to get your
Intel men to work with our scientists to try and figure out what
possi bl e use plutoniumcould be to a group of men who are still living

in the Dark Ages technically. See if they can cone up with any
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scenari o where the plutoniumcould be used to cause us harm"

Bart got to his feet. "I'Il do the same back home," he said, preparing
to | eave

"Bart," Ben said, "leave Mke here a contact person in your Intel group
and we'll keep in touch. As soon as we know anything, we'll let you in
onit."

"I appreciate that, Ben. W'Il|l do the sane."

After Bart left, Ben | ooked at Buddy. "Looks like you and your team had
better start sone desert and nountain training, son. |'ve got a feeling
we may be sending some troops over to the Mddle East sooner rather than
later."

Buddy stood up. "You got it, Ben. I'll issue us sone desert fatigues,
and we'll head on over to the training field in west Texas at first
l[ight in the norning."

"Texas?" Coop asked.

"Yeah. Good ol d Texas has both desert and nountai ns where we can try out
our new equi pnment to see how it stands up to those conditions,"” Buddy said.

"Are the nosquitoes as bad in Texas as they are here in Louisiana?"
Jersey asked.

Ben | aughed. "Hell, the npbsquitoes in Texas don't bite you; they put you



under their arms and take you hone to eat later."
"It's not the nosquitoes that worry ne," Coop said, a |ook of distaste
on his face. "It's those damed rattl esnakes."

Jersey grinned. Coop's aversion to snakes was well known. "You know the
di fference between a rattl esnake and a pi ssed-of f woman, Coop?" she
asked as they headed out the door
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"No, what ?" Coop asked.

"The rattl esnake warns you before he takes a bite outta your ass."
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Bwi

Al Hazm put the Exxon Marquis crewren under guard in the forward hold,
finally agreeing to | eave the top open to keep the men fromdying from

t he accumul ated vapors fromthe crude oil that had been stored there. He
kept Captain Briggs on the bridge under close guard in case a radio
nmessage needed to be answered.

Once that was acconplished, he |owered the tender and sent it back to
his freighter to | oad additional troops and weaponry for the eventua
assault on the port at Kuwait. Wen all was in readiness and his nen
were in control of the ship, he turned conmand of the ship over to one
of his lieutenants, Dinise Jabagh. Hazmi had known Jabagh since they
were children playing together in the sluns of Kandahar in Afghanistan
and dream ng of the day when they'd bring all infidels to their knees.

"Di nise," Hazm said as he bade his friend good-bye, "I am counting on
you to take the port of Kuwait on ny signal. Do not let nme down, old
friend."

Jabagh slammed his right fist against his chest over his heart. "I swear
on ny life, ny leader, | wll succeed."
Wth that, Hazm smiled and said, "I know you will. Renenber, this is

somet hing we' ve waited our entire lives for."
He clinbed down the | adder on the side of the ship,
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and got into a Magnma Marine Patrol boat, a twenty-seven-foot-long boat
capabl e of over sixty miles an hour, that he used for transportation
fromhis freighter to other ships. He waved as the boat took off back
toward the freighter. He had several nore ships to invade before his day
woul d be done.

When he again boarded his freighter, he set a course to intercept

anot her tanker headed this time toward the port city of Dhahran in Saud
Arabia. Hs third target was a tanker en route to Bushehr in Iran.
There, his men woul d have to travel a good distance by truck to get to
the oil fields, so that tanker would be allowed to dock first to give
his men tine to get to their destination



Three other freighters, all supplied by the United States and Claire
OGsterman, were in the process of intercepting other tankers bound for
different targets. Before the next day was over, the terrorists hoped to
have control of all of the major oil fields in the Mddl e East.

As he sailed to rendezvous with the second tanker, Hazm sent a coded
message to El Farrar that step one had been acconplished as pl anned.

In his headquarters in Kandahar, El Farrar read the nessage to Muhammad
Atwa, and the two men grinned |ike school children at recess. Farrar
turned to a large map on the wall, his eyes glittering with anticipation
at the land that would soon be under his control, giving hima power no
one man had held since the Caesars ruled the Roman Empire.

At the same time, a C 130 transport was |anding at the Mdland Airport
in Texas. Inside were Buddy Raines and
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his team along with over a hundred scouts, under the conmand of Major
Jackson Bean and his second in conmmand, WIlie Running Bear, a

full-bl ooded Sioux Indian. Squad Leaders Samuel Cenments and Sue Waters
were al so present. All had fought with Ben Raines and his teamthe
previ ous year when they defeated Abdullah El Farrar in the U S A

When the troops depl aned, the tenperature was in triple digits and there
was a thirty-knot wind blowing, and visibility was limted by the anopunt
of sand being carried by the w nd.

Coop wi ped tearing eyes and observed to Jersey, standing next to him
"Jesus, what is this? A sandstormin Texas? Christ, it feels like an
oven out here."

"To paraphrase an old sayi ng about the Mssissippi River, the air here's
too thick to breathe and too thin to plow, " Jersey observed as she took
a kerchief fromaround her neck and folded it into a triangle. Then she
put it over her nose and mouth and tied it behind her head.

Coop stared at her and began to laugh. "You |look like a bandit in the
ad West," he said.

"Laugh all you want, pilgrim but | can breathe now How about you?"
Coop started to reply, and then had a coughing fit fromthe sand in his
mout h. He turned red-rimed eyes to Jersey. "You happen to have anot her
one of those handy?" he rasped through a raw throat.

Her mask hid Jersey's grin. "Sure. Running Bear is giving them out back
in the plane. He said he knew we'd need 'em sooner or |ater, himbeing

from Texas originally."

The troops assenbled in front of the aircraft while sone of their
heavi er equi pnent -Bradl ey Attack Vehi -
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cles, light tanks, and HumVees specially equi pped for traveling over
sand-was unl oaded and parked near the troops.



"Al'l right, you guys, heads up," Mjor Bean called when the troops were
assenbl ed. "I'm gonna go over some of the heavy equi pnent we're gonna be
usin' if we get deployed to the Mddle East."

He stepped over to a long vehicle with tracks on it like a tank. "This
here is the HEMIT, pronounced Hemt. It's a heavy-equi prment,

mobi lity-tracked truck. W use it for cargo-carryin', recovery, and it
can also carry large amounts of fuel or water-things we're gonna need in
the desert. Next to it is the Bradley Attack Vehicle, which carries a
120mm cannon and a fifty-caliber machine gun. We'll use it to nove our
attack teans into place. It has a five-nman crew. two to run it and three
to attack once it's in place.”

He noved down the line. "Here is the M Abrams, a light tank which can
nove at forty to fifty mles per hour over sand and can target up to siXx
targets simultaneously with its laser sighting. Next to it is the

Sheri dan tank, which, as you can see, is nodified to have a | ow profile,
just in case we cone up agai nst sone LAWS or Stinger mssiles. And these
little babies are the Vulcans. They're snmall, but they carry a helluva
punch with their 120mm cannon. W'll use these to protect our flanks if
we go in on foot against a superior force."

He spread his legs and put his hands on his hips. "Any questions?"
Coop rai sed his hand.
"Yeah, Cooper?"

"Yes, sir. Wien do we eat?" Coop asked, to a general |augh fromthe rest
of the troops.

Bean sniled an evil smile. "Wy, M. Cooper, you'l
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eat when |I'm convi nced you know how to drive and operate each and every
one of these here vehicles."

The troops all groaned, until Bean held up his hand. "Listen to ne!
We're Scouts, not Regular Arny. W go in when it's not possible to send
in large forces, so we all have to be jacks of all trades. Now, Squad
Leaders C enents and Waters will take you through the basics with this
stuff. | don't expect you to be expert at it, but in case the driver or
gunner is taken out, every one of you needs to be able to step in and
take their place. Am1| clear on that?"

"Yes, sir!" the troops all responded.

"Then get to it. The sooner you're all checked out, the sooner you can
get some chow. "

As they gathered around the equi pnent, Coop touched Sanuel C enents on
t he shoul der. "Hey, Sam How s the wound?"

G enments, who'd been wounded in the fight against the terrorists the
previous year, grinned and spread his arns. "What wound?" he asked.



"That good, huh?" Coop asked, relieved that the friend he'd made | ast
year was in good health.

"No probl ens, conmpadre. Now, why don't you clinmb up in that HEMIT and
see if you can get it started. It only has eighteen forward gears."

"I didn't join the force to be a truck driver," Coop grumbled, but he
clinmbed up in the driver's seat anyway.

C ements stepped up on the running board. "Coop, | know this baby ain't
exactly pretty, and it sure as hell ain't as exciting as driving a tank

but when you're out in the mddl e of nowhere and dying of thirst with no gas
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for your HumVee, you'll kiss the driver that shows up in one of these."

Coop scow ed. "Not unless it's Sue Waters," he said.

Cenments |aughed. "You try to kiss Sue, and she'll probably do no worse
than break your arm pal."

Coop shook his head. "Now, Sam you just don't know how charming | can
be when | try."

G ements nodded, a sarcastic | ook on his face. "Yeah, |'ve seen how good
you are with the wonen, guy. Jersey especially seens taken with your
manly charns. "

"Hey, that's not fair. Jersey doesn't count. Hell, she's nore manly than
| am"
From behind O enments, a voice spoke up. "I heard that, you baboon!"

"Ch, shit," Coop nunbl ed, blushing scarlet. Jersey had heard him
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Hel nut Schmidt, |lead officer on the oil tanker G osse Hund, was a
different sort of man than Captain Jason Briggs. Wth a disposition |ike
a CGerman shepherd dog, he took no crap from anyone and suspected
everyone of being against him

When his second officer told himof the freighter adrift in their
shi pping | ane with snoke pouring out of its forward hol d, he was
i medi ately suspi ci ous.

"Hans," he told his second in command, "issue weapons to the nen and
stand by the radio. This does not | ook kosher to ne."

"But Captain," Hans argued, "they are obviously in need of assistance."

Schmidt glared at him daring himto question his orders a second tine.
"Perhaps a bit too obvious. If they are what they seemto be, we will
certainly provide help," he grow ed. "But since they sent no radio
nmessage asking for help or declaring a Mayday, | intend to approach them
with all due caution.”

"Aye, Captain," Hans said, trying to hide his anger. He didn't know what
the old man was worried about. They'd off-loaded all of their oil in



Houst on two weeks previously. Wat did he think he had for anyone to steal ?

"While | prepare a boarding party," the captain said
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just before leaving the bridge, "radio the port authorities at Bushehr
and tell them about the freighter. They will need to warn other ships in
this lane to be careful.”

Schmidt put six men, all armed with side arns, in the captain's gig and
told themto check out the freighter. "But be careful when you board
her," he advised, touching his nose. "Sonething doesn't smell right
about a disabled ship that sent no radi o message asking for help."

Hal f an hour later, while watching through binoculars fromhis bridge,
Captain Schmi dt saw his gig appear out of the haze of snoke, which hung
around the freighter. Several men could be seen Ilying in the boat with
bl oody bandages around their heads, covering their faces.

"Hans, cone here and | ook. Tell me what you see," he said.

Since he hadn't sent any shortwave radios with his men, the captain had
had no contact with his crew since they boarded the ship.

Hans took another pair of binoculars froma hook on the wall and peered
through them "It appears the nmen have found sone casualties, sir, and
are bringing themback to the ship for nedical care."

"Look closely at the man at the helm Hans. Look at his face."

Hans took another look. "I can't see nmuch, Captain. Hs hat is pulled
too | ow "

"No, you idiot, ook at his chin."

Hans gasped. "Wy, he seens to have a beard, Captain."

Schm dt nodded. He all owed none of his crew to have facial hair. "That
means he is not one of our nen, Hans, and yet he is wearing the uniform
of one of our officers.”
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Do

Hans | ooked up at Schmidt, alarmin his eyes, you think they are
pirates, sir?"

Schmi dt snorted. "Watever they are, they have no business on ny ship.
Alert the hands to stand by with weapons ready but out of sight. W wll
gi ve these gentlemen a surprise when they try to conme aboard!"

"Aye, sir!"
As the gig pulled alongside and the men in it started to clinb up the

| adder that had been |owered, all of the crewnen on the tanker suddenly
rai sed their weapons and took aim



Kemal Dervis, assigned by Al Hazm to take over this |last ship, peeked
out fromunder the brimof the officer's hat he'd taken off the tanker
crewman he'd shot dead.

When he saw the tanker's crew all arnmed and ready, he spoke briefly into
aradio he held in his hand. "Al Hazm, it is a trap! They are . "

H s transm ssion was interrupted by the captain yelling through a

| oudspeaker .

"Drop your weapons and hold up your hands or we will fire!"

Dervi s whi pped out the Uzi subnmachi ne gun he had hi dden under his coat,
and fired off a burst at the crewren above.

One of the crewnen yelled and grabbed at his face, which exploded in a
spray of bl ood.

The others began to fire down into the boat w thout hesitation. Dervis
went down in the first hail of bullets, as did two of his men.

The three men lying in the boat with bl ood-soaked bandages over their
heads sat up and began to fire assault rifles they had under the sheets.

Just as the last of the men in the gig were gunned
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down, the Magna Marine patrol boat Hazm kept next to the freighter cane
roaring out of the snoke and haze. The twenty-seven-foot-|long boat was
| oaded with nmen, all of whomwere firing autonmatic weapons at the tanker

Two nmen at the rear of the boat aimed grenade | aunchers as the boat sped
past the tanker, and fired. The fragnmentati on grenades exploded in a
hail of shrapnel, killing over half of the nen defending the ship.

As the boat circled, a man stood up holding a Stinger mssile | auncher
to his shoul der, while another held a | oudspeaker to his nouth.

"Captain, surrender your ship or I will blowit out of the water!"

Schmidt, fromhis position on the bridge, could clearly see the mssile
| auncher ained at his ship.
"Captain, you rmust surrender," Hans pleaded. "Mst of our nen are
al ready dead, and that mssile will sink the ship!"

"Dam your eyes, Hans, | will not give up ny ship!" Schm dt roared back,
his eyes still glued to the binocul ars.

Hans, sweat pouring off his brow, took a deep breath. He had to save the
rest of the nen, no matter the cost.

He pulled his pistol out of its holster and stuck it in the captain's
back. "I"msorry, sir, but | can't let you get the rest of the nen
killed just to save your command."

Schmidt turned, his eyes blazing. "You damed traitor! ['Il see you
hanged for this!"



Al Hazm stood on the bridge, his eyes dark with anger as he faced
Captain Schmidt. "Are you the one who gave orders to shoot ny nmen?" he
asked, his voice harsh

Schmi dt gl ared at Hans, standing next to him for a
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nonent, and then he answered, his voice firm "Yes, and | would have
killed the whole lot of you bastards were it not for this turncoat!"”

Hazmi pulled a pistol fromhis holster and shot the captain in the face
wi t hout anot her word. Schnidt's head snapped back, bl ood and brains
spraying all over Hans's uniform

As Hans gasped in terror and disbelief, Hazm said to himin a
conversational voice, "You are now in command of your men. Have them
dunp this piece of camel dung overboard and then get to work repairing
t he danage to your vessel. If they do a good job, | may let themlive."

Just then, the radio crackled to life. "Vessel Gosse Hund, cone in
G osse Hund"

Hazm rested his hand on the handle of his pistol. "Captain, | suggest
you answer that call, and be careful what you say or you will join the
previous captain in hell."

Hans keyed the m crophone. "Grosse Hund here.™

"This is the port officer at Bushehr in Iran. What is the status of the
di sabl ed freighter you called about two hours ago?"

"Tell themit was a m nor engine failure that has been repaired. There
is no further cause for alarm" Hazm dictated to the terrified Hans.

Hans did as he was told, and after the port officer signed off, Hazmi
shoved hi mroughly toward the door to the bridge. "Now, get your nen to
work, or the fish will have nore food before the day is out,"” Hazm grow ed.

68 It took alnmpst a day and a half for all of the Scouts and Buddy's
teamto be checked out on the heavy equi pnent they were learning to
operate. After that was done, they took to the roads in a mle-Ilong
convoy headed south by sout hwest.

Buddy's team was | oaded in the back of a deuce and a half truck, while
the Scouts were divided up in other trucks and tanks and assault vehicles.

As they bounced al ong H ghway 27 South, Coop asked Buddy where they were
headed. He had to speak very loudly to be heard over the whine of the
truck's big engine.

"Qur final destination is what used to be the Big Bend National Park in
t he days before the big bang. But on the way, we're gonna stop off and
do some training in the @ ass Muntains near Al pine."

"Hey, a national park, huh?" Coop said, grinning. "That don't sound too
bad. "



Buddy | aughed. "It nmay not sound too bad, but the Big Bend National Park
is the last place God made. It's right in the mddle of the Chisos
Mount ai ns and is the roughest, driest, nastiest country this side of

Mexi co. "

"I"ve heard the rattl esnakes are so thick there, you have to shout to be
heard over the rattling," Jersey said with
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a mal evol ent glare at Coop. She still hadn't forgotten his conment about
her lack of fenmninity earlier.

Coop's face blanched. "Is that true?" he asked Buddy.

Buddy shook his head, his face serious. "Naw, not at all. I'mtold the
snakes there are nothing to worry about. . . now the bears, wolves, and
cougars are something el se again."

"Ch, shit," Coop npaned.

"That's not the worst of it," Jersey added. "I hear they're gonna train
us to live off the land |ike the Scouts do-learn to eat |izards and
snakes and bugs and stuff."

"You' ve got to be kidding ne," Coop said.
"Those MREs you're al ways conpl ai ni ng about starting to sound better to
you now?" Buddy asked, know ng of Coop's reputation as a chowhound.

"I'"ve never conpl ai ned about Meals, Ready to Eat," Coop protested.

"Yeah, but we could tell you didn't |like 'em'cause you never ate nore
than two or three at a tine," Hammer observed wyly.

Coop turned his head. "Now don't you go getting on my case too," he
sai d. "Q@uys are supposed to hang together."

Hamer | eaned back and held up his hands. "Hey, just stating a fact,
Coop, just tellin it likeit is."”

The convoy stopped near the city of Al pine, and when Buddy and t he Scout
conmander, Major Jackson Bean, found that the G ass Muntains were
covered with pine trees and other evergreen varieties, they agreed the
area wasn't suitable for the type of training their nen needed.

"If we end up doing an intrusion into the Mddl e East, especially the
nmount ai nous regi ons of Afghanistan or the |like, we're gonna need
something a little nore forbidding
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to train on," Bean said, staring at the peaks covered with a thick |ayer
of pines.

"Then it sounds like we need to go further south, to the Chisos
Mount ai ns, " Buddy sai d.



The convoy was | oaded up again, and they noved toward the Big Bend area
just north of the Texas-Mexican border

"Buddy," Beth said, peering at a topographical nmap of the region, "It
says here the highest peak in the Chisos is Enory Peak at 7825 feet."

He nodded. "That's right, and fromwhat |'ve been told, that's roughly
conparable to the ones we nmay be facing in the Mddle East."

"I thought that area was relatively flat," Corrie said.

"Much of it is, especially the oil field regions,"” Buddy said. "But
since we don't know where we'll be needed, or even //we'll have to go,
headquarters figures we oughta cover all the bases.”

After about an hour on the road, Coop |eaned down, took off one of his
conbat boots, and held it up in front of his face.

"What the hell are you doing, Coop?" Jersey asked.

"I"'mso hungry, I'mtrying to decide if | can eat this boot without
cooking it."

Buddy | aughed. "Ckay, hint taken. 1'Il radio Major Bean and see if we
can pull over |ong enough to cook some chow. "

Coop | eaned over and | ooked at the map Beth was holding. "I see we're
com ng up on the town of Marathon," he said with a hopeful gleamin his

eye. "Maybe they'll have a restaurant there."

"Yeah," Jersey said scornfully. "Maybe you can get a buffal o burger or
somet hi ng. "

"Buf fal 0? Can you really eat buffal o?"
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"My ancestors thought it quite a delicacy," Harley
Reno said, licking his |ips.

"Conpared to what?" Coop asked. "Dog?"

Harl ey grinned. "Don't knock eating dog, Coop, unless
you've tried it."

Coop grimaced. "I think 1've just lost ny appetite.” "That'll be the
day!" Jersey said, causing the entire

teamto | augh.

That night, after they'd set up canmp at the base of Emory Peak, Buddy
and Maj or Bean issued night-vision goggles to all the troops and had
themfit their weapons with the new Raptor night-vision weapon sights.

"I'f we do make an incursion, nost of our fighting will probably be at

night, so we want you to get used to coordi nati ng your team novenents in
the dark. We've sent out sonme of the Scouts to set up targets so as you
nmove up the mountain, you'll have something to shoot at besides each other."



"Uh, Buddy," Coop asked, raising his hand, "do snakes come out at night?"

"Only the poi sonous ones," Jersey vol unt eered.

"Coop, " Buddy said, "if you see a snake, you have ny pernission to shoot
it."

"Hey, if you get bitten, we can practice cutting the wound open and
sucki ng out the poison," Harley said.

"Unl ess you get bitten on the butt,"” Jersey said. "In that case, you're
gonna die!"

After three days and nights doing intensive night and day training
exerci ses, Major Bean met with Buddy to evaluate the troopers' progress.
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They were in his command tent when Corrie stepped to the door. "Buddy,
Maj or Bean, |'ve got Ben on the SOHFRAD calling for you."

"Come on in and put it on speaker-node," Mjor Bean said.
Morents | ater, Ben's voice was heard. "How s the training going?" he asked.

"Fi ne, General,'
anyt hi ng now. "

Bean answered. "I think the men are about ready for

"That's good, because we've got sone worrisone intel from across the pond."
"Is it that Snmeyth fell ow agai n?" Buddy asked.

"Yes. He says there's been sonme trouble in the Persian Gulf he wants to

brief us on personally. He's on his way now, but fromthe tone, | think
you' d better round the guys up and head on back. Wen you get here, 1'I1
give you a sitrep and we'l|l decide what we need to do."

"Roger that, Ben," Buddy said.
73 ELEVEN

VWhile the C 130 transport plane was on the way to pick them up, Buddy
and Maj or Bean had the troops use the heavy equi prent they'd been
training on to enlarge and flatten the civilian landing strip just
outside the small town of Castolon in the Big Bend area.

"It doesn't have to be perfect," Buddy told the Scouts assigned to drive
the big tractors and graders. "Those big C 130 birds can | and on j ust
about anything, if it's lIong enough."

"Shoul dn't be a problem sir," Sergeant Rutledge answered, staring out

at the long expanse of caliche and sand, which conprised nost of the
ground in the area. "Main thing we have to do is plow down sone of those
mesquite trees and cactus patches."

"Good, " Buddy said, glancing at his wistwatch, ‘cause the bird' Il be

here in three hours."”

As Rutl edge promised, the field was ready by the allotted tinme, and the



C- 130 transport |landed wi thout any problem The troops and equi pnent
wer e | oaded aboard and | ess than an hour and a half after |anding, the
pl ane took of f again, headed back to Ben's headquarters in Loui siana.
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Abdul I ah EI Farrar scheduled all of the tankers his nmen had taken over
to dock at four o'clock in the morning, local time. He knew that was the
time the guards and troops protecting the ports would be at their |east
alert- just over halfway through their watches. Various excuses had been
radi oed to the port authorities to explain the changes in the tankers
schedul es. Mst tankers had nerely clainmed engine trouble of different

ki nds, occurrences not unconmon in the aging tanker fleets.

The port at Dhahran in Saudi Arabia was darkened and appeared al nost
deserted. Normal port activities weren't scheduled to begin for another
coupl e of hours.

Al Hazm hinself was in command of the tanker as it made its way slowy
into the shall ow waters of the port. The men manni ng the tugboats that
hel ped pull the big ship gently into the docks were barely awake, having
been rousted fromtheir beds to work just hours after they'd gotten to
sl eep.

The tanker docks were sone little ways offshore, alnost a quarter nile
since the tankers that used the facilities were much too large to berth
at the regul ar docks.

As soon as the tanker was tied down, the radio crackled to life. It was
t he harbormaster calling.

"Captain," he said, "would you come to the harbormaster's office
pl ease. W need to go over sone paperwork before we | oad your oil."

"Certainly," Al Hazm answered, putting on a thick German accent. "M
men have been at sea for sone tine, and | will bring themin to shore so
they can have a few hours' liberty."

The harbormaster grunted. "They won't see much at this hour. Mst of the
shops and markets are still closed.™
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"That's all right," Hazm said agreeably. "Mst of themjust want to
feel firmground under their feet for a change.”

"We do have plenty of that," the master said with a short [|augh

"WIl there be any problemw th security?" Hazm asked. "I woul dn't want
my men detained for |ack of appropriate docunentation."”

"Don't worry about that," the master replied. "Most of the U N soldiers
are asleep, and 1'Il alert the two men on duty that you'll be coning
ashore. They won't bother you."

Hazm snmiled. "That's good to know. "

As soon as he got off the radio, Hazm inspected his nmen, who were |ined



up ready to take the port by storm They'd all been issued night-vision
goggl es and carried Uzis with silencers attached. Haznmi wanted the
assault to be as quiet as possible, because they still had quite a ways
to go before they got to the oil fields thenselves and he didn't want to
alert the U N forces that anything was am ss.

Hs men filed into the tanker's |large tender and nade their way toward
the dock area at a sedate pace so as not to arouse suspicion. As they
pulled into the dock and made the tender fast, Hazm, wearing a
captain's uniformw th a pistol conceal ed under his coat, wal ked
nonchal antly toward the guard post at the end of the pier with two of
his men foll ow ng.

When he got to the small booth, two guards energed. One was yawni ng
wi dely and the other had a cup of coffee in his hand. Neither had his
weapon at the ready.

"Try not to get too nuch blood on the uniforms,"” Hazm whispered over
hi s shoul der.
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He noved toward the guards, holding out his hand with a sheet of paper
init as if to give thema shore pass.

When the guard reached for it, Hazm's nen noved quickly. Knives were
drawn and hel d under the guards' chins.

"Step back into the booth," Hazm said, "and you won't be harned

Once the nen were inside and out of sight, they were nmade to strip down
to their underwear. "Lie facedown on the floor w th your hands behind
your backs so we can tie you up," Hazm comranded.

When they conplied, Hazm nodded at his nmen, who calnmy reached down and
grabbed the nen by the hair, pulled their heads back, and cut their
throats. Wiile the nmen were still withing in their death throes,
Hazmi's nen donned their uniforms, noting the names of the guards that
were stenciled on the shirts.

"You have approximately three and a half hours until the shift changes,"”
Hazm told them glancing at his watch. "If anyone calls on the

t el ephone, cough and speak with a raspy voice as if you have a cold."
He' d picked these two nen to man the guard post because of their command
of English, the main | anguage of the UN. troops assigned to protect the
ports.

"Thirty mnutes before eight o' clock in the nmorning, |eave the post,
conmandeer a vehicle, and foll ow the maps you have to the oil fields to
join us."

Bot h men nodded, though they were sweating with the know edge that the
odds of themgetting away were slim

Wth the guard post taken care of, Hazm went outside and gave a signal
The rest of his men cane running. He sent theminto the city to find
suitable transportation for his troops and equiprment to the oil fields.

In less than fifteen mnutes, they were back with sev-
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eral large trucks. "Make sure they are filled with gasoline," Hazm
warned as the nen | oaded the trucks with nunitions, grenades, assault
rifles, mssile [aunchers, and nost inportantly, the containers of

pl ut oni um Hazm had brought to put around the oil wells and storage
facilities at the fields.

The entire process of |anding and taking control of the port had taken
less than thirty mnutes-fifteen |l ess than Hazm had figured on

The G osse Hund, under conmand of Abdul Miuttnmain, had a sinilarly easy
time when they sailed into the port at Bushehr in Iran. Hans, thoroughly
cowed by the col d- bl ooded nurder of his captain, talked to the

har bormaster on the radio and cleared the way for the ship to be berthed
at the tanker docking facilities.

Muttmai n foll owed the sane plan as Hazmi had, and his nen had no trouble
subduing and then killing the few U N. soldiers standing guard at the
port. In less than an hour after docking, Miuttmain and his crew, with

t heir weapons and plutonium were on their way to the oil fields that
dotted the countryside of Iran.

The Exxon Marqui s, under the conmand of Dinise Jabagh, wasn't to be so
| ucky. Jabagh made the m stake of |eaving Captain Jason Briggs in the
bri dge so he could conmunicate with the port authorities if necessary.

Briggs was an extrenely intelligent man, and years of sailing in the
Persian Gulf had allowed himto beconme conversant in nost of the

| anguages of the region. Jabagh and his nmen, when discussing their plans
for the takeover of the port at Kuwait City ampong thensel ves, spoke in
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their native tongue, never guessing the infidel standing next to them
woul d be abl e to understand what they were saying.

Once Briggs became aware of their plan, he knew it was inperative that
he stop them even at the cost of every life on the ship if necessary.

To make his plan work, Briggs knew he nust make Jabagh feel that he
woul d be incapabl e of going against the Arab's w shes. As they noved
closer to Kuwait City, Briggs began to sob and noan, shaking and
trenbling as if in great fear

Jabagh gl anced at himwi th evident distaste. "What is wong, Captain?"
he asked, his voice dripping with scorn

"I"'mafraid you are going to kill ne once we reach the port,"
moaned in a weak, rasping voice.

Bri ggs

Jabagh spoke in a low tone to his second in command, Mistafa Harim
"This infidel dog is going to soil hinmself unless we | et himbelieve he
will survive all this."

He then turned to Captain Briggs. "Don't worry, Captain," he said,
unawar e Briggs had understood every word of his aside to Harim "I have
told you that if you cooperate fully, nothing will happen to you and



your nmen."
"Prom se?" Briggs grovel ed.

Jabagh had to fight to keep his disgust with the weakling captain out of
his voice. "Yes, Captain, | promse."

As they neared the port, Jabagh tapped Miustafa Harimon the shoul der

"Keep your eyes on this sniveling dog for a nonment. | rnust use the rest
room before our arrival in Kuwait." He grinned. "I amafraid we will be
much too busy killing infidels after that to take the tine."

Hari m grinned back. He patted the automatic pistol on his belt. "Do not
worry, Dinise. This coward will give me no trouble."
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After Jabagh left, Briggs wasted no tine. He got to his feet, stil
crying as if in terror

"What are you doi ng?" Harim asked harshly, his hand noving to the butt
of his pistol

"I need to get a handkerchief out of the drawer to w pe ny eyes," Briggs
noaned.

Hari m spat on the floor. "Go ahead,"” he said, turning his eyes back to
t he course of the ship.

Bri ggs opened a drawer in front of the padded captain's chair he usually
occupi ed, and wapped his fingers around a silver ball point pen that had
been a gift fromhis wfe.

He | ooked up, his eyes wide with feigned terror, and pointed out the
side wi ndow. "Look!" he yelled in alarm

Hari mturned his head to see what had scared the captain, and then he
gasped as Briggs drove the point of the pen into his carotid artery.

Harimtried to scream but his vocal cords were ruined and his bl ood was
spurting in a steady streamall over the cabin. He jumped out of the
captain's chair and took two steps, his hands outreached in claws toward
Briggs, before he collapsed to the floor dead.

Briggs bent and pulled the pistol fromHarims holster, |ocked the
bri dge doors, and turned on the radio.

When the harbormaster at Kuwait City answered, Briggs quickly told him
his ship had been taken over by terrorists and was out of his control

"W will alert the UUN forces in the city," the harbormaster said.

"What are you going to do?"

Briggs grinned as he sleeved Harim s blood off his face. "I'mgoing to
send the bastards to neet Allah," he grow ed, and then he smashed the
radi o beyond repair.

He turned the wheel of the ship all the way to the left, locked it in



pl ace, and then bent and reached under the
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counter in front of the wheel. He pulled all of the wires | oose so the
wheel couldn't be repositioned, just in case he failed in his m ssion
In that event, the tanker would nove in a continuous circle and go nowhere.

Once that was acconplished, Briggs slipped out of the bridge and noved
down side corridors toward the rear hold, where Jabagh had stored the
muni tions until they could be off-loaded at Kuwait City.

Luckily, there was no noon tonight, and the passageways were clothed in
darkness. At the entrance to the hold, there were two nmen standi ng
guard, but their attention was not on the task at hand. They were
drinking what snelled like very strong coffee to Briggs, and chatting
about how beautiful the wonen of Kuwait were supposed to be.

Bri ggs eased the safety off on the pistol, took careful aim and fired
twi ce in quick succession. The pistol, equipped with a silencer, as were
all of the terrorists' handguns, coughed and the two nen went down

wi t hout a sound.

Briggs jumped over their bodies and hurried down the | adder into the
hold. H s eyes widened at the ampbunt of nunitions in the place. He'd
never seen so many guns and rifles and missiles and grenades in one
pl ace since his days in the British Arny as a teenager

He put the pistol in his belt, picked up an Uzi and as many magazi nes as
he could stuff into his pockets, and two fragnentation grenades, which
he clipped to his belt.

As he clinbed back up the | adder, he heard the ship's horn bl aring.
Evi dently Jabagh had found Harimin the bridge.

Briggs took a deep breath. It was now or never. He took the hand
grenades off his belt, pulled the pins, and then tossed them down into
the hol d.
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Spi nning around, he ran as fast as his legs could carry himtoward the
forward hold. He was going to rescue his nen if at all possible, or die

trying.

He never heard the shot that killed him One of Jabagh's nmen, seeing him
runni ng along the corridor, let go with a burst fromhis Uzi. The first
bullet fired hit Briggs in the back of his neck, killing himinstantly.

Jabagh, hearing the shots, |eaned over the rail that ran around the
bri dge, and saw Briggs fall.

"Good shot!" he yelled to the soldier, who was holding up his Uzi with a
wi de grin on his face.

When the grenades exploded in the rear hold, they set off over two tons
of high explosives. The resulting fireball blew the back half of the
ship off and sent a shock wave that knocked Jabagh over the rail he was



| eani ng on. He screaned all the way down to the deck thirty feet bel ow

The Exxon Marquis took |l ess than three mnutes to di sappear beneath the
rolling swells of the Persian Gulf.

Thus, there was no one to hear when the harbormaster at Kuwait City
radi oed ten mnutes later. "Captain Briggs . . . Captain Briggs on the
Exxon Marquis. Can you read ne?"

When his only answer was silence, the harbornmaster turned to his
assistant. "Get nme the head of the U N security forces on the
tel ephone. Now This is an energency!”

82 TWELVE

When Buddy's team assenbled in Ben's office, they found Ben and M ke
Post already neeting with the SAS sol dier, Barthol onew WI ey- Sneyt h.
Since they'd cone directly fromthe landing field after their flight
hone on the G 130, Ben arranged for his secretary to have the cooks at
the ness hall bring them some food.

Wil e they feasted on sandw ches, tea, and coffee, Ben filled themin on
the reason for Bart's visit.

"Bart has cone over to share with us sone recent intel his security
forces have cone up with," Ben said, inclining his head toward Bart.
"Why don't you tell themwhat you told Mke and me a little while ago?"

Bart cleared his throat. "You renenber that two of ny nen were killed
while trying to stop a man named Muhamad Atwa from delivering a

shi pnent of plutoniumto some unknown destination in the Mddle East?"
When Buddy nodded, Bart continued. "Well, after | got back home from ny
visit here, | put all of our Mddle Eastern resources on high alert to
see if we could find out what was goi ng on."

"Did you get any results?" Buddy asked around a mouthful of tuna on rye.

Bart nodded. "Yes. My agents reported a high degree of activity near
Kandahar in Afghani stan. Rebels and old
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revol uti onary troops were pouring across the border w th Paki stan and
out of the nountains, and they were all headed for Kandahar."

Harl ey Reno stopped eating to listen. "Any idea who they were goi ng
there to neet?"

"The nane Abdul |l ah El Farrar cane up several tines, along with a man
naned Farid Zamet, who at this point is unknown to our Intel resources."

Harl ey gl anced at M ke Post. "I thought El Farrar was di sgraced and out
of favor after his failed coup attenpt last year in the US."

"That is the informati on we had," M ke said, shrugging. "But as you al
know, things can change rather rapidly in the Mddle East. Alliances and
| oyal ti es can change al nost by the hour over there, depending on who



prom ses the npost to the various tribal chieftains and their foll owers.
Qur information was that El Farrar as well as his famly were on the
verge of bankruptcy after the U N nmanaged to freeze all of their
banki ng assets."

"Evidently not all of the El Farrar family's resources were found and
frozen," Bart said. "Some of the Arab banks don't exactly cooperate wth
the Western nations in matters that affect the Muslimworld."

Buddy spoke up. "So what if that negal omani ac wants to cone after us
again? Wth our Intel and satellites, we should be able to keep track of
what he's up to day by day. If he starts to send troops out of

Af ghani stan, it should be relatively easy to counter his noves al npst
bef ore he makes them"

Bart nodded. "That's what we figured and why we weren't particularly
concerned, until we got sone worrisone information tw days ago."

"What did you hear?" Buddy asked just before stuffing the last of his
sandwi ch into his nouth
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"W got wind of a several freighters setting sail fromthe port of
Karachi in Pakistan | ast week. Wien we sent nmen in to question the
dockwor kers, they said the ships were |loaded with nen and nunitions."

Buddy shrugged. "So what? Farrar couldn't put enough nmen or materiel on
a fewold freighters to do much of anything."

"You're right, up to a point, Buddy," Bart conceded. "But the thing that
worried us nost was the dockworkers al so nentioned noticing sone rather
strange nmetal containers that were guarded closely. They said the troops
t hensel ves | oaded these netal containers, and wouldn't |et any of the
stevedores near them"™

Buddy' s eyes wi dened. "So, you think these ships were also carrying the
pl ut oni um At wa del i vered?"

"That's our best guess."

"Were you able to track the ships, either by airplane or satellite?"
Harl ey asked.

"That's one of the things that has us worried. W thought for sure the
shi ps woul d head out into the Arabian Sea toward one of the Western
nations, but they didn't. Instead, they just proceeded to cruise around
the Persian @ulf, making big circles, as if they were waiting for
someone or sonething. "

Harl ey' s eyes becane vacant as he stared at the ceiling. "Sounds to ne,
Bart, like they may be planning to nove agai nst one of the countries
bordering the Gul f."

Bart sighed. "Qur Intel agrees with you, Harley. | even went so far as
to call Jean-Francois Chapelle at U N headquarters and ask himto put
the troops guarding the ports along the Gulf on high alert."

Ben snorted through his nose. "Hah, | can probably tell you what he said."



Bart gl anced at Ben.
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"He probably said he couldn't do that because it would be a provocation
to the poor |aw abiding countries of the Mddle East to accuse them of
plotting terrorist attacks w thout any proof," Ben concluded sarcastically.

Bart |aughed. "Damm if those weren't al nost his exact words."

Ben shook his head. "The U N. is nothing nore than a bunch of
lily-livered do-gooders who don't have balls enough to do what they're
supposed to be in business to do. They sit around and talk and tal k and
talk until whatever is going to happen has al ready happened. They are
the personification of that old cliche about |ocking the barn door after
t he horses have all gotten out."

"But Ben," Coop said, a puzzled |ook on his face, "I thought you like
Jean- Francoi s. "

Ben smled a crooked snile. "Hell, |I do like the man; nmainly because he
pretty much | eaves us alone to do what has to be done without trying to
interfere. 'Course, that don't nmean the U N. is worth a shit-not when
you actually need themto do something."

Bart continued to chuckle. "Ben, it always amazes nme when we talk,
because you and | feel so nmuch alike about so many things."

"So, what do you think is going to happen out there in the @ulf?" Buddy
asked.

Bart had opened his mouth to answer when Ben's secretary stuck her head
in the door. "I don't mean to interrupt, CGeneral," she said, "but M.
Chapelle fromthe U N is on the phone."

Ben cl apped hi s hands, |aughing. "Speak of the devil," he said. "Put
Monsi eur Chapel |l e through, please.™

When his phone buzzed a few seconds |l ater, Ben picked it up. "Hello,
Jean-Francois. I'min a neeting with

86

M ke Post and Barthol onew W1 ey-Sneyth, so I'mgoing to put you on the
speaker if that's all right."

After a noment, Ben pressed a button on his phone and put it back on the
hook.

"Good afternoon, gentlenen," Chapelle's voice said over the speaker.

Once greetings were exchanged, Chapelle got down to business. "It is
good that you are there, Barthol omew, because you are part of the reason
| called."”

"Yes, what is it, Jean?" Bart answered.

There was a pause, and finally Chapelle cleared his throat. "I amsorry



| failed to heed your warning of a few days ago, Barthol onew. "
"So, the terrorists have finally made a nove?" Bart asked.

"Yes, I'mafraid so. By nmeans of faking distress at sea, the terrorists
managed to board and take control of several tankers headed back to
countries in the Mddle East."

"But Jean, those tankers woul d have been enpty," Ben said. "What did
t hey gain by that?"

"Entry into the ports of Iran, Iraq, Saudi Arabia, and several other
countries, Ben. In fact, Kuwait was only spared because one of the
tanker captains was able to warn them and then blow his ship out of the
wat er before they could get to the port."

"You mean they used the tankers as Trojan horses to get into the ports?”
"Exactly right. Once they'd overpowered or killed the U N troops
stationed there as guards, they |anded sizable forces and then headed
for the major oil fields of each country."

"Can't you stop then?" Bart asked.

Anot her pause. "The U.N. is forbidden to send troops on a mi ssion of
war, at |least not without a full vote of
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the General Assenbly. | amworking as hard as | can to do that even as
we speak."

"And meanwhil e, the troops you already have stationed guarding the oi
fields are being slaughtered, right?" Ben asked, his voice dripping with
scorn.

"I amwell aware of your feelings about the rule of law that the UN. has
to follow, General Raines . . ."

"I'f you think | believe your organization to be a total waste of tineg,
then you are correct!" Ben al nbst shout ed.

Chapelle's voice rermained calm "Be that as it may, we will act to rid

the countries of these invaders, although perhaps not as fast as you

woul d wi sh, Ben."

"And you will be too little, too late, as always, Jean," Ben replied.

"What harmis there in a few days del ay?" Jean asked. "After all, with

the small nunber of troops in each country, they can't hope to hold the

oil fields for long."

Bart snapped his fingers, his face blanching. "Damm! O course, that's it!"

"I"'msorry, Bart," Jean said. "I didn't get that."

"It's plutonium Jean," Bart said. "W have reports the terrorists
recently acquired a substantial amount of weapons-grade plutonium"



"You can't seriously believe these men are capabl e of produci ng an
atom ¢ weapon?" Jean asked.

"They don't need to bl ow the plutoniumup, Jean. Just use a conventiona
expl osive to disburse the plutoniumdust over the oil fields, and they
wi Il be radioactive for hundreds of years. They can make over half the
worl d's oil supply unusable with what they have in their hands right now "

"Ch . . . Jesus," Jean whispered.

Ben | eaned forward on his desk. "Jean, | suggest you let ne and Bart
send in some troops posthaste. Do what -

88

ever you have to in order to get the countries involved to cooperate
with us, or you're going to have a catastrophe on your hands."
"Yes-yes, |I'll see what | can do,"
"I"l1l get back to you shortly."

Chapelle said in a stricken voi ce.

"Better not waste any time, Jean," Ben said grimy. "Just tell the heads
of those countries that they'll be poor as church mce without their
oil, and I"'msure they'll see the light."

"Good- bye, Ben, Bart," Chapelle said, and hung up the phone.

"I"ve got an idea, Ben," Buddy said after Chapelle was off the line.

"Go on, Buddy," Ben said.

"Chapel |l e said Kuwait was spared and is still in control of its oi
fields, right?"

Ben nodded.

"Instead of waiting for the U N to get permission for us to nount a
counterattack fromthe countries involved, why don't we see if Kuwait
will allowus to use their airfields? That way, we could be in the area
and ready to go by the time Chapelle gets all of his bureaucratic
bul I shit out of the way."

Ben | ooked at Bart and smiled. "I think that's a great idea. \What about
you, Bart?"

"I agree," Bart said enthusiastically. "I'll get on the horn and have a
squadron of ny SAS chaps ready to go within six hours."

"M ke," Ben said, "get in touch with President Jeffreys and see if he
can get permission fromKuwait for us to mount an operation out of their
country."

"What if the Emir won't agree?" M ke asked.

Ben grinned. "Tell Cecil to remind the Emir that if the terrorists
aren't stopped, his country will be next on the
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list of those to be attacked, and if his oil fields are destroyed, the
entire royal family will have to go to work to earn a living like the
rest of us."

M ke | aughed. "That ought to do the trick. I'"Il get right on it."

"And tell Cecil if he needs to talk to ne, 1'Il be right here getting
ready to go kick sone terrorist ass!"

"Correction, Ben," Buddy said. "You'll be here getting ready to send us
to go kick sone ass."

Ben's face fell. "Ch, yeah. | alnost forgot |I gave you conmand. "

Buddy grinned and spread his hands. "You can al ways change your mnd."
"No, | neant what | said. It's time for you to take over." He pursed his
lips, "But of course, I'Il still be around to give you some advice if
you need it."
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Luckily for Al Hazm, the heaviest concentration of oil wells was in
Eastern Saudi Arabia, near the port of Dha-hran, so he and his nen
didn't have far to travel to reach their destination

They arrived at the old Aranto offices, now redesig-nated Unoco, for

UN Gl Company, well before dawn. As at the port, the U N soldiers
guarding the facility were at mninumforce at this time of the norning.
A small guard cubicle and a wooden board bl ocked the road into the

of fice conplex, which was on the eastern edge of a very large oil field.
The board across the road could be raised and | owered by the guard.
There were two guards in the cubicle: one standing drinking hot tea, and
the other slunped in a chair against the far wall, sound asleep with his
chin on his chest.

Al Hazm got out of the passenger seat of the |ead truck and, hol ding
his silenced pistol down by his |eg, approached the guardhouse.

The guard stepped out of the door and held up his hand. "Yes, can | help
you?" he asked in Arabic.

Hazm tal ked as he wal ked closer to the man. "Wy, yes," he said. "I
have a shipment of oil field nmachinery to be delivered here today."
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The guard consulted a clipboard in his hand. "I see no indication a
shi pnent is due,"” he said.

When he | ooked up fromthe clipboard, he found he was staring down the
barrel of a 9nmpistol. "Of course you don't," Hazm said. "I lied."

Wth that, he pulled the trigger and shot the guard in the forehead,



snappi ng his head back and dropping himto the ground. Haznm stepped
over the still-tw tching body and | eaned in the door of the guardhouse.

The sl eeping guard stirred and opened his eyes. "Good norning," Hazm
said as he pulled the trigger, killing the man instantly where he sat.

Hazm stationed four men at the guardhouse, along with a couple of LAWS
antitank mssile launchers and a fifty-caliber nachine gun on a tripod.

"Don't |et anyone pass,"” he told them

"Yes, sir," one of the men answered.

Hazmi then directed the other trucks toward a building off to the side
of the Unoco offices. It had several jeeps with U N insignias on the
fenders, and he figured it was the barracks for the rest of the UN
troops assigned to guard the oil fields.

He signaled for two men to follow him and he wal ked in the front door
whi ch was unl ocked. When he stepped inside, he saw thirty bunks in the
room fifteen on each side, with a small office at the far end of the room

He waved his hand, and a man took up stance on either side of the room
whil e Hazm wal ked down the aisle toward the office. He opened the door
and saw a man sleeping, with a uniform hanging on a hook with |ieutenant
bars on it. Stepping to the side of the bed, he put his pistol inches
fromthe man's face, and then he reconsidered. He didn't want to be
covered with the poor man's bl ood and brains, so he picked up a nearby
pill ow and
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put it over the man's head. When he fired through the pillow, the nman's
| egs junped and bucked for a few seconds, and then he was still.

Hazm hol stered his pistol and wal ked back down the aisle. Wen he
reached the end, he glanced over his shoulder and said, "Kill themall."

As he wal ked outside, he heard the chatter of the AK-47's his nmen were
carrying as they assassinated all of the UN. troops in the building.

O her than a few scattered screanms and npans, there was no sound ot her
than the distinctive chatter of the Kal ashni kovs.

Hazmi got in his truck and told the driver to drive toward the oi
fields. "There is no need to check the offices," he said, "None of the
workers will be here at this hour."

After setting up a defensive perinmeter around the edge of the field,
Hazm instructed the expl osives expert to set the plutoni um bonbs around
the area, paying special attention to the huge storage tanks off to one
side of the producing wells. The bonbs, which had been prepared in
advance, were camoufl aged to | ook |ike ordinary punp notors, so they
woul d be hard for a bonb squad to discover and disarmin the event it
canme to that.

By the time the sun was rising, Hazm had everything prepared. He spread
his men out and had themdig in around the perimeter of the oil field,
prepari ng deep foxholes in case sone fool hardy governnment tried to
attack his forces. He carried a special radio-control device with him at
all times. Wth it, he could detonate the plutonium bonbs from anywhere



within five mles of the fields.

Finally, he retired to his command tent in the mddle of the field, and
told his men to wake hi mwhen the officers of Unoco arrived. He had no
illusions that his small force could defend their position against

i nvaders, but he was counting on the threat of the plutonium bonbs to
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keep them at bay until El Farrar's second phase of the plan could be
initiated.

A simlar attack was carried out by Abdul Miuttmain on the plains of
Iran, with the oil fields there also taken after all of the defending
UN. troops were killed. Unfortunately, by the tine Muttrmain and his
troops got to the main oil fields, the Unoco officials were in their
of fices, and they were also killed w thout mercy by the bloodthirsty
troops under Muttmain's conmand.

By noon of that day, oil fields in all of the major oil-producing
countries of the Mddle East were under the control of El Farrar's
troops-all except Kuwait, where the intrusion had been prevented by the
sel fl ess sacrifice of Captain Jason Briggs.

In Kandahar, El Farrar, along with his associates Farid Zamet and
Muhammad Atwa, was jubilant at the news of their alnpst total success.

"It is a shane that we weren't able to take control of the fields in
Kuwai t, but they make up only a small part of the total production under
the control of Unoco," El Farrar said.

"However, after the second phase of your plan his been acconplished, we
shoul d be able to nove on Kuwait wi thout any sizable resistance,"” Atwa
rem nded him

El Farrar nodded. "Yes, and it is nowtinme to put the second phase into
operation,"” he said. He picked up the phone on his desk and asked his
radi oman to get himin touch with Jean-Francois Chapelle as soon as
possi bl e.
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"Monsi eur Chapelle,"” El Farrar said twenty mnutes |ater when the
Secretary General of the U N was on the line. "I am sure by now you

have heard of the events which have transpired over the past twelve hours.”
"M. El Farrar, would you tell ne what you hope to gain by this

unwarrant ed attack agai nst your nei ghboring countries? Surely you know
that the neager forces you have in place cannot be allowed to stand?"
Chapell e replied haughtily.

El Farrar permitted hinself a small laugh. "Ch, but | think you will
reconsi der your attitude, Mnsieur Le Secretary General, when | tel
what will happen should your U N. be so rash as to try and take the oi
fields back."

"What do you nean?"



"My nen have in each of the |ocations dozens of small packages of

pl ut oni um attached to hi gh-expl osi ve charges. These bomnbs, which are
arranged so as to do maxi mal danage to the oil fields, will be set off
if anyone tries to attack or otherwise interfere with my nmen."

"But . . . but that is insane!" Chapelle argued. "That would ruin nost
of the world's oil supply for generations.”

"I am gl ad you understand, Chapelle," El Farrar said, all hint of
civility gone fromhis voice

"All right, it seens we are at an inpasse. Wat are your demands?"

"Not now, Chapelle. First, | amgoing to airlift in some nore troops to

each location, just to be sure you don't try anything stupid. Wuld you

be so kind as to instruct all of the nations involved not to attenpt any

interference with the planes delivering ny troops?"

"You know | cannot tell sovereign nations what to do with their
ai rspace," Chapell e reasoned.

"Then, just informthemthat if they do interfere with
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any of ny transports, | wll explode ny bonbs and render
their oil fields useless to them™

"But that would mean killing your own nen."

"My nen are perfectly willing to martyr thensel ves

in a good cause, Chapelle. But you'd better hope they
don't have to, for it will mean everyone has lost in this
gane we are playing."

"Al'l right, Bl Farrar. | will do what | can."

"I will contact you once again when ny nen are in

pl ace. And Chapelle . . ." "Yes?" "I would advise you to keep the
general Assenbly in

cl ose attendance. You will soon have sonme noment ous

deci sions to make."
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As Buddy and his team along with Major Bean and his Scouts, boarded two
| arge transport planes for the trip to Kuwait, he was surprised to see

Ben Rai nes and Barthol omew W1 ey- Smeyt h appr oachi ng.

"Somet hi ng el se, Ben?" Buddy asked when they arrived at the ranp | eading
up into the transport.



"Yeah, Bart and | are going to hitch a ride."

"Ch," Buddy said, trying to hide the disappointnent he felt. "So you are
pl anning to resune command of the teanf"

"Not at all, Buddy," Ben said. "lI'mjust comng along in case M ke Post
and Cecil Jeffreys aren't able to convince the Emr of Kuwait to let us
stage our operations fromhis country. And Bart here is going to ride
with us to neet his troops when they arrive instead of flying all the
way back to England first."

"But | assumed if we didn't have perm ssion fromthe Emr by the time we
got there, we'd just turn around and head back," Buddy said.

Ben shook his head. "That's not going to happen. This operation is nuch
too inportant to let the stubbornness of one man decide the fate of the
entire world."

"You mean, if he denies us permission to land, we'll do it anyway?"
Buddy asked.
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"Dam straight!" Ben said. "That's why I'mhere. If we do have to I and
against the Emir's wishes, |I'll take the heat for the decision, not you."

"You are aware that could lead to a war between Kuwait and the SUSA,
aren't you?" Bart asked.

Ben shrugged. "I'mhoping it won't come to that. Cecil Jeffreys can be
awful | y persuasive when he needs to be. I"msure we'l|l get the

perm ssion we need," Ben said. After a nonment, he added, "And if we
don't, to hell with all of them-we'll |land anyway. It won't be the
first time we've pulled Kuwait's fat out of the fire, will it?"

Three hours later, in the skies over the Atlantic Ccean, Ben was cal |l ed
to the pilot's conpartnment for a radi o nessage.

"Who is it?" he asked the pilot as the nan handed hi ma headset to wear.

"He says he's Jean Francois Chapelle fromthe U N ," the pilot replied.

"Hell o, Jean," Ben said into the mouth m crophone. "Any news yet?"

"Plenty, I"'mafraid,” Chapelle replied. "I have just gotten off the
phone with Abdullah El Farrar."

"What did the son of a bitch have to say?"

"He said he plans to airlift in sone support troops to his positions in
the oil fields of the various countries, and that if we try to interfere
or shoot them down, he will explode the plutonium and contaninate the

oi |l supply.”

"He's bluffing," Ben said. "The plutoniumis the bastard's only trunp
card. He won't dare play it so soon, at least not until he's told us
what his demands are.”



"We can't take that chance, Ben. | want you and your troops to stand
down, " Chapel |l e said.
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"No," was Ben's short reply.

"What did you say?" Chapelle asked, as if he couldn't believe anyone
woul d di sobey his orders

"l said no, Jean."
"You mean you are going to go against the orders of the United Nations?"

"Jean, the last tinme | |ooked, the SUSA was a sovereign country. W
don't take orders fromthe U N or anyone el se when our security is at
st ake. "

"But Ben, you can't nean to risk the entire world's oil supply wi thout
the U.N.'s invol venent."

"I"'mnot putting the oil supply at risk, Jean. You and your cowardly

U N representatives are. Any tine you give in to a despot's bl ackmail

or threats, you weaken your organization. | would think you would have

| earned that fromthe debacles of three world wars, not to mention sone
m nor conflicts like Vietnam Bosnia, Haiti, the Gulf War, and Operation
Enduri ng Freedom back at the turn of the century."

"Those were different circunstances, Ben,"
short and clipped w th anger.

Chapel | e argued, his voice

"Bull shit, Jean. The U N. was useless as teats on a boar hog in all of

those wars, and this one will be no different if the world has to depend
on you guys to solve it. You'll sit and talk and finally decide to give
intothis terrorist, and then we'll all be under his thunb due to your

inability to stand up to him"

"But we don't even know what his demands are yet," Chapelle said.

"It doesn't matter, Jean. The SUSA has never given in to blackmail and
we never will. If that nmeans we do without oil, then we'll find sone
other way, but at least we will be free, and that is what the SUSA is
all about."

"Then you won't reconsider?"
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"No. And you can tell this El Farrar that I'"'mcomng for him And this
time, he'd better bend over and grab his ankles and kiss his ass
good-bye. | won't let himrun away and hide this time, 'cause | intend
to give himthe martyrdom he has ordered for so many of his followers in

t he past."

"I will tell himthat, Ben, and I will also tell himyou are acting as
your own agent, outside of the authority of the United Nations."



"You do that, Jean. After all, it's way too late for you and the U N to
grow sone cojones. Adios," Ben said, and clicked the radio off.

The pilot and copil ot glanced at each other, and the pilot whistled
under his breath. "Goddamm, that's tellin" him Ben."

Ben grinned and handed the headset back, trying to stifle a yawn. "I'm
gonna get sone shut-eye. \Wake nme up when we're approachi ng Kuwait,
gent |l emen. "

After Ben left the cockpit, the pilot shook his head. "Jesus, the man
tells the head of the U N to kiss his ass and then goes calnly back to
take a nap."

The copil ot laughed. "That's Ben Raines, all right!"

Jean- Francoi s Chapell e clicked off the nicrophone, and turned to see his
secretary staring at himopen-nmouthed. "Sir, what are you going to do
about Ceneral Raines's blatant disregard of your authority?" the man asked.

Chapell e snil ed and shook his head. "Oh, Henri, when will you ever learn
t he delicaci es of diplonmacy?" he asked.

"What do you mean, Monsieur Chapelle?" Henri asked, a puzzled expression
on his face.
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Chapell e took an unfiltered French cigarette froma box on his desk and
lit it with a gold-plated lighter. As he let the pungent snoke trai
fromhis nostrils, he smled. "General Raines reacted to ny news just as
| knew he would-in fact, just as | hoped he would."

"You mean you intended for himto carry on with his plan to attack E
Farrar?"

Chapel l e spread his hands. "OF course, ny dear boy, of course.™
"But why?"

"So that now | can call this El Farrar and tell himthat the entire
world is doing as he asks, all, that is, except CGeneral Raines fromthe
SUSA. | will explain that | tried ny best to get himto agree to E
Farrar's denmands, but he went against ny orders and is carrying on his
own private war-agai nst the express orders of the U N. ."

Henri cocked his head, clearly still not understandi ng Chapelle's point.

"Come on, Henri. Don't you see the beauty of what |'ve done? On the
surface, the UUN is acceding to El Farrar's demands, so he has no
legitimate reason to detonate his plutoniumbonbs, while at the sane
time |'ve set |oose a very determined dog to bite at his heels and take
his mind off what we at the U N are really doing."

"So, you've set General Raines up as the bad guy?" Henri asked.
"Yes. And the beauty of it is that El Farrar cannot do anythi ng about

it. He can't blame us at the U N for what this rogue general is doing
agai nst our w shes."



"But Monsieur," Henri protested, "aren't you setting General Raines and
his troops up?"

Chapell e grinned. "You obviously don't know General Raines, Henri. It is
nmy belief that Raines will succeed
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where the mght of the rest of the world would fail, and that is why I
set himup, as you call it."

"But what if he fails?" Henri asked.
"Then | amafraid the world is dooned, Henri, dooned."

Henri sighed. "Perhaps the question will be nmpot. Perhaps Kuwait will
not all ow Raines and his troops to land."

Chapelle sniled enigmatically. "Oh, but that has al ready been taken care
of, Henri. | called the Emir and told himin no uncertain terns that he
is to cooperate with the general and to give himanything he needs, or

the UN would withdraw all of its troops that are guarding his oil fields."

"So you really are playing both ends against the mddle," Henri said
adm ringly.

"OfF course," Chapelle said, |eaning back in his chair and bl owing a

pl ume of snoke at the ceiling. "After all, | ama diplomat."
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"Henri," Jean Chapelle said, "please get M. El Farrar on the phone.

m ght as well give himthe 'bad" news about Ben Raines and his refusa
to abide by ny request to stand his forces down."

"Yes, sir," Henri said as he consulted his Rol odex and di al ed an

i nternational phone nunber. After a few nonents, he handed the phone to
Chapel l e, who inmedi ately punched the button on his speaker so Henri
could hear both sides of the conversation

"M. El Farrar, this is Jean-Francois Chapelle fromthe United Nations
calling."

"Hell o, M. Chapelle," El Farrar said. "I hope you have good news for ne."
"Well, the news is mixed, |"'mafraid."

"M xed?" El Farrar asked, his voice losing sone of its cordiality.

"Yes. The good news is that | have persuaded the General Assenbly to do
as you' ve asked. U N forces will not interdict or otherwise try to stop
you frombringing in additional troops to the oil fields while we are in
negoti ati on about your demands."

There was a pause, and then El Farrar asked, "And the bad news?"

"Every one of the nations involved has agreed to your
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request except Ben Raines fromthe Southern United States of America.”
"What do you nean by that?"

"Ceneral Raines has informed me that as a sovereign nation, the SUSA
will proceed on its own course without regard for any agreenent between
the U N. and your forces."

El Farrar's voice becane strident. "How can that be?" he al nost shouted.
"I's he aware of nmy threat to contanminate the world' s oil supply should
he di sobey ny orders?"

Chapelle grinned at Henri, but he kept his voice cal mand professional
"Yes, he is, and he doesn't seemto be too concerned about it, M. E
Farrar. In fact, he told ne to give you a nmessage."

"What message?"

"He said, and | quote, 'Tell El Farrar to grab his ankles and kiss his
ass good-bye, because | amconing after him"' "

"What ?" El Farrar yelled

"I amonly the nessenger, sir," Chapelle replied calmy. "I do, however,
want you to know that General Raines is acting outside of the power of
the United Nations to stop him"

"Chapelle, you listen to me," El Farrar said gruffly. "If Raines or
anyone el se attacks any of my troops, | will blowup the oil fields!"
Now Chapel | e paused for a noment, and then his voice becane firm "I am

sorry to hear you say that, M. El Farrar. For if that is your response
| have no alternative but to join the U N forces with General Raines in
an attack on your positions inmrediately."

"But. . . but you said you would agree to ny ternms," El Farrar said, his
voi ce | ess strident now.

"That is true, M. El Farrar, but only if you prom se
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to refrain fromany destruction of the oil fields. Since you now say
that destruction is inevitable, there is no incentive for the U N not

to press its attack."

For a full minute there were only faint sounds of static on the overseas
line as El Farrar considered this ultimatum Finally, in a nore

reasonabl e voice, he continued. "I guess it would not be fair to punish
the entire world for the actions of one rogue general," he said. "Al
right, Chapelle, if the U N stays out of the fight, I will not destroy

the oil fields on the basis of what General Raines does."

"That is very reasonable of you, sir," Chapelle said in an even voice,
though his eyes glittered with amusenent at El Farrar's capitulation to
his threats. "As long as you keep your word and | eave the oil fields



intact, we can continue our negotiations with you. Wat happens between
Ceneral Raines and your forces will be no concern of ours. Agreed?"

Both Henri and Chapelle could hear El Farrar's heavy sigh over the
phone. "Yes."

"Then | suggest you nake a formal |ist of your demands and cable themto
me at U.N. headquarters as soon as possible so that they can be
presented to the General Assenbly."

"You will have themw thin forty-eight hours,"” El Farrar said.

"Good. Then | bid you adieu until we talk again,'
Henri a silent thunbs-up sign

Chapel l e said, giving

"Good-bye M. Chapelle," El Farrar said, a |loud snap as he slamed his
phone down evi dent over the speaker

Henri | ooked at Chapelle with approving eyes. "A masterful piece of
di pl omacy, nonsieur," he said.

Chapel l e put his hands behind his head and | eaned back in his desk
chair, smling at the ceiling. "Yes, it was,
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wasn't it." Now, we have bought us sonme tinme and given Raines a chance
to do our dirty work for us with little risk to the oil fields."

"Do you think he can possibly succeed?" Henri asked.

Chapel l e shrugged. "If anyone on this earth can root out this fanatic El
Farrar, Ben Raines can. And if he fails, then we wll be no worse off
than we are now. It is what the Arericans call a win-win situation."”

The pilot of the C 130 carrying the SUSA troops pulled the lever to
di sconnect the refueling line fromthe tanker after the air refueling
was finished. "Better wake up General Raines," he told the copilot.
"We're about an hour out of Kuwait airspace."

M nutes | ater, Ben Raines appeared in the cockpit. "Could you connect ne
with M ke Post back at our base?" he asked the pilot.

"Sure." The pilot fiddled with radio frequency knobs for a nmonent, spoke
into his headset, and then handed it to Ben. "M ke Post is on the line,"
he sai d.

"Yo, Mke," Ben said. "Any word fromthe Enir of Kuwait yet on our
request to stage our attacks fromhis country?"

"Yeah, Ben. It was the strangest thing. Wien | first called and asked
for perm ssion, he was enphatic in his denial. In fact, he said if you
tried to land troops or materiel in his country, he would have the

pl anes shot out of the air."

"Ch?" Ben said, his lips tight.

"Yeah. The son of a bitch was downright rude."

"So, then what happened?”



"Hell if |I know All | knowis that he called me back four hours | ater
and sugar wouldn't melt in his nmouth. He
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said he'd reconsidered and we were wel cone to use the airstrip outside
of Kuwait City for whatever we needed."

Ben gave a short laugh. | snell the fine fingers of Jean-Francois
Chapelle in here sonewhere."

"But | thought Chapelle was furious about your decision to get involved
in this fracas," Mke said.

"So he said,"” Ben replied. "But you' ve got to remenber Chapelle is a
mast er di pl omat."

"I'n other words, he speaks out of both sides of his nouth,"” M ke said.

"Exactly. Now Chapelle can deny any U N responsibility for our actions,

while at the sanme tinme hoping we'll sonmehow manage to pull his fat out
of the fire." Ben chuckled again. "It was a masterful performance."
"Well, as |'ve said, you're cleared to land at Kuwait Cty," Mke said

"How about the ships?" Ben asked, referring to the |large tankers they
had di spatched toward Kuwait | oaded with Apache attack helicopters and
ot her heavy equi pment too large to be carried on the C 130s.

"They're on their way. They should arrive a few days after you do and
once they're unl oaded, the choppers and ot her heavy tanks and stuff will
be forwarded to your positions."

"Great job, Mke. Thanks," Ben said

"Ckay, boss. I'll keep ny ears to the ground over here. 1've got all ny
Intel sources on high alert to find out anything they can about El
Farrar's positions and troop strengths.™

"Good. 1'll talk to you later then," Ben said. "You can reach nme on the

SOHFRAD at any tinme."

"Signing off," M ke said.
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The landing at Kuwait Gty Airport was anticlimctic after all of the
intrigue involved in getting the Emr's pernission to use the airfield.
The two transports carrying the SUSA troops and their equi prent | anded
wi t hout i ncident.

When Ben stepped off the first C 130, he was net by a del egati on of nen
intraditional Arab garb. The | eader stepped forward and inclined his
head in a small bow. "General Raines, | am Abdullah Yassine," he said.

"I amhere to wel come you and your troops to Kuwait."

"Thank you, M. Yassine," Ben said, returning the bow.



Yassine pointed to a cluster of small buildings on the fringe of the
airport. "The Emr has arranged for you to use those buildings as a
conmand post, as well as the buil dings nearby as barracks for your

troops. | hope they are satisfactory."

Ben nodded. "I amsure they will be nore than adequate, M. Yassine. As
for the troops, they will only be here for a short while. Once we
determ ne where El Far-rar's nmen are, we will be sending the troops on
their way."

Yassi ne gl anced at Barthol omew W1 ey- Sneyt h standi ng behind Ben. "I
assune you are M. WIey-Sneyth from Engl and?" he asked.

Bart inclined his head. "At your service, sir.

"I understand there are several airplanes due to arrive here from your
country as well ?* Yassine asked.

"That is correct," Bart said, glancing at his watch. "They should be
here within the hour."

"There shoul d be adequate room for your troops in the barracks, if that
is all right?"

"Sure," Bart said with a snile directed at Ben. "W don't nind sharing
our quarters with the Yanks."

"Good," Yassine said, "then if you will followne, I will show you to
your facilities."
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Ben | ooked at Buddy and Maj or Bean. "CGet the troops assenbled along with
their equi pmrent and neet us at the barracks."

As Ben and Bart wal ked of f with Yassine, Coop approached Buddy. "Sir,"
he sai d.

"Yes?" Buddy answered.

"I's there any chance of getting sone chow any time soon?" Coop asked,

rubbi ng his abdonmen. "I'm so hungry ny stomach thinks my throat's been cut."
Buddy wi nked at Maj or Bean so Coop couldn't see. "Sure, Coop. I'll bet

the Kuwaitis have sone figs and goat cheese all laid out for us in the
barracks."

"Fi gs and goat cheese?" Coop asked, his face screwed up in a frown.

"Yeah, and if we're really lucky, they' |l have some canel burgers on the
grill," Bean added, trying to suppress a snile

"Uh," Coop said, "any possibility of just having some good old MRES?"

Buddy and Bean both | aughed. "That's the first tinme |1've ever heard
anyone request MREs over real food," Bean said.

"Well, you and your scouts are known to eat things that'll make a billy
goat puke," Coop said. "But us regular troops require food that is at



| east partially digestible."

"I"ll see what | can do, Coop," Buddy said. "Now, get your gear together
and head for the barracks."

"Yes, sir," Coop said, throwing up a hal fhearted sal ute.
As he noved back to the rest of the group, Jersey murnured, "Conplain,
conpl ain, conplain, Coop. That's all you ever do."

"Hey," he replied, "I"'ma growing boy. I need my nourishnent."
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She patted his stomach. "You're growing, all right, but not in the right
pl aces. "

He gave her a lascivious grin. "And just how woul d you know about that ?"
he chal | enged.

"Why, didn't you know, Coop?" she asked. "You're fampus. There are
detail ed descriptions of your . .. shortcom ngs on the wall of the
wonen' s rest roons back at the base.”

"What ?" Coop asked, his face flam ng red.

"Yeah," Jersey answered. "There's a drawing of a couple of fingers like
this," she said, holding up her thunmb and index finger about an inch
apart. "It says for a disappointing tinme, call Cooper, and it lists your
phone nunber on the wall."

"Bull shit!" Coop excl ai ned as he noved off to pick up his duffle bag.
"The walls of the wonen's rest roons ain't near w de enough to show ny
measurenments. "

Jersey and the other wonen in the group all |aughed, and began to pick
up their bags too.

110 El Farrar slammed the phone down and nmuttered a strong curse in his
native tongue. Mihanmad Atwa, who was sitting nearby sipping orange
juice, looked up at him He'd heard only El Farrar's part of the

conver sati on.

"What is wong, Abdullah?" he asked, wondering what had so angered his
| eader.

"That son of a whore Ben Rai nes says he is going to come after nme in
spite of the threat to the oil fields."

"Cannot the U N do something to stop hin®"

El Farrar shook his head. "Apparently not. Raines has put hinself above
the U N and wi shes to push the world to the brink of disaster.”

The orange juice turned to acid in Atwa's stomach at the news Ben Rai nes
pl anned to attack their forces. He knew full well just how effective the
SUSA fighters could be. "Perhaps if we destroy one of the smaller oi
fields as a warning, he would back off," Atwa suggested.



"I cannot," El Farrar answered. "Chapelle says that if any of the oi
fields are hurt, he will have the U N forces join Raines and attack us."

"He wouldn't dare!" Atwa said

El Farrar shrugged. "Probably not, but we cannot take that chance. Even
with the troops prom sed us by our Al Nahda and Hezbol | ah brothers, we
cannot possibly stand
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against the U N. and Ben Raines. Qur only chance is to bluff the
infidels into giving us power over the oil without a direct confrontation.”

Atwa bel ched softly, his stomach on fire. He doubted that even with the
additional troops that were already on their way to the oil fields, they
woul d be able to stand agai nst the SUSA and Ben Raines. In his mnd s
eye, he could see their plan unraveling. O course, he nentioned none of
this to El Farrar, knowing it would only enrage himif he expressed any
doubt s.

"Do we know where Raines plans to attack first?" Atwa asked.

"No, but | would doubt that any of the countries we hold would |l et him
use their airfields to stage an attack. That neans he will have to use
aircraft carriers to deploy his men and equi pnent, which should give us
some time to fortify our positions.™

Atwa nodded slowy. "That also nmeans he will be limted in the anount of
heavy equi prent he'll be able to use."” He stroked his chin. "And our nen
are well equipped to deal with helicopters and attack aircraft.”

"Yes, the Stingers we bought on the black narket will do nicely against
them" El Farrar agreed.

Atwa sighed and got to his feet. This | atest setback had caused himto
desperately desire a drink of something stronger than orange juice.

"I amgoing to ny quarters for a nap,"
t ake sonme of the sting out.

he said, rubbing his stomach to

El Farrar glanced at himw th hooded eyes. "Do not drink too nmuch of the
devil's spirits today, ny friend," he advised in a soft voice, letting
Atwa know he was aware of his habit of drinking whiskey. "W are going
to be very busy overseeing the transfer of troops to the oil fields."

112

Atwa paled. He'd had no idea El Farrar knew he drank. "Yes, ny |eader,"”
he said with a small bow. He left El Farrar's headquarters buil di ng
resolving to be nore careful in his inbibing in the future.

Over the next few days, there was a steady stream of aircraft arriving
at the Kuwait City Airport, both fromthe SUSA and Engl and. Ben arranged
for Jackie Mal one and her 512 Battalion to be brought over, along wth

t he equi pnent they'd need.



When Buddy found out Jackie was on the way, he went to Ben's office.
"Ben, | thought this operation was going to be a quick in-and-out
guerrilla-type assault,"” he said as soon as he'd entered the room

"I see you've heard that | had M ke send Jackie and the 512 over," Ben
replied.

Buddy nodded.

"They're here strictly for mopping-up operations,” Ben said. "You're
correct that the initial attacks will be by small forces, but if
Chapelle is right and El Farrar is sending |arge nunbers of regular
troops over, then we're gonna need a lot of nen to keep the oil fields
safe once we've taken control ."

"Ch, so they're here as our backup once we've infiltrated and taken out
El Farrar's nen," Buddy said.

Ben nodded. "Yeah. You and your teamare still going to be the first
ones in."

Buddy smiled, relieved that he was still in conmand and woul d be | eadi ng
his teamon the initial assaults. Though he was an experienced field
man, Buddy still lived somewhat in the shadow of his fanmous father, and

was aching to show both Ben and everyone el se how good he was.
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Ben knew this, and was aware of just how difficult it was to have a
famous father. When he'd decided to step down, he'd floated the names of
several of his nost senior nen and wonen to his staff officers as
possi bl e repl acenments for him He was both gratified and at the sane
time concerned that the staff had all agreed that Buddy should take his
pl ace as commander of the SUSA Army. He only hoped that he wasn't giving
Buddy nore responsibility than he coul d handl e.

"Have the troops fromEngland all arrived?" he asked Buddy.

"Yes, sir, and Jackie and the 512 should be | anding any tine now Are
you going to want to nmeet themat the airfield?" Buddy asked.

Ben smled. "No, that's your place, now that you' re conmander in chief."
Buddy nodded. "All right. After they're set up in their quarters, 1'll
bring Jackie in to nmeet with you," he said, unable to hide his pleasure

at Ben's giving himthe job of greeting the new arrivals.

"I"1l arrange for lunch to be served here and we can di scuss your plans
over a neal."

"Yes, sir," Buddy said.
Buddy stopped by his quarters and told the team about the inmn nent
arrival of Jackie Ml one and her battalion, and said he thought it'd be

a good idea if the entire teamwas on hand to wel come them aboard.

Coop grinned when he heard Jacki e Mal one was going to be in the country.
It was a poorly kept secret that he and Jackie had once had a



short-lived fling. They'd run into each other in a bar several years
back while both were on | eave. For the next five days, they had stayed
in his roomand discovered they both |iked sex equally well.
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Realizing it was a one-tinme thing, once their | eaves were over, they'd
parted ways, but had remai ned good friends ever since.

Coop thought Jackie the nost attractive and dangerous femal e he'd ever
met, outside of Jersey.

Unfortunately, Jersey had found out about the affair, and had teased
Coop unnercifully about it every time Jackie was in the vicinity. She
wasn't exactly jealous, or so she told herself. Hell, it wasn't the
first time Coop conquered a woman, and nost assuredly woul dn't be the
last. She just felt Coop could do rmuch better

When Buddy told the teamthat Jackie was on her way to join them Jersey
i medi ately gl anced at Coop. Seeing his grin and obvious joy at the
news, she felt her bl ood boil

Coop got to his feet and noved toward the teams rest rooms. "CGoing to
take a shower and put on some froufrou for your girlfriend?" Jersey taunted.

Coop blushed a bright red as the rest of the team | aughed. "No," he
replied testily. "I just thought 1'd put on some fresh BDUs. |'ve been
wearing these for a week."

"Want me to iron themfor you?" Jersey asked maliciously.

Coop turned and grinned at her. "Wy, Jersey, that would be nice. It's
good to know you've finally realized just what a woman's duties are."

Jersey was halfway to her feet with her hand on her K-Bar when Coop
deci ded di scretion was the better part of valor and ducked into the
men's room

When Jacki e depl aned, Buddy and the team were there to neet them Jackie
stepped up and gave Buddy a smart salute, which he returned with a
slight bl ush.
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"Good to hear of your pronotion, Buddy," Jackie said where only he could
hear. "You deserve it."

"Thanks, Jackie," Buddy said. "I'lIl have Harl ey Reno show your troops

where the quarters are and you can join Ben and ne for lunch in his office."
Wil e he was tal king, Jackie's eyes searched the team standi ng near by

and came to rest on Coop's. She gave hima quick w nk, which Jersey

noti ced. When Coop w nked back, Jersey gave hima dig in the ribs with

her el bow.

"Down, boy," she hissed out of the side of her nouth. "Don't get too
excited, you might bust your britches."



Coop grinned and hitched up his pants. "Yeah, it's a real shane you
don't get this kind of response fromnen, Jersey. Perhaps if you were a
little nmore feminine . "

"Il remenber you said that, Coop. The next tine we're in a firefight
and | have to save your scrawny ass, |'ll just bat my eyes and be

fem nine. How s that?"
"Uh, forget it, Jerse," Coop replied as his eyes foll owed Jacki e and
Buddy as they wal ked away. "I guess you'll do just as you are.”

Jersey shook her head in disgust. "Men," she grow ed. "Always thinking
with your little heads."

Coop put his armon her shoul der and snmiled at her. "Cone on, Jerse. You
know that's what you | ove about us."

She | aughed. "Well, it does make it easier to deal with you Neanderthal s
at that."

"What do you nean?" he asked.

"Ch, all us wonmen have to do to get what we want is unbutton our
bl ouses, show a little cleavage, and your 1 Qs drop fifty points.”

As she spoke, she stuck out her chest and let her breasts strain against
her BDUs. \When Coop's eyes involuntarily
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dropped to stare, she laughed and sl apped hi mon the back. "See what |
mean, big boy? Winen's ultimate secret-the power of the big head over
the little one."

117 SVENTEEN

Al Hazmi, leader of El Farrar's troops in Saudi Arabia, sat at his desk
in his headquarters on the outskirts of Riyadh going over reports from
his field coomanders. He wanted to make absolutely sure that all of the
pl ut o- ni um bonbs had been set as per his orders.

H s conmanders, as experienced as they were with fighting guerrilla
warfare, were not used to planting bonbs designed to do maxi mal damage
to existing structures. They were nmore used to fixing bonbs to bodies of
sui ci de bonbers-a nuch | ess technical task

H s second in command, Taha al -Al wani, stood at attention in front of
his desk while Hazm went over the witten reports al-A wani had given him

"You are sure the bonbs are all in place and the radio transmitters
af fi xed properly so the bonbs can be expl oded remptel y?" Hazm asked,
glaring at his subordinate with hooded snake eyes.

"Yes, ny |l eader," al-A wani answered, nodding his head vigorously. "
checked each installation personally to make sure they were connected in
the correct manner."

"Good. Now | want you to make sure your men are positioned around the



perimeter of the oil field, and are dug in properly so as to repel any
possi bl e attacks on our positions."
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"But sir," al-Awani asked, "do you think the infidels will dare to
oppose us now that the bonbs are in place?"

Hazm sighed, hating to explain hinself to nen under his command. "No.

In fact I think it highly unlikely, al-Awani, but our commander

Abdul | ah El Farrar, has just sent nme a radi o nessage to be on the

hi ghest alert until our reinforcenment troops arrive." He glared at

al - Awani. "Do you wish ne to radio El Farrar back and tell himny chief

of ficer, Taha al-Alwani, does not think it necessary to follow his orders?"

Al -Awani's face | ooked horrified. "No, no, ny leader. |I did not nmean any
di srespect by nmy question. | will imediately do as you ordered."

"That is good, al-Awani, for if anyone nmanages to get into the oi
field, I will personally cut off both your hands and make you eat them™

"Yes, sir!" al-Awani said, saluting smartly before turning on his heels
and al nost running fromHaznm's office.

Hazm gl anced skyward. "Allah, why nust you plague ne with idiots for
of ficers?" he asked, and then blushed at his effrontery to question the
Al m ghty God.

Ben Raines called a neeting of all of his staff officers in his office
at the Kuwait Gty Airport. It was tine to coordinate the attacks on
sone of the oil fields.

Buddy Rai nes, Major Jackson Bean, Jackie Ml one, and the Englishman,
Bart hol onew W ey- Sneyth, were all in attendance.

"Qur Intel has detected radio traffic indicating several ships are on
their way to the region carrying reinforcenments for the relatively snall
forces that now occupy the oil fields," Ben said.
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"I's there an estimate of when they will arrive?" Bean asked.

"Soneti ne between forty-eight and seventy-two hours,” Ben replied.
"That doesn't give us rmuch tinme to plan and nount an assault," Buddy said.

"No, it doesn't,"” Ben replied, a small smile playing across his lips.
"That is why I'"'monly going to send in the very best troops in the

worl d. There will be no plan, as such. You are going to have to take
your troops in and proceed playing it by ear. W don't have any reliable
intel on how many troops you' |l be up against, where their positions

are, or what kind of armament they have to use agai nst you."
"Do we at |east know where they are in a general sense?" WIey-Smeyth asked.

Ben pointed to a map of the Mddle East, with tiny oil derricks painted
on it in various areas. "About all we know is where the mgjor oil-rig



concentrations are in each of the countries that have been invaded. It
stands to reason the invaders will be positioned in some manner nearby
to protect the booby traps they've planted."

"Do they have any idea we're com ng?" Bean asked.

Ben shrugged. "That | don't know. It is ny guess Jean-Francois Chapelle
told El Farrar that | had not agreed to stand down, but whether he
believes we will hit this soon is anyone's guess."

"How about transportation to the sites?" WIey-Snmeyth asked. "Since tine
is of the essence, | suppose we'll be going in by air transport."”

"Yes. My Scouts and Buddy's teamw Il all go in by HALO That's High
Al titude Low Opening parachute drops."

W ey-Smeyth's eyes wi dened. "You're going to at-
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tempt HALO drops at night?" he asked as if he couldn't believe his ears.
Ben nodded. "Yes. Do you think your SAS nen are up to that?"

W ey- Smeyt h shook his head doubtfully. "They would agree to it, of
course, but they're certainly not trained for it. Al of our parachute
drops have been done in daylight or at the worst under a full nmoon in
t he past."

Ben frowned. "Then we probably shouldn't do it. You' d | ose too many nen
in the drop and it woul d conprom se your effectiveness. W'd better plan
on inserting you via helicopters.™

He hesitated. "The problemw th that is it will be noisy, so we're gonna
have to drop you a few mles away fromthe oil fields and your nmen will
have to nove across the desert a good ways."

Wl ey-Smeyth smled confidently. "That's no problem My SAS chaps are in
perfect physical condition. They're used to forced narches of up to
twenty mles a day with full equi prent packs on their backs."

"Good. Then here's the plan," Ben said, standing and walking to a |arge
map of the entire region, which was on the wall. "The major oil fields
in Saudi Arabia are in the southeast, near the city of R yadh," he said,
pointing to the city on the map. "My bet is that is where the eneny
forces in Saudi are concentrated."”

He noved his hand further north on the map. "Here in Iran, nost of the
fields are in the area surrounding the city of Tehran, so we'll
concentrate our landing in that area.”

"\What about sonme of the smaller oil-producing states?" Bean asked.

"W don't have the forces to tackle all of themat this tine," Ben
answered, "so we'll just hit the two | argest
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and hope for the best. If we can protect Iran and Saudi Arabia, that

will be over half the world' s oil supply the terrorists won't be able to
destroy."
"Which will considerably |essen their bargai ning power with the U N ,"

Buddy added.

"Correct," Ben said. "Now, since a range of nountains which are a bit

high for helicopter overflights is between Kuwait and Tehran, 1'll send
my troops that way. The course to Riyadh in Saudi is flatter and the
choppers won't have to go around any large cities, so it will be perfect

for your SAS troops, Bart."
W ey- Sneyt h nodded.

Ben nmoved back to his desk and picked up a stack of maps. "Here are sone
det ai |l ed topographic maps of each of the regions. I'll let you study
them whil e you get your troops ready for their incursion,” Ben said.

"Ben," Jackie Mal one said, "you haven't told ne what ny job is going to be."
"Your troops are to be on standby for inmmedi ate reinforcenment of the

Scouts and SAS troops once they've secured their targets. By day after
tomorrow, there're gonna be thousands of terrorist troops swarm ng al

over these areas, and it's gonna be your job to make sure they don't

retake the oil fields."

Jacki e nodded, but it was clear she regretted not being able to go in
first. She was not the kind of person who liked to | et soneone el se do
the dirty work.

"Ckay. Then I'Il divide my battalion up into two parts and have each
ready to go on a nmonent's notice," she said.

"Excellent," Ben answered. He gl anced at the watch on his wrist. "Now,
get to work, gentlenmen and ladies. It's three hours to dusk and | want
you on your way by then."
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* * %

Buddy Raines and his team along with Major Jackson Bean and his
contingent of Scouts, were loaded in a C 130 transport plane in

readi ness for their HALO drop in Tehran. Barthol omew W1 ey- Smreyt h and
his SAS troops were | oaded into a pair of Boeing CH 47 Chi nook

hel i copters, each of which could carry forty-four men with their

equi pnrent at 138 knots.

As the sun set over Kuwait City, Ben shook hands with WI ey-Smeyth and
wi shed him and his nen good |uck. After the Chinooks took off, their
huge twin turbines whining with the effort, Ben wal ked over to the

C- 130, where Buddy and Maj or Jackson Bean were seeing to the |oading of
their troops.

Bean was talking with WIllie Running Bear, Samuel Cenents, and Sue
Waters, his squad | eaders, about the upcom ng HALO drop when Ben
arrived. Bean stopped and turned to Ben, holding out his hand. "Well,
we' re | oaded and ready, Ceneral," he said.



Ben took his hand. "Major, | know we're asking a lot of you, but the
worl d is depending on you to kick some terrorist ass."

Bean grinned. "That's what Scouts live for, General," he said.

"Since our Intel hasn't been able to find out the disposition of the
eneny troops, |'mgoing to have your Scouts drop on the outskirts of the
city of Tehran itself. Buddy and his teamw ||l be dropped a little to
the north in the niddle of the oil fields. You can keep in touch on the
SOHFRAD, which I'lIl be nonitoring fromhere at headquarters,” Ben said.

Bean nodded.

"As soon as you've found the eneny base and se-
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cured the city, give me a shout and I'Il have Jackie Ml one's troops
airlifted in to help you maintain control,"” Ben said.

"Tell her to be ready by dawn,"” Bean said. "If we haven't done it by
then, it will nean we're in big trouble.™

"Roger," Ben said, and he noved over to speak to Buddy, who was j ust

finishing getting his teamsituated in the rear of the C 130.

Jacki e Mal one was standi ng next to Buddy tal king to Coop. As Ben
approached, he saw Coop give a sheepish grin and nod his head before he
stepped into the plane.

When she saw Ben, Jacki e blushed and noved off away fromthe nmen. Ben
smled to hinself. It was the first tine he'd ever seen Jacki e enbarrassed.

"Your teamall ready to go?" he asked Buddy.

"Yes, sir," Buddy answered.

"Remenber, keep in touch with the SOHFRAD, both with me and with Mj or
Bean," Ben rem nded him "If you get in over your head, | can have sone
of Jackie's troops there within an hour or two."

Buddy gave a lopsided grin. "W'||l be okay, mother hen," he said with a
| ow | augh.

Ben returned the smle. "lIt's a lot harder than | thought it would be to
send ny old team off without nme there to | ead them"

Buddy put his hand on Ben's shoulder. "I know, Dad."

It was the first tine he'd called Ben Dad in many nonths, and it touched
Ben's heart.

"Be safe, son," Ben replied, and turned and wal ked away before he could
make a sentinental fool of hinself.

Fromthe side of the field, he watched as the big C 130 | unbered down
the runway and took off. He felt a strange foreboding, and the hair on
t he back of his neck stood
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up. He shook his head, trying to will away his m sgivings about the
upcom ng mssion, and returned to his headquarters to nonitor the
SOHFRAD f r equenci es.
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The ship appeared in space acconpanied by a brilliant, though silent,
di splay of light and energy as it exited fromthe subspace vortex that
allowed it to travel at multiples of the speed of |ight.

The ship was silver-netallic in color, and slightly |longer than a
football field and al nost as wide. The titaniumbased netal of its
surface was pitted and scored with thousands of tiny craters from
collisions with space dust at speeds approaching that of |ight.

I nside the vessel, the change in velocity to sublight speeds triggered
aut omati c sensors, which began to replenish the nitrogen/oxygen

at nosphere and to heat up the interior from 175 degrees below zero to
110 degrees above zero.

Coffinlike containers arrayed along the walls of the many interior
corridors began to vent a heliox gas mxture into containers, and the
occupants inside the containers began to awaken after nore than fifty
years of a comali ke deep hibernation

The first to energe was the commander of the ship. He was a little over
five feet in height and resenbl ed what hunmans had cone to call "G ays"
in the days of the UFO craze before Wrld War 111. He had two arns,
ending in hands with three fingers and an opposabl e
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thunb, two |legs, and large black eyes that were faceted |like those of a
fly. Two tiny holes in the mddle of his face served as a nose, and he

had no external ears. He was conpletely hairless, and his gray skin was
the texture of old |eather.

He stretched and flexed to ease nuscles cranped by fifty years of
imobility, and then he proceeded to the control cabin of the space
ship. Easing into the captain's chair, he stuck his right hand into a
depression on the console in front of him and the liquid crysta

di splay on the forward wall lit up, along with hundreds of other dials
and indicators.

H s eyes quickly roamed over the dials, noting they were all in a dark
purpl e shade indicating everything was functioning properly.

He was about to get to his feet and process sone food and water to fil
his enpty stonmach, when a strident rapid buzzing sound erupted froma
speaker and several of the lights changed fromdark purple to brilliant
orange and began bl i nki ng.

The captain ran back to his chair and began to tw st knobs and punch
buttons and nmove his feet over pedals under his chair as fast as he coul d.

A giant blue planet filled almost the entire surface of the view screen
while a smaller gray moon approached rapidly fromthe right.



The captain's second in command was running toward his chair next to the
captain's when the ship suddenly veered sharply left and down, throw ng

the second officer to his knees and flinging himagainst a stanchion on

the sidewal | .

A nasty gash was opened in his forehead, and purplish liquid oozed from
it to run down across his eyes.

Sl eeving the blood off his face with his right arm the
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second officer got to his feet and noved with an unsteady gait toward
his chair. Once there, he buckled hinmself in and began to assist the
captain with his evasive maneuver to avoid Neptune's noon, Triton

As they worked feverishly to change the course of the ship enough to
nm ss the noon, they spoke to each other in a series of shrill whistles
and clicks and | ow pitched npans.

"By all the gods, how did this happen?" the captain asked, the tone of
his whistles showi ng extrene anger. "The mass-proxinity-avoi dance device
was supposed to bring us out of the vortex away fromany | arge objects."

The junior officer glanced quickly at his captain, wondering if it was
safe to explain to himhow the nmuch | arger mass of the nearby gas-giant
pl anet caused the MPA device to ignore the nuch smaller nass of the noon
t hat even now was bearing down on them

He finally decided not to attenpt it. He had no desire to be thrown into
the neutron disintegrator to be used as food for the rest of the crew
nmenber s- sonet hi ng the captain had done to insolent underlings nore than
once on their long journey fromtheir home planet.

The buzzing fromthe mass-proximty-warni ng speaker lowered in intensity
as the noon flashed by less than five hundred meters fromthe ship and
passed fromview in the forward screen

Seconds later, small flashes of light wi nked and flared as the ship
passed through the twin rings of Neptune and the forward shiel ds
disintegrated the small bits of rock and ice that conprised the rings
before they could penetrate the ship's hull

When the buzzer abruptly ceased its warning, the captain | eaned back in
his chair and took a deep breath.

The slit in his face that served as a nmouth curled in what
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for himwas a rare snmle. "That was too close," he said, his whistles
showi ng his nbod was softeni ng somewhat .

The junior officer nodded his agreenment, his twin hearts slowi ng their
beating as the danger passed.

Al of the dials and lights on the consol e changed col or from orange to



purpl e, except one, which slowy pul sed green

The captain pointed one of his fingers at the light. "I see the

el ectromagneti c resonator has detected signals in this system" he said.
"Run the sequencer analyzer on it to see if it indicates intelligent
life or if it is merely the product of a magnetic emanation froma radio
star."

The junior officer conplied, twisting dials and keeping both his eyes on
a small screen set in the console in front of his chair. After a few
nmonents, he too snmiled. "The sequencer anal yzer reports the

el ectromagnetic signals are organi zed, Comander. There mnust be
intelligent life in this system"”

"Good," the captain said. He knew that the presence of intelligent life

far enough along in the evolutionary chain to produce radi o signals

al ways neant there was a planet in the systemthat coul d support them

In all the thousands of years his people had been expl oring space,

t hey' d never come across higher life fornms that didn't originate on a

pl anet with oxygen and nitrogen as the main conmponents of their atnospheres.

Though the physical fornms of the various intelligent civilizations
varied greatly, the one constant was an Mtype star and a pl anet based
on carbon with nitrogen and oxygen in the atnosphere.

"What are the radiation | evel s?" the captain asked.

"Well within the nornmals for a civilization that is pre-nuclear,"” the
junior officer answered. "There is no sign of nuclear radiation in the
system"”
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"Even better," the captain responded. He had found too many
civilizations on his many journeys where intelligent |ife had progressed
to the nucl ear phase and poi soned their planets with radiation from

i nternecine warfare, rendering themunsuitable for conquest.

"Begin the process of locating the planet where the radi o waves
originated. Once you' ve done that, send a pul se rocket nessage back to
Zastar telling the supreme high commander we have found anot her pl anet
suitable for col onization."

"Uh, shouldn't we wait until we are certain the climte and at nosphere
are suitable for us, Captain?" the junior officer asked.

"You're right," the captain said. "I renenber the tine Captain Zi staake
made the mistake of reporting a find, and later had to retract his claim
when the tenperature of the planet was too low to sustain us. The

supreme high commander fed his atoms to the council nenbers as puni shment."

The junior officer breathed a sigh of relief. He too renenbered the
i ncident, and he also recalled that the entire crew of the unfortunate
captain had been used as a foodstuff for their captain's m stake.

The suprene hi gh commander was only slightly nore unforgiving than their
own capt ai n.



The captain got up fromhis seat and turned to |l eave. "I amgoing to ny
quarters to feed and drink. Once you' ve located the planet with life on
it, call me and I'lIl return and let you feed."

The junior officer's stomach grow ed at the nention of food, but he kept
his mouth shut and his head down. Better to wait to eat than to anger
t he captain and becone food.

Per haps he'd get lucky and one of the feral es would
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wander into the control room and he could send her to get himsone
food. If he was really lucky, perhaps she'd even wait around and they
could mate after he'd eaten. Fifty years in a sleep-cubicle tended to
make one horny as well as hungry.

Just as the captain left the control room a |light began flashing on the
console, and the junior officer bent to take a closer | ook at his
conputer screen. Atiny map of the system was displayed with nine

pl anets revol ving around a sun, which was indeed classified as an Mtype
star.

The third planet in the array of this solar systemwas blinking off and
on, indicating it was the source of the radi o waves the ship had detected.

The junior officer hurriedly set a course to intersect the orbit of the
third planet. Once he was done, he swiv-eled in his chair and stared at
t he door, wondering if he dared to look out in the corridor and try to
find a conpliant female to fetch his food

H s dil emma was sol ved when a small gray head appeared peering in the
doorway. He notioned her in and she entered. The femal es were identica

to the mal es except for two small breasts on their chest used for

feeding the young until they were old enough to eat solid food. The

species wore no clothing due to the high tenperature of their native planet.

The junior officer recognized the fenale as one he'd never mated with,
whi ch made her appearance all the nore welcone. He coul dn't renenber her
nane, so he just whistled the equivalent of "M ss" and gave her his nost
engagi ng smle.

"M ss, would you be so good as to get nme sone food fromthe dispensary?"
he asked. "I have been so busy guiding the ship through the perils of
this solar system| haven't had tinme to eat since the awakening."
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The fenmal e noved cl oser, her nostril openings dilating as she sniffed

his body odor to see if he would be a suitable mate. After a nonment, she
nodded. "OF course, Navigator," she said, calling himby his official title.
"And after | eat," the junior officer added, his eyes nmoving over her

body, "perhaps you could stay here a while and | coul d show you the

pl anets as we pass them"

Her oral slit curved in a nost fetching way, and she | owered her head an
inch or two. "Is that all you want of me, Navigator?" she asked coyly.



Bef ore he coul d answer, her eyes wi dened as his genitals changed col or
and began to respond to her flirting. She gave a | ow whistle of
anusenment. "Never nmind, Navigator. | can see that is not all you want. |
shal |l hasten on nmy way to get your food, and | eagerly await what wl|
cone next."

After she left, the junior officer swiveled in his chair and focused his
attention on the screen in front of him He hoped that the evidence of
what he was thinking woul d di sappear fromhis genitals before the
captain returned. He woul d not want the captain to think he wasn't
paying attention to his job. But |ike many speci es across the vast
reaches of space, what his mind thought and what his sex organs decreed
were two different things.
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The noon was a tiny crescent in a cloudless sky as the two Chi nooks flew

t hrough the bl ackness. They were painted coal black and were flying

wi thout any running lights. In the cargo bays, men dressed all in black

wi th bl ack greasepaint covering their faces sat checking assault rifles,
cartri dge magazi nes, grenades, and just about everything el se hung,
strapped, or fastened to their BDUs. The | oud whi ne of the turbines and

t he rhyt hm ¢ whup-whup-whup of the rotor blades prevented tal k of any kind.

Bart hol onew W ey- Sneyt h checked his watch for the hundredth tinme, a
knot of nervous acid in his stomach. He knew that no matter how cunning
and brave his nmen were in the upcom ng assault, he was going to |ose
some of them Mst were nmen he'd trained with for years, and he knew
nost of their fanmilies as well as his own. The | oses were going to hurt
terribly.

Bart had worked out a plan whereby the helicopters would split up ten
mles short of Riyadh, with the | ead chopper heading to the outskirts of
the city and the second going on to the oil fields. Even though the oi
fields and their plutoniumbonbs were the prinme objective, Bart thought
t he bonbs' detonators woul d probably not be trusted to field operatives,
but would remain in the hands of the terrorists' leaders in the city
itself. He couldn't risk
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a hurried radio transnmission fromthe nmen guarding the oil fields
getting through and the bonbs being detonated while his men were anong
the derricks.

Bart was going to lead the contingent in the assault on the oil fields
while his second officer, Mjor Hugh Hol msby, would take his nen into
the city of Riyadh.

Hol nsby was one of the nost dangerous nen Bart had ever met. Trained in

search-and-destroy tactics, Hugh, it was said, could sneak up and take a
quarter off a rattlesnake's head and | eave change wi thout the snake ever
knowi ng it had been visited.

Bart was no slouch at such nmaneuvers hinmself. In one of his early
trai ni ng days, he'd been sent into a conpletely darkened buil di ng
containing ten nen hiding in various roonms. H s assignment had been to



t ake each of them out without the others hearing himdo it. He'd not
only managed to take out all the nmen, but when his instructors entered
the building thirty mnutes later, there was no sign of Bart. He'd
managed to sneak out of the building under their very noses, and was
standing quietly at the back of their group as they searched for him

He knew this was going to be even nore difficult. He was going to have
to lead a group of nmen over ten mles of desert in alnost total

darkness, and infiltrate and kill an unknown nunber of adversaries whose
positions and di spl acenments were al so unknown to him Hugh had grinned
when told of the mission and said, "It's a cake-wal k, Bart old chap."

Bart knew better.

The sound of the Chinook's engines changed as the pilot slowed for
landing. Flying at only a little over a
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hundred feet to avoid radar, he wouldn't have to drop too rmuch to |et
the men out.

A light on the wall just behind the pilot's conpartnent changed fromred
to yellow, and Bart signaled his nen with a thunbs-up to tell themto
get ready.

The chopper slowed and dropped, its wheels just inches above the gravel
and sand of the desert, and the light went to full green

Bart punped his fist in the air, and twenty-five highly trained SAS
sol diers rose as one and bailed out the door, imrediately fornmng a
perimeter around the Chinook in case of eneny presence.

Bart turned and gave the pilot a quick salute just before he exited the
pl ane | ast.

After the Chinook eased around and headed back the way they'd cone, the
men gat hered around Bart. He quickly checked his G obal Positioning
Satellite receiver, and noted they had to travel nine mles directly
south to get to the outer ring of oil rigs.

The nmen spread out in an arrowhead formation, with Bart just behind the
poi nt man, and noved off toward their target.

The nmen in the other Chinook, |ed by Hugh Hol msby, were a little ahead
of Bart's crew. Hugh's nen were already at the outskirts of Riyadh. It
was a fairly nodern city, but there weren't a lot of streetlights
burni ng and nost of the windows in the city were darkened. Mislins
didn't go in much for nightlife, and nost were in their hones by dusk.

Hugh's first objective was to find out just which building contained the
headquarters for the terrorists. @uessing
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it would be on the outskirts of the city on the side nearest the oi
fields, he began his search there.



He spread his nen out along a perinmeter and told themto scan each and
every building through their night-scopes. He figured the headquarters
woul d be guarded, both on the ground and on the roof. He al so thought
the wi ndows would be lighted, with men on radi os keeping in touch with
their | eaders.

Sergeant Major Thomas G fford gave a low whistle fromoff to Hugh's
left. Hugh ran over and squatted down next to the man.

"W got lucky, Major," Gfford said, speaking in a whisper even though
no one was nearby. He pointed at a five-story building just ahead of his
position. "Check out the roof."

Hugh fastened his nightscope on the roof, and saw a man | eani ng agai nst
a parapet snoking a cigarette, the glow bright in Hugh's scope. The man
had what appeared to be a Kal ashni kov assault rifle slung over his back

"Bi ngo, " Hugh whi spered. "Round up the nen, Tommy, we're going in."

Once the nen were reassenbled, they all cocked their weapons and made
sure extra magazi nes were readily handy. "From here on in, hand signals
only,"™ Hugh whi spered.

When the nen spread out and noved toward the building, not a sound could
be heard. They noved through the night |ike ghosts on cats' feet.

They approached the rear of the building away fromthe entrances in
groups of five nen. \Wen they got to within a hundred yards, Hugh waved
hi s hand up and down and they went down on their bellies, crawing the
rest of the way.

Twenty yards fromthe back wall, Hugh held up his
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fist in a signal to stop. Two guards were strolling around the buil ding,
talking to each other in | ow voices as they nade their hourly patrol

Hugh pulled his assault knife fromits scabbard and noti oned to Tomy
Gfford, who did the sane. Wiile the rest of the nen held their

posi tions, Hugh and Tommy crawl ed toward the two guards as silently as
snakes on cotton

When they were within six feet of the two nmen, Hugh and Tommy got to
their feet and noved in unison. The left armwent around each man's neck
to prevent himfromcalling out, while the right hand drove the bl ade of
the knife up under the rib cage, severing the aorta and spinal cord and
causing i nstant death. The two guards didn't even nban as they went |inp
i n Hugh and Tonmy's arns.

Hugh gently laid his man on the sand and stood up, signhaling his nen to
join himup against the wall of the building.

He outlined his plan of attack. Two men would scale the side of the
buil ding, carrying only a knife and a silenced pistol, to take out the
roof guards, while the rest of the men would go in through the front
door in a storming action, also using silenced weapons.

VWhile Jerry Albright and Keith Kil gore noved up the rear wall, Hugh
peeked around the corner. A bored guard was standing in the doorway,



| eani ng against the wall, snoring softly. He was asleep on his feet.

Hugh bared his teeth in a savage grin and noved qui ckly, his back
against the wall to stay out of sight in case the nan woke up

Just as he got to him the guard opened his eyes, frightened at the
apparition standing in front of him "Hello," Hugh said as he drove his
stiletto into the man's throat.
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Before the dead man's body hit the ground, the rest of Hugh's force was
nmovi ng rapidly through the doorway, silenced Uzis at the ready.

A man carrying a sheaf of papers in his arns stopped on the staircase,
and was cut down in a hail of bullets that made no sound | ouder than a
cough.

The SAS men rushed up the stairs two at a tine, the barrels of their
weapons noving fromside to side in front of them ready to fire.

Peeling off by twos into the various roons of the building, they began
to fire at nen awakened nore by the snell of cordite than the sound of
machi ne guns firing.

Al Hazm gl anced over his shoul der when he heard a thud fromthe
stairwell. He was standing next to a radio, about to send a report to E
Farrar that he'd had no contact with hostiles.

Frowni ng, he noved toward the door, and was startled when a bl ack-faced
man wearing dark BDUs stepped through the opening. He pointed an Uzi at
Hazmi's gut and asked in a conversational tone, "Do you speak English?"

Hazm considering |lying and saying no, but the man raised the barrel of
his gun to point at his face, and he changed his mnd. "Yes."

"Then, step away fromthe radio and take a seat. My COwi Il be here in a
mnute to talk to you."

Hazmi's eyes noved to the rempte control detonator |ying on his desk
next to the radi o handset. He mght just have tine to press the button
before the man could fire.

The soldier, seeing his eyes shift, grinned and said, "Don't even think
about it, Abdul or whatever your name is. I'd cut you in half before you
took two steps!”

Hazm sighed and sat down in a chair against the wall
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He didn't even bother to ask who the men were who were invading his
headquarters. He knew they were from Ben Raines, the infidel devil.

A few mnutes later, Hazm's second in conmand, Taha al - Al wani, was
pushed by Hugh through the door. He had a deep gash on his forehead and
was bl eedi ng profusely.



"Sit over there next to your friend," Hugh said, giving al-Awani a shove.
"Now, who's in charge here?" Hugh asked
Al - Anani and Hazm gl anced at each other, neither saying anything.

Hugh shook his head, a sad expression on his face. "So, it's going to be
that way, is it?" he asked.

Al - Anani sat up straight in his chair and stuck his chest out. "You wll
get no information fromus, infidel dogs! W are not afraid to becone
martyrs for our cause."

Hugh grinned crookedly. "Ch, |I'm not about to nake martyrs of you, sir,"
he said in a soft but dangerous voice. "That would be against all rules
of warfare."

Al - Anani allowed hinself a small smile, thinking these infidels were so
st upi d.

Hugh | ooked over at Sergeant Major G fford. "Tommy," he said calmy,
"kindly put a bullet through that gentleman's right kneecap."

As Tommy smiled and ained his pistol at al-Awani, the Arab held out his
hands. "But you said . "

"I just said | wouldn't make a martyr out of you, sir. | said nothing
about maiming you a little."

"But | nust protest " al - Anani began, sweat appearing on the part
of his forehead that wasn't covered with bl ood.

Hugh shrugged. "Protest all you want, sir, it will do you no good. After
| have the sergeant mmjor shoot out both of your knees, making you a
cripple for the rest of
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your life, I will have him pluck out your eyes and perforate your
eardrums. Then we will |eave you to crawl around this city on your
belly, blind and deaf, with only the ability to scream out your pain for
all to hear. | think that will be a suitable [ esson for all those who

wish to join the terrorist forces, don't you?"
"But. . . but you can't do that!" al-Awani protested.

"Shut up, you cowardly dog!" Hazm ordered. "He is only trying to trick
you. He woul d never dare to do such a thing."

Hugh | ooked at Tommy and nodded his head toward Al Hazm .

Tommy took dead ai mand shot Hazm in the right knee, blow ng half the
joint out the back of his leg to splatter against the wall.

Hazm screaned, grabbed his ruined | eg, and toppled out of his chair
onto the floor, where he withed in pain, npaning and cryi ng.

When Tommy turned his pistol toward al -Awani, the man held out both



hands. "Wait. . . wait! Wat do you want to know?" he asked as
fear-sweat made dark stains on his clothes.

"That's better," Hugh said. He | ooked over his shoul der at the soldiers
standi ng behind Tomy. "Get this piece of canel shit out of here," he
ordered, indicating the still-crying Hazm .

Once Hazm had been dragged fromthe room leaving a trail of scarlet

bl ood on the floor, Hugh pulled up a chair and sat directly in front of
al - Awani

"Now, ny friend, tell nme all you know. "

"What is it you wish to know?" al -Awani asked, sleeving sweat off his
face with his arm

"Who the commandi ng officers are at the oil fields, what frequency you
use to contact them and if they have
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t he power to expl ode the plutoniumbonbs, to start with," Hugh said.

Al -Awani licked dry lips. "If | give you this information, I will be
killed."

"It's your choice, friend," Hugh said. "Possible death, or sure maimng."

"Al'l right," al-Awani said. "I'll tell you."
Hugh snmiled. "I thought you might."
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Bart hol onew Wl ey-Sneyth | ed his men through the darkness of the desert
ni ght, nmoving quickly but silently toward the outskirts of the oi

fields around Riyadh. Directly behind himand to either side were his
top two men. John Davidson and his brother, David, were two of the
deadliest killers in his squad. Each had saved Bart's life on nore than
one occasion, and he relied on themto be his eyes and ears in the field
when he was concentrating on tactics or |eading the rest of the nen
under his conmand.

The Davi dson brothers were fearless when it came to their own safety,
and considered protecting their |eader to be their nost inportant job.

As they neared the area of the outernpost oil wells, it was John who
first noticed a brief scarlet glowin the distance. He quickly tapped
Bart's left armand held his hand out, pal mdown-the signal to hit the dirt.

When Bart fl opped down prone on the ground, all of the nen follow ng
i medi ately did the sane.

Bart shifted his eyes to John, who pointed a bit off to their left and
whi spered, "Cigarette glow, 'bout two hundred neters."

Bart followed his directions, and after another nonent
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he saw it too, a sentry enjoying a cigarette in the early eveni ng darkness.
"Dam fool ," Bart nunbled to hinself. Aware that noise traveled | ong

di stances on the desert, he patted John's shoulder in silent thanks for
the warning, and crawl ed back to find his radio operator, Walter Johnson

Walter had the radio on vibration setting so an inconming call wouldn't
al ert any nearby sentries.

Bart noved next to himand whi spered, "G ve Hugh a call and see what his
status is in the city."

Wal ter nodded and keyed his nmike in a prearranged code. That sent a
signal that would sound a couple of |ow pitched clicks on Hol nsby's
radi o, another precaution against giving a warning to any nearby ears.
After a few seconds, Walter heard three answering clicks on his set and
nodded at Bart, who took the m ke and slipped on an ear-set. "He gave
the response that says it's okay to transmt,"” Walter said.

"Lion Two, come in. This is Lion One," Bart whispered, his |ips against
the m ke to maintain silence. He spoke so | ow that even the nen |lying on
the sand a few feet away heard not hi ng.

"Lion One, this is Lion Two," Hugh Hol msby responded.

"What's your situation?" Bart asked.

"A-1," Hugh answered, indicating he'd achieved his purpose and captured
t he eneny headquarters in Riyadh

"Excellent. Any intel?" Bart asked.

"Stand by, One," Hugh answered, and was silent for twenty seconds. Wen
he cane back on-line, he said, "Here are GPS readings for the |ocations
of wells with bonbs attached."

Bart held up his hand and nmade witing novenents to
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Wal ter, who quickly handed hima pad and pencil from his breast pocket.
"Co ahead," Bart said.

Hugh read off ten sets of numbers, giving the latitude and | ongitude
readi ngs on the d obal Positioning Satellite receiver Bart would need to

find the wells that had been m ned.

Bart smiled quickly, his teeth gleam ng white in the darkness. "How did
you manage to get these?" he asked, adnmiration in his voice.

"I excel in the art of gentle persuasion," Hugh answered dryly.

"Il bet it wasn't too gentle," Bart answered with a chuckle. "Anything
el se?"

"My source says the bonbs in the wells can be triggered by the terrori st



guards, but only by hand. They have no renote detonators with them He
says once they trip the switch, the bonbs go off one minute later."

"Any description of the bonb nechanismitself?"

"Sorry. My source is not a technician, and the only man here who knew
the precise layout of the bonbs was killed in our attack. We' re | ooking
through all of the papers here to see if we can come up with a
schematic, but so far no luck."

"That's okay, Lion Two. Post sone guards on your prisoners and take the
rest of your nen out into the field. |I figure we've got naybe twelve to
twenty-four hours before the terrorist reinforcenments show up. W' ve got
to get these bombs unhooked and hi dden before they arrive."

"Yes, sir," Hugh answered. "Looking at a map of the fields, ny nen are
closest to the following wells with bonbs." He read off four nunbers,

i ndicating the well
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positions he and his nen would attenpt to take, and Bart jotted them down.

"Lion One signing off," Bart said. "Be safe, Lion Two."

"Roger that, Lion One. You too. Over."

After he got off the SOHFRAD with Hugh, Bart gathered his nmen cl ose
around himso he could talk in a |l ow voice. Each of his squad | eaders
carried a GPS receiver, and he told themto plug in the coordinates of
the six wells they would have to capture and di sarm

"It's gonna be tough to get to all of themw thout the terrorists
knowi ng we're attacking,"” Bart said. "W need to keep noise to a

m ni mum so rmake sure all your weapons have their silencers attached and
use your assault knives whenever possible."

He divided his forty men up into six groups of six nen each, with four
groups havi ng seven nen, and assi gned each of them a squad | eader and a
set of coordinates to nove toward.

@ ancing at his own GPS and then at his watch, he said, "I figure it'll
t ake about half an hour for all of the squads to get into position, so
we' |l coordinate our attacks to begin in thirty mnutes from. . . now"

The nmen all set their watches and w t hout another word, the squad
| eaders gathered their nmen and nelted away into the darkness.

Bart kept the Davidson brothers with him He knew they woul d have been
very upset had he separated themfromhim so he didn't try.

Bart led his group toward the well that was their target, and avoided
sentries whenever they spotted them Luckily, the sentries weren't
expecting any trouble, and were
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not very well trained in the first place, so they tal ked and snoked



anong thensel ves and were pretty easy to spot and avoid.

Only once, when the nen happened upon a sentry | eani ng back agai nst a
| ow bush sl eeping were they surprised. As the sentry started to awake
when John Davi dson al nost tripped over him John stuck his left arm
agai nst the man's nouth, and quickly di spatched hi mby grabbing his
throat with his right hand and ripping it out.

When Bart gave hima | ook, John shrugged. "I didn't have time to go for
nmy knife," he said in a | ow voice.

Davi d gl anced at the man, who was gurgling and withing as bl ood spurted
fromhis torn carotid arteries. "I'll tell ya, bro," he observed dryly,
"you're messy, but effective."

Bart and his nmen passed over twenty wells before they came to the one

t hat was booby-trapped with the pluto-niummne. They could tell without
checking the GPS when they found it, for it was literally surrounded by
sentries. These men were nore alert than the others had been-perhaps
because they knew they were guarding a bonb that woul d bl ow themto
Allah if they relaxed their guard.

Bart checked his watch and whi spered, "Five mnutes." Using hand
signals, he indicated he wanted the nen to spread out and surround the
well. "You guys take out the sentries and |I'll make straight for the
bonb, " Bart said.

"That's the nost dangerous pl ace, boss,"
you let me do that?"

John Davi dson said. "Wy don't

"Johnny," Bart answered, "now is not the tinme to question orders, okay?"

"Yes, sir," John answered sourly.

As the men noved off to flank the well, John whis-
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pered to David, "I'Il take care of the sentries. You watch Bart's back."
"Roger that," David answered, a gleamin his eyes that would nmake a
saint's blood run cold.

When the five mnutes were up, Bart rose up off his knees and began
sprinting for the well, holding his silenced Uzi in front of him

A sentry standing next to the netal struts of the well straightened and
stared at the apparition running toward him He couldn't believe his
eyes. He'd heard no warning fromthe others. He grabbed for his

Kal ashni kov, whi ch was sl ung over his shoul der, and opened his mouth to
yel | .

W thout breaking stride, Bart squeezed the trigger on his Uzi. A string
of hol es appeared in the man's chest, starting at his navel and running
up to his throat.

The guard was thrown back against the strut and slid down it to the
ground, bl ood pumnping fromhis ruined |ungs.

In the background, Bart heard a strangled yell cut short by the bl ade of



an assault knife, and then he was at the well. He took a snall

flashlight fromhis belt and shined it around the base of the well,

until he saw a box affixed to the punping nmechanism It had a red switch
protruding fromthe nmetal, with sone Arabic scribbling underneath it
that Bart could not read.

As he took out his knife and began to pry the top off the box, a man
rose up fromthe other side of the punp and ainmed his rifle at Bart's face.

Not having time to pick up his Uzi, Bart flipped the knife around in his
hand and prepared to throw it at the guard.

A single cough from behind Bart, and the man's forehead exploded in a
fine red mi st of blood and brains.
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Bart gl anced over his shoul der and saw David Davi dson grinning at him
"Go on with what you were doing, boss," he said. "I'll nake sure no one
el se bothers you."

Bart returned the snile and went back to opening the black box with his
kni f e.

| mad Yarkas stonped his feet to try and restore circulation in them
This place is as cold at night as Afghanistan in winter, he thought to
hi nsel f. He decided to make the rounds of the sentries he'd posted to
guard the well. He was very proud that the | eaders had entrusted him
with this very inportant job, and the bonus he'd been pronised woul d
keep his famly back home in food for many years.

When he found a young boy of no nore that seventeen | eaning against a
truck sl eeping, he slapped himhard across the face, bringing him
instantly awake. "Yassir," Yarkas grow ed, his face up next to the
boy's, "if | find you sleeping while on guard duty again, | wll cut off
your |left hand as a warning to others. Understand?"

"Yes, sir!" the boy replied, his eyes full of fear

Yarkas grinned to hinself as he strutted off. That son of a canmel won't
fall asleep again any tinme soon, he thought to hinself.

Fifty yards farther along the sentry line, he saw another guard sl unped
on the ground, his Kal ashni kov cradled in his arnms. "Allah preserve ne!"
Yar kas snorted, angry to find yet another of his sentries asleep on the job.

He stepped over and kicked the man roughly in the stomach, and was
surprised when the man didn't even groan in pain.

Yar kas bent down and grabbed the guard by the shoulder and rolled him
over, gaspi ng when he saw the gaping
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wound in his throat and the puddl e of black-Iooking bl ood on the sand
underneath him

The hair on the back of his neck stood up when a soft voice behind him
said, "Sorry, old chap. | don't think he's gonna wake up."



Yar kas whirled around, his finger searching for the trigger on his rifle.

A man dressed all in black with an equally black face was standi ng
there, grinning at him

As Yarkas brought the barrel of his AK-47 up, he saw the nman's hand nove
and felt as if he'd been kicked in the stomach. \Wien he doubl ed over, he
saw the hilt of a large knife protruding fromthe man's hand agai nst his
abdonen.

The man grunted and jerked upward, slicing Yarkas's stonach open from
groin to rib cage. Yarkas dropped his rifle and grabbed at his entrails
as they flopped out of the gapi ng wound.

Yar kas dropped to his knees with his head bowed, and didn't see the
gl eam of the blade as the soldier buried it in the back of his neck
killing himinstantly.

Things didn't go as snoothly for Mjor Hugh Hol msby at the first rig he
attacked. One of the sentries managed to get a round off before Sergeant
Maj or Tommy G fford shot himthrough the heart.

The ot her sentries opened fire, pinning Hol msby and his men down | ong
enough for the terrorist in charge to nmake it to the bonb affixed to the
wel I .

He jerked the red switch down just as Gfford dove onto his back and

pl unged his assault knife into the man's throat. As G fford and the dead
guard fell to the ground, Hol msby hurriedly ripped the bonb casing off
the wel |
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and bent over it with his knife, trying desperately to open the case
before the nminute he had was up

Gfford rolled the dead guard off and got to his feet. He watched as
Hugh finally managed to pop the top on the bonb casing. He | ooked over
Hugh's shoul der into the box. Lying at the bottom under a naze of wires
and batteries, was a green-paper-wapped brick of what |ooked like C4
pl asti que.

Attached to the side of the box was a small | ead contai ner that had been
spot-wel ded to the nmetal bonb contai ner

"That's got to be the plutonium" Hugh said in a whisper, as if the very
sound of his voice mght cause the bonb to expl ode prematurely.

He glanced at Gfford. "W have no tinme," he said

"Hell with that, boss!" G fford exclainmed. He grabbed the netal box from
Hugh, stuck the point of his assault knife under the snaller |ead box on
the side, and pried at it until it popped off and fell to the ground.

He gave Hugh a quick wink, said, "See ya," and sprinted off away from
the well, the box containing the G4 under his armlike a football. He'd
run about fifty yards when he stopped and hurled the box away from him
high into the air. It exploded seconds later, the force of the blast and



the netal fragnents of the box bl owi ng Tomry head over heels to lie
still on the desert floor

Hugh, his ears ringing and his face covered with black soot fromthe
expl osion, ran toward Tomy's body. Sonehow, the shrapnel fromthe bonb
had m ssed Hugh entirely.

He knelt in the sand and grabbed Tomry by the shoul der, rolling himover
onto his back. Tomy's face was blistered and cracked fromthe heat of
t he expl osion, and there were several small holes in his cheeks and forehead

150

fromthe shrapnel. Hugh shook himback and forth. "Tommy . . . Goddammit
wake up!"

After a few nmonents, Tommy opened bl oodshot eyes and | ooked around, as
if amazed he was still alive. "Hey, boss, did you see that throw? |
shoul d' a been a professional football player in the States."

Hugh snmiled, tears of relief in his eyes. "Yeah, Tommy, but you held on
to the ball alittle long for ny taste.”

Tommy coughed, and then groaned fromthe pain it caused him "Hugh, you
got a cigarette?" he asked.

Hugh frowned in puzzl enent. "But Tommy. You don't snoke."
Tommy grinned. "Ch, yeah, | forgot. Those things'll kill ya."
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Once the SAS troops had all of the booby-trapped wells under control

Bart and Hugh made the rounds of the wells, separating the small | ead
contai ners containing the plutoniumfromthe netal boxes holding the C4
pl asti que bonbs.

The bonbs were carried off into the desert and detonated, m nus the

pl utonium After that was acconplished, all of the plutonium containers
were placed in a trunk and buried out in the desert where there were no
trees or rocks to mark the place. Bart checked his GPS receiver, and
made a note of the exact location so it could be found later and the

pl ut oni um properly di sposed of by experts Ben Raines would fly in.

Bart stationed his nen around the wells, and asked Hugh to acconpany him
back to the terrorist headquarters in Riyadh

"Sir," Hugh asked, "why are you stationing men around the wells now t hat
t he bonbs have been renoved?"

"Because the terrorist reinforcements are due here at any tinme. \Wen
they arrive, they won't know that we've disarnmed the bonbs and hi dden
the plutonium The |onger we can keep them fromfinding that out, the
| onger we'll have before they decide to try something el se, or
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even bring in nmore plutoniumbonbs. Wth luck, they'll think the

plutoniumis still at the well sites, and will waste valuable tine
trying to retake control of the wells to bol ster their bargaining



position with the United Nations."

"That's all well and good, sir, but fromwhat | hear, the terrorist
rei nforcenments headed this way nunmber in the tens of thousands. Do you
really think we can hold themoff with a handful of nmen?"

Bart's expression was gri mwhen he answered, "That's what we're going to
find out, Hugh. Remenber, we're SAS and these terrorists are little
better than camel jockeys." He sighed. "In any case, Ben Raines should
be able to get us sonme help by first light in the norning."

Hugh gl anced around at the small nunber of nen guarding the wells and
shivered in the frigid desert air. "Can't cone soon enough for nme, boss."

When they got back to Riyadh and entered the terrorist headquarters

buil ding, the first thing Hugh did was arrange for a nedical corpsman to
take a | ook at Tonmy G fford, who'd been carried in on a stretcher

After a brief exam nation, the corpsman reported to Hugh and Bart.

"The sergeant major should be all right after a couple of weeks of rest,
sir," he said, speaking to Hugh. "He's got a couple of ruptured
eardrunms, some minor contusions and abrasions, and his left armis
broken in two places.” He grinned. "Nothing that will keep a sergeant
maj or of f duty for nore than a fortnight."

Hugh nodded, greatly relieved that his friend would suffer no pernmanent
ill effects fromhis act of heroism "Thank you, corpsman. Take good
care of him" Hugh said.

As the corpsman was | eaving, Bart's radio officer burst
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into the roomBart was using as his staff office. "Sir, there's sone
i mportant traffic on the terrorist radio | think you should hear."

Bart and Hugh foll owed the nan down the hall into the comunications
room A continuous chatter of Arabic was coning out of the speaker
attached to the radio the terrorists had been using.

"You understand any of this, Riley?" Bart asked the radi oman.

"Alittle sir. | took a second in Mddle Eastern | anguages in coll ege,
but the accent is different fromwhat | studied.”

"What's going on?" Bart asked.

"What | can make out seens to indicate the terrorist reinforcements are
arriving at the port of Dhahran right now. If |I'mcorrect in ny reading
of this message, they're saying they should arrive at the city in about
four hours, just before dawn. They keep asking for this Hazm guy to
answer their radio calls.”

Bart slammed his hand down on the desk. "Damm!" He | ooked up at Riley.
"Cet me Ben Raines in Kuwait City on the SOHFRAD as soon as possible.
W're going to need sone help, fast!"

Ben, who'd had a cot installed in his command post, was lying in it but



not sl eeping when his conmuni cations officer knocked on the door. "Yes,
come in."

"Sir," the man said, "Commander W/l ey-Sneyth is on the SOHFRAD in the
conmuni cati ons room "

Ben junped to his feet and ran down the hall to the radio room "Put it
on the speaker," he ordered, and Riley conplied.

"Bart, Ben here. What's your situation?"
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"The good news is we've captured the terrorist headquarters in Riyadh
and all of the booby-trapped wells with al nbst no casualties," Bart
answer ed.

Ben grinned at the radioman. "That's great news, Bart!" he said. "And
t he bonbs?"

"Separated fromthe plutoniumand detonated. The plu-toniumis at the
foll owi ng GPS coordi nates,” Bart answered and read off the location
where the plutonium had been buri ed.

Ben jotted the nunmbers down on a pad next to the radio receiver, and
then asked, "And the bad news?"

"We have reliable information the terrorist reinforcenent troops are
| andi ng right now and will be here in R yadh before dawn."

"Shit!" Ben excl ai ned.

"My thoughts exactly," Bart answered dryly.

"Listen, Bart," Ben said. "I haven't heard frommy troops yet over in
Iran, but the neteorologists tell me there's a big stormnoving into the
entire area fromthe desert. They say the sand will be so thick in the

air, we won't be able to fly anyone in to relieve or reinforce your
positions for at |east twenty-four hours."

There was a short silence on the radio, and then Bart said, "That is
di sturbing news," with a voice so devoid of enption it was as if someone
had just told himthe cook had burned his breakfast toast.

"Perhaps it would be best if you and your nen beat a retreat back into
the nountai ns," Ben said.

He heard a short chuckle over the radio. "Not the SAS way, |'m afraid.
W'l | hold our positions as |ong as possible and hope for a break in the
weat her, Ben."

"How are you fixed for weapons and amunition?"

"We should be all right, with what we captured fromthe terrorists and
what we brought with us."
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"Hang in there, pal,"” Ben said. "W'Ill get sone help for you as soon as
we can."



"I know," Bart answered. "See you soon, Ben."

Just as Ben di sconnected the radio, Jackie Malone strolled into the
of fice, drinking a cup of what |ooked like black syrup in a chi pped mug.

Ben arched an eyebrow. "What the hell are you drinking, Jackie?"

She stared down into the cup for a nonent. "It's supposed to be coffee,
but it tastes nmore |like crankcase oil," she replied.

"Pour that crap out and have sone of mny coffee,” Ben ordered, pointing
at his coffeemaker in the corner of the office.

"Best offer I've had all day," Jackie replied. She wal ked to the w ndow
and pitched the dark liquid in her cup outside. "lI'mafraid to dunp this
stuff down the drain, it'd probably stop it up,"” she explained as she
filled her mug from Ben's nachi ne.

"What's the | atest news?" she asked, perching on the corner of his desk
on one hip.

"I haven't heard fromour troops in Iran yet, but Commander W/ ey- Snmeyth
and his SAS chaps have taken control of the wells near Riyadh."

Jacki e peered at himw th discerning eyes. "You don't sound too happy
about that, boss. Wat's going on?"

"Bart intercepted a radio nessage that the terrorist reinforcenents are
| andi ng at Dhahran even as we speak."

Jackie's eyes wi dened. "Then we've got to get on our horses and get over
there to back himup," she said, finishing the | ast of her coffee in one

gul p.
Ben held up his hand. "Not so fast, Jackie. The weat h-
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ermen tell me the entire area is going to be socked in by a winter storm
for the next twelve hours or so."

"But Ben," she said, "they'll be overrun. They can't hold the area with
only eighty or so nen."

He nodded. "I know, Jackie. Believe ne, | know, but there doesn't seem
to be a dammed thing | can do about it."

She set her nug on his desk and got to her feet. "Well, | can't just sit
here doi ng nothing. |I'mgonna get nmy nen ready and have the pil ot
standing by. As soon as there's the least break in the storm we're
headi ng out."

Ben smled. "Good. I'Il alert the nmeteorologists to keep us inforned and
to let us know when and if the storm sl ackens."
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The pilot of the C- 130 air transport plane carrying the SUSA troops
touched a switch on his console, and the drop light in the cargo bay



turned fromred to yellow, indicating they were approaching the drop zone.

Buddy Raines got to his feet and signaled his nen to do the sane thing.
The large rear hatch in the tail of the C 130 began to open, providing a
ranp down which the troops would run and dive off when it canme tinme for
themto junp.

The troops fixed their oxygen nmasks to their faces. Since they would be
bailing out at al nost twenty thousand feet, they woul d need oxygen
suppl enentation until they fell to below ten thousand feet.

After what seened an eternity, the yellow light changed to green and
Buddy punped his fist in the air. It was tine for the Scouts to junp.
They woul d hopefully be landing just on the outskirts of Tehran itself.
Buddy and his nmen would junp a few mnutes, later and would | and anong
the oil fields where the bonbs were | ocat ed.

Maj or Jackson Bean nodded his head at Buddy in farewell as he sprinted
down the ranp and dove into the bl ackness, followed by his Scouts.

Once the Scouts were gone, the light in the cargo bay
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returned to yellow. The next time it changed to green, it would be tine
for Buddy and his teamto junp.

The I'ight changed, and Buddy |led his team and their acconpanyi ng Scout
troops down the ranmp and out into the night air.

Once he was stabilized and falling at terminal velocity of mles an
hour, Buddy took his D-ring to his chute in his right hand and held his
altineter in his left up close where he could read his altitude. Wen it
showed a thousand feet, a hesitation of only a couple of seconds woul d
cause himto fall too low for the chute to depl oy and sl ow hi m down
enough to survive the drop. On average, HALO drop casualties were upward
of ten percent, but Buddy's nen and wonmen were not average. They'd

trai ned unto exhaustion in this maneuver, and rarely had any injuries.

Abdul Muttmain, unlike his counterpart in R yadh, A Hazm, was a
hands-on | eader. Instead of sitting in his headquarters building in
Tehran, he preferred to remain in the field with his troops and to
supervi se personally the guarding of the booby-trapped wells. He |eft
his second in conmmrand, Baltazar Garzon, in charge of the city conmand
post to answer any radi o nmessages fromEl Farrar, with instructions to
send a messenger if any inportant transni ssions were received.

Not trusting Garzon with the inportant task of deciding when or if the
bonbs shoul d be expl oded, he kept the renpte control to the detonators
in his possession at all times. Muttmain knew that in the unlikely event
he had to trigger the bonbs, it would nmean his own death, but he was
fully prepared to die to prevent the infidels fromtaking control of the
wells fromhis nen.

Muttmain had a tent set up in the center of the group
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of wells that were equi pped with bonbs, thinking that in the event of an
attack, he would have plenty of advance warni ng and woul d have tinme to
detonate the bonbs if necessary.

The tent contained a table with a shortwave radio on it along with a

Kal ashnkov assault rifle and a supply of amunition. In the corner of

the tent was an espresso nachine to keep himwell supplied with strong,
bitter coffee to help ward off the chill of the desert air. A small

Honda generator that he kept running continuously powered all the devices.

At eight PP.M, Mittmain filled a small thernbs with coffee and told his
ai de de canp, Khan Baz, he was going to make the rounds of the sentries
to make sure they were all awake and alert.

"That is wise, sir," Baz said, "These shepherd boys who were assigned to
us are not true jihadis as we are." Jihadis was a term nmeani ng dedi cat ed
holy warriors, which Muttrmain and his officers all considered thensel ves
to be.

Miuttmai n gave the man a rare snmile. "You are correct, Khan, and if |
find one of them sleeping while on guard duty, | will bring you his head
back as a souvenir."

Muttmai n put the detonator on the table and picked up his Kal ashni kov,
unable to carry the thernos and rifle and detonator all at the sane
time. "I will return shortly,"” he said, dipping his head as he |eft
through the flap in the tent wall.

As he made his way anong the sentries, Mittnmain was delighted, and
somewhat surprised, to find all of the nmen awake and keepi ng watch as
t hey had been told. Perhaps these boys will beconme soldiers to be
trusted after all, he thought to hinself.

When he finished his rounds, he began to wal k back
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toward his tent. A freshening breeze whi pped his robes around his |egs
and he gl anced skyward, |ooking for signs of an inpending storm

H's mouth fell open and he gasped at the sight of several dark shapes
drifting downward, blotting out stars behind themas they settled to the
ground.

He dropped his thernps to the ground, his coffee forgotten as he jerked
t he Kal ashni kov of f his shoul der and pulled the | oading | ever back to
put a shell in the firing chanber.

"I nvaders!" he screanmed in Arabic. "W are under attack!" he added,
pulling the trigger and sending a dozen rounds into the air at one of
t he dark shapes drifting toward him

Suddenly, the night was alive with flashes of orange and red as the

i nvading troops returned his fire. Miuttmain thought it strange he heard
no gunfire save his own, not realizing the invaders' guns were fitted
with silencers.

Coop, who'd been coming down al npbst directly over Muttrmain, heard the
bull ets whiz by his head |like a swarm of angry bees, and then his chute,
ripped to shreds by the shells, collapsed around him He plunmmeted



twenty feet and hit the ground hard. He tried to roll, but he felt his
ankl e give way and he fell flat on his face, dropping his H& MP-10
machi ne gun

Mutt mai n crouched, replacing his magazine with a full one, and then he
approached the bl ack parachute billowi ng on the ground in front of him
He grabbed an edge and jerked it back, wanting to see just who was
invading his oil field.

The stunned man in black fatigues rolled over onto his back, an
expression of pain on his blackened face as he stretched out his hand
for his machine gun, lying just out of his reach to the side.
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Muttmai n grinned and ainmed his rifle at the man. "You are Anerican?" he
asked as his finger touched the trigger

Coop stared up at the man standing over himwith a gun. He grinned,
shrugged through his pain, and said, "Fuckin'A, raghead!"

Muttmai n's smile di sappeared and he took aimat Coop's face.
Suddenly, a voice from behind himcalled, "Hey, Qmr."

Muttmain whirled around to see a female, also dressed all in black and
wi th bl ack greasepaint on her face, standing ten feet away. She was
cradling a terrible-1ooking shotgun in her arns, and her teeth were
gleaming in the starlight as she grinned at him

As Muttrmain tried to bring his rifle around, she said, "Say good-bye,
shithead!" and pulled the trigger

The Franchi - FAS assault shotgun expl oded, sendi ng twel ve-gauge
flechettes across ten feet to shred Muttrmain into hanburger neat. Hi s
body was flung backward to | and spread-eagl ed on his back, gasping and
gurgling as his blood spurted from hundreds of wounds.

Jersey gl anced around to nake sure there were no nore terrorists nearby,
and then she sauntered over to stand next to Coop. She squatted, the
Franchi |ying across her knees. "You okay, Coop?" she asked softly. "Are
you hit?"

Coop shook his head. "Nope, but he shot hell out of ny chute." He tried
to get up and his face went white and pale, and he al nost fainted from
the pain in his ankle.

Jersey | ooked around again, making certain they were al one, and then she
pushed hi m back down on his back and took his left Ieg in her hand. She
qui ckly unl aced his conmbat boot and slipped it off. H s ankle ball ooned
up around his sock to alnpst three tines its normal size.

162

"Jesus, Coop," she said, grimacing. "It may be broken."

"Bull shit!" Coop said, sitting up. "lIt's just a sprain."



Jersey shook her head. "Nevertheless, you can't walk on that."

"Hand me that creep's rifle,’
its scabbard.

Coop said, pulling his assault knife from

Jersey grabbed Muttmain's Kal ashni kov and handed it to Coop, who used
his K-Bar knife to cut the rifle' s wooden butt and canvas sling off.

He handed themto Jersey. "Use the wood for a brace and tie it to my leg
with the sling, then help me up."

Jersey shook her head. "You're crazy, Coop."
"Just do it, Jersey .. . please,"” Coop said. "I know I'l|l never hear the
end of it fromyou if | spend this canpaign flat on ny back."

As Jersey worked to fasten the sling and brace to Coop's leg, they could
hear sporadic shooting fromthe terrorists, along with screans and npans
of wounded nmen as the battle raged all around them

When she pulled Coop to his feet, he groaned and his face screwed up in
obvi ous pain. He | ooked up, sweat pouring fromhis face even though the
night air was frigid. "You're right, Jerse, | can't walk."

"Told you so, stubborn ass," she replied.

He pointed to a nearby well. "Help ne over to that well. You can stand
me up agai nst one of the struts, and I'lIl guard the bonb and keep anyone
fromsetting it off."

Jersey wapped his |eft arm around her shoul ders, put her right arm
around his wai st, and began to hel p hi m hobble over to the nearby well.

As they struggled through the sand toward the well, Coop's |left hand
happened to fall on her breast. Jersey
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gl anced down at it just in time to see himcup it around her breast and
give it alittle squeeze.

She gave a short |augh. "Coop, you're such a fuckin' |echer,” she said.

"What ? Ch, excuse ne, Jerse," he said, renoving his hand. "Just an
acci dent."

She | ooked up at him "An accidental squeeze?" she asked skeptically.

"Miust' ve been a spasm caused by the pain,’
hi s face.

he answered, a sly smile on

"Just so you enjoyed it,’'
wel I .

Jersey said, continuing to walk himtoward the

"Unmm it was okay, | guess," Coop said.
"Ckay?" she asked archly.

"Al'l right, all right," he answered. "It was great!"



She took his armfrom around her shoul der and | eaned hi m back agai nst
the well strut. "For that, you get to keep your hand ... so long as it
doesn't happen again."

"But. . ." Coop started to say.

"Next time, try your nmoves on Jackie Ml one," Jersey said, her eyes
flashing. "Maybe she'll even let you succeed."

Coop grinned. "Now you're sounding |like a jeal ous woman," he sai d.
"Hah!" Jersey replied. "Not jealous, and not easy either," she said,

nmovi ng of f toward the sounds of fighting.

"You can say that again,’
MP-10 to cock it.

Coop muttered, jerking the slide back on his

When he heard the sounds of gunfire in the distance, Khan Baz hurriedly
got on the radio and tried to rai se the headquarters buil ding, hoping to
warn them of the
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attack. He got no answer to his repeated calls. Finally, he put the
m cr ophone down and sat staring at the detonator. He ran a tongue over
dry lips and tried to decide if he should set the bonbs off.

"Al'lah, give me strength," he whispered as he reached for the renote
control.

The flap in the tent wall snapped open and Buddy Rai nes ducked i nsi de,
his Beretta MB3R in his hand.

Baz grabbed the control and held it up, his lips noving in a final
prayer to Allah as his finger searched for the button

Buddy shot fromthe hip, firing three rounds into Baz's face, bl ow ng
hi m backward over his chair and spraying the walls of the tent with
brai ns and bl ood.

The renote detonator slipped fromthe dead man's hand and fell to the
sand floor of the tent.
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Buddy bent and picked up the detonator, handling it very carefully so as
not to inadvertently set off the bonbs. He slipped the plastic back off
t he device and took the two AA batteries out, rendering it usel ess.

He didn't smash it because he wanted their experts to be able to exani ne
it and perhaps determine if there was sone way to bl ock the signal, just
in case simlar detonators were in use by the terrorists in other oi
fields.

Corrie entered the tent behind Buddy, turning slightly sideways so the
SOHFRAD radi o she was wearing |like a backpack would fit through the doorway.

Buddy indicated the table containing the terrorists' radio. "Put the
SOHFRAD there, Corrie. It's time to check in with the troops."”



Harl ey Reno and Hamer Hammrerick were pinned down, lying on their faces
in the gravelly sand of the Iranian desert behind some old punp

machi nery as al nost a dozen terrorist troops fired at them The

Kal ash-ni kov slugs ricocheted and whi ned as they peppered the w ought
iron of the punp housing they were behind.

Harley turned his head to |l ook at Hammer. "I'mgetting a little tired of
this bullshit!" he grow ed.
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"Yeah, but we don't dare spray the area with our machi ne guns," Hanmer
replied. "W nmight set the bonb on the well off."

"Time for alittle precision shooting then," Harley replied. He put his
H&K MP-10 down and pulled his .50-caliber Desert Eagle fromits holster

Peering around the edge of the punp, he saw one of the terrorists hiding
behind a fifty-five-gallon drum wth only the top of a ragged turban
showing in the starlight.

He took careful aimand fired one of his steel-jacketed rounds at the
center of the oil drum the explosion of the big pistol much I ouder than
that of the Kal ashni kovs the terrorists were using.

The | arge-caliber slug penetrated both sides of the drumand hit the
terrorist square in the center of his chest. The nman screamed and stood
up, both hands clasping a hole in his chest you could put a fist in.

As he fell backward, one of his cohorts peeked out from behind the well
strut he was hiding behind, and Harley fired again, his slug hitting the
man just at the bridge of his nose and bl owi ng the back of his head off.
He dropped back out of sight like a sack of potatoes.

Whil e Harl ey was picking the two nen off, Hanmer pulled a flash-bang
concussi on grenade fromthe webbing on his chest and | obbed it in the
direction of the well. The concussion grenade, which contained white
phosphorus and no shrapnel to speak of, was safe to use in the vicinity
of the bonb affixed to the well.

Hamer and Harl ey both ducked and cl osed their eyes against the
brilliant white flash and | oud noi se of the flash-bang.

When it went off, it lit up the surrounding desert like a mniature sun
and sounded like a |large nortar round going off.
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Several of the terrorists, blinded and deaf ened by the concussion
dropped their weapons and staggered from cover, their hands over their

eyes and ears.

Harl ey stood up and, holding his Desert Eagle in the classic tw-handed
grip, proceeded to shoot themas fast as he could pull the trigger

Hamer al so got to his feet and with the MP-10 on single fire, began to
fire repeatedly as he wal ked calmy toward the rest of the terrorists.



Those brave or stupid enough to try to return his fire were soon |ying
on their backs in the sand bl eedi ng profusely.

Three of the terrorists, deciding enough was enough, threw their weapons
down and stepped out fromcover with their hands held over their heads.

Hamrer didn't hesitate. He thunbed the MP-10's lever to full auto and
gave the nen a quick burst, killing themwhere they stood. "Sorry boys,"
he said in a harsh voice. "You invade a country and try to take over the
world, you got to pay the price."

When they were sure the area was secure, Harley and Hamer di smantl ed

t he bonb nechani smattached to the well and separated the plutonium
contai ner fromthe package of G4 inside the bonb itself. Hamrer

di sconnected the wiring fromthe G4, nmaking it safe from expl osion, and
then put the plastique in his pocket along with the fuse he'd taken out
of it. He grinned at Harley. "Never know when some of this will cone in
handy, " he said.

"Roger that!" Harley agreed.

Once the well was safe from expl osion, they dragged the bodies of the
terrorists into a pile and renoved all of
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t heir weapons and amunition, placing it in a separate area.

Sporadic and internmittent gunfire could be heard all around the area as
t he remai nder of the Scouts assigned to Buddy's teamdid nmuch the sane
thing to the wells nearby. In less than three hours, the entire oi
field was deermed to be secure. Over twenty bonbs had been renoved from
the wells and deactivated by the troops.

Many of the terrorists, when they saw they were defeated, ran off into
the desert rather than die at their posts. The Scouts didn't chase them
as their primary responsibility was to nmake the wells safe.

Maj or Jackson Bean and his Scouts were having a little trouble I ocating
the terrorist headquarters in Tehran. The largest city in the country,
with over five mllion inhabitants, Tehran stretched over many square niles.

Bean, figuring the terrorists would want to be in close proxinmty to the
airport, centered his search for their headquarters there.

He spread his nen out, dividing theminto squads with WIIlie Running
Bear, Sanuel Cdenents, and Sue Waters as squad | eaders. Each was told to
search a different quadrant around the airport area and to check back by
radio if they hit pay dirt.

It took alnmost two hours before Sue Waters and her squad came upon a
three-story building near the northern section of the airport. Unlike
surroundi ng buildings in the area, whose wi ndows were dark, this
building was lit up like a Christmas tree. Additionally, Sue could see
several large jeeplike vehicles parked next to the structure that were
painted with desert campuflage. "That's got to be the place," she

whi spered to her radioman, M ke
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Nugent. "G ve Major Bean a buzz and tell himwe think we've found the nest."

Whil e she was waiting for Bean and the other squads to arrive, Sue
wat ched the building through her night-vision scope. Sure enough, she
began to see arned sentries nmoving around on the roof, as well as nen
patrolling the adjacent areas on foot.

When Bean arrived, she filled himin on what she'd seen, and he agreed
with her that this was nost |likely the place they'd been | ooking for

"You want to go in soft or hard?" Sue asked, her tone making it clear
she preferred hard

"Let me check with Buddy before we do anything," Bean said. "I don't
want to go barreling in there until Buddy has secured the wells. They
m ght set themoff at the first sign of an attack."

Nugent began to fiddle with sone dials and after a few nonents, he
grinned up at Major Bean. "General Raines is on the line, sir."

"Buddy," Bean said, "this is Jackson. W' ve found the main building
housing the terrorists and we need to knowis it safe to take it out."
"Roger, Jackson," Buddy Raines answered. "My nen report all of the wells
have been cl eared of bonbs. You are free to proceed with all due dispatch.”

"Thank you, General. That's just what we wanted to hear."
"And Jackson," Buddy added.
"Sir?"

"If at all possible, try to take any officers alive if you can. M ke
Post and his boys at Intel would dearly love to have a couple of live
ones to interrogate.”

"Roger that, sir," Bean said.

He turned to Sue Waters. "Spread the word anong
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your troops. The general wants sone of the officers taken alive if at
all possible. Intel wants to talk to them"

Morents | ater, Sue and her squad, along with the other squads, were
nmovi ng silently through the night toward the terrorist headquarters.

Sue's orders were to go in through the front door, while Sam C enents's
squad took the rear door and WIllie Running Bear's squad concentrated on
taking out the sentries as silently as they could. This was the sort of
assignment Wllie lived for. He liked nothing better than to stal k and
kill the enenmy with his knife. He said it was much nore satisfying to
ook into a man's eyes when you slit his throat than it was to kill him
at long distance with a rifle or bonb.

Sue held her squad back for a noment to let WIlie Running Bear and his
men do their work on the guards. H's squad was so expert at this, Sue



didn't even see them noving toward the building. After about five
m nutes, she saw WIllie Running Bear stand up near the front door and
notion her forward with his arm

When she and her squad got to the front door, she saw WIllie Running

Bear wiping his knife on the shirt of a dead guard. She al so noticed

that a significant portion of the man's scal p was m ssing, but she
decided not to remark on that. WIllie Running Bear had strange ideas
about taking souvenirs fromhis victins. Sue had al ways wondered what he
did with the scal ps he collected, but had never had the nerve to ask him

"Remenber," she cautioned her squad, "shoot low if the target |ooks |ike
an officer."”

One of her nmen, naned Barney, gave a |l ow chuckle. "Al them ragheads
| ook alike to ne."
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"The officers will be the ones hiding behind their desks sending the
grunts out to get killed," Waters remarked. "The Arab headnen have
al ways been high on letting others be the martyrs."

Sue jerked the |oading | ever back on her Uzi and put her left hand
around the silencer on the barrel as she crouched and noved toward the
doorway, her nen spread out behind her

Just inside the door was an alcove with a desk in the center. A young
Ar ab-1 ooki ng boy was dozi ng behind the desk, his head resting on his
hand with his el bow on the desk

Sue noved silently toward him noting that his rifle was | eaning agai nst
a nearby wall out of his inmediate reach. She handed her Uzi to Barney,
and pull ed her assault knife fromits scabbard.

She slipped behind the sl eeping boy, grabbed his hair, and yanked his
chin up and back. Pressing the razor-sharp bl ade agai nst his throat, she
whi spered in his ear.

"Do you speak English?"

The boy gul ped once and nodded his head, his eyes wide with fear as
sweat began to run down his face

"Where are your |eaders?" Sue asked, noving the knife slightly so a thin
trickle of blood oozed from his neck

"If I tell you that, they will kill me?" the boy pleaded, his voice
al nost a sob.

Sue noved quickly, putting her left armaround his neck and pulling his
chair back fromthe desk. She put the point of the knife in his lap
against his genitals. "And if you don't tell nme, I will cut your balls
of f and make you eat them " she growl ed. "Do you understand?"

"They're all on the third floor," the boy whinpered, his face as pale as
the stucco walls of the room
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"Thank you," Sue said. She flipped the knife around and used the stee
hilt to knock the boy unconscious with one sharp blow to the back of his
head.

She hol stered the knife and held out her hands. Barney pitched her Uzi
to her and she bounded up the stairs.

On the second-floor |anding, three nmen wal ked froma room their

Kal ashni kovs in their arms. Sue didn't hesitate for a second. She | oosed
a quick burst at the men, spraying them across the chest with a stream
of 9nmm par abel | um sl ugs.

Barney and two other men didn't have to be told. They vaulted over the
bodies and ran into the roomthe men had just cone out of. Sue heard the
soft coughs of their Uzis as they killed the rest of the nen in the room

Jerking her head for the remai nder of the squad to follow her, she ran
lightly up the last flight of stairs. A closed door was at the head of
the stairs, and was the only door on the floor

Sue raised her right Ieg and ki cked the door, which splintered and
disintegrated into small pieces.

Bal tazar Garzon was sitting at a table, talking rapidly into a radio to
Abdul | ah El Farrar. Wen the door exploded and Sue Waters wal ked through
t he doorway, he screaned sonething into the radi o and grabbed for an old
Colt .45 on the desk next to the radio.

Sue shot fromthe hip, enptying her clip into the radio, and then noving
her aimslightly to center on Garzon's hand, which was picking up the .45.

Three bullets hit the back of his hand, nearly taking it off at the
wrist and sending the Colt spinning across the room

Gar zon screaned again as he grabbed his shredded hand, and rolled out of
his chair onto the floor just as
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two nore nen canme from an adjoi ni ng room brandi shing assault rifles.

Bar ney dropped to one knee and triggered off a quick burst, aimng |ow.
The two nmen's | egs shattered and fol ded and they fell to the floor
scream ng and noani ng in pain.

Sue quietly ejected the spent magazine fromher Uzi and replaced it with
a full one. "Sone of you get tourniquets on those nen," she ordered. "W
woul dn't want themto bleed to death, now woul d we?"
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Corrie twiddled with the dials on the SOHFRAD radi o, and finally managed
to contact Harley Reno. She | ooked up and nodded at Buddy, who picked up

t he mi crophone attached to the radio.

"Harl ey, this is Buddy Raines. How goes it?"



"So far so good, Boss," Harley replied into his headset. "The squad

| eaders of the rest of the Scouts tell me they've managed to gain
control of all of the wells they've found that have bonbs attached, and
have di sconnected the C- 4 packages fromthe plutoniumcases. Unless

we' ve nmissed a couple of wells with bonbs, we should be in good shape.”

"Are you facing nmuch resistance?"

"Not so far. According to the Scouts, nost of the terrorists that are
still alive have taken off into the desert. They may be trying to
regroup there, but | think nmost of their |eaders have been killed, so

doubt it's a credible threat."

"Good job, Harley. I'mhere in a tent where the | eader of the oil field

group was holed up. I've disabled his rempte detonator, so we shoul dn't
have to worry if you've nmissed any bonbs. Tell the nen to hold their
positions until | check in with Major Bean and find out the status
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of the terrorist headquarters in Tehran. |'Il get back to you soonest."

"WIl do, Boss Man," Harley answered, and clicked off the radio.

Buddy spoke to Corrie. "See if you can raise Major Bean on this thing,
woul d you?"

After another few nmonments fiddling with the dials, Corrie grinned up at
him "Go ahead. Major Bean's on the line."

"Jackson, Buddy here."

"Yes, sir," Bean answered.

"What's your status?"

"We've taken control of the terrorist headquarters building," Bean
answered. "And even managed to capture a couple of the
of ficers-relatively undanaged. "

"That's great news, Jackson. I'mhere in the fields and we've got them
secured. There's a jeep nearby and |'m gonna head your way right now.
I"msure Ben will want us to find out everything the officers can tell us."
Bean chuckled. "I'lIl keep themon ice for you, Buddy. The headquarters
building is right next to the airport. It's the only three-story

building in the area. 1'll alert the sentries you're on the way so they
won't take any potshots at you. See ya soon."

Buddy broke the connection. "Corrie, get that radi o packed and get in
the jeep outside. We're going for alittle ride."

It took Buddy I ess than half an hour to make the journey fromthe oi
fields to the outskirts of Tehran. He found the airport with no problem
and pulled up right next to the building Bean had indicat ed.

The guards posted waved himin and Corrie foll owed.
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A guard in the main foyer stood up and saluted. "Mjor Bean is on the
third floor, sir. He's waiting for you."

"Thank you, soldier,"” Buddy said, flipping hima quick salute as he
jogged up the stairs.

Maj or Bean was sitting behind a desk on the third floor, and got to his
feet when Buddy and Corrie entered.

Buddy gl anced around the roomat the bullet holes and bl ood that covered
the wal Il s and fl oor.

"Looks like you had a little excitenment here, Jackson."
Bean shrugged. "Ch, not too nuch.”

"Let me check in with Ben and then we'll talk to the prisoners," Buddy
said, nodding at Corrie to set up her radio.

After a few mnutes, she had Ben on the |ine.
"Ben, Buddy here."

"Good to hear your voice,’
your sitrep?"

Ben said, relief evident in his tone. "Wat's

"We have control of all threatened wells, and the bonbs have been
rendered usel ess. Al so, Mjor Bean has captured a couple of terrorist
conmanders and we're ready to interrogate them Anything in particular
you want to know?"

"We have information that terrorist reinforcenments are on their way to
both Iran and Saudi Arabia. See if you can verify expected tinme of
arrival, troop strength, and which ports they'll be arriving at."

Buddy gl anced out the wi ndow of the room he was in, and saw i ncreasing
darkness as the sandstorm outside continued to build in force. He could
hear the wind howing even through the thick walls of the building.
"Ben, the weather here is getting pretty bad. | don't think there's any
way you're gonna be able to send Jackie Mal one and her troops here any
time soon."

"Roger that, Buddy," Ben replied. "It |ooks like you
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guys are going to have to hold the fort on your own for a while."

"I figured that. Any suggestions?"

Ben | aughed, but the sound had little hunmor in it. "Are you asking the
old man for advice, young' un?"

"It never hurts to get a second opinion."



"What do you plan to do?" Ben asked.

"I thought 1'd spread ny forces out, placing themas high up in various
buildings as | can to give thema good field of fire on the advanci ng

terrorist troops. I'Il make it into a guerrilla-type fight so the
eneny's superior troop strength will be nullified."
"Good idea. | can't inprove on that," Ben said.

"I plan to have Harley and the Scouts do the sane thing. Break up into
smal |, very nobile groups and have them spread out in the oil fields
where they' |l have plenty of cover. That way they'll be able to hit and
run and never stay in one place |ong enough for the heavy weapons the
terrorists will probably bring to do them nuch good."

"Excel l ent plan, Buddy. Good luck to you, and let ne know if you find
out anything useful fromyour prisoners.”

"Hope to see you soon, Dad," Buddy said, and clicked off the connection
"Ring up Harley on the radio and tell himwhat | told Ben about breaking
up into small squads, Corrie," Buddy said. "lI'm gonna go see what our

pri soners have to say."

Buddy handed her the m crophone, and followed Mijor Bean to the room
where Wl lie Running Bear was standi ng guard over the prisoners.

Runni ng Bear was | eani ng back against a wall, his Uzi pointed in the
general direction of three men who were stretched out on bl ankets. One

had a bl ood- soaked bandage on his right hand, while the other two had field
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dressings applied to their lower legs. All were nmpaning in pain and were
covered with sweat and bl ood.

Runni ng Bear stood up at attenti on when Buddy and the nmjor entered the
room

"Have the prisoners said anything?" Buddy asked.
"No, sir. They've been too busy crying and nmoaning to tal k much.
"Do they speak English?" Buddy asked Bean

Bean pointed to the man with the bandage on his hand. "That one does,
but | don't know about the other two."

Buddy noved over to squat next to the nman. "Wat is your name?" he asked
gently.

The man turned hate-filled, pain-ridden eyes on Buddy, clanping his |ips
tight.

Buddy sighed. "Okay, | tried the easy way. Now for the hard way. M ster
what ever your nane is, you are in a foreign country in a uniformof an
eneny state. That makes you a prisoner of war. You are required to state
your name and rank when questioned."



The man turned his head and spat at Buddy's boots. "I don't speak to
i nfidel dogs," he growl ed through gritted teeth.

Buddy | ooked down at the spittle on his boot. He stood up and casual ly
wi ped his dirtied boot on the rags covering the injured man's hand,
causing himto screamin pain and grab at Buddy's boot with his good hand.

Buddy ground the boot down harder. "Now, I1'll ask you once again. Wat
i s your name?"

"Bal tazar Garzon," the nman gasped through pale lips.

" Rank?"

"Fi el d commander of our headquarters," Garzon answered, panting in pain.

"He was on the radio to his boss when we captured him" Bean said in a
| ow voi ce.
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"What did El Farrar tell you?" Buddy asked.

"You can kill me, but I will say no nore," Garzon gasped as sweat poured
fromhis forehead and cheeks.

Buddy | ooked over at WIllie Running Bear. "Wuld you call the nedic in,
pl ease?"

A few mnutes later, a soldier with a red cross on his shoul der patch
entered the roomcarrying a nmedi cal bag.

"Hell o, Tonmy," Buddy sai d.
"Hello, sir," Corpsman Tommy Garza replied

Buddy wi nked at him "I think our guest is in sonme pain, Tomry. Wuld
you fix himup a cocktail that will make himfeel better?"

"Aye, sir," Tommy said, hiding his grin by ducking his head. He got out
several small bottles, and added a mixture of each to a |l arge syringe.

"What are you using?" Buddy asked quietly, so the prisoner couldn't hear
hi m

"Phenobarbital, scopolam ne, and just a touch of norphine," Tomy
replied. "It'll put himin a twilight sleep, but he'll be able to
respond to your questions, and the beauty of it is he won't even
renmenber doing it."

"Carry on, son," Buddy said, stepping aside so the corpsman could give
the injection.

Gar zon, when he saw Tommy approach with the syringe began to scream
insults and curses in Arabic and to thrash around on his bl anket.

"WIllie," Bean said.



Wllie Running Bear put his Uzi down and straddl ed Garzon, holding the
man's arns still so Tommy could insert the needle.

Seconds later, Garzon's eyes rolled back in his head and he began to
snore softly, his body conpletely rel axed.
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"He's ready for you, sir," Tonmry said.

"Bal tazar," Buddy said in a |low, soothing voice. "Tell ne what El Farrar
and you tal ked about."

Garzon's eyes opened to tiny slits and he grinned drunkenly. "The | eader
told me reinforcenents were on the way. Soon we will drive the infidels
fromthe oil fields."

"How many troops is El Farrar sending to do this?" Buddy asked.

"Ten thousand here to Iran, and ten thousand to Saudi Arabia," Garzon
answered proudly in a slurred, dreany voice.

"When are they due, and where are they going to | and?" Buddy asked.

"They will be here by dawn,’
Khor r anshahr . "

Garzon said. "They will land at the port in

"Khorranshahr is about three hundred and fifty to four hundred mles
sout hwest of Tehran," Major Bean said quietly.

Buddy stroked his chin thoughtfully. "That neans it'l| take them at
| east twelve to fifteen hours to get here after they unload."

"Yeah, considering the |ousy roads and the weather, that's about right,"
Bean agreed. "Even if they bring sone choppers with them they won't be
able to fly in this storm"

"Good. That gives us sone tine to prepare sone surprises for the
troops," Buddy said.

Buddy addressed Garzon again. "Wat about Saudi Arabia? Where will the
troops land there?" he asked.

Garzon gave a half shrug. "I do not know. Probably Dhahran, but | do not
know for sure."

Garzon's eyes closed and he began to snore again.
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"That's about all you're gonna get out of himfor now, sir," Tomry said.

"That's enough," Buddy said. "CGood job, son.

Back in the office Bean had appropriated, Buddy began to give orders.
"Jackson, get your men spread out in as many of the surroundi ng

buil dings as you can. Try to get them high up so they'll have a clear
field of fire when the terrorists arrive."



"Sir, we found a storage roomfull of explosives in the basenment of this
bui | di ng. How about if | place some of themaround the area as mines? It
m ght give the ragheads sonething to think about and sl ow them down a bit."

"CGood idea, Jackson. You should have plenty of time before they get here
to make sure they get a hotfoot when they attack."

"What are you going to do, sir?" Bean asked.

"I"mheading out to the oil fields to be with my team |'Il keep in
touch via the SOHFRAD. "

Bean stuck out his hand. "Good |uck, sir.

"And to you," Buddy replied, taking his hand. "As soon as Corrie can
tell Ben what we've found out, I'll be on ny way."
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Abdul | ah El Farrar slanmed the mcrophone down on his desk and nuttered
a curse under his breath in Arabic.

Muhammad Atwa and Farid Zamet, who were sitting nearby, glanced at each
other. It was unlike their |leader to | ose his conposure so openly.
Usual ly, his volatile tenper was hi dden under a sarcastic deneanor.

"What is troubling you, Abdullah?" Zamet asked in a deferential tone.
When El Farrar was in such a nood, it was best to be very circunspect
I est his nmurderous attention fall on the wong person

"That son of a Babylon whore Ben Raines is attacking our positions in
Saudi Arabia and Iran," El Farrar answered hotly.

"Perhaps if we explode a bonmb or two, it will dissuade himfrom
continuing to provoke us," Atwa offered.

"I amafraid it is already too late for that. | fear he has taken
control of the oil fields in those countries away fromus."

"Oh?" Zanet asked, a worried frown on his face. Saudi Arabia and Iran
represented the largest oil fields in the region, outside of Kuwait,
whi ch had never been under their control. Loss of those countries as
bar gai ni ng chi ps would indeed put a crinp in their plans of world

dom nati on.
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"Yes. | was cut off while talking with Baltazar Garzon in Tehran, and
have been unable to reach Abdul Muttrmain for the past two hours. | fear
the worst."

"What about Al Hazmi and Taha al-Alwani in R yadh?" Atwa asked,
struggling to keep the sound of fear and defeat out of his voice.

El Farrar shook his head. "They too have been un-reachable.” He sl amed
hi s hand down on his desk and gl ared across the roomat his two
confederates. "The good news is that fromwhat Garzon said before he was



cut off, the invading forces are but small contingents, and nmy sources
in Kuwait tell me the larger reinforcenment brigades are stuck in Kuwait
City due to deteriorating weather in the region.”

"What about our forces that were sent days ago?" Farid Zamet asked.

For the first tine in hours, El Farrar gave a small smile. "They are
even now | anding at the ports of Dhahran in Saudi and Khorramshahr in Iran."

Atwa pursed his lips, visualizing the region in his mnd. "Then our
forces should be in Riyadh in three or four hours and in Tehran in ten
or twelve," he said.

"Exactly," El Farrar exclaimed. "Long before the weather clears enough
to permit Ben Raines to reinforce his troops in either area.”

Zamet stroked his beard. "Perhaps our nen would benefit from your
| eadership in the area,"” he said.

El Farrar nodded. "I believe you are correct, Farid."

He picked up the tel ephone on his desk and dial ed a nunber. "Have ny
personal jet readied for takeoff," he said when it was answered. "W are
flying to Dhahran as soon as you can get it ready."

Atwa tried to keep the fear out of his face when he asked, "W, Your
Excel | ency?"
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El Farrar's expression turned to stone. "Do you have any objections to
going into a battle zone, Muhammad?" he asked, his voice as cold as his
face.

"Uh, why, of course not, Abdullah," Atwa answered, though it was clear
fromthe worried | ook on his face that he was in fact not at all happy
about the turn of events.

"Good, because | will need the wi se counsel of both you and Farid during
t he upcomi ng engagenent. "

"You have but to ask, ny |leader," Zanet said, his eyes alight with the

fervor of a true fanatic.

Atwa, on the other hand, was fervently w shing he were back in his room
with his fingers curled around a strai ght scotch whi skey.

Ben had his radi oman contact Barthol omew W1 ey-Smreyth in Ri yadh
"Hey, Bart, this is Ben."
"Hell o, General," Bart said.

"I have sone news, but none of it is good," Ben said, trying to keep the
worry out of his voice

"That seens to be the case lately, doesn't it, General ?" Bart answered
with a chuckl e, betraying not the slightest amount of fear.

"Buddy nanaged to interrogate one of the officers he captured in Tehran



It seens the troop strength of the terrorist reinforcenents nunbers
about ten thousand each in Saudi and Iran."
"Alittle over a hundred to one," Bart nused. "Not too bad odds at that."

"Bart," Ben said, "you cannot stand against ten thousand troops with
eighty nen. It'll be suicide."

"Not to worry, old chap,"” Bart replied, still sounding
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as if in good hunmor. "The SAS are brave lads, but we're not stupid or
suicidal," he added. "I don't intend to nmake a stand, as you call it."
n O,]?Il

"No, sir. I'll divide my men up into groups of four or five each, and
send themout into the desert between here and the port. The weat her
here is so bad that visibility is virtually nil, so the transport
vehicles bringing the troops toward us will of necessity be noving very
slow and will be confined to the najor roads between here and the port."

Ben gave a | ow |l augh. "Absolutely perfect for ambushes and hit-and-run
tactics."

"My thoughts exactly," Bart replied. "W'll be |ike the nmongoose goi ng
up against a king cobra. The cobra is much bigger and his poison is very
deadl y, but the nongoose is nuch qui cker and never stays in one place

| ong enough for the cobra to get at him"

"By the way, Bart," Ben said.

"Yes?"

"My people will be brought in by airdrop, so you don't need to spare the
roads, if you get mnmy meaning."

"Certainly," Bart replied. "W have plenty of high explosives left here
by the recently departed terrorists, and if we get right on it, time to
m ne portions of the road to sl ow the convoy down quite a bit."

"Good hunting, Bart," Ben said seriously.

"Thank you, sir," Bart responded crisply, and broke the connection

He turned fromthe radio and | ooked at Major Hugh Hol msby, who'd been
listening. "You have your orders, Mjor," Bart said. "Let's get the nen

cracking. W only have a few hours to get set up."

"Yes, sir!" Hol nsby said, snapping off a salute and stanping his heels
on the floor as only British soldiers do.
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At that very nonment, Abdullah El Farrar's plane was | anding at the



airport next to the port city of Dhahran. Hs troops were lined up in a
caravan al nost four mles long and waiting for his arrival. Mst of the
men were being carried in tw-and-a-half-ton trucks, called
deuce- and- a-hal fs by Americans. There were al so nunerous |ight tanks and
arnored personnel carriers, and other notorized assault vehicles of
various names, dependi ng on which country they'd been purchased from

The | eader of his Saudi contingent, Jamal Ahned, stood at rigid
attention as El Farrar and Farid Zamet and Muhammad Atwa depl aned.

"Excel l ency,"” Ahmed said, saluting, "it does us honor for you to be here
to witness our great victory over the infidel dogs."

El Farrar nodded. "Thank you, Ahnmed. | will set up headquarters here in
Dhahran and monitor your progress as you take our oil fields back from
the interlopers.”

"I have already arranged quarters for you, Excellency. Radios have been
set up on our frequency so you can stay in constant touch with the field
conmanders when we get to Riyadh and start the assault."

"Remenber, Ahmed," El Farrar said, pointing his finger at his comrander

"The city itself is a secondary target. Your primary nmission is to gain

control of the oil fields. Only after that has been acconplished are you
to attack the city."

"Yes, sir. | understand," Ahmed said, bowi ng his head.
El Farrar covered his nobuth as he yawned widely. "I haven't had any

sleep for twenty-four hours, so | amgoing to go to bed. By the tine |
wake up, you shoul d be

187

187

in control of the oil fields ... do you understand nme, Ahnmed?"
"Yes, sir."

"Good," El Farrar said harshly, "because your life and the life of your
fam ly in Afghani stan depends on your success today."

Ahmed swal | omwed and |icked suddenly dry lips. "OF course, Excellency,"”
he croaked.

He turned on his heel and waved his armin a circle over his head,
signaling the trucks to begin the four-or-five-hour journey to Riyadh
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The road from Dhahran to Riyadh was a little over 150 miles, and was a
fairly good road as roads in Saudi Arabia go. Jamal Ahned hoped to make
the journey in three to four hours, but the weather was so bad, wth
visibility reduced to fifty meters or less, his trucks were only able to
travel at twenty mles an hour or |ess.

He radi oed El Farrar back at his headquarters building that due to the
weat her, his expected arrival in Riyadh would be sonetinme in the
m daf t er noon



El Farrar was furious, but even he couldn't change the weather. Mihanmad
Atwa remnminded himthat he shouldn't curse the weather, since it was the

only thing keeping Ben Raines from sending reinforcements to his troops

around Riyadh, which didn't help El Farrar's nood any at all

Meanwhi | e, Bart hol onew W I ey- Sneyth had divided his nen up into fourteen
groups of five nen each, and stationed them at various points along the
wi ndi ng road from Dhahran to Ri yadh. Though the terrain held few hills
or nmountains, unlike much of the Mddle East, there were plenty of sand
mounds and small hillocks to give his men cover, and the bl ow ng sand
and gravel kept visi-
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bility | ow enough that they could attack with little fear of being seen

Maj or Hugh Hol nsby, along with the ever-present Davidson brothers, took
the point position, and was anong the first to encounter the |ong convoy
of troops and equi prent headed by Ahned.

Headi ng the colum were a pair of ancient used Bradl ey Attack Vehicles.
The Bradl ey, designed to haul small assault teanms, carried five nmen: a
crew of two to run the vehicle, and three nen that could exit quickly
and attack on foot. They were armed with a 120mm cannon and a

. 50-cal i ber machi ne gun, and were capable on good terrain of speeds in
excess of fifty nmiles an hour

Hol nsby and his nen were behind a snmall rise in the ground | ess than
fifty yards fromthe road just around a bend. They'd arned thensel ves
with two Stinger missiles and a CPAD Tech rocket grenade |auncher with a
case of twelve fragmentati on grenades.

Hol nsby held up his hand as the first Bradley came into view around the
bend. "Hold off a mnute and let himget a little ahead of us," Hugh
ordered, peering at the road through sand-encrusted goggles. He and al
of his nen had wet bandannas over their noses and nouths, |ooking nuch
like old-tine stage robbers.

Fol l owi ng the two Bradl eys was an ol d Russian tank, of uncertain
parentage. It was well used, and had been scraped together out of so
many ol d used parts, it was inpossible to tell what nodel it was.

Hugh pointed at the tank. "Take out the tank first with the Stinger," he
said. "That'll block the road right at the bend, and then we'll use the
rocket grenades to destroy the Bradl eys."

John Davidson, with the Stinger |auncher on his shoul der, nodded once
and squeezed the firing trigger. A loud
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whoosh sound was followed by a whistling wail as the Stinger missile
shot toward the tank

It hit just under and to the rear of the turret, exploding in a giant
fireball as the anmunition in the tank, along with its fuel supply,
expl oded. The tank junped fifteen feet in the air, and then cane apart



like a cheap suit in the rain, sending nolten shrapnel in all directions.

The man driving the | ead Bradl ey nade the m stake of stopping his
vehi cl e and opening the door to take a | ook behind himto see what had
happened.

Davi d Davidson, with a perfectly still target, fired off the CPAD and
| aunched a fragnmentation grenade directly at the | ead Bradley.

It was a perfect shot. The grenade hit the front of the vehicle, bounced
once, and then exploded with a | oud bang. The hood of the Bradl ey was

bl own conpletely off, and the men inside were shredded into mnceneat as
t he shrapnel entered the open door and killed themall.

The driver of the second Bradl ey gunned his engine and tried to drive
around the disabled | ead vehicle, running off the road in the direction
of Hol nsby and his nen.

Al of the SAS troops opened fire with their Uzis, and David Davi dson
j anmred anot her rocket grenade onto the CPAD and fired again.

This one wasn't as accurate, and it expl oded harm essly behind the
Bradl ey as it raced across the gravel next to the road and then
di sappeared from si ght.

A deuce-and-a-hal f, directly behind the tank that had expl oded, tried
t he sane nmaneuver, but its tires dug into the soft gravel and it got
stuck as it tried to go around the tank

Hol nsby and his nen raked the truck with machine-gun fire, enptying clip
after clip into the canvas cover
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over the back of the truck. Four terrorists managed to junp clear of the
truck, but in the blowi ng sand they couldn't see where the attack was
comng from and ended up firing wildly in all directions. The wounded
men in the back of the truck filled the air with their screans of pain
and horror as Hol nsby and his men continued their firing, until all of
the men fromthe truck were dead or wounded.

No ot her vehicles appeared around the bend. Evidently, they were afraid
to go any farther until they could see what was happeni ng up ahead.
"Come on," Hugh shouted. "Tine to get the hell out of here before that
Bradl ey figures out where we are Md comes back."

"I"ve still got another Stinger left," John Davidson protested.

"Save it," Hugh ordered. "We'Il have plenty of chances to use it again."
They backed down off the small rise, junped into one of the terrorists’
jeeps they'd used to get there, and drove off into the desert away from
the road as fast as they could considering the limted visibility in the
storm

As luck would have it, they al npst sidesw ped the Bradl ey, which was
com ng back toward them Bob Foster, who was driving the jeep, jerked



the wheel to the right so hard the jeep alnpst tipped over, and the
Bradl ey zooned by with inches to spare.

"Jesus, that was close!" Foster yelled as he floored the accelerator to
escape.

Hugh, riding in the front passenger seat, |eaned over and hollered in
his ear, "W can't outrun a Bradley! Qur only hope is to lose it in the
storm"

Davi d Davi dson, who was | ooki ng back over his shoul der, yelled, "He's
turning and coming after us!"
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Hugh grabbed a handful of grenades froma box at his feet and said to
Bob Foster, "We'll bail out over the next ridge and try to get himwith
t hese grenades."

As the jeep junped over a snmall rise in the desert, Bob sl owed enough
for Hugh and the Davidsons to dive out of the jeep, |eaving one man and
Bob to remain with the jeep as it sped away.

Hugh and John and David spread out, each clutching a grenade in each
hand, and hunkered down, trying to becone invisible in the bl owi ng sand.

The Bradley crested the hill and let go with its 120nm cannon at the
jeep fifty yards ahead. The shells nust have hit the gas tank, for the
jeep exploded in a huge ball of fire just as Hugh and the Davi dsons
threw their grenades under the wheels of the Bradley.

One went off in front, two underneath, and the others to the side,
flipping the Bradley over onto its side and throwing it twenty feet away.

Two nen, their faces bl ackened by soot and snoke, stuck their heads out
of the crunpl ed door, and were cut down by Hugh and his conrades.

Once they'd nade sure all of the men in the Bradl ey were either dead or
out of commission, the three men ran to where the jeep lay in a snoking,
shattered ruin. The flames were so intense they couldn't get close
enough to see the bodies of Foster or the other S AS man, but it was
clear they couldn't have survived the expl osion

Hugh's body sl unped and he shook his head. "Damm!" he nuttered, his face
turning red fromthe heat of the fire

John Davidson put his hand on Hugh's shoul der. "At least it was quick
Hugh," he said, his eyes smarting fromthe snmoke and heavy odor of
gasol i ne and charred fl esh

Hugh got out his GPS instrunent and clicked in their
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position and the position of Ri yadh. He | ooked up and pointed. "W go

that way," he said, and began to wal k toward the town over a hundred
mles away.



After a few steps, David said, "You think we can make it that far on
foot in this storn®"

Hugh gave a grimsmile. "I don't intend to try. Wth any luck, the boys
will slow the colum down enough for us to find another way hone."

"Yeah?" John asked.
Hugh | ooked at him "You ever do any goose hunting, Johnny?"
"Uh, not to speak of. Wy?"

"When you're hunting geese and they fly over in a line, you shoot the
| ast one so as not to spook the others," Hugh said.

Davi d | aughed. "I see what you've got in mnd. W'll catch up to the
terrorists and take out the |ast vehicle in the colum."

Hugh nodded. "Sounds better than wal king a hundred mles or so, doesn't it?"
"Damm straight!" David said.

"What if we can't catch up to thenP?" Johnny asked, w ping sand out of
his eyes with the back of his hand.

"Then you'd better hope these boots the quarternaster gave us have thick
sol es,” Hugh replied

"Ch, my feet will hold out,"” Johnny observed. "It's ny lungs filling up
with sand I'mworried about."

"That's easy to fix," David said, punching his brother in the shoul der
"Just don't breathe so often.”

Hugh | aughed. "Reminds nme of a saying | read about the M ssissippi River
in school. They used to say it was so muddy, it was too thick to drink
and too thin to plow, kinda like this air. Too thick to breathe and too
thin to walk on."

194

Jamal Ahmed instructed the driver of his |arge arnored personnel carrier
to nove around the stalled convoy and go to the head of the I|ine.

Ahmed, never one to take a personal risk needlessly, had been riding in
the mddle of the line of trucks and tanks and other equi pnment. He'd
realized early in his career that taking point was the job for someone
far | ess valuable than he.

As Ahned's vehicle pulled up to the crushed and rui ned Bradl ey Attack
Vehi cl e and the scorched and still-snoking Russian tank, he slanmed his
hand down on the dashboard of his car. He | ooked out through the

wi ndshield to make sure all of the hostile forces had gone, and then he
exited the vehicle and strutted up next to the wecks.

"What in Allah's nane happened here?" he demanded of a junior officer
who was in the process of questioning those who'd been nearest to the
action.

Sohai |l Shaeen responded with a quick salute and a deferential tone of



voice. "It is still unclear, Commander," he said, glancing over his
shoul der at the troops he'd been interrogating. "The men here were
around the bend in the road when the incident occurred. They heard a series
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of | oud expl osions and when they came around the turn, they saw what you
see here."

Ahmed sl apped his thigh inmpatiently with his open palm "Wat of the
troops in the two vehicles? Wat do they have to say for thenselves for
al I owi ng such an anbush to take place?" he asked.

Shaeen shook his head and shrugged. "All of the nmen in the | ead vehicles
are dead, sir." Shaeen hesitated, dreading giving this next piece of bad
news to his leader. "And there is another vehicle mssing and
unaccounted for."

Ahmed' s eyes turned dangerously dark. "Ch?" he asked in a | ow voice that
made Shaeen cringe at the thought that he m ght be forced to take the
bl ame for this too.

"Yes, sir. Another Bradley vehicle like that one"- Shaeen paused and
pointed-"is mssing. It took off the road after the hostiles and hasn't
returned. The crew does not answer our calls to themon the radio."

"Why have you not sent another vehicle to go and see what has happened?”
Ahmed asked, his voice grow ng harsher

Shaeen spread his hands. "I was waiting for your orders, Commander. |
did not want to risk another vehicle or any nore men unl ess you ordered it."

Ahmed t ook Shaeen by the armand pulled himoff to the side where no one
could hear their conversation. "And just what do you recomend we do?"

Shaeen's face paled. "I think we should continue on, sir. The infidels
have obviously set a trap for the other vehicle and it has nost probably
been destroyed. | see no need to send another to the sane fate, and

understand we have a deadline to nmeet in getting to R yadh."
"You are correct, soldier,"” Ahmed said. "W gain noth-
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i ng by risking another vehicle. Now, get this ness off the road and get
that truck unstuck so we can be on our way."

"Yes, sir," Shaeen said, giving another salute.

Ahmed ignored the salute and returned to his personnel carrier, which
was filled with his personal guards. "Take ne back al ong the convoy," he
said to his driver. "I want to review the troops."

"Yes, sir," the driver said, knowing full well that Ahmed wanted to get
out of the line of fire as quickly as possible. He'd driven for the man
for several years now, and knew Ahmed took few risks with his own neck
t hough he thought nothing of sending his troops and other officers into
dangerous situations. This was just as well with the driver, who al so



val ued his own neck above that of others.

Bart hol onew W ey- Sneyt h, |ike Hugh Hol msby, was not one to send his nen
to places he was unwilling to go. Therefore, it was he and a group |led
by Staff Sergeant Al phonse G een who were the next in line to greet the
terrori st convoy.

Al phonse Green, called Al by everyone who didn't desire their nose
broken, was a thirty-year veteran of the SAS. He'd refused retirenent
the year before on the grounds that a man with his training and
experience wouldn't be able to retire and grow roses. |If the service
forced himout, he told them he'd probably just get into trouble. His
commandi ng officers, relieved that he'd be staying, had granted his wi sh
and wai ved the nandatory retirenent rules to allow himto continue his
career.

Bart had chosen as his engagenent point an area of the road that had a
smal | bridge over a washed-out gully that was five or six feet deep
He'd had Green and his
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men wire the bridge with some of the C-4 plastique explosives left
behind by the terrorists.

Once the bridge was mined, Bart instructed Geen to blow it when the
first vehicle was on top of the bridge. He then split his group up into
two portions, with three nen on one side of the road and G een and

W ey- Sneyth on the other

Bart told the men to spread out and pour as much firepower into the
stall ed convoy as they could for exactly five mnutes, and then they
were ordered to retreat back out into the desert out of sight. The nen
were given GPS coordi nates where they woul d rendezvous after the convoy
had gotten on its way again.

One of his men asked, "Sir, do you nmind if | ask why we are to fire for
only five m nutes?"

"Because," Bart answered, "we're here to delay the convoy as nuch as

possible with as little loss of life as possible. | figure we'll have
about five mnutes of total confusion when we attack, and after that,
they' Il begin to get their shit together and conme after us." He paused.

"Do you really want to face ten thousand men with only five of us?"
The sol dier grinned and shook his head. "No, sir. | understand now. "

"Al'l right then," Bart said. "To your places and hunker down until the
convoy arrives."
"Yes, sir," the men said, and di sappeared across the road into the
bl owi ng sand.

Sohai | Shaeen rode in a HunVee at the front of the line of trucks. He
had a fifty-caliber machine gun nounted on a post just behind the front
seat, and he was determi ned not to let the convoy be anbushed again. He
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rode in the passenger seat, and had two nen in the backseat, and they
were all wusing binoculars to scan the road ahead and the desert hills
off to the sides of the road. The sol dier nmanning the machi ne gun
continually swiv-eled the barrel back and forth, his finger caressing
the trigger while he hoped for an excuse to use the big gun

As the HumVee began to cross the twenty-foot-1ong bridge over the gully,
Shaeen gl anced at the drop bel ow and t hought, This would be an excell ent
pl ace for an anbush.

Just as he turned his head to tell the men in the back to be especially
careful and observant, the bridge erupted in a giant expl osi on, blow ng
man-si zed chunks of concrete and steel in all directions.

The front of Shaeen's HumvVee was lifted off the ground and sl amred back
down so hard, all of the specially nmade tires burst and flattened. The
sol dier on the machi ne gun was thrown head over heels to land flat on
his face in the gully below. He rolled over, groaning, just intime to
see a ton and a half of cement smash himinto hamburger

The second expl osion picked the Humvee up and tossed it like a toy into
the gully, where it [ anded upside down. Only luck kept Shaeen in the
seat and saved his life as the big car crashed over him Shaeen awoke
some five minutes later to the sound of machine-gun fire and expl odi ng
grenades all around him

At first, he couldn't figure out where he was. Feeling with his hands,
he soon di scovered he was in the wheel well of the HumVee, stuck up
agai nst the fl oorboards that had saved himfrom being crushed to death.

Unabl e to open the crunpled door, he finally nanaged to dig down into
the gravel and dirt enough to squeeze out from under the HumVee. \Wen he
stood up, unable
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to see more than a few yards in the whirling sand and dirt of the storm
he heard the gunfire suddenly cease.

Pulling out his side arm an old Reuger Arnms .3 8-caliber revolver,
Shaeen scranbl ed up the sides of the gully and stood there, his nmouth
open, unable to believe his eyes.

Two of the deuce-and-a-halfs that were followi ng his | ead vehicle were
ti pped on their sides with their netal sides tw sted and scorched.
Bodies of his fellow soldiers lay sprawled all along the road, bl oody
bull et holes in their uniforms. More than a few were m ssing arnms and
legs. It was a scene he thought he'd never be able to forget.

He whirled and pointed his pistol as a car screeched to a stop behind
him He lowered it when he saw it was the personnel carrier used by
Commander Ahned.

Ahmed junped out of the vehicle and wal ked rapidly toward Shaeen, his
eyes angry and | ooki ng for soneone to bl ane.

"Li eut enant Shaeen," Ahned shouted before he got within twenty feet of



Shaeen. "What is the neaning of this?"

Shaeen took a deep breath. It was all he could do not to shoot the
arrogant bastard where he stood.

"The bridge was mi ned, Commander," he said, struggling not to add,
any fool could see who would open his eyes."

as

Ahmed spun around, waving at the dead bodies and the two ruined trucks
nearby. "And this?" he shouted, his eyes wild with anger and fright.

"Evidently, sir, the hostiles waited in anmbush just over that rise over
there. When ny vehicle got onto the bridge, they exploded it. The trucks
stopped to avoid falling in the gully, and the infidels rmust have opened
fire on themw th automatic weapons and hand grenades or rockets."
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"Al'lah give ne strength,” Ahned grow ed as he | ooked at the ruined
bridge and trucks. "It will take us hours to clear the way and construct
a new bridge," he al nost wail ed.

Shaeen t ook anot her deep breath. The man's arrogance was exceeded only
by his stupidity, he thought. "Not really, sir. W have several repair
trucks in the convoy. They will be able to construct metal rails to
all ow the trucks and ot her heavy equi pment to pass within an hour."

Ahmed seemed to cal mdown at the news. Shaeen took the opportunity to
step up close and speak in a low voice. "Sir, in the future, it mght be
best if we sent a couple of scout vehicles ahead. That way, if the
convoy is hit again, we should have sonme warning of it in tine to
counterattack. "

Ahmed pursed his lips, nodding slowy. "That is just what | was about to
suggest, Lieutenant Shaeen. Good thinking."

Whil e the convoy was halted, making the necessary repairs to the road to
continue al ong the way, Hugh Hol msby and the Davidson brothers were
craw ing on their bellies alongside the road, inching their way cl oser
to a jeep parked next to a deuce-and-a-half full of soldiers.

They' d been watching when the two men in the jeep parked it and got out
to chat and snmoke with the nen in the truck. The sound of the storm and
the tal king and | aughing of the men were enough to cover the sound of
Hugh and t he Davi dsons movi ng up behind the jeep.

John slipped behind the wheel, checked to make sure the keys were stil
in the ignition, and then nodded at Hugh and David to clinb aboard.

Hugh and David readied their Uzis, and when John
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started the engine, they began to rake the deuce-and-a-half with fire,
killing the two men fromthe jeep instantly and causing the nmen in the

truck to dive for the fl oor.

By the time the soldiers had recovered fromtheir surprise enough to



begin to return fire, the jeep was di sappearing in the swirling clouds
of sand like a ghost.
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After Jamal Ahned began to send his point guards out ahead of the
convoy, it was nuch harder for Barthol onew WIey-Sneyth's troops to
conpl etely disrupt the novement of the long line of vehicles and equi prment.

The smal |l groups of nen continued to hit the terrorists every few
hundred yards, and while they didn't do quite as rmuch major damage to

t he vehicles, they did manage to cause a significant drop in the
terrorist troops' norale. Instead of a nice, quiet ride to inundate a
vastly inferior eneny, the troops found thenselves in a constant series
of battles and confrontations with an eneny who wouldn't stand still and
fight.

It becanme like the plight of the bull npose in the north woods, pursued
and attacked by swarns of small black flies until it runs out of the
woods to escape the constant irritation. So it was with the terrorist
sol di ers, who became quite paranoid, and junped and even fired weapons
at every noise or change in the wind. Soon, they were fighting anong

t hensel ves over cigarettes, bits of food or drink, or where they would
sit in the trucks that were hauling them no one wanted to be by the
back of the truck, since many men sitting by the open rear of the trucks
had al ready been picked off by SAS snipers al ongsi de the road.
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Jamal Ahmed began to doubt El Farrar's claimthat they would be facing
only a handful of SAS troops. He didn't realize that as soon as one
smal | group broke off froman attack, it would | eapfrog ahead, traveling
parallel to the road, and then would attack again. Ahned began to fee
that they were going to face thousands of hardened troops, and he
wonder ed how hi s inexperienced troops would stand up agai nst them

Prior to taking his nap after arriving in Dhahran, Abdullah El Farrar
instructed his pilot to take his second-in-conmand, Farid Zanmet, on to
Khor ranshahr, where he could oversee the troops there.

Zamet frowned. "Do you think it wise, ny |leader, for me to try and fly
in this weather?"

El Farrar glanced at his pilot, who' d broken into a sweat while trying
to land in the high winds and reduced visibility at Dhahran. "What do
you think, Mihamar?" he asked.

The pilot shrugged, though his face did pale a bit at the thought of
flying again in such inclement weather. "It should be no problem
Excellency. | will curve out over the Persian Qulf, where the sand will
not be so strong."

"There, you see, Farid?" El Farrar said. "The pilot says there is little
risk.”

Zamet nodded, but it was clear he would rmuch rather stay on the ground.

The pilot was correct. The flight was fairly uneventful since the



weat her out over the Gulf was nuch | ess turbulent than that over |and.
In less than an hour and a half, Zanet was at the port city of
Khorranshahr, where the
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| eader of the troops there, Haji Kuchkool, had his nmen ready for the
journey to Tehran.

"WIl you be traveling with us, or do you wish to remain in
Khor ranshahr ?" Kuchkool asked Zanet.

Fi guring he was nuch safer with the troops in the event the weather

cl eared and Ben Raines's reinforcenents arrived, Zanmet said he would
travel with the troops. "However, you will remain in comrand, Haji," he
added. "I have no desire to usurp your |eadership authority."

Kuchkool nodded, thinking howrare it was to find an administrative
| eader who knew his place.

"The journey should take us until late afternoon, providing we neet no
resi stance along the way to sl ow us down,"” Kuchkool told Zanet.

"Resi stance?" Zamet asked. "How could we face resistance? W' ve been
told the forces agai nst us here nunber in the hundreds, not thousands."

Kuchkool | aughed. "M. Zanet, you will soon learn not to believe
everything you are told. Remenber, these forces managed to defeat our
troops after they were dug in and heavily prepared, so they cannot be
too inferior."

Zamet grinned weakly. He hadn't considered that.

Zamet and Kuchkool becane increasingly confident as their journey
progressed wi thout any signs of significant opposition forces. By late
in the afternoon, they were alnost at the city of Tehran, and the

t housands of oil derricks could be seen off to the left, standing Iike
skel etoni zed trees in the dead of w nter

"Perhaps, for once, our intel was correct," Kuchkool said, glancing at
Zamet, riding behind himin the |arge HunmVee that served as Kuchkool's
command vehi cl e.
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"Perhaps the foreign forces have retreated in the face of our superior
nunbers," Zamet suggested.

Kuchkool shrugged as he | ooked at the oil fields through his field

bi nocul ars. "Perhaps, but | seriously doubt it. | have heard about this
Ben Rai nes, and nothing | have heard indicates his troops are overly
concerned about the numbers of troops arrayed agai nst them From what |
hear, Raines's nen would fight the very devil hinself if Raines told
themto."

"Well, for whatever reason," Zanet said, "I amsure Abdullah El Farrar
wi || be happy that we've seen no sign of the foreign devils."



Bef ore Kuchkool could reply, a truck carrying twenty-five of his

sol diers that was ahead of themin the convoy suddenly expl oded,
bouncing twenty feet in the air before turning into a raging firebal
after being hit by a rocket grenade.

KuchkooPs driver imediately veered sharply to the right and ran off the
road into the desert for a short distance.

Kuchkool grinned over the seat at a terrified Farid Zanet. "See, what
did | tell you? Never count your blessings too soon. It angers Allah
and he will snmite you for it."

Kuchkool turned back around, grabbed a radi o m crophone off the
dashboard, and began speaking rapidly into it to his unit commanders.

"We've been attacked by hostile forces! Pull your vehicles off the road
and unl oad the nen! W nust stage a counterattack inmediately!"

Suddenly, fromout of the swirling sand and dirt, a pair of old U S
Arny jeeps careened al ongside the road. Each had a man standing in the
rear of the jeep behind a post

206
on whi ch sat what | ooked to Kuchkool Iike an MsO machi ne gun

As the jeeps roared past, the machi ne guns began to chatter, sending
t housands of rounds of molten death into the trucks and other vehicles
carrying troops.

Men began screanming in pain and fear as they poured out of their
vehicles and ran as fast as they could away fromthe jeeps and their
death and destruction

"Bastards!" Kuchkool screaned between gritted teeth at the sight of his
men running away in terror. He grabbed the nicrophone and shouted into
it, "Commanders, kill any of your nen who try to run away! Shoot them
down |ike the dogs they arel™

The jeeps continued down the line of the convoy and out of Kuchkool's
sight. Over 150 of his men were killed or wounded before a HunVee in the
m ddl e of the convoy that was fitted with its own fifty-caliber nachine
gun returned fire.

The lead jeep was hit, and veered off in a sudden circle and overturned
when the fifty-caliber bullets penetrated its gas tank and it expl oded
in a huge ball of fire, incinerating the two nen inside.

The second jeep, seeing it'd |lost the elenent of surprise, turned away
fromthe road, and disappeared in a swirl of sand and dust seconds |ater

The sounds of the wounded screanming for help continued until unit
conmanders went up to themand told themto shut up or they would slit
their throats. Soon, the sound of the wi nd covered the npani ng and
crying and praying of the wounded nen |ying al ongsi de overturned trucks
and vehicles riddled with bullet holes.

Kuchkool put out a call on his radio for his unit comranders to come to
his Humvee for a strategy neeting as soon as possible.
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In the mddle of the oil fields, Buddy Rai nes keyed the m ke on his
SOHFRAD and spoke to all of his squad | eaders. "The terrorists have
arrived. Time to show 'emwhat we're nmade of. It |looks like they're
going to try and clear the oil fields before hitting the city, Mjor
Bean, so you've got a while yet to continue to prepare.”

"Roger that, Eagle One," Bean said. "Good |uck, Buddy."
"Thanks, Jackson, sane to you and your nen."

Buddy handed the mi crophone back to Corrie, who switched off the set and
packed it into its pack so she could carry it on her back. \Werever
Buddy Rai nes went, she would follow with the SOHFRAD so he could keep in
touch with the troops, and with Ben back in Kuwait City.

Buddy stepped outside the tent. Harley Reno was on one side and Hammer
Hamerick was on the other side of the doorway, standing guard. The rest
of Buddy's team was scattered out in a rough circle around the tent,
maki ng sure no one got within range while he was on the radio.

"Time to boogi e, guys," Buddy said, taking the H&K MP-10 Harl ey handed

him As they noved off away fromthe tent, Harley bent and pulled tight
a string that was hanging four inches off the sand and ran in a circle

around the tent. Anyone who approached the tent from now on would get a
nasty surprise. The string was attached to the pins in a fragnentation

grenade that was duct-taped to four other grenades.

"Harl ey, take the point," Buddy said. He swi veled his head. "Coop, you
take our six."

"Aye, Buddy," Coop said, trying to hide his disappoint-
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ment at being told to bring up the rear. After all, he thought, his
mar ksmanshi p wasn't all that bad, especially after he'd gotten used to
t he new weapons Harl ey had provided themwith.

"Don't | ook so down-in-the-nmouth, Coop," Jersey said, wal king beside him
as he noved toward the rear of the team "He probably put you at the
rear so it wouldn't put so much strain on your ankle trying to |lead the

group. "

The field medic had injected Coop's ankle with a | ocal anesthetic and
steroids to reduce pain and swelling, and then he'd taped it tight to
give it support so Coop would be able to walk on it. Coop, whose dislike
of needles was well known, had gritted his teeth and cl osed his eyes
during the injection. Now he could wal k, although still with a
pronounced |inp and a noderate anount of pain.

Coop gave a half grin, doubting what she had said was the reason
"Bull shit, Jersey," he responded. "It's just because he thinks Harley
and Hamer are the | ead dogs around here.™

Jersey smiled, knowi ng there was some truth in what Coop said. Harley
and Hammer had shown everyone they were excellent guerrilla fighters



many tinmes over, and were in fact just about the toughest men she'd ever
nmet .

"Bringing up the rear is a job for a doofus,"
toward the rear of the group

Coop groused as he |inped

Jersey |l aughed, trying to gi be Coop out of his bad nmobod. "Just renenber,
Coop, unless you're the | ead dog, the view never changes,"” she said.

Unable to resist her levity and stay solem, Coop |eaned his head to the
side and craned his neck until he was staring at her buttocks, noving
sensual |y under her BDUs. "Yeah, but the rear dog gets a view the |ead
dog can only dream about,"” he said with a | eer

Jersey | aughed again, relieved to see Coop shapping
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out of it. She really enjoyed her repartee with Coop. "Well, |ooks are
free, rear dog, but a touch will cost you a couple of fingers."

"Who said | was going to use nmy hands?" Coop asked, sticking out his
tongue and wiggling it obscenely.

Jersey made a face. "Ch, Coop! You really are disgusting," she groaned.

He nade a snooching sound with his lips. "Don't knock it if you ain't
tried it, little girl."

"That'l|l be the day!" Jersey said, and noved off to take her place in
the line of troops |led by Harl ey Reno.

Coop | aughed to hinself. "Coop, old son," he nmunbl ed, "perhaps you were
a bit too gross for Ms. Jersey."

After a noment of quiet reflection, he |aughed again. "No, on second
t hought, you weren't at all, old chap," he told hinself.

When the | ast of the team had passed, Coop checked the rear perineter

t hrough his night gl asses. Seeing no one in the near vicinity, he took
his place in line and followed the teamout into the oil fields anmong

the hundreds of oil derricks that were outlined agai nst the darkeni ng sky.
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Buddy led his teamout into the oil derricks away fromthe booby-trapped
tent toward the periphery of the oil fields. He'd instructed the other
squad | eaders to do the same with their nmen, spreading his forces out so
there woul d be no concentration of troops for the eneny to attack

As the skies darkened, dusk falling rapidly in the cold clear air of the
desert, the tenperature fell to just above freezing.

Li mping along at the rear of the team Coop pulled his field jacket
tight and shivered. "Wio'd think the desert got so cold at night?" he
said to Jersey, who was wal ki ng just ahead of him She'd elected to stay
near her friend in case his ankle got to bothering him She wanted to
make sure he was able to keep up with the group. O course, she'd never



in a hundred years adnmit this to Coop, who woul d've been insulted at the
t hought he m ght need hel p.

Jersey glanced up at the swirling sand that was still in the air. "Just
be glad we've got this stormstill hangi ng around,"” she said over her
shoul der. "Qtherwi se, the tenperatures would be even | ower."

"Yeah, it's a great choice," Coop replied. "Choke on sand or freeze your
balls off."
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Jersey chuckled. "Well, at least | don't have to worry about that."

Coop started to reply that she had bigger balls than npbst of the men he
knew, but decided against it. He didn't want to piss her off. He enjoyed
havi ng her hang back and keep hi m conpany. Not that he'd ever let on to
her he enjoyed it.

When they got to the edge of the oil fields and the derricks began to be
spread farther apart, Buddy called a halt to the march

"Let's hunker down here, guys," he said, |ooking around at a cluster of
smal | storage sheds and outbuil dings that housed extra punps and ot her
oil-field equi pnent. "These buildings will give us sonme cover when the
terrorists arrive."”

Harl ey set the huge M 60 machi ne gun he was carrying dowmn on the sand
and pointed off in the distance. "Looks like we won't have long to wait,
Buddy, " he said.

A string of lights could barely be seen through the swirling sand,
snaki ng across the desert like a giant |um nescent caterpillar as the
terrorist convoy nade its way along the road toward the oil fields.
"Jesus," Hammer, who was standing next to Harley, nuttered. "There mnust
be thousands of them"

"About ten thousand, if Intel is correct,”" Buddy said, shaking his head.
This is going to be one nother of a fight, he thought.

He gl anced at Corrie. "Better radio the other squad | eaders and tell '
to get ready. The dance is about to begin."

em

Anna, who'd fallen in love with Harley, noved to stand by his side. She
preferred to be near hi mwhenever there was action. Hamrer noved over to
take up a station near the corner of one of the buildings, next to where
Bet h
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was standi ng. Coop and Jersey wal ked of f to another nearby buil ding and
got ready for the upcoming firefight by |laying out extra magazi nes for
their H& MP-10 machi ne guns. The Franchi FAS shotguns were | eaned

agai nst the building out of the way, to be used only if the fighting
becane cl ose-range.

Buddy noved Corrie back to the rear of one of the structures, wth



orders to protect the SOHFRAD at all costs since it was their only
contact with the rest of the squads.

Harl ey and Anna noved to the front of the group, and |lay down behind an
oi l -well punp, where Harley could position his M60 on a tripod. Its
range was |onger than the assault rifles the rest of the group was
using, and he would be the first to open fire when the terrorists got

cl ose enough.

Buddy clinbed up on top of one of the smaller buildings with the ECAI,

t he European Conbined Arnms Initiative experinental assault rifle. This

was the first tine the SUSA woul d use the gun in actual conbat. He was

counting on the integral grenade |auncher that was able to control the

grenade trajectory to give himenough extra range to be able to target

the terrorists before they got within rifle range. The integra

hol ographic aimpoint sight with its infrared vision would allow himto
sight in on and target the terrorists through the sandstorm |l ong before
they could see him... he hoped.

Once he was up on top of the building, Hamer handed hima large crate
of fragnentation grenades and HE (hi gh-expl osive) grenades. The frags
he'd use agai nst troops, while he'd save the HE ones for heavy equi prment
and vehi cl es.

As he lay there on the roof, Buddy went back over in his mnd the
instructions he'd given to all of the squads.
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Their defense of the oil fields was contingent upon them being able to
halt the advance of the terrorist troops. If the troops were unable to
be stopped due to superior nunbers, the squads were all instructed to
break of f the engagenment and scatter out into the; desert. They would
then rendezvous at a prearranged site at dawn, and then proceed into the
city to help with the defenses there.

Buddy had no illusions that his neager force of |ess than two hundred
men and wonen coul d defeat ten thousand eneny troops, no matter how

i nexperienced the terrorists were. His only hope was they could del ay
t heir advance | ong enough for the stormto dissipate and for
reinforcenents fromBen to arrive.

As the lights fromthe eneny convoy grew cl oser, Buddy peered through
hi s hol ographic infrared sight. The sighting nmechani sm had small
mar ki ngs on it that indicated when the targets were in range. As soon as
the dimoutlines of the trucks and ot her eneny vehicles centered on the
mar ks, Buddy began firing.

Haji Kuchkool, riding in his HunVee near the head of his convoy with
Farid Zanet, was encouraged by the | ack of resistance they'd met on
their way fromthe port to R yadh

As they noved along the road toward the darkened oil fields, he turned
to Zamet, sitting in the rear seat. "It shouldn't take us long to secure
the oil fields, Farid,” he said. "I see no lights of an eneny
encanprment, so we are evidently facing a much snaller force than E
Farrar had feared."



Zamet nodded. "Perhaps the eneny forces have all retreated to the city
of Tehran," he suggested. "Maybe they
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hope to be able to hold the city against us by concentrating their
forces there.”

"Per haps," Kuchkool agreed. "But | fear they have niscal culated. Wth

t he nunber of troops and equi pnent at ny disposal, we shall easily be
able to surround the city and pound it into rubble with our nortars and
heavy guns."

He gave a short laugh. "By Allah, we won't even have to invade the city
to destroy the infidel dogs."

Just as he finished speaking, he heard a shrill whistling over the |ow
groan of the wi nd.

"What the ... ?" he began, just as one of the large trucks ahead of his
HumJ/ee exploded in a brilliant flash of |ight and sound.

Kuchkool 's driver jerked the wheel, and managed to pull the HunVee off
the road before it was engulfed in the raging fire fromthe destroyed truck

The sounds of his troops screaming in pain as they were incinerated
echoed in Kuchkool's ears as the HunVee jerked to a halt.

More expl osi ons began to cone as the fragnentati on and hi gh-expl osi ve
grenades rai ned down on his convoy. A Bradley Assault Vehicle two cars
ahead of the burning truck was blown on its side as a grenade went off
under its right front wheel, while seconds l|ater, the HunVee was
peppered by hundreds of tiny shards of shrapnel froma fragnentation
grenade that just missed its target.

The troops, seeing the trucks being targeted, scranmbled to exit their
vehicles as fast as they could, running in all directions to escape the
hol ocaust .

Kuchkool junped out of the HumVee and began shouting orders to his field
conmanders. "Tell the men to return fire!" he hollered.

One of the commanders, who was crouchi ng near by,
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shout ed back. "At what, sir? W can't see where the rockets are coning
from™

"Then get the men out and have them attack on foot until they can see
the targets!" Kuchkool ordered. "Tell themto advance toward the oi
derricks. That nust be where the eneny is.”

"Yes, sir," the man said, and began to round up the scurrying troops and
order themto attack.

A light tank noved off the road and noved toward the oil derricks in the
di stance, with a line of soldiers wal king behind and beside it.

After the tank had traveled less than fifty yards, a fragnmentation



grenade hit the front of the tank and expl oded. Though the grenade
wasn't powerful enough to destroy the tank, it tore the man riding in
the turret in half and killed several of the nearby troops.

"Haji," Zamet said as he stood next to the HunVee. "They're targeting
our vehicles."

Kuchkool nodded, his teeth gritted in anger. "You're right, Farid."
Kuchkool got on the radio and ordered the drivers of the vehicles to
pul I them back out of range. "We'll let the troops attack on foot, and
save our equi pnent until the eneny nortar has been destroyed. That will
give them fewer targets for their bonbs," Kuchkool said, mstaking the
grenades for sone sort of nortar attack

After two nore trucks and another Bradley were destroyed, the terrorist
convoy finally managed to pull back out of the range of Buddy's grenade
| auncher.

Buddy saw the eneny's strategy, and pushed the HE grenades to the side
and concentrated on firing only frag-
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nment ati on grenades, spreadi ng them out anong the advancing troops to do
maxi mal damage.

Harl ey wat ched the soldiers through his night-vision goggles until he

saw they were within range of his M60. He elevated the barrel to
forty-five degrees for maxi mumrange, jerked the |oading |ever back to
insert a shell into the chanmber, and gently squeezed the trigger. The
troops were too far away for himto concern hinmself with individua

targets, so he nmerely swung the barrel back and forth, sending a
devastating streamof bullets into the nass of soldiers wal king toward them

The troops, though inexperienced in conbat of this magnitude, had been

t horoughly indoctrinated that if they were killed in battle, Alah would
wel cone theminto heaven and each woul d have seventy virgins for al
eternity. No one bothered to explain where Allah would find so many
virgins, but then the nen so indoctrinated were not the brightest to
begin with.

As the nunber of soldiers killed and wounded mounted, the terrori st
troops finally realized they should spread out and not nake such easy
targets of thenselves. The scream ng and crying of the wounded and dyi ng
becarme | oud enough to be heard even over the how ing of the wind and the
boom ng of the guns arrayed agai nst them

Soon, the troops were in range of the assault rifles of the Scouts
defending the oil fields, and the hoarse chatter of the M 60 was

repl aced by the higher-pitched rattle of the H&K MP-10's and the Uzis of
the rest of the Scouts. The silencers had been renoved from Buddy's
troops' weapons, and the din of the firing on all sides was deaf ening.

The terrorist troops, their nunbers depleted by ten percent, finally got
wi thin range of their Kal ashni kovs and
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Arny-surplus M16's and M14's. They began to return fire. Since they
couldn't see in the dark and the sandstorm they just ained ahead of
themand fired until their magazi nes were enpty, and then they rel oaded
to fire again and agai n.

When Harley's M60 finally jammed, its barrel glowing a dull red it was
so hot, he put it down and picked up an Mp-10 and began firing it as
fast as he coul d.

Soon, the eneny troops were too close for Buddy to use his grenade
| auncher, and he junped down off the roof to join his conrades behind
the buildings, firing his MP-10 with the rest of them

Soon it becane evident the terrorist troops could not be stopped. For
every one they shot down, two nore seened to take their place.

Buddy enptied his magazi ne, and then squatted down next to Corrie. He
put his lips close to her ear so he could be heard over the noise of the
firefight. "Radio squad | eaders and tell themit's time to retreat!" he
sai d.

Corrie put her rifle down and began to speak into her microphone.

Buddy ran fromone to the other of his team and told themit was tine
to get the hell out of Dodge.

Buddy took what was left of his crate of grenades and placed a brick of
C-4 plastique init. He turned the dial on a tiner to ten nminutes, and
then signaled the teamto follow him

The team began to trot backward, firing behind themuntil they had the
bui | di ngs between them and the eneny troops, and then they sprinted into
the desert as fast as they coul d.

Coop, bringing up the rear, slipped and fell when his foot snagged on an
electrical line lying on the ground.

He dropped his rifle and sprawl ed facedown on the
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gravel and sand. Jersey, running a few feet ahead of him heard his
grunt as he hit the ground.

She whirled around, and saw himstruggling to get to his feet just as
three eneny soldiers ran around the side of the building behind him

"Coop, down!" she screaned as she |l eveled her MP-10 and fired fromthe hip.
Coop didn't hesitate when he heard Jersey's command. He hit the deck and
covered his head with his arns.

He coul d hear the 9nm sl ugs whining inches fromhis head as they pl owed
into the eneny soldiers nere feet behind him

Jersey was back next to Coop and grabbing himby the arm before the nen
she'd shot were dead. Once he was on his feet, she took Coop's right arm
and draped it over her shoulders, leaving her right armfree to handl e
her rifle.



As they hobbl ed al ong, Coop bouncing on his good foot and trying to keep
up, they began to fall further behind the team

Coop jerked his armoff Jersey and pushed her ahead. "Go on, Jerse," he
shout ed.

"I"mnot |eaving you," she shouted back

He shook his head. "Go! No need of both of us buyin' it!"

Suddenly, Harley Reno materialized out of the blow ng sand. Wthout a
word, he handed his MP-10 to Jersey and bent, grabbed Coop by the

thighs, and lifted himover his shoulder in a fireman's carry.

"Cover ne!" he shouted to Jersey, and began to trot off into the night
after the team

Jersey held the two MP-10's at waist |level, one in each hand, and began
firing into the eneny troops as she backed quickly after Harley and Coop
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A slug tore into her left shoulder, burning a crease in the muscle as it
ri pped through her field jacket and maki ng her drop one of the machi ne guns.

The next thing she knew, Anna and Buddy were beside her, firing their
weapons into the group of eneny soldiers that kept coning

As the last of the soldiers went down under their fire, Buddy grunted
| oudl y and doubl ed over. Wien Anna grabbed his arm he straightened up
and yelled, "Let's go. I"'mall right!"

Thirty minutes later, the team was assenbled a couple of mles out in
the desert behind a small rising in the desert floor

"I's everyone here?" Buddy asked, his voice harsh as he fl opped down on
t he sand.

Harl ey nodded. "Yeah, Boss. We all made it out."

"Good, " Buddy said, his head noddi ng and his eyes hal f-shut. "Harl ey,
t ake over for me, will ya?"

Harl ey squatted next to where Buddy was half-lying. He noticed a bright
red splotch of blood on Buddy's stomach.

"Beth," Harley said urgently. "Bring nme your field pack! Buddy's been hit."

Bet h, who acted as the teanis nedic when in the field, rushed over and
jerked Buddy's shirt and jacket open

A small, neat hole was slowy oozing blood fromhis |eft abdonmen. She
rolled himto the side, and saw a nuch larger hole in the rear flank

Jerki ng her pack open, she pulled a pair of field-dressings fromit. "He
took a through-and-through hit," she explained as she sl apped the two
dressi ngs on the wound and began to circle his body with tape.



220
"Pop one of those norphine anpoul es open, would you, Anna?" she asked.

Mnutes later, with Buddy's wound dressed and the norphine dulling his
pain, Harley asked if he was going to be okay.

Bet h shrugged. "If the slug mssed his colon and his kidney, he should
do all right. If he nakes it through the next hour, it'll nean he's
probably safe."

"Ckay," Harley said. He reached down, took the GPS receiver from Buddy's
j acket pocket, and took a reading on the | ocation of the schedul ed
rendezvous with the other Scouts. He then addressed the rest of the
team "We've got a couple of hours to nmake the rendezvous point. Let's
see if we can fashion a stretcher out of a couple of rifles and a field
jacket. We'll take turns carrying Buddy."

221 Wil e nost of Barthol onew W1 ey-Sneyth's troops were busy attacki ng
t he convoy from Dhahran to Riyadh to slow them down, a handful of nen

wi th explosives training were left behind to arrange a suitable surprise
for the terrorists when they finally made it to the oil fields.

These SAS troops took all of the G4 plastique and Sentex plastique
they'd captured when they took the oil fields fromthe terrorists, and
began to fashion makeshift mnes fromthe small bricks of expl osives.
The sane radi o-control switches the terrorists had used to nmake the

pl ut oni um bonbs were used in the nines.

The only problemw th this arrangement was that the controls were all on
t he sane frequency, so the mnes wouldn't be able to be detonated
i ndi vidually, but would have to be set off all at the sane tine.

CGeorge Rearden, the sergeant in charge of the mining, decided to arrange
the mines in a huge semicircle in front of the oil fields. Once the
terrorists entered the circle, mnes would surround them and the effects
of the shrapnel would be devastating. The plastique bricks were buried a
couple of feet deep in the sand and gravel of the desert and covered
with nuts, bolts, screws, and nails his nen had found in the supply
sheds of the oil field.
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Smal|l flags were set in the ground at each end of the semcircle so the
men responsi ble for detonating the m nes would know when the terrorists
were fully in the trap.

Private Bill Blakely nmet with Sergeant Rearden after the | ast nine was
buried. "Sarge, | think we're about ready for the buggers now, " Bl akely
sai d, dusting sand off his SAS fatigues.

Rearden took two of the controls, one to be used as a backup in case the
first one didn't work, and placed themon a wooden table in one of the
supply sheds, next to the SOHFRAD radi o receiver they were using for
conmuni cations with WI ey- Sneyt h.

"Excellent, Bill," Rearden said. "Now, your job, your only job, is to
guard this rempte control with your very life."

"Sirl" Blakely said, snapping off a salute.



Rearden smled at the very young man, who was still full of piss and
vinegar. "No need to be so formal, soldier,” he said. "There aren't any
of ficers present."

Bl akel y bl ushed. "Yes, sir.
"And don't call me sir," Rearden said with nock anger in his voice. "I'm
not an officer ... | work for a living!"

Even Bl akely |l aughed at this old enlisted man's joke. "All right,
Sergeant," he said.

Rearden gl anced at the radi oman standi ng nearby next to the SCHFRAD
" St ephen, would you ring up Commander W1 ey-Sneyth on that contraption
and tell himwe're ready for himto return?"

St ephen Bal es nodded and began to twi st dials, and after a nonent gave
t he nessage to Bart.

Rearden coul d hear the sounds of gunfire and explosions in the
background as Bart said, "Thanks, son. I'ma mte busy here at the
nmonent, so would you mind call-
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ing the other squad | eaders and telling themto call off the attack and
return to base?"
"Certainly, sir," Bales said, and he began to call the other frequencies
of the various squad | eaders to tell themwhat Bart had said.

Rearden picked up his assault rifle and wal ked to the door of the shed.
Bef ore exiting, he | ooked back over his shoulder. "I'lIl be outside
getting the nen to their stations,” he said. "Gve me a shout if there's
any news | need to hear."

"Certainly, Sarge," Bales said.
"And renenber, Private," Rearden added, "we're counting on you to keep
that renote safe until it's needed."

"Right-o, Sarge," Bl akely answered, and barely stopped hinself from
sal uti ng again.

Bart tapped his driver, A phonse G een, on the shoulder and jerked his
head to the side after he put the m crophone down. "They're ready back
at base,"” he shouted to be heard over the roar of automatic weapons from
the two men in the rear of the jeep. "Let's head hone."

The driver jerked the wheel to the side, and the jeep skidded sideways
as it made a sharp turn and began to head back toward the oil fields.

Four slugs fromthe soldiers they' d been shooting at slamed into the

side of the jeep, but did no real damage. Seconds |ater, the jeep was

out of sight in the bl owing sand and headed for the oil fields to take
up the fight there.



As they raced down the road, Bart picked up the m crophone again and
punched in the frequency of Major Walter OReilly, the man he'd left in
charge of the forces
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in Rryadh. He'd tried to order Hugh Hol nsby to stay there in charge, but
Hugh had threatened to di sobey the order. He'd wanted to join Bart in
the assault on the convoy. Knowi ng he'd need his nobst experienced nmen on
the assault, Bart had given in and appointed O Reilly instead.

"Sir?" OReilly said.

"Bart here. The surprise package at the oil field is ready to be
delivered, and so I'mcalling off the attack and sendi ng everyone back
there. | don't know if the eneny will elect to try and take back the oi
field first, or head directly into town, so keep your guard up."

"Aye, sir," OReilly said. "The men are spread out all over the town. W
intend to give the canel jockeys a warm wel cone ourselves if it comes to
that."

"I"l1l meet you for a pint when this is over, Walter," Bart said.

"I'"ll look forward to it, sir. Are you buyi ng?"

"OfF course," Bart replied, with a laugh at the cheek of the man.

By the time Bart and his nen had assenbl ed on the edge of the oil field,
it was nearing dusk. The SAS assault teans had nmanaged to del ay the
convoy and rmeke a four-hour trip into al nost eight hours.

When taking stock, Bart found they'd lost six nen in the assault, al nopst
atenth of his total forces. Three others were wounded, though not so
badly they couldn't still fight. The nen got a kick out of Hugh and the
Davi dson brothers arriving in an eneny jeep, but Hugh refused to explain

how it'd happened.

Sergeant Rearden pointed out the locations of the nmines to Bart. "Good
job, Sergeant," Bart said. "The
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way you' ve positioned the mines, the eneny forces will have to enter the
trap if they cone straight at us."

Rear den nodded. "Yes, sir. | only hope they're not smart enough to try a
fl anki ng maneuver first."

Bart shook his head. "I doubt they'|ll bother with that, George. They
know t hey' ve got us seriously outnunbered, and their comander will be
under sone pressure not to |lose the daylight, so | think he'll cone
straight in fromthe road over there," he said, pointing at the opening
to the trap. "A lot of his heavy equi pnent won't do too well in the
sand, so | figure he'll try to keep themon solid ground."

"I don't know how nuch damage the plastique will do to tanks and things,

sir, but it'll damm sure nake m ncenmeat of the ground forces," Rearden said



Bart | aughed. "Equipnment's not worth spit without men to run it,
Sergeant," he said, slapping Rearden on the back

Once the nmen had eaten sonme field rations, Bart began to depl oy them
around the various oil derricks in the oil field, stationing them near
derricks that had outbuil dings or other large structures that would give
t hem some cover in the upcoming battle.

He put Rearden on top of the supply shed with a pair of night-vision
goggles, and told himto give the signal when the majority of the eneny
forces were within his trap. Then Bart noved to take up his own position
next to an oil derrick in the very front of the field. Hugh Hol nsby and
t he Davi dson brothers stationed thensel ves on either side of him along
with Staff Sergeant Al phonse Green. The terrorists were going to have to
go through themto get at their commander.
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WIlliamW Johnstone

Jamal Ahmed coul dn't understand why the multiple attacks on his convoy
had suddenly ceased, and things he couldn't understand made Ahmed nervous.

Li eut enant Sohail Shaeen pulled up next to Ahmed's HumVee in his smaller
jeep. "lI've gotten all of the men transferred from danmaged vehicles into
those that are still running, Commander," Shaeen said. "Do you want us
to proceed toward the oil fields now?"

"Li eutenant,” Ahmed asked, his eyes thoughtful and focused on the road
| eadi ng toward Riyadh and the oil fields, "why do you suppose the eneny
troops broke off their attack on the convoy?"

Shaeen shook his head. "I don't know, sir. Maybe they were |osing too
many nen. Remenber, our intelligence sources say they are very
short handed here. "

Ahmed gl anced at the junior officer, hoping he was correct in his
assessment of the situation. "How many confirned kills do we have?"

Shaeen shrugged. "Only six confirmed, sir, but there may have been many
nore than that."

"Do you think they could be setting a trap for us farther up the road?"
Ahmed asked.

"No, sir, | doubt it. | think they've pulled their forces back to nake a
last stand at the oil fields and in the city."

"Well, then, Lieutenant," Ahned said, making up his mnd. "Let us give
them the chance to die for what they believe. Mve the convoy out!"

"Yes, sir!" Shaeen said, and tapped his driver on the shoul der, pointing
to the head of the convoy.
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As his convoy neared the divide in the road, with one branch heading

toward the oil fields and the other toward Riyadh, Jamal Ahned called a
halt to the columm of trucks and equi pnent.



He pull ed his HunVee up next to the jeep Lieutenant Sohail Shaeen was
riding in, and | eaned out of the wi ndow.

"Li eutenant,” Ahmed said. "I want you to take the first ten trucks and
several of the Bradley vehicles and | ead an assault on the oil fields.
will take the rest of the convoy toward the city itself, where | suspect

the majority of the hostile troops are |ocated.”
"Yes, sir," Shaeen replied. "After | secure the oil fields, what are
your orders?"

"I want you to mine as nmany of the oil derricks as you can with the

supplies you have. Qur |eader, Abdullah El Farrar, says this is our

primary nission. W nust regain control of the oil fields as soon as
possi bl e before the eneny can send in reinforcements."

"Yes, sir. Consider it done," Shaeen said.
"Radi o ne as soon as you've driven out all of the eneny troops. El
Farrar is waiting anxiously for word of our success in this matter."

Shaeen nodded, and told his driver to proceed to the
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front of the convoy so he could direct the troops in their assault on
the oil derricks, which could be seen in the light of the noon | ooning
i ke prehistoric skel etons agai nst the night sky.

After the lead trucks and vehicles had turned toward the distant fields,
Jamal Ahmed took the point position in the convoy and headed toward the
lights of Riyadh in the distance.

Shaeen, who was an experienced field commander, pulled the trucks to a
stop some five hundred yards fromthe first of the oil derricks, and had
his men deploy in a wide |line behind the Bradl ey Assault Vehicles, which
he pl anned to have lead the attack

Once the Bradleys drew the fire of the eneny, he would have his troops
make a frontal assault on their positions. It was the classic maneuver
for a commander attacking a nunerically inferior force, and Shaeen

t hought it would be a routine assault.

He keyed the m crophone on his radio and told the drivers of the
Bradl eys to proceed at a slow speed toward the oil derricks so his
troops could keep up on foot.

In the cluster of oil derricks, hidden anmong the outbuil dings and
shacks, Barthol omew W ey-Snmeyth and his nen wat ched the approach of the
eneny forces.

"Let the lead vehicles get well within the mnefields before we expl ode
them" he told Rearden, who was |lying on top of the buil di ng observing
t he approachi ng eneny troops through his night-vision goggles. "I want
to wait until the foot soldiers are in the trap before we spring it."

"Aye, sir," Rearden answered, keeping his eyes on the
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troops and ignoring the Bradleys as they drew closer to his position

By the time the last of the troops had entered the jaws of the trap, the
Bradl eys were less than fifty yards fromBart's position.

"Now " he yelled, and opened fire on the Bradleys with his Uzi.

As his men followed suit, their bullets sparking as they ricocheted and
caroned off the metal arnor of the Bradl eys, Rearden pushed the button
on the renpte detonator

The mul tipl e packages of C-4 and Sentex exploded in a blinding flash of
light, followed by a trenendous booning series of explosions that
sounded as one.

Over five hundred terrorist troops were killed outright, their bodies
bl own into pieces as the shrapnel whistled through the air, while
hundreds nore were wounded by the flying shards of netal

The Bradl eys, who'd escaped the worst of the explosions, slowed as their
drivers | ooked to see what had happened behi nd t hem

Staff Sergeant Al phonse Green stood up from behind his cover and | obbed
a grenade at the closest Bradley. It |anded just under the right front
tire and expl oded, blowing the front tire conpletely off and tipping the
vehicle on its side

As its occupants scranbled to get out of the burning vehicle, they were
cut down by nurderous fire fromBart and his nen.

The other two Bradl eys opened fire on their position, driving them back
behi nd cover and woundi ng David Davidson in the |eft shoul der

More grenades were thrown, and they exploded harm essly off the arnor of
t he Bradl eys, but did make the
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drivers reverse their courses and race away fromthe derricks back
toward the hundreds of bodies of the troops behind them

Sohai |l Shaeen's driver was decapitated by the blast fromthe nines and
thrown bodily out of the jeep, which spun to the side and al npst
overturned before slowing to a stop

Shaeen, his left leg punctured in three places by shrapnel, nmanaged to
scoot over into the driver's seat and get the jeep turned around, headed
away fromthe oil field.

Once out of the snoke and airborne debris, he could see the extent of
t he danage done to his troops, and got on the radio and instructed his
squad | eaders to pull back and regroup behind the Bradl eys, which were
raci ng back toward his position

During the confusion, Bart pulled his nen back also and | ed them toward
the city, a couple of kiloneters away.



"Radio Walter OReilly and tell himwe're coming in," Bart said to his
radi oman. "We'll pull back into the city and take up positions there.
W' ve done all we can here.”

It took Lieutenant Shaeen al nbst an hour to regroup his forces and get
t hem headed back toward the oil fields. He left the dead and wounded
where they lay, intending to come back for them once he'd taken contro
of the oil fields.

He noved the nen slowy, expecting another trap, and was pleasantly
surprised to find the oil fields unguarded on his second assault.

Once he'd made sure there were no eneny forces remaining in the field,
he set his explosives experts to nin-
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ing the oil derricks, while he set up defensive positions around the
perimeter of the field.

Only after that was done did he send nmen out into the desert to try to
rescue any wounded that were still alive.

Jamal Ahmed, hearing the expl osions and seeing the huge fireball that
it up the night sky, slowed the convoy he was |eading toward the city,
fearing they'd underestimated the nunber of opposing forces they faced.

As the convoy neared the city, he came to the airport, which was off to
the left of the city. He stopped, trying to decide what to do next. Then
Shaeen radi oed himthat he had control of the oil fields and was in the
process of nmining the oil derricks.

"What happened?" Ahnmed asked.

"The enemy had mined the desert in front of the oil field, sir. | |ost
over a thousand nmen, dead and wounded, but did finally nanage to secure
the fields."

Ahmed nodded. That was i ndeed good news. El Farrar woul d be pl eased.
"Any sign of opposing forces?" he asked.

"No, sir. It appears they've all retreated toward the city."

"Good. Then they're trapped there," Ahnmed said. "I shall take control of
the airport to prevent the eneny fromusing it for reinforcenents, and
then | shall take the city."

232 TIT-TWO

By early in the evening, the skies over the Mddl e East began to clear
and the wi nds dropped down to al most normal |evels. For the first tine
in al most a week, the moon and stars coul d be seen

In Kuwait City, after being assured by his neteorol ogical teamthat the
stormwas over, at l|least for the next twenty-four hours, Ben Raines
scranbl ed the pilots that had been on standby for the past few days and
told themto get their engines warmed up. Hi s second call was to Jackie
Mal one, telling her to get her troops ready to roll

Jacki e put the phone down, called her second in comrand, Johnny WAl ker



and told himthe good news. She had al ready divided her battalion up
into two equal groups, with WAl ker scheduled to | ead the second group
whil e she retained cormand of the first group

The nmen and wonen of her battalion were on active standby, which neant
they'd be able to take off within one hour fromthe battle-stations call.

As soon as he had everyone noving toward the planes, Ben took the tine
to call his commanders in both Saudi Arabia and lran to tell them help
was on the way.

Hs first call was to Tehran to check in with Buddy's group. He was a
little surprised when Harley Reno answered the call instead of Buddy.
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"Harley, this is Ben. How cone Buddy isn't avail abl e?" Ben asked, sweat
begi nning to break out on his forehead at the thought of what m ght be

wr ong.

"Hey, Ben," Harley answered, his voice nore serious than usual. "Buddy's
okay, but he's taken a hit in the gut."

"How serious?" Ben asked.

"The medic thinks he'll be fine. The bullet passed conpletely through
and there doesn't seemto be any serious internal damage, but he's not
in any shape to fight."

"You in charge?" Ben asked.

"For right now," Harley answered.

"Can | talk to Buddy?" Ben asked.

"Uh, | don't think so, sir," Harley replied. "The nedic's just given him
a shot of norphine and he's kinda out of it right now "

Just then, a soldier wal ked into Ben's office.

"Wait one, Harley," Ben said, and turned to the young man. "Yeah?"

"The ship with the helicopters on it just arrived, General," the man

said. "They're unloading and fueling them now. "

"Great!" Ben said. He keyed the m ke again. "Harley, the choppers from
our home base are here. Do you have control of the airport?"

"For the time being, sir, but it'll be dicey holding it. W' ve got a
bunch of hostiles on our doorstep.”

"Well, the weather's cleared and |I'Il be sending Jackie and half her
battalion to see you. 1'll have the choppers make a pass over the
airport first. Pop a green canister if it's safe. If you can't hold it,
then 1'll have the choppers strafe it until it's safe for Jackie and her

troops to land."

"Roger that, GCeneral."



"Ch, and Harley . . ."

"Sir?"
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"Tell Buddy I'lIl be coming along with the troops."

"That's good news, sir," Harley replied, relief in his voice at the news.

Ben signed off, and i mediately call ed Barthol omew W1 ey-Sneyth's
headquarters in Ri yadh

When Bart was on the line, Ben asked, "How re you hol ding up, Bart?"
"By the skin of our teeth, Ben," Bart replied. "The hostiles are thick
as thieves here. So far we've managed to keep themout of the city, but
I"mafraid we lost the oil fields."

"Hang in there, buddy," Ben said. "Help is on the way."

"We' || do our best," Bart replied. "W've retreated fromthe oil fields
and are holed up in the city."

"How about the airport?" Ben asked.

"We had to abandon it, Ben. I"'mpretty sure it'll be in the terrorists'
hands by the time you can get reinforcenments here."

Ben thought for a noment. "COkay, that's no problem W have sone
hel i copters that should be able to clear the way for our troops to land."

"We'll do what we can, Ben, but tell the pilots not to spare the gas."
"Roger that, Bart," Ben said, and broke the connection

As soon as he was off the radio, Ben went into his quarters, changed
fromhis uniforminto battle fatigues, and ran toward the airport to
join Jacki e and her troops.

Ten C-141 StarLifter aircraft were lined up on the tarmac, waiting to
take of f. The StarlLifters, |longer and wider than the older C 130's,
could handle nore cargo and troops than the C 130 Hercul es coul d.
Wereas the C
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130s could transport, only ninety-two paratroopers or 128 battl e-ready
troops, the C 14s could transport 168 or 208 respectively, and at a
slightly faster speed.

The first two StarlLifters were | oaded with paratroopers, while the other
ei ght were | oaded with regul ar troops.

Ben ran up to Jackie, who was preparing to board one of the planes with
her paratroopers.



She turned and rai sed an eyebrow when she saw Ben in battle fatigues.
"You comn' to this party, boss?" she asked.

Ben nodded as he slipped into a parachute and strapped on his weapons.
"Buddy' s been wounded, Jackie, and |I'm gonna take over his command in
Tehran."

Jackie grinned. "Then, 1'll go with the plane that's headed to Riyadh."
"Let the choppers lead the way, Jackie," Ben said. "Comrander
W ey-Smeyth says the hostiles control the airport there."

"That shouldn't be a problem™" Jackie drawled in her thick Texas accent.
"We'll let the whirlybirds soften "emup while we junp on the outskirts.
By the time we hit the dirt, they should be on the run."

Ben stepped in close and shook her hand. "Be careful, Jackie. Remenber,
we'll still be outnunbered ten to one."

She grinned. "Those odds oughta be about right then. W wouldn't want it
to be too easy."

Ben turned and clinbed into the cargo bay of the big StarLifter that was
headed for Iran.

When the Scout paratroopers saw who was joining them they all broke
into wide smles. "Wl cone aboard, General," one of the gunnery
sergeants said, snapping off a quick salute

"It's been a while since |I jumped, Qunny," Ben said. "You may have to
kick ne off the plane."
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"Not to worry, sir," the sergeant said as he stepped up to Ben and gave
hi s equi pment a quick going-over. "It's just like riding a bicycle

you never forget how. "

"Fromyour lips to God's ears, son,"
the rest of the Scouts.

Ben said, taking his seat al ongside

"You get a sitrep fromthe target zone, sir?" the sergeant said, sitting
next to Ben.

"Yeah. It's gonna be a hot zone," Ben replied.

The sergeant grinned. "Wuldn't have it any other way, sir.

As the StarLifter gunned its engi nes, readying for takeoff, six
McDonnel | Dougl as AH 64 Apache helicopters were already in the air
headi ng toward the targets, three to Iran and three to Saudi Arabia.
Since both Ri yadh and Tehran were around three hundred mles from Kuwait
City, the choppers would be at the extremes of their three-hundred-nile
range when they arrived. There would be no tine for refueling on the
way, so the helicopters would only be able to nake one or two passes on
the airports before they ran out of fuel

Ben gave a silent prayer the six Hellfire antitank m ssiles and the M230
30mm chai n guns each of the Apaches carried would be enough to clear the
airports so the troops could land. If they weren't, the C 14s woul d have



to try to land on the desert, which wasn't a happy thought.
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As the G141 StarlLifter carrying Jackie Ml one and her Scout

par at roopers approached the airport just outside of R yadh, Jackie nade
her way to the cockpit and asked the pilot if she could be put through
to the lead pilot in the Apache helicopters that were | eading the way in.

"Sure, ma'am" the pilot said. He twisted a dial on the instrunment pane
and spoke a few words into his headset m crophone. He slipped the
headset off and handed it back over his shoul der to Jackie.

"You' re gonna be talking to Major Juan Gomez, ma'am" he said.
"Mpj or Gonez," Jackie said after slipping the headset over her head.

"Yes, ma'am"” the pilot responded, his voice soft with the slight
Mexi can accent Jacki e renmenbered from her home state of Texas.

"How s your fuel, Mjor?"

She heard a | ow chuckle. "No problem Probably got at |east a teacup
left," Gomez replied.

"You have enough left for a couple of strafing runs over the airport?"
"That depends on how well this baby flies on funes," Gonmez answered.
"We' |l nake at |east one and we can try for another. 1'll try to
position my birds so if we run
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out of fuel, we'll drop on the heavi est concentration of hostiles. How s
t hat ?" CGonez asked, only half kidding.

"Don't take any chances, Mjor," Jackie advised, grinning at the bravery
of the man. "If you get too |ow, put the choppers down on the east side
of the airport. That's where we're gonna be dropping, sSo we can give you
and your men sonme cover."

"Il try, ma'am but nmy fuel warning light's been blinking for the past
ten mnutes, and these birds have all the gliding characteristics of
rocks. \When the engine quits, we're gonna go straight down."

Jacki e shook her head. There was just no reasoning with pilots. "Roger
that, Mjor. Good luck," Jackie said, and clicked off the m ke and
handed t he headset back to the pilot of the StarLifter

"As soon as the Apaches make their first run, drop us off to the east of
the airport,"” she said. "I'd like us to be on the ground by the tine
they line up for their second attack."

The pilot didn't answer, but just nodded his head.

Jacki e wal ked back into the cargo hold and punped her fist in the air,
signaling her nmen to get ready to junp.

Mnutes later, the StarlLifter turned to the east and the | oading ranp at
the rear of the plane began to open. Wen the |ight changed fromred to



yellow to green, Jackie and her troops sinply ran out of the back of the
pl ane and dove into thin air.

The pilot had themat the very | owest possible altitude for a regular
junp so as to minimze their time in the air, when they would be
hel pl ess agai nst ground fire.

After instructing his fellow pilots to try to avoid doing any damage to
t he runways, Major Gonmez tilted the nose of his Apache down and
increased his throttle, going in |low and fast along the edges of the
runway. Through the
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Pl exi gl as wi ndshi eld, he could see nunmerous vehicles and even sone
foxhol es the eneny troops had dug in the desert al ong the runways.
Taki ng the eastern side first to give sonme protection to the

par atroopers, Gonez triggered his M230 30mm chai n gun, and watched as

t housands of slugs tore into the eneny troops and shredded the vehicles
par ked al ongsi de the runway.

Maj or Billy Thornton, in the second Apache, concentrated his fire on the
bui | di ngs and control tower on the west side of the airport. He could
see many hostile troops on the roofs and as he began his run saw the
glittering red dots of their guns as they fired at him

Deci di ng agai nst using his chain gun on the first run, Thornton instead
fired his 2.75-inch rockets at the bases of the buildings. He pulled up
over the buildings just as the rockets expl oded, sending up huge billows
of snoke and fl ane.

As he passed over the buildings, a line of holes stitched across his
wi ndshi el d, shattering it and sending razor-sharp shards rattling
agai nst his hel met visor.

"Bastards!" he yelled, and jerked the nose of the Apache around for a
second run over the ruined buil dings.

As his engi ne coughed once and then caught again, Thornton could see
dozens of eneny troops scranbling to get away fromthe buil di ngs and out
of his line of fire.

He bared his teeth in a savage grin and opened fire with his chain gun
decimating the running troops and nowi ng them down |ike so nmuch wheat.

Just as his engine faltered again, Thornton caught sight of a tank

com ng out from behind one of the buildings. He had time to fire one

Hel Ifire mssile before the rudder became heavy in his hand and he began
to |l ose control of the Apache.
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It took all of Thornton's strength to hold the rudder and collective as
he auto-rotated down to a rather hard | andi ng next to the runway.

He grabbed the Uzi off the floor next to his feet and bailed out of the
cockpit, crouching next to the rocket tubes as several bullets pinged
of f the fusel age next to his head.



A group of eight or ten hostiles were running across the tarmac toward
him firing Kal ashni kovs as they ran

Thornton raised the Uzi and triggered off a burst that dropped three of
the nmen, but the rest kept com ng, driving himback behind cover with
their fire.

Thornton reached up and wapped his fingers around the cross that hung
around his neck on a silver chain, figuring it was his tinme to die.

A roaring whup-whup-whup sounded overhead and Maj or Gonez's chopper
zoonmed by, not nore than twenty feet off the ground, and cut the nen
down with his chain gun before they could get to Thornton

Thornton stood up and watched hel pl essly as Gonez's Apache tilted
crazily to one side and dropped onto the desert sand, crunpling like it
was made of tin instead of reinforced titanium

"Crazy son of a bitch," Thornton growl ed as he ran toward t he w eckage.
He knew Gonmez had used the last of his fuel to save his life rather than
| andi ng safely.

Luckily, the lack of fuel in the Apache kept it frombursting into
flanmes. By the tine Thornton arrived at the crash site, Gomez had kicked
hi s door open and was draggi ng hinsel f out of the cockpit. Both his |egs
were at funny angles, but he was alive.

Thornton pulled himfree of the helicopter and | aid himback up agai nst
one of the wheels. Then he reached inside
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the cockpit and took out the medical kit strapped to the sidewall.

Popping it open, he took out a norphine syringe and stuck it in Gonez's
t hi gh.

"Thanks, Juanito," he said as GComez's eyes slowy closed in blissful sleep

Thornt on grabbed his Uzi and whirled around as a roaring, coughing sound
cane from behind him He relaxed when he saw it was only Jack Ashford,
the pilot of the third Apache, |anding a dozen yards away. He'd tinmed it
so close that his engine quit just as the wheels touched down.

Ashford junmped out of the helicopter and ran over to Thornton. He too
had his Uzi in his hands. "Thought you boys might |ike some conpany,"” he
said as he took up position next to Thornton and Gomez.

"Hell, yeah!" Thornton yelled back. "There are never enough rednecks
around to suit ne."

Ashford grinned and took a couple of long, fat cigars fromhis flight
suit. It was a tradition anmong the chopper pilots to Iight one up after
a successful m ssion

He flicked his Zippo lighter and they both puffed cl ouds of
evil-smelling snoke as they watched for hos-tiles.



As Jacki e Mal one and the other 167 paratroopers floated to the ground,
t hey came under some snall-arns fire fromterrorist troops, but it was
slight, and ceased as soon as the Apaches began to strafe the eneny
positions al ong the runways.

Once on the ground, the Scouts jettisoned their chutes, formed into a
wi de line, and began to jog toward the eneny positions, firing as they
advanced.
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When they arrived at the foxhol es of the eneny troops, they found
hundreds of bodies torn asunder by the rmurderous fire of the Apaches
chain guns. The few eneny troops left alive threw down their guns and
rifles and held up their hands in surrender

Jacki e assigned a couple of nen to take charge of the prisoners, and |ed
the rest in a frontal assault on the ruined, snoldering buildings on the
ot her side of the runway.

The slight resistance they faced was soon overpowered by the ferocious
fighting of the Scouts, and in |l ess than half an hour, they had conplete
control of the airfield.

Jacki e nmotioned her radioman to her side and called the other C14's and
told themit was safe to | and. She spread her nen out along the runways
as a guard until the big birds had | anded safely.

As the troops poured out of the StarlLifters, Jackie began to get them
organi zed for an assault on the eneny troops that were |aying siege to
the city in the distance.

Appropriating every vehicle that wasn't damaged too nmuch to be
operative, she |oaded her troops into the jeeps and Bradl eys and tanks,
and had themlead the way toward the city.

Sone of the troops were assigned to carry fuel to the two Apaches that
were still functional so they could aid in the counterattack on the city.

In R yadh, Barthol onew WI ey-Sneyth had his neager force of nmen spread
out among the city buildings, on rooftops and top stories so they'd have
a good line of fire at the eneny troops that were attenpting to enter
the city.

As the Apache helicopters, with full fuel tanks, flew
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toward the city, Bart had his nen pop green gas grenades to show the
pilots where the friendly troops were.

Jamal Ahmed' s troops, caught between the pincers of several thousand
SUSA troops and Bart's nen, were no match for the Apaches' withering
fire and Hellfire mssiles.

By mid-afternoon, it was all over. Jamal Ahned had been killed when his
Hum/ee was bl own to splinters by a Hellfire mssile. Lieutenant Sohai



Shaeen, seeing there was no hope of victory, had surrendered the few
eneny troops renmaining alive to Jackie Ml one's Scouts.

O the ten thousand troops El Farrar had sent toward Ri yadh, only three
t housand remai ned alive, many injured severely. The prisoners of war
were gathered in a |arge, open field and surrounded by guards.

Bart clinbed down out of the building he'd been fighting fromand wal ked
up to Jackie. He saluted and then stuck out his hand. "Thanks for com ng
so soon, ma'am" he said, not able to ascertain Jackie's rank from her
battl e fatigues, which were without an officer's ranking on them

"dad to oblige, Commander," Jackie said, taking his hand and gri pping
it hard enough to make himw nce. "And the nane's Jackie."

"What's the status of the oil fields, Jackie?" Bart asked, his face
bl ushing at the informality of the American

Jacki e shook her head. "W haven't cleared themyet," she said. "I
figured they'd be booby-trapped, and we might want to let the ranking
officer of the terrorist forces try to get the hostiles there to give up
wi t hout destroying the oil wells.”
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Bart nodded. "Good idea. Any idea who that m ght be?" he asked.

Jackie motioned to a small group of nen behind her, and they noved aside
to reveal Lieutenant Sohail Shaeen standing there, his wists restrained

by a plastic restraint.

She waved her armat him "Be ny guest, Conmander. You are still the
officer in charge of this city."

"Thanks," Bart said, noving to stand in front of Shaeen
"Do you speak English?" he asked.

Shaeen nodded. "OF course, Commander," he answered with a heavy accent.

Bart waved his armat the numerous forces around them "As you can see,
Li eutenant, we have nore than enough troops to take the oil fields back
fromyour forces."

Shaeen's eyes followed Bart's gesture. "Yes, Conmander, | can see that."

"Have your men mned the oil wells?" Bart asked.

Shaeen gave a sad half smile. "I'"mafraid |I cannot answer that,
Commander. You are aware of the Geneva Convention and its rules
concerning treatment of prisoners of war, | take it?"

Bart snmiled grimy back at Shaeen. "Lieutenant, |let me give you sone
facts. You and your nen are not prisoners of war. You belong to no
recogni zed country's armed forces and you are not fighting in a declared
war. You are terrorists and spies, nothing nore."

When Shaeen started to speak, Bart held up his hand. "And as such, | am
sure you are aware we would be perfectly within our rights to execute
you and your men on the spot."



"But. . ." Shaeen began

Bart gl anced pointedly at his wistwatch. "You have
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ten mnutes to make up your mnd, Lieutenant. After that we will begin
to execute your men one by one until you are all dead. And then we will

attack the oil fields and wi pe our your troops there to the |last man."

Shaeen gl anced around at the stony faces of the troops around him "But
surely you do not want the oil wells destroyed."

Bart shrugged. "The npbst your nen can do will be to blow up the
derricks. The damage from such an act could be repaired in a matter of

days." He glanced at his watch again. "You now have ei ght m nutes,
Li eutenant, or the lives of all of your men will be on your head."
Shaeen's eyes dropped and his shoulders slunped. "I will see what | can

do, Commander."

Bart glanced at Jacki e and wi nked so Shaeen couldn't see him "G ve the
lieutenant a jeep, please, Jackie. W'll let himgo and have a talk with
hi s conrades."
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Haji Kuchkool, with Farid Zamet riding in the rear of his HunVee, stayed
well to the rear of the advancing troops as they noved closer to the oi
fields.

He wi nced in synpathy and anger as he saw hundreds of his men cut down
by the withering fire fromthe defenders, as well as the rocket grenades
that, with no vehicles to concentrate on, were now |l anding in the middle
of his troops and cutting them down by the dozens.

By the time his nen overran the oil derricks and found the defenders had
retreated, the field in front of the oil field was covered with dead and
dyi ng men, and the screans and noans were pitiful to listen to.

Kuchkool turned to one of his lieutenants. "Go out into the field and
shut those nen up,"” he ordered. "Their cowardly crying is bad for norale.

The young sol di er nodded, not having the slightest idea how he was goi ng
to accomplish this, short of killing the nen hinself. However, as young
as he was, he knew it was certain death to defy or question Comrander
Kuchk-ool's orders, so he noved as rapidly as he could to get out of the
sight of his tenperanental | eader.

As Kuchkool approached the area where the defenders had | ast been
sighted, followed closely behind by Farid Zanet, he noticed a tent
pi tched between two oil derricks.
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The tent was lighted fromthe inside by what | ooked like a lantern
hangi ng on a pole in the center of the tent.

Kuchkool pointed with the barrel of his Kalashni kov. "Look there, Farid,
there is a radio antenna on top of the tent. Perhaps this is the eneny's
conmuni cati ons headquarters."

Zamet nodded. "Maybe they |l eft sone inportant papers behind that wll
give us sone insight into the strength of their forces in the city," he
suggest ed.

"Let us go |ook," Kuchkool said, snmiling at the thought of the praise he
woul d receive fromEl Farrar if he found sonething inportant.

As he noved toward the tent, a trenmendous explosion cane fromfifty
yards away, followed i nmediately by screans of pain and terror as a
giant fireball roared into the sky.

Kuchkool and Zamet both hit the dirt, landing on their faces in the
gravel and sand as hundreds of pieces of nolten shrapnel tore over their
heads and shredded the walls of the tent in front of them

Once he was certain there were going to be no nore expl osi ons, Kuchkoo
got slowy to his feet, dusting hinself off as he glared toward the
source of the explosion

"What happened?" he asked a sol di er who was wal king toward him a dazed
expression on his face.

"The eneny soldiers left a box full of grenades behi nd, Conmander," the
young man said, sleeving soot and dirt off his face. "It nust have been
m ned, for it went off and killed al nost a dozen men who were nearby."

Kuchkool gl anced at Zanet, and then at the tent in front of them a
specul ative expression on his face.

Zamet, catching the neaning of his stare, backed slowy away fromthe
tent, his eyes wide with fear
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"Sol di er," Kuchkool said, "there are sone papers in that tent over
there. Go and get themfor ne."

The soldier, still dazed fromhis close call of nonments before, nodded
and noved toward the tent.

Kuchkool, follow ng Zanet's |ead, also backed away fromthe tent and
nmoved over behind a nearby oil derrick

Just as he got to the tent, the soldier stunbled over the wire Harl ey
had left, and had tinme to | ook down before the plastique bricks attached
to the wire expl oded

The sol dier was blown into several pieces, and both Kuchkool and Zanet
were knocked off their feet by the force of the blast.

"Al'lah be nerciful," Zanet groaned fromhis position fiat on his back. A
smal |l trickle of blood ran down his forehead and onto his cheek from
where a small pebble had ricocheted off a beam and into his skin.



Once agai n, Kuchkool got to his feet and brushed hinmself off. Severa
soldiers ran up to himand asked himif he was all right.

"Yes, yes, of course,"” he answered inpatiently. He | ooked at Zanet as he
was clinmbing to his feet. "Perhaps we should hold off searching the oi
field until dawn. It will be easier to spot the traps that have
obviously been left for us in daylight," he said.

Zamet nodded, only too happy to get out of this accursed place before he
too was bl own apart.

"Gat her the troops," Kuchkool ordered a nearby junior officer. "W nove
against the city."

As he wal ked toward his HumvVee, Kuchkool grow ed, "I swear by Allah
will destroy the infidel dogs for what they've done to ny troops tonight."

Zamet kept his mouth shut. He wasn't about to tell the commander he
hadn't done all that well so far
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Once he was sure the nedic had done all he could for Buddy, Harley
called a strategy neeting of the squad | eaders of the Scout teans hol ed
up in Tehran

Maj or Jackson Bean, WIlie Running Bear, Sanuel O enents, and Sue Waters
were all in attendance.

"Mpj or Bean," Harley began, "as ranking officer, you are next inline to
Buddy to take command."

"I"'mtold Buddy asked you to take command, Harley," Bean said, smling.
"Let's hear what you have to say before | decide whether to take comrand
or not."

Harl ey shook his head. "That order by Buddy was just to get us out of
the desert and into the city, Major."

Bean nodded. "All right then, here's how | see our situation. W're
out nunmbered a hundred to one. The only thing we've got going for us is
we're small enough to be extrenely nobile, while the larger force wll
be forced to nove at a snail's pace.”

Harl ey grinned, seeing where the major was going with his talk.

"The other thing in our favor is that it is the nmddle of the night.
Scouts are trained to fight in darkness, while nost regular troops are not."

He paused. "My idea is to |leave half our forces here in the city, spread

out among as many buildings as we can so they'll seemlike a |arger
force. Wien they draw the hostiles' fire, the rest of our men and wonen,
divided up into small two- and three-man groups, will attack fromthe

flanks and rear, hitting hard and fast and then di sappearing back into
t he darkness. Pretty soon, the bastards won't know whether they're



comi ng or going."

Harl ey laughed. "And with our silencers, half the tinme they won't even
know t hey' ve been attacked until they're already dead."
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Bean | ooked at his squad | eaders. "Ckay, guys and gals, let's get our
teans put together and get them out of sight and ready to nove."

He gl anced at Harley. "I think your teamis nmpst used to guerrilla
warfare, so we'll have your guys be sone of our nobile troops, if you
agree."

"Absolutely,"” Harley said, glad he hadn't been consigned to sit on a
rooftop waiting for the enenmy to come to him He knew the rest of the
teamfelt the same way: They'd all rather take the fight to the eneny
t han the opposite.

Back in the roomwhere the rest of the teamwaited with Buddy, Harley
told themthe good news. "Coop, you and Jersey team up; Anna, you cone

with nme; Hanmer, you and Beth take Corrie with you and you'll be in
charge of conmuni cations with Major Bean and the other nobile teans.
He'Il et us know through you if any of the stationary troops come under

too much fire so you can send a nobile teamto take the heat off them"

"What about Buddy?" Jersey asked, |ooking over at his sl eeping body on a
cot against a far wall.

"Maj or Bean is going to | eave some nmen here with him He'll be a | ot
saf er than any of us, Jersey."

Everyone nodded, and began to nove off together in their teans,
di scussi ng anong thensel ves how they were going to work the attack

As they went down the stairs, Coop |eaning heavily on the handrail and
still linmping, Jersey glanced at himout of the corner of her eye.

"Maybe you' d better ask Jackson if you can take a position in one of the
bui | di ngs, Coop. That ankle still |ooks pretty bad," she said.

Coop pressed his lips together and shook his head.
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"Not on your life, Jersey." He paused and | ooked at her. "But it m ght
be better for you to ask Harley to assign you another teammate. |'l]I
probably just slow you down."

She stopped and turned to | ook square at him "You say anything |ike
that again and it won't only be your ankle that's swollen . . . it'll be

your jaw too."

"But. . . but I just. . ." Coop began as she turned and wal ked away down
the stairs.

"Shut up, Coop," she grow ed over her shoulder. "For once in your life,
shut up!"



"Uh, yes, ma'am" Coop said, grinning at the back of her head.

"Wait right here," she ordered when they got to the door. "I1'll be right
back. "

Five mnutes later, she returned, driving up in an old U S. Arny jeep
that |l ooked as if it'd spent the last fifty years in the desert. The
tires were worn alnost flat and the paint had faded to the col or of
rusted netal, but the engine still sounded good.

"Jesus," Coop said. "Wat nuseumdid you find that in?"

"I saw it on our way in to town earlier," she answered. "Renenber the
history of World VWar |17?"

"Yeah, what of it?" Coop asked as he clinbed into the passenger seat.
"In the deserts of North Africa, there were squads of men driving these
j eeps agai nst the Gernmans. They called thensel ves The Desert Rats, if |

renmenber correctly.”

Coop | aughed and grabbed the wi ndshield as Jersey took off in a cloud of

snoki ng exhaust. "Well, fellowrat," he yelled over the sound of the
engine, "let's go get us some cheese!"
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THI RTY- FI VE

As the battle over Tehran began to rage, the silver space ship flashed
into the upper reaches of the earth's atnosphere, leveling off at a
di stance of sonme two hundred mles.

Since all of the satellites nonitored by the U N and by the Intel
officers at the SUSA were turned to observe the goings on in the Mddle
East, the ship was unobserved by anyone in authority on the planet.

The navigator of the ship, still flushed and breathing heavily fromhis
encounter with his new female friend, punched a button on the console in
front of him Mnents later, his captain's voice canme out of a nearby
speaker .

"Yes, Garthul, what is it?"

"W have reached the planet where the radi o-frequency em ssions
originated, Captain."

"Have you set up a synchronous orbit?"

"Of course, sir.

"Then | shall be there nonentarily. Call the science officer and have
hi m begi n hi s measurenents of atnosphere and surface tenperatures.”
"Yes, sir," the navigator replied, and hastily buzzed the cubicle of the
science officer. He would be glad to have soneone el se on the bridge

when the captain arrived. It was nerve-w acki ng being al one with soneone who
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m ght deci de you would be nore useful as food than as a navigator

As the navigator circled the planet, the science officer was busily
peering through the various instrunents on the bridge and naki ng copi ous
notes on his handhel d conputer board.

Suddenly, he stiffened and pulled his head away fromthe view ng screen
to stare at the navigator. "Garthul, stop the ship and hold it steady
over this position for a while," he ordered.

"Yes, sir," the navigator answered, twisting dials to slow the ship.
Sonetimes it seemed to himthat everyone on this blasted ship outranked
him even though it was his skill that kept themall fromflying into

t he nearby sun and bei ng incinerated.

"What is it you see, Science Oficer," Garthul asked, making sure to
keep the tone of his voice subservient.

"There seens to be an armed conflict occurring in that area of what
| ooks |ike desert below us."

"Are the radiation levels clinbing?" Garthul asked, since armed conflict
on civilized worlds usually nmeant the use of atonic weapons.

"No, and that is sonmewhat strange. Perhaps this world has not progressed
to the | evel necessary to produce atom c weapons yet."

Garthul smiled. That woul d i ndeed be good news. Pre-atomic civilizations
were al ways easy to overthrow, whereas sone of the post-atom c ones had
given themtrouble in the past.

At that noment, the captain strolled into the control room Gart hul
noticed the captain's chest and genital area were as flushed as his
were. Perhaps the captain too had
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nm ssed fem nine conpanionship in the fifty years of their sleep.

"Science Oficer, what do you have to report on the status of this
pl anet ?" he asked.

The science officer snapped to attention, carefully keeping his eyes off
the flushed, swollen genitals of the captain.

"It looks well so far, sir," he replied. "The anbient tenperature, while
alittle low for optimumlevels, is certainly within our paraneters, as
is the atnosphere.™

While his officer was reporting, the captain bent and peered through one
of the tel escopic screens at the surface of the planet below "What are
those flashes | see?" he asked, |ooking up fromthe screen at the
science officer.

"There appears to be a war going on, sir."
"No increase in radiation |evel s?"

"None. "



The captain gave a rare snile. "Good. Then we shall send a nessage back
hone that we've found a planet that |ooks suitable for col onization
That will make the supreme commander very happy, as |'msure the

popul ation pressure is getting stronger by the day."

The science officer snapped off a salute. "I'Il ready the subspace probe
i medi ately, sir."

"Garthul ," the captain said as he lowered his head to the screen again,
"make a circle of this planet. I'd like to see what this misbegotten
hunk of rock |ooks like fromall sides."

He grinned out of the side of his nmouth. "After all, if it is to be
naned after me, perhaps | should know what |'m getting as a namesake."

"Yes, sir," Garthul answered, and he began to change the dials on the
consol e.
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"Uh, one thing, sir,"” the science officer said hesitantly.

"Yes?"

"Fromwhat |'ve seen, alnost two thirds of the planet is covered with
water and will be totally useless to col onization."

"No matter," the captain replied, his grin fading. "A few t hernonucl ear
charges should take care of that. Wthin a few kronons, the areas w ||
be as dry as a tri-tonare's tongue."

Bot h the navigator and the science officer |aughed at the slightly
of f-col or joke.
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Maj or Jackson Bean elected to stay with the soldiers guarding the
bui | di ng where Buddy Rai nes was sl eeping. He did send his squad | eaders
out with the nobile patrols to harass and bedevil the invading terrori st
troops, and hopefully slow them down until help from Ben Rai nes coul d
arrive.

Wllie Running Bear and Samuel Cl ements couldn't wait to get a chance at
the invaders, but Sue Waters hesitated as she left the room She turned
in the doorway, her hand on the janb, and asked, "You sure you don't
want me to stay here with you, Chief?"

Bean shook his head. "Naw, | wouldn't dare try and keep you from sendi ng
a few of our visiting friends to see Allah, Sue. Go ahead on, these boys
here will keep Buddy and ne safe.”

Sue gave the Scouts in the roomw th Bean a sonber stare. "They'd
better, or they'll have soneone a | ot worse than those ragheads to worry
about ! "

She whirled around and ran fromthe roomto join her friends as they
rounded up sone transportation to carry themout into the desert and



away fromthe city.
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As Jersey drove out into the desert in the jeep she'd commandeered for
her and Coop to use, she saw the lights of the huge convoy of troops and
vehicles as it turned fromits assault on the oil fields and headed back
toward Tehran.

"Jesus, look at that," she said, |oudly enough to be heard over the
engine. "There's a |l ot nen who're gonna be awfully pissed at the
surprises Harley left for them"

Coop smiled as he checked the | oads in the nmagazi ne of his Heckler and
Koch MP-10 nachi ne gun. "Yep, | reckon so," he drawed in a very bad
Gary Cooper imtation

Jersey gl anced at hi mand shook her head. "What? Now you're pretending
to be John Wayne?"

"John Wayne?" Coop protested. "Are you deaf? That was Gary Cooper."
"Gary Cooper never played in any war novies," Jersey said, grimacing as
the jeep bounced into the air as it ran over a boulder in the mddle of
the canel track that was supposed to be a road.

"Ch, no?" Coop jeered. "Wat about Gunga D n?"

Jersey nodded, conceding the point. "Ckay, |I'll give you that one. O
course, I'mnot old enough to remenber those old novies you | ove so nmuch."

"You think it's about time we turned the headlights off, dear, or do you
want themto see us coning?" Coop asked, pointing at the Iine of lights
on the main road off to the side that the terrorists were using.

Jersey | eaned forward and snapped off the headlights, letting the jeep
slow so she wouldn't run too far off their trail in the sudden darkness.

As the jeep slowed to a stop, she | ooked over at him "Okay, Gary or
@Qunga, or whatever you want nme to call you . . . what's your pleasure?
Do we sit back and stay
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on the edges of the troops and snipe thema fewat a tine, or do we
charge in like the Light Brigade and do a little maxi num damage before
turning tail and running back out into the night?"

"Well, since our only purpose is to slow them down and confuse the hel
out of 'em it won't do much good to kill a fewat a tine," Coop said,
his eyes glued on the enornous anpbunt of men and machi nes sl owy passing
a couple of kiloneters away.

"My thoughts exactly, Coop old boy. You may be a chauvinistic pain in
the ass, but we do speak the sanme | anguage when it comes to wasting
enem es," Jersey said as she fiddled with the gearshift.

"Well, thank you, Jersey," Coop replied, his lips curling in a half



snmle. "And even though you are a ball-breaking, dyed-in-the-wool
fem ni st nman-hating asshole, there's no one I1'd rather be in a firefight
with than you."

Jersey | aughed. "Thanks, Coop, | think," she said. "But seriously, Coop
| don't hate men . . . just jerks."

As the last of the vehicles in the convoy rolled past, |eaving nothing
but darkness in their wakes, Coop got up on the backrest of his seat
with his feet on the seat itself. He jerked back on the |oading | ever of
his MP-10, clicking a shell into the firing chamber. "Hand ne that gym
bag on the floor there, will ya?" he said.

Jersey finished getting her Uzi ready and then handed Coop the gym bag.
She' d picked a Mni-Uzi so she could fire it one-handed while steering
the jeep with the other hand. That woul d have been inpossible with the
MP- 10 she preferred for normal conbat.

Coop opened the gym bag he'd brought with them and took out four
fragnent ati on grenades. He hung themon his belt by their
trigger-levers, settled hinself back with
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his MP-10 held in both hands, and | ooked at Jersey. "Ready to rock and
roll?" he asked.

"Let's boogie!" Jersey growl ed, and she jammed the jeep into gear and
popped the clutch

The rear wheels spun and the rear of the jeep veered around until they
were headed toward the road the terrorists were using to approach Tehran

The rear of the terrorist colum was about a hundred yards ahead of them
on the road when Jersey got to it and swerved onto the pothol ed tarnmac
after them

She quickly ran through the gears until she was in high, and then she
took her Uzi and held it out over the door with her left hand, flicking
the safety off with her thunb.

As they drew closer to the last vehicle in line, a deuce-and-a-half wth
a canvas top that was full of foot soldiers, she and Coop both began to
fire, sending a streamof 9mmslugs into the mass of soldiers in the
rear of the truck.

Swerving again at the last nmonent, she swung off the road and sped past
the truck while Coop enptied his nagazine into the driver's conpartnent.

When the driver's head disintegrated into a nass of bone and hair and
brains, the truck veered to the side and overturned. It rolled tw ce
before its gas tank expl oded, sending pieces of soldiers and netal and
canvas flying through the air.

The next truck in line slowed, and the soldiers inside began to aim
their rifles and open fire. The jeep's w ndshield shattered, a dozen
bullet holes in it, as Coop pulled the ring out of one of his grenades
with his teeth and pitched it into the back of the truck.



Jersey yanked hard on the steering wheel, alnost throw ng Coop out of
his seat as she turned hard to the left.
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The grenade went off and bl ew the canvas top off the truck, and nost of
the soldiers out onto the road behind the truck. The rear wheels,
flattened by the force of the blast, sent out a stream of gl ow ng sparks
as the tire rinms skidded on the road's surface. The driver of the truck,
killed by a piece of shrapnel through the back of his skull, |eaned
forward on the steering wheel and the truck slowy turned out into the
desert away from Jersey and Coop's jeep.

Jersey kept the jeep headed out into the desert at right angles to the
road, heading away fromthe convoy so she and Coop coul d rel oad.

Behind them they could see the lights of several vehicles turning
toward themas the terrorists began to give chase.

Coop | ooked up fromfunmbling with his spare magazi ne, and gri maced as
Jersey raced blindly into the darkness with her lights still off.

"Jesus," he yelled, "I hope there aren't any trees out here!"

"When's the last tinme you saw a tree in the desert?" Jersey yelled back
at himw thout taking her eyes off the front of the jeep, even though
she couldn't see nuch past the hood.

The jeep hit arise in the ground that was invisible in the night, and
all four tires left the ground as the jeep becane airborne.

Jersey had time to yell, "Onh shit!" before the jeep hit the ground
agai n, bouncing and jigging fromside to side as she slamed on the
brakes. Luckily, the jeep was barely noving when the left front tire
expl oded and the jeep jerked hard | eft and overturned, throw ng both
Jersey and Coop out onto the sand and gravel

Jersey shook her head and scranbl ed around on her
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hands and knees until she found her Uzi. She | ooked around and saw Coop
lying on his side with his I eg bent under him and his arns bent around

hi s abdonen.

She took a quick | ook, and saw the vehicles fromthe convoy a coupl e of
hundred yards away, but headed right for them

She crawl ed over to Coop and shook his shoul der. "Coop, Coop, are you
okay?" she asked anxi ously.

He opened one eye and stared at her as if she were crazy. "Are you
ki ddi ng?" he asked. "OF course |'mnot okay. | was just in a car weck!"

Jersey |l aughed, glad to see he hadn't |ost his sense of hunor. "Well,
you' d better get off your ass and on your feet, 'cause we're about to
have sonme conpany. "



He craned his neck to the side and saw the headlights of severa
vehi cl es headed their way.

"Come on," she urged, pulling on his arm "Let's get over behind the

jeep. At least we'll have some cover."
Coop mpaned as he tried to straighten his leg. "Alot of good that'll do
us," he groaned, but he nanaged to get up on hands and knees, and

craw ed after Jersey back to where their jeep lay on its side, its rear
wheel s still slowy turning.

As he scranbl ed behind it, he saw Jersey crawing inside and funbling
with the seats.

"What the hell are you doi ng?" he asked.
"Looking to see if that bag of grenades is still here," she answered.

Coop felt his belt. Only one grenade was still there. He figured the
others nust've fallen off when he'd been ejected fromthe jeep.

"I'"ve got one," he called, taking it off his belt and laying it in the
sand next to himas he got up on his knees and sighted his MP-10 over
the rear part of the jeep
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Suddenl y, Jersey was kneeling next to him "I found the bag," she said,
rummagi ng inside it. "It looks like there's four nore grenades in here."

"Good," Coop said, staring at his sights as four pairs of headlights
bore down on them "lI'mgonna try and put their lights out with the
MP-10. Maybe that'll slow 'em down enough for you to put a grenade in
their |aps."

"Go for it!" she said, taking a grenade in her right hand and putting
her left index finger through the ring.

Coop took dead aimand slowy squeezed the trigger on the MP-10. Hi s
first burst took out both headlights on a | arge HunVee, draw ng return
fire fromthe fifty-caliber nmachine gun in the rear

Jersey didn't duck as the slugs pinged and screamed off the netal of the
jeep. She jerked the pin, laid her arm back, and | obbed the grenade
toward t he oncom ng Hummer.

It mssed to the side, but exploded in the air above the HunVee, and
killed the driver and machi ne-gunner in the rear. The passenger junped
out of the big truck just before it ran full tilt into the jeep.

Jersey and Coop barely managed to get out from behind the jeep before
the collision. Sonehow, the HunVee didn't flip over, but just ground to
a halt up on top of the jeep, its front wheels still spinning.

The other three vehicles behind veered off to the sides and ran by the
jeep, their drivers trying to see what had happened.

Jersey wasted no tinme. She grabbed Coop by the armand pulled himup
into the Hunvee. She nanaged to push the dead driver out of the door and



took his place.
"Coop, see if the fifty's still working," she yelled.

Coop, sensing what she had in mind, clinbed in the back seat, ignoring
t he bl eedi ng body of the gunner. He
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felt around the machi ne gun, and thought everything was in good worKking
order. "I think it's okay," he said. "Let ne give it a try."

He ainmed the gun off to the side and jerked the trigger once. The gun
burped and chattered out fifteen bullets before he could I et go.

"She's fine," he hollered. "Now, see if you can get us outta here!"
Jersey put the HunVee in reverse and floored the accel erator pedal. The
rear wheels spun for a monment and then took hold, and the big truck
backed itself off the jeep

As Jersey was about to shift gears, a pistol shot sounded fromoff to
the side and she felt a burning in her right shoul der. "Goddamm!" she
cursed, thinking, Not again.

Coop whi pped the barrel of the big fifty around and let off a burst in
the direction the sound had cone from though he was able to see not hi ng.

He stopped firing when he heard an earsplitting scream of pain and
angui sh fromin front of him

"CGot the bastard," he said.

"Not before he got ne,’
front seat.

Jersey said, her voice growi ng weaker fromthe

"Shit!" Coop said, and clinbed over the seat next to Jersey.

"You all right, babe?" he asked gently, his eyes narrowi ng at the dark
stain on her shirtsleeve barely visible in the starlight.

"Don't call ne babe . . ." Jersey said, and fainted.
"Sorry about that, darlin'," Coop said as he grabbed her under the arns
and pulled her into the passenger seat. He took off his belt and
hurriedly tied a tourni quet around her upper arm

Turni ng back to the steering wheel, he put the HumVee
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into gear, and began to drive off away fromthe jeep. He could see
several sets of lights in the distance as then-pursuers turned around to
cone back after them

Maki ng sure not to touch the brakes and give their position away wth

brake |ights, Coop gunned the engine and raced away into the darkness
and safety.
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As Coop drove the HunmVee as fast as he could through the darkness, his
attention was divided between checking Jersey to make sure her bl eedi ng
had stopped, and follow ng the progress of the three remaining vehicles
that were still on his trail.

Since they were able to use their headlights, they were slowy gaining
on him even though he drove a zigzag course through the desert.

H s heart alnost junped into his throat as he passed a dark object

com ng toward himout of the darkness, until he saw it was one of the
jeeps from Tehran. He caught a quick glinpse of a woman driving and a
huge bear of a man in the passenger seat that could only be Harl ey Reno.

When they passed, Coop raised a fist in salute, and thought he saw the
gleam of Harley's teeth as they flashed past, al so running w thout
headl i ght s.

Morents | ater, Coop heard the rapid chatter of an MP-10, and saw in his
mrror one of the pair of headlights followi ng himveer sharply to the
side and overturn, the headlights now vertical instead of side by side.

He chuckl ed to hinself, thinking, good ol' Harley.
After another minute, a large fireball erupted into the
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ni ght sky as anot her of the chasing vehicles felt the sting of Harley's
wr at h.

Coop slowed and turned in his seat to see the final pair of headlights
change direction and head back toward the road and the convoy of troops
headi ng toward Tehran.

As dawn sunlight began to tinge the eastern horizon with shades of
orange and gol d, Coop stopped the Hum Vee and got out of the car. He ran
around to the passenger door and flung it open, slipping inside to check
on Jersey.

Still unconscious, she npaned as he gently renpved his belt from around
her armto check on her wound. Slipping his K-Bar assault knife fromits
scabbard, he sliced through her shirt and peeled it down over her chest.

There was a small hold in the front of her right biceps, and a slightly
larger hole in the rear part of her armwhere the slug had exited after
pl owi ng t hrough the rnuscles of the upper arm

"Thank God they're using steel-jacketed bullets,” Coop nunbled to
hi nsel f, thinking the wound woul d' ve been nuch worse with | ead-tipped
bul | ets.

He squeezed around the edges of the wound, checking for any signs of
arterial bleeding, which would nean he'd have to reapply the tourniquet.
There was only a sl ow oozing of dark bl ood-a good sign

Jersey's head rolled to the side and her eyes blinked open. She stared
down at her exposed breasts and then glanced up at Coop, whose eyes were



firmy fixed on her shoul der wound.
"Hey, partner," she croaked through dry, chapped lips. "You trying to
get a free | ook?"

He gl anced down at her breasts once, and then shifted his attention back
to her wound. "Wat?" he asked scornfully. "You think I'd waste ny tine
scopi ng out those little things?"
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He shook his head, a slight smile on his lips. "Hell, |'ve seen better
breasts on a chicken, ny dear."

Jersey managed a | ow chuckle. "In your dreans, mster."

And then she groaned as he w apped a piece of her shirt tightly around
the wound, pulling it tight to stop the oozing of bl ood.

"How bad is it?" she asked, not able to see in the early dawn |ight.

"You won't be shooting any assault rifles for a few weeks," he answered,

"but you should be able to play the piano again."

"That's good," she said, her voice growi ng weaker as she began to fee
faint again. "I've always wanted to play the piano."

As she slipped back into unconsci ousness, Coop slipped his own shirt off
and began to put it on Jersey.

When his eyes drifted downward, he snmiled to hinself. "Coop, ol' boy,
you're a damm liar," he nunbled. "Those are really nice breasts!"

Just as Coop finished buttoning his shirt around Jersey, the jeep
cont ai ning Anna and Harl ey drove up. Harley and Anna junped fromthe
vehicle and ran to the side of Coop's captured HunVee.

"Hey, thanks for the rescue, guys," Coop said.
Anna noved to Jersey's side. "How s Jersey?" she asked as she noticed
the dressing on Jersey's arm

"She got hit in the arm |ooks |like a through and through wound t hat
nm ssed the bone," Coop answered.

They all | ooked up as another series of explosions fromthe direction of
the road into town occurred, acconpanied by the sound of
aut omati c-weapons fire that carried a good distance in the thin desert air.

Harl ey grinned. "Looks like the nobile troops are do-
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ing a pretty good job of slow ng the convoy down,"” he said, rubbing his jaw

Coop gl anced skyward. "Yeah, an' dawn's just about here. The
rei nforcenments oughta be I andi ng soon."



"Why don't you take Jersey on back to the city where one of the nedics

can take a | ook at her?" Anna said. She | ooked over at the road and the
long line of terrorist trucks in the distance. "Harley and | have sone

unfi ni shed busi ness over there."

"WIl do," Coop said, and he got back in the driver's seat.

"Take it easy on your approach to town," Harley advised. "Renmenber,
you're driving an eneny vehicle. W woul dn't want our boys to take you
out without knowi ng you're one of us."

"Don't worry," Coop said, holding up the tattered remains of Jersey's
BDU shirt. "I'Il wave this like a flag as soon as | get close enough."

Ben was standing in the cockpit door as the big G141 StarlLifter

foll owed the three Apache helicopter gunships toward the Tehran Airport.
He was relieved to see colums of green snoke wafting into the dawn sky
around the runways.

"Good," he said, "our nmen still have control of the airport."

The pilot nodded. "You want ne to radio the Apaches to fly in a circle
around the runways to make sure we get down okay?" he asked.

"Yeah," Ben answered, "if they've got enough fuel left."
The pilot got on the radio, and Ben noved back into
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the cargo conpartnent where the rest of the Scout paratroopers were waiting.
"Shuck your chutes, nen," he said, slipping out of his parachute. "Looks
like we're gonna get the red-carpet treatnment on this | anding."

As the men began to get out of their parachute gear, Ben added, "But
keep your weapons ready. | don't know how |l ong we're going to have
before the hostiles arrive, so we're going to deploy imediately in a
line of defense around the runways until the rest of the big birds get
down. "

By the time all of the six G 14s had | anded and the troops had
di senbarked and the Apaches had been refuel ed, Ben could hear heavy
fighting going on in the city a few m|es away.

He got on a SOHFRAD and got in touch with Major Jackson Bean, who was
|l eading the forces in the city.

"Jackson," Ben said, "how are you hol di ng up?"

"It's pretty heavy going, Ben," Bean replied, and Ben could hear the
chatter of automatic fire and numerous explosions in the background.

"Ckay," Ben replied. "Tell your men to hold on a while longer. |'m gonna
send in the Apaches first, but it'll take a little while for nme to get
nmy troops there."

"Tell the 'Paches to take out the tanks first, Ben. They're bl ow ng hel



out of the buildings we're holed up in," Bean said, evident relief in

his voi ce.

"Roger that," Ben said, and switched his frequency on the SOHFRAD to the
one used by the chopper pilots.

"This is Lieutenant Comander Dool ey, "
answer ed.

the | eader of the chopper squad

"Hey, Tom this is CGeneral Raines," Ben said. "CQur
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boys need a little help with some eneny tanks in the city. Think you can
obl i ge?"

"Tell your men to give us five mnutes and we'll be in their faces,"
Dool ey answer ed.

Ben saw the three helicopters take off and nake a bee-line for the city,
flying at high speed no nore than a hundred feet off the ground.

Ben al nost felt sorry for the tanks . . . al nost.

As he sped toward the city, Lieutenant Conmander Dooley flipped a switch
that |l ocked his Hellfire mssiles into the ship's targeting radar, and
got ready to make |ife m serable for some tank jockeys.

On the way into the city, Dooley triggered off his chain gun as he
passed hordes of eneny ground troops, grinning as the saw hundreds of
bodi es torn asunder by the thousands of shells fromthe gun

He didn't slow or change his course until he saw an old Army-surplus
Abrams tank in the niddle of a wide boulevard firing at a six-story
bui I di ng.

He put the tank in the mddle of his targeting screen, |ocked it on, and
pressed a button. He felt a jolt as one of his six Hellfire missiles

| aunched fromthe pod on his right side. The m ssile streaked downward
al nost faster than the eye could follow

The tank exploded in a huge fireball, and Dooley had to jerk the stick
to the side to mss the ball of flame that shot into the air.

As he circled around, |ooking for another target, his Plexiglas

wi ndshi el d was pocked and starred by bullet holes as he came under fire
froma fifty-caliber machine gun in the back of a HunVee on the street
next to the burning tank.

Dool ey triggered his chain gun and tore up the street
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on all sides of the HumVee, but sonehow managed to miss the vehicle.

As he dove toward the rattling machine gun, Dooley felt as if someone

had kicked himin the |leg, and he | ooked down and saw a hole in his
thigh he could put a fist in.



As his vision began to blur, Dooley shifted his aimslightly and saw
with satisfaction the HunVee disintegrating beneath the onsl aught of his
chai n gun.

Sweat pouring fromhis forehead and dripping down into his eyes, Dool ey
knew he had only seconds before he blacked out completely. Bl ood was
punping fromhis ruined leg at an alarning rate.

He | ooked around, but saw no place to land. "The hell with it," he
gasped, and wenched the stick to the side. Another tank came into view,
surrounded by eneny troops who were using it as a shield while they
attacked a building that had several Scouts on the roof.

Dool ey couldn't see well enough to target the tank with a Hellfire
mssile, so he just |lowered the nose, pushed the throttle to full speed,
and watched as the troops bel ow scattered trying to get out of his way.

They failed. The Apache hit the tank at alnmpbst two hundred miles an
hour, and all five of the remaining Hell-fire missiles exploded on

i npact, blowing a crater twenty feet deep and killing al nost three

hundred troops in the expl osion

The blast was so intense it knocked the Scouts on the building rooftop
off their feet, but saved their lives.

By this time, Ben and the rest of the troops had begun to arrive in the
city, catching the eneny troops between them the defenders of the city,
and the two remaining
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Apache helicopters that were w eaki ng havoc on the arnored vehicl es bel ow

Ben, unlike nmost generals before him didn't command the troops fromthe
rear ranks. He was right at the forefront of the arriving troops,
carrying his own Thunder Lizard, an ancient M 14 that he preferred in
conbat .

Since this was practically hand-to-hand conbat, Ben had told his squad
| eaders to do whatever they thought necessary to save the nmen defending
the city. He knew he wouldn't have tinme to personally direct the battle.

The SUSA troops attacked in a wide line, spread out enough so that they
woul dn't make a concentrated target. They attacked with a ferocity never
seen by the terrorist troops, screamng and running right into intense
eneny fire. There was absolutely no back down in the Scouts commuanded by
General Ben Rai nes.

Wthin a half hour, the terrified terrorists, though they outnunbered
the attackers five to one, began to retreat under the vicious onsl aught
of the Scouts.

When some of the terrorists tried to surrender, they were sunmarily
mowed down by the advanci ng SUSA troops, who didn't have the time or the
manpower to deal with prisoners of war.
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Coop, driving like a bat out of hell, rmade it though the checkpoints at



the city limts ahead of the eneny troops, but just barely.

The Scouts positioned there as advance guards grinned as he waved
Jersey's bl oody BDU shirt and raced through their positions.

He pull ed the HunVee to a stop outside the headquarters buil di ng and
opened Jersey's door. He was shocked at the pal eness of her face when
she opened her eyes and asked, "Were are we?"

"W're home, baby,"
hi s armns.

he said gently, and reached in and picked her up in

She shook her head. "Put me down, Coop. | can walk," she protested weakly.

"Bull shit," he said quickly, and proceeded to carry her up the four
flights of stairs to the roomwhere the nedic was attendi ng to wounded
t roops.

He laid her gently down on a cot next to Buddy, who was now awake. Buddy
grimaced as he rolled on his side to | ook at Jersey.

"Hey, Jerse," he said. "You catch one too?"

"Yes, sir, | guess so," Jersey answered as the nedic bent over her and
began to renmove the dressing Coop had put there.
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As the medic unbuttoned her shirt, he glanced up at Coop. "You'd better
| eave, Coop," he said.

Coop grinned, staring into Jersey's eyes. "Don't worry, Doc," he said.
"lI've seen 'em before.”

Jersey's eyes narrowed and she scow ed. "Coop, so help ne, if you
breathe a word . "

He held up his hands, palnms out. "Don't worry, dar-lin'," he draw ed
with a smrk on his face, "ny lips are sealed.”

Jersey |l aid her head back and nbaned, "Ch, God, why did you cause nme to
have to put up with this?"

Maj or Bean stuck his head in the door. "Coop, if you' ve got a mnute,
could you give ne an idea of what we're facing?"

Coop bent down and patted Jersey on her good shoul der, the one with only
a bullet crease init. "I'Il see you later, Jerse. Duty calls." As he
wal ked toward the door, he added over his shoul der, "Now you mind the
doc, you hear?"

"Cet out!" Jersey conmanded, though her eyes held the hint of a smle

As the attack on the terrorist troops was pushed forward by Ben Rai nes
and his Scouts, the nobile units sent out by Major Jackson Bean j oi ned
themin the fight, moving in and out of the fracas in their jeeps and
HumV/ees and the ot her assorted vehicles they'd used to harass the eneny
troops on the road into the city.

In the headquarters building, while Coop and Maj or Bean and a few ot her



Scouts were firing fromw ndows and the roof down on the advanci ng
terrorists, Jersey had to be physically restrained fromjoining in the
battl e.
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"Hell," she groused as the medic ordered her back to her cot, "I can
still fire with my left hand!"

"You pull those stitches out, soldier," the nedic said in frustration
"and 1'll put them back in w thout anesthetic!"

Haj i Kuchkool, seeing his troops in near rout after the arrival of Ben
Rai nes and the reinforcenents, yelled in rage at his troops to regroup
and fight back, but it was no use.

Deroral i zed by the constant attacks of the Apache helicopters and the
ferocity of Raines's troops, the terrorists began to run out into the
desert and deeper into the city, trying to escape being slaughtered by
t he oncomi ng SUSA nen and wonen.

Kuchkool 's driver, seeing the desertions of his fellow troops, |ooked
across the seat at Kuchkool. "Perhaps we should | eave and try and nake
our way back to our ships in port, sir," he said.

Kuchkool , knowi ng that to escape woul d al so nean certain death at the
hands of El Farrar for his failure, shook his head. "No, we fight to the
death here!"

Farid Zanet, realizing the fight was already |ost, disagreed, though he
didn't dare voice this opinion to Kuchkool

As Kuchkool ordered his driver to drive toward the thick of the battle,
Zamet, in the backseat, quietly opened the door and dove out of the
Hum/ee as it careened down the street toward a group of soldiers in
hand-t o- hand conbat .

Seconds after he hit the street and rolled into the gutter, he heard a
| oud roaring overhead and saw one of the Apache helicopters rushing
downward at the HunVee
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He ducked and covered his head just as the rattling chain gun shredded
the vehicle and its two occupants into confetti-sized bits and pieces.

Zamet got to his feet and dusted hinmself off, his hands shaking at the
cl oseness of the call. He was still dressed in civilian clothes instead
of the terrorist uniformfavored by the troops, and hoped he woul d be
able to melt into the Miuslimcommunity of Tehran and di sappear from
sight. Wth luck, soneday he could make his way back hone and take up
life with his fanmily again. H s days of revolution were over.

By mid-afternoon, the battle was all but over. O the ten thousand
terrorist troops that had cone to Iran, less than a few hundred were
left alive, and nost of themwere on the run in the desert trying to escape.

Wil e his squad | eaders rooted out isolated groups of terrorists that
were still fighting, Ben entered the headquarters buil ding occupi ed by
Maj or Jackson Bean.



Harl ey Reno, Anna, Hamer Hammrerick, and Beth and Corrie joined him
He'd run into themin the streets outside the building, and asked them
to acconpany himto see Major Bean

Bean net himat the top of the stairs. "Hello, Ben. G ad to see you,"
Bean sai d, shaking Ben's hand.

Ben | aughed. "d ad to see you too, Jackson."
Bean waved a hand at a nearby doorway. "Buddy's in here."

Ben nodded and wal ked into the room Buddy was |lying on a cot next to
Jersey, who was being fussed over by Coop. He was trying to get her to
drink sone juice

Jerse, the doc says you lost a lot of blood. He wants you to drink this."'
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"I told you once, Coop, I'mnot thirsty," Jersey replied, clanping her
[ips tight.

"You want ne to make you drink it?" Coop asked, scow ing.

"You and what arny?" Jersey asked, her voice | ow and dangerous. "Even
with one arm| can still kick your butt, Cooper!"

Ben | aughed out |oud. "Jesus, I'"'mglad to see things haven't changed."

Buddy | ooked over at himand snmiled. "They've been going at it like this
for hours. Thank God you're here to nake them stop."

"Sir," Coop said in exasperation, "would you order Jersey to drink this?
The doc says she needs it."

Ben held out his hands. "Unh-uh, Coop. |I'mjust an adviser here. Buddy is
still in charge."

Buddy shook his head. "No, Ben. The nmedic says |'m gonna need some maj or
surgery when we get back home. It |ooks like you' ve got your old job back."
Ben smled, and even though he tried to hide it, it was clear he'd

m ssed | eading his teaminto conbat.

"So, General," Mjor Bean said from behind Ben. "Wat do we do now?"

Ben turned, his face grim "Now we go after the bastard who started al
this . . . Abdullah El Farrar!"
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Li eut enant Sohail Shaeen coul dn't believe the infidel commander, and it
was a wonan no less, trusted himwith a jeep. As he drove toward the oi
fields in the distance, he reflected that it wasn't all that rmuch of an
opportunity after all. If he tried to escape by driving out into the
desert, all she had to do was to send one of those devilish helicopters
after him



On the way to nmeet his conrades and try to talk theminto surrendering,
he thought about the infidels and their strange ways. |lmagine, letting a
worman fight in the arnmy, and even nore strange, putting one in a comand
position where men woul d have to take orders fromher! And to nake
matters worse, she hadn't even had her head or face covered.

He shook his head. That would never work with Muslimtroops. In the
Musl i mworld, wonen were kept in the place God intended: in the honeg,
cooki ng and cl eani ng and obeying their man's orders. In fact, in nost of
the countries Shaeen had been in, women weren't even allowed education
That would only put unrealistic ideas in their heads. He'd heard that in
the infidels' world, wonmen considered thensel ves equal to men-an absurd
notion on the face of it.

Still, he had to adnmit, the woman's army had def eated
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his, and rather handily too. He nade a face and spat out the side of the
jeep. No, it couldn't be. She must have had a man telling her what to do
the entire time. That was the only thing that made any sense to him

Now, putting these crazy ideas out of his head, he had to decide what to
do when he came to the oil fields. Should he instruct the nen to fight
to the death and to destroy as many of the oil rigs as they could before
they were killed? That was surely what the Desert Fox, Abdullah E
Farrar, would want.

On the other hand, Shaeen thought, it was one thing to be a martyr when
you had at |east sone small hope of changing things for the betternment
of the Muslimworld. It was quite another to die when the war was
already | ost and to acconplish nothing by dying.

Surely Allah did not want his servants to di e needl essly. Perhaps he
woul d rather have his faithful men surrender and live to fight the

i nfidels another day. After all, the Westerners were known for their
softness when it came to prisoners. They didn't have the sense to
destroy their enem es, but would in nost cases let themlive to cone
back and fight against themin years to cone.

Shaeen smiled to hinself. That was it! He would convince his soldiers to
gi ve themsel ves up, telling themthat that way they could survive and
reformanother arnmy in the future to kill the devil infidels.

As the jeep approached the first of the oil derricks, sone overanxi ous
sol di er began to shoot at Shaeen, as if he were an eneny sol dier

Two slugs shattered the wi ndshield of the jeep, causing Shaeen to swerve
to the side and hurriedly junp out onto the sand so the soldiers could
see his uniform
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When there were no further shots, Shaeen stood up and waved his arnms in
the air, shouting in Arabic that he was a friend.

After a few nmonents, a man in a corporal's uniform stepped out from



behind the oil derrick and waved Shaeen forward.

Shaeen approached himand tried to renenber the man's nane, but it
woul dn't come to him

When the man sal uted, Shaeen returned the salute and said, "I am
Li eut enant Sohail Shaeen."

The man gave a slight bow of his head. "I am Corporal Hekmatullah, sir.

"Are you in charge of the forces guarding the oil rigs, Hekmatul | ah?"
Shaeen asked, gl ancing around, thinking there should be soneone here of
hi gher rank.

"Yes, sir, | guess so," Hekmatullah answered, | ooking a bit
unconfortable. "There was a |ieutenant here last night, but he was
supervising the placing of the mnes on the oil rigs and there was an
accident. One of the mnes went off prematurely,” Hekmatullah finished,
gl ancing off to the north.

Shaeen foll owed his gaze and saw the still-snoking ruin of a distant oi
rig. Its derrick was collapsed and the girders were bent and tw sted as
if sone giant had stepped on the steel and crushed it underfoot.

"l see," Shaeen said.
"Do you have news of the fight in the city?" Hekmatul | ah asked. "How
goes it?"

Shaeen hung his head. "I amsorry to say we have | ost the battle,
Corporal. Haji Kuchkool fought a glorious fight, but we were severely
out nunber ed, " Shaeen lied, thinking the men would feel better if they
t hought that was the case, rather than know the truth, which was that
the Muslim sol di ers had been outfought.
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"Then, we nust martyr ourselves and blow up the oil rigs," Hekmatullah
sai d vigorously. "That was Commander Kuchkool's final order to us when
he sent us here to mne the rigs."
"No, that is no |longer the case," Shaeen said. "I spoke w th Conmander
Kuchkool just before he was killed in the battle."

"Conmmander Kuchkool is dead?" Hekmatul |l ah asked, his face a nask of
di sbelief that such a thing was possible.

"Yes, | amafraid so," Shaeen said. "However, just before he was killed,
he told nme that | had to tell the men to save thensel ves and to not bl ow
up the oil field."

"But. . . why?" Hekmatul | ah asked.

"He told nme that Allah needed all of his faithful soldiers to stay alive
so they could come back and fight another day against the infidel pigs,"
Shaeen said, casting his eyes heavenward as if Allah had told Kuchkoo
this hinself.



"But if we surrender, the infidel soldiers will kill us," Heknmatull ah said

"No, that is not true," Shaeen said. "The infidels are much too soft to
do that. They will hold us here for a while, and then we will be
returned home to our famlies, where El Farrar will find us when he is
again ready to do battle with the foreign devils."

Hekmat ul | ah | ooked doubtful. "Are you sure that is what Comrander
Kuchkool ordered?"

Shaeen rai sed his hand toward the sky. "As Allah is ny witness," he
said, nentally hoping Allah would forgive himthis small lie since it
was in his service he said it.

"Do you want us to renmpove the mnes fromthe wells?" Hekmatul | ah asked.

Shaeen t hought for a nmonent, and then he shook his head. "No, we are not
here to do the infidels' work for
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them We will surrender, but if they want the m nes renoved, they can do
it themsel ves."

It was | ess than an hour and a half after Jackie Mal one had sent

Li eut enant Sohail Shaeen into the desert that her sentries reported he
was on the way back. His jeep was |leading a | ong colum of nen who were
on foot as they headed toward R yadh

Jacki e gl anced out of her headquarters wi ndow. She | eaned out and
hol | ered down at one of her squad | eaders. "Make sure they're unarned
and then put them sonewhere where we can keep an eye on them"

"Yes, ma'am " the soldier said.

Jacki e turned back to Barthol onew Wl ey-Sneyth, with whom she'd been
tal king. "Bart, what do you think we ought to do with the prisoners?”

Bart shrugged. "I don't know, Jackie. As far as ny governnent is
concerned, about all they could tell us of any interest is where they
obt ained the plutoniumthey used in their initial oil rig mnes."

She nodded. "Yeah, and I'll bet you dollars to donuts none of these
| ower -1 evel guys know di ck about that."

"I agree. For that kind of information, we're going to have to go to the
original source, this El Farrar or one of his top |lieutenants."

She frowned. "I just hope the bastard isn't in Afghanistan or some such
godf or saken place. It'd be hell trying to roust himout of there."

"Why don't you check in with General Raines? Maybe he has sone intel on
El Farrar's current |ocation."”
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"Good idea. | need to call himand tell himwe're all clear here anyway."

Jacki e went into the communi cati ons room and had the radio officer put
in acall to the SUSA headquarters in Tehran. After a few nonments, Ben



Rai nes was on the line.
"Hell o, Jackie," Ben said. "What's your situation?"

"A-1, Ben. We've taken the city of R yadh and we've cleared the
terrorists out of the oil fields. There are still sone conventiona

nm nes and booby traps hooked up to the rigs, but I'Il have ny expl osives
guys go over the field with a fine-tooth conb tomorrow at first |ight
and clean themout."

"Excel lent, Jackie. W're in about the sane situation here, but at | east
the major threat to the world's oil supply has been averted.”

"Ben, | do have a couple of questions for you."
" Shoot . "
"First of all, what do you want us to do with our prisoners? W' ve got a

few t housand nmen here who are too dangerous to just release into the
country."

She heard a | ow chuckle cone over the air. "My first thought would be to
turn themover to the Saudi royal fanmily. They're not gonna be too happy
with a group of nen who tried to take their oil revenues away."

"But Ben, you know what they'll do. They'll have a mass beheadi ng and
kill every one of the poor sons of bitches."

"I know, and that's probably what needs to be done. These nen cane a
long way to inpose their will on the rest of the world, and | don't
think i f we show mercy and

284

| et them go home, they're gonna go back to herdi ng sheep and goats and
be good little boys."

"You're right, Ben, but it still goes against nmy grain to kill prisoners."

"M ne too, Jackie, but we can't be responsible for what other sovereign
nations do with their prisoners.”

"Ckay. | was just talking with Commander Barthol omew W ey- Sneyth, and
he said his governnent would very much like to find out where this E
Farrar got the plutonium he used."

"That will be the first question | ask himwhen | see him" Ben said in
a | ow, dangerous voice

"You have any idea where he is?" Jacki e asked.

"Not at the present, but I've got Mke Post in Intel working on it."
"Ckay, Ben. I'Il check back after 1've gotten the prisoners taken care of.
"Roger, Jackie."
"And Ben."

"Yeah?"



"I"d very much appreciate being in on the op when you go after El Farrar."
"I wouldn't have it any other way, Jackie."

Jackie told Bart what Ben had said, and then went to see to the

di sposition of the prisoners. After placing a call to the royal pal ace
and being assured that the Saudi royal famly would i ndeed take
possession of the prisoners the first thing in the norning, Jackie went

to take a | ook at them for herself.

The prisoners had been placed in a huge arena that Jackie was told had
been used for sheep and goat aucti ons.
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She and Bart stood in the stands, |ooking at the prisoners as they
mlled around the dirt floor of the arena.

"A pretty dangerous-looking lot," Bart observed.

"Yeah, but | still wi sh there were sonething else we could do other than
turn them over to be executed," Jackie said.

As she spoke, her eyes fell on a soldier dressed in an officer's
uniform He |ooked a cut above the others, both in intelligence and
dereanor .

"I'sn't that the men who arranged for the men in the oil field to
surrender?" Jacki e asked, pointing Sohail Shaeen out to Bart.

"Way, yes, | think it is," Bart replied.

She gl anced at Bart. "You know, he did us an enormous favor by getting
those nen to give thensel ves up without destroying the oil rigs," she said.

Bart snmiled down at her. "You want to save him don't you?" he asked.
"I think it'd be the right thing to do," Jackie replied.

"Then, by all nmeans,"” Bart said, waving his hand in front of her, "be ny
guest . "

Jackie told a nearby guard to have Shaeen brought to her office in the
headquarters buil di ng.

Sohai |l Shaeen stood at attention in front of Jackie's desk, his eyes
averted fromthe infidel woman.

"Your nanme?" Jackie asked.
"Li eut enant Sohail Shaeen," he replied, keeping his eyes straight ahead.

"Do you know what is going to happen to your fellow soldiers, Lieutenant
Shaeen?"

He shrugged. "W will be held a while and then you
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will send us honme. That is the way it has always been with you infidels."
Jacki e shook her head. "Not this time, Lieutenant."

The tone of her voice finally made him |l ook at her

"This time, we're turning you over to the inperial guards of the Saud

royal famly here in Saudi. The nen in Iran will be turned over to the
government troops there.”

"But they will surely execute us," Shaeen said, his eyes wide.
"That'd be my guess, Lieutenant."

Shaeen straightened his back and firmed his lips. "lIs that all?" he
asked, ready to return to join his nen.

"Li eutenant, you did us a good deed when you got your men to surrender
without a fight. If you will make nme a promni se never to take up arns
again, | will see to it that you are given a chance to return to your hone."

"Hah!" he said, a | ook of derision on his face. "Why woul d you believe
me even if | agreed to say that?"

"Are you a religious nman, Lieutenant?"

"I ama devout Muslim" he answered.

"And doesn't Islamteach that it is a sin to |lie?" she asked.
"Yes, certainly."

"Then, if you give me your word, | will let you go free."

As Shaeen thought about her offer, a vision of his wife and two young
children back in Pakistan flashed into his mind

"Then | give you ny word," he said.
287 FORTY

Abdul | ah El Farrar was furious, and he was naking no effort to concea
the fact fromthe nen with himin Dha-hran. Mihanmad Atwa was in his
office, a fine sheen of sweat on his face, worrying that El Farrar woul d
take out his anger on him

El Farrar had the radioman in front of his desk, and he was grilling him
unnerciful ly.

"Do you mean to tell me that you cannot establish contact with either
Jamal Ahmed or Haji Kuchkool ?" he asked, his face a nmask of anger and
di sbel i ef .

"Yes, sir," Orar O hman, the unfortunate man in charge of

conmuni cations, replied. "I was in contact with both of theml ast
eveni ng, and they were about to proceed with attacks on Tehran and
Ri yadh. They informed ne they woul d be back in touch once they had
managed to retake the cities back fromthe infidel soldiers.™



"And you have heard not hing since |ast night?"

"No, sir. The last nessage from each of themindicated they had contro
of the oil fields and were about to attack the cities. In fact,
Conmander Ahned indicated his men were already in the oil fields and
were in the process of mning the oil rigs with expl osives."

"What about Conmmander Kuchkool ?"

"He said that his men had driven the infidels out of
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the oil fields, but because they'd left the fields mned with traps, he
was going to take the city and then return to the oil fields at first

light to remove the infidels' mnes and then replace themwith his own."

"Then why haven't we heard fromthen?" El Farrar asked, slamming his
hand down on his desk

O hman shrugged. "1 do not know, sir. | have been at the radio
continuously since the | ast nessages were received, and | have tried to
call them both several times. | have gotten no answers to any of ny calls.”

El Farrar turned his attention to Atwa. "Wat do you think, Mihamad?"

Atwa hesitated. He hated to tell El Farrar what he really thought, but
he had to say sonething. "There can be several explanations for the

| apse in comruni cations, mny |eader," he answered di plomatically. "The
battles for the city mght still be going on and the comuanders coul d be
too busy to use the radio, or their radi os may have been damaged in the
battle and they have no way to fix themuntil the battles are over and
the cities are secured."

"Do you think that is a possibility, Orar?" El Farrar asked.

Orar O hman hesitated. "I do not think so, sir. Each of the arm es had
several backup radios with them It would be extremely unlikely that al
woul d be so danaged they could not place a call."

El Farrar waved a hand at O hman. "That is all, Orar. Stay by your radio
and notify me imrediately if there is any word."

"Yes, sir,"
his post.

O hman replied, and he hurriedly left the roomto return to
El Farrar turned to stare at Atwa. "There is one other possibility you
negl ected to nention, Mihamad."

" Oh?"
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"Perhaps both of ny commanders have failed in their attenpts to take the
cities."”

"But sir," Atwa said, "surely that is not possible. Qur information was



that the infidels had very minimal forces in the regions. How could they
possi bly defeat over twenty thousand nen arned with the | atest weapons
and equi pnent ?"

"You forget, Muhammad. W are up against the devil hinself, Ben Raines.
I woul d put nothing past him even the seemingly inpossible."

"But just for the sake of argument,” Atwa said, rubbing his beard with
his right hand as he thought, "if we have lost this war and our armes
have been defeated, what are we going to do?"

"One thing is for sure," El Farrar said. "W do not dare to return to
Af ghani stan or even to our previous hones. The men and fanilies who
backed us in this endeavor will not be happy to see us if we have | ost
the war."

"What about the United States?" Atwa asked. "Do you think President
Gst erman woul d gi ve us sanctuary?"

El Farrar |aughed bitterly. "If we lose this war, the president will
pretend she has never heard of us, Muhammad." He shook his head. "No,
thi nk we had better think of someplace else to retire to if the news is
as bad as we fear."

"But who would take us in with the entire world searching for us?" Atwa
asked.

El Farrar didn't answer. He was already trying to figure out if the
nmoney he'd held back out of the funds his backers had provi ded was goi ng
to be enough to bribe some country's leaders into giving himshelter. He
| ooked at Atwa out of the corner of his eyes. One thing was certain.
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It was not nearly enough for two nmen, so Atwa was going to be left
behind if he decided to make a run for it.

Ben was in the process of arranging for the wounded, including Jersey
and Buddy, to be airlifted to Kuwait City in one of the C 14s when he
was notified that Mke Post was on the radio wishing to speak to him
He went into the conmunications room and took the mcrophone fromCorrie.

"Ben Rai nes here," he said.

"Hello, Ben," Mke replied. "lI've finally got some information on the
wher eabout s of Abdullah El Farrar and his top nen for you."

"Good," Ben answered, anxious to find out where the | eader of the
terrorists was so he could finish his canpaign against the terrorists.

"The | ast word we have on himis that he went to the port city of
Dhahran in Saudi Arabia in his Lear jet a few days ago. Evidently, he
wanted to personally supervise the retaking of R yadh and Tehran."

"Do you think he's still there, now that his arny has been so thoroughly
def eat ed?"
"My contact in Dhahran says the Lear jet is still on the runway, but he

can't confirmjust where El Farrar is staying in the city or even if he



isin fact still present.”

"Thanks, Mke," Ben said. "Maybe I'Il just take a little trip to Dhahran
and find out for nyself."

Ben signed off the radio, and then asked Corrie to get himin touch with
Jean- Francoi s Chapelle at the United Nations.

Chapelle was on the line in mnutes. "Hello, Ben," Chapelle said.
"Hell o, Jean-Francois," Ben replied. "W have good
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news for you. The terrorist arm es have been defeated and the oi
facilities are in safe hands once again."

Ben coul d al nost hear the sigh of relief from Chapelle. "That is
excel l ent news, Ben. The world owes you a great debt of gratitude."

"I will leave ny soldiers here until they can be replaced by United

Nati ons troops, Jean-Francois," Ben said.

"I will make arrangenents i mediately to have your troops relieved, Ben."
"That's good, Jean-Francois," Ben said. "lI've still got a little nmopping

up to do, and then we can put this behind us."

n O,]?Il
"Yes. Abdullah El Farrar is still at large, and I will need to see to it
that he causes no nore mschief before I'll consider the episode

finished," Ben said.

"Good | uck and good hunting, Ben," Chapelle said before signing off.
"Corrie," Ben said after she'd di sconnected from Chapelle. "You have one
nore call to make. CGet nme Jackie Malone on the horn. | want to make a
date with her to call on El Farrar as soon as possible."

Ben gathered his teamtogether in the ready room of his headquarters
bui | di ng. Everyone was present except for Buddy and Jersey, who'd had to
be sedated when she was told she wouldn't be able to accompany them on
this next mission.

"Cet your gear together, men and | adies,"” Ben said. "W're gonna nmeke a
call on the man who started this mess and nake sure he pays for his deeds.'

"Full parachute gear, Ben?" Harley asked, his teeth bared in a savage grin.
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"Yeah. The quickest way to get to himis to nake a drop outside the city
of Dhahran just before dusk. |I'msure he's got the airport guarded, so
we' |l just drop in unannounced and surprise him

"Ch, and Jacki e Mal one and Commander Barthol omew W ey- Smeyth have asked
to join us, so they'll be conming in fromRiyadh at the sane tine. W're



to rendezvous five mles west of the Dhahran Airport."

"Sounds like a great party,
get to attend."

Coop said. "Too bad Jerse and Buddy won't

"They'll be with us in spirit,’
the teamfromthe room

Ben said, and he got to his feet and | ed
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Jacki e Mal one checked her GPS instrunent, and saw that she was at the
exact coordi nates Ben had gi ven her when they nmade arrangenents to neet
in the desert outside Dhahran

It was just after dark, and she could see nothing in the scant
starlight. Barthol omew W1 ey-Sneyth, his aide, Sergeant Major Al phonse
G een, and the Davidson brothers were with her.

She gave a | ow whistle, and was relieved when it was answered from a
dozen yards away.

Soon, Ben and his team along with Major Jackson Bean, WIIlie Running
Bear, Sanuel O enents, and Sue Waters, appeared out of the darkness.

Jacki e grinned and shook hands with Ben. "Boy," she said, |ooking around
at the nen and wonen in the group. "This is |ike ol d-hone week."

"Do you think we have enough nen, Ben?" Bart asked.

Ben nodded. "Yeah. Qur Intel says there's no sign of a significant
nunber of nen here with El Farrar in Dhahran. My guess is he kept just
hi s personal guards and enough men and equi prent to hold the airport and
protect his jet."

"Any i dea where he's hol ed up?" Jacki e asked.

"No, but it's got to be near the airport," Ben answered.
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"He wouldn't want to get too far away fromhis jet in case things went
bad for him"

Ben turned and | ooked toward the airport lights, a few mles away. They
appeared closer in the thin desert air. "Let's spread out in a line and
nove toward the airport. Be careful. W don't know where the sentries
he'll have posted are.”

Harl ey and Anna noved off together, as did Hammer and Beth. Coop noved
next to Corrie. "Mnd if | tag along with you?" he asked.

She gl anced down at his leg, noticing he was still linping onit. "How s
t he ankl e?" she asked, adjusting the straps on the portable SOHFRAD on
her back.

"The medi ¢ double-taped it for the junp, so it ought to be okay," he
replied, not nentioning the pain that stabbed up his leg with every step

The rest of the group noved off in teans of two, and made their way
toward the airport lights. Dressed all in black with black greasepai nt



on their faces, they were alnost invisible fromonly a few yards away.

Since they had to nove slowy and be on the | ookout for sentries, it
took them al nbost an hour to walk the three or so mles to the outskirts
of the airport.

As they crouched just outside the light cast by the runway spotlights,
they could see teanms of men patrolling the runways, and several arned
men in the control tower across the way.

Ben pointed to each of the sentries one at a tinme, and then to a team

that he wanted to take themout. Al of the Scouts' guns were silenced,
so there wouldn't be any noi se, but when the nmen went down, the guards
in the control tower were sure to notice
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"We hit the runway guards in five minutes from. . . now" Ben said. He
pointed to Harley and Anna. "You two take out the control tower thirty
seconds |l ater. Make sure you get the radio antenna so they can't warn
anyone of the attack."

Harl ey Reno and Anna nmoved over until they were directly across fromthe
control tower, and squatted as close to the runway as they could get

wi t hout being in the light.

When the other teanms began to take out the guards, Harley and Reno
junped up and sprinted as fast as they could across the two runways

bet ween them and the control tower.

Abu Sayyaf, the lieutenant in charge of the night-shift guards, was in
the corner of the control tower pouring hinmself a cup of coffee when one
of the guards in the tower yelled, "Abu, come herel™

Sayyaf cursed when the nman's yell caused himto pour hot coffee on his hand.

"What is it, Essar?" he exclaimed irritably, w ping his hand on his
pants and noving to the wi ndow overlooking the airfield.

"Look there!" Essar cried, pointing at the nmen patrolling the runways.

The nmen were grabbing thenselves and falling to the ground as linp as
rag dolls.

"What the ... ?" Sayyaf said. The nen appeared to have been shot, but he
heard no sounds of gunfire.

H s attention was caught by two figures running across the runways
toward the control tower. They were dressed all in black and | ooked to
be carrying rifles.

"I'n the name of Allah, we're being attacked!" Sayyaf yelled, turning to
the radio to call and warn El Farrar.

The two running figures suddenly dropped, kneeling
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on one knee as they pointed their weapons at the control tower w ndows.

Though no sound came fromtheir weapons, the tower w ndows shattered
under the onsl aught of hundreds of bullets.

Essar, standing by the window, was riddled with slugs and whirl ed
around, his uniformcovered with bl ood.

Sayyaf frantically keyed the m crophone, but heard only static as the
desk the radi o was on suddenly exploded into splinters as steel-jacketed
slugs tore into it.

Sayyaf threw the m crophone down and reached for his Kal ashni kov,
standing in a corner.

He stunbled, feeling as if he'd been kicked in the back by a mule, and
fell to the floor. He glanced down and saw red stains appearing on his
tunic, and then the pain canme, |like nolten | ead bei ng poured on his skin.

He had time to scream once, before bl ackness opened up in front of him
and he dived in.

Once the airport was secure, Ben gathered his team and had a conference.
"Now, we've got to find which of the buildings near the airport E
Farrar is using as his headquarters.”

Jacki e nodded. "Spread out and each of you teans take a different
bui | di ng. Report back on your headsets to the others if you find a
building with sentries.”

Muhammad Atwa, unable to sleep, was standing on the bal cony outside his
bedroom sipping a scotch whi skey and snoking a cigar. Both activities
were considered sins in the Muslimreligion, but Atwa didn't care. H's
nmeeting with El Farrar earlier had left himwith lots of things to
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worry about, and the snoke and the scotch hel ped to cal mhis nerves.
He al nost dropped his whi skey when he happened to gl ance toward the
control tower of the airport, a few hundred yards away, and saw the
wi ndows di sintegrating and the flash of what could only be small-arns

fire fromthe runways.

He heard no gunshots, but he knew what was happeni ng. Their base was
under attack.

He ran back into the bedroom and threw on his robes and clothes as fast
as he could. He knew there was precious little time before the attackers
found their headquarters buil di ng.

As soon as he was dressed, he ran down the hall and banged on E
Farrar's door.

"Abdul I ah, wake up!" he screaned.

The door opened and a sleepy El Farrar glared out at him "Wat is it,
Muhammad? Bad dreans?" El Farrar asked sarcastically as he rubbed his eyes.



"The airport! W' re under attack!" Atwa yelled, pushing past El Farrar
into his bedroom "Wke up the guards!”

El Farrar came instantly awake. He noved quickly to the phone on a desk
in the mddle of the roomand dialed a nunber. Speaking rapidly, he
alerted the guards of the situation and ordered themto take up
defensive positions in the building at once.

He hung up the phone and noved w t hout speaking to his closet. Instead
of El Farrar putting on his uniform Atwa noticed he dressed in civilian
cl ot hes-the robes and headdress of a typical Saudi citizen

Once he was dressed, El Farrar took a suitcase fromthe back of his
closet and threw it on the bed.
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"What are you doi ng?" Atwa asked. "We don't have tinme to pack."

El Farrar smiled grimy. "The suitcase is already packed, ny friend. It
has bearer bonds in it worth five million dollars."

"But, what. . ." Atwa started to ask, until he saw the pistol suddenly
appear in El Farrar's hand.

"I"msorry, Mihammad," El Farrar said. "You' ve been a good and | oyal
friend, but | only have enough for one."

Atwa whirled and dove for the door just as El Farrar fired. The bull et
entered Atwa's back just to the right of his spine and threw him
facedown on the floor.

El Farrar picked up the suitcase and hurried down the hall toward a back
stairway. He had no intention of staying and fighting. Mich better to
run away and live to fight another day, he thought to hinself as he nmade
his way down the stairs and out a side door of the building into the

dar kness.

Coop, who was wal king toward the building when the Iights came on and a
shot rang out, imediately notified the other teans of the building' s
| ocati on.

Wthin mnutes, the building was surrounded and the teans were trading
fire with the guards that seemed to be at every w ndow.

A lone figure scurried fromthe side of the building and ran up a dark
street just as the first shots began

Coop saw the man escape, and made his way down the |ine of Scouts unti
he cane to Ben

After he quickly explained what he'd seen, Ben grinned, his teeth
gleaming in the starlight. "I think the head rat is abandoning his
ship," he grow ed.

"Jackie," he said to Malone, who was lying next to himfiring into the
second-story w ndows. "Take over
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here,'
figure.

he ordered, and he ran off into the darkness after the fleeing

It didn't take too long for the Scouts under Jackie's |eadership to take
out nost of the guards in the building. Once the murderous fire of the
Scouts' automatic weapons had pinned down the guards, WIlie Running
Bear and Sue Waters ran to the nmain door.

Runni ng Bear kicked the door in, and Sue | obbed a coupl e of
fragnentati on grenades into the first floor. Wen they went off, killing
the guards there and filling the stairway with bill owi ng snmoke, it was
only a matter of a few m nutes before the guards that were left alive on
t he upper floors threw down their weapons and surrendered.

As the defeated nen filed out of the building, Coop and Harl ey and
Hamer Hammrerick rushed up the stairs to make sure the building was cl eared.

Coop entered the roomthat El Farrar had used as his office, and found
Muhammad Atwa laying in a pool of blood. Since he was the only wounded
man in the building who wasn't in uniform Coop called down to Jackie
t hat she shoul d cone up

Jacki e kneel ed next to the wounded man and rolled himover. Atwa coughed
and spewed blood fromhis lips, indicating he had a | ung wound.

"W need to save this one," she said. "He night know sonething useful."
Samuel C enents, who doubled as a nedic, took his nedical pack and began
to apply field dressings to the wound in Atwa's back, then gave hima
shot of norphine to help ward off shock and sone antibiotics to prevent

i nfection.
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After a few nmonents, Atwa's eyes opened and he gl anced around at the
Scouts standi ng over him

"Am | going to live?" he asked, his voice slurring fromthe norphine.
Jacki e gl anced at O enents, who shrugged and nodded. "I think so," she said.

"Then, perhaps a glass of scotch would be in order,"” Atwa groaned. "It's
in the next room"

Jacki e | aughed. The man had balls. She glanced up at Coop. "Get himhis
scotch," she said. "It's the | east we can do."
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Ben j ogged down the dark street, carrying his H& MP-10 cradled in his
arms. Up ahead, he could see a nan wearing the flowi ng white robes of a
Saudi citizen walking at a fast pace and carrying a suitcase in his

ri ght hand.

Ben sl owed and noved in behind the nman, nmaking sure he made no sounds as
he trailed the man. Waiting until there were no other people around, Ben
called softly, "Abdullah El Farrar."

The man jerked as if he'd received an electric shock, and then he stood



stock still, not |ooking behind him
"I amafraid you're m staken," the man said as he slowy turned around.
"My name is Ahnmed Ressamand | ama citizen of Saudi Arabia."

Ben | aughed out loud, letting the barrel of his MP-10 drop toward the
ground. "Bullshit!" he said. "Your name is Abdullah El Farrar, and you
are not only a scoundrel, you are a coward who deserted the nen who'd
followed himinto battle."”

El Farrar's eyes narrowed, and Ben saw his hand nove toward a fold in
hi s robes.

Ben raised the barrel of the MP-10 and clicked the safety off with a
metallic sound. "If that's a gun in your robes, you'd better not pull it
or I'l'l cut you to pieces."

El Farrar slowy let his hand fall to his side. Ben noved
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in close, reached into his robes, and pulled out the automatic pistol El
Farrar had hi dden there.

"You must be the infambus Ben Raines," El Farrar said scornfully.

"One and the sane," Ben replied, stepping back a few paces.
"I assune | amunder arrest?" El Farrar asked, setting the suitcase down
on the street.

Ben pursed his lips. "No, not tonight, El Farrar. You are nuch too
dangerous a man to | eave alive, even in captivity."

"So, you plan to shoot ne down in cold bl ood?" El Farrar asked, his eyes
wi de.

Ben shook his head. "Nope, not my style,"
down on the ground.

he replied, laying the MP-10
El Farrar nodded and sniled evilly, his hand going to the curved knife
on his belt that all male Saudis wore with their robes.

Ben grinned back and pulled his K-Bar assault knife from his scabbard.
"I"'mgoing to give you a chance, El Farrar," he said. "Defeat nme, and

you go free."

"You are a fool, Ben Raines," El Farrar said, "To try and best an Arab
inaknife fight is to lose your life."

Ben crouched, holding his K-Bar in the underhanded manner of the
experienced knife-fighter

"We'l |l see," he said, and noved fromside to side as he closed the space
bet ween them

El Farrar al so crouched, waving his curved stiletto back and forth, its
bl ade gleaming in the starlight.

Suddenly he lunged forward, the knife flashing toward Ben in a sweeping arc.



Ben | eaned back just enough so the knife m ssed himby inches, and
sl ashed horizontally with his own bl ade. The K-Bar sl ashed through
nuscl es and tendons of El
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Farrar's right arm opening a deep gash and causing himto drop his knife.
He grabbed his arm and doubl ed over, groaning in pain.

"Pick it up,” Ben growed. "I'mnot through with you yet."

Tucking his right armtight against his side, El Farrar bent and
retrieved his knife.

He bared his teeth in a savage grimace and | unged at Ben once again,
sl ashing back and forth with his knife held in front of him

Ben | eaned to the side, kicked sideways with his conbat boot, and caught
El Farrar in the right knee, caving it in and snapping the cartilage in two.

El Farrar went down on one knee, hissing between his teeth at the
searing pain in his leg. He held the knife out before him "I give up
Rai nes. You are too nuch for ne."

Ben shook his head. "Like | said, El Farrar, a coward to the end."

As Ben noved to take the knife, El Farrar junped to his feet and stabbed
overhand at Ben's chest.

Ben bl ocked the novenment with his left armand swung upward with his
right hand, burying the K-Bar to its hilt in El Farrar's abdonen.

El Farrar grunted and sagged, all of his weight on Ben's knife hand.
Wth a grunt of effort, Ben jerked the knife upward, severing all of El
Farrar's abdomi nal nuscles and slicing up to his rib cage.

El Farrar opened his mouth in a gasp of pain and fell against Ben, who
whi spered in his ear, "I'mgoing to | eave your body here, El Farrar, to
be buried in a pauper's grave, unknown to your famly and followers."

El Farrar's eyes stared up at Ben, full of hatred and fear, until the
pupils finally dilated in the long stare of eternity.

304

Ben decided to take the wounded Muhammad Atwa back to Kuwait City with
himand his troops in hopes the man m ght have some useful infornmation
about El Farrar's organization

After his surgery to renove the bullet fromhis right lung, Ben visited
himin the hospital ward where he was being hel d under tight security.

"Hello, sir," Ben said, standing next to the bed. "My name is Ben Raines.’

"Ah," Atwa said, "the |leader of the Geat Satan's troops in person."



Ben smiled. "And what is your nane?"
"Muhanmmad Atwa. "
"You know why |'m here, M. Atwa?" Ben asked.

Atwa sighed. "l suppose you want nme to give you information about
Abdul 'ah EI Farrar." He hesitated. "He is dead, is he not?"

Ben nodded.

"I thought so," Atwa said. He glanced at a nurse standing in the corner
and then lowered his voice to a whisper. "I don't suppose you could
arrange for some cigars, or a bottle of scotch whiskey, could you?"

Ben | aughed. "I'mafraid the cigars are out of the ques-
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tion. You've just had a significant portion of your right |ung renoved."

When Atwa's face fell, Ben | eaned down and al so whi spered, "But | think
a small bottle of scotch could be arranged.™

Atwa sniled. "You are a scholar and a gentleman, sir.

Ben | ooked puzzled. "M. Atwa, you seemto be an educated man, and since
you asked for whi skey and tobacco, you aren't exactly a Mislim
fundanmentalist. Why on earth did you elect to follow and work with a man
such as El Farrar?"

Atwa turned his head to stare out of the wi ndow. "You probably won't
believe this, but it was to help nmy people.”

n O,]?n

He turned back to look into Ben's eyes. "The people in my region in,
Paki stan live in the nost dreadful poverty, wthout even the nost basic
of human needs; there is little food and even | ess potable water. |
thought that if El Farrar succeeded, perhaps sonme of the nobney and power
he achi eved woul d be used to better the lives of our people back hone."

Ben thought for a monment. "M. Atwa, where did El Farrar obtain the
pl ut oni um he used to bl ackmail the entire world by threatening its oi

suppl y?"

"That was ny doing, I'mafraid,"” Atwa answered. "I traveled to the
United States and asked President Oster-man for it."

Ben wasn't all that surprised. "And what was President Osternman to get
for giving you the plutoniun"

Atwa sniled. "Actually, she was to get nothing, according to El Farrar
but she thought she would get a larger supply of oil than she presently
is allowed. "

"I see," Ben said. "M. Atwa, did you know that E
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Farrar had in his possession a suitcase with over five mllion dollars
init?"

"No, but | suspected as much. El Farrar was not above lining his own
pockets at the expense of his people."

"And you were not a partner in this theft of funds nmeant to be used to
help the Mddl e East's poorer peoples?”

Atwa | ooked of fended. "OF course not."

"Coul d nmuch good be done with five million dollars in your country?" Ben
asked.

"An enormous amount of good, sir.

"Then, 1'mgoing to take a chance on you, M. Atwa. As soon as you've
recovered fromyour wounds, |'mgoing to see to it that you are rel eased
and sent back to Pakistan, with the five mllion dollars in El Farrar's
sui tcase. "

At wa | ooked ast ounded.

"But," Ben added, pointing his finger at him "I will be checking up on
you to see that you spend the nobney w sely, to help your people. If you
don't, you will wake up one night and I will be at your bedside, and it

won't be a happy reunion.”

Atwa's face sobered. He stuck out his hand. "Thank you, sir, | wll not
di sappoi nt you."

Two weeks | ater, Ben Raines got on a long-range transport helicopter and
flew north. Harley Reno, Jackie Ml one, Coop, and Jersey, who had
refused to be | eft behind, acconpanied him

President Caire Gsterman finished her dinner, which she'd had served in
her quarters, and | ooked across the
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tabl e at her personal bodyguard, Herb Knoff. "I hope you didn't eat too
much, Herb," she said, her eyes bright and shining.

"Ch?" he asked. "Wy?"

"I"ve heard it's not good to exert yourself too much after a heavy neal ."
He smiled. "And am| going to be exerting myself tonight?"

She stood up and began unbuttoning her blouse. "I certainly hope so."

Two hours later, they were sound asl eep, both exhausted after sone
vi gorous post-dinner activities.

Claire blinked and opened her eyes. Sonething had awakened her from a
deep sleep. As her eyes becane accustoned to the darkness, she saw a



dar k shape | eaning over her and felt a sudden stinging in her left ear

"Quch!" she exclainmed, sitting up abruptly in bed. "Goddamit, that hurt."

"What' d you say, dear?" Herb asked sleepily fromnext to her in the bed.
Suddenly, the lights cane on and Claire saw a group of nmen and wonen
standi ng around her bed. They were dressed all in black and had bl ack
greasepaint on their faces.

She punched Herb in the shoul der, waking himup. As he scooted up in bed
and sat up, Caire said, "I'mreally getting tired of waking up and
havi ng strange people in nmy bedroom™

Herb gl anced at her, noticing bl ood was runni ng out from between the
fingers of her left hand, which was cupping her left ear

"Claire," he said, "You ve been hurt!"
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She took her hand away and saw the blood on it, and then her eyes went
to a femal e face next to her bed. She recognized Jacki e Mal one from
their previous neeting when Jackie had cut a notch in her right ear.
"Shit! Not again?" Claire said.

Jacki e nodded. "Yes, now your |eft ear matches your right, Madane
President."

A mal e voi ce spoke fromthe other side of the bed. "CGood evening, Caire."
Claire | ooked over at him It was Ben Raines.
"Ben, you son of a bitch!" she alnost yelled. "You'll pay for this!"

Herb cast his eyes toward the bedside table, where he kept a 9mm
aut omati c pi stol

Ben held out a Beretta. "Are you looking for this, son?"
Herb rel axed back agai nst the headboard.

"\What are you doing here and why did you let that crazy wonan assault
me?" Claire asked in her nost inperious voice.

Ben smiled. "Just a reninder, Sugar Babe," he said, using his pet
ni ckname for Caire.

"A rem nder?"

"Yes. A reninder that no matter where you are and no matter how tight
your security is, | can get to you any tinme | want and do to you

what ever | want."

"But why are you here?" Claire asked, sitting up in bed.

When she sat up, the sheets covering her fell to her |ap, exposing her
breasts.



Ben | ooked away. "Cover yourself, Claire," he said.

She jerked the sheets up under her neck and glared at him
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"To answer your question, I'ma little put out with you for giving a
madman fifty pounds of plutonium”

Cl aire | ooked shocked. "I don't know what you

"Come off it, Claire," Ben said. "The man you gave it to has given us a
full confession, which |I've naturally forwarded on to the United Nations."

"But... but .. ."

Ben held up a finger. "This visit is just alittle warning, Caire.
Peopl e who play with fire often get their fingers burned.”

"I don't know what you nean."

"Jean- Francoi s Chapell e has assured nme that the next tinme the QI
Allocation Committee of the U N neets, they will alnpst certainly |ower
t he anmount of oil allocated to the United States.” He grinned. "We'l
leave it up to you to explain to the people who el ected you just why

t hat happened. "

"You bastard!" she screamed, stretching out her hands toward him her
fingers curled into cl aws.

Jacki e stepped forward, jamred a hypodermic needle into Claire's |eft
shoul der, and then watched as Caire's eyes shut and she collapsed in

t he bed.

As Herb's face reddened and his nuscles bunched for retaliation, Ben
held up a hand. "Easy, son. It's just a tranquilizer to put her out |ong
enough for us to get away."

Herb rel axed back against his pillows and held out his arm an
expression of resignation on his face while Jackie gave himthe sane shot.

In the helicopter headed back to SUSA headquarters in Louisiana, Jackie
asked Ben, "Do you think she | earned her |lesson this tine?"
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Ben shook his head. "People |ike her never |earn, Jackie. They just keep
on meking the same m stakes over and over again."

"Then, why didn't we just take her out pernanently?"
"Because the people of the United States el ected her,

and peopl e usually get the kind of |eaders they deserve."
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Knoxville, TN

It was half-time in the game between the University of Tennessee and
Auburn University, and because both schools have orange as one of their
school colors, the stadiumwas ablaze with the punpkin hue. The bands
had just left the field, and with the score tied at seventeen-all,
92,315 fans were waiting for play to resune.

Al t hough Auburn is known as the "Tigers," for sonme reason lost in the
msts of legend and lore, their loyal supporters often refer to their
team as the "War Eagles." Therefore, when a U S. Air force A 10
approached the field, an Auburn fan pointed to it and shouted the Auburn
war cry.

"War Eagle!"

H's cry was repeated by thousands of throats and they watched as the
ai rpl ane banked, then made a | ow fly-by over the stadium The Auburn

fans stood and cheered. But the Tennessee fans, not willing to concede
that the airplane was nmaking a flyby in support of Auburn, stood and
cheered as well. After all, this was a visual representation of the

United States military, and the U S. nmlitary was an all vol unteer
force. The Tennessee teamis known

314

as the "Volunteers,'
representing them

thus, the plane could just as easily be

The airplane pulled up at the end of its pass, then nade a |long, |azy,
one- hundr ed- ei ghty-degree turn and started back. The cheering was | oud
and boisterous. In this tine of war against terrorism the fans of both
Tennessee and Auburn were united by a spirit of patriotism and they
waved school pennants and national colors as the A-10 tilted down toward
the stadium

Suddenly a ring of fire appeared on the nose of the fighter-bonber. For
just an instant the crowed thought it was sonme sort of salute. A portion
of the crowd realized very soon, however, that it wasn't a salute, for
expl osi ve cannon shells and machi ne-gun bull ets made of depl eted urani um
slamred into the stands at the Auburn end zone.

When the A-10 pulled up after its first pass, there were sonme in the
cromd who were still cheering, not yet aware that the plane had just

| aunched an attack agai nst them Turning sharply, the plane came back
for a second pass, once again firing cannon and machi ne guns at the
crowmd. But by now word was spreadi ng quickly throughout the stadiumthat



this was a deadly attack. The crowd panicked and tried to get out of the
way. The machi ne-gun bullets and cannon shells caused terrible carnage,
but the panicked crowmd did even nore. Hundreds of spectators were
crushed in the nad rush as the crowd stanpeded toward the exits.

Al t hough the airplane belonged to the U S. Air Force, the pilot,

Abdul  ah Afif Akil, was a lieutenant in the Sitrarkistan Air Force, in
the U S. as part of a mlitary exchange program No one on the ground
yet knew this, but Akil didn't mind. Soon, the entire world would know
of his martyrdom "Allah Akbar," he said, as he continued his strafing
runs, delivering a deadly cargo with grim
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efficiency. Finally, with the last round expended, the pilot turned away
fromthe stadi um

Washi ngton, D.C

Andy Garrison, the assistant director of Honeland Security, was watching
the Il1linois-Chio State game when suddenly the picture on the screen
switched to the gane in Tennessee.

"Come on," Garrison grunbled. "What's the use of paying for the sports
package if | can't watch the ganme | want ?"

Suddenly, on the screen, he saw explosions ripple through the stands.
Confused, he leaned forward. "What is this, a novie?" he asked. But,
even as he asked the question, he knew he wasn't watching a novie. There
was sonet hi ng about the texture of the picture that told hi mwhat he was
wat chi ng was real

"We don't any nore about this than you do, |adies and gentlenen," the
sportscaster was saying in a breathless voice. "You are seeing it

happen, just as we are. \Wat? Wat?" the sportscaster asked, just off

m ke, though | oudly enough for his question to be picked up. Then he
cleared his throat. "All right, 1'"'mbeing told now that we have a nation
wi de feed. Ladies and gentlemen, this is Charley Keith. Normally |I would
be bringing you the play-by-play commentary of the Tennessee- Auburn
football game but all that seens terribly insignificant now. To update

t hose of you who are just tuning in, nonents ago a United States Air
Force pl ane began strafing Ney-land Stadium W don't know why, nor do
we know yet, how many casualti es have been sustained, but we can report
that there are many injured, and probably killed. Wit
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a mnute fol ks, we thought the plane had left, but here it conmes again!"

Andy Garrison called his liaison in the FBI. "Peter, turn on the TV," he
sai d.

"I"'mwatching it," Peter Sinmmons said.
"Has POTUS been i nfor ned?"
"The President of the United States has been inforned," Peter answered.

"Are we doi ng anythi ng?"



"The Air Force is scranbling fighter jets," Peter replied. Thought
that's a little like shutting the barn door after the horse is gone."

"Yes, well, we can't undo what has been done. But naybe we can shoot
this bastard down, whoever the hell he is," Andy said.

"Wait, are you watching this? He's conming back," Peter said in alarm
On screen, the A-10 was headi ng straight for the camera.

"He doesn't seemto be shooting this tinme," Charley Keith, the
sports-caster was saying. "Hopefully, he's run out of ammunition.”

"Charl ey, he's coming straight for us," the col or comentator said.
"Bobby's right, folks," Charley said. "He's coming right at us. W
shoul d be able to get a really good look this tinme."

"My God, Charley! He's not turning away!" Bobby shouted.

On screen the airplane got bigger and bigger until it filled the screen.
Then there was nothing but a few lines across the screen, foll owed by
snow, then black. Al nost
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instantly thereafter, the picture returned to the studi o where,

normal Iy, a sports news reporter would be updating the nation on the

| atest scores of all college games in progress. But now the reporter was
sitting behind the famliar curved desk in front of a large board filled
wi th team names and scores, holding his finger to his earpiece. He
nodded, then | ooked at the canera. As the canera noved in, the patina of
sweat that covered his face was clearly visible. He licked his |ips.

"Uh, | adies and gentl enen there has obviously been sone sort of ngjor
mal function in our feed fromKnoxville. W'Il get that taken care of as
quickly as we can. In the neantime, we're," he halted in md-sentence,
obviously listening to instructions in his earphone, then he nodded.
"Yes, we're going to our news central desk."

Langl ey AFB, Virginia:

As the F-15 Col onel Bob Jackson was flying, roared into the sky on twin
pillars of fire, he felt his weight increase many times by the effects

of accel eration. Wrking hard to overcone the G forces, Jackson lifted

his hand to the radi o-control panel and changed frequencies fromtower

to command.

"Charl ey-Charley, this is Qunslinger One with flight of two, requesting
a vector and clearance.”

Because of the readiness plan that had been put into effect after the
terrorist attacks of September 11th, 2001, there were jet fighters on
standby at various bases all across the country. This Saturday afternoon
Col onel Jackson and his w ngman, Captain Hugh Tayl or had drawn the alert
duty, and it was they who were scranbled in response to the attack in
Knoxvi | | e.
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"Qunslinger One, take a heading of two-six-zero. You are cleared at any
altitude, proceed at maxi mum possi bl e speed. Squawk your parrot and
scranbl e, please, sir."

"Roger, squawking," Col onel Jackson replied. He "squawked his parrot" by
pushing a button on his IFF that would emit a coded signal, thus
identifying himas friendly. He also turned a switch on his radio that
woul d make it inpossible for anyone listening in to understand what was
bei ng said. "Scrambled," he reported.

The voice of Charley-Charley cane over the headset once nore.

"Qunslinger One, ny authenticator is nad dog. | say again, ny
aut henticator is mad dog. Respond, please.”

"Sea Biscuit," Colonel Jackson replied, responding with the correct code
to authorize the reception of top-secret information

"You are cleared to engage."
"Roger," Jackson replied.
"Col onel, | can see snmoke ahead,"” Captain Taylor said after several m nutes.

"Light up the afterburner, Captain,"” Jackson replied. "If that son of a
bitch is anywhere in the area, | don't intend to |l et himget away."

"Roger, lighting the burner."

The afterburners of both F-15s kicked in with a boom increasing the
speed so dramatically that, once again, the pilots could feel thenselves
bring pressed back into then-seats. A three-mnute burn took themto the
site of the billowi ng snoke; then both aircraft throttled down as they
orbited the stadiumto check out the scene.

"Charl ey-Charley, this is Gunslinger One. W're on station,” Col one
Jackson cal | ed.

"Your target is an A-10," Sector Control replied.
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"Negative, there is no target,’
t he burni ng press box.

Jackson said as he banked sharply around

"Has the target departed the area?"

"I think he crashed into the press box."

"Pl ease confirm"

"Roger. "

Col onel Jackson and Captain Taylor nmade a very low fly-by to exam ne the

press box. A |large percentage of the crowd were still in the stands, and
not understanding that the two fighters had been sent to help them they



di ved under the seats to avoid them

"Did you see anything definite, Captain?" Colonel Jackson asked, as they
pulled up fromtheir first pass.

"Negative."

"Gve me a covering orbit. |I'mgoing back for another |ook," Col one
Jackson said.

"I have you covered, sir."

Captain Taylor flew a wide orbit, high above the stadium while Col one
Jackson dropped gear and fl aps and made anot her | ow pass, this tine
com ng down even below the top | evel of the bl eachers. There were sone
in the crowd who thought he was actually going to |l and on the footbal
field, but in truth, he had just nade his airplane "dirty" so he could
performthe very |Iow, and very slow, fly-by.

Al t hough the activities of the two F-15s were cause for concern and
curiosity in the stands, there was no reaction at fromthe press box.
That was because Charley Keith, Bobby Sawyer, and every other occupant
of the press box lay dead in the twi sted and burni ng wreckage.

320 "Book 'eml"

Legal Thrillers from Kensi ngton

__Character Wtness by R A Forster Sb5.99US/ S7. 50CAN

0- 7860- 0378- 2

__Keeping Counsel by R A Forster S5.99US/ S6.99CAN 0-8217-5281-2

_The Mentor by R A Forster $5.99US/ $7. 50CAN

0- 7860- 0488-6

__Presunption of Quilt by Leila Kelly $5.99US/ $7. 50CAN

0- 7860- 0584- X

Call toll free 1-888-3 45-BOOK to order by phone or use this coupon to
order by mail.

Nane

Addr ess

Gty State Zip

Pl ease send ne the books | have checked above.

I amenclosing $

Pl us postage and handling* $

Sales tax (in New York and Tennessee only) $

Total amount encl osed $



*Add $2.50 for the first book and $.50 for each additional book.
Send check or noney order (no cash or CODs) to:

Kensi ngt on Publishing Corp., 850 Third Avenue, New York, NY 10022
Prices and Nunbers subject to change without notice.

Al'l orders subject to availability.

Check out our website at ww. kensi ngt onbooks. com



www.kensingtonbooks.com

